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      If you’re interested in reading more early 20th century mysteries, my free offer at the end of this book is for you! So don’t forget to check that out when you get to the end. Happy reading!

      It was an unusually hot summer in Gyver that August of 1921. All the windows were open in the Grave house. Every so often, Agnes, the housekeeper, regarded the ornate fireplace with a loathsome stare as if its menacing grate was trying to devour what little air there was.

      Eve, the eldest of the Grave sisters, was in her usual place on the sofa, the Gyver Bee in her lap. Helena, the middle sister, had her nose buried in one of her journals. Violet, the youngest, was, as usual, out for the evening, although her older sisters had the satisfaction of knowing she was not tearing up the town in Jimmy Reid’s beat-up Ford but safely behind the Rooty Toot Drugstore’s soda fountain with Kitty Markie, serving sandwiches and sundaes and gossiping with her friends.

      Felix, Helena’s husband, had stayed home for dinner instead of his usual meal “out with friends.” He sipped Agnes’s excellent coffee, patting his stomach with satisfaction. “Maybe I should have dinner at home more often, my love,” he threw out to his wife.

      “Maybe you should.” Helena did not look up from her journal.

      He leaned forward, peering at the title. “Police Science Chronicles.” He made a face. “Good Lord, I thought you were through with that nonsense.”

      “I’ve always been interested in crime science, Felix,” she said. “You know that.”

      “And you know I don’t like my wife filling her head with gory details,” he snapped. “I thought I made my position clear when you and Eve got involved with the Libby Cinder case.”

      Eve remained silent, straightening the edge of the newspaper.

      Helena, as always, remained calm. “As a matter of fact, I’m reading a fascinating article on Mrs. Glessner Lee’s Nutshell Studies of Unexplained Deaths.”

      “Who’s what?” he asked.

      Helena finally looked up, taking off her reading glasses and rubbing her nose with a little smile. “Mrs. Frances Glessner Lee. She’s experimenting with crime scene dioramas.”

      “You’re speaking Greek, my love,” Felix said. “We weren’t all fortunate enough to indulge our intellects with college learning and eye-opening revelations from rich spinsters like Zadie Hummer who can afford to stick their noses into police business!”

      “Helena worked hard for her education, Felix,” Eve snapped.

      “And I worked hard to put bread and milk on the table for my brothers and sisters!” he snapped back.

      Eve’s voice softened. “I wasn’t dismissing that.”

      Felix put another lump of sugar in his coffee and stirred it. “I’m simply trying to understand.”

      “Mrs. Glessner Lee is making miniature crime scene reenactments in order to teach detectives how to look for evidence,” Helena said patiently.

      “Perhaps she ought to come here and teach Oliver Clarke a thing or two.”

      “Oliver is the county district attorney, not a police detective,” Eve reminded him.

      “I’m not likely to forget that,” Felix snapped. “I expect him to come through the door any minute, flailing his arms helplessly and begging for assistance. And you’d give it to him, wouldn’t you?” He eyed her.

      Helena dropped her glasses on the rug and picked them up, cleaning them with her napkin. Eve felt a pain in her heart at her younger sister’s discomfort. She cleared her throat. “It looks like the veterans are finally going to get the help they need.”

      “Oh?” Felix inquired.

      “‘Veterans will be able to cut through all the red tape, as three government agencies —the Bureau of War Risk Insurance, the U.S. Public Health Service, and the Federal Board for Vocational Training— will merge into one place. President Harding signed a bill today to establish the Veterans Bureau,’” Eve read.

      “Good for Harding,” Helena said.

      “It’s about damn time,” Felix growled.

      “Disgraceful how those poor boys have had to suffer, bad economy or no bad economy,” Eve said with a sigh. “All that waiting and paperwork to get what they need and deserve.”

      “It’s almost as bad as the injuries they suffered in battle,” Felix agreed as he rose. “They get blasted in the trenches and then come home to what? Unemployment is on the rise, and they have to tear their hair out getting acclimated into society and vocational training.”

      “You talk like you were fighting right there with them,” Agnes mumbled, collecting the coffee cups.

      Felix glared at her. “I may not have been on the Western Front, but I had friends who were.” In a softer tone, he added, “For some of them, their letters are the only thing I have left.”

      “I didn’t mean nothing,” the woman murmured as she went out.

      “Does the article say anything about the men with shell shock and war neurosis?” Helena asked.

      “Not specifically,” Eve said. “I imagine the bill covers them all.”

      “I imagine not,” Helena grumbled.

      There was a clamor in the hallway and Agnes’s voice rose. “Don’t you go trailing dirt on my floor, missy!”

      Violet rushed in with Kitty and Jimmy, Kitty’s beau, in tow. “Eve, you’ve got to talk to Oliver!”

      “Steady there, young man.” Felix caught Jimmy by the shoulders. It was clear from the young man’s swaying figure that he was not entirely sober. “Some bad whiskey on your breath.”

      “Nonsense. Best money can buy.” Jimmy’s words came out slightly slurred.

      “Agnes, get Jimmy a strong cup of coffee. Very strong,” Eve emphasized.

      “Who’s at the drugstore now?” Helena looked at Kitty with suspicion.

      “Never mind that.” Violet waved her away. “They’ve arrested Hank Convoy!”

      “Who’s he, Jimmy’s bootlegger?” Felix asked, amused.

      “Don’t be a sap,” Kitty snapped. For once, she had a somber look on her face instead of her usual petulant pout. “He’s a friend of ours from school.”

      “He’s the one who used to come around and fix the hearse when it was acting up, remember?” Violet asked, a little breathless. “He was two years ahead of me in school.”

