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Prologue

The cold blade o f the axe sliced th rough  the  air.

The skull cracked. H um an b lood splattered on  the fox’s lips. She 

licked them  and the taste flooded her small brain.

She was witness to  a bru tal m urder, bu t she w ould never testify 

in  court. N ot ju st because she was a fox, bu t because she was 

confused, b lood lust singing th rough  her. She couldn’t say what 

happened  when. The hum ans. The axe. The brains, spilling on the 

sand. H ad she seen the  killer? C ould  she po in t to  h im ...h e r?

No. She couldn’t smell the difference betw een hum ans, except 

w hether they  were m ale o r female. There had  been both . She 

sniffed the  air. As long as the  creature was dead, w hat harm  in 

tasting? For a long tim e, she d idn’t m ove while she debated.

She sh rank  back w hen the  hum an  cam e dow n on to  the  sand 

where the  b lood  was. H ad the  person  been there  before? Before 

the blood? She couldn’t rem em ber anything before the blood.

A n unreliable witness, your honour.

She crouched  in  the deep shadow, eyes fixed on the  axe. She’d 

seen it kill.

The hum an  w ent back up the  cape. The fox relaxed, then  froze 

at the scent o f an o th er one on  the breeze, squatting  dow n over 

the body. G room ing? O r preparing  to eat? D id hum ans eat each 

other? The vixen wasn’t sure.

The hum an  left. The fox pulled  herself erect, and  then  hunched  

dow n again.

A no ther one.
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She slipped into the  night. Too m any o f them . Too m uch trouble 

for b lood  gone cold and  stale. A dead m an’s blood.

But he wasn’t dead, no t quite. As his b lood spilled out on  the 

sand, so d id  his spirit. His m ind  was fluid, his essence flowing out 

o f  his body, dissolving. He was to rn  -  try ing  to  get out o f the body, 

try ing  to  get back in  -  un til death  g ripped  him , sudden  and  hard. 

W ith  a jo lt that to re  h im  out o f himself, Lance Lord was no  more.

The fox took  one regretful look back, her eyes g lin ting  in the 

m oonlight, fixed on a m ist swirling over the  lifeless form , trailing  

up the cape. She closed h e r eyes, shook h e r head, and  looked 

again. A living thing? No. It was nothing.

The lingering scent o f b lood  galvanized her, and  she pounced  

on  a m ouse stupid  enough to dart in front o f  her. Soon she was 

carrying the small carcass to  her den.

Behind her, the w ind stirred  across the surface o f the  water. The 

waves stilled w ith  the  tu rn in g  o f the  tide. Just a few feet away, 

stripped  o f its soul, all its b lood  pulsed in to  a blackening pool 

beneath  a shattered  skull, Lance Lord’s body lay u nd istu rbed  all 

night.

U ntil Н у M cAllister tripped  over it.



Chapter One

An unusual m ix o f  gulls and  crows was circling low over the 

shore, cawing, scream ing, battling for th e ir trophies with a greater 

fuss th an  usual.

It struck  Gus M ack as odd  w hen she lum bered to  the back room , 

the one tha t used to be a porch. The sky was grey and angry. The 

storm  was m oving in. H urricane  Angus, they  were calling it. 

Except here in  The Shores it was H urricane Gus -  the  neighbours 

teasing h e r because she was afraid o f storm s, she w hod seen so 

m any o f them , w hose shock o f w hite hair looked as if shed been 

h it by lightning, her greatest fear.

There was a sto rm  com ing, no doubt o f that. It had  been b ro o d 

ing around  The Shores for days. After a m onth  o f  sunshine, the 

skies hung heavy over Red Island, encouraging carpen ter H arold 

M acLean to  pronounce: “Storm  com ing,” every n ight for a week. 

Now people w anted it to com e just to shut h im  up.

“The longer it takes, the worse it will be,” Gus kept saying. 

Unlike Harold, she was usually right about the weather. Shed lived 

so long shed  seen it all.

G us gazed on the green fields, the red  cliffs, and  the shore, 

w ashed today  by steel-grey w ater spiked w ith whitecaps. Her 

neighbours found her fascination w ith the coast peculiar. They 

preferred  to scan the  road  to  see w ho was driv ing by, w hen and 
why.

Gus looked at the road, too. From  her big purp le  recliner beside 

the  large p icture w indow  that looked ou t on  the  crossroads, she
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saw everything tha t cam e and  w ent th rough  the village -  w hat 

was left o f it. The Hall. The em pty lots w here the  school and 

G eneral Store used to  be.

O ne o f the  m ost dram atic  m om ents had  been  w hen an explo

sion sent her husband, Abel, flying ou t o f the  old store. A d runken  

farm er had  backed into a fuel pum p after the  tan k  had  just been 

filled. A pop m achine and several cartons o f canned  food cleared 

a pa th  for Abel ou t the  shop window. He landed  on his feet, 

unharm ed . That was Abel all over. G ood luck stalked him .

In spite o f this and  o ther en terta inm en ts provided  by the  road 

view, Gus liked to  look out the  back way to  see the  ocean in its 

m any m oods, and  to  keep track  o f  the new  cottages popping  up 

along the capes. O ne had  literally popped  up overnight.

“Have you looked ou t your back w indow ?” cam e the call last 

M ay from  her neighbour, Estelle Joudry.

To her chagrin, G us had  not.

“Go have a look. Г11 hang on.”

Gus w ent to the back porch.

“G ood G odfrey!” She stared at the  dom e. A w hite dom e. It had 

appeared overnight. It looked like a scientific research station  in 

the Arctic, or a snack bar -  definitely not a cottage.

Gus was so shocked she never d id  go back to  the phone, leaving 

the o ld-fashioned receiver hanging  on its cord for m ost o f the  day, 

frustra ting  neighbours w ho w anted to share th e ir outrage at the 

oddity.
But w hen they learned there  were only a few like it in the  world, 

and one o f them  was “right here in The Shores,” they  w atched with 

p ride as the  ou ter coating was applied over the w hite bladder. 

Before the  ow ner m oved in, m ost o f them  had  been up the cape to 

peek in the  portho le  windows.

G us stepped out onto  the stoop. Shed gazed at the water, land, 

and  sky every m orn ing  since shed  com e here as a b ride sixty years 

ago -  and  she d idn’t tire o f  it. She knew  the shore and  its wildlife
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as well as she knew  any o f her eight children. So you’d th ink , the 

way those b irds were acting, she’d have know n som eth ing  was 

w rong. But, rich  as her life had  been, Gus M ack had  very little 

experience o f m urder.

Ну M cAllister alm ost m issed him .

She was ru n n in g  at the  w ater’s edge, the dam p air tu rn in g  her 

red  curls in to  a frizzy m ass, a stopw atch bobbing around  her 

neck, beach treasures sw inging in  a m akeshift fishnet bag from  a 

w ashed-up lobster trap. H er cam era, slung across her chest, was 

thum ping  up and down.

There was a great pho to  now  -  a th in  sun  peeking th rough  a 

bank  o f clouds, its glow reflected in  pools o f  water. The sun  -  over 

and  over and  over again in the sand  and  water. Click. She got it. 

A nd it was gone. There had  been som eth ing  else. Footprints? She 

couldn’t see them  now. O dd. W ho’d have been here before her?

She shivered at a gust o f w ind  from  the water, pasting her jacket 

to  her th in  body, her feet sinking into wet sand  as she ran. Toby, 

the  beach dog, a black Lab w ith a b leached red  stripe dow n his 

back, dashed  along beside her, darting  back and  forth , spraying 

up  wet sand  from  his big feet.

W hen she stopped  to pick up a rock, Toby tore off tow ard the 

cape. Ну w ent sp rin ting  after him .

A nd tripped.

Thum p! She cam e dow n on  all fours, shells scattering in the 

sand. She hauled  herself up, cursing. She was always falling.

Then she saw him.

He lay spraw led out, a crow  pecking at the  back o f his head, a 

half-dozen gulls hovering above. He wore a lim e-green bandana, 

an orange dashiki, and  bellbottom s. A n A fro wig was askew on 

his head. In one hand, he held a sign tha t read: No Trespassing.

He looked like Jimi H endrix, bu t it was Lance Lord, clinging to 

his p roperty  even in  death . Ну shuddered. She was looking at a
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corpse. She’d fallen on a dead m an. She began to  heave, and  threw  

up all over Lord’s leg.

Toby licked the vom it.

“Tobeeeeeee!” She shooed h im  off.

She was disoriented, the  day becom ing dark  u n d er black clouds, 

the  w ind w hin ing  in her ears. She grabbed h e r bag, and  began 

gathering up  the shells and  rocks tha t had  spilled out. She d idn’t 

know  why she did  it. Trying to  feel norm al? She clung to  the bag 

as tightly  as Lance Lord was clu tching death  and  tha t pathetic  

sign. She looked at h im  again. Was tha t a lobster on his head?

She closed her eyes.

O pened  them .

N ot a lobster. A crow sat on Lord’s head. A carrion  eater. She 

alm ost retched again. The crow  flew off, and  she saw the w ound, 

black and  green.

It had  to  be m urder. A nd w here there  was m urder, there  was 

a m urderer. H er m ind  raced. W as he still ou t here on  the shore? 

Thank G od  for Toby. Except he was show ing as m uch interest as 

the birds in  the contents o f Lance Lord’s head. She dragged him  

away w ith a beach rope tied  to  his collar, and  stum bled  up to 

Lord’s cottage. She kept looking around. W hen had  it happened? 

Was the m urderer w atching her righ t now?

H y’s friend  Ian Sim m ons was n o t an  early riser, or he w ould 

have been alerted by the  strange behaviour o f  the gulls and  crows. 

In  the  past year, he’d  adop ted  an o rp h an  parro t and  learned 

everything about birds. Jasmine, a cheeky African Grey, was his 

constant com panion, often perched  on  his shoulder.

She was no t there  now. Instead, a lock o f honey-b londe hair 

trailed  across it, as he woke from  a dream . A dream  com e true. 

She’d  appeared at his door last n ight. Suki Smythe. The only 

w om an he’d  ever loved. Suki Smythe. He kept looking at her and 

repeating her nam e silently.
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W hy had she come?

Hy’s fear m ade her clumsy, her long legs ungainly as a colts. She 

tripped  and  fell tw ice on the sandy slope up to  the cottage. The 

rap ier-sharp  m arram  grass sliced at her ankles. Toby bounded  

beside her, ru n n in g  circles a round  her, th ink ing  it a great game. 

H y’s heart was pound ing  so hard  it felt as if it w ould burst through 

her chest. She was cold but she was sweating, wet beads on the 

back o f her neck, trickling dow n her spine, her arm pits soaking 

her shirt.

The cottage do o r was unlocked -  and  partly  open.

She froze. H er th roa t w ent dry. She let Toby edge ahead, sniffing, 

licking at the floor. She took  one slow step at a tim e, following 

the big black dog in to  the small dark  cottage, the  blinds dow n in 

every window.

“You.”

It was all Ian could  say w hen he’d opened  the do o r last night 

and  saw Suki. They’d m et again last w in ter at a university  reunion. 

M ore th an  th irty  years since th ey ’d  been lab partners , w hen he’d 

lusted  after her, never daring  to  m ake a move. Taking on all the 

w ork o f  the  research reports had  been his only m eans o f seduc

tion. It hadn’t worked.

But here she was. He had  d ream ed  about this. D aydream ed. 

N ight d ream ed ... o ther kinds, too. But they were just dream s. Not 

like this.

“You.” That’s all he’d been able to  say...

She’d tossed her th ick  honey  hair, and  th ru st her suitcase at him.

“Are you just going to  stand there  gaping, or are you going to 

invite m e in?”

He’d flushed pleasure and  em barrassm ent. She always m ade him  
feel awkward.

“Invite m e in. W ha’? Invite m e in?” An odd voice from  inside.
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Suki s brow had  furrow ed.

“Is that the m issus?” She’d peeked in to  the  room . A nyone w ould 

have know n from  the com puter station  and  the  1950s D anish 

m odern  fu rn itu re  inherited  from  his parents.

“There is no missus.” Ian had  looked perplexed. She should 

know  that.

She’d  smiled. Touched his cheek w ith one long slender, perfectly 

m anicured  finger.

“Invite m e in. W ha’? Invite m e in?” This second tim e, the voice 

was closer to her own.

Suki had  looked a round  and  seen the parro t, Jasm ine, perched 

on the iMac m onitor, flicking her head from  side to side.

“No m issus?” Suki had pouted, p retending  sympathy.

She had  know n that from  the reunion . They had  traded  bios -  

th ree m arriages for her, none for him . W hen he’d told her where 

he lived, in  th is backw ater paradise, she had  said she’d com e visit. 

He had  never believed she would.

Then suddenly, she was here.

“H ow ’d you find m e?”

“Well, you said The Shores. You said The Island. There’s only one 

island, isn’t there?” H er eyes were teasing.

“I m ean here. The house.” He hadn’t know n w hat else to say.

“You also m entioned  Shipwreck Hill. H ow  could I forget that? I 

just tried  the first do o r and  voila”

She’d looked him  up and down.

He still hadn’t believed she was here.

“But you’re no  shipwreck.” She’d  placed a hand  on his belly, 

newly flat, in spite o f  M oira Toom bs’ muffins.

Jasm ine had  b itten  at her feathers, a sign o f  distress.

Suki had  pecked Ian on bo th  cheeks, and  ruffled his head  where 

the hair should have been. She’d pu t bo th  arm s around  him .

He hadn’t stood a chance. He’d m elted in to  her softness, her 

w arm th. He’d longed to touch every p a rt o f  her.
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That night he had.

Ну had  expected Lord’s cottage to look like they all did, w ith 

hooked rugs, quilts, antique pine fu rn itu re , but it was noth ing  like 

that. It was a bachelor pad  w ith stark  w hite walls, black leather 

furn iture, and  bursts o f  co lour from  psychedelic sixties posters. 

She scanned  the  kitchen for the  phone. Bar stools, G uinness 

artifacts, and  black appliances. She spotted  the  phones base 

station  on the  wall by the fridge, but no  phone.

H er teeth  were chattering, she was chilled from  the sweat of 

fear, the  hair on  her arm s bristling , her m ovem ent erratic. She 

tripped  dow n the stairs into the sunken  living room . W hen her 

feet hit som eth ing  th ick  and  furry, she scream ed. Toby growled.

A bearskin  rug in  a cottage by the  sea. The absurd ity  cut 

th rough  her fear. Just wait un til she to ld  Gus.

The room  was littered  w ith electric guitars -  two Stratocasters, 

a G ibson Les Paul, several Rickenbackers. The walls were covered 

w ith posters o f  Jimi H endrix  at M onterey and  W oodstock. A 

huge wall un it held stacks o f H endrix  discography, in all its 

form s. A lbum s. E ight-track tapes. Cassettes. CDs, including the 

Teletubbies’ Purple Haze.

Still no  phone. M aybe the bedroom .

That was ano ther surprise. Playboy pad  gave way to H arlequin  

rom ance -  a French provincial four-poster, w ith ivory linens and 

m atching  vanity  and dressers.

A tube o f KY jelly was by the  bedside, its seal unbroken.

Н у w ent to  the  bath room . The phone was on the m arble sink. 

She grabbed  it and  dialed 911, hands shaking. She got it w rong 

and  had to  start again. Twice.

“I . . . I ’m  calling to  repo rt a d e a th ... Yes, I’m  quite su re ... No,

I’m no t a doctor. It’s . . .a .. .m u rd e r ...  No, I’m  no t a police officer, 

b u t .. .  At The S hores...the  cottage at M ack’s Shore... No, I’m  not a 

n e ighbou r... Just dow n from  the  dome.”
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Every islander knew  w here tha t was. Everyone had  done a 

drive-by o f the  dom e, the  only one in  the  province. M any had 

been surprised  that The Shores actually existed, and  that it was so 

beautiful. Some had  begun to  check the real estate ads for avail

able shorefront property.

Ну rang off and  called Ian.

Suki stirred , and  placed a long, sm ooth  leg across Ians. He was 

stim ulated , bu t still w ondering...w /iy .? W hy was she here, w ith 

him ? H adn’t she ju st been m arried  w hen he had  ru n  in to  her at 

the  reunion? To some entertainer? Yes, an actor. Ian hadn’t been 

listening to her -  he’d been  staring  at her, still beautifu l past fifty. 

H ad she said som eth ing  about Quebec?

She rolled on top o f h im  and her th ick  hair spilled onto  his face. 

“W hat about the  French guy?” he asked.

“W hat French guy?”

“Your husband.”

“N ot French.”

“No?” Damn.

“A Q uebecer?”

“Nope.”

“But no t a husband anym ore?”

“Oh, yes. We’re still m arried.”

Ian pushed her off and  sat up. “G ood  Lord.”

“That’s right. Lord.”

“W hat?”

“Lance Lord. My husband. D idn’t I tell you that?”

He was sure she hadn’t.

“Lance Lord?”

“D on’t look so shocked.”

“B ut...you’re here w ith h im ?”

“I w ent to see h im  last night.” She pouted. “He was no  good.” 

She nuzzled into his neck. “So I cam e here.”
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“B ut...” Ian th rew  off the  sheets to  get out o f  bed.

She grabbed  h im , pushed  h im  dow n, and  stradd led  him.

“But he can t -  and  you can.”

Ian found that he could.

Later, w hen he woke up, the bed was empty.

She was gone. H ad it been ju st a dream , after all?

He heard  the  toilet flush and  brightened. Suki em erged from  the 

bath room , w earing his sho rt te rry  robe, her long legs glistening. 

The phone rang.

Suki slipped off the robe and  let it drop.

H e picked up the receiver.

“Ian!”

Ну.

Suki slid in to  the  bed beside him.

He let go o f  the receiver.

Ну knew  she sounded  hysterical the  m inu te  she s ta rted  to 

speak. It all cam e tum bling  out. She was talk ing so fast she d idn ’t 

realize at first that no  one was listening, until Ian’s absence seeped 

in to  her rattled  brain. There was no  one on the o ther end o f the 

line -  bu t there  were sounds.

Squeaking. A bed squeaking.

A m oan. Female.

A grunt. Male.

Ian was having sex.

A t a tim e like this.
Н у rang  off.



Chapter Two

Billy Pride was finishing the  detail w ork on  the inside o f 

the  RCM P com m unity  cru iser w hen the  call cam e from  the 

dispatcher.

“M -m e? Okay. Yup. Secure the scene. Right away.” He tossed the 

cloth onto  the passenger seat, adjusted his position  beh ind  the 

steering wheel and  started  the car, excitem ent sizzling th rough  

him . This was his chance to  show  that he was m ore than  an 

e rrand  boy, the fetcher o f vehicles, packages, d ry  cleaning. He 

wasn’t a real M ountie, just an auxiliary officer, the  provinces idea 

o f police presence in a rem ote com m unity. Billy hadn’t faced stiff 

com petition  to land  the assignm ent. He’d been  the  only volunteer.

Billy had  been  closest to  the  scene, so th ey ’d called him . O ther, 

m ore sen ior officers w ould follow, bu t he w ould be there  first. His 

first real case. He tu rn ed  on  the siren and  w ent streaking  dow n 

the Island Way tow ard The Shores, his size th irteen  foot pressed 

hard  on the  accelerator. The com puter screen and keyboard he’d 

rem oved for cleaning toppled off the  roo f o f  the car and  sm ashed 

on  the road beh ind  him .

Jasm ine got Ian out o f bed. She was squaw king for her breakfast 

with a m edley o f annoying sounds -  gulls shrieking, crows cawing, 

foxes barking, and  Britney Spears and  M ick Jagger singing a duet 

o f “Satisfaction.”

Ian alm ost m issed the phone ringing.

It was Ну again. She b lu rted  it out.
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“L ords dead.”

“W ho?”

“Lance Lord.”

“D ead?”

“Yup.”

“G od Almighty.”

“Well he though t so ...”

She started  to laugh, the h o rro r washing over her.

Ian hung  on to  the  phone, listening to  Ну and  th ink ing  about 

Suki. L ords wife. Jesus. He’d  have to  tell her.

Ну used the  bath room  again. W hen she cam e out, Toby had  his 

feet on the  kitchen table, licking the  rem ains o f  a d in n er for two.

“Tob-eee.” Ну dashed  over and  yanked his collar. He d idn’t 

budge. She kept pulling  and  he gave way, and  then  lunged at the 

table again. She dragged h im  outside.

She d idn ’t w ant to look at the body on the sand, but she did 

anyway. She tried  to  feel som eth ing , but couldn’t. She was 

surprised. A nother hum an  being had  been brutally  killed and  she 

felt nothing.

She’d fought Lord over the  righ t o f way, afraid the  locals would 

cave in and  lose it. Each tim e she’d gone to  the  beach she’d m arch 

across it, head  up, eyes forw ard, stride confident. Lord w ould 

stand outside his cottage, w atching and  scowling.

She looked away, dow n the  shore to  the  sea rock. Some people 

called it an island, but it was ju st a chunk  w orn off the cape by 

the  w ind and  the waves. It was hom e, and  a toilet, to a couple of 

dozen corm orants. Its top  was w hite w ith their poop.

Ну tu rned  and  stared in the  opposite direction, beyond Vanish

ing Point, at the dom e. There was Big Ed, a big m an with peculiar 

ha ir -  a buzz cut, black, w ith a strip  o f  w hite dow n the back, 

w here he’d  been w ounded. He was standing  like the  Colossus o f
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Rhodes, legs apart, straddling  no t a M editerranean  harbour, but 

a hairline fracture in the cape. W here it w idened, it had  been 

form ed into a staircase by beachgoers. Recently, a large chunk  

had  com e loose and  m ade the path  dangerous. People could no 

longer clam ber past Big Ed’s dom e. They liked to  go to  the  beach 

that way to  avoid Lord, and  because they  were curious about Big 

Ed. His nam e was legendary  in the  w orld o f  physical fitness, and  

his personal sto ry  was extraordinary.

Ну had  been up there  once, w hen Ed had  first arrived, curiosity  

propelling her to  the dom e. She’d gone on  the  pretext o f  w riting  

an article for the  H eart and  Stroke website. She’d  been d isap

poin ted  that it hadn’t been Ed, bu t Ed’s com panion , Leone, who 

cam e to  the door. He wasn’t handsom e, bu t he was strangely 

attractive, uncom fortably  so.

He hadn’t invited her in. Instead, he had  com e outside, pulling 

the door nearly closed beh ind  him , as if there  were som eth ing  to 

hide. He’d b rushed  against her, and  she’d  felt the  w arm th  o f his 

flesh and  a spark betw een them . It had  surprised  her. He w asn’t 

her type. She’d pulled away from  him  abruptly, d istu rbed  by the 

intimacy.

So d istu rbed  tha t she hadn’t gone th rough  w ith the sham  o f 

w riting  an article.

She’d left after trad ing  a few rem arks abou t the w eather w ith 

Leone, th ink ing  he m ust w ant to  keep people away as badly as 

Lance Lord did.

She never had  seen Ed, no t up close. O nly  as she saw h im  now, 

from  a distance du ring  his m orn ing  rou tine  on the cape.

The w ind had  picked up. So had  the  surf. The sky was so black it 

was now  m ore like m idnight than  m id-m orn ing . It d idn’t seem  to 

bo ther Ed. He stuck to his m orn ing  rou tine  and  began the  walk. 

The m arch, Leone though t as he w atched Ed from  the top  o f the 

dom e -  a fanciful w idow ’s walk, m ade o f in tricate  w rought iron,
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capped by a peaked roo f tha t looked like the tu rre t o f  a Bavarian 

castle. Leone, Ed’s devoted factotum , the  m an  w ho had  nursed  

h im  back to life, was now  w atching h im  disintegrate.

Leone could  see o th er things, too, in the  hazy view finder o f  his 

p oo r vision. The Shores was, fortunately, a com pact world. From  

here, he could  see the body  splayed out on the sand. He could see 

Lord’s cottage. A nd the big house where she was staying. He could 

see the village centre and  Shipwreck Hill, and  the house where he 
believed the o ther one was.

Big Ed w ent back and  forth , back and  forth  along the edge o f 

the  cape -  from  one end  o f his p roperty  to the  other, enjoying the 

pow er in his lim bs and  the freedom  o f  m ovem ent the m orning  

provided  h im , feeling his streng th  -  no t the  streng th  he had 

once had  as a football hero  in a small Pennsylvania high school, 

scouted and  destined  for N otre D am e U niversity -  but still 

strength . The strength  o f  the m ind  over m ere m atter. M ind O ver 

M uscle. The nam e o f  his fitness em pire. There was a reason for 

the  acronym  M O M . She was always on  his m ind.

Just outside the  village, Billy tu rn ed  on the  siren. It was a rude 

aw akening for those villagers w ho weren’t already up, and  the 

phones began to ring as one phoned  another, phoned  another, 

to  find ou t w hat was going on and  where. No one knew, but 

speculation raged as, phones to  th e ir ears, hands parting  blinds 

and  curta ins, they  form ed an inform ation  relay about w here the 

police car was headed. Billy went racing dow n the  Island Way, the 

sound  o f  the  siren sending  a thrill th rough  him . He was on real 

police business.

The w om an peeked th rough  the cu rta ins o f  the big V ictorian 

house on the  Shore Lane as the  police cru iser th readed  its way 

to  Lord’s cottage, and  then  her hand, h idden  inside a w hite lace 

glove, released the  curta in . She sm iled. There was no  joy in it.
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H er suitcases were still in  the  closet. She hadn’t even begun to 

pack, though  check-out tim e was ten  o’clock tom orrow  and  she 

was not an early riser. She knew  she w ouldn’t be leaving. N either 

w ould Ed nor Leone. A nd Lance certain ly  w ouldn’t be going 

anywhere.

O r w ould he?

The sky was dark  and  angry, the w ind  raging, the waves 

thundering , the  tide m enacing Lord’s body. Ну, her nose red, 

teeth  chattering, arm s w rapped around  herself against the  gusting 

w ind and  rain, was leaning against Toby, w ho w ould also have 

preferred  indoor com forts and  kept looking quizzically at his 

beach buddy. It was no t in  Toby’s experience as a beach dog that 

a hum an w ould stand around  on the  sand in such awful weather. 

The smell was pleasant w hen he sniffed, though. W et dog and 

puke -  and som ething else.

Ну couldn’t stay outside any longer. Let Toby eat the  evidence 

on the table. It wasn’t her job  to  w orry  about it. The dog sped 

ahead to  the  cottage, jum ped  at the do o r and pushed  his way in. 

Ну had  just stepped inside w hen the police siren cu t th rough  the 

air. She yanked up a b lind  and  the car’s lights slashed th rough  the 

dark  cottage.

That’s w hen Ну saw him , standing  in a co rner o f the  room .

Every Saturday, in  The Shores and  everyw here across Red 

Island, the week’s tourists left early in the m orn ing  and  a fresh 

set arrived. But th is was Labour Day w eekend, and  the  tourists 

should have been leaving tom orrow  m orn ing , no fresh ones arriv 

ing. O nly tom orrow  the  tourists w ouldn’t be able to  get out -  and 

Ben and  A nnabelle M ack w ouldn’t re tu rn  to the ram bling Shore 

Lane house they’d  rented ou t all sum m er.

It was from  the front parlour w indow  o f this house tha t th e ir lat-
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est guest had  peeked out betw een the heavy velvet curtains. They’d 

been closed for the  past week, ever since shed arrived. H ardly 

anyone had seen her -  only Gus. Shed borrow ed som e thread  from 

Gus, had  adm ired  her quilts, and  ended  up o rdering  one, custom - 

m ade. Gus hadn’t told anyone. Shed been asked not to.

Big Ed stood  at the  top o f the cape, looking dow n on the shore. 

He’d seen the  w om an and  the dog. He’d seen the bright neon body 

o f  Lance Lord. He’d  heard  the police cru iser slash th rough  the 

dark  m orning . A nd now? Now he was seeing nothing. Staring out 

at the rising surf, but seeing -  nothing.

Ed Bullock’s m ind  was a blank. U tterly blank. It w asn’t m edita

tion. It wasn’t som eth ing  he tried  to  do. It just happened. A nd he 

w ouldn’t stir. C ouldn’t. There were no signals in his brain  telling 

h im  to do  anything. A nything but stand  and stare.

W hen he cam e to, the w orld w ould slowly com e alive for him  

again. Som etim es it could be very d isturb ing , like this m orning. 

Too m any images to  take in -  the boiling sea, the waves assaulting 

the  shore, the body lying on the sand.

Lance Lord. It cam e to  him  afresh. He was seeing the body for 

the first tim e, all over again, reliving the fact that Lord was dead.

I f  e ither o f  them  had  laid odds on w ho w ould go first, it would 

have been h im , Ed. A pity, but it was an obstacle out o f the  way.

Leone had  seen the body, too, and  knew  w ho it was, bu t he 

d idn’t b o ther to  give it m ore than  a glance. He kept his eyes on 

Ed as he always did  th rough  his m orn ing  walk up and dow n the 

cape, and  the inevitable b lank-out. Leone knew, though  he was 

only looking at his back, w hen Ed “cam e to.” Know ing it w ould be 

m om ents only before he tu rned  and  cam e into the house, soaking 

wet and  in need o f help, his m orn ing  strength  d im inished. Ed was

losing ground.

Leone grabbed the w rought iron ra ilin g o
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and hauled h im self dow n a step, balancing on  the  o th er long 

arm  as he sw ung his feet dow n to it. A nd th en  again -  a bit like 

a m onkey, sw inging his way dow n the  steps m ore w ith the  aid of 

his long arm s than  his legs.

Even though, unlike E ds, they were perfectly good legs.



Chapter Three

M ountie Jane Jam ieson was always on call, even this weekend 

during  her sister’s wedding. She was afraid if she w ent off duty  

for an hour, tha t’s w hen her big chance w ould com e -  and  go.

It had  ju st arrived, and  she wasn’t prepared. She stood  in these 

rid iculous clothes, w aiting for her pa rtn e r to pick her up.

Even so, Jam ieson was soaring  w ith excitem ent, hoping  the call 

really was a m urder, a case to catapult her out o f th is backw ater to 

som ew here bigger, better, like Toronto.

She’d  been glad not to  be w orking Labour Day weekend, 

a lthough she hadn’t adm itted  it to herself. Long holiday weekends 

were just th ree days o f  chasing dow n d runks on the road, answ er

ing com plaints o f  loud m usic and  noise, responding  to  dom estic 

disputes -  all the dirty, grubby, unexciting routine o f police work. 

If som eth ing  big was going to  happen -  really big -  som eth ing  big 

enough to  propel her out o f  here to  Halifax o r Toronto o r V an

couver, it was no t going to  happen  on  a th ree-day  weekend. She 

d id n ’t know  that police w ork in the big cities w ould be the  sam e 

grubby tangle o f d runks, loud parties, and  dom estic disputes, just 

m ore o f them . She though t tha t’s w here the  real police w ork was 

going on, not on  th is now here island on  the Labour Day weekend.

She was abou t to  be paid back for all the weekends she’d put her 

nam e in  to  be on  call, and  she was to learn  to be careful w hat she 

w ished for. She had  been off duty  w hen the  call finally cam e, but 

she was very m uch on duty  now. Except for w hat she was wearing.

M urdo Black knew  enough to keep his m ou th  shut w hen
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Jamieson cam e out the door o f her sister’s oceanfront hom e east 

o f  W interside. If he’d said anyth ing  abou t how  she looked, she 

m ight have killed h im  -  if she’d  had  a gun on her. He’d never seen 

her out o f uniform . Never even im agined it.

“Stop hom e first?” was the  m ost he dared.

“No time,” she said. “The clues are found in the first tw enty-four 

hours -  the best ones righ t away. We can’t chance d isrup tion  of 

the crim e scene.” O r chance an actual detective being called to  the 

case. She was lucky it was a long w eekend and  the  M ajor C rim e 

Investigation unit was in  disarray. Lucky, too, it was The Shores, 

where no  one w anted to go, especially on a holiday and  in w eather 

like this.
M urdo shrugged and  eased away from  the curb.

“Move it,” she ordered, and  he picked up speed, punch ing  on the 

car radio.

“Hurricane Angus is approaching Red Island, packing winds o f  

up to one hundred and  fo r ty  kilometres. W ere expecting him  to 

hit later this morning. The storm  will bring with it high winds and  

bands o f  rain, heavy at times. Thirty millimeters could fa ll w ithin  

a fe w  hours, and we could get a total o f  one hundred m illimeters or 

more. The storm  centre is over Nova Scotia, but its angle m eans it 

will sm ack us hard.”

M urdo cast a w orried  eye at the  sky. G rim . Black. So dark  you’d 

th in k  it was sunset no t sunrise. He hoped  they ’d  get to  the  cause

way before the  hurricane  hit. M urdo knew  his island weather, and 

though t the  storm  w ould com e sooner th an  the forecaster said. 

The w inds were getting  w ilder, buffeting the  cru iser as it sped 

along the wet roads, th rough  channels o f w ater w orn  into the 

asphalt by farm  trucks full o f po tatoes and  agricu ltu ral vehicles 

with loads o f hay and  grain, bu t m ost o f all potatoes. The cruiser 

drove by the Havesham  Farm s potato  factory n o rth  o f  W interside.
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It was pum ping  out steam  as the  spuds were sliced, diced, cooked, 

and packaged as frozen French fries, m aking the a ir that once was 

fragrant with w ild roses smell like a diner.

The w orst o f  the sto rm  w ould arrive, M urdo predicted , w ithin 

the hour. He sped up  in spite o f the  risk o f hydroplaning. They 

had  to get to  the  causew ay soon, before it was flooded. The 

causeway attached The Shores to the  rest o f Red Island, no t very 

securely. H igh tides could cut it off entirely -  w ith no  police 

response to w hat sounded  like a m urder.

Jam ieson leaned her head back, her eyes firm ly closed.

Shed been to  a fam ily w edding, M urdo knew. H ad she been 

drinking? Drinking? Jamieson? It certainly looked like it. H er pale 

skin was even paler th an  usual.

A w hiter shade o f  pale, though t M urdo. H ed always w ondered 

w hat that m eant. He was looking at it now.

The figure standing  in the co rner m oved, as the beam  o f  a car’s 

headlights sliced th rough  the  window. Ну s heart leapt in her 

chest and pounded  in her ears. Toby growled, a long, low growl.

A no ther sweep o f light. The shadow  loom ed against the  wall, 

then  disappeared as the room  w ent dark  again.

Ну was frozen, listening for b reath ing  besides her own, try ing  to 

still the  arrhy thm ic thum ping  o f  her heart. Toby growled again, 

deeper, m ore m enacing.

Two m ore flashes o f light. The m an d id  not move. N either did 

Ну. C ar do o r slam m ing. Toby barking. Heavy boo ts pound ing  

across the deck. Loud knocking  on the door, not ju st in her heart. 

She found courage, spun  around, and  switched on the room  light.

She saw him  clearly now  -  propped  against the wall.

Very dead.

She let out a cry  and  dissolved in hysterical laughter.

That’s how Billy Pride found her.



22 Hilary MacLeod

Jamieson and  M urdo had  no t spoken for fifteen m inutes. They 

were nearly halfway to  The Shores, and  the w orst part o f the  trip  

lay ahead.

“The causeway," Jam ieson m urm ured , head back, eyes half

closed.

“Yup,” said M urdo. “The goddam n causeway.”

It had  been natural once, a slim  k ilom etre  o f land jo in ing  The 

Shores to the rest o f Red Island. A couple o f w inters back, a storm  

surge had  rup tu red  it. D riven by a no rtheast gale, the  sea ice had 

pushed onto  the  land and  over the road. In th irteen  m inutes, it 

had  crushed  and  buried  five houses, killed n ine  people, shoved 

cars into the water, and  pushed  boats up on to  the road.

The Shores had  been cut off by land, the  C am pbell causeway 

to rn  apart at one end. The province had  considered evacuating 

The Shores perm anently  but, after a protest, agreed to  rebuild  it. 

They’d  m ade a bad job o f  it, and  it had  been w ashed ou t so fre

quently  that the  province had  provided  an ancient river ferry as 

backup. Now it crossed the tiny  inlet, back and  forth , eight cars at 

a tim e, as part o f the provincial road  system . But in a hurricane, 

that beat-up little ferry w ouldn’t be ou t on  the  water.

M urdo sneaked a sideways glance at Jam ieson. She was scow l

ing. His brow furrow ed. He’d though t she’d be happy to  answ er 

th is call.

She was. But she was tense w ith an ticipation , glued to  a strong 

need that the call w ould tu rn  out to be a m urder, that she’d be the 

only one on the  case, tha t she’d solve it, and  no  longer w ould be 

sent on jobs like the  last two. She and  M urdo had  just com e off a 

couple o f  hum ilia ting  cases. A m on th  ago they ’d investigated the 

robbery  o f a truck load  o f seaweed. Somehow, som e way, som eone 

had  m ade off w ith a one-ton  truck load  o f Irish m oss and  no one 

had  seen. O r no  one was saying they’d seen.

Then, two weeks ago, they were assigned to  the  theft o f  tw enty- 

five duck decoys. They d id  retrieve those -  and  the snickers o f
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fellow M ounties w hen they  b rought the  evidence back to  the 

detachm ent. There were a few “quacks” as well.

No, she d idn’t w ant any m ore calls like those. Let it be m urder, 

she thought. A m urder tha t w ould get her off this godforsaken 

island and  som ew here civilized.

So she m ight have been forgiven her first instinct w hen she saw 

the  two cars en tw ined  on  the  shoulder o f the road. She nearly  

waved M urdo on, barely able to choke back an o rder to  keep 

going.

O f course they  had  to  stop. Check tha t the drivers and  passen

gers were no t injured. Take details. M ake a report. Call for help. 

Put up w ith the odd  looks the group gave her -  the  w hite-faced 

w om an dressed k inda funny for a police officer.

The m an in the  co rner o f the living room  had  been dead for 

a long tim e. The in tru d e r w ho’d  terrified  Ну was Jimi H endrix  

h im self -  a life-size s tand-up  cardboard  image o f Jimi H endrix  

playing his guitar. Ну was a sight -  soaking wet, laughing, and 

gulping air uncontrollably  w hen Billy walked in.

She looked up at the young com m unity  officer o f  staggering 

height and  build. Im possibly young. R idiculously handsom e. Ну 

w ondered if beauty  as well as braw n was now  required  in  law 

enforcem ent.

“Billypride.” He said his nam e as if  it were one w ord -  the  way 

he always had.

Ну was stunned . Billy Pride.

“How you’ve grow n!”

He frow ned. She shouldn’t have said that.

“M iss M cAllister?”

She nodded , dum b, unable to reply in any o ther way.

Billy Pride. A  M ountie? No, not quite. She rem em bered  he’d been 

recently  appointed som e k ind o f com m unity  officer.
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“Som eone is dead?” As he spoke, deep furrow s o f concern  lined 

his forehead.

No, not a real M ountie.
She nodded  her head. She w ondered how  hed  react to  the  sight 

o f Lord on  the  sand. She hoped  he w ouldn’t cry. He had  always 

done that in school. W hen Ну had  com e to  Red Island as a fresh- 

faced young teacher nearly tw enty years before, all the one-room  

schoolhouses had  been long closed, bu t the  one at The Shores 

had  been forgotten and  had  stayed open. W hen officials had 

finally rem em bered it, they’d closed it, and  Ну had  been out o f  a 

job. That’s w hen she’d started  “Content,” her website w riting  and 

editing  service.

She d idn’t need the  m oney really. She had  a nest egg.

“You found the body?”

She felt unreasonably  guilty. Why? She hadn’t done anything, 

just stum bled across a body and  th rew  up  on it. It was those clear 

eyes, the rosy com plexion, his earnest, un lined  face. Billy had 

always looked like an innocent, bu t he wasn’t. He’d  often gotten 

in to  scrapes. He tried  to  stay on the rails, bu t always seem ed to 

veer off. M aybe it was the lack o f  a father figure. Billy’s father 

had  taken off as soon as he found out w hat his wife was really 

like -  im possible to  live with. But Billy hadn’t had  a choice. At his 

m o ther’s beck and  call, he’d  rebelled w ith small offences. U nder

age d rink ing  beh ind  the Hall. Sm oking dope. Stealing from  his 

m other’s purse.

Ну nodded  dumbly.

“I found it,” she m um bled, as if  she were the guilty one.

“C ould  you show me, please?”

Ну found her voice.

“Yes, yes, o f  course ...”

She walked ou t onto  the  deck and  in to  the  rain. The w ind was 

churn ing  up the  su rf  and  w hipping sand across the  beach.

Ну led Billy th rough  the m arram  grass slicing at their legs, w ith
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a delighted Toby panting  at their heels, unable to  believe his luck 

at finding two beach-w alking com panions. O nce out o f  the dune, 

he pulled  in to  the  lead, and, nose dow n, began sniffing his way to 

the  corpse.

“Are you sure it was m urder?”

“Sure.”

“N ot an accident? Suicide? Perhaps he took  a heart attack.”

“N ot w ith tha t great gaping w ound in the back o f his head.” She 

poin ted , but d idn’t look.

They’d reached  the  body and  Billy saw w hat she m eant. He 

w alked around  the corpse, bent over it, his brow  furrow ed as he 

exam ined the w ound. He sniffed. W hat was tha t on  the air? Salt? 

Yes. Seaweed? Certainly. But so m e th in g ...so m eth in g ...th e  smell 
o f death?

N o -  vom it.

Н у saw him  look at Lord’s leg, covered in w hat was left o f  her 

m idn igh t snack o f toast and jam.

“I th rew  up.”

Billy stood up and  pulled  out his notebook. It was new  and 
blank.

“Vom it?” He scraw led dow n a few letters, then  stopped. V ..o ...  
two m s or one?

Then gave up, and  w rote “puke.” That w ould change in the 
official report.

“You know  the  nam e o f  the victim ?”

“Lord. Lance Lord.”

“W hat k ind  o f  nam e is that?”

“Well -  his.” Ну looked from  Billy to the  lifeless body.

They w ould find out w hat sort o f nam e Lance Lord was.

An assum ed one.

It was thanks to Jam ieson’s tw enty-tw enty vision that they  d idn’t 

h it the  w om an standing  in  the m iddle o f  the road. Girl, really.
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Twenty, maybe. In spite o f the w eather and  her ill-suited clothes, 

Jam ieson ripped  out o f  the cru iser and  charged on the  tiny  girl 

in a fury. It was really anger bo rn  o f relief. Relief that they hadn’t 

plowed in to  her, com ing around  tha t co rner b lind, on  the rain- 

slicked road.

“Are you nuts?” She shook her hands above her head  as she 

m arched on the poor creature, standing  still like a su rprised  deer 

hoping to  be h idden  by its stillness and  cam ouflage -  a black rain 

cape on  black tarm ac. A lot o f people d id  th in k  Lili A corn was 

nuts, som e o f them  her friends.

The hooded  cape was doing a p oo r job o f  keeping the rain  

off the young w om an. It was flapping in  the  w ind a ro u n d  her 

stick-th in  body. The hood  fram ed a pale face, nearly  as pale as 

Jam iesons own. Big honey-brow n eyes peered out from  the w hite 

face, an odd  sort o f calm  in them .

Jamieson took the  b lank  stare for confirm ation  tha t the girl was 

nuts. She d idn’t th in k  about how  she m ust look herself, m arching 

forw ard, arm s raised, shaking w ith fury.

The girl d idn’t move. Jam ieson cam e right up to  her, her face 

just inches away.

“W hat the hell do  you th in k  you were doing?”

Som ething like a smile, no t quite, passed across Lili’s lips. H er 

eyes flicked sideways tow ard the  shoulder o f  the  road. There sat 

a bright red Volkswagen Beetle, its em ergency lights flashing, a 

back tire  flat.

Jamieson groaned.
“You m ight have got yourself killed,” she said. “All for a flat tire.”

The beatific expression rem ained  on Lili’s face. She shrugged.

“I d idn ’t know  how  to change it,” she said. “I d idn’t know  w hat 

to do. I had  to  stop you. W ho know s w hen anyone else w ould 

com e by?”
She was right. At the height o f tou ris t season, there  w ould be a 

stream  o f  cars to  the new ly discovered “Shores.” Because o f the
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dram atic  events at V anishing Point last year -  the  deaths and  the 

property  destruction , the lobster season shut dow n -  the world 

now  knew  about The Shores, and  tourists w anted in.

Developers were beam ing as they coun ted  US dollars and  sales 

figures they hadn’t seen in years. They rhapsodized about their 

new  discovery. “Like Long Island at the  tu rn  o f the last century,” 

said one land-grabber. A nother had billed it “the  last unspoiled 

shoreline in N orth  Am erica.” The phrase had  been used before, 

bu t this tim e it was the  tru th .

The provincial head  was tu rn ed  by all the attention, and  politi

cians and their spin doctors got together to  re-brand  and  renam e 

The Island, the argum ent being there  were already o thers -  Cape 

Breton, for one -  tha t considered them selves “The Island.”

The pow ers-that-be chose Red Island, for the co lour o f  its 

earth . A nd though  the province hadn’t com pleted the process of 

legitim izing the nam e, it had  already stuck.

Yellow police tape was up around  the body, fixed to  pieces o f 

w ood harvested  from  lobster traps. Billy had  tried  to  m ake the 

barricade look professional, bu t he’d done a po o r job. A lready one 

piece had  given way and was flapping in the gathering storm .

So was the  tarp  Billy had used to  cover the body. The gulls had 

to  be stopped  from  breakfasting on the  evidence. Billy wasn’t 

used to  answ ering calls like this one -  “a possibly suspicious 

death,” he’d term ed  it, unable to  com m it h im self to the idea of 

m u rd er here in The Shores. He’d rad ioed  to  W interside and  was 

told again that m ore experienced officers were on the way. They’d 

ordered  him  just to  guard  the scene, but he had  a be tter idea. 

N oticing Hy’s cam era, he’d  asked her to take photographs before 

he put the tarp  over the body. It was a grim  job bu t she did  it, 

tak ing  shots at every conceivable angle, including close-ups o f the 

gash in Lord’s head.

“W hat’s that?” she’d  asked Billy, po in ting  at the green in  the
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wound.

“M aggots maybe,” he said. “Forensics use the presence o f m ag

gots to  help estim ate the tim e o f death , but I don’t know  if there’s 

been tim e for th is corpse to  have m aggots. Anyway, aren’t they 

w hite and squirm y? This is greenish and  not m oving.”

He pointed at the corpse. “M aybe pus.”

Ну tu rned  her head away and  shivered at the  cold and  the 

graphic talk.

“Here. Drive home.” Billy held out the keys to  the cruiser.

She darted  a look up at the  vehicle, covered in red clay, parked 

outside Lord’s cottage.

“B u t...it’s a police vehicle.”

“Yes, but it’s out o f service right now. Take it hom e, get cleaned 

up and bring it back.”

Toby followed her and  jum ped  into the  car the m om ent she 

opened  the door, dragging wet, sandy dog across the driver’s seat, 

and  settled in to  the passenger seat. As she drove off, Ну rem em 

bered she’d left her bag o f  beach treasures on  Lord’s kitchen 

counter.

The curta in  in A nnabelle and  Ben M ack’s front room  inched 

open as Ну drove the cru iser up C ottage Lane, and  there  was 

som eone peeking from  every front w indow  in the village all the 

way hom e, w ondering  w hat Ну M cAllister was doing driv ing  a 

police vehicle, and  w hat had  happened  on  the  shore. The usual 

relay o f calls dow n The Shores’ in ternet -  the  W om en’s Institute 

phone chain -  had  tu rned  up nothing.

Billy knew  w hat he’d done was not procedure, but he’d been 

b rought up to th in k  about the  com fort and  convenience o f 

wom en. He’d learned that from  his m other. She was always find

ing things that he could do for her com fort and  convenience.

No, it wasn’t procedure, n o r were a num ber o f o th er th ings that
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were about to  happen  in th is case, for w hich no  one was prepared.

For now, Billy looked handsom e, dutiful, and  chilly, watching 

over the corpse as the storm  gathered around  him.



Chapter Four

Lili was sitting  on  a m at she’d  pulled out o f  the  back o f her car. 

Though her legs were h idden  under her rain  cape, she was clearly 

in the lotus position , her hands visible, palm s perched  upw ard 

on the outside o f the cape, one on each knee, thum b and  m iddle 

finger delicately touching, poised to  connect w ith the  universe, 

like a hydro transform er, to  bring goodness and  light flowing into 

her. M urdo and  Jam ieson were kneeling dow n in the  m ud  at the 

side o f the road, w renching at the tire  o f  her Bug, try ing  to  get the 

dam n th ing  off.

Lili’s face was raised to  the  sky, soaking in the  rain , her eyes 

closed, her body and  her m ind  un touched  by the  w ind biting into 

M urdo’s hands, his fingers red and raw. He noticed that Jam ieson’s 

dress was stuck to  her body, clinging to her flesh, irrita ting  her. 

She kept tugging it away. M urdo thought Jam ieson was too th in . 

M uch too th in . N eeded som e filling out.

“O m m m m m m m m .” Lili hum m ed  from  her island o f  calm , her 

voice clear and  steady.

“O m m m m m m m m ...”

The lugs on the  tire w ouldn’t budge. The last th ing  to  touch  that 

tire  had  been a m achine in  a factory. H um an streng th  couldn’t get 

it off, not in the w ind and  the  rain  and the rush  they were in.

“O m m m m m m m ...”

“N o o o o o o o o o o ...” M urdo drew  out the sound  so it m elded with 

Lili’s chant.

Jam ieson glared at him , stood up, and tapped  Lili’s shoulder, 

bringing the  girl’s eyes wide open, startled  out o f her serenity.



M ind O ver M ussels 31

“W here are you headed?” Jamieson wiped at the m ud on the 

front o f her dress. It created a long smear. H er hair w hipped 

a round  her face in the w ind. She grabbed at the ponytail, and  w ith 

m uddy  hands, b raided  it and  coiled it in to  a bun. She had  a patch 

o f  m ud on  her face. N either M urdo no r the girl dared  tell her.

“The Shores,” said Lili, reaching in the back o f the  car for a 

satchel that sm elled o f  patchouli oil. The rain intensified the scent.

“I’m  to give a yoga dem onstra tion  at the Hall. To the W om ens 

Institute.”

“You’d  be tte r com e w ith us,” said Jam ieson. “We can’t leave you 

here.” They had  tried  to  sum m on help from  tow n. W interside had 

four tow  trucks. O ne had answ ered their previous call. Two others 

had  had  to  answ er a call to  the  tra in  tunnel that jo ined  Red Island 

to  the m ain land . There’d  been an accident not far from  the tunnel. 

A tran sp o rt tru ck  had  jackknifed, an o th e r had  plowed in to  it, 

and  two cars were involved as well. The rem ain ing  tow  com pany 

w ouldn’t answ er any calls. The ow ner had  taped X’s on  his 

w indow s at hom e and  business against the big blow. He said there 

was no  way he or any o f his lads w ould com e ou t to  The Shores 

today  on  tha t causeway, w ith its fragile grip on  the  land. He d idn ’t 

w ant to  be victim  o f ano ther sto rm  surge.

It certain ly  w asn’t according to the rules to  pick up  a h itchh ik 

ing yogi, bu t no th ing  about this call so far was going by the book. 

Jam ieson though t it still m ight be her big chance. It m ight be. She 

clung to  tha t hope as they headed  dow n the road and  a round  the 

last curve before the causeway. M urdo had his hands tigh t on the 

steering wheel. He was never happy driv ing in the rain. He looked 

stra igh t ahead, squ in ting  in to  the  gloom . He was afraid to  have 

his eyes checked. Jam ieson, beside h im , w ith her perfect vision, 

was aware that his was poor, but had no idea ju st how  poor. She 

w ondered w hy he was going so slowly. Lili, in the  back seat, was 

seeing -  w hat was Lili seeing? A perfect world, no t the  potholed 

road. The light o f life, no t the grim  dark  sky. The harm ony  of
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the universe, no t the tension bristling  in  the  front seat betw een 

M urdo, eyes crazy-glued to  the road  and  hands to the steering 

wheel, and  Jam ieson, w ishing she were in the d river’s seat. She 

liked to  be in control. Instead, here she was, in the  passenger 

seat, out o f uniform , soaking wet, w ith a bloody hippie in the 

back seat. W here d id  they  get it from , this generation? Their 

grandparents?

Lili was oblivious to  it all, grabbing the  chance to  m editate, 

to reach perfect happiness. She was closer than  she though t to 

attaining nirvana, bu t it w ould no t com e from  m editation. She 

was about to m eet N athan.

N athan M ack was tossing a five-hundred-pound  barbell up 

in the air w ith no  effort. He was grinning. There were five sets 

o f weights, each heavier than  the next, but all w eighing the 

sam e -  nearly nothing. The collection was his latest “find” at Jared 

M acPherson’s house. N athan had  done w hat his aun t G us called 

“a deal w ith the devil.” He was staying at Jared’s, fixing up  the 

place instead o f paying rent, while Jared was in jail for possession 

and suspected trafficking o f cocaine. The weightless barbells and 

the literature tha t cam e with them  had  been in the back bedroom  

dow nstairs, the bedroom  in w hich bo th  Jared’s parents, one after 

the other, had  w asted away from  cancer. C igarettes. There had 

been butts in containers th roughou t the house. They were m ostly 

Jared’s, but in the back bedroom  were his parents’ butts, at least 

five years old. The smell o f them  had  nearly choked N athan  w hen 

he’d  first gone in, but, under the  bed, he’d  found these barbells. 

W hat a joke.

N athan rem em bered the TV  ads from  years before. M ind O ver 

Muscle. N o fancy o r heavy equ ipm ent needed. You could build  

strength  with the pow er o f your m ind , just like the V ietnam  vet 

who had paten ted  the system. Big Ed Bullock. He was spending  

the sum m er here in that weird dom e he’d built. N athan  had  been
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twelve w hen those ads were all over late n ight TV. Big Ed had 

m ade the cover o f Business Week as “E ntrepreneur o f the Year” 

and  o f Sports Illustrated  as “C om eback o f the  Year.” N ot for 

anything to do  w ith  the m agnificent football career that had  been 

p rom ised  for h im , but for his fight back against overw helm ing 

odds w hen tha t career -  and  very nearly his life -  had  tragically 

ended. The sto ry  o f his am azing com eback had  won m ore replays 

in m ore m edia than  any o f his unrealized  touchdow ns m ight 

have. Like m illions o f others, N athan  though t Big Ed was a hero. 

He though t his body  was am azing. N athan  had  bugged and 

bugged his parents to  buy h im  a system.

He shook his head  now  as he chucked the fake w eight on  the 

floor. H undreds o f dollars, it had  cost. N o w onder his dad  had 

said, “W hy buy the system, N athan? Just pick up noth ing  instead. 

That should work.” Ben had  tossed him  a bag o f  m arshm allow s. 

“Here, use these.”

His dad  had been right, but those ads were enticing -  prom ising 

the m uscular body  N athan craved. Still lean in his early twenties, 

he’d  been  a w retchedly skinny  boy.

He’d  gotten  a kick looking th rough  the pam phlets tha t had  come 

w ith Jared’s barbells -  and  realized it wasn’t a lazy m an’s game. 

The trick  was to  m entally  follow th rough  every m illisecond o f 

every m otion  required  to  lift a real weight. No one could do that. 

O r alm ost no  one. N athan though t o f Big Ed. It was the perfect 

scam. N o one could say the system  d idn’t w ork -  because it was 

all in  the m ind . If a custom er failed to build  m uscle, it was he or 

she w ho had  failed, no t the system. Big Ed was p ro o f that M ind 

O ver M uscle worked.

Just w hat Jared w ould go for, though t N athan. Lazy as an old 

dog. M ean as one, too. Jared was always looking for the quick fix.

The house, w hen N athan  m oved in to  it, was p ro o f o f that. 

C abinet doors unhinged , o r off, in  the  kitchen. Walls knocked 

out, joists exposed, bits o f p laster and  sp ider webs hanging  off
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them . D oors tha t had been rem oved and no t replaced. W indow s 

that d idn’t shut tight. The projects started  in different room s -  

floor sanding, p lastering -  begun and  then  abandoned.

N athan had  been in the house all sum m er w hile his parents 

were cosied up at th e ir “Love Shack” and  tourists ren ted  their 

house. He could see it from  Jareds -  back on  the  Shore Lane. He’d 

seen the w om an who’d  been staying there  this past week, bu t only 

from  a distance. Skinny, sickly looking thing.

N athan  h im self was bursting  w ith health . He had  high colour 

in his cheeks, a cheeky grin , rebellious ha ir tha t he kept short 

because it saved fuss, and  legs so long it was hard  for him  to find 

jeans that fit.

He’d been plowing th rough  the garbage in  Jared’s house for two 

m onths. Garbage, strew n all over the  floors, all over the  house. 

N athan  had  carved out an area in  the  kitchen and  living room , 

and  tid ied  and  fixed, room  by room .

The smell o f coffee drew  him  dow nstairs. He d ropped  the 

weight, w ent dow n to the  k itchen, and  pou red  a therm os o f 

coffee. He looked ou t the window. The w ind was howling, and  fat 

d rops o f rain  were splashing on the w indow  glass. It was shuttle 

day. How m any o f the  old ladies w ould be w illing to  go ou t in 

this, he w ondered. Still, if  even one were willing, he’d be on the 

road. N athan  drove the  shuttle bus betw een The Shores and 

W interside once a week as a com m unity  service. There were m ore 

elderly people living in The Shores these days, the ir ch ild ren  in 

C harlo ttetow n or o th er provinces. Even w ith w illing neighbours 

to drive them , they  preferred  the shuttle. It appealed to their 

fierce island independence because they  paid  th e ir ow n way. 

N athan charged them  a nom inal fee, just barely enough to  cover 

costs. Som etim es, he charged no th ing  at all, saying w ith a w ink 

to  D oris Sandler, “We’ll p u t it on  your account.” A nd she, only 

pennies in  her purse, w ould sm ile back at him , gratitude shining 

in her rheum y eyes.
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He’d be tte r have a look at the causeway to  see if it could be 

crossed. He took the  stairs two at a tim e, and  from  the upstairs 

w indow  could see the su rf  welling up on the shore. If the cause

way flooded, there’d  be no trip  to  tow n today. The ferry w ouldn’t 

be runn ing  either.

He shucked off his dressing gown, pulled jeans up over his long, 

skinny legs, yanked on a sw eatshirt, splashed w ater on his face, 

ran  wet fingers th rough  his hair, and  his “toilette” was done. H air 

stuck up from  his head m aking him  look as cheeky as his grin.

He grabbed his keys and  the therm os off the kitchen counter, 

stuffed a donu t in his m ou th  as he darted  out the  door, and 

jum ped  in to  his b rand  new, sparkling w hite D odge Ram, bought 

from  the proceeds o f  his souvenir stand and  canteen at the  ferry 

landing.

He drove with abandon in to  the  banks o f  d irty  black clouds 

billowing across the  road, driven by the w ind, rain spilling from  

them , so that his w indshield  w ipers could not keep up, even on 

the fastest speed. For a kick, he did  w ithout them , and  drove blind.

M urdo skidded to  a halt ju st before they  reached the causeway. 

Salt w ater was already splashing onto  it. He darted  a look over at 

the  ferry, secured to  the  shore, no t going anywhere. It should still 

have been ru n n in g  on regular hours on  Labour Day weekend, 

the  last w eekend o f  the tou rist season, but C hester G allant had 

said he wasn’t tak ing  any chances w ith the storm . He took his 

responsibility  for the boat and  the  people on it very seriously, 

and  he w ould not be taking them  out in “this?  as he’d put it, even 

though “this” hadn’t happened  yet w hen he’d said it.

But it had started  now, and  M urdo froze. He couldn’t keep d riv 

ing, not w ith that wash o f w ater com ing over the road the way it 

was, every few waves crashing up over the buttress o f rocks piled 

up to keep the w ater off the  roadway. M urdo had  had  no idea, 

un til th is m om ent, that his fear o f  going over bridges included
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crossing this unstable causeway in a rainstorm . But it did.

Jamieson had been his p a rtn e r long enough to  know  about 

M urdo’s fear o f bridges. He had  tried  to  h ide it from  her, but she 

was a sharp  judge o f people. It was w hat m ade her a good cop. 

Small gestures, the cadence o f the voice, were clues to  the  tru th  

behind  the words. Shed learned to pay a tten tion  to  a sideways 

glance, lowered eyelids, a nervous tic -  all the  unconscious 

gestures and  facial expressions that betray.

She knew  about M urdo’s fear, but kept quiet about it. She could 

have busted  h im , put h im  beh ind  a desk, bu t she knew  o ther 

th ings about M urdo. He was loyal. H ed never let you dow n, just 

so long as you weren’t on a bridge. She read his fear in the set of 

his shoulders, the way his teeth  were gnaw ing at his lower lip, 

how his hand  cam e up to  his m ou th  and  he began gnaw ing on 

that, too. In the fact that he had  stopped  the car in the  first place.

She unbuckled her seat belt and  said, “I’ll drive.”

Suki dissolved in tears, her hair cascading forw ard and  hiding 

her face, as she buried  it in her hands. W hen Ian told her that 

Lance was dead, Suki th rew  herself at h im , and  her robe came 

undone. She w rapped herself a round  h im , and  he struggled to 

control him self, leading her gently to  the  couch, w here he sat 

dow n beside her, patting  her back and  feeling useless.

He told her then  tha t Lord m ight have been  m urdered . Her 

body heaved with sobs, and  Ian d idn’t know  how  to com fort her. 

Perhaps ano ther w om an could help? He had no idea w here Ну 

was. Gus? Should he call Gus? Even M oira Toom bs m ight be 

welcome, so helpless was he w ith th is sobbing w om an, trapped  in 

his boxer shorts and  feeling ridiculous.

He’d  been sleeping with a dead  m an’s wife.

It d idn’t bo ther him  that he’d slept w ith a m arried  w om an. Suki 

never took her m arriages seriously, so why should  he? Besides, 

he had com e before all the others. Well, no t exactly, not un til last
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night, bu t he’d  always w anted to, always w anted her. Those long 

nights hed  spent p reparing  th e ir lab reports, do ing all the work. 

H ed never said o r done anything that m ight have changed things. 

H ed been afraid o f  losing the little he had.

Now he had  her, and  this had  happened. H ere she was, bawling 

her eyes out, and  he was half-naked, unable to  com fort her. The 

w orst o f  it was, the sobbing excited him .

The dead  husband. M aybe that, too.

She was free now. They were lovers.

W eren’t they?

The w ind had  begun to  blow and  the waves were w hipping up, 

dangerously  close to the  roadbed. The road  crew s had  been in 

such a rush  to get it repaired  and  com pleted before tourist season 

tha t they hadn’t bu ilt it up high enough.

M urdo was gripping his seat, hands clam ped fast on both  sides 

o f it, as they h u rtled  across the  causeway. W ater was h itting  the 

tarm ac from  above and  from  below, waves crashing up and  over 

the  roadbed. The w ater was sluicing across the  road, and  the 

cru iser was hydroplaning.

M urdo w ished Jam ieson w ould ease up on  the accelerator, but 

he d idn’t dare say so. Jam ieson’s feet were freezing and  num b. 

They were bare and  sliding around  in the  big billy boots. She 

drove expertly  but too  fast for som eone in floppy footwear. A 

wave cam e up  and  broadsided the  vehicle, and  she couldn’t press 

firm ly enough to  get the brake to  respond. H elped by the w ind, 

the car sailed across the road. M urdo had  shut his eyes w hen the 

car had veered ou t o f  its lane, then  opened  them , to find the road 

was clear. They were still in the w rong lane, but no  one was com 

ing tow ards them . He crossed himself. They cleared the causeway, 

and  M urdo relaxed.

Too soon. There was that tricky curve next to  Junior Johnson’s 

field, the one w ith the dung  heap. It only took  an instant. The
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curve cam e up seconds too quickly, Jam ieson was going too fast 

to  correct, and  she drove straight in to  Jun iors field and  the  pile of 

m anure.

It had  happened  in  an instant, but it seem ed to  the three in the 

car that the  vehicles m otion  had been choreographed, gliding to 

a stop in the heap o f dung. They could smell the wet m anure  even 

before Jam ieson opened  her door. She had  to push  against the 

heap, and  w hen she did  get out, clum ps o f  it fell on  her. She swept 

them  off w ith a few sharp  m otions. M urdo unpeeled h im self from  

the  car and  grinned , as he flicked m anure  off his shoulder, and  

picked som e out o f his hair. Lili sat in the back seat o f  the car, her 

face still and  serene.

Jam ieson checked the  trunk . It was full o f stuff to  help others 

in an emergency, but no th ing  that w ould help them  here. She 

slam m ed the tru n k  shut, got back in the  car, s ta rted  it up, tried  to 

back out, but the  wheels spun  in the  wet m uck. The car w ouldn’t 

budge. She barked at M urdo to  push, but he couldn’t get a good 

angle, and  he ended  up covered in m ore shit. It d idn’t seem  to 

b o ther him .
Stuck, they were well and  tru ly  stuck, the wheels o f the  car dug 

deep into the wet earth . M urdo got back in the car and  tu rn ed  on 

the  radio.

“My shed ju s t  got blown dow n ...”

7  almost d idn’t m ake it up m y lanew ay...it’s running w ith red 

clay...”
“I ’ve got the candles out and  the propane camp stove. There’s 

bound to be a pow er fa ilu re ...”
7  never seen it this bad since... well, I never seen it this bad ...”

Listeners were calling in to  CBC radio, w hich had  gone on 

a tw enty-four ho u r w eather watch. It consisted o f  tak ing  calls 

from  listeners, consulting occasionally w ith m eteorologists, who 

said they, too, had  never seen anything like it, and  cu t-ins from  

reporters flung in to  the  storm  and  yelling over the w ind hissing
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and  thum ping  into th e ir m icrophones. Jam ieson d row ned it all 

ou t w ith the police siren. N athan heard  the siren as he rounded  

the  co rner and  saw the  cop car stuck in the field. He stopped  his 

truck , got out, and  hollered in to  the rain.

“A nyone there? You okay?”

Jam ieson responded  by honking  the  ho rn , then  leaning on it. 

