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Chapter One

MY HAIR WAS three inches too long and my bank balance was thirty dollars short. I wasn’t due for a paycheck at The Alpine Advocate for another two days. As the newspaper’s editor and publisher, I could have given myself an advance. But that was cheating, which I despised. I’d done it once, with somebody else’s husband, and the price had been high. In this winter of my introspection, I’d finally closed that long-overdue account.

Waiting to cross Front Street, I pondered my old sin and my new attitude. The affair twenty-three years ago had given me a son, a broken heart, and a skewed slant on love. The object of my blighted affection was currently separated from his certifiably crazy wife. But divorce wasn’t imminent. Waiting for Tom Cavanaugh to leave Sandra was like winning the lottery—there was always a chance, but the odds were terrible.

My patience with Tom had run out. I’d finally exorcised him on New Year’s Eve. He’d called from San Francisco to tell me how much he loved me. I’d said that was nice. Tom was justifiably bewildered. I wished him a Happy New Year and hung up. Six weeks had passed, and I hadn’t heard from him again. Maybe he’d gotten the message.

I had no regrets. I felt liberated, even exhilarated. On an overcast February day in Alpine, Washington, with four feet of snow covering the ground and a sharp wind blowing down from Mount Baldy, I felt buoyant. It didn’t bother me that the buildings along Front Street were small and drab, with piles of dirty snow hugging their facades. I ignored the jarring sound of a drill at the corner of Front and Second. All it meant to me was a two-inch story, about a frozen pipe across the street at City Hall. I could sniff the sweet cedar smoke from the sawmill and the heady aroma of chicken soup from the Venison Inn. As far as the eye could see on the main thoroughfare, there were no more than twenty vehicles in transit. With not quite four thousand residents, the town neither hustles nor bustles. While I often missed the city, Alpine’s quiet, arctic isolation suited my present mood just fine.

The thought of submitting my unruly brown locks to the capable hands of Stella Magruder was very appealing. Heedlessly, I allowed a logging truck to fling slush on my boots. Recklessly, I crossed Front Street before one of its two traffic lights changed. Giddily, I entered Stella’s Styling Salon and greeted her assistant, Laurie, at the counter.

Laurie is pretty, pleasant—and dumb as a rope. As usual, she couldn’t remember my name. This might be common in a busy metropolis, but Stella’s Styling is the only beauty parlor in town.

“Emma Lord,” I said with a big smile. Nothing was going to shake me from my newly acquired sanguine state.

“Umm.” Laurie scanned the appointment book. “Would that be a haircut or a facial?” Her bland blue eyes gazed beyond my left ear.

The salon had recently begun offering facials. There were rumors that massage might follow. I kept smiling. “A haircut, with Stella. Two o’clock.”

Miraculously, Laurie found my name. “Ms. Lord,” she said, with doubt in her wispy voice. Reaching under the counter, she handed me a black smock. “You can change next to the facial room. It’s in the back, by the rest room. Okay?” Laurie sounded as if it probably weren’t.

The smock-changing routine was new, along with the facials. Vaguely, I recalled where the rest room was located. As I passed by the two workstations, Stella’s reflection smiled at me in the big mirror that covered most of the wall. She was putting the finishing touches on an elderly woman I’d met somewhere around town. The blue rinse bordered on the garish, but the soft curls looked nice.

“Hi, Emma,” Stella said in greeting. “I thought you’d died. You should have been in here before the end of January. Now I’ll have to get out the hedge clippers.” She laughed, a husky, happy sound that followed me through the door that led to the salon’s nether parts.

The rest room was clearly marked. But there were four other doors. One of them was ajar, but I could hear the swishing sound of a washer and the hum of a dryer. I remembered that this was the salon’s laundry and linen room. Uncertain as to which was the changing area, I opened the door opposite the rest room.

I’d made a mistake. This was the facial room. It was lighted only by a pair of thick aromatic candles. A woman was lying on the table, swathed in a sheet and a couple of towels. Her face was covered with dark green cream, and there were cotton pads over her eyes. I intended to apologize for the intrusion. But before my brain could connect with my voice, I saw that the woman’s throat had been cut from ear to ear. There was no doubt that she was dead.