      “I remember.” Eve nodded.

      “He went off to war and came back last year.”

      “One of the lucky ones,” Felix remarked. “He’ll benefit from the Veterans Bureau all right.”

      “Oh, why don’t you blow?” Violet snapped.

      “As you wish, madame.” He saluted her, and, giving Helena a peck on the cheek, sauntered out.

      “Calm down, honey.” Eve put her arm around her sister. “Kitty, you and Jimmy sit.”

      Both obeyed like little children.

      “Hank’s in jail, and it’s all a mistake,” Violet insisted.

      “Maybe it isn’t a mistake,” Jimmy said. “Maybe he really did it.”

      “Oh, shut up!” Kitty barked.

      “Did what?” Helena asked. “Vi, make sense.”

      “Joe Savage came down to the drugstore tonight and was shooting his mouth off about how the sheriff’s arrested Hank,” said her sister.

      “It’s probably nothing more than drunk and disorderly,” Helena said. “Lots of soldiers have been letting loose since they got back.”

      “Joe said Hank murdered someone!”

      “Murdered!” Eve stared. “That nice kid?”

      “He’s not a kid anymore,” Kitty insisted. “He was old enough to get his brains blown out in the trenches.”

      “Only he didn’t,” Jimmy added.

      “Maybe Joe’s just trying to impress you,” Helena suggested. “He’s always flirting with you.”

      “That’s what I said,” Jimmy insisted. “Nobody believes me.”

      “Agnes, take Jimmy and Kitty to the kitchen and get them the coffee,” Eve ordered.

      “I didn’t touch a drop of that firewater!” Kitty insisted.

      “Nevertheless.” Helena rose and pushed both of them at the sour-faced Agnes.

      “Eve says coffee, and coffee you’ll get!” Agnes growled as she seized both of them by the arm.

      Violet breathed a little easier when they were gone. “I didn’t ask them to come. Honest.”

      “Now tell us what happened slowly,” Eve commanded.

      “Joe came in for a sandwich about a half hour ago,” Violet said. “He was being his usual pesky self, and I was ignoring him of course.”

      “Of course,” Helena mumbled.

      Glaring at her, Violet continued, “Then I heard him say, ‘That friend of yours from the Mold District just got hauled to the station, and Sheriff’s got the handcuffs on him.’ I said, ‘Who in Sam Hill are you talking about?’ and he said, ‘How many friends you got from the Mold District?’”

      “Get on with it, Vi,” Helena snapped.

      “He said, ‘The Convoy kid. Sheriff says he’s going to fry in the electric chair for murder.’ Kitty told him he was crazy since there’s no electric chair in California.” She looked satisfied. “I told her that.”

      “Brilliant deduction,” Helena said dryly. “Now go on.”

      “Joe said, ‘Well, the noose then, and serves him right.’ I said, ‘And who is Hank supposed to have killed?’ Joe said, ‘Old army pal of his, I think. And he did kill him. He said so to the sheriff and the district attorney.’”

      “I think he was just telling you a story, Vi.” Helena pressed her hand.

      “But it’s not just a story,” Violet insisted. “We went down to the police station ourselves.”

      “Who’s ‘we’?” Eve asked.

      “Kitty and me, of course!”

      “And Jimmy?” Helena raised an eyebrow.

      “Are you kidding?” Violet stared at her. “In his soused state?”

      “And the sheriff told you he’s arrested Hank for murder?” Eve asked.

      “Of course not,” said her youngest sister. “He still resents us for solving the Libby Cinder murder instead of him.”

      “We didn’t solve the murder,” Helena corrected. “Oliver did. We just helped.”

      “Oh, applesauce, we solved it and you know it,” Violet growled. “Anyway, that old boar of a sheriff wouldn’t tell us a thing, but Deputy Elwood hinted Hank was there. He wouldn’t tell us anything else.”

      “Joe Savage could still be wrong,” Eve offered.

      “That’s what we’ve got to find out.” Violet grasped both her sisters’ hands.

      “We’re not policewomen, Vi,” Eve protested.

      “We’re the three Sherlockas, remember?” Violet asked.

      “That’s your game,” Helena said. “I prefer not to think of myself as Sherlock Holmes’ sister.”

      “It’s ridiculous for us to go storming into his house and demanding he present the case,” Eve added.

      “I’m not suggesting that,” Violet said. “I’m only saying if we went there and you used a little sweet talk, he’d cough up the whole story.”

      “Just because he asked for our help once doesn’t mean he plans on doing it again,” Helena pointed out.

      Violet looked from one sister to the other. “All I’m asking for is information about a friend who’s been arrested, Eve,” she appealed to her sister, her foxlike features melting into a little girl’s plea. “I know you don’t like going to Oliver’s house now.”

      Eve stiffened. “I don’t know what you mean, Vi.”

      “I know Ellen’s been a big snob lately, soft-soaping the Brenas people,” Violet continued. “I know she’s been treating everyone in town as if they’re no better than fruit flies, including Mrs. Beaton and her bunch. But she’ll probably be in bed already, and we’ll have Oliver all to ourselves. If you asked him, he would tell you anything you wanted to know.”

      “You talk as if I’m one of those vamps from the moving pictures,” Eve said warily.

      “Well, if Oliver weren’t married —”

      “Vi!” Eve’s voice shook. “I don’t want to hear you talk like that!”

      Her youngest sister heaved a sigh and turned to her other sister. “Helena, make her go.”

      “I think we should all go,” Helena said simply. “He can’t put us all off.”

      “He’ll think we’re all pouncing on him at once,” Eve objected.

      Violet rose. “If neither of you will go, I’ll go myself! Me and Kitty.”