N athan g rinned  w hen he saw the cru iser nose deep in the m anure 

pile. Jam ieson rolled dow n her window. A clum p fell onto  her lap.

“Can you get us out o f here?”

N athan frow ned. He had  chains and  a w inch in his truck , but 

there  was no  way he was going to  haul that vehicle out o f  there 

now. N ot in th is rain. H ed get stuck h im self o r cause ano ther 

accident.

“N o can do,” he said. “You’d better com e w ith me, back to the 

village.”

N athan  had  a healthy appreciation o f fem inine beauty, and  a real 

soft spot for o lder w om en. His in terest was p iqued  by Jam iesons 

severe m anner, coupled with tha t porcelain skin. Flawless. Soft, 

you could tell. That raven hair, shiny, lustrous.

His a tten tion  was to rn  from  her by the m ovem ent o f a slight 

body em erging from  the  back seat. W hen she got out, they  stared 

at each o ther th rough  the  w ind and  rain. N athan and  Lili, their 

eyes m elting in to  each other.

He held out a hand. She took  it, and  he helped her th rough  the 

m ud, th e ir eyes locked.

Lili and  Jam ieson squeezed into the  cab o f the tru ck  beside 

N athan, and  M urdo jum ped  in to  the back. N athan and Lili were 

glued together, unable to  tell w here one stopped and  the  o ther 

began. They had  not yet said a w ord to  one another.

N athan  drove into the rain  dow n the  Island Way, the m ain  road 

tha t cut th rough  The Shores. He was exceeding the speed lim it in 

spite o f the weather. He nearly  hit a fox tha t dashed  out ahead  of 

him . He tried  to  pay a tten tion  to  the road, but the  girl beside him
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was all he could th in k  of.

Jam ieson w anted to tell h im  to go faster, but couldn’t ask him  to 

break the law. Anyway, in th is backwater, clues probably  w eren’t 

going anywhere fast.

She was w rong about that.



Chapter Five

The tarp  over Lord’s corpse blew away in the m oun ting  storm , 

the  yellow tape flapping on the w ind. Billy was a wet, m iserable, 

and  lonely individual on  the  shore.

He was full o f  doubt. H is stom ach was g rind ing  w ith anxious 

indecision.

They had  told him  to  guard the  body. H ed been doing that. He 

was tem pted  to pull it up and away from  the  w ater w hen the tide 

crep t up w ith in  inches o f the  corpse, bu t he d idn ’t dare. He had 

no idea if the w ater was at the high m ark o r not. W here were the 

so-called sen ior officers? They should be here by now.

Jam ieson opened  her eyes as they  crested the  hill to see The 

Shores spread ou t beneath  them  -  a cluster o f  cedar shingle 

houses, m ostly w hite w ith green o r black roofs rad iating  out from  

the  village centre, revolving around  its once-strong  heart. Now 

the eye was increasingly draw n to the new cottages along the cape. 

M ore o f  them  every year. Soon there w ould be m ore people from  

away than  villagers. The sam e as any small com m unity  on Red 

Island. It was happening  to  them  all.

A nd  no  wonder. Red Island had  m ore than  its fair share of 

beauty and  s tunn ing  coastline. Its landscape was like one o f G us’s 

patchw ork quilts -  fields o f yellow and  green bursting  ou t o f 

the  rich red earth , lined by spruce, m eadow s tum bling  dow n to 

the  blue w aters that crad led  th is small jewel in the  ocean. W ho 

w ouldn’t w ant a seaside retreat here? A nd especially The Shores. It
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had the m ost spectacular shoreline on  an island fam ous for them .

That wasn’t the only difference.

C ut off by the unreliable causeway, it was adrift in tim e. It was 

an o lder island, w here the ladies o f  the  W om ens Institu te still 

wore dresses, each for a different purpose. The house dress, seen 

ou tdoors only w hen hanging the wash; the “good” dress, to  wear 

to  tow n to  pick up groceries; and  “Sunday Best,” for church, 

wakes, and weddings.

W eddings. Jam iesons sister had  been m arried  yesterday.

H er head was th robb ing  and  descending  the  steep hill m ade 

it worse. She was hungover. She’d got d ru n k  last n ight, and  had 

stayed at the beach house w ith o ther guests w ho’d  overindulged. It 

was unlike her. She was asham ed, and  hadn’t dared  wake anyone 

for a change o f  clothes w hen M urdo had  called her. She’d slipped 

back in to  her dress, stuck her feet in to  a pair o f billy boo ts at the 

door, and  grabbed a m an’s jacket off a hook w here it had  hung for 

ten years. It sm elled foul, but m ore fish than  fowl.

She squin ted  into the day, dark  clouds tu rn in g  the  sky a grim  

grey. H er eyes hu rt. The car m anoeuvred  along the  Island Way, 

one o f the province’s four officially designated scenic routes. 

A head o f them  was the  village centre, w hich now  consisted o f  one 

lonely w hite build ing w ith the requisite green roof. The school 

and  the G eneral Store were gone; the  church  had  been converted 

into a sm art sum m er hom e. The Hall was all th a t was left. Hom e 

o f  the W om en’s Institute, the C hristm as C oncert, and  not m uch 

else. Kept up  by federal and  provincial gran ts, and  the old- 

fashioned way -  ceilidhs, flea m arkets, and  bake sales. Pillsbury 

and  D uncan  H ines had  yet to  arrive in The Shores -  b irthday  

and  even w edding cakes were still m ade from  scratch. A village 

w om an had  once tried  to  sneak a “boughten” cake in to  a ceilidh, 

but was quickly sham ed into feeding it to  the local dogs. M any of 

the  w om en still baked their own bread, and  the  ice cream  at the 

annual straw berry  social was always hom em ade.
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D escending the  hill, Jam ieson felt as if she were sim ultaneously 

going back forty  years in tim e, and  facing the future. The dem ise 

o f  village life. The storm  surges eating away at th is fragile lan d 

scape. The place existed in a tw ilight rem inder o f  the past.

So it was fitting that w hen m urder cam e to  The Shores, it was 

o ld-fashioned, too  -  caused by thw arted  passion, love, and 

loss. Jamieson though t herself thoroughly  m odern , com pletely 

independen t, but those o ld-fashioned passions w ould tu rn  out to 

be som eth ing  she could understand , though people though t her a 

cold fish. She’d had  a reason to  get d ru n k  at the wedding.

“Stop! Now!” Jam ieson po in ted  at the  police cru iser parked 

outside Hy’s house. W hat was it doing here?

N athan sw ung the tru ck  into the  clam shell drivew ay and  pulled 

to  a stop beh ind  the cruiser. He frow ned. He, too, was w ondering 

w hat it was doing here, and  why M urdo and Jamieson were here.

Jamieson jum ped  out o f the  vehicle and  ham m ered  on the door.

Ну, just ou t o f the shower, in te rry  robe and  a towel w rapped 

around  her head, answ ered it. She nearly burst out laughing at 

w hat she saw.

Jane Jamieson. In a dress. A  dress? Jamieson?

Jam ieson saw the shock reflected in Hy’s look, and  frow ned, 

the expression doing  little to crack the pallid sm oothness o f her 

com plexion.

“You,” she said.

“U h...yes,” said Ну dum bly, still s tunned  by the sight of 

Jam ieson ou t o f uniform . It was a b ridesm aid’s dress, that was 

obvious. It was purple, a co lour brides instinctively choose for 

their b ridesm aids because it looks good on nobody. This one was 

a soft lilac chiffon. N oth ing  about it, neither texture no r colours, 

su ited  Jam ieson. It m ade her porcelain skin look green. H er flesh 

was m ottled  by cold, in spite o f  the  jacket that sm elled o f  - fish ?  

A nd the billy boots.

Jam ieson was try ing  no t to  shiver, to  keep her usual com posure.
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Ну opened  the door wide to  let her in.

Billy was beginning  to  panic. The waves were com ing too close. 

He d idn’t know  w hat to  do. N one o f  his so-called tra in ing  had 

p repared h im  for this. If he knew  anything, it was not to  d isturb  

the  crim e scene. Billy kept th ink ing  about the  green pus in the 

w ound. He kept looking at it nervously, until a wave w ashed up 

and  over the body.

That did  it. He had a plastic con tainer o f breath  m ints in his 

pocket. He em ptied  it in to  his m outh , squatted  dow n, and 

scooped som e o f the  pus out o f the  w ound. He d idn’t know, but it 

m ight be im portan t. A nd the  way the w ater was com ing up, that 

w ound w ould be washed clean before help came.

He w ondered where they were, the  cops from  W interside. He 

looked at his watch. They’d had  plenty  o f tim e to  get here, but 

there was still no sign o f them .

Panic shot th rough  him . He sta rted  to  head  for the  cape, to 

phone and  see w hat was going on. No. He shou ldn’t leave the 

body. He cam e back. But w hat if no  one was com ing? The heat o f 

panic tu rned  to cold fear. He was well out o f his depth.

He tu rned  again and  headed  for Lord’s cottage. Behind him , 

the waves were sm ashing on  the shore, and  sand-streaked  foam  

gushed a round  the body.

Jam ieson tu rned  on the siren as M urdo drove along the  Island 

Way. She’d asked Ну som e hard  questions about why she had the 

cruiser, but not m uch else. She’d  w anted to  get to  the  scene, so 

she’d dem anded  the keys to  the vehicle and  ordered  Ну tthem  to 

the shore w hen she got dressed.

The sound o f the siren sliced th rough  the village m orning , 

w aking anyone who wasn’t already awake. Jam ieson’s stom ach 

was jum ping  with excitem ent. H er case. She w ould m ake this 

her case. N o one w ould get in her way thanks to  the  crisis in the
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crim e unit. The ch ief had  recently resigned and quickly died, for 

w ant o f  anyth ing  to keep him  in terested  in life, and  so couldn’t 

be called back to  du ty  w hen the  crisis occurred . The crisis being 

tha t the  next head  o f  the  un it was h im self m urdered . O r was it 

suicide? W ere there  sexual overtones? Jealousy? Passion? Rage?

All the  top people were on tha t case.

Even if they  hadn’t been, Jam ieson m ight have been assigned to 

th is one. In spite o f its new popularity  w ith tourists, her bosses 

d idn ’t care about The Shores. Some doubted  it existed. M ost had 

never visited it, never gave it a thought.

The Shores had  been  in Jam ieson’s thoughts often since she’d 

first answ ered that call here last year. She liked to  th in k  it was a 

professional interest. It was m ore than  that, bu t she d idn’t know  it 

yet. The Shores had  begun to  claim  her for its own.

April Dew ey had  ju st taken the tea cloth off her pan  o f fresh 

bread  dough, two fat loaves nicely risen and  ready to  bake in the 

oven, w hen the  RCM P cru iser screeched around  the  co rner at 

the  top o f the  road. The rain was pouring  dow n and  the vehicle 

laid tracks th rough  the  wet clay o f the  lane. There should  have 

been clouds o f  p ink  dust billowing up beh ind  it on an A ugust-dry  

road, but it was soaked, and  the  car was p loughing  th rough  the 

clay, leaving deep ru ts  in  its wake. Like driv ing th rough  fudge, 

though t April, s tirring  up chocolate icing for her w hite cake.

It was som eth ing  new. She norm ally  used a w hite bu tte r icing, 

w hich Abel M ack had  declared “the  food o f  the gods.” Instead 

o f m aking  April smile, it had  m ade her frow n. She was a devout 

Catholic. G od’s food was m anna. If that seem ed a bit boring, she 

tried  to  suppress the  heretical thought.

“W rong turn,” said Jam ieson as M urdo sped tow ard W ild Rose 

Lane. “We w ant Cottage Lane. N ext one over, after the Hall.”

He braked  in a deep puddle. He spun his wheels in  the water 

and  m urky  red  clay, try ing  to  back up, un til Jam ieson couldn’t
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stand  it anym ore. H er case. This was going to  be her case, if only 

the  fool w ould h u rry  up and  get them  there. W ho knew  w hat 

evidence m ight be destroyed by the  delay? She grabbed the door 

handle, flung the do o r open, and  stepped ou t in to  the  puddle of 

cold, murky, red water, ankle deep. Both boots had  a leak.

She strode a round  the  car, yanked open  M urdos door, and  w ith 

a sharp  jerk  o f  her head, said, “Get out.”

M urdo hauled h im self out o f  the  car, and  stepped in to  the 

sloppy puddle. As Jam ieson leaned to  get in, M urdo could  see 

there were red clay splatters all over the back o f  her dress. Shed 

refused Н у s offer o f  a change o f clothes, anxious to  get dow n to 

the shore and  the m urder scene.

Hungover and  in a dress. M urdo shook his head, and  w aded to 

the passenger side.

The reclusive w om an w hod  rented Ben and  A nnabelle’s house 

was peering dow n at the shore from  an oval-shaped attic w indow  

u nderneath  the  teardrop  gingerbread tha t lined the gables.

She was still frow ning from  heaving herself up the  attic stairs, 

steep and  hard  to  climb. She d idn’t use the railing, because it 

m ight d irty  her w hite lace gloves. She wore them  to  h ide her right 

hand. There was noth ing  w rong w ith it th a t anyone else could see. 

If shed  taken the  glove off, they  m ight have noticed  a sm all scar. 

A scar she couldn’t stand  to  look at. Ugly. Im perfect. A terrib le 

rem inder.

She had  gone up to  the attic because she’d  heard  the siren -  and 

seen the  police cru iser th read ing  dow n to the shore and  Lance 

Lord’s cottage. He was the reason she was here. He and  Ed. She 

was staring now at the  body on the  shore.

Lance. H er face was streaked with a sort o f  sadness, bu t there 

was a strange satisfaction in  her eyes. Lance was gone. U nex

pected -  bu t it m ade h im  hers. Forever. Now no one could  take 

him  away.
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It was cold in the attic, w hich was insulated only by loose fill and 

seaw eed stuffed betw een the rafters. The front wheel and hand le

bars o f a fifty-year-old red tricycle stuck ou t o f  the  prim itive 

insulation, one m ouse-shredded  goalie pad  lay on top o f  it, and 

a few ro tting  trunks, bulging w ith old clothes and books. Spiders 

and  cobwebs clung to the  beam s, hundreds o f dead flies ensnared 

in  them . H er frow n deepened. If  shed  know n she was living u n 

derneath  this horror, she m ight no t have rented the place. She had 

to stand up on a stool shed  found in the  junk , because she was so 

sm all and  the  w indow  so high. G rasping the w indow  fram e, she 

peered  out again into the dark  day, the w ind and  the rain and  the 

waves, the th ickening clouds. Now she could see better.

H er frow n slowly tu rn ed  right side up. A secret smile.

That was Lance, there  on the sand. In his rid icu lous get-up.

Lance. Dead. Dead.

She was sure o f it. H er eyes shone w ith tears, and several spilled 
dow n her cheeks.

The sm ile rem ained.



Chapter Six

April Dewey w atched the police cru iser pull a sloppy U -tu rn . 

Then she shrugged, tu rn ed  away from  the window, and  put the 

icing in the fridge. She though t she saw a figure darting  th rough  

the stand  o f spruce tha t separated  her p roperty  from  the elder 

M acks’. It w ould be Abel. He had  an uncanny  way o f  know ing 

w hen she was cooking, April thought. It w asn’t uncanny  at all. 

Abel knew  w hen all the village social functions were com ing up 

-  and precisely w hen April w ould be cooking som eth ing  special 

for any one o f them . Abel had  a sweet spot for April Dewey. It 

wasn’t ju st her cooking. He found tha t odd  sm udge o f flour on 

her cheek captivating. He liked the dim ples, too, and  her inviting, 

o ld-fashioned body. Just looking at her was a com fort to  him . 

Pleasantly plum p. Like her baked goods, rounded , w ell-form ed, 

and  quite delicious.

Stick-thin M oira Toom bs was baking  th is m orn ing , too  -  a 

dozen b lueberry  muffins for Ian. From  her house right beside the 

Hall, she had a clear view o f his kitchen and  living room  w indow  

on Shipwreck Hill. She’d seen a w om an go in last n ight. N ot Ну. 

As far as M oira knew, and she knew  quite a bit, last n ight’s w om an 

had  not com e out. M oira was always spying on Ian, jealous o f his 

com ings and  goings w ith Ну, o f the  nights Н у spent there, o f  the 

tim es Ian went to  Hy’s for d inner o r took  her to  tow n and  did  -  or 

d idn’t? -  com e hom e. M oira couldn’t always stay awake to  find 

out or get up early enough to  see if  Н у had  slipped out o f Ian’s at 

daw n. But th is m orn ing  she in tended  to  find out if that w om an,
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th a t statuesque stranger she’d seen slipping into Ian’s after m id 

n ight, was still there. She popped  the  muffins in the oven, then 

w ent to  fix her hair, its tight, perm ed  curls already w ell-cem ented 

w ith hairspray. She applied m ore against the heavy weather. She 

had  to find out w hat was going on.

The w ind blew up the east coast o f  the U nited States and 

C anada, stopping for no th ing . Billy’s head was dow n, his eyes 

closed, to  keep the  sand  from  his eyes as he em erged from  the 

cottage. So he d idn’t see the awful th ing  that had  happened. His 

w orld had been reduced to  fighting against the w ind shriek

ing in land, w histling th rough  the  trees as it stripped  them  of 

branches, pound ing  at buildings that creaked and  groaned  in  the 

onslaught, battering  h im , punch ing  waves up the shore, the  wet 

salt spray dousing h im  as he descended  the  cape, the rain stream 

ing dow n, so he was unable to  d istinguish  w here the w ater was 

com ing from , the sky o r the sea.

W here d id  birds go in w eather like this? Gus w ondered. W hen it 

stopped, perhaps there w ould be no birds at all.

A nd then  it d id  stop. D ead calm  fell on the village. The w ind 

stalled, the rain sputtered, the sky ceased its shrieking. The houses 

stopped  swaying and  sat convincingly on th e ir foundations once 

more.

D ead calm . A dread  calm . Terrifying. Gus was unm oving, a 

s tatue o f fear in her purp le  chair, coat on, handbag in her lap, 

w orrying -  where was Abel?

A nd then  it began again, a fu ry  unleashed, the terrib le m oaning, 

the h igh-p itched  whistle o f the w ind, the hissing, pounding  rain.

Billy opened  his eyes and  saw the  m ost terrib le thing. He ran 

from  it, back up the  cape, tripp ing  over his feet, panic m aking 

him  clumsy, dragging h im self back on all fours, heading for the
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phone again. D read calm . For him , it was dread  calm . He dreaded  

the call he was going to  make.

How was he going to  tell them ?

In the end, he d idn’t have to.

It was m uch worse.

The cru iser arrived as he reached the  cottage.

He was going to  have to  tell Jam ieson tha t Lord’s body had 

disappeared.

Ian was anxious to  go to  the shore, but he needed a show er and 

Suki was in the bath room . He was w earing ju st his boxers. He 

preened  briefly in the hallway m irror, glad he’d  been  w orking 

out recently. H is stom ach was flat, his arm s, legs, and  chest well

m uscled. If he only had  just a bit m ore hair on his head. But Suki 

d idn’t seem  to m ind. She’d  stroked and  kissed his bald  spot as 

enthusiastically as the rest o f him .

Ian was standing  in the kitchen, stuffing back a m uffin, w hen 

M oira cam e in the door, her jacket soaked through.

She flushed red. She d idn’t th in k  o f him  like that. N ot like that.

“You cu tting  m e off?” Suki breezed in to  the  k itchen, w earing 

his te rry  cloth robe, loosely secured, a generous slice o f cleavage 

showing.

It was Ian’s tu rn  to  blush. M oira’s face got redder, too.

Suki cupped  Ian’s chin  in  her hand  and  kissed h im  full on  the 

lips. He crushed  the muffin, and  it fell in crum bs to  the  floor.

M oira tu rn ed  to  leave.
“O h, don’t go,” said Suki, pushing  Ian away and  placing a hand  

on M oira’s shoulder. “Ian, don’t be rude. Please in troduce us.” Suki 

had  seen M oira staring  at her from  the  w indow  w hen she walked 

up from  Lance’s last night.

Ian m ade the in troductions, and  the  two w om en scanned  each 

other.
A spinster o f a certain  age, M oira shopped the  Sears catalogue,
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kept up-to -date  w ith all the  latest fashions, and  wore them  

w hether they  suited her o r not. She had  the  sallow com plexion 

o f som eone w ho never spends tim e outdoors. H er hair, though 

dam p u n d er the  hood, had  kept its tight curls, texture o f a steel 

wool pad  and  dull colour o f a sick m ouse.

Suki could see m ore than  that. She could see hunger in M oiras 

eyes, hunger for Ian. A lthough m yopic, M oira wasn’t blind about 

Ian. She could  see the  way he looked at Suki, hunger in his eyes 

for Suki. A nd Suki? There was no hunger in her eyes. O nly  cold 

calculation as she looked first at Ian, then  at M oira.

She grabbed a muffin, and  spoke w ith her m ou th  full. “M m m . 

Delicious.”

This M oira m ight be useful.

“Gone? W hat do you m ean gone?”

Jam ieson was shuddering  w ith cold in the flimsy dress, now wet 

th rough . Sand and  salt spray were slicing at her bare legs, stinging 

them .

Billy was po in ting  tow ards the angry  waves, grey and  black 

like the  sky, rising and  seem ing to rear back, before they th ru st 

forw ard to  attack the shore in a foam ing fury.

Jam ieson had  never been so close to  waves so high.

“G one? O n  the  w ater?”

Billy nodded  numbly.

“You idiot!” Jam ieson was shivering w ith fury  and  cold. She 

clu tched the  jacket around  her, its smell redolen t in  the  rain, 

punch ing  up her nose, but tha t d idn’t m atter. H er corpse was 

gone. She had  a m urder -  but no victim .

“Get inside,” she said.

She and  M urdo were s tunned  by w hat they  saw. The A-fram e 

that they’d been  called to  last year at V anishing Point had  been 

full o f  antiquities -  including a life-sized statue o f Anubis, the 

Egyptian god o f death. This -  th is was full o f H endrix  m em o-
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rabilia. D idn’t people b ring  sand  buckets, spades, and  books to 

the  beach anym ore? Jamieson’s eyes swept the room , from  the 

cardboard  cu tout o f Jimi H endrix  in  the  corner, to the table and 

the  rem nan ts  o f the  meal. She walked over and  scanned  the offer

ings, m aking notes. Two place settings. Two bowls in the centre 

o f the table. O ne tipped  over and  still con tain ing  a small po rtion  

o f po tato  salad. H ie o ther held d iscarded lobster shells. She took 

a closer look at the  d inner plates. O n one, she could  see clear 

rem nants o f  lobster -  the  tiny  legs sucked clean o f th e ir sweet, 

sem i-liquid  interiors, and  the skin o f a baked potato, greased with 

butter. The o ther plate had  that dull sheen o f being licked clean, 

so there was no evidence o f w hat it had  contained. The napkins 

were soiled and  crum pled.
“Viagra.” M urdo pulled on a plastic glove, picked up  the  pill 

bottle from  the  coun ter and slipped it in to  an evidence bag.

“W hat?” Jam ieson looked up  from  inspecting  w ine glasses 

sm udged with fingerprints, one edged w ith lipstick.

Plenty o f  evidence about who had been eating here.

“Viagra.” He tossed it at her.

She caught it. Looked at it. It had  a generic nam e on it.

“How do  you know ?”

M urdo blushed scarlet.

“M en know  these things.”

She shrugged and  slipped the bag in to  a jacket pocket.

Ну though t Jam ieson looked oddly  vulnerable in the dress, bare 

legs, overw helm ed by the jacket. It hung  over her slim  shoulders. 

Jam ieson tried  to  hook  her thum bs in to  her belt, bu t there w asn’t 

one.
The rain and  the  w ind  had  eased off, a tem porary  lull in the 

storm ’s progress. They had  gone dow n to  the shore so Ну could 

show  Jam ieson w here Lord’s body  had  been, the  sam e spot Billy 

had  show n her, now  covered in a wash o f water. Scoured clean o f
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evidence. A nd no body. No body, though t Jamieson. W ho cared 

w here it had  been? W here was it now? Desperately, she looked 

out to  sea, bu t she saw noth ing , no th ing  but the  w ater that had 

taken the body away.

“How d id  you find h im ?”

“I tripped  over him,” said Ну.

“Literally?”

“Yes.”

“W hen did  you f in d ...tr ip  o ver...th e  body?”

“Just before I called it in. As soon as I got over the shock, I 

called 911 righ t away...”

“A nd w hat were you doing here on the  beach?”

“M orning run.”

“Early.”

“Always early.”

“D o you know  w ho he was?”

“O f course. Lord.”

“No reason to swear. W ho was he?”

“I m ean Lance Lord.”

“That’s his nam e?”

“Yup.”

“For real?” For a m om ent, Jam ieson lost her usual professional 
com posure.

“As far as I know, but I don’t know  that m uch about him.” 
“W hat do you know ?”

“From  away. Lived in  the  cottage there. I’ve never been in  it 
before today.”

“You w ent in?” It sounded  m ore like an accusation than  a 
question.

“Well, yes, to  p h o n e ...” H y’s voice rose, defensive.
Jam ieson nodded.

“Can you describe w hat you saw? The body?”

“He looked like Jimi Hendrix.”
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“A nd w hat’s that look like?” The cardboard cutout in the living  

room?
“Bell-bottom s, an orange dashiki, lim e-green bandana.” 

“A nything else?”

“A n Afro wig.”

“A nd?”
The two w om en stood, neither speaking for a m om ent. 

“W ell...” said Ну finally, w ondering if she should m ention  it. It 

d idn’t seem credible.

“Well w hat?”

“I th in k ...I  th o u g h t...” Should she say? “Well, I though t I saw a 

lobster sticking out o f the w ou n d ...”

Jamieson’s eyes narrow ed to slits.

“A lobster sticking ou t o f  his head? You can’t have seen that.” 

“The seagulls and  crows were pecking at it.”

“At the lobster o r his head?”

“Well, I guess his head, really.”

Jam ieson looked at Billy.

“Did you see it?”

He looked dow n at his large feet.

“No,” he m um bled.

“W hat?”

“No.” He looked up. His eyes shot an apology at Ну.

Н у sighed. H ad she seen it?

“I’m  no t exactly s u re . . .I . . . I . . .”
“This lobster,” said Jam ieson finally. “W here’d  it go?”

“W ell...it disappeared.”

“D isappeared?”

Ну felt ridiculous. Jam ieson doubted  her and she doubted  

herself. W hat had  she seen -  or no t seen?

“I’m just no t sure.”

“It was a shock.”

“Yes, a shock.”
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Jam ieson m ade a note o f it, bu t d idn’t take it seriously. Eyewit

nesses were valuable, but often unreliable, especially in the face o f 

death , and  if they  were h igh -strung  like this one.

“I have pictures.”

“O f the lobster?”

“N o -  o f the  body.”

Jam ieson brightened. Thank God. Something.
“W here?”

“O n m y cam era. Back at hom e. Billy asked m e to take them .”

He gave Ну a look o f  gratitude w hen Jam ieson looked at him  

and  said, “G ood  work.”

“We’ll be asking for those -  the photos and  the cam era. For 
evidence.”

“O f course.”

“W hat else can you tell m e about Lord?” Jam ieson’s eyes were 

scouring  the  w ater for any sign o f the  corpse. H er first bona fide 

m urder case, and  she’d lost the victim  before she’d  even started  the 
investigation.

“N ot a lot. He liked Jimi H endrix.”

“A nd w ho d idn ’t he like? Any enem ies?”

“O h, yes,” said Ну.

“W ho?”

“Well Jim M acA dam  for one.”

“Jim M acA dam ?”

Ну ju tted  h e r ch in  in the  d irection  o f the  nondescrip t brow n 

cottage betw een Lord’s and  the dom e.

“Sum m er resident?”

“No, a local. Lives here sum m ers, but has a farm  back on The 

Way. Recent widower.” A nd Gladys Fraser’s “fancy man,” Gus 

w ould say. It w asn’t true, o f  course. W hat was true  was that Gladys 

had  always fancied Jim. Always. That m ade Ну smile, im agining 

Gladys Fraser, president o f the W om en’s Institu te and  a bulldog of 
a w om an, w ith a secret love.
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“A nd why was th is ...” Jam ieson looked at her notes. “...M ac

Adam  an enem y o f Lord’s?”

“Well, Lord believed that the right o f way dow n to the shore was 

his land. M acA dam  though t it was his. They spent m ost o f  the 

sum m er fighting about it, w ith Lord pu tting  up ‘No Trespassing’ 

signs and  try ing  to  stop anyone -  everyone -  from  com ing dow n 

here.”

“So he had  a lot o f enem ies.”

“Well, yes, I guess. M ost o f the  v illagers...”

“Were you one o f them ? Ever have any confrontations w ith 

Lord?”

“A few. But n o th in g ...y o u  don’t th in k ...? ”

“I always th ink . They pay m e to think.”

“...th a t I’m  a suspect...”
“Everyone’s a suspect,” Jam ieson said. It wasn’t really tru e  o f Ну. 

But Jam ieson liked to  keep people offbalance.

A chill ran up  H y’s back. If the  last person  to  see a victim  alive 

was the key suspect in a m urder, the first person  to see them  dead 

was suspect num ber two. Surely Jam ieson d idn’t th in k ...?

Jam ieson waited it out. Silence, she often found, b rough t out 

answers, som etim es answers to  questions she hadn’t even asked. 

“C onfrontations? Well, in a way, you could say.”

“W hat way?”
“I never used  to com e to the shore by Lord’s place before he 

started  the nonsense w ith the signs. I cam e by W ild Rose Lane. I 

s tarted  com ing th is way w hen he began pu tting  up those dam n 

signs.”

“Your reason?”

“Som eone had  to  stand up to  him . Some o f the villagers thought 

he m ight have a right to  close off the shore. I w anted to m ake sure 

that d idn’t happen.”
Ну was to rn  betw een her fascination w ith the police p roceed

ings and  the  desire to  be sipping a tea w ith Gus and  telling her
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the  story, o r up  at Ian’s, w ith the  freshest m ost astonish ing  piece 

o f news in the village -  ever. She’d tried  to  phone earlier, but Gus’s 

line was busy, as the  village buzzed w ith speculation about what 

the police siren had  m eant. She hadn’t dared  call A nnabelle. 

A nnabelle w ould kill her if she called th is early.

Kill her. It m eant som eth ing  different now.

“W ho’s in there?” There was an edge to  Jam ieson’s voice. Ну 

hadn’t been listening. Jam ieson had  asked the question twice.

“W here?”

Jam ieson was po in ting  up the cape.

“I told you. Jim M acAdam.”

“No. In th a t...th a t...d o m e .”

“O h, Ed Bullock.”

Jam ieson raised her eyebrows.

“The Ed Bullock?”

“Yup.”

Interesting, though t Jam ieson. Bullock. O rder o f C anada, just 

this year. For establishing fitness centres for crippled children 

across the country. Unlikely suspect, bu t he w ould still have to  be 
questioned.

Jam ieson’s eyes tu rn ed  from  the  dom e back to  the water. She’d 

been looking at the ocean m ost o f  the  tim e she’d been talk ing to 

Ну, searching, searching for a body that w asn’t there.

“He shouldn’t be hard  to  spot,” said Ну, adding, w ith a smile: “In 
those colourful clothes.”

Jam ieson looked at her notes. A  colourful corpse. A  colourful, 

absent corpse. She had to w onder, were they  all nu ts at The 

Shores? She tu rned  back tow ard the  cape. Ed Bullock. W hat had  
brought him  here?

“Look!” Ну was po in ting  at the water.

Jam ieson w hirled round, her heart thum ping. The body?

A wave washed it in, and dum ped  it at her feet.

A sign. “N o trespassing,” it said.
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“Lord’s sign,” said Ну.

It was a sign all right, Jam ieson though t as she scooped it up, 

o f how things were going. N ot well. She d idn’t need a sign to 

confirm  that Lord’s body  was at sea. Like th is case.

The rain began again. They w ent up to  the  cottage w ith the 

w ind, mercifully, at th e ir backs.



Chapter Seven

Н у was just leaving Lord’s cottage, after Jam ieson finished 

questioning her. She tu rn ed  a round  at the  door w hen she realized 

she’d alm ost forgotten her beach bag again. She scurried  over to 

the kitchen counter and  grabbed it.

“Just a m inute,” Jamieson pu t a hand  on her arm . “W hat’s that?” 

Ну held it up. “Just my beachcom bing. I left it here before.” 

Jam ieson’s eyes narrow ed to  a slit.

“Is that all?”

Ну looked scornful.

“Yes. N oth ing  o f  interest to police.”

“A nything in there from  around  the body?”

“No. Absolutely not.” They weren’t, though t Ну. They’d  spilled 

near him , bu t...w ell, th is was ridiculous.

Jam ieson held ou t a hand, and  Н у gave her the bag. She 

exam ined the conten ts briefly. No, certainly no t interesting. She 

couldn’t understand  picking up rocks and  shells, b ring ing  the 

m essy ou tdoors in, to collect dust and  m ake m ore mess. Jamieson 

tossed the bag back.

She let Ну go with a w arning to be available for fu rth e r ques

tioning.

Ну braced  herself against the filthy w eather and  opened 

the door. A gust o f  w ind blew in and  she had  to  force herself 

forw ard against it. M urdo had  left just before, and  was starting 

up the  cruiser. He sprayed wet clay on her as he set off for Jim 

M acA dam ’s. Ну hauled her tru ck  do o r open  and  slid in, ju st as 

Billy cam e out o f the cottage, in tears. It seem ed Jam ieson had, as
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N athan liked to  say, ’’W alked up one side o f  h im  and  dow n the 

o ther -  then  d id  it again, she liked it so m uch.” It was one o f the 

reasons N athan adm ired  Jamieson. She’d done it to him  once.

Ну rolled dow n her window.

“Need a lift?”

Billy shook his head.

“G ot to go knocking on  doors. Tell people to  stay put.”

It seem ed inhum an in this weather.

“Clim b in anyway. I’ll take you up  the  road.”

Billy got in and  they passed M acA dam ’s lane just as M urdo was 

getting out o f  the cruiser. The outside light above the do o r was on. 

That was unusual. Jim never left it on overnight.

Ну knew  M acA dam  was Jam ieson’s p rim e suspect, bu t she 

couldn’t believe he could be guilty o f  m urder. She couldn’t believe 

anyone in the village w ould be -  no t even the local thug, Jared 

M acPherson, and, anyway, he was in jail again. O u t o f trouble.

“I’ll d rop  you off at the dom e. You can start from  there. Two 

fellas living there. Ed Bullock...”

Billy’s eyes popped  open.

Ну grinned . “Yes. The Ed Bullock, him self. A nd a fellow who 

w orks for him . Small, dark, suspicious-looking.” Suspicious took 

on a whole new m eaning now. But th is fellow was always skulking 

a round  the  dom e. They were never seen in the  village, e ither o f 

them , and they ’d been here all sum m er.

Billy was taking dow n notes only he could  understand . The one 

w ord spelled correctly  was “Ed.”

“We don’t see m uch o f  any o f them , the  tourists. Those two and 

the  w om an living at Ben and  A nnabelle’s.”

They were passing tha t house now, a big V ictorian farm house, 

w ith double front doors and  tall w indow s, the blinds dow n and 

cu rta ins draw n as they  had  been ever since the w om an had 

arrived. A nother one rarely seen.
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Ну let Billy out at the dom e. She sat and  w atched h im  struggle 

against the w ind to  the door. There was a light sh in ing  out o f one 

o f the  po rtho le  w indows. She rem em bered  Big Ed pacing the 

front o f his p roperty  earlier in the m orning. Shed seen him  do it 

p lenty  o f tim es. So had o th er villagers w ho woke early. But that 

was all th eyd  seen o f him .

M oira d idn’t stay long. W hen she left, Ian m ade coffee.

Suki was lying prone on  the  couch, robe undone. H er eyes were 

red, traces o f tears still on her cheeks. He pu t her coffee dow n on 

the table and  took her hand  in his. She guided  it to  her breast.

“S u k i...n o t now.” There was shock in his voice.

“Especially now,” she said. “C om fort me, Ian. C om fort me.”

He was doing just that w hen Ну cam e in  the door.

A long, low female m oan. Just like on the phone.

A m ale groan.

Too late. Ну had  spotted  them  on the couch.

“Jeeee-sus.” She squeezed her eyes shut, clapped her hands over 

them . Again. “Jee-sus.”

The pair on the couch flew apart. Ну opened  her eyes. Suki 

yanked the robe back on. Ian, th an k  G od, was still in his boxers.

“I’m ... u h ... sorry. I .. ” Ну began to  back out o f the room . She 

and  Ian had  always been in and  out o f  each o th er’s houses. It had 

never been a problem . Two single people, they ’d each had  affairs 

and  d ry  spells. Throughout, they ’d m ain tained  a friendship. A 

good friendsh ip ...though  there had  been tha t kiss at the C h ris t

m as ceilidh ...

Suki shook her hair and  the  th ick  m ane fell perfectly in to  place, 

just a bit tousled  in a sexy sort o f way. She pulled  the robe closed 

and  stood up, advancing tow ards Ну with hand  outstretched.

“Suki Smythe," she said.

“The fam ous Suki Smythe.” It was out o f Hy’s m outh  before she 

could stop it.
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Ну shook Suki s hand. It was soft, m oist. Suki sm iled at Ian.

“I guess he’s told you about me? How sweet. Just an old flame.”

A pparently still burn ing , though t Ну. O ne late n ight, d rink ing  

brandy in front o f  the woodstove, Ian had  told Ну all about Suki 

and  his youthful passion. Н у stared dum bly at the w om an. This 

was his long-lost love? This creature?

“H yacinth McAllister,” said Ну, finally. “Pal o f  Ian’s.”

Suki looked from  one to  the o ther and  slum ped back dow n on 

the couch.

“I’m not getting in the m iddle o f anything, am  I?”

Ну stiffened. She wasn’t sure how  she felt abou t Ian, bu t she 

d idn’t w ant th is w om an to  have him . That honey-b londe hair. 

Those big brow n eyes. Elegant hands with perfectly  m anicured  

nails.

“O f course not.” Ну and  Ian spoke at the sam e tim e and  Suki 

giggled.

Sitting on the couch in his boxers, Ian felt even m ore rid iculous 

now  than  w hen M oira had  com e in. M oira he d idn’t care about. 

He w ould have been surprised  to know  she kept articles clipped 

from  Cosmopolitan  m agazine u n d er her bed  in  her spartan  

bedroom , articles o f advice on how to  catch a m an. Him .

Ну, he d id  care about. Just how m uch, and  in  w hat way, he 

wasn’t sure. But he d idn’t w ant her catching h im  w ith ano ther 

w om an w rapped a round  him.

He said the only th ing  he could th in k  of.

“Coffee anyone?”

W arm ing to  her task, Jam ieson had  forgotten how  chilled she 

was. She looked w ith distaste at the  lea ther couch, the  bearskin 

rug, the trappings o f a bachelor pad by the sea. She’d  been tra ined  

to  know  that you could often tell m ore about a person  from  ten  

m inutes in  the ir environm ent than  from  being acquain ted  w ith 

them  for years. Lance Lord’s personality  was scream ing at her:
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Lothario. Scream ing too loudly. She though t about the  Viagra in 

her pocket. She suspected he w asn’t as m anly as his environm ent 

suggested. D id tha t have anyth ing  to do w ith his death? No 

possibility could be ignored, and she m ade a note o f it.

Like Ну, Jam ieson was su rp rised  w hen she saw the bedroom  

-  the  rom antic  four-poster, the fem inine sheets. There had  been 

som eone in  the bed. Next to  the bed was the tube o f KY jelly. Seal 

intact. W hat d id  tha t m ean? She added  it to the  evidence bag.

She leaned over the  bed  and  sniffed. A strong  scent. She sniffed 

again, gagging on it. She knew  it, she hated  it, but she couldn’t 

rem em ber the nam e. Toxic? Som ething like that. Invasive. Cloy

ing. O ne m ore tim e she sniffed, inhaling the  scent in to  her m ind, 

storing  it for later, and  th ink ing  about a w om an she d idn’t know, 

w ho m ight have lain there, doused in perfum e, waiting. Sulky and 

unsatisfied. A reason for m urder? People had  killed for less.

Jam ieson had  an analytical m ind , but she was also intuitive, and 

her im agination w ould probe the evidence, fantasizing scenarios 

that often b rought her very close to  the tru th . She found it a bit 

d isconcerting  and  tried  to  keep it in check, bu t here she was, 

alm ost able to  hear the high w hine o f an electric gu itar slicing 

th rough  the cottage. It w ould be the w ind, o f course.

She straightened  up  and went into the living room , dow n onto 

the bearsk in  rug. She picked a CD, pu t it in the  player, and  the 

h igh-p itched  gu itar sound  was no  longer ju st a though t in her 

m ind , bu t was screeching through  it. She slam m ed it off.

A reason to kill? O h, yes.

She alm ost neglected the woodstove. The glass was streaked 

w ith black. Som ething recently burned? She opened  the door and 

found a sheaf o f papers, bu rned  off at one co rner before the flame 

extinguished. She pulled it out, dusted  it off.

Lance Lord’s Last W ill and  Testam ent. She leafed th rough  it. Her 

eyes opened  w ith interest. N ot valid. But interesting, nonetheless. 

N ow  she was getting  som ew here. She folded the  papers and  stuck
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them  in her jacket pocket, a w om an’s shrill voice ring ing  in her 

im agination.

“You fool! You have to nam e me.”

He had. He had  inserted  a nam e. A date. Yesterday. Jam ieson 

w ould be looking for that w om an. D id she have a shrill voice? 

Was she the  sam e one in the bed? O r was that, m aybe, a different 

one? Two w om en, a m an, and  a will?

A  reason fo r  murder?

That rem ained to  be seen.

“I th in k  I’ll pass on  the coffee.”

Ну d idn’t w ant to sit dow n w ith the lovebirds. She to ld  herself 

she d idn ’t care w hat Ian did. This was his long-lost love. Well, 

good for him . But she was d isappoin ted  tha t he couldn’t hang 

around  w ith her as usual, and  go dow n to the  shore and  see w hat 

the  police were up  to.

“I should bring  Jam ieson som e clothes. She m ay refuse them  

again, bu t -  ” A nyth ing  to get ou t o f  here. “A nd, oh  -  ” She buried  

her face in her hands. “I alm ost forgot. It’s Institu te day.”

“D on’t leave,” said Ian. There was p leading in his tone. It su r

prised him . Surprised Suki, too. A nd Ну.

“We should go as well.” Ian was try ing  to  d isentangle h im self 

from  Suki. She had  an arm  clutching his neck and  her legs lay 

heavy on his lap. “Identify the body.”

“Identify the body?”

“Suki’s his wife.”

“His wife?” Hy’s eyebrows sho t up. “W ife?” she repeated. She 

looked at Suki. At Ian. W hat on earth  d id  he th in k  he was up  to?

Ian looked em barrassed.

“It’s a bit o f a story,” he said.

“I bet,” said Ну. “Anyway, you can’t identify the  body.”

“W hy not?” C onfusion in Suki’s m ascara-streaked eyes.

“N o one can.”
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Suki and  Ian looked puzzled.

“It’s gone.”

“G one?” they  chorused.

“W ashed away.”

Suki’s face crum pled. She wailed in distress. Ian patted  her 

shoulder.

For the second tim e that day, Ну w anted to vom it.



Chapter Eight

It wasn’t the best day to  try  to  bring  m edita tion  to  the w om en 

o f The Shores, but neither rain , no r hu rricane  -  no r m urder, it 

seem ed -  w ould cancel the m onth ly  m eeting  o f  the  W om en’s 

Institute. For one thing, the speaker had  already arrived. Every

one knew  that, because N athan  had  phoned  his m other to tell 

her. She’d phoned Gus. Gus had  phoned  Estelle Joudry, glad to 

know  som eth ing  her neighbour d idn’t know. O nce Estelle knew, 

everyone did.

Still, none o f them  knew  w hat Ну knew.

If she hadn’t booked the  program , she w ouldn’t have gone, not 

this m orning , w ith the image o f  Lord’s corpse still in her head. 

Even though  she’d  show ered earlier, she was so wet and  chilled 

tha t she had  a long, ho t ba th  as soon as she got hom e, a bath  

that, w hen drained, left streaks o f red  sand  in the  bo ttom  o f the 

tub. She d idn’t wash it out. There was no  tim e. No tim e either to 

take Jam ieson fresh clothes, as she had  told Ian she would. Ну 

was always runn ing  beh ind  tim e. “Can’t catch up w ith herself,” 

Gus w ould say. As the  one responsible for today’s program , Ну 

had  to  get to The Hall before their speaker came, to  greet her and 

in troduce her.

She picked up the phone, tucking it betw een her shoulder and 

cheek as she alternately dressed and dialed, hopping  a round  as 

she tugged on sw eatpants for the  m edita tion  session. She was 

try ing  to  reach A nnabelle or Gus. She needed  to  tell som eone 

about Lord. W hen she called Gus, she got a busy signal. There 

was no answ er from  A nnabelle, and  her voicem ail was full.
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Ну could hear the storm  -  the  th u n d er o f the w ind, the rapping 

o f the  rain  on the  w indow  panes, the house creaking, the  garbage 

and  com post bins rattling  against the  oil tank , the  eavestrough 

squeaking -  and  the shriek  o f the clothesline w hen the wind 

pulled it, so it sounded  like a giant, and  very angry, blue jay.

She put dow n the phone and  looked out the window. The trees 

were b en t over, the  sh rubs and  bushes looking as if they  were 

getting a blow -dry at top speed. Then the rain stopped. Ну flicked 

on the radio. CBC was still broadcasting wall-to-w all weather.

"The rain will fa ll  heavily at times, dum ping a total o f  100 

millimeters or more, in short, intense periods o f  rain on and  o ff 

throughout the day. I ts  the particular characteristic o f  Hurricane 

Angus. Meteorologists are calling them  rain bands. You can expect 

them  throughout the day.”

For w hat it’s w orth , Ну thought, as she punched  off the radio. 

The w eather reports cam e from  Halifax and  weren’t always correct 

about Red Island conditions. A nd the  w eather at The Shores 

was often different from  the  rest o f the  island, its environm ent 

som etim es ou t o f  sync, like its geology and  way o f life. She just 

hoped  the next rain  band  w ould hold off un til the w om en were in 

the  Hall.

She was sure the ladies w ould be there, in  spite o f the  weather. 

D uty  w ould bring them , bu t m ore so curiosity. Ну knew  they’d all 

be w ondering  why she’d been driv ing the  police cru iser th rough  

the village that m orn ing , bu t she wasn’t p lanning  to tell them , not 

before the m eeting, and  no t before she’d to ld  Gus and A nnabelle 

everything.

N athan  had taken Lili hom e to clean up and  d ry  off. He’d 

s ta rted  to  m ake coffee, bu t she’d p roduced  organic tea. He d idn’t 

care w hat he was drinking . They had  sat in a com fortable silence, 

sipping the  tea, their eyes locked.

Eventually they  did  talk.
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“Lili.” The first w ord she spoke to  him .

“Nathan.” His response.

They knew  then, just from  hearing the o th er’s voice. Knew it.

A nother sip. A no ther w ord o r two. They were the sam e age, 

tw enty-som ething. She was the  yoga in structo r w ho’d becom e 

popular in  C harlo tte tow n for her life-altering m edita tion  

sessions. He was an en trep reneu r three o r four tim es over. In 

addition to  the  canteen and  souvenir stand at the ferry, N athan 

ran  The Shores’ only law n-cutting  and  snow -plow ing operation. 

He’d established them  all before he was tw enty  and  even had  a 

couple o f uncles w orking for h im . He was a tra in ed  param edic 

bu t he d idn’t w ant to  leave the village for work, so he volunteered 

his services in a rigged-up old cam per van he’d m ade in to  a 

m akeshift am bulance, com plete w ith a den ted  defibrilator.

N athan drove Lili to  the Hall for the  m eeting. His eyes never left 

her as she glided dow n the pathw ay and  th rough  the  door. As for 

Lili, her inner calm  was unbalanced  from  m eeting N athan, and 

she understood  for the  first tim e w hat people m ean t w hen they 

said they had  butterflies in their stom achs. She w ould have to  find 

her calm  again, before the m eeting, if she was to lead the  w om en 

in a m eaningful m editation.

She en tered  the Hall, unro lled  her m at, and  sat dow n in the 

lotus position, hands perched  on  her knees, and  began the long, 

low hum .

“O m m m m m m ...”

Ben M ack w atched A nnabelle com e out o f  the  bathroom .

She was w rapped in  a towel, her long slim legs glistening with 

m oisture. He couldn’t understand  why she though t she needed 

to get fit. He though t her body  was perfect. She was tall, w ith legs 

that looked great in jeans o r heels, o r best o f all, righ t now, w ith 

no th ing  on them . He crossed the  room , and  slipped the towel off 

her. She was not th in  in the popu lar way -  she had  a w ell-rounded
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figure, w ith w ell-proportioned  breasts, waist, and  hips. Ben loved 

every inch o f her -  and  swore hed  divorce her if she ever got to 

look like “that Angelina Jolly.” He w ondered why she was called 

jolly. She always looked grim  and  determ ined  to him.

There was little chance o f A nnabelle losing her curves. She loved 

food. G etting  fit wasn’t about weight, she’d told Ben. It was all 

about flexibility.

She d idn’t need  to  w ork on that either, he thought, as he bent 

her back onto  the  bed in their “Love Shack” at Big Bay H arbour. It 

was a fishing shed he and  his son N athan, and  N athan’s buddies, 

had renovated in the  spring as a su rprise  tw enty-fifth anniversary 

gift for A nnabelle. N athan’s friend  D ooley kept playing the tune 

“Love Shack” over and  over again as they  did  the  w ork one long 

w eekend. He played it so often, that by the end  o f the weekend 

even Ben knew  all the  words, o f  which there weren’t many. Ben 

was playing the song in his tru ck  and  singing along w hen he 

drove an am used and  curious A nnabelle to  the harbou r on  the 

eve o f  Setting Day, the opening  o f lobster season.

They had  always spent tha t n ight aboard  th e ir boat, and  the 

plan was to do  the sam e with the  shed, bu t it was so com fortable, 

so w ell-equipped, they’d decided to  spend the  entire  sum m er 

there, ren ting  the ir beautifu l V ictorian hom e for thousands a 

week d u ring  tou rist season. Exactly how  m uch they  charged, 

they  were em barrassed to say. But they needed the money, w ith it 

costing five hundred  dollars, o r m ore, a day just to put their boat 

on the water.

The w om an who’d rented their house for the last week o f August 

had  hardly  been seen. April Dewey, w ho lived next door, said the 

blinds had  been closed night and  day. People reported  rare sigh t

ings o f  her -  always at dusk  o r daw n, on  the  cape, near the dom e 

or dow n at the  shore. No one had  spoken to her. O nly  Gus. And 

she’d been sw orn to  secrecy.

It wasn’t easy for Gus to  keep w hat she knew  to herself. But she’d
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given her word. She’d said nothing. Not even to  Ну.

The ladies had  been surprisingly  w illing to take part in the 

yoga session. Some had bought track  suits, o thers had borrow ed 

sw eatshirts and sw eatpants from  their daughters o r g randdaugh 

ters, in a bit o f a giggle abou t w hat they  were going to  be doing 

this m onth  at “Institute.”

The fitness craze had  finally hit The Shores right on  schedule -  

about tw enty years beh ind  everyw here else. It had  been spurred  

by the arrival o f Big Ed Bullock, the  founder and  ow ner o f the 

M ind over M uscle fitness em pire. Som e o f the m en, like Jared 

M acPherson, had  bought his system. Some, like Ben, w ouldn’t go 

near it. He was a big m an. N ot really fat. Just bigger than  anyone 

else. W hen Ed had  arrived at The Shores, A nnabelle M ack had 

pu t Ben on a heart-healthy  diet.

He’d gained weight.

Though he loved his wife, and  couldn’t bear to  be apart from  

her, Ben had begun to  follow his m uch older b ro ther Abel in and 

ou t o f A pril’s kitchen, the pa ir com peting  for her leftovers. Ben 

w ould leave April’s, the  c rum bs spilling dow n his chest from  a 

m outhfu l o f muffins.

N oticing the crum bs in  the cab o f  his truck, A nnabelle realized 

w hat Ben had been up  to. She d idn’t say a word. She w ent back 

to  feeding him  as she always had  -  a steak, m ounds o f  potatoes 

slathered w ith butter, and a sm all serving o f vegetables, w ith 

muffins, cookies, squares, and  fudge for “lunch” before bed.

The visits to  April’s ended.

Ben lost weight.

M urdo was peeking in M acA dam ’s front window. He couldn’t 

see m uch th rough  the slit at the  edge o f the  blind. They were 

all closed. He tried  the door. U nusually for The Shores, the 

doors -  front and back -  were locked. He had  better luck at the
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shed. It was unlocked. Inside were tools, a lawn tractor, overalls, 

various k inds o f boots, and, on the wall, guns and  axes. G uns and 

axes -  wasn’t that the  nam e o f a rock group? M urdo supposed 

they  should  tag the axes as evidence, although none looked as if it 

had been used recently. They were clean, polished, w ell-cared-for 

in strum en ts  o f -  what? Death? There appeared to be one m issing 

-  a space below an  em pty hook  on the wall.

M urdo m ade a note o f num ber and type, and  secured the door 

w ith yellow police tape, w hich im m ediately tore free and  began 

dancing  on the wind.

Billy reached for the  doorbell. He felt funny. N ot ju st because 

it was a bunch  o f cowbells a ttached  to  a leather strap, but it felt 

w eird to  ring any k ind  o f doorbell. In The Shores, people d idn’t 

have them . He was saved -  but not by the bell. The d oo r opened 

before he had  a chance to  ring.

There stood  the strangest m an Billy had  ever seen. Short 

m uscular Leone, w ith his deeply creased face and  broad, flat nose, 

dark  hair tha t started  low dow n on his forehead and  was swept 

back. A large m ou th  and  teeth  to  m atch.

“C an I help you?”

“There’s been  a death,” Billy gulped out. Through the  doorway, 

he could see Ed Bullock, sitting  at a table, eating. Like a norm al 

hum an. His hero. Eating breakfast, like anyone else.

“Ah, yes,” Leone nodded. “Yes, we know ...”

Billy’s m ou th  cam e wide open.

“How could you?”

Leone gestured up to the  rooftop gazebo.

“From  here, we see everything. C om e in. Com e in.”

If Leone was the  strangest hum an  Billy had ever seen, th is was 

the strangest cottage he’d  ever been in. N ot just from  the outside, 

but inside. Like a h igh-tech  igloo. The walls were rounded  on all 

sides, and  covering them  was a gallery o f photographs o f beautiful,
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glam orous w om en. Big Ed sitting in the centre o f it all.

Big Ed. Billy was sure he’d had  all sorts o f  beautiful, g lam orous 

w om en, every one o f  those pho tographed  around  the  walls. But 

he was w rong. Ed hadn’t had  all these w om en himself. Leone had 

helped him  have them  -  in his im agination. M ade him  believe, 

for a m om ent, that he’d com e back from  V ietnam  whole. Leone 

found the photos helped fuel the fantasy.

There was only one w om an either o f  them  really w anted and 

had  never had.

Her. They’d both  just been m arking  tim e on the way to  her.

The tim e to have her was nearly here.

She’d prom ised it.

To both  o f them .

A nd to  Lance Lord.



Chapter Nine

The next band  o f rain  held off, and  the th irteen  w om en o f 

Institu te -  m inus one -  were gathered in  the Hall. Ну ran  in, out 

o f breath  and  only ju st in tim e to in troduce  Lili. As she burst 

th rough  the door, her eyes darted  a round  the room , and  fixed on 

A nnabelle and  Gus. They were bo th  th ink ing  the sam e th ing  and 

nodded  at each other. Ну, ru n n in g  to  catch up w ith herself.

Ну was desperate to  tell her two friends about Lance Lord, and 

gave them  a wild, w ide-eyed look they  couldn’t in terp ret. They 

noticed her agitation, her stu ttering  in troduc tion  o f Lili Acorn. 

They guessed som eth ing  was going on, bu t had  no idea what.

“Your body  is a temple,” the  lithe Lili began. H ers certainly 

was, though t A nnabelle. Boyish. Sm all-breasted. N ot an ounce 

o f fat on it. She had dark  black hair, cut shorter at the back than  

front, slicing forw ard in perfect geom etry  to  skim  her sculptured 

cheeks.

“It is a sacred vessel.”

Gus looked dow n the line o f th irteen  chairs upon each o f which, 

w ith the  exception o f Ну and  the w ell-form ed A nnabelle, rested a 

p lum p posterior.

“It should contain  only the rich goodness o f life.”

April Dewey was smug. H er baked goods contained  only the 

best quality -  real butter, whole m ilk, heavy cream , cake flour.

“S urround  it w ith calm.”

Pink can be a sooth ing  colour, but the p ink  o f  the Hall had been 

an econom ic choice. T reasurer Olive M acLean had  bought the
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paint, and  she erred  on the  side o f  the  Institu te bank  book. O n 

sale. M uch too pink. Soothing? Calm ? No.

“Your body  -  your holy vessel..

A nnabelle glanced dow n the line o f  ladies. Holy out o f  shape, 

Batm an, she thought, an expression shed  picked up from  her son 

N athan, w ho was prone to  spouting popular phrases, even w hen 

they were out o f  date. As soon as his m o ther picked them  up, he 

d ropped  them , know ing they  m ust be hopelessly out o f date.

The w om en were w earing new  o r borrow ed sw eatshirts and 

pants, all except Gus. Shed never w orn a pair o f pants, apart from  

dungarees the odd  tim e, picking berries, and  she wasn’t going to 

start now  in her eighties. There w ould be no  rolling around  on 

the floor for her.

N one o f the w om en, except A nnabelle and  Ну, w ould have 

considered slim -fitting leggings and  form -fitting  tops like the 

little in structo r wore. After her speech, Lili got them  on the  floor, 

onto  m ats Ну had bought w hen Institu te president Gladys Fraser 

confronted  her, hands on  hips, asking d id  she expect them  to 

roll a round  in the dust? Ну had been tem pted  to  say som eth ing  

about the floor being clean enough to eat off, bu t held her tongue 

and bought the m ats. The w om en grun ted  and  groaned  their way 

dow n onto  them .

Lili pu t herself in to  a pretzel shape w ith no  effort, bu t the 

ladies grim aced with each inch they  ben t over or tilted sideways. 

A nnabelle was the  exception. She tu rn ed  out to  be good at it, and 

began helping Lili ease the w om en into bend ing  their bodies into 

unim agined positions. Ну followed along, but was preoccupied 

w ith w ondering  w here Lord’s body was. W ondering  w hat Jim 

M acAdam  had to say. W ondering w ho the killer was. W ondering 

w hat was going on w ith Ian and  Suki up on Shipwreck Hill. Like 

a cat, Ну was curious -  always poking  her nose w here it d idn’t 

belong. She’d been the  first up to inspect the  dom e w hen it was 

being built, the one who’d  found ou t Ed Bullock was com ing, and
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the only one who’d been alm ost inside his house. Ну enjoyed the 

shocked faces w hen shed told Gus and  Annabelle, Gladys and April 

and Ian shed seen it. She liked to be the one w ith the inform ation. 

But she was a w ashout at m editation. She wasn’t alone. All the 

w om en were lousy at it. They lay rigid on their m ats as Lili guided 

them  through  relaxing each part o f their bodies.

“Feel the relaxation spread ...”

Gladys Fraser couldn’t relax anything. She was w ound up as 

tigh t as she always was, anger pulsing through her body. W hy 

had  she let them  rope her into this fool thing? Lying dow n at the 

start o f the day? A nd such a day. W ith the w ind and  the rain, 

they’d be lucky to  get hom e, and  not end  up sleeping the night on 

these mats.

“Relax your knees.. .relax your k n ees ...”

Dolly Fraser, Gladys’s sister-in-law, could feel only pain in 

her knees. She’d been putting  off surgery, but w ould have to do 

som ething about it soon.

“Waves o f  relaxation move from  your thighs to your bu ttocks...” 

M adeline Toom bs went red. She was glad her sister M oira 

wasn’t a round  to hear that w ord said out loud in the Hall. M oira 

had  begged off attending the yoga session, claim ing she was too 

busy, tom orrow  being “changeover day,” the day the cottages were 

cleared out and cleaned. Some were already em pty and needed to 

be closed dow n for the season. The real reason she wasn’t there 

was that she refused to wear a track suit. She’d flipped through 

the Sears catalogue and  hadn’t found anything she w ould wear.

“Feel the relaxation spread to your stom ach ...”

April’s gave a small growl. She’d had only a m uflin for breakfast.

She started  to  th ink  about the fat content o f her w hite cake. If 

she was to treat her body as a tem ple, did  tha t m ean she should 

keep the butter in her icing, or substitute it w ith m argarine? The 

thought sent a shiver o f  anxiety from  her toes to  her head.

“Relax your b ack .. .relax your b ack ...”
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Olive M acLean though t if she could do  that, she w ouldn’t be 

here. Lili s words only m ade her m ore aware o f  the nagging ache 

in her shoulder blades.

“Relax your jaw ...”

This was one o f  the few tim es Estelle Joudry had  ever been 

silent. She spent m ost days, all day, on the phone gabbing. Keep

ing her m outh  shut m ade her feel tense everyw here else.

“...feel your m ind  like a sm ooth  lake...”

There were no lakes on  the island, though t Gus. Ponds, yes. She 

was sitting straight up in her chair, eyes dutifully  closed.

.. no ripp les... no  w aves... calm  as the o cean .. ”

That set A nnabelle off. The ocean wasn’t calm  today. W ould The 

A nnaben  be dam aged? It was securely tied, b u t...

“.. .you are com pletely relaxed ...”

Rose Rose, the  m in ister’s wife, was not relaxed. She was con 

cerned  that, as a practicing Anglican, she should not be here lying 

on her back, seeking solace in som e heathen  belief.

Ну wasn’t relaxed either. All she could th in k  abou t was Lord.

All she could see, tha t pus-filled w ound. W ho? W ho w ould do 

such a thing? M acAdam? Surely not. A bear o f  a m an -  bu t still a 

neighbour.

As they  lay there  for the  requisite ten  m inutes o f deep relaxation, 

the ladies tried  not to fidget.

April Dewey had decided on  butter. Definitely stick w ith the 

butter. If her body was a tem ple, it should contain  only the best 

ingredients.

Gladys was w ondering w hen th is w ould be over.

M adeline was th ink ing  she’d  have to h ide her track  su it from  

M oira, who d idn’t know  she’d  bought one.

Olive M acLean was taking peeks at the  dust on  the floor o f the 

Hall. It w ould have to  be m opped.

Estelle Joudry was w ondering  w hether the hero  o f her favourite 

soap was going to  com e back as a vam pire. He’d been buried
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yesterday, but he’d  been w ith the  show tw enty years. She was sure 

he wasn’t going anywhere. A nd the  ratings w ould soar w ith  a 

D racula on the show.

A nnabelle had  gone from  th ink ing  about boat repairs to  the 

accounting  she’d  shoved aside all sum m er and  w ould have to  do 

soon.

Ну was still w ondering  abou t M acAdam , Jamieson’s num ber 

one suspect. C ould  he be guilty o f m urder? M aybe, if riled, but 

the  w ound was in the back o f  the head. That w ouldn’t happen 

in an argum ent. That was an attack. C ould  Jim get m ad  and  stay 

m ad long enough to  do som eth ing  like that? To am bush Lord, to 

p lan to kill him ? W hat was tha t called? Prem editated. The word 

was like m editation , w hich she was not m anaging to  do.

The only tru ly  relaxed people in the Hall were Lili and  Gus. Gus 

had  gone into a light doze on  h e r chair, only to  be woken as Lili 

b rought the w om en back from  w herever it was they  were.

“Slowly, very gently ...lift your right leg ...d ro p  it down. Lift your 

left leg ...”

W hen it was over, the w om en creaked, pushed, and  pulled 

them selves up off the floor, then  staggered around, unbending  

their b rittle bones, and  headed  thankfully  for the kitchen. They 

p roduced  a lunch  o f  sandw iches, squares, cookies, and  tea. Lili 

declined it all, eating bean  sprouts she’d b rought and sipping a 

special herbal tea.

She offered som e to  A nnabelle, who, to be polite, accepted. She 

sipped it, and  very nearly spat it out. Tea? N othing like it.

At the end  o f  the  m eeting  in the  section o f th e ir booklets 

headed “W hat I Learned Today,” April Dewey wrote:

“Use bu tter cream  icing.”

“D on’t lie dow n after breakfast.” Gladys Fraser.

“M editation keeps you afloat.” Annabelle.

“There’s no th ing  w rong with w earing a track  suit.” M adeline 

Toombs.
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A nd Gus: “Estelle Joudry s m ind  is like a sm ooth  pond.”

M ost o f the w om en d idn’t know  w hat to  write. They did  have a 

lot to  say about it later, w hen Ну w asn’t a round. A no ther one of 

her weird ideas. N ot as bad  as som e in the past, bu t still...

N athan  was w aiting for Lili w hen the  m eeting  ended, as if 

they ’d agreed on it. She got into the truck , and  he drove her back 

to  Jared’s, their hands locked together on  the  seat o f the  cab. They 

w ent into the house, hand  in hand. They held on to  each o ther all 

afternoon. N ot for an instan t d id  e ither let go -  un til N athan  was 

called ou t on a terrib le m ission.

“I .. .  I ...” Billy stu ttered  in front o f his hero.

Big Ed Bullock. Imagine. Here at The Shores.

Big Ed did  not stand  up. He w iped his face w ith a napkin, 

crushed  it dow n beside the plate, and  inclined his head. Then he 

smiled.

Billy was dazzled by the gold front too th . It was studded  with 

d iam onds, spelling out the  logo o f Big Ed’s fitness em pire: M OM .

“W elcome. How can we help you?” The too th  glinted.

Billy tried  to  keep his eyes off it. They landed  on the  p h o to 

graphs. All g lam our shots. Blondes. B runettes. Redheads. You 

could tell the  co lour o f their hair, even though  they  were black 

and  white.