I screamed.

My sanguine mood was shattered.

*  *  *

Stella was the first to hear me. She rushed into the dimly lighted corridor gripping a comb. My initial reaction was that it was a weapon, and Stella was going to stab me. I screamed again, took in the alarm on her face, and tried to calm down.

“The woman in there is dead,” I said, gulping and gesturing. “Her throat’s been cut.” My unsteady legs forced me to lean against the wall next to the facial-room door.

Stella visibly steeled herself, then pushed the door all the way open. Dropping the comb, she put both hands over her mouth to stifle a cry. Laurie appeared at that moment, along with a dark-haired young woman I didn’t recognize. Stella whirled, grabbed her assistants by their shoulders, and spun them back down the narrow corridor.

“Becca! Call the sheriff!” Stella gave herself a shake. “Better yet, run over and get him or whoever’s there. Hurry!”

The Skykomish County Sheriff’s Office was almost directly across the street from the Clemans Building, which houses the salon. Becca, who I knew only by sight, now hurried away. Laurie stood dumbly by the rest-room door, watching her employer with uncomprehending blue eyes.

“Let’s go back into the salon,” Stella said, firmly closing the door on the dead woman. “I don’t want to see that again.”

Still shaking, I followed Stella and Laurie. The bright lights of the main salon hurt my eyes. Indeed, I seemed to hurt all over.

“Who is it?” I finally breathed as I half fell into the vacant chair at Laurie’s station.

Before I could get an answer from Stella, she saw her Blue Rinse waiting patiently at the front counter. I suddenly remembered that the woman’s name was Ella Hinshaw. She was a shirttail relation of my House & Home editor, Vida Runkel. Ella was about seventy, and deaf as a post. It appeared that she hadn’t heard my screams, though she was eyeing all three of us with curiosity.

Stella arrived at the counter. It sounded as if she was trying to get rid of Ella before the sheriff arrived. Laurie was leaning against the shampoo bowl, looking bewildered.

“Who was it?” I hissed at her.

Laurie turned her wheat-colored head in my direction. Every time I saw her, both her style and shade were different. “Ms. Whitman,” she said in a hushed voice. “You know—that woman from Startup.”

I knew Honoria Whitman very well. She and Sheriff Milo Dodge had been seeing each other for about three years. Honoria lived twenty-five miles west of Alpine in a converted summer cottage off Highway 2. She was a potter who was confined to a wheelchair. I admired her courage and her independence. I liked her, but was sometimes put off by what I considered a faintly patronizing manner. Laurie’s words caused me to start shaking all over again.

Stella had gotten rid of Ella Hinshaw. Watching the sheriff’s office through the front door, Stella spoke sharply to Laurie: “Did you say that was Honoria Whitman?” Stella’s usually husky voice was thin and strained. “Good God, Laurie, it’s not her—it’s Kay Whitman, Honoria’s sister-in-law.”

I felt dizzy with relief. I’d never heard of Kay Whitman; I vaguely recalled that Honoria had a sister-in-law. The only reason I knew that much was because the brother had killed the husband who had pushed Honoria down a flight of stairs and turned her into a cripple. After putting my head between my knees, I looked up to see Milo Dodge loping into the salon with Becca and Deputy Jack Mullins right behind him.

“Okay,” Milo said, his usually laconic voice a trifle loud and fraught with authority. “What do we have here?” One hand was at his sidearm.

Stella took command, her full-figured body positioned in the middle of the salon where the reception area ended and the workstations began. “Emma went into the facial room by mistake. She found our client with her throat cut. It’s true. I saw her myself. She’s dead.”

“Who is she?” Milo asked with a swift, reproachful glance at Becca. “This one couldn’t remember her name.”

“She was new,” Becca began in an apologetic voice. Becca was new, too, at least to me. Stella seemed to have surrounded herself with employees who didn’t know their clients, dead or alive. “In fact, she wasn’t—”

Milo cut Becca off with a slashing motion of his hand. “Who is it, Stella?”

Stella was keeping her composure remarkably well, though she was pale under her carefully applied makeup. Still, she swallowed hard before answering. “Kay Whitman. She took Honoria’s appointment.”