      “Lord,” Helena mumbled.

      Eve put her hands on her sister’s shoulders. “If it means that much to you, darling, we’ll go. But we’ll be making fools of ourselves.”

      “Hot dog!” Violet hugged her. “I’ll get Kitty and Jimmy out of here.” She straightened her skirt. “We’ve got Sherlocka business to attend to.”

      “Heaven knows it won’t be the first time we’ve made fools of ourselves for that girl,” Helena remarked as her sister scurried out of the room.

      “We might do someone else some good, though,” Eve said softly as she thought about Hank Convoy, the kind young man who had willingly fixed their hearse.

      ~~~~~

      The warm breeze filtered through the open windows as they sped in the Model T Ford, Violet lavishing her usual complaints about the car and the usual hints that five years was far too old for an automobile in this modern age. Her praise of the new Ford models fell, as usual, on deaf ears since Eve considered older cars to be safer and Helena didn’t care what they drove as long as all four wheels turned.

      The lights were on downstairs in the gray house with the blue trim where Oliver lived.  Jennie, the Clarke maid, answered the door with her usual grumpy expression. “The lady of the house does not wish to see callers after dinner,” she said in a haughty tone and proceeded to close the door.

      Violet pushed it back, nearly hitting the girl in the face. “Isn’t it lucky we’re not here to see the lady of the house, then? We’ve come to see the man of the house. Oliver!” Her screech echoed through the doorway.

      “Vi!” Eve scolded her. “You needn’t yell like a market woman.”

      “Oh, Mr. District Attorney!” Violet sang out, ignoring her sister as she walked down the hallway.

      Eve and Helena followed her, and all three sisters found the Clarkes in the living room. Eve couldn’t help but marvel at how, even with its pale tones, it was as stuffy as a Victorian parlor. Oliver, his handsome and lively face a little pinched, was pressing tobacco into the cup of a pipe. Ellen sat across from him, her legs crossed, filing her nails. She did not even look up to greet the sisters. Eve felt at once as if a layer of fog had filled the room with a thick tension, but she realized the fog had been there before they entered.

      “We’re sorry to disturb you, Oliver,” she began.

      “I’m always glad to see the Grave sisters,” he said. “What’s with you, youngster?” He grinned at Violet. “I thought you were perfecting the cream on top of your chocolate sundaes.”

      “We have something important to discuss with you, Oliver.” Violet plunked herself down on the sofa beside him. “It’s police business.” She looked pointedly at Ellen.

      “Indeed?” Ellen said in a chilly tone.

      “Why did you have Hank Convoy arrested?” Violet asked.

      “Vi, maybe you’d better explain your interest in Hank,” Helena said as she leaned against the back of an empty chair. “Otherwise, Oliver might think it’s just idle curiosity.”

      “I don’t mind a little idle curiosity,” he said.

      “I should say you wouldn’t!” Violet put her hand on her hips. “After we helped you solve that case this winter —”

      “Really!” Ellen put down her nail file.

      “Really!” Violet shot back.

      “Ellen, I think we can get the ladies some coffee, don’t you?” He glanced at Jennie waiting in the corner. Her sour expression was more pronounced as she looked to her mistress for instructions.

      Eve said quickly, “We’ve had our coffee, thank you, Ellen.”

      The woman sank back into the seat.

      “Hank and I went to school together,” Violet explained. “We’re still friends. I see him all the time in the drugstore, so I know he’s no criminal.”

      “See him all the time, eh?” He raised his eyebrow.

      “Don’t be a goop!” she snapped. “We were two years apart but he never treated me like a kid. And now Joe Savage said he’s been arrested for murder!”

      Oliver’s eyes rolled. “I’ll never get used to how people gossip in a small town!”

      “Not in all small towns, dear,” Ellen said quietly. “Some towns are very discreet.”

      The glare she received from her husband made Eve think this was part of an argument they were having before the sisters arrived. “It does take some getting used to,” she said meekly.

      “And you want to know if it’s true?” Oliver guessed.

      “I know it’s true,” she declared. “Kitty and I went down to the jail and saw for ourselves. What I want to know is the details.”

      “Details?”

      “The lowdown,” she said. “What have you got on him?”

      “Don’t sound like the gangsters, Vi,” Helena snapped. In a more polite tone, she said, “As he’s a friend, we wanted to see if we could help.”

      “It’s none of their business, don’t you think, dear?” Ellen asked. “They’re not working for the police, after all.”

      “The headlines will be in the newspaper tomorrow anyway,” Oliver said with a sigh. “I couldn’t keep Jack Shane out of it this time.”

      “I’m not surprised,” Helena snorted. “In school we used to call him Bloodhound Jack.”

      “How terribly quaint the way you all have nicknames for one another,” Ellen said icily.

      “Would you like to know what yours is?” Violet growled.

      Eve put her hand on her sister’s shoulder. “We realize we have no right to know as citizens, Oliver. But as friends of the boy —”

      “I understand, Eve,” he said. “I can’t tell you everything, of course.”

      “Just the juicy details,” Violet said as she settled onto the couch.

      “Tell us what you can,” Helena said.

      Oliver glanced at his wife. “Ellen, maybe you prefer to go to bed.”

      It seemed like every feature in his wife’s face stiffened. “I suppose I have a right to hear the ‘juicy details,’ as Violet insists on referring to them, even more than they do.” She threw her head back. “Jennifer, you may retire.”

      The sulky look on the maid’s face told Eve she would have loved to stay and listen.
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      It began very early, about five o’clock that morning. The phone rang, waking up both of them, even though Oliver had tiptoed to the hallway, closing the bedroom door behind him so as not to wake up Ellen. He knew it was for him.