“There’s been a ...”

All head -and-shou lder shots. Long curly  hair. S traight. Short 

bobs. Big sm iles w ith rows o f pearly  w hite teeth, or coy smiles, 

teeth barely visible. Big generous m ouths, pou ting  lips.

“Yes, yes, you were saying, a death. U nfortunate. M ost u n fo rtu 

nate.”

There m ust be dozens o f them . W ith  m ischievous, sultry, seduc

tive eyes. Perfect m akeup. Elegant necks, s trung  w ith pearls and  

d iam onds. D id Big Ed know  all these wom en? H ad he -  ? Billy 

blushed.
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“I’m  to  ask everyone no t to leave the village until police have 

spoken to you.”

Ed sm iled. O r was it a smirk?

“I don’t believe w ere  going anywhere.” He looked at Leone, 

standing  beh ind  Billy.

“Did we have plans?”

“N one at all,” said Leone. “Look outside.” The rain was p o u n d 

ing dow n so hard , there  was no th ing  to  see. “W here w ould we be 

going?” He seem ed to  sm irk, too. Billy felt a ru sh  o f discom fort.

“Nam es. I need your nam es, please.” Billy pulled ou t his n o te 

book. Flushed. “O f course, Mr. Bullock, I know  yours.” He tu rned  

to  Leone, still s tand ing  beh ind  h im  and  m aking h im  feel m ore 

uncom fortable.

“Leone O ’Reyley.”

“Leone. L .. .L ..”

“. . . e . . .” Leone corrected  him , then  rapped  out the rest: “o . . .n . . .  

e.”

O ’Reilly, Billy knew. O r though t he did. He hesitated. One “Г  or 

two? W ith or w ithout a second “e.?” A capital “R?” H is pen came to 
a halt after the “O.”

Leone, too  short to  peer over Billy’s shoulder, peeked a round  his 

arm  and  spelled ou t the rest o f  the nam e.

Leone O ’Reyley. O dd, though t Billy. It was, and  no t just the 

spelling. The nam e was a clash o f cultures, like the m arriage -  a 

fiery un ion  betw een Leone’s Spanish m o ther and  Irish A m erican 

father.

“If tha t’s all -  ,” Leone touched Billy’s arm , and m otioned  tow ard 

the door.

Billy hesitated. “You can expect the police to question you.”

Ed inclined his head  again.

“Naturally.”

Billy fingered the notebook. D are he ask for an autograph?

No. No, o f  course not.
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He slipped the pad into his pocket and  left.

W hen the door had  closed beh ind  him , Ed and  Leone stared 

across the room  at each other. N either smiled. N either spoke.

Failing to  find Jim M acA dam , or any sign o f h im , M urdo was 

bum ping  dow n tow ard the Shore Lane, going slowly so as not to 

dam age the cruiser.

A short w om an w ith  a square body ra ther like his own was 

m arching up tow ard him .

Gladys Fraser was braced against the  w ind and  the rain, 

breathless and  still quite stiff from  her exertions at the  Hall. In 

her hands she held a baking pan, w rapped in tin  foil. N orm ally 

she w ould not have walked, and  certainly not in th is weather, but 

Wally had  taken the  car, she d idn’t know  how  to drive his truck , 

and  she never m issed a m orning . No, not since Jim’s wife had  died 

in July had  she m issed one m orn ing . She had  convinced herself 

that he couldn’t get on  w ithout her.

She w ould go there as soon as she’d finished her own chores, and 

he w ould be w aiting for her, seated at the yellow Form ica kitchen 

table, w ith the  splayed-out legs, the cush ioned  seats in a swirl of 

yellows and  oranges.

She’d prepare a po t o f tea and, as she pu t it, “do” for h im  -  tidy, 

wash the  dishes, som etim es the  floor, do a laundry, and then  she’d 

sit dow n, feeling v irtuous, and  have her “cuppa” with Jim. She felt 

responsible for him .

“He’s not there,” M urdo rolled the w indow  dow n and  called out 

as she approached.

“W hat do  you m ean, no t there?” G ladys’s m ou th  set in that 

s tubborn , pugnacious way o f hers, staring  at M urdo to  m ake him  

retract his statem ent. It w orked with o th er people.

H e shrugged his shoulders.

“No sign of him . N o sign o f anyone.”

That M urdo was a police officer d idn ’t in tim idate  Gladys one bit.
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She hauled  on  the  passenger door and  jum ped  in to  the vehicle.

“We’ll see about that. Drive back there.”

He did, because she m ight shed som e light on  the case. W ho 

knew? She m ight find the  guy, h idden  som ew here. Perhaps he’d 

com e out for her if he hadn’t for him . Taking a quick glance at 

Gladys, M urdo couldn’t im agine why.

G ladys was frow ning. She rarely sm iled. She d idn ’t have that 

k ind o f  face. O r m aybe it was because she’d been ju tting  her jaw 

forw ard so long in  defiance, tha t it had  form ed that way, in to  the 

face o f a bulldog. She’d been angry  alm ost since she was born , one 

o f  a pair o f tw ins, w ho hadn’t received the a ttention she’d w anted 

from  her m other. The other, sicklier, tw in had  got it all, until she 

d ied  at the  age o f  six. Looking at the  two o f them , people said 

Gladys had eaten up all the food in  the  womb. It hadn’t given her 

height, but it had  given her breadth . She was stocky, square. She 

looked like it w ould h u rt to  bum p into her. It did. N ot quite like 

a collision w ith a brick  wall, bu t she was solid. Physically and 

m entally, it was hard  to  budge Gladys Fraser. If som eth ing  or 

som eone were going to  give, it was no t going to  be her.

H er only soft spot was for Jim M acAdam.

She could be seen, every m orn ing  “on  the  dot,” as Gus put it, 

m aking her way up the  cape to  Jim’s house. H er husband Wally 

was “glad to  be clear o f her,” Gus pronounced . It gave Wally the 

few peaceful m om ents in his life, these visits up to  M acA dam ’s. 

W ally som etim es w ished M acA dam  had  m arried  her instead.

It was alm ost the  only th ing  he and  Gladys agreed on.

She’d always leave Jim’s glowing -  no t a w ord you’d attach to 

Gladys Fraser on  a norm al day. But people were seeing a differ

ence, saying she’d changed, softened.

At the m om ent, though, she was suffering m oun ting  anxiety. 

E lm er G allant had  died  last m on th  at just sixty-two. Took a heart 
attack. D ied in his sleep.

Jim was in his seventies. In good  shape, m ind . But a big m an,
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and he d idn’t care w hat he ate. Gladys was feeling alm ost as if she 

could take a heart attack herself, so hard  was it pound ing  in her 

chest.

All th rough  Jim s fifty-year m arriage to  Elvira, and  G ladys’s own 

to W ally Fraser, Gladys had  nursed  the  ch ildhood  crush she’d had 

on him , affection that, once given, was no t taken away. W hen Jim 

woke one m orn ing  to  find his wife dead  in the bed  beside him , 

Gladys had  stepped in to  the  breach. W ally kept busy m aking duck 

decoys and  o ther w ood carvings that had  gained him  an in te rn a 

tional nam e in folk art. A nd w henever Gladys m ade a casserole, 

bread, a pie, or lem on loaf for Jim, she m ade one for him , too -  so 

he was a happy m an.

So was Jim, even though  there  were lum ps o f cornstarch  in 

Gladys’s lem on tarts, a soft doughy m iddle to  her breads. Elvira 

had never been a great cook either, and  anything hom em ade beat 

som ething out o f a can.

Jim belonged to Gladys again, at least in her m ind . The daily 

visits were pleasant for bo th  o f them . She tried  to  ignore his 

obvious g rief over the w om an who, she believed, had  tricked Jim 

in to  m arriage. Pregnant, she’d been. O r said she was. There never 

was a child. That was a secret g rief Gladys d idn’t know  about and 

couldn’t understand .

A nd then  there  had  been that fight w ith Lance Lord. Very 

stressful. Surely it was unth inkab le  tha t Jim m ight have done away 

w ith himself. Surely. He was a religious m an. As M urdo pulled  up 

to the house, Gladys shook the  though t out o f  her head, unaw are 

that the tru th  m ight be worse -  that a m an  had  been  killed on  the 

shore, and  that her beloved Jim m ay have done it.



Chapter Ten

There were only three houses on the Shore Lane: Gus and Abel 

M acks, the  Deweys’, and  Ben and  A nnabelle M ack’s, w ith the 

strange fem ale occupant. Ben was Abel’s m uch younger bro ther

-  ten  o ther ch ildren  separated  them  -  but his w hack o f  land  was 

not, as you m ight expect, righ t next to  his b ro ther Abel’s. They’d 

wheeled and  dealed, and  traded  bits and pieces o f  land over the 

years, so tha t now  April Dewey and her husband Ron, w ith the 

spiky m oustache tha t m ade h im  look like a catfish, lived with 

their b rood  o f six kids, sandw iched betw een the Macks. It was

at Deweys’ that Abel M ack could often be found w hen he wasn’t 

in som e secret place a round  his own house or land. He’d  breathe 

in the sweet air o f A pril’s baking, accepting a few crum bs tossed 

his way -  the  scrapings from  the cake tin , like the child he’d  been 

at the beginning  o f the  previous century, sitting at his m o th er’s 

kitchen table. It w asn’t tha t his own wife, Gus, w asn’t a good 

cook. She still baked bread daily and  tu rned  out muffins and pies

-  bu t he enjoyed April’s company.

Gus always knew  w hen Abel had  been at April’s.

Ну had  found that out w hen she once absently asked the  ques

tion no  one usually bothered  to  ask anym ore: “W here’s Abel?” He 
was never around.

“O ver to Deweys’,” had  been G us’ reply. She peered  out the 

window. “That’ll be him  cornin’ back now.”

Ну peered  out the  window. She saw no one.

“H ow  do you know  where he’s been, w hen you hardly ever know
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w here he is?”

“He com es back from  there  lookin’ like the cat tha t stole the 

cream,” said Gus. “Lickin’ his chops. O h, I know. I know,” she said 

in that self-satisfied way she had.

So the  Deweys were the  M ack fam ily’s nearest ne ighbours on 

both  sides -  Abel and  Gus on  one, and  Ben and  A nnabelle on  the 

other. The th ree strips o f land ran  right alongside one another, all 

the way dow n to the pond.

From  her side window, Gus could see righ t in to  April’s kitchen -  

which was how she really knew  w hen Abel was there. The Deweys’ 

shed blocked a sim ilar view o f Ben and  A nnabelle’s inside. It was 

ju st as well. Gus had  lived long enough tha t there  w asn’t m uch 

tha t shocked her, and  she knew, everyone knew, tha t Ben and  

A nnabelle did  not behave like the old m arried  couple they were. 

Their m arriage was still very m uch alive, w ith constan t kissing 

and  hugging and “all sorts,” as Gus pu t it.

She had  to  conten t herself w ith the  com ings and  goings out 

their front door.

It was th rough  those doors that she had  w atched the latest 

guest move in. She thought, at first, th a t she was looking at a 

dress blowing away on the wind. But no, it was a person, a very 

insubstantial person, but a person  nonetheless. A child.

As G us later found out, she was no  child. Just a child-size 

wom an. Gus was quick to  send Abel over w ith a plate o f muffins 

and  an invitation for a visit. At her age, she preferred  not to  go 

to  people, but to  have them  com e to her. A nd they d id  -  paying 

cou rt in her kitchen. Ну had  labeled her “The Q ueen o f  The 

Shores.” But the  new  tou ris t d id  no t pay co u rt tha t day. So Gus 

was left to  w onder about the strange way she had  o f going in and 

out the door. She’d never seen anything like it.

Gus wasn’t hom e w hen Billy knocked. There was no answer. He 

tried  the door. It opened, and  he poked his head  in the  “kitchen.”
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It was a holdover from  the  days w hen the  w oodstove was the focal 

po in t o f any house -  so tha t in the M acks’ “m odern” kitchen, 

there  was a m ustard-yellow  electric stove, as well as Gus’s purple 

chair, a m oss-green sofa, coffee table, and  television. All the “d o 

ings” o f the kitchen were in the  next tiny room , the pantry, which 

held the  fridge, sink, and  kitchen cupboards, the  “new  ones,” 

installed in 1942. There was a d in ing  room  and a real living room  

beh ind  the k itchen. Gus called it “the room ,” and  never used it 

-  only  for com pany, big fam ily gatherings or “pu tting  up” a quilt.

It was large and  em pty enough to accom m odate a full-size quilt 

fram e. It was there  now. Abel had  set it up, ready for the  quilt Gus 

was w orking on, the  D ouble W edding Ring pa tte rn  o f  entw ining 

circles. It wasn’t ready to  be “put up” yet. She hadn’t finished all 

the patches. Piecing them  was as com plex as m arriage itself, and  it 

was giving Gus problem s.

There was no one anyw here dow nstairs. Billy was reluctant to  go 

upstairs. It seem ed like snooping. W hat he’d just done w ould have 

been searching w ithout a w arran t anyw here else bu t The Shores. 

H ere it was just w hat it was -  looking for som eone.

Billy heard  the  sound o f a chainsaw  outside. He w ent a round  the 

back o f the  house to  find the shed do o r open. The chainsaw  was 

on  the  floor. Billy touched  a hand  to it. Hot. But there was no sign 

o f  Abel.

Gladys could tell. She could tell as she m arched  tow ard the  front 

door, M urdo beh ind  her, she oblivious to the  sharp  w ind, he w ith 

his jacket collar up around  his ears, his hat pulled dow n, so that 

his cheeks bulged out and  squeezed his eyes together. Gladys 

could tell th a t M urdo was right. Jim wasn’t there. She w ould have 

felt his presence.

There was only em ptiness.

It was funny that, know ing w hen he was here the way she did. 

She’d  m en tioned  it to  Olive, w ho’d  laughed and  said, “But he’s
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always there. There’s no th ing  psychic about it.”

It was true. Jim was always there.

“A nd if he wasn’t,” Olive w ent on, “his tru ck  w ould be gone.”

That was true, too, bu t Gladys knew  there  was m ore to  it. She 

knew, com ing up the laneway every day, exactly where she w ould 

find h im  -  in the house o r shed, sitting  at the  table in the  kitchen 

or lying dow n in the living room .

W herever he was, she w ent stra ight to  h im , every tim e. She 

knew, just knew, w here he was. She knew  now  that he was not 

here, bu t she did  no t accept it. As Olive said, he was always here. 

Jim’s truck  was in the driveway, but it was no com fort to  Gladys. 

She looked up at the outside light. O n, in the daytim e. He’d 

never have done that. She tried  the  door, even though  M urdo had 

to ld  her it was locked. She gave h im  a sly look, and  reached up 

to  the overhang above the door. She held up a key. She unlocked 

the do o r and  M urdo, giving a fleeting though t to  search w arrants, 

followed her in.

The kitchen was exactly as Gladys had  left it the  previous 

evening w hen she’d m ade a quick trip  up, Wally being out, to see 

tha t Jim had  all he needed to w eather the  storm .

It was exactly as she had  left it. O nly  last n ight, Jim had  been 

sitting at the  table, a cup o f tea in  his hand. Jim was no t there 

now. The teacup sat on the table. She picked it up. Still nearly full. 

She tu rn ed  to  M urdo. “Som ething’s wrong.”

M urdo agreed. W hat was w rong was tha t Jim M acA dam  had 

killed Lance Lord and  now  he’d  got away.

Still, it d idn’t explain his truck  in the yard.

W hen M urdo drove Gladys back dow n from  M acAdam ’s, he 

told her about Lord.

“Som eone killed h im ?”

“It seem s so.”

“M urder?”

“C ould  be.” M urdo wasn’t sure just how  m uch he was free to  say.
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“He and  Jim were not friends.” It was a tentative suggestion, to 

get her talking.

H er face fell. H er shoulders drooped.

“It w asn’t Jim,” she said, fists balled up and  staring  at him  with a 

fierce look, hostility  in her narrow ed eyes.

“I d idn’t say it was.”

“As good as. You th in k  it was him , don’t you?” After the first 

shock o f the realization, she had sum m oned  h e r pugnacity. 

M urdo could  feel the solid wall o f  her, alm ost as if he could touch 

her stubbornness.

“All’s I know  is, he’s not here. W here is he then?”

She began to  fold inward, the wall m elting.

“I don’t know.” H er eyes lost their hard  edge. For a m om ent, just 

a m om ent, M urdo saw fear in them , doubt.

Jam ieson had  scoured Lord’s cottage. The sign and  the will were 

the only evidence she had. She frow ned at the  red clay footprints 

inside the door. Too m any o f  them , her own included, to gauge 

w ho had  com e and  gone.

She w ent ou tside to  w rap the front o f the  cottage in yellow 

tape. The w ind yanked it from  her hands, the tape flying free and 

slashing her face. She stood back for a m om ent, looking at the 

patch  o f  sand Lord and  his neighbour had fought over.

It was alm ost as if  the  sounds o f  th e ir anger were w hipping 

along on the wind.

“That’s m y land.”

“No. M ine.”

‘T il kill you.”

“I f  I  don’t kill you  first.”

Was that how  it had  been?

Jam ieson tried  again to  secure the tape. It kept lashing at her 

face, un til finally she gave up. H anging ju st inside the door, there 

was a key. She locked the door and  slipped the key into her pocket
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with the docum ent.

The w ind w rapped the  flimsy b ridesm aid’s dress around  her 

legs. It had d ried  out w hile she was in the cottage, bu t the  rain 

pelted dow n on her, and  in a few seconds she was soaking again. 

The dress clung to  her like grease and  she kept tugging at it, 

pulling it away from  her legs and her boo ts as she splashed along 

the lane. She d idn’t bo ther to  avoid the puddles. There were too 

m any o f them .

Billy had  been m iserable abou t the task she’d  given h im , but 

Jamieson w ould never ask anyone else to  do  anything she wasn’t 

w illing to do  herself. She trudged  up  to  M acA dam ’s, head  into 

the w ind, the loose ponytail com e undone and  her hair w hipping 

a round  her face. The w ind blew u n d er the jacket, inflating it so 

that it becam e like a sail, pushing  her w here she d idn’t w ant to  go. 

The billy boots were b listering her heels, and  she was aching to 

yank them  off.
There was no sign o f M urdo. O r M acAdam . She peeked in  the 

glass w indow  o f the  door. No sign o f  anyone in the house. She 

knocked. The door cam e open, and  she slipped inside, though  she 

knew  she shouldn’t. Jamieson went th rough  the entire cottage. She 

noted  the teacup on the  kitchen table, the bed neatly m ade up, but 

above all, the silence o f the  place -  different from  the silence o f  a 

house w hose occupan t is m erely out.

The silence o f som eone w ho has gone.

Was it ju st her im agination? M acA dam ’s truck  was in  the  yard, 

bu t Jam ieson’s gut to ld  her he was gone. Where? She gazed out 

over the  capes, w hipped by salt spray com ing off the  shore, the 

tall grasses blown flat. She looked around  the room , the  kitchen, 

and  felt no presence.

Gone. He was gone.

Why? Because he had murdered Lord?
Then w hat did  the  docum ent in her pocket m ean? A nd w hy had
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som eone tried  to  bu rn  it?

April Dewey, still dressed in her track  suit, an apron shaped 

like a s traw berry  tied  over it, greeted M urdo at the door. She 

was m aking pies for the ceilidh the following night. Shed invited 

h im  in, w ith a great fuss about the rain, flicking the w ater off his 

jacket, then  rem oving it and  hanging it up to d ry  off.

M urdo was soon relaxing in the com fort o f a chair by the stove, 

a plate o f  fresh cookies, squares, and  sliced bread in his hand. 

H ed told h im self he had  to  stay because shed  been so shocked 

w hen he to ld  her about Lord. Shed clasped her floured hands to 

her face and  ran  them  th rough  her hair w hen he told her how the 

body  had  been swept out to  sea. Perhaps he shouldn’t have told 

her tha t m uch, but he had, and  it m ade him  feel responsible for 

her, unable to  leave.

O r was it the food?

No, he cou ldn’t leave her like that. It was polite to accept her 

offer o f “a bite o f  som ething,” even though  he knew  he should be 

reporting  M acA dam ’s d isappearance to Jamieson. He hoped she 

was still dow n at Lord’s cottage.

No victim . No suspect. Jam ieson cam e ou t o f  M acAdam ’s and 

headed  for the  big V ictorian on the Shore Lane. Part way, she 

slipped, and  slid into a puddle. The back o f  her dress was covered 

in red  clay. She tried  to w ring it out and  m ade her hands filthy. 

She was close to  tears o f  com plete frustra tion  at how  badly this 

case was going, how out o f control she felt. Perhaps tha t’s why she 

banged as hard  as she d id  on the  next door. M cAllister had  told 
her about the reclusive tenant.

There was no answer.

Jam ieson pounded  again, harder this tim e, in case she couldn’t 

be heard  above the storm .

Still no  answer.
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She looked a round  the  side and  back o f the  house. W hen she 

tu rned , she m issed the slight m ovem ent o f a cu rta in  in an upstairs 

window.

After shed circled the  house, Jam ieson knocked one m ore tim e 

and  then  gave up.

She looked up at the dom e, dow n at her clothing, in to  the  wind 

and  the rain  and the th ick  black clouds rolling off the  coast, and 

decided that call could wait. Billy w ould have to ld  them  no t to  go 

anywhere, and  she w ould question them  later, w hen she found 

som eth ing  m ore respectable to  wear. Ed Bullock was a recipient 

o f  the O rder o f C anada. H ed rubbed  shoulders w ith the G overnor 

G eneral and the Prim e M inister. She couldn’t let the  RCM P 

dow n. She couldn’t question h im  looking like this.

The w ind and  the rain and the m ud  and  the dress and  the  jacket 

that stunk  o f fish were tak ing  their toll on Jam ieson’s confidence.

She tu rn ed  away from  the house and  saw the  police cruiser 

outside April Dew ey’s.

M urdo was still sitting by the w arm th  o f April’s o ld-fashioned 

w ood range while the storm  raged outside. He was com fortable, 

sm iling betw een bites o f food, chatting  to  April, and  finding 

her absolutely charm ing, in spite of, or perhaps because of, the 

children. All six o f them  were in and  out o f the  k itchen, grabbing 

cookies and muffins and com plaining about the  weather, hanging 

onto  their m o th er’s apron, ru n n in g  around  her and  using her as 

a shield from  each other. She w ould give them  an absent-m inded  

pat on the head, shove a cookie into grabby, grubby little hands, 

flour dusting their faces and  hair as well as her own and  the floor.

M urdo found the dom esticity  pleasant, and% A pril’s sweetly 

rounded  body appealing, as appetizing as the plate o f  food in his 

hand, tha t never seem ed to  empty. Every tim e he lifted a cookie 

o r a slice o f  bread to his m outh , ano ther w ould appear on the 

plate, like a rabbit out o f a m agician’s hat.
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“W ere to  tell everyone to stay p u t” He was talk ing th rough  a 

cheek full o f w hite cake and  bu tter icing. Heaven. He was eating 
heaven.

“A nd I th in k  you should  do  just that,” she said, ladling soup 

into a bowl. “W ait the  sto rm  out. You’ll only catch your death of 

cold. Then w hat good will you be to us? I’m  no t going anywhere, 

are you?” She shoved the ho t bowl onto  his lap. He winced. Then 
beam ed up at her.

No. M urdo wasn’t going anywhere.

N ot until Jam ieson appeared at the door.



Chapter Eleven

Ну, Gus, and  A nnabelle were in  the  H all’s k itchen, cleaning up 

after the m eeting. Ну had  said no th ing  about w hy she’d  been d riv 

ing the police cruiser, and  none o f the  w om en had  asked, except 

w ith th e ir eyes. But Ну had  avoided them , and  they  left in ones 

and  twos, d isappointed. W hen they  had all gone, Ну to ld  Gus and 

A nnabelle everything -  Lord was dead, his body clo thed in the 

sixties outfit, the  sign clasped in his hand, the gaping w ound  in 

the back o f  his head. That the body had  now disappeared, stolen 

by the ocean.

“My Land.” Gus opened her eyes wide. “A nother m urder.”

“Well, now,” said A nnabelle.
“Still and all.” A stock phrase G us used to insist she was right 

and  w ould not be budged. She stuffed Styrofoam  plates and  cups 

into a large green garbage bag. “I say they was m urders at that 

cookhouse. D on’t say they wasn’t.”

Gus loved to hear about w hat Ну had  seen there  last year. To 

pass the tim e on  long w inter nights, Ну had  told Gus, over and 

over in fine detail about the dead  m an and  the  lobster eating away 

at him . A bout the crazy, dying lobster lover and  the m illionaire 

and  the com plicated relationship they  had. Gus, w ho could trace 

the  lineage o f  just about anybody on  the island -  th rough  an 

endless list o f aunts and  uncles, cousins and  nieces, nephew s and 

grandparen ts -  could  never seem  to get the  relationship  o f those 

th ree people straight.

It was because they  were strangers.

But Gus knew  som eth ing  abou t Lance Lord tha t A nnabelle and
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Ну d idn’t know. Was now  the tim e to  tell it?

“Jesus, it’s Jamieson.” M urdo scram bled to his feet, one cheek 

and  one hand  closing on  a muffin.

“Jam ieson?” April dusted  off her hands on her apron and peered 

out the  w indow  -  to  see the bedraggled w om an, fighting her way 

up the  path  in the w ind.

“She’s in charge o f  the case.” M urdo spoke w ith his m ou th  still 

full. Was she -  officially? It d idn’t m atter. W here Jamieson was, 
she was in charge.

Three loud raps on the door. April skittered across the  room . 

W hen she opened  the  door, she was im pressed by Jam ieson’s 

d ignity  in spite o f  her clothes. April looked dow n at her own 

floured apron  and  track  suit and  w ished she could rise above it.

Jam ieson was staring  at M urdo, from  the  hand  squeezed in 

panic on  the muffin, the  crum bs going onto  April’s floor, to the 
full m outh  try ing  to  swallow.

April saw the look. “He’s been question ing  me,” she lied.

“A nd you are?”

“April. April Dewey.”

“A bout w hat?”

April looked puzzled.

“A bout w hat has he questioned you?”

“I ...w e ll .. .I . . .”

“No,” M urdo chim ed in. “I d idn’t have a chance yet.”

Jam ieson eyed the crum bs on his sh irt, his jacket hung  by the 
stove.

“So you’ve ju st been passing the tim e o f day?”

Both M urdo and  April lowered their heads.

To April, Jam ieson said, “Follow us to the Hall.”
“B ut...”

“No buts.” The house had  a good vantage point. This April m ight 
have seen som ething.
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“But I have to  call som eone to com e for the  children.”

Jam ieson had  a pu rpose  in m aking th ings difficult for April.

She d idn’t expect the w om an w ould have m uch to tell her, bu t she 

w ould tell o thers they were dealing w ith a tough cop.

“Make it fast.” Turning to  M urdo, Jam ieson held out her hand  

for the  keys to  the cruiser.

“We have a m urder to  solve.”

A nd  a victim  and a suspect to find .

Both Jamieson and M urdo had  the  sam e thought.

Ну lifted the last dish into the d rip  tray. A nnabelle grabbed it 

and began to  d ry  it w hen Jamieson and  M urdo cam e in to  the Hall. 

Billy was already there, having knocked on all the doors w ith in  

w alking distance and  to ld  people to  stay pu t and  wait to  hear 

from  the police. M oira Toom bs had  been his last stop. She had 

been unsure if she should  go out and  clean today  and  tom orrow  

or not. She’d  been due to  help set up the Hall for the ceilidh. She’d 

o rdered  Billy to  go and  help in her place. Used to taking orders 

from  w om en, he had done just as she said. Now he was m oving 

chairs and tables out o f the way.

Jamieson, d ripping  wet, m arched over to  him . H er glare m ade 

him  put dow n the chair he was shifting.

“W here’s the com m unity  policing office?”

“At my house.”

Jam ieson rolled her eyes. “W here’s that?”

“A bout five kilom etres dow n the road.”

Too far, she thought. Jam ieson liked to  be in the centre of 

things.
“W hat facilities do  you have? Phone? Fax? Internet? A nything 

else?”
Billy looked dow n at the floor. “N one o f it.”

“N one o f w hat?”

“N othing. It’s in the shed.”
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“W hat’s in  the shed?”

“The office,” he said, his voice so low she could barely m ake out 
w hat he said.

“The office -  in a shed?”

“It’s the  only room  we had,” he m um bled.

Jam ieson looked exasperated. She’d have to  set up here.

Ну, Gus and  A nnabelle cam e out o f the  Hall kitchen beh ind  the 

m ain  stage, from  w hich a young Q ueen Elizabeth and  bald but 

handsom e Prince Philip looked dow n th rough  red velvet curtains 

pulled  to e ither side o f  a graceful arch.

The rest o f the Hall was one large m ain  room , w ith a hardw ood 

floor, gleam ing with layers o f dance wax.

O n  one wall was a p laque to  the brave sons o f the  village killed 

in the two great wars; on another, fram ed and m ounted  unevenly, 

a collection o f “Best Float” certificates from  the annual H arvest 

festival; and  oddly placed at irregular intervals on  ano ther wall, 

various pho tos o f celebrities -  the prem ier, the  local MP, and 

Shania Twain -  all o f  w hom  had apparently  visited The Shores.

Jam ieson tu rn ed  to  the th ree wom en.

“Is there  a phone here?”

They looked at each other.

“No.” Ну reached in her pocket. “But I have my cell...”

Jam ieson shook her head, irrita ted  by the  m ovem ent o f hair 

on her shoulders. She liked to  keep it p inned  back in place, not 

straggling all over. She m ust look a mess to  these wom en.

She did. Gus could barely keep her eyes off her.

A police officer? In a flim sy  wet dress, revealing too much? 

Covered in d irt and  a smelly old jacket and  billy boots?

She needed a change o f  clothes, bu t Gus had none to offer that 
w ould fit.

“No, a cell won’t do.” There w ould be reports to  file, M cAllister’s 

pho tographs to  upload, backgrounds to  check. Soon she w ould 

have to  let the  detachm ent know  the  body had disappeared.
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Jamieson wasn’t looking forw ard to that.

“I’m  going to have to set up an In ternet connection . I assum e 

you don’t have high speed. I’ll need a land line.”

“A w hat -  ?” Gus.

“A land  line.”

“A w hat -  ?” Gus repeated. Everyone knew  telephone lines 

were up in the air, no t on land. H er opin ion  o f Jam ieson d ropped  

ano ther notch.

“I th in k  there  was one. Yes.” A nnabelle po in ted  to  the  far corner 

o f the Hall.

“O ver there.”
Som eone once had  the idea tha t it w ould be a good com m unity  

gesture to  install a phone for tourists staying in  cottages w ithout 

phones. Olive M acLean had  since deem ed it an unnecessary  

expense because everyone now had cell phones.

“It’s not in service, though,” A nnabelle added.

The first th ing  Olive had done, on assum ing her role as treasurer 

o f the chapter, was to  cancel the phone service and  rem ove the 

phone. It was sold at th e ir annual flea m arket.

Jamieson m arched across the Hall to  inspect the connection . It 

w ould do. A call to the  com pany w ould have it in service, as long 

as there was noth ing  w rong with the line itself. She’d have to  find 

a com puter, bu t surely there was one in  the village. She tu rned  to 

look at the three w om en.

“W ho’s in charge o f the  Hall?”

Again, they looked at each other. W ho was? No one knew  who 

ow ned it. They couldn’t find the  deed. The build ing  had, over the 

years, becom e the  responsibility  o f the W I. The w om en m ain 

tained it th rough  n ickel-and-dim e fundraising, including bake 

sales, flea m arkets, ceilidhs and the annual C hristm as pageant. 

There was the odd  rental, too, for w edding anniversaries, family 

reunions, and the like. But w ho was in charge?

A nnabelle shrugged. “Us, I guess.”
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“Us?”

“That w ould be Institute. All o f u s ”

“I’m going to  have to  use it as a centre for my investigation,” 

said Jam ieson. “The Shores is cut off. I have to have som ew here to 
operate from.”

A branch  cam e off the old m aple in  the picnic area next to  the 

Hall. It struck  the large plate glass window, then  flew off on the 

w ind and  lodged in the pow er line. The lights flickered.

“W here will you stay?”

Jam ieson looked a round  her.

“Here, I suppose.”

“Now that ain’t fittin’.” Gus pulled h e r apron  over her head, 

suddenly  conscious she was w earing it in front o f an officer of 

the law, though  th is one looked like a wet rat. “We have plenty of 

room . M y house is just across the way.”

“No, th an k  you. It’s be tter that I stay here if  I can. It’s, well -  ” A 

flush o f co lour appeared high on Jam ieson’s cheeks.

U nderstanding  cam e at the sam e tim e, as it often did, to  Ну and 

A nnabelle.

Suspects. They were all suspects.

G us d idn’t get it, and  persisted.

“Now I’ll no t have it said The Shores don’t know  how  to trea t a 
stranger.”

Ну pu t her hand  on her friend’s shoulder. “Gus, it’s okay. Officer 

Jam ieson w ould be m o re ...u h ...co m fo rtab le  here.”

“Com fortable? M ore than  in one o f m y room s? W ith the m at

tresses bought fresh for the tourists, tim e was.”

“Tim e was” ten  years or m ore since Gus had  taken tourists. The 

beds had  been w ell-slept-on by a succession o f  visiting sons and 

daughters and  the ir fam ilies, nieces and  nephew s, and  the  odd 

stranger w ho stum bled in, seeking shelter from  a thunderstorm . 

The M acks’ d oo r was always open  to  strangers in storm s, such 
was Gus’s fear o f  them .
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“Them’s good beds. W ith my good quilts atop ’em. Now talk 

sense.”
It was G us w ho wasn’t m aking sense, though t Ну. W hen  Gus 

said her “good quilts,” she d idn’t m ean any o f the two hundred  

she’d cut and  pieced and  sewed and  quilted  herself. She m eant a 

pair she’d bought from  Sears. W hen youngsters cam e to  stay w ith 

the  Macks, she w hipped off the “boughten  ones” and  substitu ted  

a couple o f “old quilts” -  beautiful hand -m ade  creations o f her 

own, less valued because she’d  m ade them  herself.

“I’m  not havin’ people lying on the  floor here, w hen there’s 

perfectly good b e d s ...”

“No, really,” Jam ieson broke in. “M cA llister’s right. It’s going 

to  be a day and  night operation . If we can just fix up a couple of 

co ts...”

“A couple -  ?” Gus looked bew ildered.

“For the o ther officer, too,” Ну propelled Gus in the d irection  o f 

the  kitchen.

“Com e, I’ll help you pack som e leftovers for Abel, and w ell find 

som e sheets and blankets.”

“The o ther officer? That M urdo Black -  and  h im  a m arried  

m an?”

“He’s no t a m arried  man,” said Ну.

“A nd him  a single m an? That’s not fittin’ either,” Gus said, as Ну 

bustled her off.
“A nd w ho will pay the  lights?” was Olive’s first question , on 

being inform ed later in the day.

It wasn’t just the lights, the  term  villagers used to refer to  pow er 

in general. There was going to  be the cost o f the furnace. It was 

technically sum m er, but m ost villagers tu rned  their heat on  in A u

gust. “To take off the chill,” said Gus, as her fu rnace pum ped  out 

an even eighty degrees on a cool A ugust night. G us still though t 

in Fahrenheit. She claim ed she d idn’t feel w arm  in Celsius.
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M oira loved finding out secrets. She liked know ing things 

about people that they d idn’t know  she knew. It gave her a kind 

o f power. She d idn’t use the inform ation , but hugged it to her in 

silent satisfaction.

She knew, for instance, tha t A pril’s husband  Ron -  he o f the 

catfish m oustache -  was seeing a w om an in  W interside. She knew  

because she’d been in tow n and seen them  com ing out o f a bar in 

the  m iddle o f  the day -  imagine, the middle o f  the day! -  d ru n k  

and  falling all over each other. A m on th  later, she’d  been dow n to 

the  shore in M ay for a bracing walk. She thought she’d  be the only 

one there. It was a blustery, m oody day w ith th ick  grey clouds 

rolling in on the  waves, a sharp  edge o f chill on the air. There was 

a car parked  at the  end  o f the lane, and  there  was Ron, on his 

knees, do ing  som eth ing  to  a w om an’s leg sticking out the driver’s 

door. The sam e w om an, M oira knew  instantly. She could tell from  

the bleached blonde hair.

Ron looked up and  saw M oira. She w hipped a round  and  strode 

back up the lane, in righteous indignation. She d idn ’t tell April. 

She liked the way Ron treated  her after tha t -  very solicitous, 

know ing she’d held his secret. A nd she liked the  way it m ade her 

feel superior to  April.

So M oira was happy w hen Suki show ed up at her door. She was 

a rival for Ian’s affections, but M oira could  tell th a t Suki needed 

her, w anted to  befriend  her. She suspected Suki had a secret and 

w anted M oira to help her keep it.

The island w eather had  stripped  Suki o f her glam our. She was 

w earing a rain  jacket o f Ian’s and a pair o f  his rubber boots. W ith 

oversized vanity  bag in hand, she announced:

“T im e for a m akeover, Moira.”



Chapter Twelve

Ну and A nnabelle had  m ade tea and  offered som e to  Jam ieson. 

She said no, she d idn’t d rin k  on duty. M urdo and  Billy were happy 

to  have som e and  to  inhale the m uffins April had  b rought to her 

interview. Never having been called to  a police investigation, she 

had been in a flurry about w hat to  wear, w hat to  bring. In the  end, 

it d idn’t m atter. She’d b rough t h e r b lueberry  muffins -  they  could 

be counted  on for any social occasion. After corralling  her brood 

to  her sister’s, she’d had  no  tim e to  w orry  about her appearance.

W hen April gave her statem ent to the officers, instead o f m ake

up, she had  the  usual streak o f flour across her left cheekbone. 

Abel M ack m ay have found it fetching, but the fastidious Jamieson 

found it repellent. She declined a m uffin w ith a frown. She d idn’t 

eat on  duty  either. A nd she d idn ’t take bribes.

April m ade her statem ent. She had seen nothing, knew  nothing. 

Jam ieson dism issed her, having achieved her goal. April though t 

the policew om an was a ...w ell, she w ouldn’t use tha t w ord, so how 

w ould she tell everyone? M urdo gave April an apologetic look as 

she left the Hall.
Ну and  A nnabelle sipped their tea in the kitchen.

“Suki.” Ну shook her head. “Suki.” She spat ou t the  w ord and 

som e o f the tea w ith it.

“Yes?”

“Well -  ”
A nnabelle said nothing. M aybe Ну was finally going to open  up 

about her feelings for Ian.
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“That is his long lost love? T h a t...th a t...sh e ’s an absolute horror. 

She’s ...sh e ’s ...” Ну was rarely at a loss for words. Then, w ith a big 

grin , she found them , “...o u r  Lady o f Lactation.”

A nnabelle spurted  a m outhfu l o f  tea across the table. Ну 

laughed. Soon they  were m aking fun o f  Suki in a duel o f  nam e- 

calling:

“M eet m e in Saint Suki.”

“Suki o f the Bounty.”

A nd m ore o f the  sam e stupidity. N one o f  it was really funny, but 

th e ir laughter gave them  a m uch-needed  release from  the tension 

created  by Lord’s m urder.

“Well,” A nnabelle said, ou t o f loyalty, because she had no t m et 

Suki, “there’s no accounting  for som e m en’s tastes. M ind you, I 

expect Ben w ould take a look at her, from  the  sounds o f her.” 

“That’s different,” said Ну. “A nd you know  it.”

The whole village did. Ben was deeply in love w ith Annabelle. 

He had  been ever since they ’d m et at a high school dance in 

W interside th irty  years before. He looked at o ther w om en -  Ben 

liked w om en -  but he never considered anyone but Annabelle.

“I know. He looks.”

“Suki’s gorgeous. But this is Ian, A nnabelle. Ian. So reserved." 

“He is a m an.”

“O h yeah. Lust I can understand , but long-lost love? Does Ian 

even know  the difference?”

Ну did. Ну knew  the difference. For a m om ent, she was silent, 

th ink ing  o f  him , her lost love. She no  longer though t o f  him  

every day, and tha t som etim es m ade her feel guilty. But it had 

been tw enty years ago, a past she’d learned  to  live w ith, a m an 

she’d learned  to  live w ithout. But Suki? How could she possibly 

qualify as a lost love? H ow  could Ian’s and  Suki’s bond  com pare 

to  the tug on  H y’s own heart w hen she though t o f  her own love?

A nnabelle caught H y’s change in m ood, saw the look in her 

eyes, sensed that her thoughts were som ew here else. Was she
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about to say som ething? Som ething about Ian? She’d never said 

w hat she felt about him , no t to A nnabelle.

Not to  anyone. N ot even herself.

But it was not about Ian that Ну was th inking.

The m om ent passed. Ну shrugged off the useless longing, as she 

had  learned to  do. It becam e easier every year.

W hen the w om en left the Hall, Jam ieson began to  fleece M urdo. 

“Just how long were you in tha t w om an’s kitchen?” H er tone 

was sharp, im patient. M urdo m um bled som eth ing  about m eeting 

Gladys and  going into M acAdam ’s house.

“W ithout a w arran t?” Though she had  done the  sam e th ing 

herself.

M urdo flushed bright red.

“D id you question her?”

M urdo began biting his non-existen t nails.

“A bit,” he m um bled th rough  his right thum b. G ladys had scared 

him  w ith her hard  shell. W hen she softened w ith the  fear o f w hat 

Jim m ight have done, it scared M urdo even more.

“A bit? W hat’s that supposed to  m ean?”

“N ot much.”

“A list. We’ll have to  m ake a list. O f suspects. People w ho can 

answ er questions, like th is...M abel.”

“Gladys.”

“Gladys.”

“Does she know  where M acAdam  is?”

“I don’t know.”

“Because you d idn’t ask.”

“W ell...no.”

“Go ask now.”

M urdo d idn’t move. He d idn’t know  w ho scared h im  m ore -  

Gladys or Jamieson.

“G o ask,” she repeated. “A nd then  look for him  -  in  the places 

she says he w on’t be. Billy, you go, too.” She looked at M urdo. “If
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you don’t w ant to  get your feet wet, have him  do the dog work. 

Then take him  hom e to mom.”

The two m en looked reluctant. Jam ieson tossed M urdo the car 

keys and  stared ou t the  window, the rain and  w ind pound ing  

on  it. It had  a view o f the  road  on one side, and  the capes on the 

other. The rain  dashed dow n on the  slick asphalt o f the Island 

Way, w hich ran  a few kilom etres past the village, beyond Big Bay 

with its sheltering spit o f sand  dunes, and  then  tu rned  in on  itself. 

O ne o f  the  island’s m ain  roads and  a p rom inen t scenic route, by 

the  tim e the Way ran th rough  The Shores, it becam e a dead end.

The grey, m etres-h igh  waves were crashing onto  the  shore, 

m ocking the ru in  o f her case, the case she had  hoped  w ould be 

the m aking o f her. W hat a fool she was. She d idn’t even have a 

dam n body.

W here had  Jim M acA dam  gone in th is w eather and  w ithout 

his truck? Perhaps he’d borrow ed o r stolen a vehicle. Clearly, 

he’d  been desperate to  get away. Clearly, he had done it, in a fit of 

testosterone-fueled  rage. It was the  m ost plausible explanation. 

Still she’d have to  go th rough  the tedious question ing  o f  all these 

villagers and take dow n copious irrelevant notes, all the while 

w aiting -  for what? For the body to  show  up?

H er confidence was unraveling like the threads on the hem  of 

her now  to rn  dress. Like it, the  case was sh redd ing  into pieces 

she m ight no t be able to  sew together. She d idn ’t know  w hat to 

do  next.

She w anted a com puter. She w anted her un iform . She w anted 

this bloody w eather to let up.

“Lance Lord.” H er voice startled , but d id  no t su rprise  him . Ну 

had  let herself in the  do o r and  was now  pacing across Ian’s living 

room , scratching her long bony fingers th rough  red curls that the 

rain had  tu rn ed  in to  ringlets. Then she stopped. “You know  who 

he is, righ t?”
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“O f course I do. Mr. No Trespassing.”

“But I m ean, do you rem em ber w ho he really is...w as?”

Ian dragged his eyes away from  the com puter. They were blank. 

“He was Lance Lord.” He looked bew ildered.

“N ot ju st Lance Lord. The Lance Lord. I to ld  you about him  

w hen he cam e here.”

Som etim es, he thought, she was daft.

“O h, Ian.” She shook her head in frustra tion . Then smiled.

She knew  the perfect way to  rem ind  h im  w ho Lord was. So he 

w ouldn’t forget.

She charged across the room , shoved him  aside, and  rapped  at 

the  keyboard and  swirled the  m ouse around . A larm ed, he fell 

back on his office chair and  alm ost upended.

“L . . .a . . .n . . .c . . .e . . .L . . .o . . . r . . .d . . .” She spelled out the  nam e as it 

appeared in the G oogle window. A nd up it came. O ver and  over 

again. Lance Lord. Lance Lord. There were a lot o f sites.

N ot all o f them  had  anything to  do  w ith him.

“God,” said Ну, “Look at this. I ts  som e k ind  o f sadom asochistic 

religious cult thing.”
Now she had  Ian’s interest. She scrolled dow n quickly. He stared 

m esm erized at the screen, as she called up  the next site.

“Lance Lord,” she read, “Kiss o f  the D em on Lover 1972.”

“Planet o f  the Perfected People, A rt Film 1973,” read  Ian.

Ну: “Futurefear. M ockum entary. 1974.”

They looked at each other. Ну pursed  her lips. Ian shrugged. 

N either had  heard  o f  any o f them .

“Bingo!” said Ну, at the next and  final entry: '“A ll A round the 

House. 1976-79. Popular C anadian TV  series spoofing govern

m ent and  politicians in O ttaw a. Lance Lord in m ino r role as 

cunn ing  chauffeur to  a succession o f C abinet M inisters. G ained 

him  a small cult following.’ D on’t you rem em ber?”

Ian pushed  back his chair. He d idn ’t watch television.

“I don’t rem em ber the TV  show, bu t I guess I do rem em ber you
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m ention ing  th is ”

“Guess? M entioning?” They had been d rink ing  b randy  at the 

tim e, but still -

He noticed how  H y’s green eyes darkened  to  em erald  when 

she got em otional in any way. It was one o f her m ost attractive 

features, next to  her hair.

“So th is is Lord?”

“O f course. I to ld  y o u ...I  w atched tha t show every week. I never 

m issed an episode. It m ay have been th irty  years ago, b u t...” Ну 

scrolled dow n as she spoke, and  there  he was, in full co lour and 

th irty  years younger. “Well, look.”

L ord’s younger bu t unm istakable  likeness filled the screen -  

eyebrows and  all. They were bushy, alm ost m eeting in the m iddle. 

The full lips. The crystal blue eyes that bu rned  with cold intensity. 

The teeth were different, no t as w hite o r straight.

“You’re right. It’s Lance Lord, all right. But w hat does it m ean? If 

anything?” Ian took over the  m ouse, scrolling.

Н у rolled her eyes. He was acting like it was a new  discovery.
H is discovery.

“It m eans he had  a past and people in it we don’t know. There 

could be som eth ing  in tha t past tha t led to  his m urder. It m ight 

have no th ing  to  do w ith anything here. I’m  sure it has noth ing  

to do w ith Jim M acA dam . It’s m uch m ore likely to  be som e dark  

secret ou t o f  his past.”

“W hy m ust the past always have secrets, and  w hy are they 

always dark?”

“That’s the way the  past works, dummy,” Ну spoke as if it were a 

fact o f life. A nd m aybe it was. She h it prin t.

“I th in k  it was som eone we don’t know, som eone out o f his past 

w ho killed h im , for som e reason we don’t know  yet.” The photo  

and  scant details o f Lance Lord’s slim  acting career spit out o f the 
printer.

H y’s eyes w idened. “O r m aybe som eone ou t o f  his past we do
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know. W hat about Suki?”

“I don’t th in k  tha t’s likely.” He d idn’t look at her. H is m ou th  set 

in  a grim  line.

“Well how likely do you th in k  it was Jim M acAdam ? Because 

that’s w hat the police think.”

“Well, no t at all, b u t...”

“No buts. I th in k  we should be looking into Lord’s past and 

Suki’s, and  forget about M acAdam.”

For now, Jim M acA dam , like Lord, was m issing -  but he was 

about to  m ake an appearance m ore dram atic  and  unforgettable 

than  anything his rival had  ever accom plished onscreen.

The rain con tinued  on and  off all day, com ing as forecast in 

bands o f rain. W hen it rained, it fell as a heavy cu rta in , slicing 

sideways, chased by the  w ind. The w ind was strong  enough to 

knock  tiny  M adeline Toom bs off her feet w hen she cam e out her 

d oo r w ith sandw iches and  squares for the police. For Billy, really. 

She’d been w atching h im  at her window. His good looks and 

height fascinated her. She barely scraped five feet and  weighed less 

than  a hundred  pounds. M adeline picked herself up and  pushed 

forw ard across the open  picnic area betw een her house and  the 

Hall, facing bo th  the  fury  o f the weather, and  her sister M oira, if 

she found out M adeline was “giving good food away.” M oira was 

m ean, in  spite o f  all the  muffins she took  to  Ian. She’d  been  too 

busy to  notice M adeline leave, too  busy looking at herself in the 

m irror. She was getting all m ade up by tha t Suki wom an.

The first th ing  Suki had  noticed w hen M oira had  let her in was 

the impressive grandfather clock tha t stood  at the  bo ttom  o f  the 

stairs, g randly  displaying the w rong tim e. M oira’s father had 

rescued it from  the  garbage. M ost o f th e ir fu rn itu re  had  come 

that way, but this was the best o f it. It was her father’s pride, even 

though  it no  longer d id  w hat it had  been  built to do. It looked 

good. He’d  tried  to  fix it but the hands w ouldn’t stay in place. They
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drooped  dow n, and  to ld  the tim e just tw ice a day, at six -th irty  in 

the m orn ing  and  evening.

H er father had  m ade a poin t o f consulting it at these tim es if he 

was hom e, and  w ould sm ile in a satisfied way and  say “right on 

time.” Every time.

There was som eth ing  o f tha t sam e satisfied sm ile w hen Suki 

saw the  clock and  its obvious deficiencies. She sm iled again as 

she w atched M oira w ind up the  only o ther clock, which had run 

dow n overnight.

“I never know  the  time,” said M oira. “That one doesn’t work. 

This one runs dow n, and  m y com puter, i ts .. .” She searched for 

the w ord, “...d ig ita l tim e. I’m  no t used to it.” The way she said it 

m ade digital tim e seem  a personal insult.

Perfect, though t Suki.

Now, in the living room  o f the  Toom bs’ m odest one-and-a-half- 

storey hom e, Suki was yanking a com b through  M oira’s Brillo pad 

hair. M oira was wincing.

“You’ll have to  lose the  perm .” Suki pulled out the  com b, and 

w ith it a hank  o f M oira’s hair. Suki d ropped  it on the  floor. 

“Loosen up. Let it go free. A bit o f  colour. Reddish.”

Like H yacinth, though t M oira. Red like H yacinth. O f course. 

W hy hadn’t she though t o f  it? Perhaps tha t was the a ttrac tion  for 

Ian. Still, here was th is Suki, w ith honey-blonde hair. But no, she, 

M oira, could  never be a blonde. N ot in The Shores. A nnabelle 

was a b londe and  she looked like a tart. A nyone w ould th ink  she 
was one.

“The ha ir will have to  wait. We need Product.” Suki said the 

w ord with a capital P. M oira felt a tingle in her spine. Product.

Yes, she’d have som e P roduct for her hair. Was P roduct expensive?

“Let’s see the face.” Suki cleansed and  exfoliated M oira’s dull 

com plexion. She began to  apply foundation . Foundation  to 

M oira’s face and  to  the  story  she w ould tell police.

“You know  w hen I arrived, don’t you?”
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Like a grateful puppy, M oira nodded , causing Suki to  streak the 

foundation.

“O h yes, I saw you arrive.”

Suki knew  that. W hen she had  passed the house last n ight, the 

upstairs light had been on  and  M oiras face pressed up against the 

window, looking in the d irection  o f Ians house. Shed guessed that 

M oira spied on him.

“A nd you saw me in  the m orning.”

“Yes.”

“Still there,” Suki prom pted.

“Yes, you were still there.”

It seem ed to be the righ t th ing  to  say.

“A nything else?”

“No. You cam e about m id n ig h t...”

“Before m idnight.”

M oiras forehead w rinkled. Suki stopped  applying the 

foundation  and  looked straight in to  M oira’s eyes. “Well before 

m idnight,” she repeated. “I’m  sure it was, aren’t you?”

“Y es...uh ...” She b linked her eyes as Suki pa in ted  on eye 

shadow. Big eyes.
For the  first tim e in her life, M oira had big eyes.

“You said yourself you never know  the time.”

“Yes...You m ust be right. It m ust have been well before m id 

night.”

Suki began to apply m ascara. M oira couldn’t believe how  good 

she looked.

“I th in k  it was about ten  o’clock.” Suki knew  Lance had  still 

been alive then . She d idn ’t know  how  precise police forensics 

m ight be, but she wasn’t taking any chances. Ian, she knew, had 

no  idea w hen she’d come. She’d m ade sure o f that, fogging his 

brain  w ith all-n ight sex o f  a k ind he likely hadn’t experienced 

since he was a young m an -  if ever.

“A nd I was there all night?” It d idn’t h u rt to  cover all the  bases.
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Just in case.

“You m ust have been. You were there  w hen I arrived in the 
m orning.”

“A nd th a t’s w hat you’ll say.”

“Say...?”

“To the police.” Suki had  m anaged to elim inate the  dark  circles 

under M oira’s eyes. She looked ten  years younger. “You’ll say I was 

there  from  about ten  o’clock on -  th rough  the night.”

“Well I d idn’t stay up all night checking.”

Suki’s eyes drilled  in to  M oira’s in the  m irror. Yes she did. That's 

exactly what she'd done. Suki’s eyes told M oira’s eyes she knew  it.

“From  ten, all n igh t -  as far as you know. H ow ’s that?” Suki 

finished applying the foundation.

M oira looked in the  m irror. She felt p retty  for the first tim e in 
her life. She owed Suki.

“O f course. That’s w hat happened.”

Jealous as M oira was about Suki and Ian, the  w om an was fast 

becom ing her hero ine as she expertly  dusted  blusher across 

M oira’s non-existen t cheekbones.



Chapter Thirteen

“Excellent,” said Jamieson, staring  at the  dead Lance Lord spread 

out across the  screen.

Ну had  brought her laptop to the  Hall w ith the  photos she had 

taken on  the shore, and  som e fresh clothes for Jamieson, w hether 

she w anted them  or not. She did. Shed been shivering in the  Hall, 

though  shed tu rn ed  the  fu rnace on, to  a tem pera tu re  tha t w ould 

have given Olive M acLean a hot flash. The dress was still wet 

and Jamieson was still cold. She had  cleaned up in the Hall’s 

ba th room  and was w earing a pair o f Hy’s jeans and best Irish knit 

sweater, the  one Gus had  m ade her two C hristm ases ago. Still not 

very professional, but a lot better th an  that dress. She’d stuffed it 

in the garbage bin in the Institu te room , giving it a fierce th ru s t 

she hoped  w ould take all thoughts o f the  w edding w ith it.

Ну had  m ade fresh tea, and Jam ieson had  broken her own rule. 

She’d accepted and  dow ned m ost o f it.

“Excellent,” she said again, and  squin ted  at the screen. That 

wound. Looked nasty. Like pus. H ad it gone septic? That m ight 

help establish the tim e o f death , often hard  to  p in  dow n precisely 

enough to  get a conviction.

She beckoned Ну.

“Thanks. Thanks for these.” She poin ted  to  the pho tos on  the 

screen.

“Now all you need is to  find the body.” Ну grinned.

Jamieson frowned.

“I’d appreciate it if you d idn’t m ention  that.” She realized it was
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probably too  late. H y’s silence confirm ed it. The whole village 

knew  w hat sen ior officials d idn’t know  -  that the corpse had gone 

m issing. Jam ieson had yet to  report it to  the  detachm ent. She was 

reluctant to  adm it to any w eakness, even though it had happened 

before she arrived. She should’ve been here sooner.

She w asn’t p repared  yet to  adm it she’d lost the body. At least 

she could send  photos. That w ould be a start. She straightened 

and  clicked to  connect to  the In ternet. It took forever to  get on. 

Forever to  access email. Forever again to send -  a m olasses slow 

transfer o f digital data. After fifteen m inutes, not even one photo 

had  uploaded. She shoved her chair back and  w ent over to  the big 

window. From  here, she could see the dom e, like a pim ple on the 

landscape, sh in ing  w hite in  the  black sky; and  she could see the 

angry  w ater and  the  su rf  surging across the  sand and sm ashing 

up against the cape.

W hat a disaster. H er first case. A case she should  own -  and 

look w hat was happening. Clues had  been lost, no t just in the first 

tw enty-four hours but in m inutes -  w ith the sw eeping o f  Lord’s 

body out to  sea. The case should  have been sim ple to  crack. Jim 

M acA dam  was her m an. He had  the m otive, the strength, and  the 

w eapon, bu t he was m issing. G one like the corpse. She had  no 

killer and  no victim , no evidence -  it was all gone on the w ind 

and  the waves.

Not quite all. She rem em bered  the  papers in the jacket pocket, 

hanging  on the coat rack.

A gust o f w ind cam e slashing th rough  the door and th ru st little 

M adeline Toom bs inside. She held her con ta iner o f  sandw iches 

and  squares in front o f  her, the do o r sw inging open  beh ind  her, 

creaking as if it w ould com e off its hinges.

Jam ieson retrieved the plate, and  M adeline strained  to  push the 

do o r closed. She couldn’t. Jam ieson stuck the  food on top o f  the 

clothes rack and  pushed  a shou lder in to  the door. She called Ну 

over. Even together they couldn’t budge it. The problem  was not
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only the wind. It was M urdo on the  o th er side, pushing  to  get in.

“Give over,” M urdo shouted. They only ju st heard  him  above the 

storm . The th ree w om en let go and  a blast o f w ind blew the  door 

open with such force that it h it the wall and  dented  it.

The four o f them  m anaged to  close the door.

It opened back up again.

Ian ducked into the  Hall.

All five pushed against it to close it. W hen it was shut, Ian 

sm iled at Jamieson.

“Just cam e dow n to see if there  was anything I could do to help.”

He walked in to  the Hall, as if  it belonged to  h im , as if  it were not 

a centre o f police operations. He looked at H y’s laptop w ith som e 

o f the distaste he usually reserved for her truck. It was a good 

laptop, bu t the set-up offended his technical sensibilities.

“You using that? Here? Better equipm ent at my place.”

“Thank you, but no,” said Jam ieson crisply, re tu rn ing  to the desk 

and  looking at the screen. The data  transfer ind icato r had  hardly 

m oved at all. She frow ned. Ian peeked at the screen. The image 

was Lords head, a close-up on  the wound.

“G ood God,” he said.

Then he noticed the transfer indicator. “G ood God.” He looked 

horrified. “It’ll take you forever. Let me see if I can’t h itchhike you 

onto  wireless.” Before Jam ieson could protest, he sat dow n and 

began tapping at the  keypad, staring  at the gruesom e pho to  on 

the screen.
Jamieson though t if she’d  had  her un iform , he w ould never have 

dared  pull such a move. Still, he m ight be helpful.

“Bingo,” he said. “I’ve got you on. You’re h itchh ik ing  on me. But 

get to  it -  it m ay not last long. W hat you can get on the hill, you 

can’t depend on  dow n here.”

Jam ieson sat dow n to send  the photographs to  the lab in  C h ar

lottetow n.
“W hat’s this one?” She’d reached the  shot o f  the sunrise reflected
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in  the water.

“Scenic shot. Personal stuff.”

Jam ieson stared at it. She stored it w ith the others on her flash 

drive, then erased the file. Ну scowled. It pissed her off, but she 

rem em bered  she still had  all the  photographs stored on her 

cam era that Jam ieson had forgotten to  ask for. Not that she was 

likely to  w ant to  look at them .

“C an I hang on  to  th is?” Jam ieson asked, indicating the com 
puter.

“W ell...I use it for my work.”

“Just for a day, m aybe two.”

“All right.” Ну wasn’t happy about it. She’d  been hoping to do 

som e digging herself.

Jam ieson tu rned  to  M urdo.

“A nd w hat o f M abel?”

Ну and  Ian looked at each other. Mabel? The only M abel they 

knew  was a h und red  years old, at least. M abel Schurm an. W hat 

could she have to  do w ith it?

“Gladys,” said M urdo.

“Gladys, then. W hat have you found out?”

“All’s she said was he could be anywheres.”

“A nd w here d id  you look?”

“A round.” He could hardly  see a th ing  w ith his bad eyes through  

the  th ick  sheets o f rain.

“Status o f the  vehicle?”

“Still in the field. N athan says the access lane’s too  wet to  drive 
on.”

“Status o f the causeway?”

“Still flooded. N athan says tha t won’t change today.”

“Status o f the ferry?”

“Still no t runn ing . Anyway, N athan  says the operator, C hester 

G allant’s, stuck on this side o f  the  causeway and  the ferry’s on the 
other.”
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Jamieson sighed. “Is there  anything N athan  doesn’t say? W hat 

about the o ther vehicle?”

“Billy just w ent off in it to  knock on m ore doors too far to  walk 

to.”

Damn.
“We should go dow n to  the shore again.”

T i l  drive you,” Ну volunteered.

“You’ve only got a two-seater. I’ll drive as well.” Ian’s disdain  for 

Hy’s p ick-up m atched his p ride in  his “green” hybrid  Insight. Even 

though  it had been pulled off the  m arket after two years. It was 

a m anual. It was ugly. The parts  were too expensive, as Ian had 

found out.

Jam ieson sighed. She supposed she could have com m andeered  

the vehicles, but she d idn’t. She felt as if  events were in  contro l of 

her. The loss o f the body  to  the storm  had  seeped in to  her spirit, 

d ilu ted  her confidence.

The four o f them  left the Hall, hardly  notic ing  M adeline was 

still there, sitting  w ith her sodden  tray  o f  sandw iches, w ondering 

if she should wait for Billy to show up.

Ну drove Jamieson. Ian took M urdo. The two vehicles navigated 

th rough  the puddles and  deep ru ts o f C ottage Lane, w inding  

dow n to  the shore. The rain  had  stopped  again. They parked as 

close as they could to  the pond.

They all saw it at the sam e time.

A body  floating in the pond. Lord? Was it possible?

A second look.

A body  floating in the pond. In colourful clothes.

Not an orange dashiki.
B lue-and-w hite-striped pyjam as, slightly yellowed.

They had  found Jim M acAdam .



Chapter Fourteen

Ian was staring at Jamieson. She was well out o f un iform  now, 

stripped  dow n to w hite cotton bra and  panties, about to  jum p 

in to  the p o n d  to  retrieve the  body. It was face dow n, the  w hite 

polyester o f  the pyjam as yellowed, an old beige cardigan sweater 

floating on the water, the  wool pilled. He was w earing socks and 

one ancient leather slipper. The o ther was bobbing on the water 

a few feet away. His body was tucked in beh ind  a duck blind. He 

could be seen only from  where they  were.

They had  gone as far as they  could, th e ir feet sinking in to  the 

m arsh, like a g iant sponge soaked in m uddy  clay, tugging at their 

shoes. Jam ieson was still w earing the billy boots. First one, then 

the  other, had  been sucked off, and  she had  to  stick a hand  in the 

slim ey m uck to  find them . Now Jam ieson had shucked the boots, 

the  sweater and  the jeans. Ну was clutching them .

“W ill you be okay?” asked Ian.

“I expect I’ll be okay.” Jam ieson arched her back, and  brought 

her hands above her head. She dove in.

“She’s a triathlete,” said M urdo.

Ian coloured, partly  at M urdo’s rem ark, partly  because Ну had 

caught him  staring as Jam ieson executed her perfect dive.

She cam e up alm ost all the way across the  pond, very close 

to  the  body. She couldn’t budge it at first, and then  realized he 

was hooked on to  the blind by the collar o f his sweater. She had 

to  w ork him  free, try ing  all the while to  avoid the sight o f  his 

crushed  and  bloody skull. N ot a drow ning. The sw eater had



116 H ilary  M acLeod

stopped him  from  sinking to  the bottom . Thank heaven for small 

m ercies, though t Jam ieson, as she w orked to  free the  body. It 

becam e like a dead weight. She alm ost lost hold  o f h im , but she 

was not going to  lose ano ther body. No. She used all the  strength  

o f her body and  m ind  to  roll him  over and  revealed the bloated 

blue face and  cold dead eyes o f Jim M acA dam , staring  up into a 

grim  sky they could no longer see. Jam ieson pu t a hand  under 

M acA dam ’s fleshy chin. She began hauling death  to  shore.
A n eel, a large one, b rushed  up against her, and  a wave o f nausea 

h it her as she propelled the fat dead  m an  th rough  the water.

Lord’s rival. The m an he had  fought w ith every day over 

who ow ned the righ t o f way.

H ad it ended in murder? H ow had it happened? Lord taking a 

step forw ard, lifting the arm  holding the sign, to strike M acAdam .

Jamieson let her im agnation ru n  free, partly  to  d istract her from  

this horrib le task o f hauling the  corpse th rough  the water.

Lord would have had to turn, startled by som ething behind him  

perhaps. D id M acAdam  then raise the axe?
The sky rum bled  as Jam ieson stroked th rough  the w ind-riffled 

waters o f the  pond.
A n d  struck Lord. Is tha t how it was? B ut then who had killed this 

one?
She dragged h im  th rough  the pond, her m ind  racing w ith 

images.

Lords body lay on the sand. M acA dam  turned and  ran through 

the tall grass toward the pond, heart pum ping. Was he pursued?  

H ad he dropped the axe and  now someone else had  taken it up?

It wasn’t m aking sense. N ot yet. But it would.

She reached the edge o f the  pond, where M urdo grabbed  hold  o f 

the body and  Ian and  Ну helped her out.