Now the color drained from Milo’s long face. He turned jerkily, staring out into Front Street. I had finally managed to get out of the chair and had edged close enough to see through the window. Sure enough, Honoria and her wheelchair were being pushed out of the sheriff’s office by a man I didn’t recognize. They appeared to be heading toward the Clemans Building.

Milo gave Jack Mullins a small shove. “Stop them. Don’t let Honoria or her brother in here. Damn!” With a sharp shake of his head, Milo turned back to Stella. “I’m going to have a look. You call Doc Dewey and get him over here. Tell him to send an ambulance. They can go in the back way, right?”

Stella nodded. “The fire exit for the building is on Pine Street.”

“Right.” Milo’s long-legged stride took him through the salon. He passed me without so much as a glance. “Show me the room, Stella,” he ordered.

Becca was crying. She had sat down in one of the two chairs in the reception area and was hunched over like a child. Laurie regarded her coworker with mild dismay, but didn’t move. I forced myself to join Becca. Doing something other than thinking about the dead woman would help me regain my equilibrium. Only now did it dawn on me that this was a major news story. I had to become Emma Lord, journalist, instead of Emma Lord, twittering ninny.

At first I didn’t say anything, but merely patted Becca’s plump shoulder. Mentally, I was trying to place her. She wasn’t a newcomer, but she was a stranger to me. Vida had written a small article about Becca in early January. Rebecca Wolfe—the full name came back to me. She was an Alpine native, but had left town after high school. That was six or seven years ago, before my time. Vida had made some acerbic comment about Becca, but at the moment I couldn’t remember what it was.

Becca continued to sob. I reached for a box of tissues and handed it to her. She fumbled with a single sheet, then began to hiccup just as Edith Bartleby, the Episcopal vicar’s wife, entered the shop.

“Oh, dear,” exclaimed Mrs. Bartleby, who was out of breath. “I’m late! I do hate tardiness, but there’s some sort of giant drill around the corner where I usually park. When people are late for communion service, I sometimes can’t help but feel disapproval—” Mrs. Bartleby stopped, taking in the scene. “My goodness! Whatever’s happened? Is someone distraught over her haircut?”

Jack Mullins returned. I tried to see where Honoria and her escort had gone, but they’d disappeared. Two or three Alpiners had gathered on the sidewalk, however, apparently drawn by the unusual activity between the salon and the sheriff’s office.

Jack went directly to the vicar’s wife. “Mrs. Bartleby,” he said in an unusually meek voice, “you have to go outside. I’m sorry. There’s been an … accident.”

“An accident! Oh, my!” Mrs. Bartleby’s eyes grew very wide behind her rimless spectacles. “Nothing serious, I hope?” When there was no answer, she put a hand to the lapels of her drab brown raincoat. “Is it one of ours? Should I call Regis? Shall I …” Her high voice trailed off.

Stella had come back into the salon, without Milo. She rushed over to Mrs. Bartleby. “I’m afraid we’ll have to reschedule. Could you call us later today?”

Mrs. Bartleby had glimpsed Laurie, still standing by the shampoo bowl, wearing her bovine expression. “But Laurie looks … as usual. My appointment is with her. It’s a standing Monday. But of course you know that.” She gave Stella a gently reproving look. “The rest of the week is so …” Again, the words faded away.

Putting a firm hand on Mrs. Bartleby’s arm, Stella steered her out of the shop. “It’s nothing for you to worry about, Mrs. Bartleby.” Still soothing, Stella left her puzzled client outside just as a few flakes of snow began to fall.

“Laurie, start calling our three o’clocks,” Stella ordered, as she drew the shade on the door and turned the CLOSED sign to the street. “The rest of them, too, I suppose.” Her sixty-year-old face suddenly showed its age; even her usually firm body sagged. “Oh, my God, this is awful!” Shielded now from onlookers, Stella collapsed in the chair next to Becca. I moved out of the way.

Becca’s tears had dwindled into sniveling. Laurie had wandered to the phone, but appeared to be having problems coping with the appointment book. Feeling useless, I paced around the display stand with its products that promised eternal youth, beauty, and hair to die for.

The fleeting phrase made me feel queasy all over again. But I had to keep in control. There was work to be done. I turned to Becca.