      “Peterson here.” The county coroner’s voice was stoic. “We found a body you should come and take a look at.”

      “Where?” Oliver asked.

      “Down in Marlestra. It’s in the alleyway off of Dean Street near what used to be the artillery factory building.”

      As Oliver drove through the twilight, he thought about why Mr. Peterson had sounded so exacting. The Mold District, as the locals called the neighborhood, housed most of the crime in Gyver and although murder was usually not among them, it seemed to Oliver a little out-of-the-way for Mr. Peterson to be taking such precautions.

      He parked on Dean Street next to the office building Mr. Peterson mentioned. Though he didn’t know the area well, there was no mistaking the place. A large garbage truck was parked right at the entrance to the alleyway, blocking it from view of onlookers. Surprisingly, there were a handful of them, mostly men with early shifts at the lumber company. Oliver nodded at one of Sheriff Warner’s assistant deputies as he let him through the blockade they had created out of crates.

      Oliver walked down the alleyway which was lit up like a Fourth of July parade. He commended Sheriff Warner and his men for being prepared with lanterns and candles to light the sidewalk and the beacon lights that were directed at the far corner where the alleyway almost met with Wadding Street.

      The sheriff and Deputy Elwood were there, their uniforms a little haphazardly put on. Mr. Peterson greeted him, and he was glad to see Dr. Myers was already examining the body. George Parks, the town photographer engaged to take pictures of crime scenes, was already at work, as was Franki Dencker, an art teacher, who was doing sketches. He was even surprised to see Daniel Frazer standing behind Mr. Peterson, his hands in his pockets, staring down at the stretched dark figure on the ground.

      Sheriff Warner came forward and said in a soft tone, “Dan was having dinner with Mr. Peterson so he came along. I told him this ain’t his jurisdiction, but he says he wants to help.”

      Oliver held out his hand to Daniel. “Morning, Dan, Mr. Peterson. What have we got here?”

      “The man’s name is William Hicks,” Mr. Peterson said. “People around here call him ‘Wild Bill.’”

      “Wild Bill, eh?” Oliver cocked his head. “I don’t think he’s one I’ve met.”

      “You wouldn’t, Mr. Clarke,” said the sheriff. “He’s one of the boys who came home from the war only last year.”

      “He’s not much of a boy,” Daniel remarked. “He’s in his mid-thirties if he’s a day.”

      “Who found him?” Oliver asked.

      “Henderson brothers.” Sheriff Warner jerked his head toward the garbage truck where Oliver saw two young men in white uniforms standing with their arms folded, peering into the dark alleyway.

      “Anybody talk to them?”

      “I did,” Daniel said. “They came here on their usual rounds. They moved the garbage cans, found Wild Bill lying there and immediately called the police.”

      “They said they didn’t touch nothing,” Sheriff Warner said. “Guess only the doc can say for sure if that’s true.”

      Oliver glanced at the sheriff. “I take it Wild Bill wasn’t exactly a stranger to you.”

      “You mean, had he been in trouble with the law?” The sheriff shrugged. “We hauled him in for a drunk and disorderly charge a couple of times, but that’s it. He had a reputation for being a little too fond of a private poker game. You know how these ex-soldiers are.”

      “He’s not an ex-soldier, Sheriff,” Daniel said in a stiff tone. “He’s a veteran with several medals to his name. Mr. Peterson told me he was just awarded a medal and some prize money from the Legion of Valor.”

      “Legion of Valor.” Sheriff Warner sniffed. “I ain’t knocking those guys, you understand, but if you want to talk valor, you look at every man on every police force these days. We win wars every single day.”

      “No one is disputing that, Sheriff.” Oliver patted him on the back. Then, he eyed Mr. Peterson. “That’s what this is all about, isn’t it?”

      The sheriff stared. “I don’t get you. What’s what all about?”

      “This urgency,” Oliver said. “Because he was a veteran.”

      Mr. Peterson was quiet for a moment. “As you know, Oliver, this country hasn’t done so well by the ex-soldiers these past few years —”

      “That ain’t up to us,” Sheriff Warner insisted. “That’s up to the government.”

      “A lot of people aren’t happy about the bread lines and the soup kitchens,” Mr. Peterson continued. “Especially for the decorated soldiers. So when a veteran is killed, it doesn’t make us look good.”

      Oliver glared at Mr. Peterson, feeling his temper rise. “I make every murder in my jurisdiction a top priority, whether it’s a veteran or somebody’s grandma.”

      “Of course you do, Oliver,” Daniel said kindly. “It’s my priority too.”

      “This ain’t your case, Mr. Frazer,” the sheriff insisted.

      “Mr. Peterson asked me to come,” Daniel said in a stiff tone. “When he or Oliver tells me to leave, I’ll go.”

      “Thanks, Dan.” Oliver pressed his arm. “Who called the photographer and sketch artist?”

      “That was Dan’s idea,” said the coroner. “I think it’s too early, but —”

      “The crime scene’s probably already been trampled on by those people.” Oliver shot a glance at the small crowd still beyond the garbage truck. 	“You can’t keep the people back, Mr. Clarke,” Deputy Elwood chimed in. “Or the press.”

      “Press?” Oliver shot a look around.

      “I thought I saw Jack Shane around here a minute ago.”

      “Well, somebody find him,” Oliver barked. “I don’t want this getting into the Gyver Bee before we’ve had a chance to figure out what’s going on.”

      “I’ll tell you what’s going on.” This came from Dr. Myers who had now joined them, straightening his coat over his small frame.