Shaking w ith cold, and  the aftershock o f dragging the  dead 

m an th rough  the water, Jam ieson shivered back in to  H y’s clothes,
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grateful for the w arm th o f the wool sweater, w incing w hen the 

hard  seam s o f the  jeans scraped her wet skin.

They could no t get h im  out. M acAdam  was a big m an, alm ost 

th ree hundred  pounds, w ith heavy bones and  a body mass index 

tha t should have killed him  long before now. Their feet sank  into 

the  spongy ground , and  so d id  the  corpse, sinking fu rth e r into 

the  soft m ush at the edge o f  the  pond  each tim e they  eased up. 

M urdo though t it was like try ing  to  land  a big floppy fish. H ed 

brought in a fo u r-hund red -pound  tuna  once. This was a bit like 

that, only w ithout the gear.

But Ian had  gear. He hu rried  to  his car and opened  the  trunk .

It was, like his hom e, equipped  for a 72-hour emergency. A small 

generator. Flashlight. Flares. A con tainer o f d ried  food. A water 

cleansing system. Blankets. A top-of-the-line  first aid kit. After 

w hat had  happened  the previous year w ith Ну and  tha t lobster 

lover dow n at the cookhouse, Ian was determ ined  to  be ready for 

any emergency. U nder the  blankets was a fat coil o f th ick  yellow 

rope w ith clips at bo th  ends. He hauled it out. He attached one 

end  to  the vehicle, and  unro lled  the rest back to the pond.

Jam ieson, recovered from  her strange experience, having 

dism issed it as nonsense, grabbed the  rope, know ing w hat Ian 

in tended. M urdo and  Ну had  figured it out too, bu t they were 

frozen in disbelief.

“It’s not e legan t...” Ian and  Jam ieson m anoeuvred  the  rope 

around  the corpse, w orking it under bo th  arm s and  tugging until 

it felt secure.

“Let’s hope it holds.” Ian gave the rope one last tug. Jamieson 

patted  it to m ake sure it was tight.

M urdo  crossed himself. Ну d idn’t know  w hat to  do. She wasn’t 

Catholic. N ot a believer o f  any k ind  -  except, perhaps, in respect 

for the  dead. Ian looked up, and  caught her expression.

“W ould it be better to leave h im  here?”

She shook her head, biting her lip, her eyes fixed on the  dead



118 H ilary  M acLeod

face o f Jim M acAdam . Pale. So pale. He’d always been so ruddy. 

She’d have though t a heart attack w ould be the end  o f Jim M ac

Adam. N ot m urder. Here at The Shores? It was unthinkable.

“ГИ be gentle.” Ian looked grim  as he re tu rned  to  the car.

The w ind was how ling and  they  d idn’t hear the  engine tu rn  

over w hen Ian sw itched on  the  ignition , bu t they  did  hear the 

burbling sound  o f M acA dam ’s body being sucked out o f the pond, 

as Ian edged the car forw ard, checking in his rear-view  m irro r for 

Jamieson’s hand  signals, encouraging  h im  forw ard, forw ard, the 

body  slurping up out o f the p o n d  onto  land.

She kept signaling. Forw ard som e more.

“Surely tha t’s far enough,” said Ну. She had  covered and 

uncovered her eyes w hen M acA dam  cam e out o f the pond. She 

couldn’t bear to  look at him , bu t was too fascinated no t to  peek. 

Jim M acA dam , being  hauled along like a beached whale. That’s 

w hat he looked like. O nly  worse. H um an. Covered in sludge. Pale 

dead face streaked w ith mud.

N obody said beached whale. But they were all th ink ing  it.

Jam ieson signaled Ian to  stop w hen the body had  cleared the 

m ushiest ground. He unhitched  the rope from  the  car and  helped 

Jam ieson untangle it from  the body. She rolled M acA dam  over 

again. In the  back of his head, there  was a gaping w ound, full of 

pond  scum  and m arsh debris.

“Just like Lord,” said Ну.

Jamieson shot her a sharp  look. Ну and  Billy were the only ones 

who’d  actually seen Lord. She and  M urdo had  only the p h o to 

graphs to  w ork from.

“Just like Lord?”

Ну nodded , slowly.

“Nearly.”

“In w hat way -  nearly?”
“This w ound is m uddy. The o ther one seem ed ...like  it had  pus
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in it. You saw the photo.”

Jam ieson gave a quick nod, still not fully recovered from  drag 

ging the corpse ou t o f the water.

A shadow  flitted across her vision. A fox clawing up the dune?

Like M acA dam s pursuer  -  on all fours. M acA dam  m ight have 

bent over to catch his breath, and  his pursuer taking the advantage, 
sliced the axe dow n and shattered his skull.

“W hat do we do  with him  now ?” Ian was looping up the rope.

D espair clouded Jam iesons eyes. She squeezed the  unwelcom e 

im ages ou t o f her head. She w ould never d rin k  again. W hat a 

m ess. The victim ’s body -  m issing. The key suspect, m urdered  

him self. A nd the  questions began again. H ere by the pond? O r 

elsewhere? T ransported  here? If so, how  had  the m urderer got 

M acA dam  in to  the pond, w hen it had  taken four people and  a car 

to  m ove h im  out? W ho had killed him ? W hy? W hat connection  

did  his death  have to  Lord’s? If they hadn’t killed each o ther -  

clearly im possible -  w ho had killed them ?

She had  to  answ er all these questions, but the m ost pressing was 

w hat to do  w ith the body.

“We can’t leave h im  here on the ground. In this weather.”

Ian shot a glance back at his car. He d idn’t w ant to  tran sp o rt the 

dead  m an in it. It wasn’t so m uch that he was dead, bu t tha t he 

was dirty. He was fussy about his car. Besides, where could they 

take him ?

“The cookhouse,” said Jam ieson, answ ering his unspoken 

question. There was a w alk-in freezer in the  cookhouse where 

the body could be stored. It was large enough. They all knew  that 
from  past experience.

In the  end, they  called N athan. He had  the van and  the stre tch 

ers, a cot to  lay out the body  with dignity. Som ething M acAdam  

had  no t experienced in the last tw enty-four hours.

N athan  cam e th u ndering  dow n the  lane, having left Lili p u t
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tering  around  the house, chanting  “O m m m m m ” as she w ielded 

her dust rag. As he reached the bo ttom  o f the lane, a small clear 

break in the  clouds sent a shaft o f  sunshine bursting  th rough  the 

gloom . The edge o f  the  sto rm  was passing alm ost as suddenly  as 

it had  arrived.

He saw the four o f them , wet, bedraggled, and  frow ning, s tan d 

ing over the  body.

“Jesus,” he said. “O ld Mac Adam.”

Then again: “Jesus.”

“You said that.” Ну had  a grim  smile on her face.

“N ot about that.”

N athan poin ted  at the ocean. The su rf  was still high, bu t w hen 

each swell ebbed off, a strip  o f the sandbar rose above the water. 

There, in  his garish outfit, was the  body  o f Lance Lord, w ashed up 

onto  the bar.

“Thank God,” said Jamieson.

N athan gave her a peculiar look. He d idn’t know  w hat she was 

talking about. His whole w orld had  been revolving around  Lili all 

day, and  he still had  no  idea there’d  been a m urder -  two m urders 

-  at The Shores.

“W ho -  ?”

“Lance Lord,” the o ther four chorused.

“B ut...”

“W ell have to  go get him.” Jam ieson sighed. The last th ing  she 

w anted to do  was strip  dow n and get back in the  w ater again. She 

looked at M urdo. N o point. Son o f a fisherm an, his w hole family 

took  an odd  sort o f p ride in  the  fact tha t they  could not swim. 

M urdo had  learned, but he w asn’t good at it, and  d idn’t like it.

She looked at Ну. She was a good swim m er, bu t she and  Ian were 

civilians. She couldn’t ask them  to retrieve the body. She began a 

slow walk to the  water. Should she even attem pt it?

O n either side angry  waves were raging, wave after wave 

crashing onto  and  breaking on  the shore in a gush o f w hite foam,



M ind  O ver Mussels 121

th en  sw irling, still angry, back into the  sea. Straight ahead, where 

L ords body had  been tossed onto  the sandbar, the  waves parted  at 

a deep hollow  in the  ocean floor. In front o f the bar, the  w ater was 

shallow, its progress slowed and  the  fury  o f the  waves dim inished. 

Yes, she could do it -  she m ust. She couldn’t lose him  again.

“Now ju st hold  on  there, m a’am.” N athan  had  kicked off his 

sneakers, and  was yanking his jeans off one leg at a tim e, hopping 

beh ind  her, try ing  to  keep up. She stopped  at the edge o f the 

water. N athan’s long skinny legs, w hite and  covered w ith goose 

bum ps, stuck ou t o f  his boxers.

“I’ll go.” He pulled  off his sw eatshirt, and, no t giving her the 

chance to stop h im , ran  into the water.

“N athan, be careful.” Ну had  com e up beh ind  them  and yelled at 

h im . She couldn’t tell if he’d heard. He just kept plunging forw ard 

tow ard the sandbar.

“Be careful? It’s only  up to his waist.” Jam ieson was originally 

from  O ntario . M ost Islanders assum ed that m eant Toronto. But 

she was from  fu rth e r n o rth , w here there  were lakes with no tide. 

She’d  been here alm ost two years, but still d idn’t know  all she 

should  about the shore and  how  dangerous it could be.

“Riptide.”

“But he’s young, s trong ...”

“D oesn’t m atter. R iptide took  a fellow dow n the  coast a few 

years back. He was a C anada Gam es athlete and  the w ater was 

only waist deep. It took  him  away. You can’t fight it. You have to 

go w ith it. N athan know s that. At least I hope he does.”

Jam ieson’s brow  furrow ed. She squin ted  at the  sea. Except for 

N ew foundland, there  was no th ing  but w ater betw een here and 

Europe. She shivered. The cold? O r the  eno rm ity  o f  the  ocean 
and  its power?

They all rolled up th e ir pants, kicked off the ir footwear, and 

w aded in to  the shallows to help N athan b ring  Lord in.

He shook off the  w ater like a wet dog and pulled  on his clothes.
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“Now what?” He looked at Jamieson. She’d  been w earing a dress 

before. It had been a mess. So were her jeans.

Jamieson was silent, th ink ing  about the  cookhouse. W here else 

could the bodies go? The Hall? She d idn’t w ant to  battle tha t one 

out w ith the wom en. A nd it was bad  enough sleeping w ith M urdo 

nearby, w ithout a couple o f corpses as room m ates. Besides, they ’d 

start to rot quickly in the  heated building.

“To the  cookhouse,” she said. “Into  the freezer w ith bo th  of 

them .”

N athan pulled a face.

“N ot on,” he said. “Can’t do that. It’s disrespectful.”

“It’s ou r only choice for now. You can’t get across the  causeway.”

“I bet I could.” N athan’s eyes sparkled at the challenge.

“N ot w ith these two you can’t.” Jam ieson’s look dared  h im  to 

defy her. N athan adm ired  her, but he wasn’t cowed by her.

“Airlift?” He grinned  into the  glow ering sky.

“In your dream s,” said M urdo.

The five carried  Lord’s corpse across the  shore, stiff as a plank, 

and  laid it dow n beside Jim M acAdam . Joined in death  were the 

two m en who’d  had  m urderous thoughts abou t each other, fero

cious argum ents tha t had  broken the peace o f sum m er, their anger 

now silenced on the patch o f shore neither could claim  anym ore.

Lord had been felled w ith a grim ace o f  anger on his face. Mac- 

Adam ’s showed fear.

“We’d better see if we can get into the cookhouse before we haul 

them  over there. You stay here,” Jam ieson said to M urdo.

“ГИ go with you,” said Ian.

“Me, too,” said Ну, though  she wasn’t sure why. M aybe to  get 

away from  death . M aybe to stick to  Ian because o f  Suki -  and  

Jam ieson. She w ouldn’t -  couldn’t -  call it jealousy. Ian was a 

friend. It was just tha t he had  always been -  if no t exactly hers -  

well, hers.

There was a glow seeping out o f the hairline crack around  the
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d oo r fram e o f  the cookhouse.

Jam ieson shoved open  the unlocked door. Light bulbs, pow ered 

by a generator, glowed. There was no electricity  anym ore, no 

function ing  freezer. N one o f  the stainless steel appliances were 

w orking. The once gleam ing kitchen was full o f  spider webs. The 

w hite and  black ceram ic tile floor and  counters were dusted  with 

red  sand.

“A grow-op.” Ian poin ted  to the back o f the build ing, where 

there  was a pond, dug into the earth  and  su rrounded  by natural 

island stone. The cookhouse had been a kitchen and  the  pond  a 

place to  keep lobsters happy and  healthy before they  were killed 

and  eaten. The last tim e he and  Ну had  seen it, there  had  been a 

dead  m an, half-in  and  half-out o f the  pond, a lobster exploring 

his eyes and  m ou th  for food.

N ow  there  were th irty  m arijuana plants growing there. W ith a 

generator providing light and  heat.

A hydroponic grow-op.

“Jared,” said Ну. Jared M acPherson, the local thug who ow ned 

the  cookhouse.

“But he’s in jail,” said Ian.

“I bet th is is his hand  reaching out beyond the  cell.”

At an o th er tim e, Jam ieson w ould  have been th rilled  w ith  the 

discovery o f  a grow -op. Now, it just com plicated things. C ould 

she bring the bodies into ano ther crim e scene?

No. Anyway, the freezer wasn’t working.

“O u t o f here.” She ushered Ну and  Ian th rough  the do o r and 

in to  the  wind.



Chapter Fifteen

“I can do  it. I’ve done it plenty o f tim es. Me and  Dooley, we 

challenge each o ther w hen the  road  floods over...” N athan 

stopped. He shouldn’t be telling these th ings to a M ountie.

Jam ieson felt herself weakening. The vehicle was righ t here, 

close to  the bodies. Two cots inside. Besides, she’d crossed the 

causeway, hadn’t she? That was before the  peak  o f the storm , but 

it seem ed to be easing off now. How hard  could it be? Perhaps she 

should  wait un til she was able to com m unicate  w ith headquarters. 

But she was im patien t w ith waiting, w ith obstacles. She w anted 

to  m ove forw ard. She could send M urdo along to  pick up  her 

uniform . It w ould be like slipping into her skin again. Jamieson 

wasn’t a vain w om an, bu t her un iform  was a sym bol to  others, 

and  herself, o f  her authority. She’d feel in  charge, be in charge 

again. She exam ined N athan. He seem ed com petent. He said he’d 

done it dozens o f tim es, so why not?

N athan  had  been lying. He’d done it in his all-w heel-drive 

truck , but never in his “am bulance,” the jerry-rigged  cam per van 

alm ost as old as he was. And, while he and  his friend  D ooley did 

challenge each o ther w ith causeway crossings w hen it was flooded 

over, they ’d  never done it w hen it was th is bad.

That’s why it excited him . His eyes were bright, his g rin  wide, 

as he took  off dow n the  Island Way, the two bodies loaded  into 

the back, and  M urdo in the passenger seat, a rm ed  w ith a key to 

Jamieson’s apartm en t and in structions to bring  back her uniform . 

It was a m averick way to  tran sp o rt two m urder victim s to  the
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m orgue, but Jamieson couldn’t see any o ther way. If forensics 

couldn’t com e to  her, then  she’d  go to forensics.

The w orst o f  the  sto rm  had  passed, but the  w inds were still 

gusting to  gale force and long experience to ld  islanders that the 

su rf  w ould be wild for ano ther day o r two. N athan  tu rned  on the 

rad io  to  d istract a visibly terrified  M urdo, cringing in the  seat 

beside him.

“RCM P advise against crossing the Campbell causeway. Police 

warn that it could flo o d  over at the low po in t where the storm  

surge took it out two years ago. The entire Shores area is vulnerable 

in this storm . We could see another storm  surge, w ith the ocean 

breeching the breakwater and  flooding  the roadbed.”

N athan punched  off the radio. “Bloody m ainlanders,” he 

m um bled. The villagers often referred  to the  rest o f the  island as 

the  m ain land , especially since the  unreliability  o f  the causeway 

had  cut them  off and  m ade them  an island, too.

“If we get past that,” he poin ted  at the  wave o f w ater engulfing 

the  road  ahead, “then  it’s clear sailing.”

“Sailing?” If M urdo’s fingernails weren’t already b itten  to  the 

quick -  w orking w ith Jamieson w asn’t easy -  then  he’d have been 

biting them . Instead, he was gnaw ing the skin a round  each nail 

bed.

N athan , m eantim e, was counting  waves. It was p a rt o f his 

technique, learned from  the  m ovie The Shawshank Redemption.

A group o f prisoners had  coun ted  the seventh wave as the  one 

tha t w ould sweep them  to freedom . N athan  was counting  for a 

small wave, one that w ouldn’t sweep them  anywhere, bu t could be 

driven through.

The m om ent came. N athan gunned  the  m otor. M urdo shut his 

eyes tight. The cam per slashed across the w ater-soaked road, 

sending  spray up high on bo th  sides, sw erving from  one side of 

the road  to the other.

“G ood th ing  no one’s com ing the  o ther way.” N athan grinned.
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His eyes were bright w ith pleasure, his cheeks flushed. His hands 

gripped  the steering wheel. His gaze was confident, straight 

ahead.

“W hoaaa,” he shouted  and  started  to  laugh as the tru ck  nearly 

w ent off the road. M urdo was crouched  dow n as low as he could 

go. The only th ing  he could see clearly was the  dashboard . He 

d idn’t w ant to see anything more.

“That’s it.” N athan yelled in jub ilation . “H ang on.” A wave 

sm acked the side o f the  vehicle and  w ashed over the hood. A nd 

another. A nd another.

N athan was hoo ting  w ith glee.

M urdo crouched dow n in terror.

It was the longest k ilom etre o f his life.

W hen Jamieson re tu rned  to  the Hall, she found Billy m unching  

on  the  tray  o f  sandw iches M adeline had  brought. M adeline had 

lost her courage, and  had  shoved the  tray  at h im  w hen he cam e 

in, then  disappeared out the  door.

Jamieson dispatched Billy in the cru iser to  secure the  cookhouse 

and  stand  guard  over the grow -op, un til she decided  w hat to  do 

about it. Wet, w orn out, and  very nearly fed up, Billy dutifully  did 

as told.

He was going from  one crum m y job to  another. He was the 

dogsbody, and  still in disgrace -  he could  tell from  the  way 

Jamieson looked at him . He hoped  he w ould be able to  resurrect 

his reputation.

He would, bu t it wasn’t going to  be guard ing  m arijuana plants. 

That w ould prove too m uch o f a tem ptation.

W ith  a reluctance tha t show ed in  the  stiff set o f h e r shoulders, 

Jam ieson had  agreed to take a show er at H y’s house and  borrow  

ano ther change o f  clothes.

She allowed herself to feel grateful, as the  ho t w ater pelted  dow n
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on her chilled body. She took a m uch longer show er than  her 

usual short, disciplined one -  luxuriating in the heat o f the  water, 

soaping until she was thoroughly  clean, stepping out and  w rap

p ing herself in  the generous bath  towel Ну had provided, w ring

ing out her hair in the  sink and  w rapping it in a sm aller towel.

She slipped in to  a fresh pair o f jeans and  a wool turtleneck. 

Jam ieson never w ore jeans. She had  no th ing  against them . She 

considered them  practical and  attractive, bu t had never owned 

a pair. She though t they  looked peculiar on her. They did. Too 

rough for her sm ooth , crisp features -  and  no t professional.

Ну had  soup and  ho t tea waiting in  the m ain room , w hich was 

stuffed w ith antiques, books spilling ou t o f bookshelves, and  a 

long harvest table that doubled  as Ну s office. H er editorial work 

supplem ented  her nest egg from  the  royalties earned  on her late 

m o th er’s classic book about the  back-to -the-land  m ovem ent, A  

Life on the Land. It had  been w ritten  w ith ink and  paper that Ну s 

m o th er had  m ade herself, and  illustrated  w ith charcoal from  the 

em bers o f  the woodstove. Recently, renew ed interest had sparked 

a coffee-table version o f the classic. It had  been a dying m o th ers  

legacy to  her daughter.

Jam ieson rem em bered  the story. It had  com e ou t w hen Ну 

had  received a m edal o f bravery for saving the  life o f tha t lobster 

vigilante last year.

Jam ieson had  adm ired  H y’s pluck. She relaxed. This w om an 

was obviously no t a suspect, and  m ight be helpful in finding out 

w ho was. She knew  everyone in  the village, and  being from  away, 

w ouldn’t be as guarded  as o ther villagers w ould be. N ot as likely 

to  be defensive. Yes, she could use her.

She sat dow n and  surrendered  to  the sooth ing  tea, flowing 

w arm th  th rough  her.

“Tell m e everything you know  about Lord.”

Ну told Jam ieson w hat she and  Ian had  googled earlier in  the 

day.
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“Interesting.” Jam ieson took  notes. “But I can check ou t those 

sites myself. I’d  like you to tell m e about his h istory  here.”

Suki, though t Ну. Should I  tell her?
Suki was no t h isto ry  here. N ot yet, m uch as Ну w ould like her 

to  be. She was present, not past. A nd w hat d id  Ну know  about her 

anyway? Jam ieson w ould find out soon enough about Suki.

Let Ian tell her. Or Suki herself.

“I th in k  I’ve told you about as m uch as I know. O w ned that land 

for years I guess. It was Abel M ack’s land. Sold at the  sam e tim e 

as the  land Bullock’s dom e is on. I forget the  story  about that.

Abel m ade a bucket they say. G us could tell you m ore about it.”

“O r Abel?”

“If you can find him.”

Jamieson’s look sharpened. Another missing person?

Ну smiled.

“Abel’s ju st one o f those people who’s always off som ew here 

else.”

Jam ieson nodded.

“Back to Lord.”

“The land  just sat there  for years, the  dune along the  front 

slowly eroding. Ben M ack says it m ust have lost ten  feet in as 

m any years.”

“Ben M ack?”

“Fisherm an. Farmer. Abel’s younger brother. He’s the guy who 

led the protest w hen the governm ent p lanned  to  evacuate The 

Shores after the storm  surge.”

Jamieson had  seen the news coverage. The governm ent had  said 

it couldn’t justify  a bridge for such a small population , that fixing 

the causeway w ould be only a bandage solution. M oving a few 

hundred  people m ade a lot m ore sense.

N ot to Ben M ack, w ho’d spearheaded a massive pro test backed 

by every resident o f The Shores and  beyond. The province had
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caved in. It had  established ferry service as “a tem porary  measure,” 

and agreed to fix the causeway.

As it tu rn ed  out, everything about the route to The Shores had 

rem ained  tem porary.

“W ould Ben know  about this land  deal?”

“M aybe. M aybe not. I th in k  Gus w ould be your m ost reliable 

source.”

Jam ieson nodded.

“G o on. W hat else about Lord?”

“Well, after all those years, he finally cam e here last sum m er 

and began to  build. Cam e back th is sum m er and finished the job. 

S tarted  sticking up signs p reventing  people from  going dow n to 

the shore, just like I said before.”

“So he could have had lots o f enemies.”

Ну sat dow n beside Jam ieson. “Sure.” She leaned forw ard. “But 

no one here w hod kill him.”

“N o one?”

“N ot Jim M acAdam.”

“W hy no t?”

“Well, h e ...h e ...h e ’s J im ...a n d ...”

“Also a hunter.”

“Yes, b u t...”

“G uns in his shed.”

“Lord w asn’t killed with a gun. A nd Jim’s dead, too.”

“D oesn’t m ean he d idn’t do  it. A nd there were axes in the shed.” 

Like a terrier, though t Ну, Jam ieson was sticking to  her convic

tion  th a t Jim M acA dam  had  killed Lord, even though  now  it 

d idn ’t m ake sense.

“But tha t w ould m ean -  ”

“Yes. That we’re looking for two killers.”

That d idn ’t m ake sense either. O ne killer in  this tiny village was 

hard  to  believe. But two? Н у shook her head.

“No. They died  the sam e way. Same wound.”
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“You said the w ounds looked different.”

“But I d idn’t m ean -  ”

“Well, we’ll let forensics figure tha t out for us. W hat m ore can 

you tell m e -  about possible suspects?”

“I th in k  we should go see Gus.”

Ну d idn’t like being  the lone focus o f Jam ieson’s questioning. 

She d idn’t w ant the com m unal village finger po in ting  at her for 

blam ing anyone. Besides, Gus knew  everyone. M aybe she could 

help Jam ieson out, and  set her straight about Jim M acAdam.

Ian was grateful to  find Suki asleep w hen he got hom e. She lay 

carelessly on  the bed, the sheet covering only part o f  her, her long 

legs and  one breast exposed. He tip toed  th rough  the  bedroom , 

careful not to  wake her. Not up to  ano ther encounter.

N ot yet. N ot ever?
H ad he had  his fill so quickly? Was she no t the love o f his life, or 

was she just the girl w ho got away? He hoped  she w ouldn’t wake 

up. He w anted to shower, th en  get on  the  com puter and  find out 

m ore about Lord and  Bullock.

“Abel never should have sold it. Soon we’ll have them  cottages 

all along the  shore. The view w on’t be the view anym ore. A nd 

look w hat I have to  look at,” Gus gestured with her thum b tow ard 

the  shore.

“That dom e. It was h im  bought the  land, the  two chunks.” It 

sounded like “jonks” w hen she said it.

“Bullock?” Jam ieson looked up from  her no tebook  w ith interest.

“The m uscle m an. From  the Boston States. Paid a good price ’n’ 

all. Abel’s canny and  he knew  the  value o f it. N ot the value today, 

m ind. W ho w ould ever have though t lots w ould go so high? But it 

was a good price then.”

“Then?”

“That was fifteen years ago, no t a day less.”
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“A nd w hat d id  he pay?”

“I couldn’t say. You’d  have to  ask Abel that, and  I’m  no t sure he 

could say either. There was so m uch talk  about the  price, and  Abel 

was keeping his m ou th  shut abou t it, w hich just m ade people 

th in k  he’d  m ade a ton o f  money. They kep’ throw in’ num bers at 

him . I th in k  he forgot w hat he ended  up gettin’ for it.”

“There m ust be papers.”

“H appen there  are.” G us flushed. She was the one who kept the 

accounts. She d idn ’t like doing it. “The accounts” was a dim e- 

store coiled exercise book, w ith spotty  en tries in pencil, m ixed 

w ith recipes. Their legal docum en ts were safely tucked away 

som ew here, possibly in  a box u n d er the stairs.

“A nyroad, it was a lot o f money, we though t back then. A nd he 

paid  cash. W here d id  a fella m ake tha t k ind o f m oney out o f m us

sels? ’C ause th a t’s w hat we though t it was. The k ind you eat -  if 

you don’t know  any better. Turns out it was tha t m uscle training. 

C ourse we all know  that now. That’s w here his m oney com e from.” 

“Two chunks, you said he bought two chunks o f  land. His own 

and  Lord’s ”

Gus nodded  her head several tim es.

“Yes. He w anted the  bit in  betw een, bu t that was M acAdam ’s. 

M acA dam  said he w ent after h im  every year for it. I don’t know  

why. The fella hadn’t bu ilt on  his own land, and  d idn’t un til this 

year.”

“W hen d id  Lord get hold  o f his piece?”

“The m uscle fella give it h im . Just give it h im . No money. Abel 

never could understand  tha t ”

“W hen was that?”

“M ebbe w hen Mr. Bullock bought it, I don’t know. You’d have to 
ask Abel that.”

“A nd w here is he?”

“I th in k  he’s gone over the  road.”

H er tone  ind icated  tha t Jam ieson w ould know  w here “over the
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road” was. She d idn’t, but Gus just added, “He should be around 

shortly.”

Н у snorted . If Jam ieson expected Abel to  be a round  shortly, 

she’d  be w aiting a long tim e.

Billy was bored. He hated being stuck here, nursem aid  to a 

h u n d red  thousand  dollars w orth  o f  m arijuana plants. Billy had 

done the  calculation, estim ating three thousand  dollars per p lant 

once they grew  to m aturity.

Billy sm oked pot, bu t he hadn’t since getting  th is position . He 

was tem pted  now. They’d never m iss a few leaves. He could d ry  it 

at hom e in the oven.

He was sitting on one o f the blocks o f  sandstone edging the 

artificial pond. He reached ou t a hand  to pluck off a stem , but 

pulled back. W hat if he were found out? To take his m ind  off it, 

he decided to  get som e fresh air.

He opened  the  door, and  w hat he saw m ade him  step out and 

leave it banging open and  shut beh ind  him.

Gus had  been w orking on a book  about the village, contain ing  

the nam es and  b irth  dates o f every one o f  the villagers, w hatever 

she knew  about their ancestors, w ho they  were related to  and  what 

they’d  done in and  for this com m unity  over a span  o f nearly  two 

h u nd red  years. She had  collected historical highlights -  the  first 

car at The Shores, a set o f trip lets b o rn  back in the  nineteen-fifties, 

a bean  grow ing out o f a w ound in a farm  w orker’s forehead 

following a fall in a field during  spring planting.

The “book” was a clutch o f m ism atched papers, w ith p h o to 

graphs spilling out o f it, p ictures o f  sleighs and  horses and  b u ild 

ings that no  longer existed, except in  the m inds o f the villagers. 

Tourists asking for d irections w ould look puzzled w hen told, 

“Take a tu rn  right there  where the  school is.” The helpful villager 

w ould poin t to  an em pty lot.
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Ну had  been  try ing  to  get Gus to  organize the book. She dove 

dow n to retrieve som e papers tha t had  floated to the floor when 

Gus opened  the  m anuscrip t and  flipped th rough  it, rearranging  

papers as she went. Ну sighed. In the  w rong order again. Yet Gus 

always seem ed to  be able to  find w hat she was looking for.

Gus w anted to  publish it on  the  com m unity ’s bicentennial. That 

was ju st two years away, and  Ну despaired that Gus w ould ever 

organize it in tim e. She’d  tried  to  get her to  keep the papers in 

order, by explaining, “It’s like pieces o f a quilt. The pages all fit in 

a certain  pattern.’’ Ну though t it was a brilliant explanation, but it 

d idn’t work. Gus was tidy  about her sewing, but not about writing.

She was using the m anuscrip t now  to  jog her m em ory  for Jamie

son, a lthough she was unconvinced  about Jam ieson’s authority, 

given her appearance. Gus eyed her over the  top o f her glasses. 

Was that the sw eater she’d kn itted  for Ну a few years back? Well, 

the  sw eater at least was respectable, but it d idn’t m ake th is w om an 

look like a police officer.

“Elm ore G audet.” Gus p ronounced  it ‘Goody.’ “You’ll no t be 

w anting him.”

Jam ieson looked up from  her notebook.

“He’s o lder th an  me. N inety-tw o next m onth.”

It was a slow process, Gus rem iniscing th rough  the  village 

nam es and  bloodlines.

“Now N orah Blacquiere. She’d be the  niece o f  A lbert. Poor 

A lbert. The w om an he loved took  off to  the Boston States for 

w ork and  never cam e back. He grieved for her for forty  years. 

Then she m arried  late in life. O ne day Abel found him  hanging by 

the neck in his barn.”

“Well then , he won’t be a suspect,” said Ну.

“’Spect not,” said Gus, w ith a smile. “There’s those two p oo r old 

souls A nna Black and  W ayne MacAleer. B rother and  sister -  only 

d id n ’t know  it un til their w eddin’ day. Both been given up for 

adoption  different tim es, never m et un til they  was older, fell in
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love, and  then  som eone finds out they ’re b ro ther and  sister on 

th e ir w eddin day. C ouldn’t m arry, but they  live together. O nly 

know s w hat they  get up  to.”

“N ot m uch anymore,” said Ну.

Gus nodded. “Yes, they  upw ards o f  eighty.”

Gus was a good storyteller, bu t she was w earing Jam ieson down. 

“Let’s start by elim inating everyone over seventy,” she said.

After that, it w ent m ore quickly. H alf the villagers were over 

seventy. O nly  a sm all num ber were o f  p rim e axe-w ielding age. 

Young people d idn’t stay in the  village anym ore. All the  potential 

axe m urderers got ou t as soon as they could, and  w ent to  the  big 

city.



Chapter Sixteen

Alyssa d id n ’t walk; she floated, so that it seem ed as if  there 

were no stairs, only a sm ooth  ram p that she glided dow n, like a 

m odel on  the runway, descending  w ith no  ja rrin g  m ovem ents 

as each tiny foot slipped onto  each step. H er dress was a loose, 

shapeless swath o f soft-coloured fabrics tha t sw irled a round  her 

insubstantial body, flowed w ith her easy m ovem ent, occasionally 

billowing up and  then  collapsing as small drafts o f air caught up 

in the flimsy fabric.

That’s w hat m ade Billy th in k  he’d  seen a piece o f clothing emerge 

from  the front door o f the  house, then  go back in.

Then com e out again. Then in, and  out, once m ore.

Three tim es.

After the th ird  tim e, he saw the c lo th ing  head  up the lane 

tow ard the village centre, the  loose fabric wet and  snapping in  the 

w ind, w rapping a round  a small female body, and  sticking to  her. 

G liding -  she m oved w ithout effort against the  w ind, her m ove

m ents not forced, her feet hardly  seem ing to  touch the g round  as 

she propelled  th rough  the storm .

His brow  furrow ed. W hat was she doing ou t in th is weather? 

W hy had  she com e in and  out o f the house so m any tim es? He 

shook his head. M ust have been deciding w hether to  go out at all. 

It was tim e for h im  to go back in. Wet and  cold, and  m iserable at 

being left to  guard  the cookhouse, he was tem pted  again by the 

though t o f all those plants. No one w ould m iss a leaf o r two.

That’s w hen he saw it.
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“Ну M cA llister... Ian S im m ons... M oira T oom bs..

Jamieson was reading her list o f potential suspects after elim i

nating villagers w ho were too old or too  young.

“... M adeline Toom bs.. ”

“Strike her,” said Ну. She’s too  tiny.”

“How tiny?”

“N ot five feet. Not a hundred  pounds.”

“W ouldn’t h u rt a fly,” G us added. “I’d  swear to tha t on my 

m o ther’s grave.” It, too, w ould be a m ess w ith the  rain and  w ind, 

though t Gus. She’d go tidy after the storm .

“She won’t even kill a m osquito  feasting on her arm .”

Jam ieson pu t a question m ark  beside M adeline’s nam e, and 

continued  with her list.

“April and Ron D ew ey...B en and  A nnabelle M ack ...”

“W hat about them  tourists?”

“W ho?”

“Them  three. That Big Ed and his fella, L ee ...L ee...som e foreign 

nam e, and  her, her, dow n the  house.”

“W hich house?”

“That one,” said Gus, jerk ing  her head  in the  d irection  o f Ben 

and  A nnabelle’s. “It w ouldn’t surprise m e if she d id  it.”

“A nd her m otive w ould be?” Jam ieson was m aking notes.

“She’s his wife.”

“His wife? W hat do  you m ean?” Ну had  a cookie halfway to her 

m outh .

“His real one, w hat I m ean.”

“Suki’s his wife.”

Jamieson looked sharply at Ну. Suki?

“The one afore her.”

“Before Suki?” Ну w ondered how  Gus knew  and  why she hadn’t 

said anything before. “Suki’s his wife now.”

“Well, not anym ore, him  being dead ’n’ all.”

Gus nodded  and settled back com fortably in her chair.
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Jam ieson stopped  w riting. Wife? Wives? W hy hadn’t she been 

told?

“That’s as m ay be. I say she’s his wife, still ’n’ all.”

The “still ’n’ all” m eant G us w ould listen, perhaps, to  w hat you 

said next, bu t it w ouldn’t change her m ind . In G us’s m ind , the 

first wife was the wife. She nodded  her head and  pursed  her lips. 

Case closed.

“You m ean tha t w eird w om an was m arried  to  Lord before 

Suki?” Ну tried  to  pu t it as diplom atically  as she could, know ing 

G us’s m ind  on these poin ts o f social rights and  wrongs.

“Well and  she was.”

“W hy d idn’t you say?”

G us looked smug. A tiny sm ile began at the corners o f  her 

m ou th  and  that gleam  cam e to her eyes, the  one she always had 

w hen she revealed a piece o f  news she’d been guarding until the 

righ t m om ent.

“No one asked.”

“I’m asking now,” said Jamieson. “You had  bo th  better tell me 

w hat’s going on.”

Alyssa had  no t been debating w hether to stay in o r go out when 

Billy saw her. She could not go in and out doors like o ther people. 

She had  to  pass th rough . R eturn. Pass th rough  again. A nd then 

one m ore time.

She’d  given up try ing  to  h ide o r suppress it. D oing so m ade her 

head h u rt and her stom ach ache.

In the days w hen she was still try ing  to hide this doorw ay dance 

from  others, if som eth ing  so quirky could be h idden , she would 

p retend  she had  forgotten som eth ing  inside and  re tu rn  to get it. 

Then “forget” som eth ing  else and  start all over again. She’d been 

doing th is since the  age o f  th ree, and  no  one was fooled. Her 

father had  tried  to  stop it. So had  her teachers. H er classmates at 

school had  m ade fun o f her. N one o f it stopped  her. H er obsession
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was stronger than  th e ir attem pts to  m ock her o r discipline her. It 

was stronger than  the d iscom fort and  anger they  caused her.

Eventually, she gave up all pretence and  did  just as she was 

com pelled to.

Three tim es th rough  the door. Every tim e. Everywhere.

Therapy could no t free her from  it. She couldn’t cu rb  it even 

though she knew  w hy she did  it.

A nun  had  pulled her aside on  a hospital visit to  her schizo

phren ic  m other and  filled her w ith fear o f losing her virginity.

At th ree  years old. Alyssa ran  off as fast as her baby legs w ould 

move, the w ord chaste ringing th rough  her brain  as her child-size 

footfalls echoed th rough  the  em pty hall -  thundering  off the  walls 

as if  she were twice, no, m any tim es her size. The sound  m ade her 

dizzy, and  she clasped her hands to h e r ears, but still the w ord was 

there. She’d heard  it as chased. She w ould be chased. By what?

The adults. There they were now  -  following h e r dow n the  hall. 

C hasing her. A large w ood door, ornately carved w ith a cross and 

black iron hinges and  hand le  loom ed ahead  o f her. So great was 

her fear o f  being chased tha t she m anaged, sm all as she was, to 

haul one big door open  just w ide enough to slip th rough  it.

But not quite all o f  her. O ne hand  was left in the  door w hen it 

came crashing closed.

H er piercing cry rang th rough  the building, up the  arched ceil

ing and  out in to  the  day, frigh ten ing  som e crows abou t to  alight 

on the chapel spires. They’d flapped off, picking up her sound with 

their screeches.

The thundering  footfalls jo ined  in  the  chorus, Alyssa fell u n co n 

scious and  woke m uch later, bandaged and  in hospital.

The first face she saw was that o f the  sam e nun  -  and  they could 

not stop her screeching then , un til the  w om an left the room .

The hand  healed w ith the help o f  m any surgeries. Because she 

was so tiny  w hen it happened , there  was only a sm all scar left 

that could hardly  be seen. But Alyssa still saw the w ound  in  its
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raw, angry  days. Ugly. D eform ed. That’s how it rem ained  in her 

m ind. It was the  first o f her debilitating m ental w ounds. After the 

accident, she began her th resho ld  habit.

Once. Twice th rough  the door. A nd once again.

That’s how  it w orked in Alyssa’s world.

“H ere’s how  it works,” Ian gestured tow ard the  screen.

He had  seen Ну and  Jam ieson leaving G us’s house, and  in ter

cepted them  at the Hall, saying he had  som eth ing  to  show  them . 

They were now  looking at H y’s laptop screen.

“M ind  Over Muscle. Ridiculous,” Jam ieson sniffed. “How could 

anyone buy that?”

“Plenty o f people bought it, w hether they believed it or not. It 

was sold m ainly  th rough  those late-night TV  infom ercials.”

Н у knew  them  well. She could  even quote som e o f  the  sales 

pitches w ord for word. She was no t a good sleeper, and  som etim es 

resorted  to  TV  to pass the  sleepless hours. O nce, she’d ordered a 

vacuum  cleaner she though t w ould save her life, m ake it better 

in every way, as prom ised. It hadn’t. The fancy and  expensive 

vacuum  operated  ju st the sam e as her old one d id  -  only if she 

took  it ou t and  used it. That d idn’t happen any m ore than  before. 

W hen she did  try  it, it w asn’t tha t good in spite o f  the claims.

“People are vulnerable at night,” said Ian. “They’re insom niacs, 

o r on  drugs, d rink ing , o r feeling lonely.”

“O r all o f the above,” said Ну. “Those m arketers know  what 

they ’re doing.”

Ian clicked back to  the hom e page o f  “M ind O ver Muscle.”

“But m ost o f the  claim s aren’t that outrageous. They usually 

m ake som e k ind  o f sense, provide som e k ind o f evidence that the 

p roduct works.”

“It never does, though,” said Ну.

Both Ian and  Jam ieson gave her sudden, quick looks. She 

coloured.



140 H ilary  M acLeod

“I m ean, I assum e they  don’t -  or w hy are they  so desperate to 

sell?”

Ian shrugged.

“I don’t know.”

“D oes his system  w ork?” Ну asked.

“How could it?” Jamieson again.

“Well it w orked for him.”

It had.

Ed Bullock. High school football hero, cut dow n in V ietnam .

“A m achete to  the  head, practically split his brain  in two.” Ian 

shook his own head  at the thought. “D octors gave up on him  

alm ost im m ediately, bu t not Leone O ’Reyley. Fifteen-year-old kid. 

B rought h im  to life again. It took  years. Endless physiotherapy.

He began to talk  again. To walk.”

“A nd then  he launched  his physical fitness em pire, based on  the 

concept tha t had  b rought h im  back from  the dead?” Jamieson 

looked skeptical.

“That was the  big selling point. He m ade a fortune. D on’t tell me 

you hadn’t heard  o f it?”

Jam ieson shook her head. So did  Ian. She really d id  live in 

ano ther world.

“M ind O ver Muscle,” Ну m um bled. “ M .O.M . M om. Is that 

weird? D o you th in k  it m eans anything?”

It did. It was the  source o f Ed’s problem s w ith Alyssa. O r so he 

thought. The obstacle he couldn’t overcom e.

He closed his eyes as Leone m assaged his ru ined  legs, closed 

his eyes on the sight tha t never left them , n o t even on tha t jungle 

floor in V ietnam . The sight o f his father p inn ing  his m o th er to 

the  bed  and  raping her. Behind his closed eyes was tha t five-year- 

old boy, w atching his tru st shatter, his safe, secure place in  shards. 

He’d gone tearing  from  the  room , his father in pursuit. P inned  to 

the wall. Sworn to  silence.
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He’d been silent about it all h is life, bu t it had  sim m ered inside 

h im  always. Even as part o f  his brain  had  spilled out, the  part that 

rem ained  had  re-lived that ch ildhood scene.

So w hen he got everything else to  w ork again w ith Leones help, 

the p a rt tha t m ade h im  a m an w ouldn’t. Ed never acknow ledged 

it. He focused on the  ru in  o f  his legs. W hy couldn’t he m ake them  

w ork as they  used to?

His ghost limbs. The ones Leone was p retend ing  to  massage.

He stopped  w hen Alyssa cam e to the  door.

The w om an they bo th  wanted.

M urdo had  never seen such a clean and  w ell-ordered place. 

They’d  delivered the  bodies to  the  m orgue and  N athan was w ait

ing in  the van while M urdo retrieved Jam ieson’s uniform  from  her 

apartm ent. It was just where she’d said it w ould be, hung up in the 

bedroom  closet. O n  e ither side o f it, clothes freshly laundered  and 

pressed, all neatly spaced, no t everything stuffed in and  crushed  

together as in his ow n closet.

The bed  was crisply m ade, as if it had never been slept in. Ever. 

The bedspread  was pulled  tigh t on  all sides, no t one w rinkle. He 

looked under the bed. N o dust bunnies. In the kitchen, no crum bs 

a round  the toaster. The books in the living room  were all about 

crim e detection. No novels. N o photographs. N o knick-knacks.

He should  have know n. He should  have know n th is is w hat 

Jam ieson’s hom e w ould look like. Not a hom e, m ore like a store 

show room  o r hotel. C lean and  crisp, just like Jam ieson herself. 

N oth ing  personal.



Chapter Seventeen

Billy was in  a tailspin o f  indecision. He’d  been to ld  to  stay to 

guard  the dope. But there, on  the  ground , was m ost likely the 

m urder weapon. A n axe, lying in the  tall grass, visible because 

the grass had  been beaten dow n around  it by the  rain.

It took  h im  a w hile to  pick it up. Finally, he crouched  and 

slipped his hand  under it where the  blade m et the w ooden handle, 

to  avoid in terfering  w ith any fingerprin ts o r DNA. He held  it 

poised in that difficult position, feeling his fingers go num b, his 

arm  m uscles stra in ing  as he stum bled up to  the  Hall, fighting the 

w ind and  the rain, hoping  he was doing the righ t thing.

“Billy Pride! W hy the  hell are you here? W hy aren’t you where 

you should be?” Jam ieson’s tone  struck  fear in him . He held  up 

the  axe in  explanation, m isery etching his face, convinced he’d 

done the w rong thing.

Jam ieson stared.

“The m urder weapon.”

“The m urder w eapon?” Ну asked. “Jim M acAdam ’s?”

Jamieson frow ned. “I don’t know.”

Jamieson took the axe from  Billy.

“Get Gladys Fraser.”

W hen he re tu rned  w ith Gladys, the  axe was laid  out on  one 

o f the  tables. It was the first th ing  she noticed. W hat was an axe 

doing here?

“It was found by the pond. Can you identify  it?”

It was Jim’s, G ladys knew  right away. Any fool could tell that. 

There were his initials carved righ t into the handle. It rem inded
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Gladys o f  the  day Jim had  taken a penknife and  carved their 

initials in a heart in the  old willow tree  by the hall. She hadn’t 

know n he was teasing her, a kid he knew  had  a crush on him . The 

willow tree hadn’t lasted, as willows never do, and ne ither had 

the  h in t o f rom ance. Except in Gladys’s m ind . She w ent away to 

teachers’ college in C harlo ttetow n, and Elvira M clnnis m oved in 

on Jim. She’d gotten herself p regnant and  landed him . Gladys had 

never had  a chance. She’d  sm oldered over it for years, even after 

she m arried  Wally.

“She d id  well for herself,” G us had  said, w ho m easured such 

th ings on  acreage. W ally Fraser had  a h u n d red  acres m ore than  

Jim M acA dam , although Jim did  have prim e w aterfront. It w ould 
do h im  no  good now.

Gladys kept staring  at the axe. Should she say it wasn’t his? She 

knew  they  though t he’d  done it, bu t she knew  he couldn’t have.

“Yes, it’s his,” Gladys said finally, a small tear escaping the  corner 

o f  her right eye.

A tear.

Ну couldn’t believe it. Tough-as-boots Gladys, crying? Not a 

flood o f tears. But that one single tear from  Gladys was eloquent. 

She had  loved Jim M acA dam , though t Ну. C rusty  as she was, she 

was capable o f  an endu ring  love.

Gladys resum ed her bulldog stance, g rim  determ ination  etched 

across her face and  in the  th ru s t o f  her chin.

“It’s his. It m ay be the  m u rd er w eapon, bu t m y Jim d id  no t kill 

anyone. As soon as he shows up, he’ll explain everything, you’ll 

see.”

H y’s m ou th  d ropped  open  in shocked surprise. “She doesn’t 

know ?”

Gladys tu rn ed  and  shot her a sharp  look, a p inpo in t o f fear in it.

“Jim is dead,” said Jam ieson, glaring at Ну. She hadn’t been 

prepared  to  tell people yet. “He’s been killed, too.”

“By w ho?” The p inpo in t o f fear tu rned  to  horror.
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“That’s w hat w ere  try ing  to  find out. That -  and  w hether he 

killed Lord.”

Gladys’s eyes hardened.

“You don’t th in k  tha t anym ore?”

“He’s still a suspect.”

Gladys was too stunned  to  say anything. H er shoulders drooped. 

H er fighting stance dissolved. She shuffled out o f the  Hall, like the 

old w om an she was, to nurse her private grief.

“Jim can’t be a suspect now,” said Ну. She’d said it before bu t it 

had  obviously had  no  im pact.

“As I said, he’s still a suspect in  Lord’s m urder. I’m  no t ru ling 

anyone out.”

Jam ieson w ondered w hy she was having th is conversation with 

Ну. She thought, w ith sudden  irrita tion , that Ну had  been a round  

too m uch, seen and heard  too m uch. Said too m uch, as well. She’d 

just given away that M acA dam  was dead. It w ould be all over the 

village by now.

“You should go hom e too.”

“I’m sure I can help ...” She had  helped, though t Ну. She’d helped 

a lot.

“Just stay out o f police business.”
That stung. Well, let Jam ieson see if  she could  solve it on her 

own. It w ouldn’t stop Ну from  try ing  to  find out w hat she could. 

A bout Suki. Leone. Ed Bullock. Alyssa Lord. Ну was convinced 

that one o f them  had  killed Lord and  M acA dam  -  and  tha t no 

villager had  anything to  do  w ith it. She w ould prove she was 

right. She stalked out o f the  Hall.

N athan brought M urdo safely back across the flooded causeway. 

The rain had  stopped and  started  on their journey, com ing dow n 

so hard  at tim es tha t it h it the g round  and  jum ped  back  up. The 

w ind carried  the  rain w ith it, b lasting up from  the  coast, pum m el- 

ing everything in its way. N athan sped across the causeway, faster
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than  before, anxious to get hom e to Lili. M urdo cow ered, his 

body low, N athan g rinn ing  and  laughing at him , M urdo wishing 

N athan w ould no t take his eyes off the road.

W hen M urdo got to  the Hall, Jamieson sent h im  to fetch Billy 

and  the m arijuana plants from  the shore. In they  cam e -  all th irty  

o f  them  -  filling the  Hall w ith the  scent o f  cannabis. After they 

pu t the  p lants on the  table in  the  Institu te room , M urdo drove 

Billy hom e. He bashed into the com puter m on ito r that still lay 

on the road  w here it had fallen off the cru iser earlier in the day. 

Billy got ou t o f the  car, and  patted  his pocket to m ake sure his 

sm all stash o f stolen po t was there. He felt som eth ing  else. The 

breath  m int box, contain ing  evidence from  the crim e scene. He 

was going to  pull it out and  give it to  M urdo, but M urdo was 

already driv ing slowly dow n the  road, unable to  see anything 

clearly in  the to rren t o f rain. Billy could have caught up w ith him , 

but he w anted to  get out o f his wet clo thing and  have a jo in t. He 

shrugged. Later.

Jam ieson had  pu t on her un iform , even though it was alm ost 

tim e for bed. Grey sh irt and  dark-blue tie and trousers, pleat on 

the pants pressed knife sharp. H ighly polished ankle boots. N o th 

ing dared  stick to  them . She felt a renew ed sense o f com m and. 

She blam ed her unprofessional behaviour, her hesitancy, and lack 

o f resolve on no t being in  uniform . She felt best, m ost assured, 

happiest in  uniform . If she d idn’t look professional, she d idn’t feel 

professional. Now she was sure she’d get the case back on track.

Jam ieson and  M urdo had sleeping cots that Ben and  A nnabelle 

had  b rought them . Jam ieson had  set hers up on  the stage, where, 

by pulling the curta ins, she w ould have privacy, and  be close to 

the  seized m arijuana plants. The illicit scent wafted under the 

regal nose o f Q ueen Elizabeth. Prince Philip, hand  on his sword, 
stared  dow n with disapproval.

M urdo had  the rest o f  the Hall.
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“You’re sure you’ll be all right, here?” A nnabelle fussed.

“Because there’s p lenty  o f  room , you know ...” Where? A t G us’s? 

Gladys's? Moiras?
M urdo looked hopeful, but Jam ieson shook her head.

“No. We’ll be fine here.”

A nnabelle shrugged and  left. It w asn’t the  k ind o f hospitality  she 

was used to. You took  people in to  your own hom e. But her hom e 

wasn’t her own anym ore. That strange w om an was there. Lord’s 

first wife, Ну had  to ld  her. A nd now here was his second, m ixed 

up w ith Ian.

Like Ну, Jam ieson was convinced tha t one o r m ore o f the four 

strangers in  the village was beh ind  the  m urder, but she still hadn’t 

ru led  out M acAdam . She’d  sleep on  it, hoping  the w eather w ould 

im prove the  next day and she could  get dow n to som e hard  

questioning.

Jam ieson undressed, laying each piece o f the  uniform  ou t so 

that it w ouldn’t get w rinkled, and  slipped into bed.

She couldn’t sleep. The sto rm  was how ling along the  coast, the 

w ind rattling  the  w indows, and  a h igh-p itched  w histle circled the 

Hall, som etim es sound ing  like wailing gu itar riffs. It was the  CD 

she’d pu t on  at Lord’s that was to rtu ring  her brain.

Each tim e she began to  drift off, som eth ing  woke her. She 

got up and  padded  across the  m ain  room , no t w anting to  wake 

M urdo, but he was in a deep sleep. He was proving it w ith strong, 

healthy snores, in te rrup ted  by snuffling and  an occasional m oan. 

He was dream ing about April. He was in her kitchen again, 

w arm , well-fed, and  charm ed.

Jam ieson grabbed the  laptop from  the  table and  took  it back up 

to  her bed, hoping  she’d  still be able to  h itchhike on  Ian’s wireless.

She was. She googled Big Ed Bullock again, and  clicked onto  an 

old Time m agazine article. It said he’d  volunteered to go to  V iet

nam . She raised her eyebrows. N ot m any had. That said som ething 

about him . He had  been on a tw o-m an  patro l w hen the V ietcong
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had com e up  beh ind  them , and  even the dog hadn’t heard  as the 

guerrilla  had  slit his p a rtn e rs  th roat. Ed had  barely had  tim e to 

hear his p a rtn e r d rop  to the  ground, w hen the V ietcong had sliced 

his head  open w ith a m achete, and part o f his brain  had  oozed out 

in the jungle swam p, as he lay there, paralyzed and  dying.

Up at the dom e, Big Ed was d ream ing  that he was back in 

V ietnam . O nly  m ind  over m atter had  saved him . Som ew here in a 

b rain  struggling  to function, in his deep subconscious, his m ind  

had  fixed on  his m other, w aiting for h im  back hom e. As his brain  

had  shut dow n, closed in on  itself, there  had been his m o th ers  

face. He’d p rom ised  to  re tu rn  to  her. All in one piece. Just like 

she’d  begged him .

He had  -  one unm oving  piece. A lum p o f a m an, unable to lift 

his head, to  m ove a finger, to  do m uch m ore th an  blink.

He should  have been brain  dead, Jamieson thought, but he had 

been nursed  back to  health  by his com panion , Leone O ’Reyley. It 

was Leone w ho had  given h im  life the second tim e around. Given 

m ore than  that. Success. Fame. Riches. There was som ething 

w eird in such obsessive devotion, she thought.

Leone was awake, too, staring  dow n at Ed as he slept, w onder

ing how  long he could live, fearing that his streng th  o f m ind  was 

w eakening, tha t he m ight, after all, give in to his in jury  all these 

years later. Leone had been Ed’s devoted follower ever since the 

sta r quarterback  o f the h igh school football team  had  rescued 

him  from  a bunch  o f  bullies.

An undersized th irteen-year-o ld , Leone was w atching his hero 

from  the stands w hen som e ten th -g raders grabbed him , yanked 

ofThis trousers, and  pulled on  a pleated cheerleader’s skort and 

halter top. They decorated  h im  w ith pom pom s and  tossed him  up 

in  the  air, calling h im  m onkey boy, chanting  letters tha t spelled
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out his nam e, laughing.

Leone was squealing, m ore like a pig than  a m onkey, w hen Big 

Ed ran  over and  rescued him  -  no t w ith m uscle, but w ith his 

boom ing voice, w hich terrified  Leone’s to rm enters. They d ropped  

him  and  ran  off.

Ed ex tended  a hand, and  Leone grabbed  it, his eyes shining 

w ith tears and  gratitude as Ed helped h im  to his feet. He had  

w orshipped h im  before; now  he adored  h im , and  followed him  

around , puppy-like for the  rest o f  the  semester. Ed never called 

him  that nasty name. He said Leones real nam e in that big b o o m 

ing voice, so deep it was alm ost past hearing, softening into rich 

affection in  Leone’s ears.

Ed had  helped Leone m uscle up, and  w ith the  m uscles came 

confidence, sexual confidence.

Som ething Leone had, now  that Ed d idn’t.

A tear spilled dow n his cheek as he tucked the  blanket a round  

his hero.

Jam ieson looked at a pho tograph  o f Leone in the Time article.

His com plexion was swarthy. But in  spite o f this, and  his nam e, 

Leone had been an all-A m erican boy. His father had  been a 

patrio tic  farm er from  N ebraska. He’d  nam ed his son Leone after 

Sergio Leone, because he’d loved the spaghetti w esterns, even 

though  they were foreign, like his wife.

Leone had  a pow erful m ind  -  a m ind  that b rought Ed back from  

the netherw orld  he had  been in. W hen Ed’s brain  was sliced open, 

he hadn’t been  in  pain . The w eapon had  carved ou t his capacity 

for misery. He had  felt only pure happiness. Floating, he had  been 

floating. He hadn’t felt his body  anym ore. He hadn’t been  able to 

tell w here he ended  and  the rest o f the w orld began. He was part 

o f the whole, the earth  and  the sky.

It hadn’t been easy to  convince h im  to leave that place, to force 

the undam aged part o f  his brain  to  pu t righ t and  left together



M ind O ver M ussels 149

again, to  start blinking, th en  raising his head, m oving a finger, 

then  a toe, then  his m ou th  -  talking. Then he’d  sat up. He’d 

regained m ovem ent o f his arm s and his torso.

The doctors had m arveled as the fifteen-year-old boy brought 

Big Ed back to life. It had  been a long, slow process. Leone had 

asked him  sim ple questions, encouraged him  to m ake small 

achievem ents, applauded every tiny  sign o f progress. And, against 

m edical advice, had  let h im  sleep ten, twelve, fourteen  hours a 

day. He believed the brain  needed sleep to  heal, needed tim e. It 

had taken years to  build  Ed back up from  the lum p he’d  become. 

O nly  Leone knew  he had not been one h u nd red  per cent success

ful. A nd only he knew  som eth ing  had gone terrib ly  w rong lately.

Following Ed’s recovery, the two had com e up w ith M ind over 

M uscle, the body build ing  system  that built strength  by “th in k 

ing” weightless barbells up and  down.

Ridiculous, though t Jam ieson, bo th  the concept and  the idea 

that it could  work. Ed was obviously an exception or a fraud. 

W hat she was m ost interested in was the w ound. The w ound that 

Ed had  suffered had  been to  the back o f  the head.

Like Lance Lord. Like Jim M acAdam .

Was there a m eaning or a m essage in it? D id that connect the 

m urders to  Ed and  Leone? O r was it just a nasty coincidence?

It d idn’t take m uch to  keep Ну awake. She had  good reason 

ton igh t -  the w ind, howling, w hipping around  the  northeast 

co rner o f  the house and  tugging on the clothesline, so it gave off 

its blue jay  shriek. The com post cart was banging up against the 

oil tank, and  there  was a new  rattle in the bath room  window. Ну 

hated the w ind. She lay firm ly in bed, clutching the sheets over 

her head, g ritting  her teeth, flipping from  one side to another.

She threw  off the sheets and  went dow nstairs, cursing the wind 

and the fact tha t Jam ieson had her com puter. She looked out the 

kitchen w indow  up to  Shipw reck Hill, where the lights were on
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at Ians house. Norm ally, she’d  have called h im  o r gone up  to  visit, 

but she couldn’t w ith Suki there. D am n her. Ian and  she could 

have googled together if he weren’t w ith Suki.

He wasn’t. Suki was sound  asleep and  Ian had  slipped ou t of 

bed  and gone dow nstairs, w here he was surfing the  sto ry  o f the 

rom ance betw een Alyssa and  Lance Lord in the CBC archives. 

They’d  m et w hile he was in Cape Breton on  to u r for All A round  

the House w hen she was ju st sixteen. He was tw enty years older. 

U nhappy at hom e, she’d run  away w ith him . It had  been  an Elvis 

and Priscilla Presley type o f  relationship. Alyssa had  lived w ith 

Lance until, at eighteen, she’d been old  enough to  m arry. The 

m arriage had  lasted alm ost two decades, then  com e unraveled a 

year ago. N o one knew  why.



Chapter Eighteen

The com puter screen flashed and  w ent black. Jam ieson h it a 

couple o f  keys. The battery  was dead. She plugged in the  cord. 

Still nothing.

Power out? She looked ou t the window. Lights were on at 

Shipwreck Hill.

She played a round  with the laptop som e m ore, then got up and 

h it a light switch. N othing. Power m ust be out. Then why were 

lights on  up  Shipwreck Hill?

Ian was fully equipped  to  w eather any storm . H ed had  a genera

to r w ired in to  his electrical box, and  he was sm iling sm ugly now 

as he con tinued  to  su rf  the net, un in te rru p ted  by the  gale.

Ну fell asleep on her living room  couch after the pow er went 

out. Jam ieson never d id  go to  sleep. She kept getting  up and 

checking the  lights, and looking at Ians house. He had  slipped 

back into bed  w ith Suki, careful no t to wake her, but his com puter 

screen to rm en ted  Jamieson w hen she looked ou t the window. She 

saw an eerie glow o f  changing colours. The planets and  stars were 

flickering across Ian’s living room  walls. A com et crashing into 

Jupiter, ice floes on M ars, the  m oon w ith Venus rising. His screen 

saver. The only place the m oon  was visible tonight.

D ow n on  the  shore, in the spot w here Lance Lord’s body had 

lain, a dark  figure was searching frantically in the  sand, digging 

like a dog, m oving from  patch to  patch, the m ovem ents becom ing
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m ore frenzied as Leone despaired o f finding w hat he was looking 

for. But his persistence had brought Ed Bullock back from  the 

dead, and he did  no t let up. A n ho u r later, he was rew arded -  

partly. He held up the treasure -  a th in  gold chain, broken. He 

sm iled, kissed it, and  began ano ther frenzied search in the sand. 

H ours later, he m ade his way back to  the  dom e, head dow n, gait 

slow, and  disappointed.

Olive M acLean w ould no t have to  w orry  abou t “paying the 

lights” at the Hall. There were no lights, all n ight and  in to  the 

m orning.
“Power’s out,” echoed dow n the phone lines, w here the  villagers 

autom atically  retreated  w hen the lights w ent. They w anted to 

m ake sure their neighbours had  no pow er either. They w anted to 

com plain about the  pow er com pany and  why it d idn’t ju st pu t ev

ery th ing  underg round , out o f the  w ind tha t blew the poles dow n 

and dragged the lines w ith them . Wally Fraser was always first to 

reach the electric com pany and  find out how  bad the dam age was. 

The inform ation  w ould be relayed and  am plified dow n the phone 

lines, dubbed  a province-w ide disaster, w hether it was o r not. This 

tim e it was. It was com forting to know  that plenty o f  o thers were 

in the sam e spot.
But The Shores was always last to  get pow er back. Such a tiny 

com m unity.

Was there  even anyone still living out there?

It gave Ian sm ug pleasure to  continue as usual w ith generated 

power, w aiting for Ну and  o th er ne ighbours to  com e seeking 

the com fort o f his ingenuity. Today, he d idn ’t wait. W hile Suki 

slept in, he w ent out under a black sky dow n to the Hall. Inside, 

Jam ieson was doing  yet ano ther round  o f the place, tu rn in g  

the light switches on and  off, im patien t at th is new hitch  in the 

investigation.
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Investigation. The w ord stuck in her m ind , g rind ing  an ache 

into the  back o f her head, th reaten ing  to  balloon into a full-blown 

m igraine.

W hat investigation?

She had her un iform , but no pow er against the elem ents.

There were w rinkles in her sm ooth  com plexion w hen Ian burst 

into the  Hall.

“Lets get you ou t o f  here. It’ll be a while before they  get us back 

on. Q uite  a few lines dow n. I’ve got full pow er up the hill.”

The creases unfolded from  her face.

“You do?”

“As good as,” he said, eyeing her pathetic  centre o f operations -  

a couple o f tables pushed  together and  the laptop, battery  dead, its 

external m odem  hanging dow n, attached to  the long phone cord.

D ial-up, though t Ian. D ark ages.

“This is interesting.”

Ian and  Jam ieson were hunched  over the com puter. Ну had 

com e over, driven there  by lack o f  bo th  pow er and  her laptop.

She was also uneasy about having a killer in the village, so uneasy 

that she was w illing to  pu t up w ith Suki. She was lucky. Suki was 

still sleeping upstairs. Ну had  dozed off on the  floor, leaning up 

against the D anish  m odern  chair with the collapsing arm . Her 

eyes flickered open.

“Interesting...squaw k.” Ian’s parro t, Jasm ine, was perched  in her 

preferred  place on his shoulder.

“W hat?” Eyes drooping, Ну p ropped  herself up on one arm .

“W hat?” Jasm ine repeated. “W hat?” Ending on  a high note. She 

was fond o f upw ard inflections.

“Lance Lord, m odelling Stanfield underw ear.”

Ну sat up. “That’s in teresting?”

“U nusual. He has an outtie.”

“So?” Jam ieson frow ned. “That’s not unusual.”
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“U nusual to  find in an underw ear ad.” Ну hauled  herself up off 

the floor. “A dvertisers like innies.”

Ian zoom ed in on the  underw ear. He pressed his face close to 

the screen.

“Ian!” Ну laughed.

“L ook” he said.

Jam ieson did  -  and  saw it.

“O ne undescended  testicle.”

“M aybe it’s one descended testicle,” said Ну. “I th in k  they 

scrunch  them  up.”

“O r bulk  them  up?” said Jamieson, w ith a half-sm ile.

A  joke. From Jamieson.