“Where were you? I mean, while your client was in the facial room alone?”

Becca looked at me with a blotchy face and reddened eyes. “I’d put the hydrating mask on, so I went down to the Burger Barn to get a Coke.” She stared at me as if I were a circus freak.

“Ms. Lord owns the newspaper,” Stella said, to give me credentials. “Do you remember Ms. Runkel?”

Becca did. Everyone remembered Ms. Runkel. Vida is a big woman, in many ways. At sixty-plus, she is tall, broad-shouldered, and full-busted. Her commanding presence has been known to make grown men weep and strong women cringe. Alfred Cobb, one of our three county commissioners and a Purple Heart hero of World War II, once said of her that “I’d sure as hell rather get run down by Vida’s Buick than get hit by her hooters. If she’d been with me at Bastogne, we could have taken out a Panzer division between us.” I love Vida dearly, but upon occasion, she still overwhelms me.

“Ms. Lord works for her,” Stella said, then realized her slip, and flushed. “I mean, Ms. Runkel works for Ms. Lord.” The mistake was easy to make. Sometimes I couldn’t tell the difference, either.

“Oh—right.” Becca managed to come up with a ghost of a smile. “The mask takes fifteen minutes,” she explained. “I always leave the room, because my clients need the quiet time to relax and maybe even nap. Stella doesn’t mind if I run out to get pop or something from the Upper Crust Bakery.” There was a defensive note in Becca’s voice as she looked at her employer for confirmation.

“That’s right,” Stella asserted as a siren wailed in the distance. “Becca doesn’t always take a regular lunch break. She’s already built up quite a clientele, since we’re the only salon offering facials from here to Sultan.”

In a way, I was surprised by Becca’s success. Alpine’s economy was still in a slump. As a typical Northwest logging community, the environmentalists had had their way with the timber industry. The result was out-of-work loggers, impoverished families, and an impending sense of doom. Federal programs had been offered to retrain the displaced workers, but logging is a vocation almost as ingrained as a religious calling. By the 1990s, fourth- and fifth-generation woodsmen found themselves not only without a job, but torn from tradition. The only bright spot on the horizon was the proposed construction of a community college.

“So the original appointment was made for Honoria Whitman?” I asked, discreetly taking a notebook out of my purse. Somewhere, in the rear of the building, I could hear a series of noises. Doc Dewey and the ambulance had probably arrived.

Stella answered for Becca. “That’s right. Honoria called this morning. She doesn’t usually come here, you know. It’s easier for her to go to Sultan or even Monroe to get her hair cut. But she wanted to try the facial.”

Honoria’s choice struck me as odd. It was likely that her regular hairdresser, either in Sultan or Monroe, would provide facials. Why drive an extra twenty miles to Alpine?

I was about to ask that question when the front door to Stella’s Styling Salon shook, rattled, and rolled. Stella, Becca and I all jumped. Even Laurie, who was still trying to cope with the appointments, seemed startled.

The glass in the door threatened to shatter. Stella was on her feet, but before she could reach the front of the salon, a voice reverberated from outside.

“Yoo-hoo! Yoo-hoo-hoo! Are you there? Open up, please! It’s me—Vida Runkel!”

Stella obeyed. She could hardly do otherwise. My House & Home editor had spoken, and in Alpine, her word was law.

“Half the town is outside, gawking and freezing to death,” Vida declared after we had informed her what was going on. Not that she needed informing—having heard the ambulance siren, Vida had rushed to the sheriff’s office. Bill Blatt, another deputy who is also her nephew, had sketchily filled her in. “Really, people are such ghouls! From what I hear, this poor dead woman isn’t even from Alpine!” Vida made it sound as if the death of a nonresident couldn’t possibly count in any official census.

“It’s Honoria’s sister-in-law,” I said, surprising myself with the note of apology in my voice.

Vida bristled. “I didn’t know Honoria had a sister-in-law! Really, now! Why is she so secretive? Is it because she’s from California?”

“Her brother’s here, too,” I noted. “Did you see them at the sheriff’s office?”