      “Glad you could be here, Doctor.” Oliver couldn’t keep the sarcasm out of his voice. He recalled the long wait for the doctor to show up when they had found Libby Cinder by the side of the river earlier that year.

      “As it happens, Mr. Clarke, I was just getting back from a patient visit when the sheriff called, so I was already dressed and with my bag.” Dr. Myers gave him a pointed look.

      “Well, out with it,” Oliver said in a gruff tone.

      “The man died from a bullet wound to the stomach.”

      “When?”

      “Last night sometime,” said Dr. Myers. “Between ten and midnight, I’d say. Probably closer to ten or eleven.”

      “Well after dinner, then,” Daniel remarked.

      “What’s it matter?” The sheriff glanced at him.

      “It might matter a great deal,” the young Moody district attorney snapped.

      “We’ll only know that after the autopsy,” said Dr. Myers. “I can’t get the bullet out just yet, so you’ll have that in the morning too.”

      “Bullet to the stomach.” Mr. Peterson flinched a little. “Pretty bad way to go.”

      “Any way’s a bad way to go,” Dr. Myers remarked. “He probably died within five minutes, if that eases your mind.”

      “Just isn’t right,” Deputy Elwood lamented. “Man fights for his country, manages to survive battle, and then comes home just to get shot and dumped in an alleyway.”

      “It ain’t like we haven’t seen it before,” his superior reminded him. “Only this killer was a little cleverer than most. He hid the body behind the trash cans.”

      “And they happened to send the garbage trucks out this morning,” Mr. Peterson added.

      “Our killer couldn’t have known that,” Sheriff Warner said.

      “Maybe he wasn’t as clever as you think,” Dr. Myers said. “He moved the man after he shot him.”

      “How can you tell?” Oliver asked.

      “The blood went out of the internal organs,” the doctor said. “There’s some on his shirt and coat. If he’d been shot here, he would have bled internally with hardly anything to show for it on his clothes.”

      “Anything else?” Oliver asked.

      “The position of the body isn’t consistent with the way a man would have fallen after being shot to the chest.”

      “George!” Oliver’s deep voice filled the alleyway with a pleasant growl. The photographer appeared. “Take some photos of the body and the surrounding area. Use all the lights you need.”

      “Right away, Mr. Clarke,” the young man said.

      “Miss Decker!”

      “Yes, Mr. Clarke?” The woman appeared in the circle of light, her short hair framing her face.

      “We need a sketch of the body quickly. Every last detail, including the position of the arms and legs.”

      “You’ll get it.” She saluted him and joined George.

      Oliver turned to the doctor again. “You think the body was dragged and left here. From where to where?”

      Dr. Myers shrugged, rolling down his sleeves. “That’s your headache, Mr. Clarke, not mine.”

      “You mean our headache,” grumbled Sheriff Warner.

      “I can tell you more about the bullet and the wound when you get the body to me for the autopsy,” said Dr. Myers.

      “How about the Grave Funeral Home mortuary?” Oliver suggested.

      The doctor looked annoyed. “I have my own equipment, as I told you the last time.”

      “And we established the last time that Mrs. Wright’s equipment is much more advanced than yours,” Oliver barked back.

      “Well, naturally, that’s her job,” he said. “But we don’t need anything fancy, Mr. Clarke. I’ve extracted many bullets in my time.”

      “I’m sure Helena wouldn’t dream of interfering, Dr. Myers,” Daniel chimed in. “She respects other people’s work.”

      “She respects my work so much that she took it upon herself to examine Miss Cinder’s body before I could even get to it,” the doctor sneered. “Don’t think I didn’t know about that!”

      “I agree with Dr. Myers,” said the sheriff. “We got no use for those Grave girls in this.”

      “What about the hospital?” Daniel suggested. “They’re well equipped.”

      “Good idea,” Mr. Peterson said with a nod. “I’ll drive you down and get the paperwork started for this crime so we can get to it.”

      “I’ll bring in Mrs. Hicks to identify the body as soon as I can,” said Oliver. “If Jack’s around, I don’t want her finding out about it in the morning paper before we’ve had a chance to tell her.”

      The coroner glanced at Oliver. “I leave it in your hands.”

      A sharp, warm breeze blew in just as the men headed toward Wadding Street. The scent of hot tar and decaying vegetables made Oliver think of the city streets of San Francisco on a warm night where anything, including murder, could happen.

      “Somebody bring a flashlight!” he barked.

      Deputy Elwood appeared, holding one in his hand.

      “Shine it down on the street,” Oliver commanded.

      As the lawman did so, Oliver saw immediately the wet streak that, even with the dim gray sky, bore a red glare. “Let’s see where it begins, shall we?”

      With the sheriff’s and deputy’s help, he found the beginning of the trail which started about two thirds of the way across the alley and ended where Wild Bill lay sprawled in the corner near the wall of the office building.

      “Just a few feet from that door.” Sheriff Warner pointed to the house across the way.

      “Who lives there?” Oliver asked.

      “I don’t know these people, Mr. Clarke,” said Sheriff Warner.

      “Looks like you’ll need to find out,” he said.

      “I got in my head to talk to all the neighbors here,” said the sheriff. “Somebody might’ve heard something.”

      “They wouldn’t talk if they did,” his deputy advised.

      “This ain’t Falcon Hill,” the sheriff agreed. “But people are always on the lookout for somebody with a gun or knife.” He glanced at the body. “Maybe he should’ve been a little less careless, eh?”

      Oliver shone the light on Wild Bill. He was a tall, lanky sort of man who, as Daniel said, was no longer a boy and hadn’t been for some time. Oliver guessed him to be in his late thirties. The narrow face was long and rough with stubble, but the suit and coat he wore showed a preference for style. The legs were thrust out straight and one arm was by his side. The other was bent a little.