“O r tape them  up.”
Ian winced. “Okay. Forget the  testicle. That’s no t unusual any

way. This is.” He pulled up an ad for M ind  O ver M uscle. Н у and 

Jam ieson stared at it, n e ither u n ders tand ing  w hat he m eant. He 

cut and  pasted bo th  photographs side by side on the  screen. Lance 

Lord m odelling underw ear. Ed Bullock show ing off his physique.

It was the sam e physique.

“It’s the sam e body.”
Jamieson and  Ну bent closer, eyes squin ting  on the  images. 

Except for the  faces, they  were identical.

“The outtie, the undescended  testicle, even the  curl o f the chest 

hair,” said Ian.
“W hat does it m ean?” asked Jamieson.

Ну straightened up. “Body double.”

“Body double?”
Ian cast a look at Ну. D id Jam ieson live in the sam e w orld as 

everyone else?
“They do  it in movies. C ut to som ebody else’s buff body  after the 

close-up kiss. O r to be tte r breasts th an  the  actress has. It’s like a 

stun t person  for appearance. Lance Lord was Ed Bullock’s body 

double.”
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“Jesus,” said Ну.

“No -  ” he grinned . She pu t a hand  to  his m outh .

“D on’t say it. I’ve had enough Lord jokes.”

“Said enough o f them  yourself.”

“I know ...I know.”

“So Ed in his TV  com m ercials wasn’t Ed at all?” Jamieson was 

scann ing  the screen, fascinated.

“Right. It was Lance Lord. Give me a m inute.”

It was several m inutes before Ian found w hat he was looking for.

“Here. See.”

There was Ed Bullock close up, a great big d iam ond-dazzling  

sm ile on Ian’s com puter screen, spouting the v irtues o f his M ind 

O ver M uscle system.

“Never lift a finger to  lift weight.” The M OM  slogan.

“Ed,” said Ian.

C ut to  a m uscular fu ll-body shot.

“N ot Ed,” said Ну.

“Right.”

“Ed. N ot Ed. Ed. N ot Ed,” echoed Jasmine. She liked it, and 

started  up again. “Ed. N ot E d ...”

“But why?” Jamieson.

Ian shrugged. “Beats me.”

All th ree stared at the image o f Lance Lord’s body  with Ed 

Bullock’s head on it.

“M aybe...” Ну broke the  silence, “...th e  reason for the body 

double was som eth ing  Lord knew  that Ed d idn’t w ant o ther 

people to  know ...” she paused, leaving tim e for Jam ieson to  pick 

up on it.

Jamieson’s face creased and  then  sm oothed  out as it daw ned on 
her.

“The land deal.”

“The land deal. Blackmail?” Ну barely concealed her pleasure at 

having m ade the connection.
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“The land deal?” Ian looked puzzled. “Blackmail?”

“In teresting” Jam iesons face revealed nothing. She was good 

at that. Shed picked it up from  her sister, w ho never let the  sun 

kiss her skin, wore w ide-brim m ed hats, and  rarely cracked a 

facial expression o f any kind. Smile. Frown. It was all the sam e to 

her -  a facade o f cool neutrality. It gave her a sort o f  hauteur, but 

there was no th ing  special or superior about Jam iesons sister. She 

just d idn’t w ant wrinkles.

“C ould  it have been blackm ail?” Ну pressed the point.

Jamieson d idn ’t answer. She had  to  credit Ну w ith m aking the 

connection, but d idn’t w ant to  encourage her.

W hen the lights cam e back on, it was a m iracle. The Shores 

was first to  have service restored. Jam ieson had  pu t pressure on 

the pow er com pany and  they’d snapped  to  a tten tion  at her a ir o f 

au tho rity  and m ention  o f m urder. The w eather im proved, too. 

The rain was com ing straight dow n instead o f sideways, and  the 

w ind, while still strong, had  dim inished.

Jamieson stepped ou t onto  Ian’s front porch. H er foot slipped 

across the  surface, m ade greasy by the  rain, and  she steadied 

herself. The steps, too, were slippery, and  she grabbed  at the 

handrail.

The handrail was still in her hands w hen her feet flew up from  

under her and  she spun in to  the  a ir and  plunged to  the  ground. 

There was a nasty cracking sound and  a shot o f pain  seared her 

right ankle, tw isted at a peculiar angle undernea th  her.

“Oh, Jesus, I’m  sorry.” Ian, who’d nearly slipped him self chasing 

dow n the stairs to try  to  break her fall. “I should  have w arned you 

the handrail was loose.”

“Loose?” She grim aced and  b rand ished  the w ood, ro tting  at one 

end, several nails sticking ou t w here it had  been “repaired” m ore 

than  once.

He tried  to  help her up. She w inced in pain, unable to  put
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w eight on the  foot. Ну cam e dow n, and, betw een them , they  got 

Jam ieson back into the  house, her arm s around  them , hopping on 

her good foot.

Suki was in the  kitchen in Ian’s dressing gown. It seem ed to  be 

all she ever wore.

“W hat happened?” She was slathering bu tte r on a big wedge of 

toast.

“H andrail broke,” said Ian.

He and  Ну took  Jam ieson in to  the  living room . Suki followed 

and  stood in the  doorway, plate in hand, m unching  on her toast.

“This be tte r no t break,” Ну said, as they lowered Jam ieson onto 

the couch. Like the  chair, it was vulnerable to  the com bined 

effects o f the Red Island clim ate and Ian’s woodstove.

“Can I help?” Suki sauntered in to  the room , chom ping on the 

toast, her lips m oist w ith butter, crum bs falling on the floor.

Ian looked up, doubtful. So did  Ну. A nd Jamieson. Then she 

spoke.

“N ot unless you’re a nurse.”

Suki scowled. “N ot exactly.”

Jam ieson looked at Ian. “M aybe N a th a n ...? ”

“It’s okay. I can deal w ith this.” Ну ben t dow n and  rem oved 

Jam ieson’s boot and  sock. H er g randm other had m ade sure she 

took  CPR and Red C ross courses. She’d  lost her husband  and 

daughter, and  d idn’t w ant to lose anyone else, so Ну had  been 

taugh t to  deal w ith any emergency.

She felt the  ankle.

“It’s swollen all right.” She pressed it. Jam ieson squirm ed. Ну 

pressed again. “Does that h u rt?” She looked at Jamieson’s face. It 

hurt.

“Too swollen to tell if  there’s a break.” Ну tu rned  to Ian. “Get an 

ice pack -  it’ll help b ring  the swelling down.” Then she tu rn ed  to 

Jam ieson. “You’ll have to stay off this foot.”

Jam ieson looked rebellious.
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“There m ay be a fracture.” Ну probed  the  ankle. Jamieson 

winced.

“See w hat I m ean. D on’t pu t weight on it. Any weight.”

Jamieson grim aced. H er ankle was throbbing , a deep dull pain, 

m ixed w ith a sharp  stabbing tha t was like a needle being  stuck 

into it and  tw isted around. She couldn’t im agine pu tting  weight 

on it, it h u rt so m uch.

Ian brought the ice pack. “Brought this, too.” He held ou t a 

gauze bandage from  his seventy-tw o-hour em ergency kit.

“I have som e crutches at home,” said Ну. She frow ned at the 

sm irk  on Ian’s face. Ну had  broken a few bones herself. “I’ll go get 

them . You stay here and keep your foot up.”

Suki pouted  and  left the room . She w anted to lie on the couch, 

but Jam ieson was hogging it. As she passed Jasmine, 

the parro t hissed. Suki jum ped.

“Shut your beak,” she snarled.

Ну and  Ian knew  Jasm ine w ould have som eth ing  to  say to  that. 

She ruffled her feathers.

“Shut your b eak ...sq u aw k ...sh u t your beak ...b itch .”

Jasm ine always had  the last word.

Gus was still w orking on a quilt for Alyssa. She had  said she 

w anted it to  celebrate her new relationship w ith Lance, that they 

were to  rem arry. She’d  offered a good  price for it, and  sw orn Gus 

to  secrecy -  a rare th ing  in a sm all place like The Shores. Now 

that Lord was dead, w ould the w om an still w ant the  quilt? Gus 

was well into it, an am bitious project she’d  never in tended  to  take 

on at her age. She’d done a few o f  them  in her tim e, and  they  were 

tedious, tiny  pieces all patched together in an in tricate  pattern , 

looping circles together.
N ow  she sat in  her purp le  chair, w ith the patches scattered  on 

the floor a round  her, w ondering how  she’d got into th is fix. A quilt
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this com plicated she usually did  for fam ily only.

A nd only for a w edding, no t for shacking up, though t Gus. But 

this was to  have been a w edding. Not family, bu t a wedding. A nd 

a good price.

She yanked at the m aterial, pulling two patches apart. Shed sewn 

them  together backw ards so the  curves o f  the  circles w ent in the 

w rong d irection . It was an easy error, but it had never happened 

to  Gus before.

She m ust be getting  too old for this so rt o f thing.

She looked up from  her work, and  out the  window. Ну s truck  

going dow n from  Ian’s to  the  Hall. That Suki w om an still up at his 

house. G us sighed. Ну should ju st m ake it clear to  the fellow how 

she felt about h im . It was plain  as day to everyone else.

Jam ieson could  no t stay off her feet on Ian’s couch. She refused 

to  consider going to  hospital. W hat, and  leave her case? W hen Ну 

cam e w ith the  crutches, she insisted she could walk to  the Hall on 

them .

She was persuaded  to let Ну drive her there.

W ithin  m inutes o f settling in a chair and  booting  up the laptop, 

Jam ieson had  sent M urdo off to  fetch Ну back -  and  bring Ian, 

too.

H er eyes were fixed to  the  screen. She had  keyed in Lance Lord, 

and  clicked to  a new  G oogle site, dated  tha t m orning . She was 

horrified  by w hat she saw. She had im m ediately suspected Ian. O r 

Ну. It was their equipm ent, after all, that she’d been using.

W hen they  arrived, she tu rned  the laptop a round  so they could 

see it.

“W ho’s responsible for th is?”

The pho to  o f Lance Lord, his brains on  the  sand, was splashed 

on  the  cover o f Journal de la Cite, a Q uebec tabloid that special

ized in b loody crim e photos on its front page. In a play on  Lord’s 

nam e, the  headline scream ed: “Le Seigneur est M ort! -  echoing
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Time m agazine from  decades before: “G od is Dead.” There was a 

white balloon po in ting  to  the sign in Lord’s hand, w ith a transla 

tion o f the N o Trespassing w arning.

Sales had been brisk. The periodical had  sold out by the  tim e 

Jamieson logged onto  the site. Lance Lord had a cult following 

in Quebec, in spite o f speaking not a w ord o f French, and  never 

having set foot in the province. Inexplicably, his fans com prised 

o f young francophone G oths w ho gathered to watch the  show, 

laugh, call him  m audit anglais, and  th row  popcorn  at the  screen. 

This new spaper cover, detailing Lance Lord’s fate, was the  perfect 

ringing dow n o f  the curta in  for his ghoulish fans.

Jam ieson w ould not be able to prevent the follow -up cover that 

the periodical’s gleeful editors p lanned  for the  next day, using 

ano ther illicit shot, and prom ising  to  reveal Les Secrets Scandale- 

uses de la Vie de M elvin Gruber. The m ost scandalous th ing  that 

had  happened in his life had  been his death.

“Well?”
Ian and Ну had been too stunned  to answ er Jamieson’s question. 

Besides, they d idn’t know  w ho was responsible. They stood, 

staring at the screen.

“M elvin G ruber?” squeaked out o f Ну. “M elvin Gruber,” she 

repeated. “N o wonder.”

Jam ieson looked up. “No w onder w hat?”

Ian slapped a hand  to  his forehead. “It should have been obvi

ous.”
“W hat?” asked Jam ieson, im patient, her eyes now  on  him .



Chapter Nineteen

Alyssa opened  the box, no t m essy as jew ellery boxes often are, 

but neatly organized, “a place for everything and  everything in 

its place,” a refrain that had  echoed in her m ind  since childhood. 

So she knew  exactly where it was, tucked in the  envelope that 

also held the appraisal for her engagem ent ring, a docum en t she 

held in  contem pt. The envelope contained  ano ther docum ent -  a 

folded piece o f paper that gave her pain. She had  read and  reread 

it dozens o f  tim es since the death  last year o f her father.

It was Lances death  that had  m ade her open  the  box, to  look at 

the tokens o f th e ir life together. She slipped the  w edding ring she 

hadn’t w orn since their divorce on her ring finger. Now he would 

never belong to anyone else. The need to possess had gnaw ed at 

her like som eth ing  chew ing on  her brain, until, finally, it was put 

to  rest. It was w hat she had com e for. He was hers now, forever. It 

d id  not m ake her any happier.

She pulled the  folded paper from  the sleeve o f the  box, the 

poem  she had  discovered am ongst her fa thers  things. She peeled 

it open, to his beautiful handw riting:

“In other worlds, I  loved you  long ago: 

love that hath no beginning hath no end  -  ”

Alyssa was twelve again. H er father was ou t every night. After 

they had  supper together and  she w ent to bed, she’d  hear the 

front d oo r slam  beh ind  him , leaving her alone. She’d  wake to the 

sound  o f that door, opening, closing, com ings and  goings in the
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night -  not just her father re tu rn ing  hom e, with som eone. There 

were tim es w hen she swore she heard  a w om an’s voice from  her 

fa thers  bedroom  dow n the  dark  hallway. Laughter in the night. 

An unheard -o f sound in that grim  house.

It had ended  with the re tu rn  o f her m other, still sick, m aybe 

sicker than  w hen she’d left. But her rages had  been b rought under 

control, shocked out o f her. She’d  spent m ost days sitting, listless, 

in the living room . H er presence had  com e betw een Alyssa 

and her father. He had  w ithdraw n, slipped into a m orose state, 

reading poetry  in his library. A nd then  there was th is piece of 

paper. Alyssa had  seen it before, w hen she was fifteen or sixteen, 

snooping in the case in which her father kept his cufflinks, seek

ing the source o f his unhappiness. She’d found th is scrap o f  paper 

then , not as yellowed, no t folded in so m any pieces, but the  same. 

This p roof o f his love -  not for her m other, not for her, but for 

som eone else. Som eone else had stolen w hat was hers, hers by 

right. H er father’s love.

Now the paper was old, yellowed, decaying. It was com ing apart 

along the folds, age eating at its edges, fraying in brittle  bits, like 

the b itterness that was devouring  her brain  and  stom ach and 

heart. No, no t her heart. N oth ing  could  consum e that. It had 

sh ru n k  into a hard, dark  knob, a weight w ith no  feeling.

She read it again, though  she knew  it by her hardened  heart.

“In other worlds, I loved you  long ago; 

love tha t hath no beginning hath no end  -  ”

A nd then  she did  som eth ing  unusual. N orm ally she w ould 

eat b itterness off the  page, th en  fold the  paper away again. It 

represented her father. It also represented his betrayal o f her, his 

love for another. All the rage tha t had  left Alyssa w hen Lance 

died now began to boil up in her again. It w asn’t gone. In spite o f 

the  red tin  foil shrine, the incense, the  prayer m at, the  pho tos o f 

bald m en all over the  room , in  spite o f  her trifling  w ith  B uddhist
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m editation , she was still angry  to  the core. She crushed  the paper 

and  th rew  it on  the  floor in a fu ry  o f hate -  the one em otion  still 

contained  in her rock o f a heart.

She kicked the ball o f  paper, and the love that had  no beginning 

and  no  end  w ent skittering u n d er the bed, tra iling  c rum bs of 

flaking paper in its wake. He had  loved som eone m ore than  her.

She slam m ed the  jew ellery box shut. She w hirled  around, 

looking for som e object upon  w hich to unleash her hate, carve it 

ou t o f  her. That small hard  heart had  no room  to contain  it. It was 

already full -  w ith envy, bitterness, and greed com pressed, on  the 

edge o f  exploding. Seeing no th ing  o f use, she spun  around , back 

to  the  box, picked it up, and  flung it across the  room . There was 

no th ing  precious in it.

Silver and  gold chains, stud and  drop  earrings, small velvet 

boxes, w ent som ersaulting under the dresser, catapulting to  the 

far corners o f  the  room , scattering to  secret places in the cracks 

o f  the  old board  floor, h id ing  there  for years, a trace o f Alyssa 

tha t w ould stay at The Shores.

The paper, the scrap o f poem  that landed  under the bed, was 

bu rned  into Alyssas to rtu red  m ind. Envy. His love had  not been 

for her, bu t for som eone else. H er father had loved som eone 

else m ore than  her and  it had  no t been her m other, the  only one 

w om an w ho had  been her rival for his affections, o r so she had 

thought.

She stalked from  the  room . O ne small shard  o f regret at what 

she had  done tried  to follow her th rough  the door, but she shook 

it off.

She though t o f  Ed and Leone. Now that Lance was dead, Ed was 

her focus. He loved her, too. So did  Leone. But they  were keeping 

a secret from  her. Shed asked Leone again yesterday, but, again, he 

denied  there  was a secret.

She frow ned. Then smiled.

Leone no longer had her ring on the chain  around  his neck.
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She knew  where it was. If the police found it, they’d  conclude he’d 

done it. He’d adm it to  it. He’d said he would. Poor Leone. He’d go 

to jail. A nd she’d  be left w ith Ed. She had  caught Ed’s eye across 

the room , and  m ade a silent prom ise to  him .

W hat was left o f him .

“It should have been obvious Lance Lord w asn’t a real name.” 

Ian was fighting a desire to  scroll dow n to see w hat else was on 

the front page. More about Lord? Som e other scandal?

Ну was resisting the sam e urge. “I can’t believe I never thought 

about it, then  or now.”

“Then?” Jamieson was still in the dark.

“W hen I used to  watch him  on  TV?’ Ну overcam e her reluctance 

to touch  the keyboard. She reached over, clicked back to  the 

G oogle page, scrolled dow n, and  found one o f the  sites she and 

Ian had  visited. Jamieson looked at it briefly, and  then  looked up.

“So Lance Lord’s assum ed nam e wasn’t for the purposes of 

h id ing anything, or himself, from  anyone. It was a stage name.”

“Yup,” said Ну. “A nd I bet he was glad w hen people recognized 

it.”

“N ot m any did,” said Ian. “His career peaked at its beginning.”

“I don’t know  why he was so popu lar in Q uebec. He played that 

p art w ith a really bad accent.” Ну clicked back to  the  new spaper 

photo  o f Lance dead on the  shore. H er photo.

“W hat part?”
Ian was staring at the w ound in the back o f Lord’s head.

Н у took this photograph. She saw this, dead and  in person. No 

wonder she threw up.
“He played a m ino r French C anadian  character in a popu lar 

English C anadian  TV  series. N ot so popu lar that he was ever 

know n outside C anada, o r tha t people w ho w atched very little 

TV  knew  w ho he was, bu t he had  a small following.”

Ну stepped on Ian’s toe. He was one o f the people w ho d idn ’t
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watch television very m uch and  hadn’t know n w ho Lance Lord 

was. Now he was the expert. Typical. Pontificating. That was 

typical, too. A nd so was the fact that stepping on his toe d idn’t 

stop him .

“W hen the series ended, he w ent on to fewer and  less significant 

roles in TV, film, and  stage. Now alm ost nobody  know s or 

rem em bers him.”

“That ju st changed.” Jam ieson poin ted  at the  screen.

“M elvin Gruber.” Ian shook his head and  sm iled. “N ot m acho 

like Lance Lord. No w onder he stuck w ith the stage name.”

“Like he’s clinging to  that sign,” said Ну.

M elvin G ru b er w ould never visit Q uebec now, or any o ther 

province -  un til he  was flown back in  a ja r  to  his b irthplace, a 

small O n tario  tow n -  like him , unknow n.

G oogling, they found that Lord’s slight no toriety  had  got him  a 

m ention  in m ost o f  the  nation’s m ajor new spapers. He got m ore 

co lum n inches because he had  been m urdered . If he had m erely 

died, he’d have been buried  on  the  back page.

The fact tha t som eone had  taken a shot o f Lord’s body  on the 

beach added  to  the hype. M ainstream  new spapers w ouldn’t p rin t 

the photo, and  denounced  papers that did, but provided detailed 

and  very graphic descrip tions o f  the  image that sent their readers 

hun ting  the  new sstands for the sleazy tabloid.

Jam ieson had  been sidetracked. She looked up sharply at Ну, 

accusation in  her eyes.

“Yours?”

“Obviously,” said Ну. “You’ve seen it.”

Jam ieson continued  to stare, lips pressed tightly together.

“You don’t th in k  I had anything to do w ith this?”

“D id you?”

“O f course not.”

“A nd w hy should I accept that? You d idn’t sell it to  them ?”

“No. You know  I don’t need the  money.”
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“The notoriety?”

“D o you see a photo  cred it?”

There was not.

“Surely you know  m e well e n o u g h ...”

Jam ieson tu rned  back to  the photo. It had  taken guts to take this 

shot. Especially in the state o f shock Jam ieson had  found Ну that 

m orning . It took  a different k ind  o f guts to  pass it on to  th is rag 

that called itself a newspaper.

“A nd you?” Satisfied tha t Ну was telling the tru th , Jamieson 

shifted her focus to Ian.

“Me? O f course not. I w ould never betray  a tru s t in this way. I 

w ould never use the  In ternet for such purposes.”

Jam ieson could  read the offended honesty  in his eyes. Then 

how? Som eone m ust have hacked in to  police com m unications. 

Shed have to pursue it. But not now. H er first duty  was to find out 

who had killed Lord -  and she was very far from  that. This photo  

in this un fortunate  publication  wasn’t her fault, bu t it w ouldn’t 

look good on her. N ot this -  no r any o f the  o ther th ings that had 

happened. She’d w anted the case so m uch just yesterday. Now she 

w ished her sister had  m arried  in som e o ther country, far away 

from  all this.

Even the corpse was a joke in the wig and  the  bandana, the 

dashiki and bell-bottom s.

“W hat’s th is Jimi H endrix  obsession abou t?” Jam ieson had 

been overw helm ed by Lord’s H endrix  collection, w hich included 

evidence on  his com puter tha t he’d taken the  online Purple Haze 

solo guitar lesson.

Ну and Ian bo th  shrugged.

“He’s a p roduct o f the sixties,” said Ну. She was, too, in  a dif

ferent way. Lord had  been a precocious youngster w hen he first 

discovered hash, hero in , and  H endrix . Ну herself was the end  

p roduct o f a n ight o f drugs and  free love on the part o f her flower 

child m other and draft dodger father.
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“Awful music,” said Ian, shaking his head. “But no t w ithout 

m erit. H endrix  p ioneered  the  explosive possibilities o f the  guitar.”

H ere he goes, though t Ну. H ed been googling it, she knew.

“He com bined  fuzz, feedback, and  contro lled  d isto rtion  to 

create a new  m usical form.”

“C ontrolled?” Jam ieson though t o f the H endrix  CD shed heard 

at Lord’s. Shed preferred  the how ling o f the wind.

“D oesn’t sound  contro lled  to  me.” She closed the  file and  the 

gruesom e pho to  o f Lord disappeared.

“W hat about the wife?”

“W hich wife?” Ну asked, a tiny  lift at the corners o f her m outh, 

a suppressed smile.

“I’ll get her,” said Ian, and  w ent hom e to fetch Suki.

He w ondered if she’d  be out o f  the bath room  yet, where he’d left 

her an h o u r ago.

She still wasn’t ready w hen he got there.

“It used  to  take m e ten  m inutes to p u t on  my face,” Suki said, 

dabbing it w ith a cotton ball wet with som e substance out o f the 

fourteen  jars clu ttering Ian’s bath room . He’d counted  them .

“Now that I’m  over fif...w ell, a certain  age, it takes longer.”

Ian d idn ’t know  he was supposed to  protest her statem ent.

“W henever you’re ready.” He left the room .

She stuck her tongue out at h im  and  pouted.

Alyssa got to the  Hall first.

She was all floating chiffon, slipping into the  room .

A vision, though t Ну.

A vision tha t stepped over the  threshold , retreated  a few steps, 

and  d id  it all again twice m ore. She was so focused on w hat she 

was doing, she d idn’t notice Ну staring  at her and  squinting. Odd. 
Very odd.

Alyssa m oved with barely a sound across the  room , so soft 

was her tread , her blouse and  skirt a d iaphanous gauze, swathed 

around  a w raith like body. A n ethereal creature, so slight she
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alm ost wasn’t there. Jam ieson d idn’t even look up.

“Name.” It was a com m and, not a question.

The vision’s voice had no m ore substance than  the  rest o f her.

“Alyssa.”

The soft voice floated away on the  air. She repeated it, holding 

on to the “s” and  letting the  final “a” out on  a sigh o f air.

“A lyssa... Lord.”

Jamieson looked up sharply at the last name.

“Relationship to  the deceased?” Again, not a question, but to 

confirm , officially, w hat she already knew.

“Wife.”
Jam ieson exam ined the w om an in front o f her. So this was the 

o ther wife. Up close the gauzy vision was gone, and  w ith it, the 

loveliness. A m ouse. A little m ouse. That’s w hat Jam ieson saw. 

N oth ing  m ore. Except for the  hands encased in o ld-fashioned 

w hite lace gloves, peeking ou t from  the swirl o f chiffon a round  

her wrists.

H y’s eyes were fixed on  Alyssa as well.

She had  seen her flitting around  the lanes, on the  capes, dow n 

by the shore, bu t only from  a distance. She had  no substantial 

image o f the  w om an, and  now, close-up, she could  see why. There 

wasn’t anything substantial about her.

W hat a difference from  Suki o f the  generous breasts, bountifu l 

Suki w ith her hearty  laugh, loud voice, and  healthy  appetites. 

Here was th is o ther wife, th is scrap o f  a w om an w ith a w a if’s 

face, bu t not a w aif’s big appealing eyes. Alyssa’s were small and 

pig-like, Ну thought.

There appeared to  be two Alyssas. The one w ho had  walked into 

the room  had an aura, though t Ну, som eth ing  o therw orld ly  about 

her. Up close, no th ing  to  her, no th ing  at all. N o vibrancy, no glow, 

no visible reason why this w om an w ould have attracted  Lord.

A loud peeling laugh at the Hall door.

Suki.
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She tum bling  in, tickling Ian.

Ian, looking very flustered and  unhappy, fended h e r off, try ing 

to  hang  on to  his dignity.

Serves h im  right, though t Ну. It was m ean-spirited , but she 

d idn’t care.

Jam ieson scowled at the  in terrup tion . Looked at her watch.

Well, they were on tim e. It was this one who wasn’t scheduled. 

Still, she was the  m ore in teresting at the  m om ent.

W hat happened  next, Jam ieson found even m ore intriguing.

Seeing Alyssa, Suki stopped  plaguing Ian. H er hands d ropped  

to  h e r side. She stood up straight, th rusting  out her am ple breast, 

and  her m ou th  fell open. But she was silent.

H earing the  silence, following Jam ieson’s and  H y’s glance, Alyssa 
tu rn ed  around.

W hen she saw Suki, she squeaked.



Chapter Twenty

The police o rder tha t no  one should  leave The Shores had  

no  effect on M oiras ordered  schedule. C hangeover day was 

changeover day, and  M oiras on-screen  calendar to ld  her th a t’s 

w hat it was, w hatever the police m ight th ink . It was the  day to 

clean the  rentals for the  last tim e th is season. There was only Ben 

and A nnabelle’s left so she d idn’t need to  look it up, bu t looking 

at the com puter calendar pleased her. It no t only appealed to  her 

organizational sense, it b rought her closer to  Ian.

He’d  helped her buy the com puter w hen she’d  started  her clean

ing business in the spring. W ith  lots carved up for developm ent 

and new cottages built o r p lanned, M oira saw an oppo rtun ity  to 

supplem ent the m eagre am oun t her father had  left them  from  

his wages as a garbage m an. M oira referred  to  h im  as a waste 

m anagem ent supervisor, the politically correct title he’d  held  by 

the tim e he retired.

She’d  used som e o f  her father’s savings to  invest in the com puter. 

She to ld  herself it was a business decision, but it had m ore to  do 

w ith getting closer to  Ian. It had w orked even better than  she had 

hoped. They actually took  a trip  to  tow n together, spent hours 

going from  store to  store to find the right un it at the  righ t price. 

They had  lunch.

Lunch. Som ething M oira had  never had  w ith a m an.

For the  entire half-hour they ’d  spent in the Zellers restauran t in 

C harlo ttetow n, M oira had  im agined th a t people m ust th in k  they  

were a couple. She’d caught a group o f teenagers looking at them  

and giggling. It had  convinced her that it m ust be obvious she and
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Ian were together. They m ust th in k  they  were fiances. Affianced.

It had  a nice ring to  it. She’d covered her bare left hand. She d idn’t 

know  the teens were laughing at her old m aid’s hair.

Ian had  paid the bill. That hadn’t been lost on M oira. Ian was 

tigh t w ith his m oney, so she’d assum ed the lunch  m ust m ean 

som eth ing  to him , too. It had. He was like a cult leader w hen it 

cam e to  com puters, and  loved luring  people in and  guiding them  

th rough  the technological tangle. It was an outlet for his desire to 

teach, now  that he was no  longer at the  high school.

She shut dow n the com puter and  dusted  off the screen with 

the special clo th  Ian insisted she buy, a lthough the price was 

outrageous. For a duster! Ian wasn’t tidy  in his hom e, but he was 

fastidious about his com puter. If only he w ould realize how m uch 

they  shared.

Then there  had  been their tim e setting up her new  system , here 

in  the  back room  by the kitchen, w here bo th  her m other and 

father had  spen t their last days dying, tended  by the ir dutiful 

daughters. She looked w ith satisfaction at her office, and  rem em 

bered  with a flush o f pleasure the hours she’d spent here w ith Ian.

Now his interest seem ed to have waned. She could occasionally 

tem pt him  here to  ask his advice, bu t she d idn’t need  it. M oira 

was a natural. She was p roud  o f solving problem s on her own, 

th en  detailing  for Ian how  she’d done it. He show ed interest, 

som etim es adm iration , but no th ing  m ore had com e o f  it. And 

now  here was tha t Suki wom an.

M oira stood  and  went into the m ud room  to collect her cleaning 

supplies, stopping first to touch up her m akeup in the m irro r by 

the  door.

The appearance o f Suki on the scene had  given M oira the  gift 

o f b righ t new looks. A nd one o ther satisfaction. Ну couldn’t be 

happy about Suki.

“You killed my husband.” Alyssa poin ted  a small accusing finger
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at Suki.

“Your husband?” Suki hurled  back. She advanced a few steps 

in to  the room . Ian put a restrain ing hand  on her shoulder.

“Your husband?” Suki repeated, louder th is tim e, shaking Ian 

o f f .

Alyssa d ropped  her hand, but kept her com posure.

“Yes, m y husband.”

“Past history,” Suki spat out.

“A nd the future. You knew  that. That’s why you killed him . You 

d idn’t w ant me to  have him  back.”

“I don’t know  why you w ould w ant him . K now ing w hat you 

m ust know  about him . I assum e you do know  about him . You 

were m arried  for years.”

“Yes, years.” There was a coy sm ile on  Alyssa’s face. “W onderful 

years.”

“Then why did  you divorce h im ?”

Alyssa d idn’t answer. She tu rned  away and  poin ted  at Jam ieson, 

who d idn’t like the gesture at all, no r Alyssa’s next words.

“You m ust arrest her. She killed Lance. I know  she did.”

“It doesn’t w ork tha t way. I need to  take statem ents, exam ine 

ev idence...”

“Well, my statem ent is, she d id  it. She killed Lance. I know  it.”

“Let’s ju st start w ith the  facts you do  know. W here were you on 

the night o f the  m urder?”

“W ith Lance,” said Alyssa, oblivious to  the shocked looks on the 

faces o f the  o thers in the room .

M oira let herself in the big double doors o f Ben and  A nnabelle’s 

hom e, and headed  w ith m op, bucket, and  cleaning p roducts 

straight for the second floor. It was M oira’s op in ion  tha t cleaning 

should  start at the top, and  all the  d irt be sent dow n to the  b o t

tom . She headed dow n the  long paneled hallway to  begin w ith the 

bath room , but a flash o f  red  from  the bed room  caught her eye.
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She peeked in.

She had  never seen anything like it.

Red foil w rapped  around  A nnabelles 1920s W aterfall vanity. 

Photographs o f a fat oriental m an, sw athed in robes and  garlands, 

national health  glasses and  a beatific sm ile on his face. Candles. 

An incense burner. Little cones o f  incense in a bowl.

Drugs? Shed never seen drugs, no r incense.

O n the  floor in front o f  the vanity was a prayer m at. M oira 

though t it was a yoga m at, like the ones shed  seen arriv ing at the 

Hall earlier in the week.

There were o th er photographs o f  o ther strange-looking m en on 

the  dresser, the bedside table, and  the w indow  seat.

She was appalled at the  transform ation  o f A nnabelles bedroom .

H eathen, she thought.

Unholy.

She was so undone she never saw the jew ellery scattered all over 
the  floor.

She got out as fast as she could. Dow n the  stairs, tum bling  as 

she went, leaving m op and  bucket and  cleaning supplies behind. 

Across the  front hall, and  out the door, forgetting to  close it 

beh ind  her. She jum ped  into her tw enty-year-old Toyota Corolla, 

sped hom e and  got on the phone.

“U m m m m ,” a sleepy voice responded. A nnabelle was holding 

the  receiver, her head tucked in to  Bens shoulder.
“Okay. Okay. C alm  down.”

A nnabelle sat up, and  pulled the sheets over her.

Ben stirred.

“Trouble?” His voice was full o f sleep, but his hands were 
exploring her.

Moira. A nnabelle m outhed  the nam e to  Ben.

Suddenly he d idn ’t feel so aroused.

“Yes, I’ll go have a look. I don’t suppose it’s really any o f  our 

business. Fine. I understand . I’ll do  the clean-up, if you want.
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N o... no. O f  course your w ork is fine.” She rolled her eyes at Ben. 

He had  begun to plant wet kisses on her stom ach, m ore to  annoy 

her than  to  arouse her. But she was aroused.

“Look, M oira, th is is not a good tim e. D on’t worry. I’ll take care 

o f it.” She reached over Ben to  pu t dow n the  phone. He held her 

there.

“W hat’s that all about?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

His kisses had  m oved up from  her stom ach.

“D on’t stop.” She slipped back u n d er the  sheets.

Jam ieson had  a restored sense o f com m and. It was the  uniform . 

A nd her in jury  had  provided  an unexpected  benefit. Since the 

crutches m ade it hard  for her to get around , she’d instructed  

M urdo to  sum m on the villagers, including Ed Bullock and  Leone, 

to  the Hall for questioning. She liked the  idea o f tak ing  people 

out o f their fam iliar environm ents. She though t it unsettled  them , 

m ade them  m ore vulnerable.

But Alyssa had  pow ers o f her own. Powers o f  deception. As 

Alyssa spoke, Jamieson w atched carefully for signs tha t she was 

lying, and  she found none. No averted eyes. No tw itching. No 

nervous m annerism s at all. Just calm.

“Lance was always m ine. We had  reconciled. We were going to 

re-m arry  after he broke the news to  Suki.”

“Was th is part o f it?” Jam ieson pulled  out Lord’s will, the d o cu 

m ent she had  found partly  charred  in  his woodstove. She pointed 

to the  change in it, the addition  o f Alyssa’s nam e beside “my wife.”

Alyssa bow ed her head, so Jam ieson couldn’t see her eyes.

“Well, yes it was,” she said. “It was always m eant to be me. Lance 

just forgot to pu t in m y nam e, and  corrected  it.”

“D id he m ake the  correction  tha t n ight, the  n ight w hen you 

visited?”

Alyssa lifted her head. “You m ean the night he d ied?” Her
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forehead was sm ooth  and  unw orried . “The night he was m u r

dered?" H er eyes were untroubled . “Yes. It was he w ho brought it 

up, show ed m e th e ...”

“C hange?”

“N ot really a change.” A pause. “A correction.” There was 

satisfaction in h e r voice. “Fixing a m istake. He never m eant to 

d isinherit me, even w hen we divorced. I belonged to  him , and 

h e . . . ” she paused, her eyes g linting,“...be longed  to  me. Forever.” 

“You have your forever now.” Jam iesons tone was grim . “So, if 

you belonged to g e th e r...”

“To each other. We belonged to  each other.”

“Then w hy did  you divorce?”

“A silly m isunderstanding,” she said. “I was his true  love.” 

W hatever tha t means. Jam iesons cynicism  kicked in, bu t not 

w ithout a nagging doubt. True love. Was there such a thing? She 

felt an ache, m ore piercing than  her dam aged ankle, an ache in a 

place she couldn’t identify. She set it aside, and  got back to  work. 

“His tru e  love -  and  was he yours?”

A hesitation. A smile. “O f course.”

Jam ieson flapped the  docum ent.

“How did  it com e to  be b u rned?”

Alyssa shrugged. “Ask Suki.”

“W hy do  you say Suki killed him ? Do you have any evidence?” 

Alyssa poin ted  at the will. “That. Because o f that.”

“It m ight just as easily have been you, for the sam e reason.”

“D o you th in k  I cared about the th ings?”

“I ju st hope you d idn’t kill h im  because o f this.” Jam ieson laid 

the  docum en t back on  the  table.

Alyssa’s face was blank, unreadable.

“Are you saying I killed h im ?”

Jam ieson d idn’t answer. Instead, she tapped  a finger on the 

papers. “It’s no t valid, you know.”

“N o?”
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“No. It w ould have been autom atically  revoked by his m arriage 

to  Suki -  w ith o r w ithout your nam e in it.”

D id Alyssa pale? It was hard  to say, she was so pale anyway.

“M eet m e there,” A nnabelle had left the  m essage on H y’s cell 

phone, telling her all about M oira’s call. Ну had  checked her 

messages w hen Jamieson kicked her out o f the Hall, and  w ent 

straight to  A nnabelles.

H er friend was knocking on her own door just as Н у arrived. 

She tried  the handle. U nlocked. A nnabelle and  Ну crept inside.

M oira had m issed the  changes to  the living room , bu t they 

d idn’t. Gauzy m aterials in greys and  greens, like the fabrics Alyssa 

wore, were draped, tent-like, over Ben’s big arm chair, held up by a 

sash looped th rough  the plant ho lder in the ceiling.

“A throne,” said Ну.

“A harem ,” said Annabelle.

“A spider’s nest,” said Ну, surprising  herself.

“W hy do you say that?”

Ну shook her head.

“I don’t know. It ju st cam e out. You’re r ig h t...it  does look like 

a ...a ...h a re m .” She grinned. “But som ehow  I fancy it as a sp ider’s 

nest.”

“D o spiders have nests?

Ну shrugged. “I don’t know. Ask Ian.”

“Now he’s got a nest.” A nnabelle b lu rted  out, no t th inking.

“You m ean a love nest?”

Was H y’s tone a bit arch?

“Do I ever.”

The tiny  m om ent o f tension broke, and  they started  laughing at 

the  thought o f Ian in the clutches o f  the voracious Suki.

They laughed all the  way up to  the bedroom . A nnabelle’s eyes 

and  m outh  opened  wide w hen she saw it. She began to  laugh 

again.
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“A shrine.” Ну smiled.

“O u r bedroom , a shrine.” A nnabelle snorted .

“Presum ably she doesn’t use this room  for the sam e purpose you 

and  Ben do.”

A nnabelle g rinned  and shook her head. “I guess not. Ben and  I 

will have to desanctify  it w hen we com e home.” She took a close 

look at the photograph  on the  vanity. A fat m an w ith a bald head 

and  a saintly sm ile on  his face. He was clo thed in  a loose w hite 

robe w ith a garland o f  flowers a round  his neck.

“Baba,” she said.

“W hat’s w ith the  baby talk?”

“Baba,” A nnabelle repeated. “Father -  Buddhist word for a holy 

m an. D on’t know  w hich Baba th is is, b u t...”

“Is this the sam e guy -  or a different one?” Across the room , on 

top o f Ben’s dresser, Ну picked up ano ther pho to  o f  a holy m an, 

balding, bespectacled, and  garlanded. She stepped on som ething 

tha t c runched  underneath  her foot.

“O h, dam n.” It was a crushed  earring.

A nnabelle saw the rest o f the  jewels scattered on  the floor, the 

box on its side.

“Shit. Smokey,” she said.

Sm okey was the  M acks’ tw enty-five-pound grey cat. They’d 

m oved him  to the barn  for the  sum m er, and  N athan  cam e over 

to  feed him . But som etim es he still slipped into the house. W ith  a 

guest w ho had  to  cross the  th resho ld  m ultiple tim es w hen com ing 

or going, Smokey was b ound  to  get in.

T i l  have to  apologize,” said A nnabelle. “This is awful.”

They began retrieving chains and  earrings and  rings from  the 

floor and  under the  furn iture. Ну spied the crum pled  paper under 

the  bed. She picked it up, sm oothed  out the creases. Fine lines 

w rinkled  the calligraphy. The paper was dry, bits o f  it flaking off 

as she read.
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“In other worlds, I loved you  long ago; 

love tha t hath no beginning hath no end  -  ”

This was som ebody else’s love, not hers, but Ну was surprised  by 

the  small sharp  pain  she felt. There was scar tissue there, well- 

form ed and  thick. It shouldn’t h u rt anym ore, e rup t like this after 

tw enty years.

She had  been free, single and  no t yet twenty. He -  he had  been 

m arried , w ith a wife and  two children.

Ну read  the two lines again. She folded the  paper and  slipped it 

in the box. She pu t her heart back where it belonged. It had  been 

broken. It was fixed now. Pretty  m uch fixed.

A nnabelle tu rned .

“W hat’s that?”

“Nothing.”

From  the look o f her, A nnabelle thought, it was very m uch m ore 

than  noth ing , bu t she’d learned  no t to  p ry  into the secrets o f  her 

friend’s heart.



Chapter Twenty-One

“Pick it up.”

“Me? That?”

Alyssa was looking dow n at the  axe w ith horror.

“Yes that.” Jam ieson poin ted  at it, p ropped  against the  wall.

Alyssa stuck a tentative hand  forw ard, then  recoiled.

“Is it the -  ?”

“No, tha t’s not the  w eapon tha t killed y o u r...u h ...h u sb a n d . That 

one’s been dusted  for fingerprin ts and  set aside as evidence.”

Alyssa’s hands cam e up over her face.

“Please.” Jam ieson used the w ord as a com m and, not a request.

“I can’t. I ’m  sure I can’t.”

“I’d  like to  see tha t you can’t.” It was a long shot. The w om an 

d idn’t appear to  have the  strength  to  wield an axe w ith any force, 

and  besides, it wasn’t the way w om en usually killed -  by one 

b ru tish  blow o f  an instrum ent. They were m ore likely to  attack 

w ith a knife, stabbing repeatedly, unleashing no t just hate, but 

thw arted  love as well.

Alyssa m oved forw ard, and  pu t first her left hand , then  her 

right, on the handle o f the axe. She gritted  her teeth and  hauled it 

up, her face tu rn in g  red.

“Higher.”

Alyssa was supporting  the  axe w ith her body. She grim aced as 

she lifted it, w aist-high. Jam ieson could see her m uscles straining, 

h e r face tu rn  red, her pulse quickening in her neck, a bead o f 

sweat form ing  at her tem ple. The effort was genuine.

“All right. You can pu t it down.”
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Alyssa sighed and  d ropped  the axe to the  floor, just m issing 

Jam iesons foot. Jam ieson hopped  back and  her w eight came 

dow n on her in jured ankle. She crum pled  in to  her chair.

She pulled out a piece o f  paper. “Remove your gloves, ru n  your 

hands th rough  your hair, and  press your fingerprints on  the  paper 

here.”

Alyssa rem oved one glove, from  her left hand.

“Both gloves.”

Alyssa d idn’t move.

“Both gloves.”

Reluctantly, Alyssa peeled the  glove off her righ t hand. She was 

self-conscious about the scar from  several reconstructions. She 

hated to look at it. W hen she did, she saw it as ugly, a deform ity 

people w ould gawk at.

Like a child’s, Jam ieson thought. A nd sickly pale.

Alyssa swept her hands th rough  her hair, plunged them  onto  the 

paper, w hipped them  away, and pu t her gloves back on.

“Okay, you can go,” said Jam ieson. “But be available for fu rther 

questioning.”

“O f course.” Alyssa sm iled and floated out o f the  Hall.

A nnabelle was looking in the cracks betw een the  boards of 

the old pine floor for m issing earrings. Ну was organizing the 

jew ellery case, and, curious, pulled out an appraisal envelope.

It contained  a pho to  o f a m odest d iam ond  ring, probably  an 

engagem ent ring, one they hadn’t found in the  room .

The two w om en searched for it, w ith no luck.

“She m ust be w earing it,” concluded Ну. She pu t the pho to  back 

in the  box.

W hen Alyssa re tu rned  from  her in terview  w ith Jam ieson, 

A nnabelle had  gone, but Ну was still there  and  heard  the  front 

door open. She scu rried  dow n the  stairs to see Alyssa com e in a 

final tim e. Thank G od, she thought, tha t she d idn ’t have to see the
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whole perform ance. She was getting  tired  o f  it. W hat m ust it be 

like to  live w ith her?

Alyssa d idn’t notice Ну righ t away. She pulled  off her gloves, wet 

and  soiled from  her excursion. Then she saw Ну, and  her hands 

flew to her face in shock. She was paralyzed in  tha t position , and 

Ну was, too, staring  at Alyssa, w ondering.

“W hat’s w rong?” asked Ну.

“Fresh gloves. I need fresh gloves. In the hamper.” Ну opened it 

to  find tha t it was full o f dozens o f pairs o f gloves, in every colour 

im aginable, bu t at least half o f  them  w ere...

“W hite lace,” said Alyssa, indicating her choice.

Ну fished ou t a pa ir o f  gloves and  held them  ou t to  Alyssa, her 

righ t han d  h idden  in the fabric o f her dress. She tu rn ed  and  put 

them  on, then  tu rn ed  to  Ну again, her face torm ented.

“You won’t tell anyone.”

Ну was confused. “W on’t te ll...w hat?”

“That you’ve seen my deformity.”

“I d idn’t. I d idn’t see any deformity.”

A n uncertain  sm ile form ed on Alyssa’s strained  features.

“You are kind,” she said.

“No. Just tru th fu l. I saw nothing.” She hadn’t. A bit o f  redness, 

som e k ind  o f scar m aybe on  the  right hand, but no th ing  really.

“Very kind.” Alyssa was beginning  to regain her com posure. 

W hen Н у offered to  m ake her tea, she inclined her head grace

fully -  and  gratefully accepted.

Now, Ну thought, she m ight be able to squeeze som e in fo rm a

tion  out o f her. She w anted to know  why Alyssa had  accused Suki 

o f  killing Lord. W as it jealousy -  o r was there  any tru th  to  it? 

C ould  she get Alyssa to talk  about it?

W hen the tea was ready, they  took  it in to  the double parlour. 

The M acks were large people and  their fu rn itu re  had  been chosen 

to fit them . Alyssa was swallowed up by the big old arm chair that 

Ben had been sitting  in for the  past twenty-five years. There was a
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perm anen t depression in the cushion , and  w hen Alyssa sat in it, 

she sank dow n so deep tha t her feet could no t touch  the  floor. She 

looked like a child, except for the  fine w rinkling  on her pale skin 

and  skeletal face. H er fair hair was w ashed ou t and  frizzy w ith 

split ends escaping in every direction. H er com plexion was pallid, 

her clothes neutrals, the chair beige, and  it absorbed  her. The 

gauzy m aterial cascaded dow n from  the  ceiling and  a round  her, 

m aking it difficult to see her face, to  see her expression.

Ну told her about finding the jew ellery case upset, b lam ed the 

cat, and gave A nnabelle’s apologies.

Alyssa seem ed unpertu rbed .

“П1 have to check if anything’s missing,” she said.

“There was a pho to  o f a ring we couldn’t find ...”

“O h th a t...,” Alyssa said dismissively, waving her hand  w ith the 

w edding ring on it, slipped on over the w hite glove.

A nd the engagem ent ring? Ну w ondered. Some w om en put that 

on  their righ t hand. It wasn’t on  Alyssa’s.

“W hy did  you say Suki killed your h u sb a n d ...h e r  husband?”

Alyssa gritted  her teeth. “My husband. W ho else w ould have 

done it?”

“W ho else?”

“I d idn’t kill h im , if tha t’s w hat you’re thinking.”

“W hat happened  that night?”

Alyssa’s eyes narrow ed. Should she tell th is w om an w hat she 

hadn’t to ld  Jamieson?

“I followed Leone. I saw h im  in the glow o f  the  m oon  as he 

headed dow n the shore. I w ondered  w hat he was doing, so I 

followed him.”

“In his footsteps?” O f course, though t Ну. The footsteps in  the 

photo.

“In his footsteps. I could see w here to  place my feet by the  light 

o f  the m oon.”

“W hy did  you do that? W ere you suspicious?”
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“Yes. I was.”

“And w hat d id  you see w hen you got there? D id you see him  kill 

Lord?”

Alyssa cast her eyes dow n. She fiddled w ith the glove that hid 

her scarred  hand.

“No. I saw nothing. He wasn’t there w hen I got there.”

“A nd Lord?”

“O h, he was there.”

“D ead?”

“Dead.”

“D id you w ant h im  dead?”

The glint sharpened, hardened.

“N o ...w h y  w ould I w ant h im  dead?”

W hy would she?

“The th ing  is ...” Alyssa leaned forw ard confidentially, her feet 

now  alm ost able to  touch  the w orn Persian carpet. “Well, the 

tru th  is, we were about to reconcile.”

“W hat about Suki?”

A n upw ard shake o f the head. C ontem pt. Eyes narrow ing 

around  the hard  glint. She pushed  forw ard in the chair. Feet hit 

the carpet. Suddenly Alyssa seem ed larger, not the hun ted  but the 

hunter.

“W hat about Suki?”

H ad Ну said anything Alyssa hadn’t sim ply repeated?

“Did Suki know? D id she care? D id she care about Lord?” You 

w ouldn’t th in k  so, though t Ну, the way she’d been fooling around 

w ith Ian.

Alyssa p ropped  herself up, a hand  on each side, pressing against 

the  chair cushion, her chest, w ith its negligible breasts poking 

forw ard in the  silky dress, two small cones like a pubescent girl’s. 

She stood  up. T urned  halfway to  look ou t the window, dow n to 

the  shore. The su rf  was still pound ing  onto  the beach. Ну couldn’t 

see her face, her eyes, her expression.
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“Suki d idn’t know. She doesn’t care. N ot about him . He d idn’t 

care about her either.”

“He m arried  her.”

“Ha!” The sound  was m etallic, dismissive.

“He m arried  her to m ake m e jealous.”

“Did it?”

Alyssa tu rned  and stared straight at Ну. Н у couldn’t read her 

eyes. They’d  gone blank. Cold. They d idn ’t m atch the sm ile that 

spread across Alyssa’s face.

A smile o f satisfaction, but cold, b lank  eyes. Two separate 

messages. But w hat d id  they m ean?

“O f course not. I knew  he was still m ine. That he’d be m ine as 

long as I wanted.” The eyes cam e alive now. “He was m ine w hen 

he died.” Trium ph.

Ну still d idn ’t get it. W hat pow er d id  this w om an have over 

Lord? He, w ith his good looks, w ith th is little m ouse.

“Was Suki jealous o f you?”

Alyssa toyed with her w edding ring, circling her finger w ith it.

“Very,” she said, and  sat down.

“M ight they  have a rgued ...is  that why you sa id ...th a t Suki...”

Alyssa slipped back in to  the  chair, feet again well off the floor. 

She looked like a ra ther un in teresting  doll. The fabric undulated  

a round  her.

The Black W idow  spider in her nest.

“Killed Lance? O h, I th ink  so. Yes, I th in k  so.”

But Suki had an alibi, though t Ну, w hen she let herself out the 

big double doors with the carved St. A ndrew ’s cross.

Ian. Ian was Suki’s alibi.

It was obvious. That’s all Ian was to  Suki. A n alibi. Ian was in 

the m iddle o f a dangerous game. Ну headed  for his house. It was 

uphill all the way, and  she was out o f breath  w hen she got there. 

H ers wasn’t the  only heavy breath ing , as she let herself in the 

kitchen door.
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N ot again, she thought.

Som eone was having an orgasm . O n the poin t o f backing ou t o f 

the  house, hands over her ears, Ну heard  the  cries reach a peak, 

followed by insane laughter and  a squawk.

N ot Suki. Jasmine.

Jasm ine was doing a perfect im itation o f Suki having an orgasm .

I h e  parro t squaw ked again, and  th en  resum ed the  heavy 

breathing. Ну followed the sound  into the  living room , where 

the  parro t was perched  on Ians shoulder. Ian was oblivious to  the 

b ird s  carrying on, lost in his com puter screen. No sign o f Suki.

“W here is she?”

He jerked  his head  in the d irection  o f  the Hall.

“Being questioned by Jamieson.”

Ну slum ped dow n in a chair. The arm  fell off.

“You know  you could be sleeping with a killer.”

“I could be, bu t I’m  not.” He said it in that sm ug way o f his, but 

som eth ing  nagged at him . Som ething Suki had  said about Lord: 

“He c a n t and  you  can.” Ian had  taken it to  m ean tha t Lord was 

im potent, bu t m ight it be because she knew  he was dead? Because 

she’d  killed him?

“Then w hat was tha t you were doing on the  couch yesterday?”

“We weren’t sleeping.”

“That’s for sure.”

“C redit m e with a bit o f sense. The w om an is no t a killer.”

“A nd w hat particu lar sense tells you that -  touch, smell, taste?

O r is it w hat you see -  or hear?” Ну let out a long, seductive 

m oan. Jasm ine copied it. Ну did  it again, in a duet w ith the parrot. 

In the heightened  state Ian was in, the  sound  stirred  him .

“D on’t do  that unless you m ean it.”

She grinned.

“M ean it. D o you m ean it?” asked Jasmine.

He flushed.
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“You d idn’t see him  at all? D idn’t visit your husband?”

Suki shook her head and  her th ick  hair bounced  around  her 

shoulders. Product.

But she d idn’t actually speak. D idn’t say no.

Jamieson leaned forw ard, to  ask the  question again and  press 

her point. Then she caught it. That scent. Poison. That was the 

nam e o f the perfum e. Jamieson choked on it, its heaviness invad

ing her lungs. She pulled  back.

“You were there.” It was the  scent she’d  sm elled at Lord’s. A nd 

she could see him  and  Suki -  Suki had  been the  one in the bed, 

a bed w here she’d failed to  find satisfaction. A nd Lance Lord was 

try ing  to  give it to  her in the only way he could.

“This is fo r  you, m y electric lady." H e’d  be balancing one o f  his 

guitars, the Fender Stratocaster, on his knee and  playing a m edley  

fro m  “Electric Ladyland.” A ll dressed up as Jimi Hendrix. M aybe he 

thought it w ould turn Suki on, and m ake up fo r  his inadequacies. 

“No. I wasn’t there. I was w ith Ian. He’ll tell you.”

“In the bed. You were in the bed.”

There was a long silence. Suki hadn’t expected to  get away with 

her denial, but she though t she’d try  it. She had  no th ing  to  lose, 

and  no th ing  to  hide, as long as the police believed her story. A nd 

w hy shouldn’t they?

“Okay, yes, I was w ith Lance that night. We had  d inner 

together.”

“Lobster,” said Jam ieson, w ithout looking up.

“Yeah, right, lobster.”

“From ?”

“From? I don’t rem em ber w here from . Does tha t m atter?” 

Jam ieson looked up sharply.

“In a m urder investigation, every detail m atters.”

“I don’t rem em ber. Some fish shack on a wharf. The cabbie took 

me there.”

“You came by taxi?”
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Suki nodded.

“From ?”

“C harlottetow n.”

“Som eone had  som eth ing  else.”

“Yeah, Lance. I bought h im  the steak in town. He doesn’t eat 

lobster.”

Jam ieson noted  the  details. N ot particu larly  im portan t, bu t she 

liked to  keep track  o f everything.

“Okay. You had  dinner. G o on.”

“We ate.”

Jam ieson suspected Lance was at his m ost charm ing. Flashing 

smile. Burning blue eyes. A great body in  those tight bellbottom s 

tha t showed how w ell-endow ed he was.

“We ate -  and  we g o t...” Suki was all blushes and  lowered 

eyelids. A sm all smile lit her face and  eyes.

“You got?”

“...w e got intim ate.”

“It looked like there  was only one person  in that bed.”

“Well, Lance w as.. .it w as...”

Silence. The silence Jam ieson expected w ould m ake Suki b lu rt 

ou t som eth ing  to fill the  vacuum . Suki d id  not. The second hand 

on  the school clock at the  back o f the  Hall ticked until Jam ieson 

couldn’t stand  the silence.

“D idn’t he use the  V iagra?” Jam ieson bet the Viagra had  upset 

Suki.

Lord smiling, his m atinee idol smile, the too-white teeth, too 

perfectly aligned, flash ing  at her.

“Viagra?” She ju m p ed  up, threw her napkin down on the table.

“Viagra?” Louder, as she m arched the length o f  the table toward  

him.

“Viagra?” Her face  w ithin an inch o f  his. The smile on his gone, 

replaced by a perplexed look.

“I have never been so insulted.”
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“I have never been so insulted.”

Jam ieson was struck  by how  close she had  com e to the  tru th . 

H ad she been insulted enough to  kill?

“Did he use it?”

“W hat?”

“The Viagra?”

Suki shook her head.

“It was over soon?”

“He w as...”

“In and  out?”

Suki frow ned. W hat did  she know? W ho had  told her about 

Lance?

“M ore o r less.”

Less, thought Jamieson, clearly less. C ould  tha t have anything to 

do  w ith the m urder? C ould  Suki have killed him  because he d idn’t 

satisfy her? Unlikely, but w orth  pursuing.

“A nd the KY Jelly? Yours?”

Now Suki was every bit as insu lted  as she had  been about the 

Viagra.

“No. O f  course not. It was for tha t d ry  little stick Alyssa. Like 

the bedroom . Lace and  rom ance. I don’t th in k  they  ever screwed.” 

Jam ieson pursed  her lips, rose-p ink  lips against a pearl com 

plexion. Flawless. Has she ever had  a m an? Suki w ondered.

“Enough details o f  your intimacy.” Jam ieson decided she could 

pursue tha t fu rth e r at ano ther tim e if necessary. “Perhaps there 

were events leading up to  and  after that m ight be significant. Let’s 

go back to  the  supper. You’re seated at the  table. W hat d id  you 

talk  about? W hat m ood  was Lord in?”

The sneaky smile again. “Well, I’ve told you that. We talked 

about getting back together, o f  course. That’s w hat led to  -  ” 

“Liar...” The small high cry  o f a child, crossed in the  p layground 

at recess.

“Liar,” Alyssa repeated, sailing across the  room  w ith a sense of



M ind O ver M ussels

purpose.

“M rs. Lord!” cautioned Jamieson.

“Yes?” they  bo th  said.

“O ne at a tim e. I w ant to  speak with you one at a time.” She 

tu rned  to  Alyssa. “We have spoken, and  I m ay wish to speak to 

you again, but righ t now  I am  interview ing M rs. Lord. Please 

leave the Hall.”

Alyssa pressed her lips together, angry  that Suki was being 

called M rs. Lord. A ngry about being asked to leave the Hall. But 

she swallowed the anger -  Jam ieson could see her gulp it dow n, 

her larynx rising and  falling. Alyssa sm iled, unconvincingly, and 

spoke in a new, soft tone.

“Its  just that I m ight have a piece o f evidence. It m ay no t be 

relevant, but I’m  m issing a ring.”

“Lost o r stolen?”

“Stolen, I believe. Yes, stolen.”

“You’ve left it som ew here, perhaps. Taken it off to  wash your 

hands?”

“I never w ear it. It never leaves the house.”

Jam ieson sighed. Side issue. It was undoubted ly  a side issue. 

Like the m arijuana plants, forgotten in the Institu te room . Forgot 

ten  bu t not gone, she thought, as she sm elled the  scent now, 

w afting into the m ain room . She’d have to  do som ething about 

them , too.

Jam ieson flipped to  the back o f  her notebook.

“D escrip tion o f the ring?”

Alyssa th ru s t the  appraisal pho to  at her. Jam ieson took  a quick 

glance.

“M issing since w hen?”

Alyssa shrugged. “I don’t know.”

She d idn’t m ention  that her jew ellery box had  been upset. She 

d idn’t say that the  ring  had  been gone a long tim e. Gone, bu t not 

m issing. N ot really. She sm iled a sly smile.
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Jamieson held up the  photo. “M ay I keep th is in the m eantim e?” 

Alyssa nodded , sm iled again at Jam ieson, frow ned at Suki, and 

headed for the  door, gliding sm ooth ly  across the  room .

Jam ieson waited for her to  cross the  threshold  before continuing  

her questioning o f Suki.

“W hen did you leave Lord’s?”

“Q uite early. I was w ith Ian m ost o f the  n ight, as he’ll tell you. 

H aving a little ...u h ...re u n io n .”

“He’ll back you up on that?”

“O f course.”

“T im e o f arrival and  departu re?”

Suki laughed, tossing back her th ick  m ane.

“We weren’t using a stopwatch.”

“So neither o f you can confirm  your tim e o f arrival o r depar

ture?”

“Well, there  hasn’t been a departure. As for the  tim e o f  arrival, 

he wasn’t in bed  yet. ”

“But he m ight know ?”

“He m ig h t...an d  so m ight M oira Toombs.”

“M oira Toombs? W hat’s she got to do  w ith it?”

Suki leaned forw ard, her tone confidential.

“She’s sweet on him . She watches.”

“W atches?”

“From  her w indow  at night. You can see Ian’s house. You can see 

right in to  his living room.”

Jam ieson sighed. The tim ing  was too close to  m atter anyway.

You couldn’t pin dow n a tim e o f death  as narrow ly  as these 

circum stances were forcing. She supposed she’d  have to  speak to 

th is M oira w om an som etim e, but no t yet.

“You had  d in n er w ith Lord, w ere ...in tim a te ...w ith  h im  and 

spent the night w ith Ian Sim m ons. W hat am  I to  m ake o f that?” 

“M ake w hat you w ant o f it. Those are the  facts.”

“C ould  you please elaborate on those facts?”
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“Lance left me waiting. Just lying there in bed. He’d been up to 

his Jimi H endrix  thing. He though t it tu rned  m e on. It d idn’t, but 

it got h im  off.”

“His Jimi H endrix  th ing?”

“He’d  get all dressed up and  play his guitar. I peeked a round  the 

bedroom  door. He looked rid icu lous -  w earing the  bellbottom  

pants, the  orange dashiki, and  this lim e-green paisley scarf.” She 

sm iled, not a k ind smile. “A nd the Afro wig.”

Jam ieson clicked on  the photograph  o f Lord. The scarf was tied 

a round  his head, the  wig askew, part o f it stuck into the w ound by 

the blow o f  the  axe. Lord’s first and  last front-page pho to  would 

have had  him  rocking and  rolling in his grave.

Jam ieson had  to agree tha t it was unfortunate  he was w earing 

the Afro wig.

Suki b rought the w eapon dow n with clear control. No trem bling 

o f the m uscles, the  grip  o f her hands sure and  confident. She 

leaned it against the table, flipped her hair beh ind  her shoulders, 

and  sat dow n. Jam ieson had no doubt tha t Suki had  the strength  

to  have w ielded the m u rd er weapon. She was capable, at least 

physically, o f  killing Lord.

B ut had she?

Jam ieson lifted the  will and tu rn ed  it over so that Suki could see 

w hat it was.

“D o you recognize this?”

“Obviously. It says it’s Lance’s will.”

“I d idn’t ask if you knew  w hat it was. I asked if you recognized 

it, a n d ...” Jam ieson fingered the  bu rn ed  patch, “...th is.”

How did  she f in d  it? Where was it? Where was he?

Suki slum ped down, pouting, on the living room couch. His eyes 

fo llow ed her, d isappointm ent in them. Was that when he saw the 

flashlight out the w indow  and Jim M acA dam  a t the top o f  the 

cape? On his land.
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Was that when Suki saw the will on the coffee table?

His will.

Suki shrugged. W hat did  it m atter if Jam ieson knew?

“I tried  to  burn  it.”

“W hy?”

“I was angry. It d idn ’t m ean anything. If I’d really w anted to 

destroy it, I’d  have m ade sure it burned.”

“W hy were you angry?”

“You m ust have read it. He was leaving everything to her. Even 

now.”

“A nd you w anted everything?”

Suki laughed.

“No. I don’t care about that. It’s her I care about. Losing to  her.” 

“But you d idn’t.”

“W hat do  you m ean?”

“The will is not valid. It was revoked by your m arriage to  him.” 

“You m ean it’s no good?”

“No good to  Alyssa.”

“Is everything m ine?”

“I suspect so. You may have a hard  tim e collecting.”

“I’ve to ld  you, I don’t care. It m attered  to her.” Suki broke into a 

broad  smile. “So I won, after all.”

Jam ieson though t she was no  fu rth e r ahead, bu t she pressed on. 

It had happened  outside. H ad Suki gone out? Was he dead  or alive 

w hen she got there? W hat d id  she do w hen she cam e back in?

Suki was in a panic.

She looked wildly around her. The remains o f  their dinner on the 

table. Cooking utensils p iled  up in the sink. H er fingerprints on 

everything. She couldn’t think. She’d  only m ake things worse i f  she 

cleaned up, wouldn’t she?

W hy should she not have had dinner here, with her husband?  

W hy not?
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“It was dark, I know  th a t...”

Ian was seated across the  table from  Jam ieson. She sat upright, 

a no -nonsense  look on  her face, w aiting to hear w hat tim e Suki 

had  arrived at his house on the night o f the  m urder. She sat rigid, 

pen  poised over her notebook, and  looked at him , unsm iling. She 

wasn’t going to  let the fam iliarity she had w ith h im  seep into the 

interview.

“Mr. Simm ons,” she called h im  to underline the  official nature 

o f  their discussion. “D o you have an id ea ...an y  idea ... w hat tim e 

she arrived?”

He did  not.

“I’d been surfing the  net and  lost track  o f tim e. It could have 

been nine. It could have been m idnight.”