Under the brim of her blue derby, Vida rolled her eyes. “They’re being held incommunicado. Jack Mullins sent them into Milo’s office until all this is sorted out.” She lowered her voice and shot me a conspiratorial look. “Is this the brother who was in jail for you-know-what?”

I blinked. “I don’t know. Honoria could have ten brothers. Whoever it is must be visiting. I haven’t heard anything about it from Milo.”

Vida snorted. “Maybe Milo didn’t know. He and Honoria haven’t been quite as cozy as they used to be. Or so I’ve been led to believe.” From behind her big tortoiseshell framed glasses, Vida gave me her gimlet eye.

I felt the color rise in my cheeks. “The romance is a little rocky,” I admitted.

There was no opportunity for Vida to expand on her remark. Jack Mullins reappeared from the rear of the salon. He was looking official—until he saw Vida. I knew he was about to ask her how she had gotten inside the shop. But of course he thought better of it, and zeroed in on Stella.

“Sheriff Dodge is still with Doc and the body,” Jack said, running a hand through his short red hair. “We’ve got quite a crowd out back on Pine Street, including Janet Driggers, who is yelling her head off.”

Janet was the wife of the local undertaker. A brassy, ribald woman, she worked part-time at Sky Travel, which was also located in the Clemans Building. I marveled that she, too, hadn’t tried to barge through Stella’s front door.

“So,” Jack went on, “would you prefer to come over to the sheriff’s office, or stay here?”

Stella drew back in the chair. “For what?”

“Questioning,” Jack replied. Seeing Stella bridle, he offered her a placating smile. “It’s just routine. We have to take statements. You, too, Emma,” he added, glancing in my direction.

Stella sighed, then heaved herself out of the chair. “All right. I’d rather do it across the street. Laurie, are you finished with your calls?”

Laurie wasn’t. She couldn’t reach Dot Parker or Lois Hutchins. Neither had answering machines. What should she do? Her helplessness was almost touching.

Stella ruffled her dyed blond locks with an agitated hand. “Try again from the sheriff’s. Let’s get this over with. I want to go home and have about four martinis.”

“I don’t drink martinis,” Laurie protested.

“I don’t care,” Stella said abruptly. “Good God, what’s Richie going to think?”

Among other things, Richie Magruder was Stella’s husband and the deputy mayor. The latter title was mostly honorary, except when the real mayor, Fuzzy Baugh, was out of town or suffering from a heart attack or in the bag. Dutifully, I followed Stella and Jack out of the salon. The snow was now coming down hard, which was just as well, because it apparently had sent most of the curious onlookers scurrying for cover.

We trudged across Front Street, with Becca and Laurie bringing up the rear. Once inside the sheriff’s office, Jack turned to Vida.

“Ah … Ms. Runkel, we don’t need to question you. You weren’t involved in finding the body or on the premises at the time of the murder.”

Vida nodded sagely. “So it is murder, then?” She nodded again.

“What I’m saying,” Jack went on after clearing his throat, “is that … well … you don’t need to be here.”

Vida smiled blandly. “But I do. This is news.”

“Emma—Ms. Lord—is already here,” Jack pointed out.

Vida’s smile was ingenuous. “Of course she is. But she can’t be objective.” Her gray eyes raked Jack, then landed on me. “She found the body. She could be a suspect. I’ll be handling this story.” Her smile turned into a simper. “Isn’t that right, Ms. Lord?”

Even I never argued with Vida.

The previous year, Skykomish County had passed a bond issue for renovations to the sheriff’s office, along with additional equipment and a much-needed deputy. While I had aggressively pushed the proposition from its inception, I hadn’t been optimistic. There were too many families living in borderline poverty and too much concern over jobs to squeeze extra monies out of the tax-payers. But local residents had risen to the occasion and voted yes in a close election. Construction had begun in May, with completion by September 1. The usual delays and obstacles had pushed the date to mid-November. Now Milo Dodge had expanded office space, more secure jail facilities, an updated computer system, a full-time receptionist, and the extra deputy. Dustin Fong had joined the Skykomish force the previous spring, and was slowly but surely easing into the job. As an emigré from Seattle, he was considered a bit strange; as an Asian-American, he was definitely labeled exotic. But like all nonnative Alpiners, including me, he would try to meld with the rest of the community. So far, he seemed to be achieving his goal with quiet determination.