      “Certainly was a sharp dresser,” Sheriff Warner remarked.

      “That jacket’s a little heavy for this weather,” Oliver said. “Do you notice something about that hand, Sheriff?”

      Sheriff Warner nodded. “Bent like he was holding something.”

      Oliver grinned. “Can’t say you don’t know your business.”

      “Might’ve been a wallet,” the sheriff offered. “We didn’t find nothing on him when we searched him.”

      “Too bad we haven’t the fingerprint expert,” Deputy Elwood remarked. “If he was robbed, somebody might have left fingerprints.”

      “I’m still trying to get the expert approved,” Oliver said. “But I don’t think whoever it was would have left a mark.”

      “Nah, too smart,” Sheriff Warner said. “Only by chance we found him this fast because of the trash.”

      “Here, son, hold this.” Oliver handed the flashlight to Deputy Elwood. “Keep it shined on him. I’m going through his pockets.”

      “We’ve already done that, Mr. Clarke,” the sheriff said.

      “Maybe you missed something.” Oliver glanced at him. “I used to do this kind of work too, you know.”

      “Used to,” Sheriff Warner mumbled.

      Oliver carefully dug into the outside pockets of the trench coat and the pants pockets, careful not to touch the bloody areas. He unbuttoned the coat and laid the sides open. “He must have had half his belongings on him.”

      “Why do you say that, sir?” Deputy Elwood asked.

      “He’s got more pockets on that coat than a woodpecker has homes,” Sheriff Warner agreed. “Ain’t none of them filled, though.”

      “They may have been filled,” Oliver said. “A man doesn’t wear a jacket with that many pockets unless he plans on taking things with him.”

      “Too bad whatever he had on him didn’t keep him from danger,” the sheriff remarked.
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      One of the junior assistant deputies who had been sent by the sheriff to scout around the alley appeared and handed the sheriff a small box. Inside, there were a few cigar butts and cigar ash.

      “That might have been left here ages ago,” Oliver said.

      “Not that brand,” Sheriff Warner said. “Cuban cigars are hard to get, especially for these people.”

      “Maybe it was from one of the executives in the old factory building,” Deputy Elwood offered. “They’ve been renting out office space since the end of the war.”

      “McCay!” the sheriff called over his shoulder, and the assistant deputy who had handed him the box appeared. “Where’d you find this?”

      “Over there, Sheriff.” The young man pointed a boney finger at the house closest to Wadding Street.

      “Right outside the door?” Oliver asked.

      “Nearby, sir.”

      “Didn’t I tell you to always label evidence as soon as you find it?” Sheriff Warner scolded.

      The young man fidgeted. “Miss Decker drew a picture of it, Sheriff.”

      “Get Miss Decker over here,” Oliver ordered.

      The young woman stepped gingerly around the wavy line of dried blood. “You asked for me, Mr. Clarke?”

      “I’d like to see those sketches.”

      “I’m not through yet.” The young lady was firm.

      “Show us what you got so far,” Sheriff Warner snapped. “This ain’t no time for artistic temperament.”

      She continued to frown as she handed Oliver the sketch pad.

      He flipped through the pages until he found what he was looking for. The sketch of the corner where Wadding met the alleyway was neatly done, and the detail of the small strip of grass growing along the side of the house led to three steps before the door and a small patch of ground with the cigar butts and ash.

      He showed it to the sheriff. “Might be Wild Bill was visiting someone in the neighborhood, and they went out to smoke a cigar after dinner.”

      “And then he got shot,” Sheriff Warner agreed as he motioned toward his deputy. “Time to question everybody.”

      “I’ll stick around here.” Oliver handed the sketch pad back to Franki.

      “You might want to have a word with the gentleman of the press.” She threw a glance toward Dean Street. Standing in the light was Jack Shane.

      “You want me to chase him out of here, Mr. Clarke?” Sheriff Warner looked as if he relished the idea.

      “No, I’ll talk to him.” Oliver sighed. “We can’t keep the press away forever.”

      Jack always reminded Oliver of a skunk with his large nose and beady eyes and in the way he slunk around. His smile showed too many teeth as he said, “Morning, Mr. Clarke. Any statement to give to the press about this shooting?”

      “Nobody said it was a shooting,” Oliver said sharply.

      “Dr. Myers did,” said the young man. “Wild Bill Hicks was shot in the stomach, died from internal bleeding. You know why they called him ‘Wild’ Bill, don’t you?”

      “No.” Oliver crossed his arms. “But I’m sure you do.”

      “He was quick on the draw,” said the young man, ignoring the district attorney’s sarcasm. “He could get mad quicker than a grizzly bear.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind, Jack,” said Oliver. “Now, get out of here!”

      But Jack seemed unperturbed. He moved a lantern that one of the assistant deputies had left lying on the ground a little sideways with his foot. The light shone on the line of blood leading toward the trash cans. “Looks like someone tried to hide him, eh?”

      “Listen, Jack,” Oliver’s voice was harsh, “I’m asking you to keep the story out of your paper for twenty-four hours. Give me a chance to break the news to his relations.”

      “You mean his mother,” Jack said. “That’s who he’s been living with.”

      “All right, his mother,” Oliver corrected. “I don’t want her knowing about it from the newspaper.”

      “It’s not against the law to print a story, Mr. Clarke.” The man sniffed.

      “No, it’s just against all decent human instinct to print one before the mother of the victim has a chance to identify the body,” Oliver snarled. “Now get out of here! And don’t mention the body was moved either.”

      The young man grinned, showing even more teeth. “I didn’t say the body was moved. I just said it looked like someone tried to hide him.”