“Later?”

He shrugged, raised his hands, pressed his lips together.

“C ould  be, I suppose. I doubt it.”

“The reason for your doubt?”

He flushed. “Well, we spent quite a lot o f tim e together.”

“You could have lost track  o f  tim e then , too.”

“Yes. I suppose.”

He looked and  sounded as if he were telling the  tru th .

W hat Jam ieson w ould like to know  was if Suki were telling the 

tru th . H aving an  exact tim e w ouldn’t prove w ho killed Lord, but 

it w ould tell if Ian and  Suki’s stories m atched, and  if she were 

lying. Every bit o f  in form ation  helped the whole puzzle come 

together. Right now, the  pieces were all over the  place. She’d  at
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least like to  get the outline, the edges fram ing  the  whole. Then she 

could fill it in.

“Did Miss Sm ythe...M rs. L o rd ...com e to  The Shores to  see 

you -  o r her husband?”

He flushed again.

“I honestly  can’t say. I though t it was me, at first, b u t...”

“But?”

He lowered his head. Fiddled w ith the zipper o f his slicker.

“I don’t th ink  it was.”

“W hat do you th ink?”

He looked up. “I don’t know  w hat to  think.”

“D o you th in k  she could kill?” Jam ieson asked because he had 

the m ost in tim ate know ledge o f  Suki.

He tipped  his head back, staring  at the  ceiling. Jam ieson wasn’t 

surprised  he d idn’t answer. His reply could be only conjecture, but 

potentially  dam ning.

There was no  reply. W hy hadn’t he said no im m ediately? They 

were both  th ink ing  it.

She tried  ano ther tack.

“How w ould you describe her tem peram ent?”

He m um bled som eth ing  about passionate nature, fiery tem per, 

regretting it as soon as he’d said it.

“A tem per tha t could lead to  m urder?” Jam ieson knew  she was 

leading him  on, bu t couldn’t th in k  o f ano ther d irection.

“I suppose so,” he said, adding  too quickly, “bu t you m ight say 

that o f any o f us.”

“You don’t believe that.”

After a long pause: “No. No, I don’t.”

He was still w ondering  why he’d said any o f it w hen he left the 

Hall. It was true, but why d id  he have to  say so? Jam ieson had  led 

him  on. W hatever Suki m ight be, he was sure she was not a killer. 

But she w ould kill h im  if she found out w hat he’d  said.
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“Mr. Bullock can’t come.”

“W hy?”

“He is...unw ell.”

The m asterm ind o f  M ind  Over M uscle ill? Jam ieson wasn’t sure 

Leone O ’Reyley was telling the tru th . He was hard  to read -  an 

odd  individual, perhaps odder th an  Alyssa Lord.

“W hen will he no t be ...unw ell?”

“I don’t know.” Never again, though t Leone. Ed m ight never 

be well again. He was deterio rating , m ore rapidly every day. 

D isintegrating. He m ust keep him  going. For himself, for her, for 

all th ree  o f them . Now, m ore th an  ever. He was so close to  having 

w hat he wanted.

“O f course he wants to co-operate.”

“O f course.” H er tone was dry.

“A nd, o f  course, he had no th ing  to  do  w ith it.”

“W hy no t?”

“I can’t say.”

Jam ieson raised an eyebrow. “Can’t?”

“Shouldn’t.”

“Mr. O ’Reyley, this is a hom icide investigation. A double h o m i

cide. You could  face charges for w ithhold ing  inform ation . O r it 

could  m ake you a suspect.”

“But I am  already, am  I no t?”

“That I can’t say -  yet. Is there  a reason I should  suspect you?

A reason I should suspect Mr. Bullock, w ho can’t be here -  o r so 

you say.”

He shrugged.

“W hat about the land?”

“W hat land?”

“'The land tha t Mr. Bullock gave Lord.”

“A g ift”
“A paym ent for services?”

Leone inclined his head.
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“For services as his body double?”

So she knew.

“You could say”

“W hy w ouldn’t I say? Was it blackm ail?”

“N ot exactly”

“U nspoken blackm ail?”

“Perhaps.”

“How did  Mr. Bullock feel about that?”

“He d idn’t.”

Jamieson’s eyebrows shot up.

“He d idn’t know. I p ro tected  him  from  the knowledge.”

“W hy did  he need a body double?”

“He d idn’t like to expose himself.” Lord knew  the  tru th  about 

Ed. The land  was no gift. It was paym ent to  a blackm ailer. He 

knew  som eth ing  Ed d idn’t know, and Leone d idn’t w ant Ed to 

know. He’d  th rea tened  to  tell. Leone had  shut him  up.

“W hy did  he need p ro tection?”

Leone’s eyes were d istraught. His face told Jam ieson tha t he 

w anted to  say som ething, bu t was struggling.

“At th is stage, any inform ation you give m e will be confidential. 

Just betw een u s ”

His tense facial m uscles eased, his body  relaxed in to  the chair. 

O nly his hunched  shoulders revealed his stress. He leaned 

forward.

“I beg you to  keep th is to  yourself.”

“I can’t prom ise tha t it w on’t com e out, but if it’s no t necessary 

or p e rtinen t to  the case...”

W hen he said it, it was alm ost a whisper. There was no  one 

else in the  room , but had  there  been, they  couldn’t have heard  

it. Jam ieson could hardly  m ake out w hat he was saying, and  she 

had  sharp  ears. She d idn’t know  if  she should believe w hat he’d 

said. It wasn’t the p icture Ну had  given her o f  Bullock strid ing  his 

p roperty  at dawn.
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Leone leaned back, w ondering  if bed  done the right thing, 

telling her.

“So you see he had  noth ing  to  do with it, couldn’t know ...” 

“Except w here you were tha t night. He could know  that.”

Leones brow n eyes w arm ed, as if she had  just m ade a very good 

joke.

Jam ieson d idn’t m ake jokes. She d idn’t always get them  either. 

“He takes a strong  sleeping pill at n ine  at night,” Leone 

explained. “After that, he is gone, gone until m orning.” He smiled. 

Jam ieson frow ned and  con tinued  the interview.

“Then you will have to tell m e where you were tha t night.”

“I was at home.”

“W ith Ed, w ho was asleep.”

Leone nodded. “C orrect.”

“A nyone else w ho m ight confirm  that?”

“Alyssa Lord. She was there, too.”

Yes. She had  told Jam ieson that. She’d said she’d gone there  after 

her rendezvous with Lord, earlier in the  evening. Just for a chat. 

They’d been friends for years, she said. She went hom e early. Was 

Alyssa a suspect? She wasn’t strong  enough to  have inflicted the 

w ound. The spouse was usually suspect num ber one in a m urder 

investigation. But w ho was the spouse -  Alyssa or Suki?

“Did she say anything about her m eeting with Lord?”

The w arm th  left his eyes. The chin that ju tted  forw ard stuck out 

further, his m outh  clam ped in a grim  line.

“You should  ask her that.”

“I have. I w ant your version.”

Hy’s beachcom bing  bag still lay on her table. She’d passed by it 

countless tim es, telling herself she should rinse the shells and  put 

them  som ew here.

She grabbed  the bag and  took it over to  the kitchen, drifting  

sand on the floor as she went. She spilled the conten ts into the
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sink and ran  the w ater over the rocks and  shells and  driftw ood. 

M any o f them  had  lost their charm , but there were a couple that 

she slid onto  the w indow sill above the  sink, already a clu tter o f 

rocks, shells, and  beach debris.

Som ething sharp  cut her finger, and  she b rough t it up  quickly 

to her m outh , sucking at the blood, staring  at the  w eapon cupped 

inside a mussel, like a pearl in  an oyster shell.

It was a small ring, real gold and  real d iam onds, small, bu t real. 

She w ashed it off. She tried  to  slip it onto  her ring finger. She 

couldn’t budge it over the jo in t. It slipped easily on to  her baby 

finger. She held it out. It looked nice. She sm iled, pleased with 

herself. A real treasure. She’d  found a copper bracelet before and 

a silver locket, but no th ing  as nice as this. Let Ian m ake fun o f her 

now for beachcom bing.

A nd then  she recognized it.

It was the ring in  the appraisal photo  in Alyssa’s jew ellery box, 

the ring they  hadn’t been able to  find.

Alyssas ring.

She m ust have scooped it up beside Lord’s body. This wasn’t just 

ano ther beach treasure. This was evidence in a m urder case. She 

should go directly to  Jamieson.

But she d idn’t. She called Ian.



Chapter Twenty-Three

“Stargazing.” Leone looked up at the  ceiling. “After I’d seen her 

safely hom e, I was stargazing.”

Jam ieson though t she had  caught h im  out.

“Saw her hom e? You said you weren’t out that night. She never 

m en tioned  it.”

“I wasn’t. I was up in  the cupola at the top o f the  dom e. I saw 

her hom e from  there.”

There was som eth ing  about the way he squinted. She flipped 

th rough  her no tebook to  the  calendar. Held it up. “W hat’s this?”

He had no idea. Shook his head.

“How well do  you see?”

Leone was looking down on the shore. He squinted into the night 

through his blur o f  poor vision. He had tried glasses, bu t reeled 

back as i f  struck, the firs t tim e he looked through the lenses. Ugly, 

stark, too m uch definition. He w ent back to his half-seen world. 

That night, he’d  been watching the blur o f  her m ake her way home, 

bu t she wasn’t going home.

“You saw Alyssa.”

“Alyssa, o f course. I w atched her all the way hom e. W atched 

over her.” It was a little w hite lie. He had  w atched over her. Just 

no t from  the dom e.

Jam ieson looked up from  her notes. She’d  written: “Protective of 

Alyssa.” A  clue?

“A nd w hen she was hom e?”

“W atched the lights go on dow nstairs, then  off. Then upstairs -  

on  and  off.”
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“W hy such concern?”

“I just w anted to  m ake sure she was safe”

Or safely out o f  the way, so you  could kill Lord?

“W hat was your relationship w ith Lord?”

Silence.

“You can tell me, or I can find o u t”

“The relationship? Over. It was over.”

“It certainly is now.”

Jamieson had Leone lift the  axe. He did  so w ith ease.

He could have used it, thought Jamieson.

“I will have to  speak to Mr. Bullock, you know.”

Leone shrugged. “O f course. I c a n t stop you, bu t you m ay be 

d isappointed. Am I free to leave?”

“Just rub  your hands th rough  your hair, and  let m e get your 

fingerprints. Then you’re free to go, for now.”

Olive M acLean and Gladys Fraser w ould not be budged.

The ceilidh m ust go on.

Olive sat, her m outh  set in a tigh t line, refusing to  speak a word. 

G ladys standing  was no t m uch taller than  Olive sitting, bu t she 

was a solid wall o f stubbornness. She stood, im m ovable, her arm s 

crossed and balanced on her form idable bosom , her ch in  th ru st 

forward.

“The ceilidh will go on.” H er face was set, lips pursed, eyes 

squinting. The look, so successful in forcing others to  back down, 

unnerved  even Jamieson.

“I’m sorry.” W hen had  she ever apologized before? To som eone 

like this? O ver such a trivial m atter?

Trivial to  Jam ieson, m aybe, bu t not to  Gladys, in her official 

capacity as President o f  Institute. A nd on  a personal level, Gladys 

desperately needed som eth ing  to  take her m ind  off the  loss o f Jim 

M acAdam.

“Why, we often have people com ing all the way from  Nova



M ind O ver M ussels 201

Scotia.”

Jam ieson doubted  anyone w ould cross the causeway. H er latest 

repo rt from  M urdo was tha t it was still im passable, the su rf 

crashing up and  over the roadbed  in the wake o f the storm . Their 

police cru iser was a pathetic  sight, its nose still firm ly attached to 

the dung  heap, the rest o f it sinking deeper in to  the wet, red  clay. 

The access lane, w here N athan w ould have to  go to  pull it out, 

looked m ore like a river than  a farm  road.

The w eather had  im proved, but d idn’t clear right out, as Olives 

husband H arold  had predicted. That d idn’t surprise anyone. There 

were still grim  black clouds scudding  across the sky and  rain 

showers spitting dow n. The odd  shaft o f sunlight knifed th rough  

the clouds. The w ind had  backed off, but there were still strong 

gusts and  w hat H arold called a “fair breeze” -  a breeze that w ould 

blow the  clothes at a right angle on clotheslines, should  anybody 

hang them  out.

It wasn’t a good day for laundry, but no  one was going to miss 

the ceilidh, no t anyone w ho could walk, and  som e who couldn’t. 

No one, certainly not Gladys Fraser, w ould th ink  o f cancelling it, 

m u rd er o r not. Next to  the  C hristm as concert, the  Labour Day 

w eekend ceilidh was the social event o f  the  year. It couldn’t go on 

w ith a cot on the stage w here the m usicians w ould play, o r one 

dow n on  the floor w here people w ould dance.

“No. I’m  afraid you’ll have to find som ew heres else to  carry  on 

your police business. It can’t be here. N ot tonight. We depend on 

these events to  keep the roo f over ou r heads.”

The roo f had  been replaced and paid  for two years before. It 

was a steel roof. It w asn’t going anywhere. Jamieson supposed 

she could press her po in t, bu t it w ould m ake for ill will in the 

com m unity. She needed good will, so she struck  a deal. The 

ceilidh could  go ahead, but she was to  be in troduced  to  everyone 

w ho cam e to  the Hall and  allowed to  question anyone she hadn’t 

spoken to  already.
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U nconventional. But w hat about th is case so far had been 

conventional?

Olive and  Gladys looked at each other. Tried no t to  smile. For 

Gladys, that was easy.

“All right.” H er lips were tight, bu t there  was a m ean smile in her 

eyes.

M urdo had been knocking on  doors, arranging  interview  tim es 

for anyone who was a suspect or possible witness. A nyone who 

had  been at o r near the shore, o r knew  som eone w ho had, was at 

the top o f the list. He’d  arranged interview s well in to  the evening, 

know ing how Jam ieson operated  -  and  th en  had  to  rearrange 

them  all w hen he’d reported  back to her and  she’d  told him  about 

the ceilidh.

“Just bum p them  until tom orrow.” She indicated a num ber of 

nam es low dow n on  his list.

“I’m not sure who will com e on a Sunday.” He shook his head. 

“Folk a round  here w on’t take kindly  to police interference on the 

Lord’s Day.”

“Jesus,” she said.

“Exactly,” he said.

“Well, do w hat you can. I m ay be m eeting all o f  them  tonight 

anyway. They say the whole village will be at the ceilidh.”

M urdo sm iled as he left, th ink ing  o f April. April w ould be there.

Jam ieson, m eantim e, was th ink ing  abou t the  confidence Leone 

had  w hispered in  her ear. Was it true? A nd, if true , w hat d id  it 

m ean? It explained the body double. But d id  it m ake Ed a killer?

It m ade it unlikely, but she’d have to  m eet the m an to  know. He 

could be an accessory, o r even the m asterm ind . W as there  a 

reason for Leone to  pro tect Ed, beyond w hat he’d told her? Did 

Ed need protecting? W hat m otive d id  e ither o f  them  have? She 

was de te rm ined  to  speak to Ed, w hatever obstacles Leone put 

in her way. He and Leone, Alyssa and Suki, were her m ost likely
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suspects. She w ould speak to the  rest o f the  villagers to  find out 

w hat theyd  seen o r heard.

Ed Bullock, too. M aybe it wasn’t about w hat he’d  done, but what 

he’d seen, heard , or knew. She had  to  get up to  the dom e. She’d 

have to  stop M urdo, get h im  to drop  her off there. She grabbed 

h e r cru tches and  pulled  herself up, bu t before she was halfway 

across the room , she saw the  cru iser pulling out o f the parking lot.

D am n. She th rew  the  crutches dow n, then  had  to  hop  around, 

try ing  to pick them  up, glad tha t no one could see her looking like 

an idiot.

But M oira saw, from  her d in ing  room  w indow  directly  opposite 

the H all’s window. She sm irked  and  hugged Jam ieson’s private 

m om ent.

“You m ake a great alibi for her.”

Ну and  Ian were on the phone. She hadn’t had  a chance to tell 

Ian abou t the  ring yet. He’d been telling her about his interview  

with Jam ieson and  now  they  were arguing about Suki. Ну thought 

it was unlikely Suki had  killed Lord, especially w ith the  new 

evidence she now  had, the ring on her hand. She knew  she was 

being petu lan t, acting like a child, but she couldn’t help herself. 

She’d pushed  Ian into defending Suki.

“You m ake alibi sound like an excuse -  suspicious, somehow.”

“I th in k  it is.”

“Do you th in k  I’m  lying, covering for her?”

She d idn’t th in k  that. No, she d idn’t believe Ian w ould lie to her 

about som eth ing  so serious.

“No. I just th in k  she m ight have arrived later -  or slipped out 

du ring  the  night.” Ian, once asleep, could no t be woken.

“Н у -  we hardly  slept a wink.”

“Spare m e the  details.” It was suspicious, Suki com ing for Ian 

after all these years, at such a convenient tim e for her.

“W here is she now ?”
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“She’s having a shower.” She was having a very long shower. 

Using all the ho t water, Ian though t meanly.

Ну could hear the hiss o f the w ater dow n the  phone line. She 

said nothing.

“Can I see you -  alone?” he asked.

A t last. M aybe he was seeing sense.

M oira couldn’t stay away. She was to rtu rin g  herself over w hat 

was going on betw een Ian and  Suki, bu t she just had  to  see if there 

were really som eth ing  betw een them , or if Suki was ju st a guest, a 

guest w ith no m anners, p rancing a round  half-naked.

It w ould also give her a chance to  test her new  look on Ian.

M oira had baked som e b lueberry  muffins. She d idn’t know  that 

Ian was tiring  o f them , but d idn’t dare say.

She knocked on the door. She usually w alked in w ithout knock

ing, bu t M oira d idn’t w ant to  w hile Suki was there. She d idn’t 

w ant to see anything she shouldn’t see.

“G otta go. Talk to  you later,” said Ian, hanging up, w ithout 

saying w hen and  how  he and Ну could m eet. He had  no idea how 

he w ould wriggle away from  Suki.

He was alm ost relieved to  see M oira at the  door.

“Urn, delicious,” he said, but he d idn’t grab one. He took the 

plate and  pu t it on the kitchen counter.

He looked at M oira. Was there  som eth ing  different about her?

Suki knew  w hat it was w hen she sauntered  dow nstairs. M oiras’s 

poorly  applied m ascara was sm udged and m ade her look a bit like 

a raccoon.

H er blush was uneven on her cheeks.

She obviously needed m ore lessons. Suki took M oira in hand.

“Let’s go to your place,” she suggested. “For som e girl talk.”

M oira blushed redder than  her blusher. N o one had  ever invited 

her for “girl talk” before.

Suki tu rn ed  to  Ian.
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‘T il  be a while,” she said.

“Take your time.”

Suki paused at the door. D id he sound  eager for her to  go?

As soon as she had gone, Ian called Ну.

“Com e over,” he said. “She’s gone.”

Was tha t relief in his voice?

“H er jew ellery box was on the  floor, jewels scattered every

where. A nnabelle though t it was the cat, bu t I’m  not so sure.” 

“W ho w ould have done that, if not the cat?”

They were sitting at Ian’s kitchen table, d rink ing  coffee.

“I don’t know. Alyssa herself? Suki?”

He groaned. “Let’s no t go there.”

“You have to  adm it it’s strange her tu rn in g  up now ...and  then 

th is happens.”

There was a long pause.

“I have thought about it, but w hatever reason she’s here, I don’t 

believe she’s a killer.”

“If she’s no t the killer, she’s part o f the reason. There’s no love 

lost betw een her and  Alyssa.”

“W hen is there  betw een wife num ber one and  two?”

“The po in t is,” said Ну, “Alyssa had  no strong reaction  to  the 

jew ellery box being upset. Just said she’d have to  check if anything 

was m issing. A nd th is was.” She held out her hand  to  Ian, and 

wiggled her little finger.

“That’s hers? W hat are you doing w ith it?”

“I found it.”

“Found it?”

“Yup.”

“A nd d idn’t pu t it back?”

“I d idn’t find it in  the  box o r in the room.”

He looked puzzled.

“I found it on the shore.”
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“The shore?”

Ну was having fun, playing it out.

“Beside Lord’s body.”

She was gratified by the look on his face.

“D o you th in k  Alyssa killed h im ?”

“I don’t know. I don’t th in k  she could do it, but the ring says she 

was there.”

“O r som eone was. Som eone w ho could’ve pu t it there. W ho?”

“That’s w hat I plan to  find out.”

“Aren’t you going to give it to  Jam ieson?”

“No. First I’m  going to  w ear it at the  ceilidh.”

“Be careful, Ну.”

“W hat’s to  w orry  about? The room  will be packed.”

Ian groaned. He hadn’t been p lanning  to go, because it m eant 

he’d  have to  accom pany Suki. The idea em barrassed  him . But now 

that Ну m ight be in danger, he’d have to  go to  back her up.

Step by painful step, Jam ieson had  inched her way to  the dom e, 

propelled by a sense tha t she shouldn’t be b linded  by Bullock’s 

social o r m edical status. She becam e better at m anoeuvring the 

crutches, so tha t by the  tim e she arrived, she was quite expert, 

m oving freely and  quickly.

It wasn’t so easy to  knock  on the door. She needn’t have 

bothered. Leone had  been w atching her from  the cupola as she 

struggled up the cape.

He let her in. “So soon?”

“N o poin t in  waiting.” She looked beyond h im  into the room , 

barbells stacked in  the back -  real o r fake weights? In front of 

them , Big Ed sat playing solitaire. He was sitting, but he stood 

up and cam e w ith a confident stride tow ards her, hand  extended. 

She was surprised, because o f w hat Leone had  w hispered to  her at 

the Hall: “He has no legs and  his m ind  is going? C ould  that be the 

reason for the body  double? The w orld had  been to ld  Ed was fit



M ind O ver M ussels 2 0 7

and whole. It was the cornerstone o f  his fitness em pire. If people 

found out he was m issing p a rts ...

“W elcome.” Big Ed flashed a smile, his too th  w ith the d iam onds 

sparkling at her. She had  no idea o f  the  effort it took  him . The 

flash o f the  d iam onds m ade w hat was actually a grim ace look like 

a smile. They shook hands.

“Please, sit,” he said. He sat h im self w ith a deep sigh. Jamieson 

rem ained  standing. She m eant to  m ain tain  a position  o f control, 

even though the crutches m ade her look and  feel vulnerable. Her 

underarm s and  shoulder m uscles were pulsing with pain.

She d idn ’t know  where to  begin. Ed Bullock. Order o f  Canada. 

She m ustn’t be dazzled by the  wealth, the  legend, the too th . But 

how  could she fram e her questions so as not to  offend him?

“We’re tracking  everyone’s m ovem ents on the night o f  Lord’s 

m urder. F inding ou t if anyone m ight have seen som ething, how 

ever insignificant, that m ight provide a clue to  w ho killed Lance 

Lord and  Jim M acAdam.”

“Yes...” N ot quite a question, but d raw n out, w ith an upw ard 

inflection. Like he d idn’t know  w hat she was asking. As if he had 

no th ing  to  offer.

“W e ...I ...th o u g h t perhaps you could shed som e light on it.”

Big Ed’s eyes glazed over.

“Perhaps you could tell me the  nature  o f  your relationship with 

Lance Lord.”

He began to  m um ble softly. Jam ieson couldn’t m ake it out. Soft 

and  hissy. Alyssa? H ad he said Alyssa?

“Mr. B ullock ...! don’t u n d e rs tan d ...”

“I’m sorry.” The eyes were clear now, no  longer glazed over. 

“W hat were we talk ing about?”

“Lance Lord.”

“O h yes. Lord.”

“Your body double.”

“Yes. D on’t know  why. N oth ing  w rong w ith my body.” He



208 H ilary  M acLeod

slapped his chest. “These m edia things. H ard to  understand .” 

“Was it a secret? D id he th reaten  to  tell it?”

Ed frow ned. So did  Leone. A nd it was he w ho replied.

“He did.”

“H ad he th reatened  -  recently -  to  expose you?”

Ed looked confused. He began to  fiddle w ith the top bu tton  of 

his shirt, coun ting  silently each tim e he flicked it. She’d  lost him  

again.

“I know  w hat you’re th inking,” said Leone, “But I can tell you 

th a t’s no t why Lord died. Ed d idn’t care abou t the land. I d idn ’t 

either. I cared about the  betrayal.”

“Enough to  kill h im ?”

“No. Not that m uch. Lord died  for ano ther reason.”

“W hich was?”

“I can’t say.”

“You don’t know ?”

“I can’t say.”

“П1 leave you som e tim e to  th in k  abou t it. Perhaps you’ll find 

you can say.”

Leone’s eyelids drooped , shading  his eyes.

“I don’t th in k  so.”

“Well perhaps Mr. Bullock will be better equipped  to  speak for 

h im self the  next time.”

Leone’s lids lifted. His eyes were sad.

“I doubt that, too.”

“I’m interested to know  som eth ing  about your system. Your 

c laim s...”

“Please. N ot claims.”

“All right. M ind O ver Muscle. How does it w ork?”

“Com e. I will show  you.”

Jam ieson felt the sam e spark  o f sexual energy all w om en felt 

w hen Leone touched  them . Even though  she was a M ountie, 

he placed a hand  on her arm , and  steered her to  the back o f the
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circular room  w here the barbells were stacked.

His touch was charged, the hand  w arm , alm ost hot, on  her arm . 

He sat her dow n on  a leather bench u n d er the weights. He took 

her hand  and  strapped  it in. Then the other. She d idn’t like it. 

Tried to  pull out. He strapped  her feet in, m aking her w ince when 

he tigh tened  the strap around  her in jured  ankle. She began to 

wish she hadn’t agreed to  this. But had  she? No.

“So you will be safe,” he said. He tu rn ed  on  the  power, and  a 

steel rod  w ith massive weights on  either end eased dow n, com ing 

at her. She d idn’t feel safe.

“How is it safe?” H er voice rose.

He w atched, a gleam  in his eyes as the weights descended. A 

foot from  her. W hy had  she agreed to this? Just above h e r and 

still com ing dow n. Six inches. Sweat broke ou t u n d er her arm s 

and  on  her forehead. O nly  six inches m ore. H er stom ach rebelled, 

chu rn ing  w ith fear. Three inches. Two. She tried  to  pull away. The 

leather straps bit in to  her. O ne. The weights stopped m oving.

“So you won’t try  to  get up and  h u rt yourself with the weights.”

Jam ieson felt sweat trickle dow n her back. N ot from  exertion. 

Sheer fear.

A clunk. G rinding. A nd the  weights began m oving up again.

“Now im agine. Im agine you are lifting them . You are not yet. 

This is just to train  your m ind  to  take over from  the m otor. Slowly. 

D on’t skip a m om ent. Follow through.” The weights glided up. 

Jam ieson couldn’t im agine a thing, except how she w ould get out.

“It is the brain  tha t signals the lim bs to  move, but in the absence 

o f lim bs, it is the  m ind  tha t moves. You and  the objects you 

choose. This is w hat I know.”

Jam ieson gained no th ing  from  the experience, except a 

suspicion that Leone m ay have been threaten ing  her. She left, 

frustrated . W ho was Leone protecting? H im self or Bullock -  or 

both? Was Ed Bullock, in spite o f  w hat Leone had w hispered 

in the Hall, actually  whole and  capable o f  killing? At tim es he
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seem ed so. O ne m om ent, intelligence shone through  his eyes. The 

next, they  were blank.

Could it be an act?

Ну and Ian were looking at the photographs she had  taken of 

Lord and  retained on her cam era’s m em ory  card. They clicked 

through the shots, looking for anything tha t m ight be a clue, and 

found nothing. They ended  up at the  first shot -  the one Ну had 

taken o f the repetitive suns in the water.

“Look at that,” said Ian.

“W hat?” Ну was looking at the  com position, quite p roud  o f the 

way she’d  fram ed the shot.

Ian zoom ed in.

“That.” He poin ted  at the  screen.

“Footprints,” said Ну.

“O dd  footprints.” Ian zoom ed in tighter.

“It alm ost looks like two sets o f p rin ts there. O ne on top o f the 

other.” So had  Alyssa been telling the tru th?

Ian peered at the screen.

“You could be right. We better tell Jamieson.”

She pu t a hand  on his arm . “N ot ju st yet.”

“That’s w ithholding evidence.”

“So’s the ring. A nd this isn’t really.” Ну h it prin t. “She has the 

photo, too.”

Ian w atched from  the  door as she left. He stared at her back 

as she walked all the way dow n Shipw reck Hill, adm iring  her 

straight posture and  long, confident stride. As she rounded  the 

co rner at the bo ttom  o f the  hill, he sighed and  w ent back to his 

com puter. W ithin  m inutes, he was lost in the m achine.

“Are you still w orking on that? D o you th in k  she still w ants it?”

Ну had  stopped  to  see G us on her way hom e from  Ian’s. Gus 

was ripp ing  ou t and  re-sew ing yet ano ther o f  the  w edding quilt
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squares w ith its tiny patches placed just so. She’d  m ade ano ther 

e rro r and  tu rn ed  it the w rong way and got the  whole th ing 

tw isted around.

Like relationships, Ну thought. M aybe those w om en from  the 

past knew  exactly w hat they  were doing w hen they  m ade the 

w edding quilt so complex.

“Well, she hasn’t to ld  m e otherw ise, and  the  th ing  m ust be 

finished. If it w on’t do for her, som eone else can use it. M aybe 

she’ll find ano ther m an and  w ant it for him . O ne’s pretty  m uch 

the sam e as another.”

“W hat? The quilts? No, Gus, they ’re absolutely unique.”

“I m eant m en. Ain’t m uch difference betw een them .”

“C ’m on. It’s always been Abel for you.”

Gus just sm iled and  punched  the needle in to  the fabric.

“Gus.”

Gus looked up, eyes smiling.

“W hen? W here? W ho?”

“Up West. Afore Abel. I was a schoolgirl. He was the teacher.” 

“The teacher?”

“Oh, we was only two years apart. But he was a schoolteacher. 

Too sm art for m e ’n’ all.”

“Was he good-looking?”

Gus grinned.

“O h yes,” she said, draw ing ou t the w ord and the  m em ory. “O h 

yes,” she said again, looking back dow n at the  quilt.

“Then w hy d idn’t y o u ...d id n ’t h e ...? ”

G us shrugged. “Abel gave m e a ride hom e from  pickin’ potatoes 

one day in his tru ck  w agon. Then it was every day. Then we was 
m arried.”

Ну sm iled. So m atter o f fact for such a long, productive m ar

riage.

“Me and  Abel, we was suited anyroad. We rubbed  along well 

together.”
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Rubbed along well enough to produce eight kids. But Abel was 

never around , though t Ну. M aybe th a t’s why the m arriage had 

lasted so long.

“W hy did  you com e here?”

He’d asked her the sam e th ing  the day before, and  she had 

m anaged no t to answer.

Ian was sitting at his kitchen table. Suki was stirring  a pot on  the 

stove. She ladled the contents in to  two large bowls.

“M ade it myself,” she said as she plopped a bowl in front o f him , 

not answ ering his question. H ungry, he began to spoon it up, 

slurping as it w ent into his m outh.

She gritted  her teeth at the slurping sound.

“I don’t believe it was for me,” he said betw een spoonfuls.

“W hat, the chow der?”

“No, no t the  -  ” He suddenly  realized w hat he was eating. “The 

w hat?” His eyes opened wide. He stood  up.

“W hat’s in th is chow der?” It was hard  to  m ake out w hat he was 

saying. His m ou th  was full. He was headed  for the  kitchen sink.

“U h ... I don’t know ...”

He spat the chow der into the sink.

“You said you m ade it.”

He tu rned  on the water, d rank  ou t o f  the faucet, rinsed, and  spat 

again. He never d rank  tap water.

Suki frow ned. “I d id ...” She sm oothed  the napkin on her lap. “I 

d idn’t th in k  it was tha t bad.”

“Mussels. Does it have m ussels in it?”

“Are those the th ings w ith the purp lish  black shells?”

“Yes,” said Ian, w ashing out his m ou th  again, th is tim e with 

filtered w ater from  the fridge.

“Yes, there were som e o f those.”

N ot too many, he decided. A nd he’d hard ly  swallowed any o f 

it. He seem ed to  have had  no reaction. He’d wait it out. Ian was
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allergic to  m ussels, his m ou th  blowing up in hives w hen he ate 

them . Each tim e -  there had been only two occasions -  it was 

worse. The docto r had  to ld  h im  that one m ore could be fatal.

W hen he to ld  her, her hand  flew to  her m outh .

“Oh, I forgot. Well, no harm  done.”

Ian felt a th in  prick  o f fear. She had  know n that about him , but 

could he expect her to  rem em ber all these years? Was she try ing  

to kill him ? No, she couldn’t be. He was her alibi. There, he’d used 

the w ord Ну had  used. Alibi.

“You could have killed m e w ith your chowder.”

“D o you really believe that?” She sm iled. “I don’t believe in 

allergies. I th in k  it’s all in your m ind.”

“You w ould believe if you had  them . Trust m e ”

“If you say so.” She attacked her chow der w ith gusto.

He sat dow n again, and  grabbed the loaf o f bread, sliced it, 

bu ttered  it, and  began chew ing on it.

“Sorry,” she said, sounding  insulted, and  as if he were overreact

ing.

Life w ith Suki. Bread and  water -  and  the occasional fa ta l  
chowder.

Ian frow ned.

Suki scowled.



Chapter Twenty-Four

“Do you th in k  it was Suki killed Lord?” Gus could believe it 

m ight be. For one th ing, there  was the strange nam e. Nam es. Suki 

Smythe. W hat was w rong w ith Smith?

“I don’t suppose so. I guess I’m  ju st -  ”

“Jealous?”

Ну squirm ed.

“N ot really,” she said, but Gus wasn’t convinced. “It’s ju st that 

she takes up so m uch o f his tim e. I’d like h im  to help m e solve the 

m urders.”

“Well, now, the police will do that.”

“They don’t seem  to be in  a hurry.”

Jamieson’s w ords still stung: “Just stay out o f  police business.”

It had  m ade Ну w ant to  find the killer before Jam ieson did. She 

had  her own list o f suspects and  in tended  to question them . She’d 

spoken to  Alyssa and  had  access to  Suki. If Big Ed and  Leone 

weren’t at the ceilidh, she’d go up to  the dom e and  speak to them  

there. If one o f  them  was a killer, Ну to ld  herself she wasn’t afraid. 

She had  to  know  m ore about the connection  betw een Big Ed 

and  Lance Lord. H ad there  been enm ity  as well, hate? H ad there 

been bad  business dealings o r trouble over a wom an? Alyssa? She 

in tended  to find out. H er plans included the ring  she had  found 

on  the beach.

She left Gus to her quilting  and  re tu rned  hom e to prepare for 

the evening.

Like Alyssa, Ну had a piece o f paper, folded up, tucked away.
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W hen she got hom e, she took  it out for the  first tim e in years. 

She’d found it in her g ran d m o th ers  jew ellery box after she died.

“lady through whose pro found and fragile lips 

the sweet sm all clum sy fe e t o f  april came 

into the ragged m eadow o f  m y so u l”

It hadn’t been from  her grandfather. The penm ansh ip  w asn’t 

his. Н у knew  his scrawl. This w riting  was elegant, well-form ed. 

A nd Ну doubted  her g randfa ther had  a soul, m uch less a ragged 

m eadow  o f  one. He w ouldn’t have know n w ho e. e. cum m ings 

was. N ot a m an for poetry. No, som eone else had  given the poem  

to  her grandm other. That was just as hard  to  believe.

Ну w ondered how “m eadow s o f  the soul” and  “sweet small 

clum sy april” could possibly apply to  her grandm other. That 

stick o f  a w om an w ith her tigh t-lipped  disapproving m outh

-  “profound  and  fragile lips?” -  the lukew arm  eyes, the  brittle 

voice issuing its terse in structions about conduct and  chores. The 

w om an w ho did  her duty. W hat secret love had  she been hiding? 

H ad her smile, her w arm th , her joy in life disappeared w ith her 

love, followed h im  and  left beh ind  just the shell, to  carve out the 

m ere outlines o f  a life? But tha t shell had kept this last scrap of 

w ho she had  been, m ight have been.

It occurred  to  Ну then  that she was not unique, having a lost 

love in  the  backdrop o f  her life. It seem ed everyone had som eone

-  her g randm other, Ian, w ith the rid icu lous Suki, Gus and  her 

teacher. Everyone had  som eone theyd  lost -  and  there seem ed no 

accounting  for how  one heart attached itself to  ano ther and why 

som e held on  so long.

“We will go to the ceilidh,” Ed pronounced  after Jam ieson had 

left. He had  to  raise his voice above the noise o f  the vacuum  

cleaner Leone was pushing  over the huge hand-hooked  rug that 

dom inated  the  m ain  room . C urved like the walls, it had  been
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custom -m ade to  fit the dom e’s round  shape.

Leone shut off the vacuum .

“W hat did  you say?”

“We are going to the  ceilidh.”

“But you’re no t well.”

“I am. You see tha t I am perfectly fit.” He slapped his thigh. 

“Perfectly fit.”

Leone w ished it were so, but it was not.

Ed’s m ind  was going, tha t was clear. A nd where his m ind  went, 

his body went, too. Leone had  to  pum p h im  up every m orn ing , 

for his daily walk -  back and  forth  across the cape, from  property  

line to  p roperty  line, on what, Ed though t against all reason, were 

his own legs. They were as m anufactu red  as the vacuum  cleaner. 

But he had  the ghost lim b sensation, the  feeling tha t his real legs 

were still there, and  his eyes refused to  see w hat his b rain  did  

not accept. Eyes and  brain  were in  harm ony. He had legs. D idn’t 

Leone massage them  every day?

He did, bu t only the thighs. Leone m assaged m obility  in to  him  

every m orn ing , knead ing  his th ighs and  then  his ghost lim bs, 

the  lower legs Ed though t were there, bu t he w ould never get 

back. They’d been  am putated . The m edical people and  the  arm y 

had been in a conspiracy o f silence about it. First, because it was 

considered to  be a part o f the recovery process; then , because 

he becam e the poster boy for survival in  m edical and  m ilitary  

circles; finally, because there  was so m uch m oney rid ing  on  it, the 

secret had  to  be kept. Lord had been part o f the  tigh t circle who 

knew  the  tru th . He had betrayed it. Lord had  th rea tened  to  tell 

the  secret and  been silenced w ith land -  and  w hat d id  he, Leone, 

have for his loyalty?

The few others w ho knew  the  secret had  kept it. A sm all lie, con 

sidering the rem arkable m ental recovery Ed had  m ade. So m uch 

d id  they w ant to  believe the m iracle -  and  there  was no  doub t it 

was a m iracle -  that, over the  years, the  lie becam e the tru th .
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But the tru th  was tha t Ed could walk only with prosthetics, and 

was becom ing less able to  do so, as the threads hed  grow n in his 

dam aged brain  had  begun to w ither and  unravel. He spent m ost 

o f  his tim e sitting  in his chair, which he refused to th in k  o f  as a 

wheelchair.

“It will have to  be in your chair.” Leone w ound the cord around 

the vacuum  and stashed it in a closet.

Big Ed frowned.

“Well then, I won’t go.”

“I’ll go instead,” said Leone. “To let them  know  we have no fear 

o f  being  seen.”

“Exactly,” said Ed. “No fear o f being seen. N oth ing  to do with 

these horrib le events. We have noth ing  to hide.”

“Yes,” said Leone. “I’ll go. As your representative.”

“M y representative.” Ed beam ed, apparently  satisfied, having 

already forgotten his desire to attend.

Billy had  been looking forw ard to the ceilidh all sum m er, but 

d idn’t know  if he could go. He felt he was in disgrace over the loss 

o f  Lord’s body. But it had  been found, hadn’t it?

He was loading the w asher on the back porch o f his m o th er’s 

tiny house. Like a little dollhouse it was, built so long ago that a 

lad  as tall as Billy had  to duck  th rough  the doorw ays and at the 

top o f the stairs. The house was falling apart. Billy wasn’t good 

like his father at keeping it in  repair. Cars were one th ing  -  at 

those he excelled, but houses? D ow nspouts, gutters, shingles, he 

couldn’t fix any o f them , and  it showed. Shingles were m issing 

on the  outside walls and  roof, the  gutters were hanging down, 

partly  detached, the dow nspouts bashed in, the lawn tu rned  to 

weeds. Billy was his m o th er’s only support. She was crippled with 

a rth ritis  and  couldn’t even m ake a cup o f  tea, o r so she claimed.

She was banging her cup on  the  table now, to  inform  him  

that she was ready for m ore. She insisted that she couldn’t grip
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the pot, no r hold  it steady, though  there  were tim es w hen he 

re tu rned  hom e to find tha t tea had  been m ade, poured , and 

consum ed. Shed say som eth ing  abou t a ne ighbour com ing over. 

Billy had  never encountered  anyone w hod been in the house, but 

he d idn’t question it. He was a good boy. He stuffed the  rest of 

yesterday’s clothes in the  m achine and  set it going, then  w ent to 

see about his m other.

W ithout filling her cup, he dashed  back out o f the  room  and 

slapped the  dial on the washer. The sound  o f w ater stream ing into 

the tub stopped. The sound o f his m o ther banging her cup began 

again. He flipped the w asher lid, dragged ou t his sodden  jacket, 

and  m ade a frantic  search th rough  the pockets. He pulled  out 

the breath  m int box. He had  forgotten about it. He shoved it in 

a trouser pocket, then  found w hat he was really looking for, the 

bunch  o f m arijuana leaves, his ow n b rand  o f tea.

He poured  for his m o ther and  retreated to the shed, w here he 

rolled him self a spliff. Soon he was feeling good enough to decide 

he w ould go to  the  ceilidh. A nd the  m in t box he’d forgotten 

about? Jam ieson w ould be livid. He’d  give it to M urdo. Let him  

give it to  her.

Ну saw Leone leave the  dom e at nightfall, heading in the d irec

tion o f the Hall. Big Ed was not w ith him . Good. She’d  approach 

them  one at a tim e. She w alked up the lane, leaning in to  a brisk  

wind. The w ind was breaking up the cloud bank  and  allowing oc

casional glim pses o f  the m oon. “A ghostly galleon,” Ну w hispered 

as it sailed beh ind  the  clouds, appearing and  disappearing.

All the  lights were on inside the dom e, revealing a curious sight. 

In one portho le  after another, in  qu ick  succession, was a face, 

looking out. She stopped and  watched. Porthole to  porthole , the 

head w ould appear, then  glide away. After w atching th is happen 

ha lf a dozen tim es, she approached  the build ing  and  heard  a 

rolling sound like a bow ling alley. Surely not?



M ind O ver M ussels 2 1 9

She knocked on the  door. N o answer. She peeked th rough  a 

portho le , stra ight in to  the  eyes o f  Big Ed Bullock. They were 

blank. He was drooling.

“Alyssa?” He croaked out the word. Ну couldn’t hear him , but 

she read his lips and  saw a glint o f  gold. A gold tooth? Then he 

d isappeared from  the porthole, and  the rolling sound resum ed. 

He was som ehow  rolling a round  the circum ference o f  the bu ild 

ing.

She w aited for h im  to com plete the circle, w anting to  see his 

face again, to  see if  his expression rem ained  blank, to  see if he 

w ould call out for Alyssa once m ore. He did, looking straight 

at Ну. D id he th in k  she was Alyssa? A nd around  he w ent again, 

rolling along in som e way Ну couldn’t figure out. All she could 

see was the d isem bodied  head  o f  Big Ed Bullock.

Ну left to  the sound  o f the rolling, a ro u n d  and  a round  the 

dom e. She tu rn ed  and  descended the cape, heading for the Hall, 

bu t her m ind  was still back at the dom e, th ink ing  o f  Big Ed.

That was the  m aste rm ind  o f M ind O ver Muscle? A m an who 

appeared  to have no control over his own m ind , no  control o f any 

kind?



Chapter Twenty-Five

“Alyssa.”

Ed nodded  his head, a sm all sm ile beginn ing  to  form  on  his 

lips, shaped w ith pain. H ard. It was hard  to smile. He looked at 

all the  photos o f the w om en, with their endearm ents. To m y Big 

Daddy. Big Ed, Best in Bed. M uscle First, M ind  Later. He d idn’t 

notice that they  were all w ritten  in one hand. Leone’s hand. A nd 

now -  they  all tu rn ed  in to  one w om an. Alyssa. He hadn’t had 

them , and  he hadn’t had  her.

Big Ed was breaking dow n, just as Leone suspected. All the con 

nections he had  w ired in his brain  to m ake his big com eback were 

fraying, along w ith Leone’s devotion, w earing th in . He had  not 

been doing the upkeep necessary to keep Ed fully in the  world, 

the tedious repetitions, the affirm ations, the m ental as well as 

physical therapy. Leone was becom ing the m aster himself, m aking 

the decisions, ru n n in g  M OM , m oving them  from  place to  place 

w henever the  secret o f Ed’s de terio ra tion  began to  be know n.

A deterio ra tion  now  so severe tha t secrecy w asn’t the  solution 

anym ore. Leone had  to ld  Jam ieson to  keep Ed clear o f suspicion.

It was loyalty, but Ed had  also becom e a m eans to  an end. Alyssa.

“Alyssa,” Ed said again. He w anted Alyssa, too.

Big Ed began to  wheel h im self again along the  track  that ringed 

the dom e, looking out from  all the portholes. Looking out at 

nothing. If Alyssa had appeared, he m ight not have know n her. 

H adn’t he m istaken Ну for her? O r had  he?

Big Ed could not be the killer, Ну though t -  even though  he had
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good reason to  w ant rid  o f Lord, to be jealous o f the  reconcilia

tion. If he cou ldn’t be the  killer, could he be beh ind  it? She was 

try ing  to  m ake sense o f her different im ages o f him . Yesterday 

m orn ing , after the m urder, he strode along the  cape as he had 

done every m orn ing , strong and  sure. Tonight, he appeared to 

be a shell o f a m an, with only one th ing  on his m ind. Alyssa. Ну 

looked at the ring she’d slipped on her little finger before she left 

the house.

Alyssa was at the  centre o f this. The ring w ould unlock  m ore 

inform ation. If Alyssa were the killer, w hat better way to find out 

th an  to  confront her in a hall full o f people? W ould she show  her 

face to  publicly display her innocence? Ну looked dow n at Ben 

and  A nnabelle’s house. All the  b linds and  cu rta ins were closed. 

There was a th in  crack o f  light from  the parlour w indow  and the 

outside light was on. Was Alyssa inside -  o r had  she gone to  the 

Hall?

The Hall was lit up, the parking lot jam m ed with cars, m ore cars 

parked  along both  sides o f  the road. Inside, Jamieson was finding 

it im possible to interview  the people she was in troduced  to. They 

were all polite, sm iling, pum ping  her hand, and  then  calling out 

to  friends and  charging across the room . She was studying Leone 

and  Suki from  her position  by the door. Two, though t Jamieson. 

Now, if only Ed Bullock an d ...

The do o r opened. Ну cam e in, nodded  to  Jam ieson, rem oved 

her jacket, hung  it up, and  bent dow n to take off her rubber boots, 

one hand  holding on to  the coat rack to  steady herself. Every tim e 

som eone opened  the  door, a gust o f w ind blew in, but now it was 

a steady stream  o f  cold air, long enough for two o r th ree people to 

enter, and  Ну tu rned  to  see why.

Alyssa floated in, the w ind w rapping her cape a round  her tiny 
body.

Three, though t Jamieson.

Bingo, though t Ну, pulling on her shoes. She felt a soft touch  on
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her hand, on the finger that wore the  ring. She looked up  and  saw 

a gleam  in Alyssa’s eyes.

“You found it.” Alyssa’s voice was so soft Jam ieson couldn’t hear 

w hat she was saying, and  before any m ore was said, Ben and 

A nnabelle cam e th rough  the door. Ben was carrying a con tainer 

o f hom em ade ice cream . The cream  cam e from  his two pet cows, 

Liza and  Rita.

“Clear the road,” he called out, the great size o f h im  forcing 

people to m ake a pathway.

In the  com m otion , Н у had  grabbed on to  Alyssa and  d isap

peared with her to  the  back o f the Hall.

“Yes, I found it.” Ну m ade a m otion  to  take the ring off her 

finger. “Do you know  w here I found it?”

“I have no  idea.”

“You don’t?”

“It’s not mine,” said Alyssa.

“But -  ”

“Well, it was m ine. It was my engagem ent ring, but it’s not 

anymore.”

“Ever since you lost it on the shore?”

A look o f surprise on Alyssa’s face. G enuine?

“O n the  shore?”

“I found it beside Lord’s body.”

Alyssa’s hand  cam e up to her m outh . She still had  the  w edding 

ring on.

“No,” she said.

“Yes. W hen I found his body ...I found this. D o you know  why?” 

“I have no idea.”

“Isn’t it your ring?”

“I told you, it was. It was my engagem ent ring.” She took  hold 

o f H y’s hand  and  looked dow n at it. H er lips curled  in  contem pt. 

“Small and  ugly. I never liked it. I th rew  it away.”

“W hen?”
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“A long tim e ago. I w anted Lance to buy m e a new  one.”

“A nd so how d id  it com e to be on the shore?”

“You’d  have to ask Leone that.”

“Leone?”

“Yes. Its  his ring. W hen I th rew  it away, he picked it up and kept 

it.”

“W hy?”

“You’d have to ask Leone that, too.”

She tu rn ed  away, leaving Ну w ith the ring. Alyssa weaved grace

fully th rough  the  dancers over to the food table, w here Leone 

was. They appeared to  be ignoring each other, but Ну could see 

tha t they were talk ing as they  filled the ir plates. They just weren’t 

looking at each other.

D am n, though t Ну. I w anted to  talk  to  h im  before she did. She 

played w ith the ring, circling it a round  her finger. She’d have to 

get to  Leone next. Somehow. O r m ight he now  com e to  her?

Everyone was talk ing about and  staring at M oira and  Suki. Suki, 

for her ou trageous clo thing and  behaviour. M oira, for her new 

look. The m akeup and  m ore relaxed hairdo d idn’t m ake her look 

pretty, but certain ly  better, m uch better. Ron Dewey kept looking 

at her. O nce, he w inked. Perhaps there  w ould be a way, he was 

th ink ing , an enjoyable way, to  keep her silent about w hat she’d 

seen dow n at the  shore in May. He sidled over to her and asked 

for a dance. She flushed with pleasure. She d idn’t like Ron, he 

d isgusted her, but no  one had  ever asked her to  dance before, not 

even Ian. She’d  always asked him .

No one had  ever touched  M oira’s breast before either, and  she 

w ent ho t w ith  sham e, and  som eth ing  else she couldn’t identify, 

w hen Dewey, han d  clasped over hers, b rushed  it up against her 

breast, his in tent unm istakable. She was about to  break free, w hen 

she saw Ian’s eyes on them . Dewey was pressing her close. Let Ian 

see ano ther m an desired her.
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He d idn’t see w hat M oira though t he was seeing. He was looking 

past her to  Suki, dressed like no one had  ever been dressed in the 

Hall before, not even the glam orous A nnabelle. Suki s hair, newly 

dyed, glowed an unnatu ra l blonde, tum bling  dow n in abandon, 

looking as if she’d ju st gotten  out o f  bed. Tons o f cleavage. The 

front o f  the dress plunged below her breasts, revealing a tanned  

m idsection and  the slim  w hite line o f a b ikini strap. The silky 

dress clung to  her body, concealing none o f her considerable 

charm s. H er tanned  legs looked m agnificent on four-inch heels. 

Ian wasn’t the only one looking at her. Dewey had  circled M oira 

around , greedy eyes feasting on  Suki, w hile his fist g round  into 

M oira’s breast, w ishing it m ore ample, so that his fantasy that he 

was touching Suki w ould seem  real.

In spite o f her disgust, M oira felt a rush  o f w arm th w here she 

had  never felt it before. She w ould have to  consult Cosmo.

Even H arold M acLean, w ho was m ore inclined to  cast loving 

glances at a piece o f w ood than  a w om an, was staring  at Suki, 

his m ou th  agape. M any o f the o ther husbands in  the room  were 

stealing quick glances -  and getting  sharp  looks from  their wives. 

Ian, dancing  w ith Ну, was looking at Suki, too, and  w ondering  

w hat he’d ever seen in her and  how he was going to get rid  o f her.

A nnabelle and  Gus w atched Ian circle Ну around  the  floor. 

W hen the  jig ended  and  a waltz began, Ну d ropped  her head  on 

his shoulder, and  he shifted so their bodies were touching  from  

shoulder to  knee. She m elted into the  dance and  their m ovem ent 

together. He drew  her closer. It was like last C hristm as. They’d 

arrived at the Hall a bit tipsy, and  had  a long, slow dance that 

ended  in a kiss -  a real one, under the  m istletoe. Som ething had 

started  then , bu t it had subsided. It sank  in to  the  day-to-day, 

and th e ir m utual desire no t to ru in  a friendship. They were both  

th ink ing  about it now and  about Suki. Ну -  w ondering why fight 

a lifelong dream . Ian -  tha t his arm s a round  Ну felt warm er, m ore 

com fortable than  around  Suki.
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A tap on his shoulder. The m om ent was broken.

“M ay I cut in?”

Ian had  no choice. He let Ну ou t o f  his arm s, noticing the high 

colour on her cheeks, flushed w ith the  w arm th  o f the  room  and 

the pleasure o f the  dance.

She w ent into Leone’s arm s, and  the w arm  feeling was th ru st 

aside by the  d isturb ing  electric charge w hen he touched  her. She 

d id n ’t know  w hat she w ould do  if  he tried  anything. But that 

was not w hat Leone was after. W hile Ну was dancing  w ith Ian, 

eyes closed, head burrow ed into his shoulder, b reath ing  in the 

com forting  m ale scent o f h im , w hile Ian had  been looking at 

Suki and th ink ing  about the stupid  choices he’d  m ade, Leone had  

been riveted on H y’s hand. O n the one small finger. O n  the ring. 

His ring.

Now he clutched her hand, crush ing  the ring into her flesh so 

tha t she winced.

H e m uttered  in to  her ear.

“The ring. W here d id  you get the ring?”

Excitem ent shot th rough  her. Alyssa had  told the tru th .

“I found it.”

“W here?”

“W hy do you ask?”

“Because the ring is mine.” He squeezed her hand  even harder. 

Ian, having been rebuffed by Jam ieson -  she d idn’t dance on duty 

-  was now  dancing  quite happily w ith A nnabelle, w hen he saw Ну 

wince and  w ondered w hat was going on.

“Mine,” Leone repeated, and  his fingers began to  w ork the  ring 

off her. She tried  to pull away, but he gripped  her. M ind over m us

cle, she thought. Use it. M ind over bloody m uscle, as she tried  to 

w rench free. Leone had  w orked the  ring up to her knuckle, where 

it was b iting  in, too  small to go over. She stom ped on his foot. He 

let out a yell and  released her, bend ing  dow n in pain.

She fled across the room . Ian abandoned A nnabelle as Ну sped
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by, grabbed her, and  pulled her to  him .

“W hat’s going on?”

Jamieson was looking at them .

Through gritted  teeth, Ну said, “N ot now.”

“W hen?” he said, ho lding on to  her w rist as she tried  to  pull 

away.

“Later,” she said. “Jam iesons watching.”

“Okay, later. M y house?”

“W hat about Suki?”

Ian looked across the  room  w here Suki was en tw ined  with 

Junior Johnson, a strapping  young farm er w ith an eye for older 

w om en from  town. Any tow n. He liked th e ir slick glam our, their 

sophistication, their easygoing virtue. He’d never da ted  a girl from  

the  village. The choice was lim ited, and  none o f  the  village girls 

w ould have been doing to  h im  w hat Suki was now, m oving with 

him , no t to  the  m usic but to their ow n rhythm . A heated one. He 

w hispered som eth ing  in her ear and  she sm iled agreem ent at him . 

They’d be leaving soon.

“Som ehow  I don’t th in k  she’ll be com ing ...,” Ian alm ost said 

hom e “...b ack  to  m y place tonight. So come. O kay?”

Ну nodded, and he let go o f her.

Leone’s baleful eyes followed her up the  stairs, un til she d isap

peared in to  the kitchen and the  safety o f the  ladies bustling  about, 

m aking tea.

Ian’s eyes were on her, too. He w anted to  know  w hat had  h ap 

pened  betw een her and  Leone. W anted to  know  very m uch. But 

even m ore, he w anted her in his arm s again.

There was no  one in Billy’s arm s. T iny M adeline Toom bs was 

staring  at him  from  a co rner o f the room , too  afraid to  approach 

him , even w hen it was ladies’ choice. Billy d idn’t even see M ade

line, she was so small and  h idden  away in that dark  corner. There 

was alm ost no one else o f his age in the room . The young w om en
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o f  The Shores, those few w ho hadn’t escaped to C harlottetow n, 

Halifax, or Toronto, w ouldn’t deign to  attend a ceilidh. They 

spent the evening instead at hom e, surfing satellite television, cell 

phones pasted to  th e ir ears o r texting each o ther in their separate 

houses just across the  road  o r dow n the lane.

M aybe he should  go outside and  have a sm oke. He patted  his 

sh irt pocket, w here he had two spliffs rolled up. Two spliffs, and, 

he rem em bered , the box in his pocket. Jam ieson should have it, 

but he wasn’t going to  be the  one to  give it to her. He searched for 

M urdo and  spied h im  at the food table, April popp ing  a piece of 

cake in his m outh .

The band  had  sw itched to som e sixties m usic. Billy crossed 

the  floor, past eighty-year-old E lm er G audreau doing the Twist, 

C hester G allant do ing the M onkey and  staring pointedly at Leone, 

and  M oira and  Ron Dewey glued together and  hardly  m oving.

Jam ieson had  seen the  struggle on the  dance floor betw een 

Leone and  Ну, but she’d been d istracted  by the  exhibition Suki 

was pu tting  on w ith Junior Johnson. Perhaps this evening wasn’t a 

com plete waste. The loud m usic banged in her head, th reaten ing  

a m igraine. She was staring  at Suki, and  th in k in g ...th in k in g  it 

through.

Suki read the will as angry voices shouted outside. Her eyes 

narrowed into two slits o f  pure hate.
Alyssa. He had left it all to Alyssa.

She shuffled quickly through the papers.

Then sliding them  o ff the table, stuffed them in the wood stove, 
and set them  alight.

The m erry  widow, though t Jam ieson, as Suki and Junior pawed 

each o ther and  sidled tow ard the door. She needed to  know  what, 

if anything, Suki could gain from  Lord’s death, w hat any o f them  

could -  Alyssa, Leone, and, quite possibly, Big Ed. She sat for 

a m inute, and  then  clim bed the th ree  stairs unsteadily  on her 

crutches to  collar Ну in the kitchen.
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“W hat was tha t all about?”

“W hat?”

“You know  what. W ith  O ’Reyley.”

Ну said nothing. Jam ieson stared at her. There was silence. It 

worked.

“It was about this.” Ну held up her finger.

Jamieson flipped th rough  her m ental files. The appraisal photo. 

This was the ring in Alyssa’s photo.

“The stolen ring.”

Ну flushed. “Stolen?”

“Well, m issing. Alyssa reported  it missing.”

“She said she threw  it away long ago. W hy w ould she say it was 

stolen?”

Jam ieson looked around. “If these ladies w ould  excuse us.” 

Olive M acLean and  A nnabelle quickly abandoned  their food 

preparations and  left the  kitchen, looking beh ind  them  as they  

went. W hen they  were out o f range, Jam ieson continued.

“I don’t know. You tell me.”

“How did you know  this ring  was hers?”

“I’m  asking the questions. I saw the appraisal photo.”

“So did  I. In her jew ellery box.”

Ну had  to  explain how  she knew  about that. A bout it being 

throw n on the floor, its contents strew n around  the room .

“But th is ring? W hy did  you keep this ring? You’re no t a thief.” 

“I’m  not. I found it.”

“I don’t th in k  w hat you did  counts as finding. M ore like taking.” 

“No. It wasn’t in  the room.”

“W here was it?”

A long pause.

“O n the beach.”

“The beach? W here? W hen?” Jam ieson ignored the  sharp  pain 

in her head  that cam e w ith her excitem ent o f at last having a clue. 

“Yesterday m orning. Beside Lance Lord’s body.”
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Ну expected Jam ieson to  go ballistic on  her, but it was worse. 

R estrained anger, tight and  contained. The porcelain white skin 

b lanched, the jaw  stiffened, Jam ieson’s hands curled  up in  two 

fists, as if she were going to strike Ну. H er nails were digging into 

her palm s to  m ake her contain  her fury. W hen she spoke, the 

w ords cam e ou t one by one.

“You.. .w ithheld .. .evidence?”

“Well, no. I only found it today, in my beach bag.”

“I though t you said there  was noth ing  in  there.”

“I d idn ’t th in k  there  was. I collected the  stuff elsewhere, but 

spilled it w hen I tripped  over Lord. I m ust have scooped it up by 

accident.”

“W hy were you w earing it?”

“I though t I m ight find som eth ing  out.”

“A nd did  you?”

“Leone says the  ring is his. Alyssa says it’s his, too.”

“Then why did  she report it m issing?”

“Well, th a t’s police business, isn’t it? How could I be expected 

to  know ?” Ну took off the  ring, set it on the table, and  w ent back 

into the  Hall, hoping  tha t Jam ieson w ould not lay charges against 

her. She d idn ’t th in k  she would. A nd Ну knew  she couldn’t stay 

ou t o f police business.

In fact, she had every in ten tion  o f finding out from  Alyssa why 

she’d reported  the ring missing. But w hen she got back to the 

dancers, Alyssa was gone. So was Leone.

Billy tapped  M urdo on  the shoulder. He held up the tiny box. 

M urdo, w ith the scent o f  April’s bu tte r icing in his nostrils, reeled 

from  the smell.

“W hat in G od’s nam e is that?” he yelled above the m usic. Sev

eral faces tu rned  to  look at him . April flushed at the blasphemy.

Billy w hispered  in M urdo’s ear. April stud ied  M urdo’s face. It 

was som eth ing  im portan t, she could tell, because M urdo stopped
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chew ing the  cake she had just slipped into his m outh.

“Jesus, man,” he said. It sounded like “cheese n’ ham ” to April 

who, being used to  people talk ing to her w ith their m ouths full, 

s tarted  checking the sandw ich plates.

“You should have -  oh, never m ind. Give it to  me.”

M urdo took the box from  Billy’s hand. He supposed he should 

tell Jam ieson, but he d readed  the  thought. Anyway, he couldn’t 

see her anywhere. He’d wait un til later, un til the  Hall had  cleared. 

H e slipped the box in his pocket, and  forgot about it w hen April 

handed  h im  a cheese and  ham  sandwich.



Chapter Twenty-Six

Gladys Fraser was sobbing hysterically. She was d runk. Everyone 

was so shocked to  see her in such a state, and  so blasted th em 

selves, tha t nobody  went to  console her. Convulsions w racked her 

squat, square body.

H er husband  W ally w ondered w hat it was about. He’d been eye

ing Suki all n ight, bu t she shou ldn’t care about that. They d idn’t 

share a bed  anym ore. Rather than  go to help her, he w ent to help 

h im self to  m ore juice. He filled his cup to  overflowing, brought 

it to  his lips, spilled som e dow n his chin, rubbed  it off, and  took 

ano ther long haul on  the drink.

The juice was better than  usual. M uch better.

Suki had  spiked it.

Everyone had  been d rink ing  it. Some o f them  had  never had  a 

d rin k  in th e ir lives. M oira was one o f  them . She was so pickled 

she let Ron Dewey touch  her breast properly, w hen he pressed 

her against the  wall in the back o f the Hall. So tha t’s w hat it felt 

like. D isgusting. She leaned into h im  a little closer, and  he slipped 

an arm  around  her waist.

Som e had  only ever had  a d rin k  for “m edicinal” purposes, like 

Olive M acLean and  Estelle Joudry. They were now  having a great 

old laugh, slapping their th ighs and cackling a t...a t...w e ll, som e

thing. They couldn’t rem em ber later, only it had  seem ed funny at 

the time.

Gus had  the odd  glass o f  w ine at fam ily get-togethers, but 

no th ing  like she’d consum ed tonight. She’d  been parched. The 

juice hadn’t helped. She was sure som eone had  tu rn ed  the furnace
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on. Gus had given up hot flashes decades ago, bu t she felt as if she 

were having one now, and  she stum bled across the  room  tow ard 

the basem ent door. The therm osta t was at the top o f the stairs.

It was tu rned  off. Shed swear it was on. She fiddled w ith it. It 

seem ed to get worse -  a blast o f hot a ir and  a sweet smell cam e 

from  the  floor vent. The furnace m ust be broken. Abel w ould fix 

it. Now where had he got to? She w ent looking for him , weaving 

unsteadily th rough  the dancers, asking after h im , but no one had 

seen him .

W ith her m ucking about, Gus had accidentally tu rn ed  on the 

furnace. The m arijuana that had  been in the  kitchen had  been 

m oved to  the  cellar for the ceilidh, and w hen the furnace kicked 

in, the sweet smell o f po t wafted up th rough  the  vents. There were 

only a few in the Hall who knew  w hat it was; they  looked at each 

o ther wisely, taking in deep breaths.

The juice and  the scent o f m arijuana com bined to  get the Hall 

hopping  as it had  never hopped  before. The band, a group of 

farm ers and  fisherm en from  up W est, had knocked back a lot 

o f juice and  chased it dow n w ith m ore fuel from  the m ickeys 

tucked in their back pockets. They’d  taken off, and  so had  their 

m usic, rocking the Hall like never before. Instead o f the  usual 

staid, shuffling tw o-step, the villagers were sw inging and  tw isting 

and  leaping up in the air. C hester G allant had  taught a few o ther 

o ld-tim ers his version o f the Monkey, and  M urdo and  April were 

laughing and  doing the H itchhiker.

April’s husband Ron was not laughing. Leaving M oira at one 

end  o f the  room , he grabbed hold  o f April and  to ld  her to  go 

hom e. W ithou t him . He w anted to finish up w ith M oira. For 

once, April stood  up to  him  and  refused to leave. He w ent back to 

M oira, w hose sour look tu rned  into a sm ile at his return .

Gladys Fraser continued  to sit on a chair below the  stage, d ru n k  

and  weeping for her lost love, Jim. W hen Ну cam e out o f  the 

k itchen, she was stunned  to  see the hard  old bitch so vulnerable,
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and im m ediately crossed over to  com fort her.

Jam ieson was looking m audlin , too. She w asn’t d rink ing  -  not 

even w hat everyone though t o f as juice. But the  em otion  in the 

room  had  opened  the  do o r inside tha t she had  kept firm ly shut 

for years -  still ajar from  the  n ight o f her s is ters  w edding, w hen 

she had  deliberately d row ned her sorrow s at the sight o f Adam  

Buote, the last person  she had expected to  see. M uscle-bound -  

body  and  head, she’d  though t w ith contem pt. He’d  com e over and 

asked her to  dance. She’d  been giddy enough to  accept, and  she’d 

w hirled around  in his arm s in  a dream  o f w hat had  once been and 

m ight be again. The dance ended. He bowed his head in a curt 

nod  -  and  th en  ignored her for the  rest o f the  night.

That had  been hum iliating . The one m an she’d  loved. The m an 

who’d rejected her -  twice. She should have know n better than  to 

open her heart to him . It had slam m ed shut w hen he dum ped  her. 

Now, she w ould have to  put a lock on it.

Ну tried  to  com fort Gladys, but it was no  use. She m ight as well 

no t have been  there at all, given how  m uch a tten tion  Gladys paid 

to  her soft words. Too soft, though t Ну. You’d have to  h it Gladys 

w ith a truck  for her to  realize you were sym pathizing w ith her.

Ну took  ano ther sip from  her cup, w ent over to  nuzzle Ian, and 

they  began to  dance again. Suki was doing indecent th ings w ith 

Junior Johnson by the coat rack. They hadn’t m ade it to  the door 

yet. Ну and  Ian floated a round  in  a pleasant physical and  m ental 

haze, ou t o f step with the  v ibrant rhy thm  rocking the room . Ian 

was th ink ing  he should take her hom e soon. His hom e.

“It’s too  late to  go now.”

“M m m m m ,” N athan m urm ured .

He and  Lili had  every in ten tion  o f a ttending  the  ceilidh, but they 

w ent upstairs for a nap first. Now they couldn’t get out o f bed.

She was stroking his chest w ith her fingers, and  planting little 

kisses on his cheek.
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“You’re doing it again,” he said.

“W hat?”

“M ind over muscle.”

“H eart over muscle.”

“W hatever.” He rolled over and  enfolded her in  his arm s.

There w ould be no ceilidh for them .

Later, Lili lay awake, unable to sleep, a though t nagging at her. 

“H ow ’s tha t feel?”

Ну was lying, spread ou t on Ian’s floor, luxuria ting  in the 

w arm th o f the  w ood stove. He was sitting  in the  collapsing 

arm chair. They were sipping brandy. They had  been for abou t an 

hour. Ну had  told h im  about Alyssa, Leone, and  the ring -  and 

about Alyssa reporting  it missing. Was one -  o r bo th  o f them  -  

the killer?

“It can’t be Big Ed.” Ну told Ian about her visit to  the  dom e. 

“He’s falling apart. He isn’t lucid.”

“But you said yesterday he strode the  cape as usual.”

“Yes.”

“That was after the m urder.”

“Yes, I know, but -  “

“He could be faking it.”

“I suppose...”

“W hat about Suki?”

Ian groaned. “N ot that again, a lthough ...” He stopped  himself. 

“A lthough w hat?”

“Never m ind.”

“laaaaan.” She drew  out the  w ord in  a way th a t always got 

Jasm ine going. Soon they  were bo th  chanting  his nam e in that 

irrita ting  way. Ian was forced to  cave in.

“Okay, I give up.” Those were the signal w ords Ну had taught 

Jasm ine to  respond to. They bo th  shut up.

“It’s just th a t...n o th in g  really ...”
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“There’s no no th ing  about Suki.”

“Well she m ade me a chow der...”

Ну sat up. “N o ...n o t .. .? ”

“Yes. W ith  mussels.”

“Did she know ?”

“Yes. O nce ...”

“O nce upon a tim e. There goes the fairytale.”

“Well, she w ould hardly  try  to  kill me, w ould she. I’m ...” Again 

he stopped.

“H er alibi?”

“I guess so.”

“O dd coincidence.”

They d idn’t get any fu rth e r pu rsu ing  Suki than  they had  with 

any o f the  o ther potential suspects. Their discussion w ent a round  

in circles. They tossed around  nam es, m ostly Alyssa and  Leone, 

bu t couldn’t decide on a killer.

“A nd then  there’s why. W hat m otive?”

Ian shrugged. He was interested, but at the m om ent, w ishing he 

could  recreate the m om ent on the dance floor, tha t she m ight stay 

w ith h im  the  n ight, tha t they  m igh t...

He polished off" his brandy. Perhaps if he offered her another, sat 

dow n on the floor beside her...

He wasn’t hopeful.

He poured  them  each ano ther d rin k  and  slipped onto  the  floor. 

He took  courage and  tw isted one o f her red  curls around  his 

finger.

She sm iled, stretched, and  sidled closer to  him.

He d idn ’t know  w hat to do next.

N either d id  she.



Chapter Twenty-Seven

The next day was dead  calm . A w arm  air m ass sh rouded  Red 

Island, and  the com bination  o f the cold w ater and  the w arm  air 

b rought on a fog -  blue grey and  rolling in off the Gulf, over the 

tips o f the waves, sea and  sky like liquid smoke.

It settled in.

“RCM P are advising motorists to stay o ff the roads. Visibility is 
near zero. This unprecedented fo g  fo llow ing  on the Septem ber Gale 

has been wreaking havoc on island businesses and  m ay severely 

affect the potato crop...”

Gus was nodding  her head at the radio, and  rocking her chair by 

the  stove in  harm ony.

“You can’t see as far ahead as your nose,” she said, try ing  to  w arn 

Abel from  going out. The back door slam m ed shut.

The fog m ade it hard  to  breathe -  heavy, dense, in tru d in g  its 

way into the lungs. Ну had  to fight no t to panic. She felt as if  she 

were suffocating.

Ian was suffocating, too, com ing out o f  sleep, his face covered, 

covered w ith what? Hair. It was in his m outh , his eyes. She was on 

top o f him , w aking him . It should  have been a dream  com e true, 

but it wasn’t anym ore.

She had  com e in last n ight just as he was about to  pu t his arm  

around  Ну. Suki. Sulky and  dissatisfied. Junior Johnson had  been 

a bust. He’d driven her to  his house, one h an d  on the  steering 

wheel and one on  her knee. W hen she’d pu t her head in his lap, 

he had  begun to  weave all over the road. She’d  com e up laughing.
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gasping for air. He’d  alternated betw een try ing  to  get his hand  up 

her skirt and  tak ing  hauls on  his mickey. That was the problem . 

The mickey. He’d been pouring  it in to  the juice at the Hall and 

was twice as pissed as he w ould have been otherw ise. They had 

tum bled  into his house -  shack, he called it, and  it was. Suki 

had  sobered up instantly  w hen she saw the inside. She should 

have know n from  the  outside. A sm all bungalow, fully fifty years 

old and  show ing its age, pa in t peeling and  sid ing falling off, no 

gutters. C ar and  m otorcycle parts  littered  the driveway in front of 

a garage w ith a roo f tha t sank in the m iddle.

The inside was littered  w ith rum  and beer bottles -  covering 

every surface, including the  floor. Junior had  led her to  a brow n 

couch, its fabric w orn  and  ridd led  w ith cigarette burns. It had 

sm elled o f n ico tine and  beer. Junior had  burped , a big, smelly 

alcoholic burp , right in her face -  as he w rapped his arm s around 

her. Then ano ther burp , and  his face screw ed up and  Suki had 

though t he was going to  vom it on her. She’d pushed  away from  

him  and jum ped  up, just as fluid projectile cam e out o f his m outh , 

all over the couch. He’d  groaned and  slum ped in to  it and  begun to 

snore. She’d  left the house, and  though  she had seen h im  leave the 

keys in his truck  -  all islanders d id  -  she hadn’t used it to  drive 

back to Ian’s. She d idn’t w ant to see Junior again. She’d  walked.

Suki had struggled dow n the  road, shivering in her flimsy dress 

and  stum bling  in her heels. She’d taken them  off and  plodded 

th rough  the wet, cold grass up to her ankles, her dress clinging to 

her, wet th rough. There had  been no chance o f  a lift. The few cars 

had  been going the  o ther way. As she’d  approached  the Hall, she 

had  seen som e stragglers still dancing  inside. O ne o f them  was 

M oira, w ith Ron Dewey, holding each o ther up and hardly  m ov

ing, just shifting their weight from  one foot to  another.

Suki had smiled.

She’d frow ned w hen she had  seen Ну and  Ian lolling on the floor 

o f his living room .
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“Cosy, aren’t we?” she’d said. It was well after m idnight.

“Squawk. It’s her!” Suki had  pulled Jasm ine’s cover over her 

cage to silence her, then  plopped  herself dow n on the  couch.

She’d d ropped  her shoes, b rought her legs up onto  the couch, and 

stretched out w ith a big yawn.

“You youngsters been having fun w hile Suki was ou t?” She’d 

sm iled, but her eyes d id  not. Ну, who’d  been reclin ing against the 

couch, sat up.

“Just chatting.” She’d reached for her sweater and  pulled it on. “I 

better get going.”

Ian had  seen her to  the  door. He’d  nearly  planted a kiss on her 

forehead. She’d  alm ost felt it.

“Ian, honey, bring  me a towel.” Suki, shaking her hair, rubb ing  it 

d ry  w ith her hands.

Ian pulled back. Ну tu rned  and  left.

Now m orn ing  had  com e and  Suki was clinging to  h im  and  he 

couldn’t shake her off. He struggled to sit up.

“W hat’s wrong, lover?” H er tone was m ocking. “Can’t get it up?”

“Can’t get up.” He pushed her to  the  side. He could understand  

why Lance Lord m ight no t have been able to  satisfy her, her 

incessant dem ands.

“C om e to Suki, sugar.” She laid a hand  on his shoulder. He 

shook her off. Actually shook her off. His dream  w om an. The love 

o f his life. All he w anted now was to be rid  o f her, bu t he seem ed 

to  be stuck with her.

She pouted, and  got ou t o f bed. She flounced ahead o f h im  to 

the  bathroom . He went dow nstairs, and  uncovered Jasmine.

“Silly bugger,” the b ird  shrieked, piercing his ears. She d id  that 

w henever there were w ine bottles or b randy  glasses on the coffee 

table.

But Ian wasn’t nursing a hangover. He was nursing  regret. A bout 

Suki. A bout Ну. W ould he ever get it straight? He m ade coffee.
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Cup in hand, he looked outside. He couldn’t look outside. There 

was no th ing  to see. N oth ing  bu t fog. He, w ith the best view in The 

Shores, could see the  best o f  -  nothing.

A shroud  o f  fog. Red Island in funeral garb.

Looking at the thick, grey m ist, he felt alone. Not just alone -  

lonely. He had to  m ake contact. N ot w ith Suki upstairs.

He h it num ber one on his speed dial. Ну.

The entire  village had  a hangover.

M oira Toom bs had  never been d ru n k  in her life un til last night, 

and  had  w oken up w ith Ron Dewey beside her. It was a dream . A 

nightm are. So real she could smell the alcohol on his breath , then  

realized, w ith shock, tha t it was her own breath.

She’d  realized, too, w hat a close call she’d  had  and  knew  now 

w hy they called it the  dem on rum . H er father had been w hat Gus 

called “death  to drink,” a rock solid teetotaler. They’d  never had  

a d rop  in  the house. She shouldn’t blam e herself. There had  been 

som eth ing , som eth ing  different in  tha t juice. It had  aw akened 

feelings in  her she’d  never experienced before -  no t for Ian, but 

for tha t d isgusting creature.

H ad he been here in her bed? She couldn’t shake the  feeling that 

he had. H ad she had  w hat they call a blackout? H ad he been and 

gone and  done w ith her w hat he’d been doing to that b londe tart 

in W interside?

A nd w hat about M adeline? W hat had  she seen o r heard? M oira 

got up and  w ent to  her sister’s room . She opened  the door, but 

M adeline wasn’t there. The bed had not been slept in.

She tore dow n the stairs, pasty com plexion flushed w ith anger 

and  fear. M oira m ight th in k  her sister M adeline was a useless 

m ouse, bu t in those few m om ents she realized how tightly  she 

was woven into the fabric o f her life. The only one in the world 

w ho belonged to  her.

M adeline had  been d rink ing  the juice, too, and  had never got
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farther than the living room  couch, where M oira found her sleep

ing with her thum b in her m outh. M oira was so relieved, her first 

instinct was to shake her awake. Then she softened, and let her lie 

there. It was the only tenderness she’d  show n her young sister in 

years -  and M adeline w ould never know.

M oira w ent to  the  bath room  to tigh ten  up her hair, the same 

way she’d  been w earing it for tw enty years. She lacquered it w ith 

several coats o f hairspray, as if tha t w ould erase last night.

Jam ieson hadn’t slept all night. She’d  fallen asleep briefly, just 

before daw n, then  woke, her head th robb ing  w ith the m igraine 

that had been form ing for two days. She groaned  and rolled over 

in  the  cot, pulling  the blankets above her head. It took  m inutes 

only for M urdo’s loud snoring  to  transform  from  an annoyance to 

a rhythm ical route to  sleep.

Ну was up and  feeling fine. She’d had  only a bit o f juice, and  a 

couple o f b randies at Ian’s. Ian. It had  been nice last n ight at the 

Hall -  and  after -  but just as well no th ing  m ore had  happened. It 

w ould have been awkward.

She pulled on her clothes, stuffed a muffin in her m outh , and 

daring  the fog in her truck , headed  to  the  dom e. She w anted 

to  m eet Big Ed properly  and  decide w hat he was -  o r was 

no t -  capable of. She also w anted to know  why that ring  was so 

im portan t to  Leone. She was vibrating w ith excitem ent and  fear, 

w ishing Ian were with her.

Behind her, the phone rang in an em pty house.



Chapter Twenty-Eight

Ed was no t in good shape th is m orn ing  as Leone m assaged his 

stum ps o f legs. He d idn’t know  how long it could go on. W hat 

w ould happen  if the  w orld knew  that Ed had  suffered a relapse? It 

could m ean the collapse o f his em pire. W ould anyone believe in 

M ind O ver M uscle anym ore if they found out that Ed had  lost it, 

his grip on reality? It was all up to  Leone now, and  he had  begun 

to  th in k  o f Ed’s business as his own. A nd Alyssa. Alyssa, too. How 

long could he prop  Ed up? D id he w ant to  anymore?

Leone wasn’t sure Ed could go w alking on the  cape today. 

Especially no t in this fog. He m ight go over the edge.

The idea flashed th rough  his m ind. He m ight go over. If he d id  

go over -  he shook the though t from  his head. Ed was Leone’s 

saviour as m uch as Leone was Ed’s. But into that selfless loyalty, 

selfishness had  begun to  in trude. Ed was his m eans to  his end. 

Alyssa. He w ould never convince her himself. But w ith E d ...
There was a knock  at the  door. Leone covered Big Ed w ith a 

blanket, peeked ou t a porthole, not m eaning to  answer, and  saw 

th rough  the  fog tha t it was her.

A glint in his eyes, he w ent to  the door.

“Alyssa?” Ed called out, pitiful, plaintively, and it was like a knife 

th rough  Leone’s heart. Ed. Lord. Lord, too, had loved and w anted 

her. A nd so did  he. He was devoted to Ed, but in love, helplessly, 

w ith Alyssa.

“Alyssa?” Ed’s tone was hopeful.
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“No, no. Nobody.”

Nobody. Ну frow ned as Leone opened the door. Shed show him  

nobody.

He d idn ’t w ant to  let her in, held the  door open only so far.

“Have you b rought my ring?”

“Yes,” she lied, “but please let m e in out o f  the fog.” She was as 

dam p as if it had  been raining. Scotch m ist, she’d heard  it called. 

Only this was thicker. Porridge.

He opened the door so that she could edge in. He held out his 

hand  for the ring. Ну could see Big Ed lying on  the  table in the 

back o f the big round  room .

“Actually, I don’t have it. Jam ieson has it. She’ll be w anting to 

question you about it, I’m  sure.”

He tu rned  to  look at Ed. Ed was preoccupied w ith a fly tha t was 

craw ling across the table.

“She will th in k  I killed Lord,” Leone w hispered betw een tightly 

clenched teeth.

“Did you?” She spoke up loudly.

He put his forefinger to his m outh.

“No, o f course not,” he hissed. D id it sound  like the tru th  o r a 

lie? C ould  he say one th ing  to her, and  ano ther to  police? How 

long could he hold out before the inevitable? N ot long, he knew, 

but it was no business o f this one. He still d idn’t regret his prom ise 

to Alyssa. He w ould fulfill it. In tim e. There m ust be certain  

guarantees. For Ed.

“W hy do you say o f course not?” Н у was w hispering now, too. 

She w ould get m ore w ith co-operation  than  antagonizing him , 

although he d idn’t seem  antagonized  so m uch as distressed. 

G enuinely distressed?

“Never m ind. You w ouldn’t believe me.”

“You don’t have to m ake m e believe you. You have to  convince 

Jamieson. She’ll w ant to  know  why the  ring  was on the shore -  

beside his body.”
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“Yes.” He frow ned. “Yes.”

“W hy was it?”

“That I can’t tell you.”

“How d id  you get it? W hen did  y o u ...? ”

“She gave it to  me.”

“Alyssa?”

“A lyssa” said Leone.

“Alyssa,” said Big Ed. He’d  just killed the fly on the table and  the 

nam e, her nam e, got his attention, brought him  back. H er beauti

ful nam e. Soft and  fem inine, like her. He w anted to  smile. It was 

so hard  to smile.

Ну looked at h im , su rro u n d ed  by the pho tographs o f wom en. 

Ed saw w here she was looking.

“M y wom en.” Ed finally achieved the smile he’d  been w orking 

on.

Ну sm iled back.

“All your w om en?”

He looked confused.

They were -  and  they  w eren’t. There was one o ther th ing  Big 

Ed lost in  V ietnam , and  he d idn’t get back. His fame, looks, and 

m oney lured the w om en, but it was Leone w ho had  them  while 

Ed watched.

“O ur wom en,” said Leone. He was Ed’s eyes and  ears, hands and 

legs, an d ...

Ed kept grinn ing . “O ur women,” he agreed. “All bu t one.”

“All but one,” said Leone.

There was no  photograph  o f Alyssa.

“Alyssa,” Big Ed called out.

“Alyssa.” It stuck there  in Leone’s th roat, and  he had to say it 

again to get it out.

“Alyssa.”

Like a broken  record, though t Ну. Alyssa. These two m en 

w anted her. So had  Lord. That scraw ny m ean-sp irited  m ouse with
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th ree  m en lusting after her. W hat was her secret?

“W hy did  she give the  ring to you?”

“She d idn’t w ant it. She th rew  it away.”

“Threw it away?”

“Tossed it across the room .”

“W hen?”

“W hen she found out Lord had  m arried  Suki.”

“But she kept her w edding ring.”

He shrugged. “I know, bu t she d idn’t w ant the engagem ent ring. 

She said it was cheap and  she had never liked it.”

“A nd you did?”

“Yes.”

“W hy?”

He shrugged again.

“Love,” said Ed. Was it a m om ent o f clarity? His b lank  eyes said 

it wasn’t. He was still in  som e dream  about Alyssa tha t had  n o th 

ing to do w ith th e ir conversation.

“He’s right,” said Leone. “Love. She had  w orn it, so I kept it w ith 

m e always on a chain a round  my neck, to have her near me.” 

“Then how,” Ну re tu rned  to her original question, “did  it land  

up on the shore next to  Lord’s body?”

Leone repeated his original answer.

“I can’t tell you.”

“Because you don’t know? O r is it som eth ing  you can’t say?”

“I can’t tell you,” he said again.

“Is it your secret -  or som eone else’s?”

He d idn’t answer.

The fog did  not clear off early, as H arold  M acLean had  predicted  

it would.

It hung over The Shores, and  m ost o f the rest o f Red Island, in 

a th ick  grey curta in  w ith a layer o f lighter wisps trailing  across it. 

The su rf  was no  longer pound ing  at the  causeway, and  it m ight
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have been crossed, if a driver could have seen where it was.

N athan  claim ed he could. He couldn’t see it, bu t he knew  where 

it was, and  was p repared  to  prove he could put his m ind  over 

m atter and  cross it today.

“It’s a straight line,” he said. “I can do  it.”

“No, you will not." Lili was the only one he w ould listen to. 

Besides, there  was no reason to cross the  causeway, and  every 

reason to  stay here w ith her, in their cosy love nest. That is w hat 

the big ram bling old house felt like w ith the  touches Lili had given 

it. C andles on the living room  table, which shone w ith a paste wax 

polish. Pretty bits o f m aterial -  found, N athan knew  no t w here -  

d raped  across the  old, w orn couch.

Lili was tw irling the  five-hundred-pound  barbell in  her delicate 

hands, no t a m uscle visible in her slender arms.

N athan cam e out o f the  bath room , a towel w rapped around  his 

waist. W ith ano ther towel, thick, white, freshly laundered  that 

m orn ing  by Lili, he was rubb ing  his ha ir dry. She’d  slipped out 

o f  bed and  gone all dom estic on him . His jeans and  t-sh irts  were 

stacked neatly on the dresser in the bedroom . He finished drying 

his hair and  d ropped  the  towel to the floor. H is hair, sho rt and 

stuck up all over, was ready to  face the  day. So was he, w ith a big 

grin , and  a w arm  feeling all over h im  from  the n ight before.

Lili stood  on her tiptoes to  kiss him . He leaned his head dow n 

and  nuzzled h e r neck. She was still holding on to the five- 

h u n d red -p o u n d  weight in one hand. He took  it from  her, and 

tossed it on  the  floor. He pulled Lili to  him , the  towel a round  his 

waist fell off, and  he was ready now, no t for the day, but to  begin 

last night all over again.

The front do o r opened.

“N athan?” H er call echoed th rough  the  house.

His m other.

Leone stood  there, looking sorrow ful, Ну thought.
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She had though t him  m enacing on  the dance floor, bu t now  he 

appeared a pathetic creature.

“Ify o u  need to talk, need to  tell som eone, som eth ing ...”

He looked up w ith a half-sm ile, gratitude in his eyes. No one 

had ever offered him  anything. He was the giver; Ed and  Alyssa 

the takers.

Ну shrugged, tu rned , and  left. Ed was still sm iling, reluctant to 

let the expression go once hed  m anaged it. Leone was in turm oil. 

W hat he had done he had  done for her -  and  still she d id  not love 

him . N ot him , no t Ed, no t Lord. The know ledge did  no t stop him  

from  loving her and  believing that she w ould com e to love him . 

He dream ed nightly o f  the  day they  w ould be together, the  day 

she w ould realize they were m eant to  be. Just the two o f them .

Ed was the carrot. A ro tting  carro t, but, nonetheless, the lure that 

w ould capture Alyssa.

Leone was convinced she had healed his dam aged heart the day 

he m et her. That was w hen it had  begun to  beat, tru ly  beat.

They were on the television set fo r  the fir s t infom ercial fo r  M ind  

Over Muscle. Big Ed, in robust health, bu t fo r  the loss o f  his limbs, 

sat behind a desk and  talked o f  the miracle o f  his survival in 

Vietnam, a war hero selling a system based on his own miraculous 

recovery. A  sure seller. Only there was the problem  o f  the missing 

legs, which no one could m ention, because Eds m ind  could feel 

that the legs were there, but would not allow him  to see tha t they  

were not. The prosthetics he considered merely braces to give him  

strength. The producer was happy to show close-ups o f  E ds head  

- f r o n t  and back -  w ith the w ound slicing down the m iddle, where 

only white hair grew, m aking him  look like a skunk fro m  behind. 

The producer didn't m ind  showing Ed's torso either -  bu t wanted  

fu ll-body  shots. It was a m uscle-building system after all.

Enter Lance Lord, out o f  work and  in great shape, hired as a body 

double.
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Enter Lords wife Alyssa. The m en on the set couldn't take their 

eyes o ff her. Shed floa ted  in, a vision, her sm ile caressing each 

m an individually, her eyes lighting on and  lighting up theirs.

That she was small, mousey, insignificant, they didn't see. She 

projected a different physicality when there were m en around. No 

longer insubstantial, but transform ed into every man's dream o f  

a wom an, no longer skinny, but achingly slender; her hair not a 

f r iz z y  mass, but a golden halo; her eyes not glinting with purpose, 

but shining with possibility. It wasn't easy to do. She reserved it fo r  

entrances and  exits and  special m om ents. It was her own private  

version o f  M ind  over Muscle, having nothing to do with muscle, 

but everything with appearances. It was so effective, m en rarely 

noticed she wasn’t good-looking.

W hile she and  Leone watched the taping fro m  the sidelines, Leone 

gave her his heart. She collected it up along with Lord's, and  added  

Big Ed to the trio by the tim e they fin ished  the firs t day’s taping.

It was always good, thought Alyssa, to have an extra m an in your  

pocket. N ow  she had two. She was content w ith Lord at present 

as he m ade no dem ands on her. She wasn’t sure w hat Ed was or 

wasn't capable of, bu t she w ould f in d  ou t i f  she needed to know. As 

fo r  Leone, there were two strikes against him . He wasn’t rich like 

Ed was or comfortably o ff like Lord. A n d  he exuded sexuality. That 

she d idn’t like.

Jam ieson pulled the  covers off her head and  squinted out the 

w indow  at the  th ick  grey fog. W hat a godforsaken place this 

was -  The Shores, the whole island. She tried  to sit up, and  was 

w alloped by pain across the back and  then  the front o f  her head. 

The m igraine. She slipped back dow n on the  cot, pain on both  

ends, her ankle th robb ing  and  a deep buzzing in her brain.

She called for M urdo. H er voice was weak, the effort o f m aking 

even such a slight sound  stabbed at her head.

There was no  response. He was fast asleep and, curiously, not
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snoring. In his dream s, he was eating A pril’s w hite cake w ith the 

rich butter icing.

“Show me.”

N athan  and  Lili were at the  kitchen table, having vacuum ed 

up the better part o f the  fresh loaf o f bread tha t A nnabelle had 

brought them .

She was unload ing  a shopping bag full o f  groceries. H er hom e

m ade jam  and o ther preserves. Beets. Pickles. C hester G allan ts 

cheese. Tom atoes. H er garden in back o f  the house was exploding 

w ith them  -  and  carrots, lettuce, potatoes. Shed even dared  to 

bring a zucchini. She w ouldn’t have for N athan, bu t she expected 

Lili w ould like it.

She’d know n there w ould be next to  no th ing  in N athan’s fridge, 

except m aybe a bottle  o f G atorade and  som e left-over fast food. 

She’d been right. She w rinkled her nose as she rem oved food past 

its best-before date and loaded in the  fresh stuff.

“All organic,” she announced  as she closed the do o r and  pu t the 

jars in the cupboards.

Lili sm iled thanks. She’d  m ade tea. O rganic green tea. A nnabelle 

had coffee w ith N athan.

The pair had  hu rried ly  pulled  on som e clothes w hen A nnabelle 

arrived, and  com e dow n to the kitchen before she could com e up. 

Their cheeks were flushed. It was obvious w hat they’d  been up to.

The three ate and  d ran k  -  and  then  the young lovers began to 

argue. Their first argum ent. It was all nothing, really. How noth ing  

could m ove m ountains. All about M ind O ver M uscle. It was w hat 

had  kept Lili awake all night.

“There’s som eth ing  to  it,” she said.

“It’s a bunch  o f  bunk,” said N athan. “A scam.”

“But look at Ed Bullock’s life. Look w hat he did.” A nnabelle 

refilled their m ugs, poured  m ore tea for Lili.

N athan stared in to  his mug, as if he m ight find the  answ er there.
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“Yeah, it was pretty  crazy w hat he did. W hat he was able to do.

I ju st don’t believe that.” He jerked  his head  up  the  stairs, the 

five-hundred-pound  barbell poised at the top.

“D o you suppose if it rolled dow n, it could kill som eone?” asked 

A nnabelle, w ith a grin , so like her son’s that it startled  Lili.

Lili’s response was as serious as the look in her eyes.

“Maybe,” she said. “You never know. If that rolled dow n the 

stairs at som eone -  and tha t person  believed it weighed five 

h und red  pounds, then , yes, they  could die.”

“From  being h it by som eth ing  as light as a feather?” N athan 

looked at her in disbelief.

Lili sipped her tea and  nodded  her head. “If they  believed.” 

A nnabelle stirred  m ore cream  into her cup. “M ind over matter.” 

“Yes. I th in k  it works bo th  ways.”

A nd then  Lili said she could move objects w ith her m ind.

That’s w hen N athan said, “Show me.”



Chapter Twenty-Nine

Alyssa was packing. She wasn’t p lanning  to leave today  -  no t in 

this fog, the causeway obscured, the  ferry no t runn ing . But soon. 

All th is w ould com e to a head  soon. She knew  it would. Leone 

w ould adm it to it. He’d said he would. A nd even if he d idn’t, she 

was sure they’d find h im  guilty. All the evidence was there.

As soon as they  figured tha t out, and  it w ould be soon, she’d 

leave The Shores.

She’d prom ised to take care o f Ed. She hadn’t m en tioned  that 

she p lanned  to  m arry  him , then  put h im  away. Leone d idn’t need 

to  know  that. He’d be in  jail, and  it w ould be finished. W hen she 

left in a day or two, she w ould no t re tu rn . W hen the legalities 

were sorted  out, she w ould be free o f Lord, Leone, and  Big Ed, 

and their bo thersom e declarations o f love. A nd she’d have Ed’s 

m illions. So m any m ore m illions than  Lance, w ith no o th er wife 

laying claim.

There was only one person  Alyssa loved wholly and  completely. 

Herself.

“You said you could move a table.”

Lili laughed. “N ot th is one. I don’t th in k  I could m ove th is one. 

It’s too  big.”
“M atter is m atter. W hy should it m atter how big?”

“I th in k  it does. A nd as long as I th in k  so, I won’t be able to  do 

it.”

N athan shrugged. “Fair enough.”

They got up from  the  big oak table and  drifted  into the  living 

room . A nnabelle cleared the dishes, rinsed  a few, and  followed
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them  in.

“There.” Lili po in ted  at a side table by the  couch. But w hen she 

touched  it, she shook her head.

“W hat’s w rong?” A nnabelle was w iping her hands d ry  on a 

dishcloth. It felt clean, not greasy. She looked at it, puzzled. Then 

sm iled. Lili. G ood  for N athan  in m ore ways than  one.

“Plastic. I’m  no t sure it w ould w ork w ith plastic.”

“It m atters w hat m atter it is?” N athan enjoyed poking  fun at her. 

She d idn’t m ind.

It seem ed to  A nnabelle tha t Lili had  been a very serious girl 

a day ago, bu t was open ing  up in  the  glow o f N athan’s love. 

C om m ents tha t m ight have m ade Lili bristle a day ago, today just 

m ade her smile.

She sm iled now, a calm  smile, indulgent.

“This will do,” she said, picking up  a w ooden tray  from  the 

coffee table.

“But it’s only a tray.”

“It’s w ood. A nd if I m ove it w ith m y m ind , does it m atter that 

it’s a tray?”

H e shrugged, reluctant. “I guess not.”

“Now, I w ant you to  sit dow n on the  floor.”

That was, G us w ould  say, “easier said than  done” in N athan’s 

case. He d idn’t quite know  w hat to  do w ith his long, gangly legs. 

He couldn’t pretzel h im self like Lili. She was dow n on  the  floor 

and  all w rapped up in the lotus position  in an instant, as if it were 

her natu ral state. A nnabelle was n o t so spry, bu t after yesterday’s 

yoga session she m ade a respectable descent.

“Now place your fingertips on  the  tray. H ands high, as if you 

were going to  play the piano. Touch lightly. N o pressure. Just 

barely touch  it.”

A nnabelle and  N athan  did  as she said. Both pairs o f  hands 

poised over the  tray, fingertips skim m ing its surface. Lili placed 

just the  tip  o f her baby finger on the tray.
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“Shut your eyes. W ere going to concen trate  on sliding the tray 

away from  me, so it w ould be im possible for m e to  be physically 

pushing  it. You’ll be able to  feel it m ove w ith your fingertips, but 

rem em ber, no pressure.

“Try to  concentrate w ith me, and  m ove the tray  to  the  left.”

Lili em ptied  her m ind. Filled it w ith the tray. Saw its m ovem ent 

in  her m ind. W illed it to  move.

So did  Annabelle.

So did  N athan, in his way.

The tray d idn’t budge.

If anyone from  the  village had  walked in on them , th ey ’d have 

though t they w ere nuts. A nnabelle though t tha t Lili had  already 

accom plished a m iracle just by getting  N athan  to  be still for m ore 

than  a m inute. They con tinued  to  sit, all th ree  o f  them  silent, eyes 

closed, concentrating  on m oving the  tray.

The tray did  not budge.

A nnabelle’s concen tra tion  began to  wane. She w ondered if 

N athan  was able to  concentrate. Lili was struggling, struggling. 

She’d only done it a few tim es before, w ith like-m inded  people.

It hadn’t been th is hard. W hy was it now? She closed her eyes 

tighter, concentrated  harder.

The tray shifted.

“Wow!” N athan’s eyes popped open.

“It moved.” A nnabelle’s eyes were open, too.

Lili just sm iled, her sm all smile, calm  and  confident.

“O f course,” she said. “I to ld  you it would. But it w asn’t easy. 

Show m e your left hand, N athan.”

He lifted his right hand.

“That’s why it was difficult,” she said.

N athan looked puzzled. K now ledge shone sudden ly  in A n 

nabelle’s eyes.

“I said m ove the tray  to  the  left,” Lili explained. “But you don’t 

know  your right from  your left. That m eans you were concen tra t
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ing on m oving it to  the  right. A nnabelle and I had to  struggle to 

m ake it go in the correct direction.” T rium ph lit up her eyes. “But 

it did.”

M ischief lit up N athan’s. “D oes that m ean you’re stronger than

m e?”

“Mentally, yes,” said A nnabelle. M other and son g rinned  at each 

other.

A nnabelle was still sm iling w hen she left the house. She’d  been 

im pressed by the experim ent, but m o th er love had  her th inking, 

no t about that, bu t abou t N athan  and  Lili. Seeing them  together, 

it was obvious they were a m atch.

N ot physically. He so tall. She, ha lf his size.

As she got in her car, A nnabelle thought, she’s the one. That it 

had  taken less than  tw enty-four hours for the bond  to  happen  

ne ither su rprised  her, n o r d istu rbed  her, as it m ight som e m o th 

ers. She understood . She understood  tha t it had  been instant, the 

way it had  been with her and  Ben.

N athan and  Lili w ould always be together. Joined at the hip.

But not, she thought, as she pulled  out o f  the drivew ay in to  the 

th ick  fog, able to  run  a three-legged race.

A nnabelle’s car craw led along the  Way. The fog lights only 

seem ed to m ake visibility worse. She pulled in at Hy’s to  take a 

break and told her w hat Lili and  N athan had  been up to.

Ну looked dow n at the  old steam er tru n k  tha t was her coffee 

table. O n it, were pages Ian had  googled and  p rin ted  about M ind 

O ver Muscle.

“M ind O ver Muscle,” she m um bled, reading  ha lf to  herself. She 

looked up, sharply, grabbed A nnabelle’s arm  so hard  she winced.

“W hat?”

“M ind over muscle.”

Their eyes caught hold. O f  course.

“A nyone could have done it,” said Ну. “Anyone, no m atter how 

small, crippled -  m entally  or physically -  could have killed Lord.”
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“That’s not exactly a solution.”

“But it is an approach,” said Ну, hauling A nnabelle from  the 

couch. She was trium phan t, believing she held the key tha t w ould 

unlock  the case. “We’ve got to  go see Jamieson.”

Jam ieson had  struggled to  sit up, her head  pounding . She 

dressed w ith difficulty, got unsteadily  on to  her crutches, and 

called for M urdo. W hen there  was no response, she hauled open 

the stage curtains. H is bed was em pty -  and  no t even m ade. Not 

that hers was, but she had  an excuse. W here had  he gone? A nd 

here, she couldn’t even stom p dow n th ree lousy stairs to  release 

her anger.

M urdo was in the com fort o f April’s kitchen. She’d invited him  

for breakfast. She knew  her husband w ouldn’t be hom e. He never 

was after a ceilidh. She im agined he d ran k  too m uch and  stayed 

at Frasers’ o r G allants’. At least th a t’s w hat she liked to  tell herself, 

and  w hat he liked to  tell her. They bo th  accepted it as tru th , but he 

was usually w ith that b londe piece o f business in W interside. He 

hadn’t been able to  cross the  causeway last n ight, or today, bu t he 

still hadn’t com e hom e. Ron couldn’t rem em ber w hat happened  

w ith M oira, w hether he’d had  her o r not. But he’d landed  up  in 

Wally Fraser’s shed, sleeping it off.

Both M urdo and  April had  avoided the juice last night. April 

had  b rought her ow n fresh-squeezed juice that she shared with 

him . W hile Ron was sleazing a round  the  dance floor, his arm s and 

body w rapped a round  M oira, M urdo had  taken April hom e. She’d 

protested, w ith a fetching smile, bu t he’d insisted, and  had  walked 

her the short distance to  her door. He’d  planted a sm all kiss on her 

forehead before she’d gone up the walk. H er sm ile had  becom e 

even broader, and  tha t’s w hen she’d  invited h im  to breakfast.

“That’s ridiculous.” Jam ieson’s lips were stre tched  in  a th in  line
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o f disbelief. “It can’t be done. It’s just party  tricks.”

“But I was there,” A nnabelle protested. “I experienced it.”

“It can’t h u rt to  give it a try.” Ну w anted to  see it. It m ight m ake 

a good article for one o f her website clients, the  M ental Health 

A ssociation, maybe.

“W hat will it prove?”

“It will prove tha t anyone could have killed Lord -  weak or 

strong, small o r large.”

“So it busts the suspect list w ide open. I’m  try ing  to  narrow  it 

down.”

“But you’re no t try ing  to  exclude the  person  w ho did  it, are 

you?” Ну challenged.

The th in  line o f Jam ieson’s set lips softened slightly.

“Well, all right,” she said. “Bring her here.”

A nnabelle called N athan.

W hile they  w aited for Lili, they looked a round  for som ething 

she could  move. She’d insisted it had to  be a natural product.

The tables were out -  steel legs. D itto, the chairs. There was one 

w ooden table, bu t it was oak, heavy, large. The piano  was m ade of 

w ood, bu t it was large, too.

It was the  first th ing  Lili focused on.

“The piano,” she said. “Perfect.”

She took  the  th ree  steps to the stage. Pulled out the bench. It 

was heavy.

Jam ieson snorted . The child  barely had the physical strength  to 

m ove the bench. How was she going to  m ove the p iano  w ith her 

m ind? If she though t she could, it m ust be as feeble as her body.

“I can m ake it play.”

Jam ieson snorted  again.

“So can I -  bu t not very well.”

Lili gave her a w ithering  look. A nnabelle sm iled. Tiny, a bit 

kooky, bu t no t weak, this Lili, able to  stare dow n Jam ieson like 

that.
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“This will not be a concert. Not even music,” she w arned. “Just a 

note -  o r two, if I’m  lucky.”

A sour note, o r two, though t Ну o f the  perennially  ou t-o f-tune  

piano.

Lili placed her fingertips delicately on the keys, poised in the 

sam e way shed  in structed  A nnabelle and  N athan  to  hold  theirs 

over the tray. She lowered her head, closed her eyes, and  sat still. 

N athan, A nnabelle, and  Ну stopped  breathing. Jam ieson took  a 

deep breath , her m ind  and  stom ach craw ling w ith im patience.

If... if she m oved the keys, w ell... p iano  keys were one thing, an 

axe quite another.

N oth ing  happened. N oth ing  at all.

Please, A nnabelle prayed, please let it work.

Ну was sim ply curious.

N athan was hopeful and  hopeless all at the sam e tim e.

Lili had  em ptied  her m ind. Filled it up  w ith the piano. Focused 

on  a note. “H eard” the note play. N oth ing  happened.

Som ething was interfering. Someone?

It was Jam ieson. Jam ieson’s skepticism  was as strong as Lili’s 

faith. They battled it out, the  vibrations o f belief and  disbelief.

Jam ieson tu rned  and  began to  leave the  room , her crutches 

sounding  like a m etronom e.

O ne note cam e ou t o f the piano, the  key descending  on its own, 

Lili’s fingertips poised but unm oving.

A nother note.

O ne more.

Jamieson tu rned  back. She saw, w ith the others, tha t Lili’s fingers 

were not m oving at all.

But the keys were.

“I wish you’d  been there.” Ну had  re tu rned  Ian’s call as soon as 

she got hom e.

Suki had  gone back to  bed  and  was snoring  off last night. It
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w asn’t an attractive sight o r sound. D id she spend all her tim e in 

the  bath room  or bed? It seem ed like it. Ian was relieved w hen Ну 

called.

She though t there w ould be no way to convince Ian o f Lili’s 

m ental powers, not unless he experienced it himself, so she was 

su rprised  at his reaction.

“I don’t d iscount it,” he said. “I wish I’d  seen it, too. The m ore 

I’ve been reading about Bullock -  and  getting into som e o f  the 

science on the brain  -  it’s fascinating. Some say the  m ind  is a 

separate en tity  from  the brain. Religious factions suggest it may 

be the  soul. W ho we really are.”

“The brain  -  physical. The m ind  -  non-physical?”

“Som ething like tha t -  or we just haven’t found it yet. D on’t 

know  w here it resides. In  ou r head? O ur heart?”

Ну grinned . “I could  narrow  it down.”

“How ?”

“Well, the  part o f Bullock’s brain  tha t he left in V ietnam  is not 

w here the m ind  resides, o r he w ouldn’t have been able to  come 

back like he did.”

Ian smiled. “You’re right about that.”

They were silent for a m om ent. Ian broke the  silence.

“He’s no t the only one.”

“H uh?”

“He’s no t the  only one w ho has tha t strength  o f m ind. O thers 

could have it, too  -  especially those a round  him . Any o f them . 

L eone...A lyssa.. ”

“Suki?”

“Suki, I suppose.”

“Does she have a m ind?” Hy’s tone was snarky. She could hear 

Ian’s voice sm iling back.

“Are you asking if she has a m ind  o r a brain? There’s a difference. 

We’ve established that.”

“Okay, no brain  then  -  but m aybe a m ind  that could m anipulate.”
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“Cheap shot.”

“Ya, ya. Anyway, I agree, any o f them  could do  w hat he did. 

That’s w hat I to ld  Jamieson.” She paused. “A nd I to ld  her that Suki 

fed you mussels.”

“W hat? Are you try ing  to  nail her?”

“I just th in k  I should  keep Jam ieson in form ed  o f anything o f 

interest. She d idn ’t th in k  it was relevant, bu t she w rote it down.” 

“You collaborated w ith Jamieson? I thought you were try ing  to 

outw it her.”

“I was just letting her know  I got there before her.”

“But Suki? You don’t really believe she tried  to  kill any o n e ...tried  

to  kill me. I’m  her alibi. You’ve said so yourself enough times.”

“I don’t know. M aybe you did  hear h e r go out. M aybe you talk  

in your sleep. M aybe she th inks that m aybe you know  som ething.” 

“Too m any m aybes for me.”

“But Suki has the  height and  the  strength , even w ithout the 

brainpower.” Ну couldn’t resist the  dig. “But the others -  they’d 

need M ind O ver M uscle to  have killed him.”

“Alyssa and  Leone. W hat about Big Ed?”

“He’s a vegetable. I don’t know  w hat’s w ith his m ind  o r his legs.” 

“He strides the  cape every m orning.”

“N ot th is m orning . O r yesterday m orning.”

“W ould you have in the rain  and  the w ind and the fog?”

“I guess not. But I th in k  he’s losing it.”

“M aybe it’s a ruse. To m ake people th in k  he couldn’t have done 

it. A nd even if he is losing it, he could m ake a com eback. He’s 

done it before. He’s a very  clever guy. His system  is brilliant. 

Simply brilliant.”

Som ething in his tone...

“Ian, you d idn’t?”

“Well, you can’t say it d idn’t work.”

Ian had  been proud ly  s tru tting  his new  physique around  the 

village for m onths. It had  started  w hen he cam e back from  that
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university  reunion . Suki! Suki was beh ind  the new Ian. A nd so 

was M ind O ver M uscle. Ian had  responded to  an infom ercial. No 

w onder hed  never let on.

She scowled.

“I th in k  I liked you better the way you were.”

It w asn’t just his physique she was talk ing about.



Chapter Thirty

The fog and  gloom  persisted  past noon  and  th rough  the  day.

The villagers weren’t used to  it hanging  over them  for th is long. 

They liked to  say, “D on’t like the weather? W ait five m inutes.”

They were usually at the m ercy o f  the  w ind, blow ing across the 

slim strip  o f island, and  the fragile finger that was The Shores. The 

w ind, tak ing  the  w eather w ith it -  clem ent, inclem ent, dry, wet, 

cloudy o r sunny, changing, if no t in five m inutes, very rapidly. But 

there was no  w ind  and th is fog had  stalled over the  entire  island. 

Thick, grey, billowing, it cast a gloom  over the  village already 

suffering from  a com m unal hangover and  the fear tha t there was 

a killer loose.

No one was m ore conscious o f  tha t than  Jane Jam ieson. She’d 

left the  o thers in the  Hall, her brain  aching from  try ing  to  ra tio 

nalize w hat she’d ju st seen. Trying, bu t not succeeding. She’d  had 

Lili repeat the  experim ent several tim es, and  hadn’t found a flaw.

She d idn’t know  w hat to  th ink . She w ent looking for M urdo, 

quite sure o f w here she’d find him . The cru iser sat in the parking 

lot outside the Hall, bu t she couldn’t drive it. H er ankle was 

swollen to twice its size, and  so sore that she was beginn ing  to 

th in k  it m ust be broken.

She sw ung along on her crutches, on the uneven, pudd led  lane 

tow ards April Dew ey’s house. She w ould find M urdo  and  they 

w ould question Alyssa about the ring. Jam ieson could ju st barely 

see her bandaged foot as she hobbled along. She could see only a 

sm all patch  o f the  lane directly  in  front o f her. She w ould have to 

rely on gauging the distance, hugging the edge o f the road, peer-
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ing for signs o f a driveway to  her right.

She couldn’t figure out w here the  edge o f the road  was. Finally 

she located it, feeling the difference betw een the  clay lane and 

the grassy verge. O ne cru tch  on the  lane, one on the grass, both 

feet becom ing soaked th rough . The bandage began to unravel, 

slopping in the puddles and  wet clay. She nearly tripped  over it 

a couple o f  tim es. The grass was slippery under her crutches and 

they  kept giving way on her. The banging in  her head and  the 

fog clouding her vision m ade it difficult to know  w here she was.

It felt like a long way to  April’s driveway. She d idn’t know  she’d 

already passed it. She began to feel d isoriented. Panic set in, her 

stom ach and  head tingling w ith anxiety. She w anted to go faster, 

bu t couldn’t w ith her crutches and  in jured ankle. To calm  herself 

and  try  to stay focused, she though t about those o ther footprints. 

She, like Ну and  Ian, had  taken ano ther look at the  photograph  o f 

the  sun reflecting in the water.

The foo tprin ts on the sand. Leone stepped into Jamiesons m ind  

and slipped neatly into the prints, fittin g  them  like Cinderella and  

the glass slipper. He was m oving carefully, w ith the care a child 

takes not to “step on the crack, break your m other’s back.” Intent 

on obliterating the foo tprin ts and  replacing them  with his own?

N ot the action o f  a killer.

A head  o f  him , there could have been someone, someone who had  

left the prin ts and  whom Leone was compelled to protect. Someone 

m oving in the dark across the sand, eyes fix e d  on Lance Lord, 

breathing venom  at Jim M a cA d a m fo r being in the way.

Som eone who had  killed them  both.

The spiked juice had  m ade her cry, bu t it was hard  to  tell if 

Gladys Fraser had  a hangover. She was always grum py. She did  

no t em erge from  her house until late in the  day. She m arched 

dow n the  road, w incing w ith each footfall. Perhaps she did  have a 

hangover, bu t it d idn’t cloud w hat she knew  to be her duty.
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She shoved th rough  the d oo r o f  the  Hall, and  was shocked to  

see w hat a m ess it was in. The clean-up com m ittee had  been too 

sauced to  tidy up. She was d isappo in ted  to  find no  one there  to 

com plain to o r boss around. But tha t did  no t stand  in  the way o f 

her m ission. She flung open  the  cellar do o r and  stom ped dow n 

the  stairs, the  smell offending her nose. She hadn’t w anted the 

m arijuana put in the  kitchen and  she d idn’t w ant it in the  cellar a 

m om ent m ore. She gathered up the plants, w ilting and  blacken

ing, and  hauled herself back up the stairs, out the door, and  across 

the parking lot to  the police cruiser. It was unlocked. Gladys was 

delighted in a m ean-sp irited  way. She stuffed the  p lants in to  the 

back seat and  slam m ed the  do o r shut. The sound  sliced th rough  

her head. A wave o f nausea gripped  her. She opened  the  d river’s 

door, got in, arm s folded across her chest, and laid her head  back 

to stop it from  pounding.

“We have to  leave.” Leone’s vision was so poor, it had  been no 

challenge for him  to find his way to Alyssa’s th rough  the  fog. He 

was a hum an  com pass w hen it cam e to  her. She was his north , 

south , east, and  west and  he could always find her w herever she 

was.

“We?”

“You and  me. A nd Ed. O f course, Ed.” Ed w ouldn’t last long, 

anyway. It m ade Leone sad, but it was for the best. The best for 

him  and  Alyssa.

“We,” Alyssa stretched ou t the  word. “We aren’t going anywhere, 

Ed and  I. We have no th ing  to ru n  from.” Ed d idn ’t. She d idn’t -  as 

long as Leone stuck to  his prom ise.

“You are safe because o f me. I followed y ou ... in your footsteps... 

I w anted to  p ro tect you ...y o u  w anted it to o ...” His distress had 

m ade h im  short o f breath  and he could only gulp his w ords out in 

short d isconnected  phrases. “The ax e ...th e  c h a in ...I  knew ...you  

know  I knew ...and  th en  I said I’d do it. That I w ould  do  anything
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to  pro tect you.”

Protect. The w ord was hollow. It had  no  m eaning -  from  him. 

From  her father, it w ould have m eant som eth ing , bu t he had 

never p ro tected  her.

“We m ust go away. You and  me.”

“I don’t know  w hat you m ean.” There was a cold set to  her lips.

“Com e. C om e away -  ” His w ords were choked off by the  deep 

hate in her eyes, her con tem pt for him , his hope shattering  like a 

glass that had  splintered in his grasp and  left him  bleeding.

She stared at h im , eyes unblinking, a hard  glint in them , tu rn ing  

them  from  pale blue to  icy green.

“I love y o u ...” His eyes b u rn ed  w ith his em otion. Hers rem ained 

cold green ice. “Don’t you ...love  m e?”

“W hat?” She spat the w ord out, reeling back.

He m oved forw ard, a condem ned  m an. O ne careful step. He 

reached out.

Was he going to  touch  her? She couldn’t bear it if  he did. That 

once, tha t once only, she had  allowed it, and there’d  been a reason 

for that.

Alyssa’s hand  slid across the  counter. She couldn’t bear it if he 

touched  her. H er fingers edged tow ard a knife tha t lay there, as if 
in  waiting.

His small, golden eyes swam in a pool o f m oisture.

“You said we w ould be together.”

“D id I?”

He m oved forw ard an o th er step. “The th ree  o f us could be so 

happy together. He could be your husband. A nd I ...” he dared 

ano ther step, now  close enough to  touch  her.

H er eyes froze. She touched  the handle o f the knife.

He put a h an d  on her arm . “...a n d  I ...co u ld  be your m an.” He 

pulled at her.

She shoved h im  from  her, disgust in her curled  lips and  hate in 

her eyes.
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“Man? M an? M onkey boy. That’s all you are.” She gripped the 

knife and slashed at h im , aim ing for the jugular.

His face screw ed up in terrib le realization as the knife sliced his 

ear. His hands flew up to  pro tect himself, and  he ran, w him pering, 

from  the room  and out the back door, and  w ith his hope w ent his 

heart. It filled w ith her hate for him  -  the  pain  jagged, growing, 

exploding as he flung him self up onto  the cape. The th robb ing  in 

his chest m ade his breath  com e in short swallows o f anguish.

N ot enough. N ot enough breath, his heart swelling, head 

pounding  the rhythm  o f her hate, her words th u ndering  in  his 

brain: “M onkey boy. That's all you  are.”

The playground insult, m ore w ounding  th an  ever, her words 

carving deep in to  him . He felt a sharp  pain  in his heart. This 

w om an he loved was selfish, grasping, unloving. He knew  it now 

and  his heart was about to  break.

Well and tru ly  break.

Ну was not far beh ind  Jamieson on the Shore Lane, but never 

saw her. She knew  Jam ieson w ould stop her try ing  to find out 

m ore, from  interfering in police business. Ну was de term ined  to 

prove her w rong, tha t she could be pivotal in solving this case.

It was creepy, w alking in the fog, b lind  to  everything bu t her 

own body, m oving along the lane, tripp ing  on the uneven clay, 

startled  by sudden  sounds. Like the w hin ing  o f  a screen door 

open ing  and  slam m ing shut. Then slam m ing shu t again because 

it hadn’t caught. It was probably April letting  her cat in.

The next sound wasn’t so easy to  explain.

A heart-w rench ing  scream  cam e from  A nnabelle’s house.

Alyssa?

Ну stum bled to  A nnabelle’s door. She saw, th rough  a tear in the 

fog, the  shadow  o f Leone, staggering away from  the house and 

stum bling  dow n the  cape, w ith his one arm  sw inging back and 

forw ard, beating the rhy thm  o f his stride. The o th er was held up
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to  his head. She w ondered w hat he was up to. A nother cry  o f pain 

cam e from  the house.

Leone stopped  w hen he heard it. Stopped for a m om ent, then 

disappeared into the  shroud.

Ну ran  up to  the big double doors and  straight in. The scream 

ing had  risen to  a high pitch. She found Alyssa in  the  kitchen, a 

pudd le  o f m isery  on the floor, weeping.

W hen Ну ben t dow n to  her, Alyssa looked up, tears drow ning 

her eyes, her face red  and  raked w ith anguish.

“H e .. .h e .. .” Alyssas voice was muffled in sobs. The knife lay on 

the floor beside her. A nd b lood ...

“Are you h u r t.. .? ”

Alyssa shook her head  a few tim es, still unable to  speak. Ну 

picked up the  knife.

“W hat’s wrong? W hat happened?”

“H e ...h e ...”

“W ho?” Though she knew.

Alyssa gulped. Tried to speak. Dissolved in tears again.

“L ee...L ee...” was all she m anaged.

“Leone?”

Alyssa nodded. She hiccoughed. O nce. A nd then  a fresh set o f 

tears, newly form ed, spilled dow n her face.

“Leone did  it.” They bo th  knew  that Alyssa m eant no t just what 

had  happened  here, but Lord’s m urder. Perhaps bo th  m urders.

Alyssa regained h e r voice. “He d id  it for me.” H iccough. “He 

said he d id  it for me.” She looked dow n at the  floor, where the 

knife was, b lood on  it. “He attacked me, tried  to  kill me, too.”

“Are you hu rt?”

“N o I . . . I . . . I  don’t know  w h a t...h o w ...I  grabbed the knife.”

“I be tter get Jamieson.”

Alyssa’s h iccoughing stopped. H er tears d ried  up. Just like that.

“No,” she said. “No. N ot just yet. I need a m om en t...”

“But he’s getting  away.”
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Alyssa smiled. It d id  not m atch the  expression in her eyes -  a 

hard  gleam.

“He won’t go far.”

“Then I’ll go after him.” Ну d idn’t know  w hy she said it. Alyssa’s 

hard  gleam  had m elted into a pathetic  appeal. She looked so ...so  

fragile, so vulnerable. The words were out o f  H y’s m ou th  before 

she knew  she’d form ed them . This tiny  creature was begging her 

pro tection  and  she felt com pelled to give it. W hy?  W hat was 

tugging at her?

“He’s dangerous,” Alyssa w arned, frow ning.

Ну saw som eth ing , som eth ing  in Alyssa’s eyes, the b irth  o f a 

small sm ile on her lips, som eth ing  tha t pricked her w ith nervous 

fear. Somehow, for som e reason she could no t have explained 

because it m ade no sense, she felt danger in th is room . She wasn’t 

brave going after Leone, she just had  to get out.

“Stay here.” Ну still clung to  the  knife, only d im ly aware tha t she 

d id  so. “I’m  going to  find him.”

Jam ieson entered the cottage for the first tim e since the m orning  

after the  m urder. She tu rn ed  on a light, and  squ in ted  as her eyes 

adjusted  to  it. It was good to be able to actually see things. W hat 

she saw wasn’t good: her bandage unraveled, sodden, stained with 

red clay. She found som e scissors, sat dow n on one o f  the  kitchen 

chairs, and cut off the filthy length o f gauze. Then she cut the  end 

in two and  secured it a round  her ankle.

She was exhausted. Two n ights o f p o o r sleep in the Hall, the 

injury, the  pain , the painkillers, now  the  m igraine had  eroded  

alm ost all her strength . She negotiated  her crutches dow n the 

th ree stairs and  eased herself onto  the couch. She looked at the 

woodstove. Lord’s will. She pulled  it ou t o f her jacket pocket, 

the only place she had  to  keep it safe. H ad either o f them  know n 

w hich one it really favoured?

She leaned back into the couch. W hen she closed her eyes, vivid
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colours zigzagged in  the periphery  o f her vision. The d rum m ing  

o f  the  headache becam e w ords, w ords tha t had  been spoken in 

th is room , the shattering  o f a glass on  the  tile floor, the w hining 

sound  o f  an electric gu itar slicing th rough  the  air.

Jam ieson shook her head  to  clear her m ind  and winced. The 

m ovem ent had  sent pa in  rocketing th rough  her brain. A nd 

Alyssas scream s, though  im agined, w ent searing th rough  her.

“You fo o l!” Alyssa waved the papers at Lord and slapped them  

dow n onto the table. H er forefinger dove down onto them  and  

landed, like a knife, on the offending words.

“You fool.” She read them  out loud: “To m y w ife...”
“B u ty o u  are m y w ife...”

She glared at him.

“Or w ere...and  will be ...again ...”H e p u t a hand  on her knee. 
“Soon.”

She shook him  off.

“You didn 't nam e me, idiot. You have to nam e me.”

She watched as he wrote her nam e in.

She pushed him  away. “A  witness.” She stood up.

“You’re not leaving?”

“We need a witness.”

“Now?”
“Yes, now.”

Leone. The footprin ts in the  photo.

Jam ieson tried  to  get to her feet, but the effort sent m ore pain 

pound ing  th rough  her. She sat dow n again and stared straight at 

the  woodstove.

Suki had  tried  to  bu rn  it. She was the  wife. Everything was hers, 

but had  she know n it? She had  seem ed genuinely surprised  w hen 

she found ou t tha t the change in  it m ade no difference at all. 

Everything was hers. I f  she though t Alyssa was to  get it all, shed 

have been jealous or angry. Jealous or angry  enough to  kill? 

Jam ieson d idn’t like Suki, but she tried  hard  no t to let personal
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em otions en ter into her police work. She d idn’t like her, bu t she 

d idn’t th in k  she was a killer. H er p rin ts were no t on  the  axe. N or 

were Alyssa’s. The only p rin ts on the axe were Leone’s. She should 

arrest him . There was the  ring at the crim e scene. All the  evidence 

poin ted  to  h im  as the killer. But som eth ing  was stopping her from  

accusing him . It wasn’t that simple. Som ehow  she knew  it wasn’t 

that simple.

W hat o f Alyssa? Pushing for that change in  the  will. It m ade 

it look like the m urder was about possessions, bu t w hat if it was 

possessiveness, no t possessions? Alyssa had  said, “Lance was 

always m ine... we belonged together” Suki’s dislike o f Alyssa and 

her hold over Lord m ade them  both  prim e suspects. They m ight 

have m ore reason to kill each o th er th an  h im , bu t he had  been 

playing one against the  other.

A nd w hat o f Leone and  Lord’s “betrayal?” Was he not a p o s

sessor, too, a possessor o f Big Ed and  his legacy? A nd Bullock 

himself. He possessed everything -  and  nothing.

There were lots o f  leads. Lots o f th reads to  gather up.

W ith renew ed enthusiasm  for a case tha t was in m ore tatters 

than  her bandage, Jam ieson stood up, forgetting her crutches.

She folded up in pain , clutching the  will, then  tried  again, using 

the  crutches, back on her original m ission to  find M urdo, and 

now Alyssa, to  have a little chat about possession.

Alyssa w ent upstairs to  the bedroom  w hen Ну left. She took 

a long m atch from  the box by the  candles, and  in a slow ritual, 

lit one, th en  another, then  another. Their yellow flames flashed 

gold on the  red  tin  foil covering the vanity, form ing  a bright 

circle around  the  p icture o f  Baba. She d idn’t even know  w ho he 

was. She hadn’t ever studied Buddhism , only adop ted  som e of 

its ou ter trappings. This was her own ritual, d ivorced from  the 

Catholic upbringing she shunned, her own creation to  trick  w hat 

she w anted ou t o f the  universe. She stood  hypnotized by the
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flickering flames, until, slowly, she lit ano ther m atch, and  pu t it to 

the  incense, draw ing the smell in to  her nostrils, the  fragrance of 

desire. H er desire. She knelt dow n on the prayer m at and  forced 

herself to be calm , sm ooth  face, bu t tight lips and  g ritted  teeth, 

no t relaxing, no t m editating , just try ing  to  m ake the universe 

bend  to  her will. She was dem anding  w hat was hers, w hat 

belonged to  her.

“M ine. M ine. M ine.” She chanted  the words, like Lili’s om. But 

Lili’s om  was selfless. Alyssa’s chant was all about Alyssa. Her 

m antra, herself.

“Let m e be, let m e b e ...” She couldn’t th in k  o f the word. She 

couldn’t th in k  o f  one th ing  she w anted to  be. There were many. 

Rich. A dored. U ntouched and  untouchable. Chaste.

Ну found Leone in the th ick  m ist at the  edge o f the cape. He was 

hudd led  on the  g round , m oaning  piteously. It was the sound  that 

guided her to  him . She couldn’t see him  at all un til she very nearly 

tripped  over him .

She crept up, knife still in  h e r hand, not know ing w hat she 

w ould do if she had  to  use it, pricks o f  fear up her arm s and legs. 

W hen he raised his head, and  looked at her w ith those m ournfu l 

eyes ringed  w ith sorrow, she could no t believe he was a killer. If 

he was, he was no t a killer w ho scared her. The tension  eased in 

her shoulders, the adrenalin  stopped  pum ping  th rough  her blood. 

Still, she clung to  the  knife.

His body was heaving w ith unspen t tears, his eyes d ry  w ith a 

sorrow  that w ent beyond tears, stunned , robbed  o f expression, 

tu rn ed  blank  by the loss, the final loss o f all his hopes.

“I did  it for her,” he said.

Ну could hardly  believe it. W hatever it was he was confessing to 

he’d  done for Alyssa? Then she rem em bered  tha t small bund le  of 

appeal on  A nnabelle’s kitchen floor. Alyssa had, if no t a physical 

strength , the streng th  to  get o thers  to  do her will. W hy else was
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she, Ну, out on  the  cape w ith Leone? She’d w anted to  get away 

from  Alyssa, true, bu t her first im pulse had  been to  pro tect her.

To kill or be killed? For Alyssa? She gripped the  knife.

“You killed for her?”

Leone said nothing.

He m ust be the killer. Ну shuddered  w ith a m ixture o f fear and  

the cold, the  dam p fog swirling around  them  and seeping into 

her. They could just see each other, bu t no th ing  else around  them , 

the coast and  the village enveloped in w hite-grey m ist as th ick  

as n ine-day-o ld  porridge. Ну could  n o t see the village, no r the 

dom e, w hich m ust be nearby, no r the  shore, no t even the edge of 

the cape. How close were they  to  the edge? W here was it? Ahead, 

o r behind? The sudden  loss o f any sense o f d irection  pu t Ну into a 

panic. She felt as if the g round  were open ing  up beneath  her feet.

“I w anted to  pro tect her.”

“To pro tect her from  Lord?”

H e shook his head.

“Jim M acA dam ?”

He shook his head again. Ну pulled back, her eyes drilling  into 

his, his seeping with m oisture -  from  the  fog or em otion?

“For her. I d id  it for her.”

“You said that.”

But he could say no  m ore. Alyssa had  rejected h im , bu t he 

couldn’t tell the tru th  about her, about w hat she -  and  he -  had  

done. He couldn’t convict her w ith his own words, his own breath, 

no t even if it saved him.

“Did Alyssa kill Lord?”

He was having a hard  tim e getting  his breath . She saw pain  in 

his brow n eyes. Em otional or physical?

“Did she kill M acA dam ?”

Still he said noth ing . Just stared  at h e r w ith those w ounded 

eyes, washed in to rm en t and  tears, his body heaving w ith g rief at 

Alyssa’s rejection, after all he had  done for her, was still do ing  for
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her. He w ould tell th is w om an w hat he m ust tell her.

“No, no.” There was a long pause. He breathed  raggedly and 

spoke w ith effort. “I killed them .” He d idn’t m ind  if they  locked 

h im  up for life. His life was over w ithout her, o r hope o f her.

“But you said befo re .. ”

He said only one m ore thing.