      “The sheriff’s just itching to arrest you, you know,” Oliver said. “I might even let him.”

      “Freedom of the press, sir,” the young man reminded him with a salute as he slunk off.

      “Young punk,” Oliver growled. He watched as Jack sidled up to Franki, whose head was bent down to the sketch pad. “Miss Decker!” he shouted. “Don’t let that reporter see anything!”

      Franki turned over the pad and glared at Jack.

      “George!” Oliver motioned toward him. “I think we got all we needed here, so go home now, and get those photographs to me as soon as you can.”

      “Yes, sir!” George grinned, collapsing his camera.

      “And don’t let Jack Shane have even a peek at them.” Oliver shook a finger at him. “If I find even a thumbprint smear in the morning paper —”

      “Don’t you worry, Mr. Clarke,” the young man promised. “I kept him away from the Libby Cinder photographs, didn’t I?”

      “Good man.” Oliver patted his cheek. “Miss Decker,” he addressed Franki, who was lingering behind George, “the same goes for you. Bring those sketches to my office as soon as you can and under no circumstances allow Jack or his brother Abe to get even a peek at them.”

      “I’d just as soon cuff them on the ear,” Frankie said with certainty. “Just like when we were kids.”

      Oliver roared with laughter and waved at them as they made their way to Dean Street.

      Waldo Henderson, his puffed face looking tired, approached Oliver. “Mr. Clarke, can we go now? We’ve got to continue our rounds, you know. The garbage ain’t going to get dumped by itself.”

      “Sure thing,” Oliver said. “Thanks for helping keep the crowd at bay.”

      “They’re mostly gone now,” he said with a grin. “The workmen, that is. Now it’s the housewives with nothing better to do.”

      Sheriff Warner and Deputy Elwood came back to the alleyway. By this time, a pale light had broken the dawn. The sheriff’s face was grim.

      “Sheriff, can’t you send some men to get those people out of here?” Oliver indicated the edge of the alley where the garbage truck had now pulled out, exposing a gathering of about ten people, most of them women with bandanas on their heads and apron dresses.

      “We’d better,” the sheriff agreed. “Or Jack’ll start getting to them too, and there’ll be a lot of fanciful stories in the papers.” He dispatched two of the assistant deputies to deal with the crowd. “Jack already talked to the neighbors before we did.”

      “Beat us to everyone,” the deputy said with a nod. “Can’t say Jack lets the grass grow under his feet.”

      “You say the word, and I’ll arrest him for obstruction,” Sheriff Warner said.

      “Let him go,” Oliver said. “Did you get anything from the neighbors?”

      “Plenty.” The sheriff nodded. “Plenty of nothing, that is.”

      Oliver chuckled. “The working neighborhoods aren’t as friendly to the police as the upper classes, eh?”

      “We’ve gotten opposition from the Falcon Hill bunch too,” Deputy Elwood said.

      “We got some names at any rate.” The sheriff nodded at his deputy, who took out his pad. “The Kramers—theirs is the house over here on Dean Street—heard nothing, saw nothing.” He grimaced. “I ain’t exactly their favorite citizen in Gyver, though. Their kid was involved in some petty crime in high school.”

      “That their back door?” Oliver indicated a worn entrance further away.

      Sheriff Warner nodded. “They did tell us the house behind theirs that enters from Wadding Street belongs to Annie Convoy. We tried knocking on her door but there was no answer.”

      “At six-thirty in the morning?” Oliver glanced at his watch.

      “The Kramers told us she was talking about some woman’s baby being due any day,” the sheriff said. “She might have had to go out.”

      “She’s a midwife, Mr. Clarke,” Deputy Elwood chimed in.

      “The Convoy back door’s the closest to where we found the cigar butts, isn’t it?” Oliver glanced at it.

      “Seems like it,” said the sheriff.

      “Who else did you talk to?”

      “Henry and Selma Blake,” Sheriff Warner continued. “Theirs is the house right next to the Convoys on Wadding.”

      “They saw something?” Oliver’s eyes were alert.

      “Just Wild Bill knocking on the front door of the Convoy house,” said the sheriff. “They happened to be out on the front porch.”

      “When was this?” Oliver asked.

      “They say about seven or seven-fifteen last night.”

      “Around dinnertime, then.” Oliver pressed his fist into his hand. “So he came to have dinner with the Convoys.”

      “That’s what they think,” said Sheriff Warner. “And by Hank Convoy’s invitation, most likely.”

      “They were together in the army,” Deputy Elwood supplied.

      His superior glared at him. “Why didn’t you tell us that before?”

      The young deputy sheriff didn’t flinch at the severe tone. “I heard they had some kind of falling out, so I didn’t think it was important.”

      “Everything is important in a crime, Deputy!” the sheriff said. “You oughta know that by now.”

      “Don’t be hard on the man, Sheriff,” Oliver said.

      “They must have patched things up,” the deputy offered. “Mr. Blake said everything seemed friendly-like.”

      “There’s friendly and then there’s friendly,” his superior said with a knowing look. “Don’t always trust what witnesses say at face value, Deputy.”

      The young man nodded.

      “The Anthonys were the last,” said Sheriff Warner. “They live in back of the Blakes on Dean Street. Frank Anthony says he thinks he might have heard a car backfiring but that ain’t unusual for this neighborhood.”

      “Did he say when?”

      The sheriff snorted. “He’s not the type to look at a clock.”

      “He did say it was sometime after dinner,” Deputy Elwood said.

      “Car backfiring, eh?” Oliver leaned his head back. “Or a gun, maybe?”

      “I thought of that,” said Sheriff Warner. “I asked him how far away it sounded. He said it was a little muffed.”

      “That’s not surprising,” Oliver said. “Their house is pretty far away from the alleyway.” He rubbed his chin. “Anything else?”

      Sheriff Warner threw his head toward the alleyway. “The office people get out at five-thirty. Somebody might have been working late, though.”

      “I doubt any of the offices are on the first floor,” Oliver said. “And no windows on this side for anybody to see anything.” He glanced up at the three-story building. “I think our best bet would be to find Hank Convoy and talk to him.”

      “I’m with you, Mr. Clarke,” Sheriff Warner said. “I think the guy did it. Can’t tell what these doughboys will do. Life ain’t so grand for them since they came back from the war.”

      “I’m not ready to make a commitment to the guilty party yet, Sheriff.” Oliver gave him a sharp look. “There’s still too much we don’t know. But if Wild Bill came to see the Convoys last night, it’s a good place to start.”

      ~~~~~

      Oliver would have preferred breaking the news of Wild Bill’s death to his mother alone, but as the sheriff had left the police car with the assistant deputies at the scene to maintain the blockade, he had no choice but to take him and Deputy Elwood along in his Dodge. It was daylight by then, and the streets of the Marlestra District were now filled with men and women, all in working clothes, on their way to the warehouses and offices along the block.

      “Mrs. Hicks might not even be home,” Sheriff Warner remarked as he glanced out the car window.

      “What’s she do?” Oliver asked.

      “Waitress at the steakhouse,” said the sheriff.

      “Pretty posh place,” Oliver said with a whistle.

      “She’s been there for a while,” said Deputy Elwood.

      “They only open in the afternoon,” Oliver pointed out. “I’m guessing she doesn’t start her shift until later in the morning.”

      He was right, as Mrs. Hicks opened the door right away. She was a thin woman, her face strained and bony like a skeleton. Her small figure was wrapped in an oversized dressing gown even though the August heat had already begun to penetrate the air.

      Oliver wiped his face with his handkerchief. “Mrs. Hicks?”

      “Yes?” Her eyes were on the sheriff and his deputy, their badges gleaming. “Has something happened to my son?”

      “May we come in?” he asked gently.

      Mrs. Hicks led them to the living room filled with shabby furniture. “Well?” Her tone was expectant.

      “Ma’am.” Oliver leaned forward, his hands pressed together. “There’s been an accident involving your son.” He ignored the sheriff’s look.

      “Accident?” The woman’s eyes were now watchful. “With the truck?”

      “No, ma’am,” said Sheriff Warner. “Your son was found in an alleyway. Shot.”

      “Shot?” Her voice broke. “Oh, no! No!” She covered her eyes.

      “I’m afraid he’s dead,” Oliver said.

      There was a long stretch of silence as Mrs. Hicks sobbed. But she recovered quickly, and when she uncovered her face, it was still. “He was killed, you mean.”

      “It’s not suicide, if that’s what you’re thinking,” Sheriff Warner said.

      “I hate to ask you this, ma’am, but we need you to come down to the hospital with us,” Oliver said.

      “You mean identify the body?” The woman rose, giving a few sniffs. “Just give me ten minutes to get dressed.”

      “I’m sorry we have to —”

      “I’m all right,” she said in a resolved tone. “I’ve seen my share of tragedy in this life, Mr. Clarke. My husband died when Bill was ten, and we had to scrape by. Then Bill went to war, and it was worrying about him every day.”

      “It’s hard on the mothers,” Sheriff Warner agreed.

      It was a few hours later when Oliver, the sheriff, and Deputy Elwood drove down to the police station. Mrs. Hicks had kept her composure until Dr. Myers wheeled the body out, and she saw her son’s gray but peaceful face.

      Oliver decided he would hold off questioning her until the next day and called George Griffin, the owner of the Buckeye Steakhouse, who sent another waitress to the hospital to take Mrs. Hicks home and stay with her. There was still the tenseness in the pit of his stomach, a feeling that stayed with him whenever he had to speak with a victim’s relatives.

      At the station, Sheriff Warner dispatched Deputy Elwood to gather all the assistant deputies with orders to “Pull them out of bed if you have to” and scour the town looking for Hank Convoy.

      “Do they know him?” Oliver sipped at the flat coffee one of the assistant deputies had given him.

      “More or less,” Sheriff Warner said. “Some of them even went to the same boot camp.”

      Oliver was thoughtful for a moment. “You notice something about the blood on the street, Sheriff?”

      “Eh?”

      “It wasn’t just the trail.”

      “I don’t get you, Mr. Clarke.”

      Oliver leaned back in the hard wooden chair. “I was looking at those sketches Miss Decker made of the blood. There were some splatters outside the trail.”

      “Well, there would be with the impact of the bullet to the stomach,” the sheriff said.

      “I’m not so sure,” Oliver murmured.

      Sheriff Warner eyed him. “What are you driving at?”

      “You think someone like Wild Bill who’s won medals for battle and trained in combat would let someone draw a gun on him without fighting back?” Oliver asked.

      “A gun’s a gun,” the sheriff insisted. “Don’t matter if it’s an assassin or your Aunt Minnie who pulls it on you.”

      “If Hank did shoot him,” Oliver said slowly, “Wild Bill wouldn’t have gone down without a fight. And if there was a fight

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Book 3 Excerpt
      


      		
        Free Book Excerpt
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/the_missing_witness_ebook.jpg
GRAVE SISTERS MYSTERIES

The.

MlSSlng
W/ltness

¢! | = \
o Ti

2 ﬂ «,4 %{%/f

2y 9
Bae s M






OEBPS/images/dreambook-press-logo.jpg