He clutched his hand  to  his heart, the pain  in his face intense, 

the tears finally squeezed out o f his eyes, pooling on his face. He 

gasped for breath, then  let it all out on one word:

“Alyssa.”

His last breath , spent on her name.



Chapter Thirty-One

“You could have woken me.”

M urdo shook his head.

“No, I couldn’t. I tried.”

Jamieson’s pearl-w hite skin flushed.

“The juice was spiked,” said April. It was all over the village now, 

as people who’d never touched  a drop  o f alcohol in  th e ir lives 

were w aking up w ith pound ing  heads.

“Yes, bu t I d idn’t . . .” Realization daw ned. The painkillers. O f 

course. They num bed  one k ind o f pain bu t triggered the m igraine. 

She was still feeling it -  pounding , insistent. After the  long walk 

on crutches to  Lord’s and  back up the Shore Lane she felt...

“D o you m ind  if I sit dow n?” She was anxious to  question 

Alyssa, but she had  to sit for a m om ent.

“Please do.” April helped her in to  the  reclin ing chair, from  

w hich, once ensconced, Jam ieson though t she m ight never be 

able to  get out. The chair had tilted  back, and  April had  worked 

the lever to  b ring  the footrest up. Jam ieson felt rid icu lous, but 

tha t’s how she had  felt m ost o f th is long, long weekend.

M urdo had  been tucking into a full English breakfast w hen 

Jam ieson had  arrived. Bacon and  eggs, ham , hom e fries, fried 

tom ato, and  fried bread. Jam ieson looked at it and  w anted to 

th row  up. She very nearly d id  w hen M urdo pulled  the  breath 

m in t box out o f his pocket and  pu t it on the table.

Jamieson screwed up her face. “W hat’s tha t sm ell?”

April opened the con tainer and  th ru s t it forw ard. The smell was 

overpow ering.

“Tomalley,” said April.
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“Tom alley?”

“Lobster guts and p o o ” said M urdo.

“Actually, the liver -  a few days old.” April pu t the lid back on. 

“That’s why it smells so bad. Lobsters are bottom -feeders. They eat 

garbage. That doesn’t help.”

“I can’t im agine that it ever sm elled good.” Jam ieson cupped  a 

hand  over her nose and  m outh .

“Well, no.” April handed  the  container to  Jamieson, w ho looked 

puzzled.

“W hy give it to m e?”

“It’s evidence,” said M urdo. “Taken from  the wound.”

“How?”

“Billy. He took  it from  the w ound, before the body washed 

away.”

Well, he was good for som ething, Jam ieson thought, as she 

inspected the  container. G od, it stunk. She felt her stom ach rebel.

“Tomalley. W hat part o f the  lobster?”

“A rse end,” said M urdo.

“Top half,” April corrected , a look o f prim  disapproval at his 

language m aking his face go red.

M cA llister had said she’d  seen a lobster sticking out o f the 

w ound. This, perhaps, proved her right. But did  it m ean anything 

to  w hat had happened  tha t night? O ther than  tha t a b ird had 

d ropped  the crustacean  on  the  corpse and  ano ther one had 

plucked it away?

Leone O ’Reyley lay dead  on the  cape, his dream s, his love and 

loyalty to  Ed and Alyssa floating off on the fog.

Ну had  know n it was hopeless for som e tim e now, but she kept 

giving him  CPR, a lternating  betw een push ing  on his chest and 

try ing  to  breathe life back into his body, killer o r not. She had to 

get help. It was tim e to bring  Jam ieson in to  this. She’d be furious, 

bu t it was Alyssa w hom  Ну now  feared, Alyssa w ith her tra n s



274 H ilary  M acLeod

form ative power, the  ability to  m ake herself the vision tha t every 

m an wanted. W hat m ore m ight she be able to do?

Alyssa had  the m ental skill to shift reality.

A n d  an axe? D id she have the pow er to wield that as well?

“I should  arrest you,” said Jam ieson, even though  she felt 

stripped  o f her power, th ru s t back on  the  reclining chair in April’s 

k itchen. They’d  all been shocked w hen Ну had  en tered  w ith the 

b loody knife in her hand. She’d had  a long explanation.

“A rrest m e?”

“F or...fo r...” Jam ieson struggled to  sit up, fiddled w ith the  lever 

and the footrest h it the  floor with unexpected  speed, the chair 

sw ung up  straight, hurled  Jam ieson forw ard and  sm ashed her 

bandaged foot to  the floor.

“For obstruction  o f ju s tice .. There was pain  in her voice.

“O bstruction? I though t I was helping you out.”

“I’ve to ld  you before. Police business. You shou ldn’t get m ixed 

up  in it.”

“I could hardly  help it.” Hy’s head was high, her chin  stubborn . 

“A nyone w ould have done w hat I did. There was a scream , and  I 

responded ...”

“How do you know  he’s dead?”

“D ead is dead,” said Ну, and  Jam ieson, having seen her share of 

corpses, knew  w hat she m eant.

There was the question o f w hat to  do  w ith the  body. There was 

the problem  o f the  w ound, the knife, and  the blood. D id that 

have anything to  do w ith his death -  o r had  he died from  natural 

causes?

W hen Jamieson called N athan, he swore he could take the  body 

across the  causeway in  the  fog because he knew  it, as his aunt 

Gus w ould say, “like the back o f his hand.” He said he’d be there 

in ten  m inutes. T im e enough, though t Jam ieson, to  have a little 

chat w ith the  w om an next door. She ordered  N athan  to  pick her
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up at Alyssa’s on his way to  the cape.

“M urdo, help m e u p ” Jam ieson hated to ask, but there was no 

way out o f this chair and  onto  the crutches w ithout help. “You’re 

going up the  cape to  watch over the body. I’m  going to  have a 

conversation w ith M rs. Lord.”

“I’ll go w ith you,” said Ну.

“No,” said Jam ieson, and  Ну bristled.

“No. G o w ith M urdo. Show him  w here the body  is.”

Ну pu t the knife dow n on A pril’s table, covered in crum bs. 

Jam ieson shook her head. She w ondered w hat forensics w ould 

m ake o f  that. She got a plastic bag from  April, pu t the knife in it, 

and  left w ith Ну and  M urdo, hobbling next do o r on her crutches.

As a police officer, Jam ieson had  to  knock.

Alyssa wasn’t there  -  or w asn’t answering.

In the  end, Jam ieson just walked in, signaling Ну to continue on 

to  the  cape w ith M urdo.

“I should  be here for N athan,” said Ну, “to  show him  the  way. 

Three o f us can search for her m ore easily. A nd I know  the  house 

-  all the nooks and  crannies, and  there  are lots o f those, believe 

me. Besides,” she po in ted  to the  cruches, “you’ll never get in the 
attic on those.”

Jam ieson caved in. Alyssa, so tiny  she could be anyw here in the 

big house, couldn’t be found.

A nyone else w ould have seen a skinny, undersized  w om an with 

the  features o f a spoiled child, but so great was Alyssa’s pow er over 

Ed, tha t he saw the  m ost beautiful creature he had ever seen -  

lithe, lovely, perfect, and  the m an in him  cam e alive as she crossed 
the room , floating, pure.

She was close, so close that he should have seen she was just a 

little m ouse, a spiteful, nasty  w om an, with no th ing  to offer. To 

h im , she was a vision. N ot a m ere flesh and  blood w om an. A 

goddess com e to life. A thena herself. Alyssa. A thena. Even the
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cadence o f the nam e was the same. The goddess o f love. Pure love.

In her own m ind , she was a goddess. N ot A thena. D iana, the 

huntress. Chaste and  chasing. N ot the  m an. His m anhood . To 

destroy it and  retain her chastity. Pure love was only for herself. 

A m our propre. Self-love. Ed? H im  she hated for his desire.

“M arry  me.” Big Ed was lucid today. O r m aybe not. M aybe tha t’s 

why he could finally say it.

“M arry  me,” he said again.

It was w hat she had  w anted. It was why she had  com e here. For 

him . A nd Lance. To keep w hat was hers. H ow  she w ould have 

both , she had  never w orked out.

But now  Lance was dead, it was perfect. He was hers in death  -  

and  Ed could be hers in life. H ers alone.

“I will -  if you tell m e w hat you’ve been  keeping from  me.”

“N othing. I swear. N othing.”

H er eyes beam ed intent. A grim  smile on  her face. She was 

try ing  to  look soft, but she did  not feel soft. She felt hard  inside; 

she had  always felt hard  inside. H ard and  cold as m arble. There 

was no th ing  soft o r vulnerable in  her eyes. They could  have sliced 

the arm  off a G reek statue. They were cu tting  th rough  h im  now, 

w anting to  know  w hat he couldn’t tell her, w hat he d idn’t know  

himself.

He held out a hand.

“Com e to me, Alyssa.” He w heeled tow ard her.

“C om e to m e ” He becam e m ore insistent, g rabbed  her hand, 

desire -  M y God, desire -  rising in him .

“Then you will know ...”

She softened slightly. Perhaps he was finally going to  tell her.

“You will know ...” He pulled her dow n on him .

“How m uch I...”

He was swelling w ith desire.

A n unw elcom e desire. Physical. She hadn’t though t he could.

It was worse. It was clear. H orrib ly  clear.
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There was no th ing  beyond his knees.

No legs.

“No legs!” she shrieked. “N o legs!”

That was his secret. It sent her sp inning  from  him.

“No legs?” He d idn’t know  w hat she m eant, bu t he saw the tru th  

in  her eyes. He looked dow n, his hand  slipped below  his knees, 

and  they disappeared. His legs. For the first tim e, they  weren’t 

there. It hadn’t happened  in V ietnam  o r w hen he woke up from  

surgery. It hadn’t happened, no t once, in the  years betw een then  

and  now. It had  happened  in this m om ent. Gone. The hard  gleam 

in her eyes had  done it, the look that could slice m arble had 

am putated  his legs.

He looked at her in accusation, the know ledge flooding his 
brain.

He had no legs.

C onfusion.

She had  taken them .

His face crum pled , becam e a sack o f  w rinkles, tears try ing  to 

find their way dow n the ragged routes etched in the destruction  

o f  his face, his hope, his love for her.

Gone. Like his legs, it was gone, the love for her that had  been 
his hope for so long.

D isgusted, w ith the force o f som eone m ore than  twice her size, 

Alyssa toppled his chair. He sm acked his head on the floor.

Gone.

Gone.

Gone.

His legs. H is love. His life.

Gone.

M urdo was in  the  back o f N athan’s am bulance. His eyes were 

closed. He w ouldn’t have seen m uch if he’d opened  them  -  just 

the in te rio r o f the  back o f the  van and Jamieson. Ну was up front
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in the passenger seat, giving directions, as N athan negotiated the 

cape w ith abandon, th rilling  at the bum ps and  the  splash o f  the 

puddles as he carved th rough  the dense fog.

He cam e to a halt w hen Ну shouted, “There!” and  po in ted  at 

nothing.

“You sure?”

She nodded. She knew  the  cape as well as N athan, and  she 

w ould never forget the  spot where Leone O ’Reyley had  died.

The four got out o f the  vehicle.

The fog su rrounded  them , circled a ro u n d  Leone. Clearly 

dead, though t Jamieson. Leone, looking, no t at rest, bu t as if in 

som e terrib le n ightm are, his lips pulled  back in a grim ace, his 

eyes wide open. Jam ieson leaned forw ard as far as her crutches 

allowed. The w ound to  the ear was superficial, a slice taken off 

the lobe. So tha t hadn’t killed h im , but the shock, the physical 

effort? H eart attack probably, she thought. N ot unusual in  m en 

o f his age, especially if he’d had  a shock, and  he’d  been  runn ing . 

She looked again. H ad Alyssa aim ed for the  jugular and  missed? 

A ttem pted m urder? Jam ieson closed Leone’s eyes, nodded  at 

M urdo, and  he and  N athan  lifted the body into the van.

W hile their backs were tu rned , Ну slipped away, soon h idden  in 

the  fog as she headed tow ards the  dom e, w here she was sure she 

w ould find Alyssa. A nd Ed. She was th ink ing  abou t the  p h o to 

graph. The photograph  o f the  repeating suns and  the footsteps 

planted dow n the shore beside them .

Two sets o f footprints. Alyssa had  said she’d followed Leone, but 

w hat if it were the o ther way around? H ad he been  following her, 

covering her tracks? H ad he followed her and  killed Lord, as she 

claim ed he had? O r had  he followed her, w atched h e r kill Lord 

and  then  killed M acA dam  because M acA dam  had  seen her do  it?

“7 did it fo r  her.” Is tha t w hat he m eant?

O r was he pro tecting  her by directing  suspicion at him self? Lord 

and  Leone were dead. There was a th ird  m an w ho loved Alyssa.
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Was Ed in danger?

Ну herself m ight have been, had  she no t know n the lay o f the 

land so well. She sk irted  around  the break in the  cape, guided by 

the  small outside light g lim m ering  in the  opaque night above the 

d oo r o f  the dom e.

“W here is she?” Jam ieson’s head  w hipped  around  from  one 

d irection  to  another, seeing no th ing  in the  fog. “M cAllister!” 

N athan closed the van d oo r as M urdo looked a round  helplessly.

Jam ieson w hirled a round  on her crutches -  she was getting good 

at using them . “The dom e. She’ll have gone to  the  dom e. Sticking 

her nose in police business again. G o after her. I’ll follow you.”

“I can wait for you.”

“There’s no tim e. I’d hold  you back. She m ay be in  danger.” From  

Alyssa? From Big Ed? From both o f  them?

M urdo hesitated.

“Now!”

He began stum bling th rough  the  fog, in the d irection  o f  the 

dom e. At least, th a t’s w hat he thought.

“П1 com e w ith you,” N athan volunteered as Jamieson watched 

M urdo disappear.

N ight was falling. D arkness and  fog. Danger. Jam ieson could 

sense it on the air. Was it ju st a fancy?

“No,” she said. “You take O ’Reyley in to  tow n, if you can.”

“O h yes I can,” said N athan, w ith a grin  at the prospect o f daring 

the causeway again. But it w asn’t quite the broad  g rin  o f a few 

days ago, before he’d m et Lili. All he w anted now was to  com plete 

his m ission and  slip back betw een the sheets w ith her. Sooner 

done, sooner he’d be in her arm s again. He jum ped  in the van and 

took  off, Leone’s lifeless body  bouncing  in the back as N athan 

negotiated the bum py lanes up onto  the  Island Way.

Jamieson regretted sending M urdo on ahead, as she m ade her
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way tow ards the dom e. She was no t easily in tim idated, but the 

crutches and  in jured  ankle m ade her feel vulnerable, and  the 

fog rolling in th ick  masses off the w ater was unsettling. W hen it 

th inned  out, she w ould catch a glim pse o f her destination , the 

dom e appearing, d isappearing, and  reappearing at the  will o f the 

m ist. That was unsettling  as well.

It was frustrating, pushing  herself along, the crutches sinking 

into the sandy soil. But Big Ed m ust be told. Alyssa m ight be 

there. A nd M cAllister m ight be in trouble. She shuddered  in the 

cold m ist, all o f her hurting .

She was in such pain that she alm ost d idn’t feel w hat h it her.

H er crutches were up from  under her and  she was sliding dow n, 

dow n the break in the  cape, tow ard the shore, w here hunks of 

jagged sandstone lay in wait for her, the waves w ashing over the 

rocks and  beckoning her to  slide into th e ir cold grip. She was 

tum bling  dow n, searching frantically for a foothold , and  tim e 

m oved in slow m otion. She saw her hand, as if it were som eone 

else’s, grab an outcrop o f the  cliff, and  w atched her foot, her 

dam aged ankle buckling as she cam e dow n hard  on  ano ther 

support th ru stin g  out from  the cape. She w inced in pain, but she 

had  stopped  the  freefall. W ith  one h an d  and  her in jured  foot, 

she clung to  life. Below was death, the jagged rocks reaching up 

to  her, w aiting for her to  tire, to  lose her grip, to  fall. A clum p 

o f rock broke off beneath  her foot. She hugged the cliff w ith her 

in jured foot and  one grazed hand.

She looked up, and  though t she saw a scrap o f fabric floating on 

the fog.



Chapter Thirty-Two

M urdo d idn ’t know  w here he was. He was no t on the  cape any

m ore. He was no t close to Cottage Lane o r the  Hall, o r anywhere 

tha t m ight have restored his sense o f d irection. He was stum bling 

blind  th rough  a field tow ard an abandoned  farm , its barn  falling 

dow n, the terra in  difficult to  negotiate. He had  bu rrs  clinging to 

his clothes, panic on his brain , as he tore th rough  tall grasses. His 

only certain ty  was that he was lost.

If he’d  tu rned  around, he m ight have spotted  the  light com ing 

from  the police cru iser parked  outside the  Hall. Junior Johnson 

had  opened  the  car do o r to take back w hat was his -  the m ari

juana plants. H is plants. His and  Jared M acPherson’s. He began to 

stuff them  into a large plastic yard bag.

In the driver’s seat, G lady Fraser woke up.

Alyssa opened  the  door o f the  dom e to Ну. Big Ed Bullock lay 

on the  floor. Alyssa d idn’t know  if he was dead o r alive. M aybe 

brain  dead but still alive, she thought. He w ouldn’t last long. She 

sm iled. Hers. He, too, w ould always be hers.

Ну looked at Ed. W hat a m achete in the jungle couldn’t do, tiny 
Alyssa had.

Alyssa con tinued  to look dow n at him  and  to  smile.

“I d idn ’t plan to  kill him.”

Н у though t she was talk ing about Ed.

“I was th ink ing  about it w hen I cam e back along the shore, with 

Leone following like a dog beh ind  me, th ink ing  I d idn’t know  he 

was there.”
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Lord. She was talk ing about Lord.

“No, I hadn’t p lanned  to  kill Lance w hen I cam e back along the 

beach. But there  he was, dressed like an  id io t, staring  up  at the 

cape, his hands balled in to  fists, his vein sticking out in  his neck.

I could p icture that vein bursting, his b lood spilling on the  sand, 

then  he w ould be m ine, he w ould be no one else’s in death.” 

Alyssa’s eyes were glittering. She was looking straight at Ну, but 

seem ed not to  see her. It was as if she were looking righ t th rough  

her to tha t night on the  shore.

“I saw her, nearly naked, th rough  the  window.”

“Suki?”

Alyssa nodded  abruptly.

“I saw the  axe. His neck, the vein throbbing. I grabbed the axe, 

before he knew  I was there. I sum m oned  all my strength , my 

inner strength , m y fierce streng th  o f  m ind  the  way Leone had 

taught m e, and  I b rought it down.”

“A nd killed him.”

“No, I missed.”

“M issed? So it wasn’t . . .? ”

“No, I missed.” But Alyssa d idn’t look up. Was she telling the 

tru th?  The rest o f it had  sounded like tru th . Was this?

“Then w ho?”

Alyssa looked up, eyes gleam ing.

“You’d have to  ask Leone that.”

“He’s dead.”

She smiled. “Is he?”

Jam ieson hung  on to the cape by a th in  th read  o f strength , 

a th read  tha t was fraying. Every inch  o f  her was aching. She 

had alm ost no th ing  to  cling to, her body  flat up against the 

wet sandstone, helping to  hold  her there. But she was slipping, 

slipping. H er fingers had  begun to  loosen on the rockface; pieces 

kept breaking off her foothold. She looked dow n to  see if she
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could  clim b to the shore, but it m ade her dizzy. It was steep, 

too  steep. Shed never m ake it dow n. If she did, shed  have to 

negotiate the  slippery  rocks at the  bo ttom  and the sand  on the 

shore. Im possible, w ith o r w ithout her crutches. She looked up 

again. That odd, floating vision had appeared only once. Jamieson 

assum ed it was d rug-induced . She w ished she had som e o f  the 

painkiller now.

No, she thought. Shed never have been able to hold on so long. 

But she w asn’t sure tha t she could  m uch longer. She gripped 

harder. Som ething bit into her hand, broke the  skin. It was a 

m ussel shell, em bedded  in the sandstone.

Mussels. Suki had fe d  them  to Ian. She had  sucked on the tiny  

lobster legs one by one. She had cracked the lobster open. Tomalley.

Tomalley. The w ord echoed in Jamieson’s overw rought m ind.

She began to  cry. Just one or two tears escaped. Then she gritted 

her teeth and hung on even tighter, the  w ater pound ing  up against 

the  rocks below her in a rhythm  w ith the  painful pulsing in her 

brain, as tom alley tu rn ed  to mussels.

Mussels. Mussels. M ind  over mussels.

A  m an tra  to save her from  falling.

“You said you missed.”

“Yes, I did.”

Ну w rinkled  her forehead.

Alyssa sm iled that sm ile tha t was small, hard , crystallized, a 

sm ile tha t could shatter in an instant and  becom e w hat it really 

was. A scowl? No. A sneer, full o f  spite and  hate.

“I m issed. I m issed tha t th robb ing  vein. But I killed him  anyway. 

It tu rn ed  out perfectly. Leone, you see, tried  to  stop me, so I 

m issed m y m ark. But it left his p rin ts on  the axe, not mine.” She 

raised her gloved hands. “They’ll th in k  he did  it. He was prepared 
to  take the  blame.”

“But it was you, no t him.”
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“Yes.”

I  d id  it fo r  her. That’s w hat he m eant. Agreed to shou lder the 

blame.

“A nd M acA dam ?”

Alyssa shrugged and repeated, “W hy don’t you ask Leone that?” 

“You know  I can’t. He’s dead. I’m  asking you. W hat happened? 

Detail by detail.”

She did. Exacting detail that took Ну back to  tha t n ight, to  what 

had  happened betw een Alyssa and  Leone.

Alyssa turned to Leone. There appeared to be tears in her eyes -  

or were they ju s t glistening with trium ph? She flu n g  herself into his 

arms, her brain working furiously.

They groped wildly at each other, fa lling  onto the sand, so he 

never noticed -  or so she thought -  when she tugged the chain 

around his neck and  broke it free.

As soon as she had done it, she pushed  him  fro m  her.

“N ot here. N ot now. Later, darling,” she said, standing up, 

sm oothing her dress and disappearing like a spirit into the night, 

leaving him  there, hungry on the sand, lying beside Lord, like two 

dead men.
“So tha t’s how  your ring got there.”

Alyssa inclined her head, ju st slightly.

“W hy did you say it had  been stolen?”

“To draw  attention to  it. To poin t to  the killer.”

“O f Lord. O r M acAdam ? Did Leone kill M acA dam  for you?” 

“You’ll have to ask Leone that.”

“You know  I can’t do that.”

“Oh, tha t’s right, you can’t.”

Ian was w orried  about Ну. The jungle d rum s, o r coastal 

bodhrans, were beating in the village. Gus had  phoned  to  tell h im  

N athan had  gone rocketing dow n the  road  with Lord know s what 

o r w ho in the  back o f his van. Ian phoned Ну and  got no answer.
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A nnabelle called G us to  say it was Leone -  dead o r dying, she 

wasn’t sure. N athan had called Lili, and  Lili had  called Annabelle.

Som e instinct told h im  to head for the  dom e, his fog lights on 

and  a flashlight on the passenger seat. As he passed the Hall, the 

fog prevented him  from  seeing Gladys Fraser crossing the parking 

lot, ho lding Junior Johnson by the ear, as she had  w hen she was 

his schoolteacher. Later, there was m uch speculation as to what 

she w ould have done w ith him  if Billy Pride hadn’t show n up and 

slapped a pair o f  handcuffs on Junior.

Ian knew  the capes well, because he spent a lot o f tim e there 

w orking w ith his erosion m onito ring  system, keeping track  of 

how  m uch o f  the  cape was being w orn away by the  action o f 

the w ind and  waves and  the tiny  South A m erican swallows who 

drilled  holes along the top to  nest. Ian parked well back from  the 

edge o f  the cape, and  was about to  m oun t the stairs to  the dom e, 

w hen he heard  a yell.

“Help!”

Ну?

“Help! I’m  slipping.”

Crazy. She was crazy, though t Ну.

That gleam  in her eye, the way she sm iled w ith eyes full o f hate.

“I d idn’t w ant Lance, but I d id  w ant w hat was m ine. He belonged 

to  m e -  and  now  he belongs to  m e forever. It was a clean death. 

H ere on  the  shore. The ocean and  the sand. A clean death.”

As if  that m attered. “It was a m essy killing, though.”

“Yes, bloody, bu t w hat killing isn’t?”

Ну though t o f Leone, dead  on  the  cape. N o blood. She looked at 

Ed.

D ead or alive? No blood.

“Oh, there are bloodless killings,” she said.

Alyssa pouted, but her eyes smiled.

“How d id  you do it?” Keep her talking. “Lord, I m ean. You said
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you killed him  w ith the axe, bu t how d id  you do it? I can’t believe 

you could kill h im . Clean o r messy. You’re not tall enough, strong 

enough.”

Alyssa straightened. A lready she looked larger.

“Let m e show  you.”

Ian looked dow n over the cape. In  the fog, he could see nothing. 

H ad he im agined it? A trick  o f  the wind?

“Help!”

No. There was a w om an’s voice. N ot H y’s, he though t w ith relief.

He w ent to the  car, got his flashlight, and  tra ined  it dow n the 

cape.

Squinting in to  the beam  was Jamieson.

“H ow ’d you get dow n there?”

“Never m ind  that. Get m e up.”

How he w ould m anage that, Ian wasn’t sure.

Alyssa walked past Ed’s body  as if  he were no t even there, to 

the barbells cradled on  racks in the back o f the  dom e. She picked 

up a five-hundred-pound  weight and  strode  across the room  

tow ards Ну.
Ну sm iled. “That’s nothing. Those weigh nothing.”

“O h, yes they do. These ones are real.”

Ну d idn’t know  w hether to  believe her or not.

“Very real. If you th in k  I can’t lift them , th en  how could I raise 

the axe tha t split Lance’s head  open?” She was boasting, sm iling, 

but in her eyes -  venom .

As Alyssa m oved forw ard, she seem ed to  grow taller. Ну 

w ondered if it was a trick  o f  the light, o r if her m ind  was playing 

games.
Alyssa’s sm ile was gone. H er face was brittle, her expression 

chilling. Ну saw cold in ten t in her eyes. She was looking into the 

eyes o f a killer. A killer w ho p lanned  to  kill her, too. The confes
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sion had  been H y’s death  sentence.

She backed away tow ard  the door, left open  w hen she entered 

the dom e, filmy fog seeping into the room , a backdrop to  Alyssas 

deadly intent.

Alyssa loom ed above her. H er shadow  and the shadow  o f the 

barbells swept up the wall and  across Hy’s face.

She could have wielded the axe. She could have killed Lord. A nd  

M acAdam . M aybe Ed and Leone, too. Alyssa was no longer a 

w om an, the  vision she created to  en trap  m en. She was a m onster, 

m enacing, h e r shadow  grow ing as she advanced on Ну, casting 

her in darkness, m aking her feel small and  ineffectual w hen was 

used to  tow ering over others.

“Alyssa!” It bu rst from  H y’s lips, she d idn’t know  why. To try  to 

destroy this ugly vision? Like pricking a balloon.

“Yes, Alyssa.” The sound  o f the  nam e no longer had  that airy, 

silky quality. The “s” sizzled from  the m onster’s m outh , searing.

“Alyssa.” She spat it out again, as snake-like she unw ound her 

body  to raise the  weight to full height above her head.

Alyssa. Able to lift hundreds o f  pounds, even though she was no 

bigger than a child.

Able to lift hundreds o f  pounds. A rm ed  and dangerous.

The axe tha t struck Lord in the back o f  the head would have been 
nothing to her.

“N othing,” Alyssa said, as if  she’d  read Hy’s thoughts, sliding 

tow ard her w ith trium ph  in her eyes.

“It was no th ing  to  me.” She held the weight over H y’s head.

Ну stepped back, fear buzzing th rough  her. Alyssa stepped 

forw ard, arm s still raised, the m ouse now a stalking cat.



Chapter Thirty-Three

Ian had grabbed the rope from  his tru n k , the sam e one that 

had  hauled M acA dam  out o f the  pond. Jam ieson had  lost the 

sensation in the  hand  holding her to the cliff face. She tried  to 

move the fingers one at a tim e, to w ork the num bness out. W hen 

she did, she slipped, the weight shifting to  her in jured ankle. She 

kept the  palm  o f  her o th er hand  and  her body flat against the 

wet sandstone, as if the contact w ould glue her there, hold  her 

in place, prevent her from  tum bling  to  death  below. But it was 

not her body that was holding her there. H er m ind  was clinging 

to  the though t that she w ould no t fall. The m om ent she gave up 

she w ould be lost. She screwed up her face, eyes shut tight, teeth 

gritted  together, hanging on to  the though t w ith all her m ental 

power. It was all she had  now. A nd she realized th en  tha t w hat 

M cAllister had said was true , w hat Lili had  dem onstra ted  had 

w orth. H er m ental state m attered in w hat she knew  was a m o 

m ent o f life and  death. She did  not look dow n. She kept focused 

-  and  prayed for Ian to  retu rn . Fast.

“Lance, he was noth ing  to  me.” Alyssa held the barbell as if it, 

too, were nothing, her eyes in ten t on  Ну.

“A nd Ed?” Ну took  a slow step back. She w anted to  raise her 

arm s in  defence, bu t held them  steady at her sides, no t w anting 

to  provoke this -  this -  m adw om an. Seemingly bigger th an  Ну. 

Stronger, too.
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“N othing. He was no th ing  to m e except muscle. M ind O ver 

Muscle.” Alyssa took ano ther step.

The doorway! Ну had  to  back th rough  the  doorway. Then Alyssa 

w ould have to  retreat, th ree  tim es, before she could go through  it. 

It w ould buy tim e. She backed up two m ore steps, try ing  no t to 

rush, to do  anything that w ould set this w om an off.

“N othing. Ed was really no th ing  to  you?” Keep her talking. A  

few m ore backw ard steps. Ну d idn’t dare look beh ind  her to see 

how  close she was to  the door.

Alyssas eyes narrow ed.

“Never anything to  me.” She stepped forward.

From  beh ind  Alyssa cam e a w him per. Ed -  a great lum p on  the 

floor, w ounded  by his ow n m ind  trick, by the  love o f his life -  

was still alive to  know  it. Thank God. B u t...w hat was he hearing? 

U nderstanding?

“Except he gave you pow er and  strength.” W hen she said it, Ну 

realized she could use the  sam e weapon. Fight fire  with fire. She 

needed  to break  Alyssas concentration . Destroy her confidence. 
Prick the balloon.

O ut o f her peripheral vision, Ну could just see the side o f the 
door.

Close. So close.

Alyssa glided tow ard her, show ing no  stra in  from  holding the 

hund reds o f pounds aloft, her little eyes glowing with trium ph.

Ian was de term ined  to bring  Jam ieson up the cape alive. She 

weighed less than  half M acAdam ’s th ree hundred  pounds, but he 

couldn’t use the car. He’d  though t about it, but it was too risky.

He threw  dow n the rope.

“Loop it a round  your waist and  I’ll pull you up.”

Jam ieson grabbed the  rope. The rock was grating the skin o f her 

hand. W ith  her o ther hand, she tried  to  loop the  rope around  her 

waist. She couldn’t do  it w ithout letting go o f the rock. If she let
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go, she w ould fall. Beads o f sweat were trickling dow n her face.

“I c a n t do it. N ot a round  my waist. Г11 have to  hang  onto  it and  

clim b up.”

She let go o f  the rock, grabbing the rope one hand at a tim e. She 

sw ung free, try ing  to  snatch at som eth ing , anyth ing  tha t w ould 

hold her.

Ian had the  o ther end  o f  the rope a round  his waist, bu t wasn’t 

ready for the tug o f  the full weight o f her body, and  he was 

yanked to  the edge o f  the cape, only just stopping h im self from  

going over. He stabilized, and  so did  she, digging in  her feet to 

the cliff face, the  pain  knifing th rough  her sprained ankle.

“Okay, start now. C lim b up. I’ll hold  steady.” Ian couldn’t let her 

know  the strain  he was already feeling, the  piercing pain  in his 

lower back. Jamieson wasn’t a heavy w om an, but he d idn’t th in k  

he could hold her weight for long.

“C ’m on, climb.”

“I can’t,” said Jamieson. “I’ve got no  m ore strength . Just let me

g o ”
That’s w hat he felt like doing.

“You have pig’s eyes.”

“W hat?”

Ну could see she’d shaken Alyssa. A step back.

“Yes, pig’s eyes, bu t not a pig’s nose. W orse th an  that.”

Ну could see the w eights droop, along with som e o f  Alyssa’s 

spirit.

“Say w hat you want,” Alyssa challenged. She took  ano ther step 

forw ard. “Because you w on’t be saying anything soon.”

Back two steps. The doorfram e.

“Pig’s eyes, worse th an  a pig’s nose, and  -  ” Ну felt cruel even as 

she contem plated it.

She was on the  o ther side o f the  do o r fram e. Safely on the  o ther 

side?
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Alyssa loom ed in front o f her.

Too close.

.. and  that ugly h a n d .. ”

Alyssa had reached the door fram e. She took a step through.

“That ugly h a n d ” Н у repeated.

Alyssa faltered. Torn betw een rage and  the old superstition.

One step back.

“That ugly, ugly hand.”

Alyssa cam e through  the doorw ay again, her step now faltering, 

the weights lowering. She took a step back.

“I’m surprised  any m an w ould look at you.”

A hesitant step forw ard.

“O r touch  you. W ho could bear to  touch  you?”

Sensing an advantage, Ну kept going.

“W ho w ould pu t a ring on that scarred  hand?”

Alyssa wavered, m oved forw ard, struggled w ith w hat now 

seem ed an overw helm ing weight above her head. H er arm s 

strained, she put a foot forw ard, tripped, and  lost her grip  on the 

weights. Ну w atched, paralyzed, as the weights dove at her. She 

jum ped  out o f the way and  they  glanced off her shoulder. Ну was 

forced to her knees by the pain  that ripped th rough  her. Broken? 

Was her shoulder broken? Blood seeped onto  her shirt.

Alyssa folded to  the floor. The weights fell on top o f her, p inning 

her dow n. Ну pounced  on them  to pull them  off her, but couldn’t. 

They were too heavy.

Alyssa was unconscious. Possibly dead.

Not dead, though t Ну. Please God, not dead. She had the  weight 

o f her w ords on her conscience. C ruel words. C ruel words, not 

m eant to  kill, but to save her own life.

M ind over muscle.

O utside, Ian was fighting for Jamieson’s life.

“Concentrate,” said Ian. “Focus.”
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“I can’t. I can’t do it.” Jam ieson’s body  was to rtu red  by pain 

unlike any she’d ever experienced. She couldn’t last any longer. 

She was slipping, close to  letting go.

Ну stum bled outside, shaken. In the weak light from  the dom e, 

she saw Ian, rope around  his waist, g run ting  and  heaving. W hat 

the hell was he up to? Then she heard  Jamieson:

“I can’t. I can’t do  it.”

“Jamieson!” It was som ew here betw een a w hisper and  a shout.

Ну rushed  forw ard and  grabbed hold  o f the rope to take som e 

o f the weight off Ian.

“You can do it. C om e on. C oncentrate. M ind over matter.”

Jamieson knew  she was right. It was her m ind , she knew, that 

had kept her ho lding on  so long. She m ade a sm all m ovem ent.

“Yes,” said Ian.

Then another.

“Yes,” said Ну.

“Up you come,” said Ian. A nd, an  inch at a tim e, Jamieson 

clim bed up the cape, with Ian holding steady on  the  rope a round  

his waist and  Ну taking up the slack, both  encouraging her. Inch 

by inch, w ith all th ree  m inds focused on the  task, all th ree  car

rying the weight o f one, the ir m uscles s tra in ing  to the lim it and 

beyond, they  brought Jam ieson up. They were rew arded w hen her 

face peeked over the top o f  the cape. Ian continued  to  hold  steady 

on the rope, and  Ну leaned forw ard to  pull her up.

She slid onto  level land, and rolled over on her back, exhausted.

The front o f her un iform  was filthy.

N athan was hu rry ing  hom e. The causew ay crossing had  been a 

breeze. All he w anted now  was to  slip into Lili’s arm s. The grin  on 

his face w idened with each kilom etre.

He frow ned w hen his cell phone rang.

It was Jamieson. M ore bodies to  tran spo rt. Half-alive o r half

dead, depending  on how you view ed the world.
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He called Lili and  delivered the bad news. H ed be ano ther hour 

at least.

“D on’t worry,” she said. “We have lots o f tim e. The rest o f our 

lives.”

A w arm  flush rose on his cheeks. They did. They had  all the 

tim e in the world.

Ian helped  N athan  carry  Big Ed in to  the  van. He was dense, 

heavy, m uscular, and  weighed a lot in  spite o f  his m issing limbs.

It was a strange sensation carry ing  ju st a head, a torso, and a 

couple o f stum ps. H alf a m an. Ed was m oaning and  m um bling, 

his face white, his lips grey.

Picking up Alyssa was no th ing  at all. She was hardly  m ore 

substan tia l th an  the clothes she was wearing. She rem ained 

unconscious. Even so, Jam ieson had  handcuffed her.

“Are you charging her?” asked Ну.

“W ith a ttem pted  m urder o f  you, for starters.”

After they ’d  seen N athan  off, it d idn’t take m uch to  convince 

Jam ieson to go hom e w ith Ну. She had no idea w hat awaited her 

at the Hall and  she d idn ’t care at the m om ent what had  happened 

to  M urdo. After her ordeal, she needed  a long ho t bath  and  a 

decent bed to sleep in. But after they  got clean, bo th  were too 

keyed up to  go to  sleep right away.

Ну told Jam ieson all about her confrontation  w ith Alyssa.

“She confessed to m urdering  Lord. A nd she set Leone up to  take 

the  fall -  m ade sure his fingerprin ts were on the axe, his ring  by 

the  body. She d idn ’t exactly say Leone had killed M acA dam , but 

she m ade it seem like it.”

Jam ieson d idn ’t reveal w hat she was th inking. Ну persisted.

“He practically  adm itted  it. He said, T did  it for her.’ M ore than 

once -  to  pro tect her, he said.”

Jam ieson w arm ed her hands on the hot teacup and  looked into 

the  woodstove.
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“I need tim e to  th ink . We’ll sort it all out in the m orning.”

The next day daw ned b righ t and  clear, a beautifu l late sum m er 

day, w ith a ho t sun and  ju st the  breath  o f a breeze to  keep it cool. 

Jamieson and Ну were bo th  up early.

Jamieson m ade calls to  W interside before she w ould sit dow n to 

the cup o f tea Ну offered her.

“And?” Ну dared  to ask.

“M rs. Lord’s in the  psychiatric w ard for assessm ent. I don’t 

expect she’ll ever stand trial.”

“W ill she be charged?”

“Yes, but she’s probably incom petent to  stand  trial.”

“W hat will she be charged w ith?”

“A num ber o f things, including the  attem pted m urder of 

O ’Reyley -  and you.”

“W hat about Lord? M acA dam ?”

Jamieson’s cell phone rang. “Y es...I’m  so rry  to hear th a t...y e s ... 

thanks for in form ing  me.”

She set dow n the phone and  looked at Ну.

“A nd the m urder o f Ed Bullock.”

“He’s dead?”
“A nother killing we can pu t at her door.”

“A nd Lord and  M acAdam? W ill Alyssa o r Leone be charged?”

“I can’t say righ t now.” Jam ieson sipped her tea and  they 

rem ained silent for a m om ent.

“Police business?”

Jamieson pu t her cup dow n and  sm iled -  m ore w ith her eyes 

than  her m outh.

“Yes. Police business” H er tone was softer th an  Ну had  ever 

heard it. There was ano ther side to  Jam ieson. She just d idn’t show 

it often.

Jamieson poured  herself m ore tea. She was stalling. Som ething 

she had  to  say, but it was difficult for her.
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“I have to  th an k  y o u . . .” she began.

Was tha t a smile? The beginning  o f a smile?

“. ..fo r saving m y life.”

“Oh, c’m on ..."  Ну flushed.

“No, you did. I’ve no  doubt.” It had  been the pow er o f their 

m inds -  hers, Hy’s and  Ian’s -  that had  brought her up that cape. 

She knew  it was true. She was now  a believer.

“I do  have to  th an k  y ou ...”

“For in terfering in police business?”

Now it was a smile. Wry. Apologetic.

“Yes. For interfering. You’re good at it.” Jamieson had m ade a 

joke. That was two.

“You’re right,” Ну sm iled back.

It d idn’t help to  be right, though t Jamieson. The case had  been 

a mess. Four deaths and  a killer who, if  charged, w ould no t be 

found guilty. But it wasn’t over. It was no t over yet.

“D rink  up. I have a question  about w hat happened  last night. 

We’ll have to  go to the dome.” M aybe th is w ould confirm  what 

she believed o r d idn’t believe.

As they  left the  house, Ну re tu rned  like a te rrie r to  her in te r

rogation.

“But Alyssa confessed to  m e and  you haven’t charged her with 

m urdering  Lord?”

“Oh, there will be charges,” said Jamieson.

M urdo woke up in  the  dilapidated barn . He’d gone to  sleep the 

m om ent he literally h it the hay. He’d slept righ t th rough  the  night, 

his m ind  clear o f any m em ory  o f  w hat had been going on w hen he 

got lost. Now, w aking up, he rem em bered  it all. He bolted  up and 

scram bled out o f the  hay. Spears o f it were sticking to  his uniform  

and  his hair. The b a rn  doors were crooked and they  creaked as he 

pushed  th rough  them . He tu rn ed  red  w hen he saw how  close he 

was to  the  Hall.
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It was tougher to  get to  th an  it looked. The slope tha t had 

seem ed gentle from  a d istance was steep, and  M urdo had  to 

clim b on hands and  feet, scram bling his way up. The cru iser was 

still parked  outside the Hall. W ould Jam ieson be there? W hat had 

happened  last night?



Chapter Thirty-Four

W earing a sw eater and  jeans borrow ed from  Ну, and  looking 

and  feeling newly com fortable in them , Jam ieson propelled ahead 

o f Ну in to  the dom e. She leaned forw ard on her crutches to  look 

at the  barbell Alyssa had  hoisted, in ju ring  Ну and  knocking 

herself unconscious.

“Pick it up,” she said to  Ну.

“But I can t. It’s too  heavy.”

“Try”
Ну ben t dow n, braced  herself for the  strain , and  alm ost fell 

backw ards lifting the weight. W eight was the  w rong w ord for it. It 

w eighed alm ost nothing.

“It can’t be the sam e one.”

“It is. I took  a good look at it last night. I have a m ind  for these 

things.”

“Then how  d id  it do th is?” Ну slipped the shou lder o f  her 

sw eatshirt dow n, to  reveal a large, ugly bruise, and a scab form ed 

on a bloody w ound. “It glanced off m e and  did  this. I felt it. It was 

heavy. It hu rt. It still hurts. It p inned  Alyssa to  the  floor. I tried  to 

pick it up off her and  I couldn’t.”

Jam ieson shrugged, “M ind over m uscle?”

“You m ean it could work bo th  ways -  m ake som eth ing  heavy 

feel light, and  som eth ing  light feel -  and  be -  heavy?”

“Exactly.”

“I though t you d idn’t believe that stuff.”

“I d idn’t,” said Jam ieson. “But look at the evidence. I have to
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consider the  evidence -  and  tha t I could  be wrong.” She was 

unsure about her next move. She hoped  she w asn’t w rong. She 

should wait for the lab results, but by then  it m ight be too late.

She hopped ou t o f  the dom e, w ielding her crutches expertly. Ну 

hustled to  keep up with her as she headed dow n to the  Hall.

Billy was asleep on M urdo’s cot w hen M urdo en tered  the  Hall. 

A nd Junior Johnson, sitting on  the floor, his head  lolling forw ard, 

his nose and  m ou th  em itting  a com bination  o f m ucous-filled and 

guttural sounds, was asleep, too. He was a ttached  to  the  cot, the 

handcuffs linked th rough  the springs.

M urdo shook Billy awake. He was startled  to  find out where he 

was. His first though t was o f his m other. She w ould be raging, 

banging at the floor w ith her cane, waiting for h im  to  deliver her 

m orn ing  tea. W hen he saw Junior Johnson, he rem em bered  why 

he was here. He’d  m ade an arrest. H is first arrest. He beam ed at 

M urdo.

“He was stealing the grass out o f the  cruiser.” He d idn’t m ention  

Gladys Fraser’s part in it.

Johnson was awake now.

“That wasn’t stealin’. That was my grass.”

“Well, then , it was dealing,” said M urdo. “W ell take h im  in and  

book  him  as soon as I find ou t w here Jam ieson is.”

“You can book  Jared M acPherson, too.” Junior was red with rage. 

Jared had convinced him  the cookhouse w ould be the perfect spot 

for a grow-op. Junior had  taken all the risk and  Jared had  p lanned  

to  take half the money. Well, he could take ha lf the  blam e, too.

N athan had  dragged Jam ieson’s cru iser out o f the dung  and, 

apart from  being filthy and smelly, it had  suffered no  ill effects. 

Jam ieson dispatched Billy in the  cru iser to  take Junior to  town, 

and  ordered M urdo to drive her and  Ну to Ian’s.

Ну w ondered why she was now  being included in  police
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business. She d idn’t realize it was to be ano ther thank  you from  

Jamieson.

“I’ve com e to m ake an arrest.”

Ian looked puzzled. Jam ieson was at his front door, w ith Ну 

and  M urdo beh ind  her. She cam e right into the living room . He 

and  Suki were sitting  on the  couch having a m orn ing  coffee. He 

looked in question at Ну. She shrugged and opened  her eyes wide 

to let him  know  she had no idea w hat Jamieson was talk ing about. 

“A rrest?” he said. “For w hat?”

Jam ieson tu rned  to  Suki.

“I’m  arresting you for the m urder o f Lance Lord.”

“W hat?” Ну, Ian, and Suki spoke in chorus.

Just the sort o f sound  Jasm ine loved.

“W hat?” she added.

“But -  ” Ну looked confused. “Alyssa confessed.”

“A nd she was telling the  tru th , w hat she though t was the  tru th . 

She did  try  to  kill h im , but M iss Smythe beat her to  it.”

“How?”

“You got me th ink ing , w hen you to ld  m e about the mussels.” 

“The m ussels?” Ian looked confused.

“W hat’s tha t got to  do w ith it?” Ну was confused, too. It was 

hard  to read Suki’s expression, as if she were waiting to see how 

she should  react. That wasn’t lost on  Jamieson.

“It was paralytic shellfish reaction. That’s w hat killed him . Not 

the blow to the head.”

“Para -  w hat?”

Jam ieson po in ted  at Suki.

“She stuffed a lobster in his head. There was tom alley in the 

w ound. I’m  betting  he was allergic and  she knew  it.”

“A nd th a t’s w hat killed h im ?”

“In  the  im m ediate, yes. He was dying from  the head w ound -  no 

doubt abou t tha t -  but w hat killed him , alm ost instantly  there  on
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the sand, was the tomalley. I’m  so rry  I doubted  tha t you’d seen a 

lobster stuffed in his head.”

Ну shook her head. First jokes, then  thanks, and  now  an apol

ogy-
“Suki, you d idn’t -  ” Ian had  gone white.

Suki’s head dropped.

“But I never m eant to -  ”

“Then you shouldn’t have done it.”

“It was ju s t...I  was angry ...”

“A ngry enough to  kill?”

“No. No, not really. He was already dead.”

“A pparently not.”

“But Alyssa is still the real killer.” Ian laid a hand  on  Suki’s 

shoulder.

“Technically, no.”

“Morally, yes.”

“Perhaps. But this is how I see it. Lord w ent ou t to  confront 

M acAdam. You -  ” she poin ted  at Suki, “ -  got tired  o f waiting 

for him . You found him  lying on the sand. Dead? No, no t quite. 

You heard a low m oan. Som ething tha t to ld  you he was still alive. 

You w ondered -  w orried  -  that he m ight survive this. That you 

m ight be expected to  care for him  if he does. A drooling  idiot 

in a wheelchair, like Ed. No, you decided. You realized you had 

a w eapon in your hand, his allergy. You were finishing off your 

lobster, and then  you used it to finish h im  off. If he w asn’t already 

dead, he soon w ould be, and  you stuffed tha t lobster in  his head, 

know ing it w ould kill him.”

Suki looked horrified.

“No. No. That’s no t how  it happened. I was angry, I adm it, 

b u t...”

Jam ieson m ade a quick, alm ost im perceptible signal to M urdo. 

He handcuffed Suki, alm ost before she knew  w hat was happening. 

They w orked well as a team .
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“I don’t believe in allergies. I d idn’t know  w hat I was do ing ...” 

“Save it,” said Jam ieson. “The Crow n will argue tha t you knew  

precisely w hat you were doing -  m aking sure he was dead.” That 

was w hat the  m ussel chow der was all about. The final pieces of 

the  puzzle were fitting together.

It had  been a long case. First no  body, then  no suspect, then  too 

many. Then dead  suspects. A nd now this th in  th read  on which 

she hanging  the  case. She m ight be w rong, bu t she d idn’t th in k  

she was. Even so, she suspected she w ouldn’t get a clean m urder 

conviction ou t o f it.

All the bounce w ent ou t o f  Suki as Jam ieson led her out o f the 

house. A nd w ith the  bounce went her beauty. She sagged into her 

age, her body deflating like a balloon slowly losing its helium , 

tau t skin puckering, shiny swollen m em brane becom ing soft 

and  thickened. The transform ation  happened  righ t in front o f 

th e ir eyes. Н у and Ian watched ou t the front w indow  as Jamieson 

helped Suki in to  the back seat o f the car. She stared back at them  

ou t the  back window. Pale, pathetic , every year her age. Ian 

w ondered w hat he’d ever seen in her. So, o f course, did  Ну. And 

Jasmine.

“Silly bugger,” she said, un latch ing  her cage door, flying out and 

landing  on  Ian’s shoulder. H er beak caressed his cheek.

“Bloody silly bugger,” echoed Ну. “You slept w ith a m urderer.”

“I believe you m entioned  that before.”

“A nd do you th in k  she tried  to  kill you, too? W ith the  m ussels?” 

“Just an honest mistake,” he said.

“M aybe a subconscious m istake? A Freudian soup?”

“W ell...”

“Well w hat?”

He hesitated.

“She did  say she d idn’t believe in allergies.”

Hy’s eyes shot open.

“She was setting  you up.”
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“H er alib i...,” he said slowly.

“Twice over. Bet she asks you to  testify on  her behalf in  c o u rt... 

th a t she doesn’t believe in allergies.”

“W ell...”

“Well, you know  it’s tru e ...  Ian, you slept w ith a killer.”

“Guess so," said Jasmine. “Killer. Guess so.”

“Well,” Ian w inked. “The sex was certain ly  killer.”

“Sure,” said Ну. “Just m uscle over m ind.”

“M uscle over m ind,” squaw ked Jasmine.

It w ould be a long tim e before either o f  them  w ould let h im  live 

it down.

“Alyssa confessed to  all o f it. Lord. M acAdam . W hen they 

restrained  her, she dem onstrated  it.” Jam ieson was back to  The 

Shores the next day to  w rap up the case. She was having tea w ith 

Ну and  Ian. O n duty.

“H er strength?” Н у rubbed  her still-bruised shoulder.

“Yes, bu t it w asn’t enough to  overcom e four beefy orderlies. 

A nd then  she broke dow n, and  adm itted  how  she’d tried  to  put 

the blam e on Leone, and how he’d  agreed to  shoulder it for her.”

1 did  it fo r  her -  th a t’s w hat he said. N ot the killing bu t agreeing 

to  take the blam e. “I though t so,” said Ну.

“That’s w hat the footprin ts in the  sand  in that pho tograph  o f 

yours were about. C overing her tracks. He followed in her tracks. 

She got him  to pu t his fingerprints on the axe, placed the ring by 

the body, just like she to ld  you. Then she drew  a tten tion  to  it so 

suspicion w ould fall on  him.”

“W hat about Suki?” Ian asked.

“She’ll get Lord’s money. There’s a lot o f it.” Lord had  been as 

close w ith his cash as he’d been with his land. He’d m ade steady 

investm ents w ith ha lf the m oney he earned. He was w orth  m il

lions, som ething neither o f  his wives had  know n.

“That k ind o f  m oney will pay for an acquittal.” Jam ieson’s
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expression tu rned  sour.

Н у was finding v ictory  bitter. She had  been  righ t about Suki;

Ian had  been wrong. But she felt so rry  for her. She wasn’t really a 

killer, just a very foolish w om an.

“D o you know  w hat killed Leone?” Ian oflfered Jam ieson a fresh 

m uffin, b rough t up tha t m orn ing  by M oira, a sm ug expression 

still on  her face from  having seen Suki taken from  Ian’s house 

under police escort.

Jam ieson declined.

“Enlarged heart.”

“Cardiom yopathy.” Ian offered Ну the plate.

“C ardio w hat?” Ну bit in to  a muffin d ripping  w ith butter.

“A big heart,” said Jamieson. “His heart was too big.”

“I’ll say.” Ну though t about w hat Leone had  been willing to  do -  

had  done -  for Alyssa.

“It certain ly  was,” said Jam ieson, and  Ну looked at her sharply. 

Jam ieson was show ing her hum an  side. Again.

“W hen athletes die o f a sudden  heart a ttack ...” Ian was on  the 

In ternet, “...card iom yopathy  is usually w hat they  die of. Dam age 

to  the  muscle.”

“Right,” said Jam ieson. “He was being  trea ted  for it. H is heart 

was as big as it could get. It was in a so rt o f  a sling, well, a m esh 

sack that contained  it.”

“U ntil...”

“Until it swelled so m uch it bu rst the  sack.”

“Well, th a t’s not exactly the scientific explanation.” Ian looked 

up from  the screen. The two w om en ignored him .

“Was it the strain  o f runn ing  across the  cape?”

“Probably.”

“He died because his heart was too big.” Ну was shaking her 

head.

“Yes,” said Jam ieson, on a sigh. Som ething in  her tone -

“A nd good,” said Ну.
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“No, bad,” said Ian. “O r he w ouldn’t have died.”

“You know  w hat I m ean.”

“He died for love,” Jam ieson said. Ну w anted her to  say it again, 

so she could believe w hat she’d heard.

Jam ieson obliged. “He died for love.” She straightened  her jacket 

and  becam e herself again, bursting  Hy’s bubble tha t she was 

becom ing soft.

“W hat a waste -  to  die for love.”

Ну had to  agree. Lance, Leone, and  Ed had  lost th e ir lives for 

love o f  Alyssa.

Love tha t hath no beginning hath no end?

For the three o f them  there  had been an end. An unhappy, 

bru tal end.



Epilogue

Red Islanders live and  die by funerals, so they held  the m em o

rial service for Lance Lord as requested  in his will, though  m ost 

hadn’t know n him  o r liked him.

“...Purple haze all in m y brain ...”

Jimi H endrix ’s signature song was em anating  from  the Hall, 

w here d isto rted  sound was usually young people scratching Celtic 

lam ents on  fiddles. Toby and  the o ther village dogs had  gathered 

outside the  build ing  and  were howling.

“Actin’ funny, but I  don’t know  w hy...”

Jimi H endrix ’s w hining, overm odulated  gu itar tones were a 

strange accom panim ent for the  jou rney  o f  a m an in his fifties 

to  his e ternal hom e. That was the sixties generation, refusing to 

grow old, unw illing to pu t on a m antle  o f  dignity, clutching their 

rock  ’n’ roll m entality  to  the b itter and  undignified end.

M oira stood up suddenly  and  m arched out o f the  Hall. Estelle 

Joudry’s eyes followed her, adm iring  her guts.

M oira’s sister M adeline looked confused. Was she m eant to 

follow? Stay put? She was sitting next to Billy, w ho was rocking to 

the  m usic, knocking  her w ith his knee. She began to  tap  her foot, 

too, and  he noticed her. Pretty little thing. He sm iled at her.

Ну found herself singing along. She d idn’t know  why. She d idn’t 

know  her m o th er had breastfed her to  H endrix. She’d absorbed 

h im  w ith her m o th er’s milk.
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The song w hined to  an end:

“Ooo, ahhh 

Ooo, ahhh, yeah!”

“A nd no t a m om ent too soon,” said Gus.

They all trekked dow n to the  shore to  d ispose o f Lord’s guitars. 

The guitars were w orth  a lot o f money. Some were shocked at the 

plan to  bu rn  them .

But a last request is a last request.

Ну and Ian had  stacked the  in strum en ts in a pile on  the sand. 

The neighbourhood  dogs, led by Toby, were nosing a round  the 

bags o f m arshm allow s and  packets o f ho t dogs and  buns the 

village children had  brought.

M oira arrived, w earing yellow ru bber gloves, dragging two 

garbage bags, red  tin  foil bulging out o f them  from  Alyssa’s shrine.

She tossed the  bags on top o f the heap o f  guitars. Alyssa and 

Lance were about to  create heat together tha t they never had in 

life.

Gus had caused a stir w hen she’d  show n up. She hadn’t been  to 

the shore in tw enty years. She’d  brought the w edding ring quilt. A 

waste o f good m aterial, Olive M acLean declared, bu t for Gus, it 

was tainted. A nd too hard  to  com plete. She th rew  it on  the  heap.

Ian squ irted  the pile w ith barbecue fluid, struck  a m atch, and  lit 

it.

The red tin  foil caught in  a flash o f oily, rainbow  colours. 

N oth ing  else did. Ian squ irted  on m ore barbecue starter, which 

slid dow n the shiny red, green, and  yellow gloss finishes on  the 

guitars. Paper and  cardboard  at the  base o f the  bonfire caught fire 

and  ignited them  in an im poten t sm ouldering  bu rn , m elting them  

into  d istorted  shapes and colours, sending an acrid  yellow sm oke 

into the  sky and  giving off a pungen t smell tha t m ade the children 

hold th e ir noses and  pu t away the ir ho t dogs and  m arshm allow s.
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N athan  hauled  a con tainer o f gasoline ou t o f the  back o f his 

truck , m otioned  everyone to stand  back and  hurled  the liquid on 

the  pile, then  jum ped  back quickly as Lance L ords guitars went 

up  in a fireball, a grand  m om ent o f  H endrix-style glory.

Som eone found one o f Lord’s No Trespassing signs and  tossed it 

on the  heap.

A nd, as at any good bonfire, there  was music.

Jasm ine was singing:

‘7 have only one burning desire

Let me stand next to your fire.”

A nd she w ent spiraling off into a rend ition  o f a H endrix  guitar 

solo, weaving in and  ou t o f  the sound  o f the crackling flames.

Stepping back from  the  heat, Ian w ondered how  Jasm ine had 

learned the  song. He had  stood m uch too close to Suki’s fire, and 

now  he was going to pay for it. Ну had in troduced  Jasm ine to  Jimi 

H endrix ’s greatest hits. They w ould becom e the  w inter soundtrack  

at Ian’s house. Ну w ould ju st have to  say, “Jimi, Jasmine,” and  off 

she’d go. Like now, as the bonfire blazed in harm ony  w ith the 

setting sun, a streak o f deep red over The Shores.

“Scuse me while I  kiss the sky.”

The fox, attracted  by the  heat o f the  fire, watched from  the  cape. 

She w ondered at the  strange ways o f  hum ans, w ho kill th e ir own 

kind, but don’t eat them .





An excerpt from Good W ill Toward M urder, the  next book in 
Hilary MacLeod’s  acclaim ed Shores Mystery series

Prologue

A sparkle o f light g lim m ered beside a deep blue coastline, like 

a d iam ond  set in a sapphire sea. It was a still photo , bu t the light 

appeared  to  move, to  radiate.

The tiny  jewel was The Shores in a satellite pho to  called Red 

Island From  Space, taken on  a past D ecem ber n ight. Now that 

C hristm as was com ing again, everything in The Shores that 

d idn’t have the legs or sense to  get away was strung  with lights.

Thousands and  thousands o f C hristm as lights. M ore every year 

than  the year before. The Shores was just catching up. Electricity 

had  only arrived in the tiny  com m unity  in the n ineteen  sixties. 

W hen  it finally cam e, the villagers lost all their trad itional 

restraint.

O ne year, the residents had  pu t ou t so m any lights, it had caused 

a province-w ide pow er failure, p lunging the  whole island into 

darkness on  C hristm as Eve -  except The Shores. The villagers 

were used to  pow er failures. A lm ost everyone had generators. 

They fired them  up and  plugged in  the lights again. A legal lim it 

had  since been set on how  m any they  could install, but they 

ignored it.

There were decorative Santas, reindeers and  elves cram m ed in 

every available space. C hristm as angels and  stars. The holy family,



com plete w ith creche and  wise m en, was proudly  displayed on 

roofs, front lawns, on m ailboxes and  well houses, in em pty lots 

and  on boats parked  on land  for the  off-season. The Hall at the 

centre o f the  village had  lights sparkling on  a m assive spruce at 

the front o f  the building, and  Santa and  his sleigh and  reindeer 

rode the green steel roof. Some houses d ripped  lights like falling 

snow; o thers had  tossed clum ps random ly  up on th e ir roofs, 

creating sh im m ering  drifts. There was hardly  a tree o r p lan t of 

any k ind  -  lilac, maple, dogw ood -  that wasn’t s trung  with lights 

or a star or decoration  o f  som e kind. The Shores glistened in 

the night from  every available source w ith in  plugging distance. 

Extension cord jo ined  to  extension cord, snaking  around  the 

village, causing potential hazards for pedestrians and  drivers, and 

strain ing every househo lds fuse box. Breakers hadn’t reached The 

Shores yet.

This overw helm ing C hristm as spirit was w hat had  created the 

tw inkling d iam ond seen from  space. From  the first o f D ecem ber 

until New Years, The Shores lit up the Red Island sky at n ight -  

and  had becom e that tiny  spark  o f light cap tured  by chance in the 

satellite photo, announcing  the existence o f th is forgotten village 

to  the universe.

A part from  Ian S im m ons’ place, and  he was considered  odd, 

there  was only one house in the village tha t wasn’t lit up. It had 

been dark  for years. That was about to  change. W ild Rose Cottage 

was about to  com e to  life, and  death, once again.

M eanwhile, the villagers w ished for snow  to com plete the 

C hristm as portra it. W hen it came, they  w ould regret it.



Chapter One

The house was weeping. That’s w hat it looked like -  except that 

the  tears fell from  its eyebrows, the h igh gables, and  d ripped  onto  

its eyes -  w indow s clouded  and  streaked w ith grim e ru n n in g  like 

m ascara over the  sills, black streaks dow n the grey cedar shingles.

The nam e, W ild Rose Cottage, d idn ’t suit the  house. It was m as

sive, ancient and  no th ing  like a cottage, bu t in  the  sum m er, wild 

and  dom estic roses grew  everyw here a round  it, ou t o f contro l -  

so m any they  had becom e a tangle, an eyesore as unbecom ing as 

the  house itself, peeled to a faded rose, and  deserted . Except for 

the  verm in. A nd today one two-legged rodent.

Rats skittering across the w ood floorboards, stained w ith their 

own excrem ent, com peted  w ith m ice and  ants for the rem aining 

crum bs o f  hum an  existence still to be found in the cracks betw een 

the  floors and  walls -  so m any had  lived here for so long. In a 

hard  w inter, the anim als som etim es ate the plaster and  softened 

w ood. There was no one to  w arn them  it m ight kill them .

C erta in ly  not the hum an  parasite  w ho was now  tearing  away 

at the  walls and  floorboards. He wasn’t looking for nourishm ent, 

but he was finding plastic bags o f roden t “treats” tha t som eone 

had  left in  the  walls years ago. W henever he found one, he flung 

it across the room  and the rats scram bled for it, tearing  at the 

plastic, wolfing dow n the contents, soon to  be dead.

The m an was looking for som ething, and  becom ing increasingly 

angry  that he could no t find it. The rats d idn’t b o ther him . He had 

them  at hom e. If one o r m ore o f them  got in his way, he kicked



them  off. Every tim e he did, the  squealing w ould rise suddenly, 

and then die off.

The plaster was peeling away from  the  walls in  big chunks, 

baring the lathe m ade o f  fish crates. The first ow ner, a young 

architect who had  designed hom es for the very  wealthy, couldn’t 

afford the expensive supplies w hen he built his ow n house. The 

skeleton revealed his cost-cu tting  m easures, bu t the  house, w hen 

it was first finished, had been m agnificent. That had  been m ore 

than  a h u nd red  years ago.

Now the floors were littered  w ith the  d iscarded rem ains o f lives 

lived -  broken furn iture, clothing, old books, toys, hockey equ ip

m ent, now  all chew ed and covered in rat excrem ent.

Jared M acPherson stood up and  planted a big d irty  boot right 

on top o f a plastic place m at featuring the  infam ous satellite 

photo  o f  The Shores, now  covered in red clay and  old urine. The 

d iam ond had  lost som e o f its sparkle.

Jared had  plenty o f w arn ing  o f the new  ow ners’ arrival. He was 

still in the house, up on the second floor, from  w here he could 

see well dow n the  road. He happened  to  be looking at the hill 

w hen they  crested it. He couldn’t have know n they  were com ing 

here, bu t som eth ing  to ld  h im  that they  were -  a ragtag bunch , 

just the types to  fall for th is old place. D am n -  he’d only searched 

a handful o f room s, and  no t all that well. It m ight be found under 

the floorboards, in the walls. A nd he d idn’t even know  w hat he 

was looking for. The Sullivan Legacy. W hat the  hell was that 

supposed to  mean?

“You’ll know  it w hen you find it,” he’d been told.

He d idn’t th in k  he’d find it here. It was an old library, cradled 

in the  large m iddle gable o f the  house. It had  bu ilt-in  shelves 

and  benches, and ro tting  books -  eaten away and  pissed on by 

rats, m ildew ed by the dam p air, a fuzzy w hite m ould  grow ing on 

them . Jared kicked a few books a round  and began to  sneeze.



He finished his cursory  search o f the ro o m - and  then  scurried  

dow n the  stairs, out the  back and  th rough  the  ripped  tarpaulin . 

There was no  snow, and  the red clay was frozen solid, so he left no 

tracks.

Perfect conditions for thieving. But w hat was there to  steal?
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