Dustin had been given the task of keeping Honoria Whitman and her brother from going nuts. While they awaited official news, the duo had stayed in Milo’s office, drinking coffee and asking unanswerable questions. By the time the rest of us arrived from Stella’s Styling Salon, the Whitmans had guessed the worst. They knew something terrible had happened to Kay, but they weren’t sure what or how or why.

The salon group was taken one by one into the sheriff’s new interrogation room. This was a more formal, officially intimidating area, but it didn’t spare us from Milo’s swill-like coffee. I passed. The truth was, like Stella, I would have preferred a drink. Or at least a soda from the Burger Barn. I’ve never understood Americans’ dependence on coffee or the British reliance on tea in times of crisis. Installing a brandy machine would be more helpful.

Having discovered the body, I was the first to be questioned. Jack Mullins had been assigned to the task, at least temporarily. We hadn’t gotten past the time of my appointment when Milo entered the room. He looked disconcerted and immediately lighted a cigarette. Jack made his exit, with a self-deprecating nod for me.

The sheriff glanced at Jack’s brief notes. “Okay,” Milo said with a sigh, “you got there a little after two. What happened next?”

I told him. It didn’t take long. My gaze kept falling on Milo’s cigarette. He had been responsible—thus I rationalized—for my resumption of smoking over a year ago. But I’d managed to quit—again—the previous summer. Now I was beginning to think that had been a bad idea.

“You didn’t see anybody in the corridor?” Milo asked, exhaling a small blue cloud.

“No.” For the first time I considered the corridor itself. “I’m not even sure where it goes. I’ve used the women’s room a couple of times when I’ve been at Stella’s, but I never paid much attention to the rest of the building’s rear area.”

Having gotten control of himself, Milo was now very much the no-nonsense law officer. “It runs the width of the building,” he explained without inflection. “There’s a men’s room at the other end, by Sky Travel. The fire exit is used for deliveries. All the first-floor tenants have direct access to the back corridor except for the optician on the corner. They have to go around through the travel agency.”

I pictured the Clemans Building floor plan in my mind. The building was old, and named for the town founder, Carl Clemans. Its three stories included Stella’s, Sky Travel, and the optician, all of which faced Front Street. The local medical supply store was at the rear, with its entrance on the side street. In the center of the structure was a small foyer, an elevator, and a staircase. The second floor was occupied by the Doukas law firm, an architect, and an accountant. The third and top story housed several small offices, including a loan company, an environmentalist group, a consignment shop, and an antiques store.

I had a question of my own for Milo. “Are you saying anybody could have come in off the street and gone through the back way to get to the facial room?”

Milo shook his head. “No. That’s kept locked, except for deliveries. Whenever UPS or whoever comes by, they have to buzz from a box on Pine Street. The tenant getting the delivery comes to unlock the door. I had to ask Will Stuart at the medical supply place to let Doc Dewey and the ambulance drivers in.”

Almost unconsciously, I made the connection: Will Stuart was Nancy Dewey’s brother. He had owned Alpine Medical Supply almost as long as Nancy’s husband had practiced medicine in Alpine. It was a fortuitous arrangement, especially for Doc Dewey and his brother-in-law. It was also profitable in an area where many loggers had lost more than their jobs over the years. Even strangers unfamiliar with Pacific Northwest lifestyles can tell they’re in a timber town by the number of men with missing digits and limbs.

“You’re certain she was dead when you opened the door?” Milo inquired on a cloud of smoke.

“I didn’t take her pulse. Jeez, Milo, she was limp as a rag.…” I paused, vividly recalling Kay Whitman’s bloodied body.

“You didn’t touch her?” Milo’s hazel eyes were fixed on my face.

I winced. “I sure didn’t. I got as far as the threshold. I was looking straight at her. Her head was propped up on a pillow or something. It didn’t take long to see that her throat had been cut and …” I shook myself, trying to erase the awful picture from my mind’s eye.

“Did you see anyone at all—somebody who didn’t belong in the building?” Milo’s expression was even more stolid than usual.

“No.” I knew the sheriff had to go by the book, but his attitude annoyed me. “If I had, wouldn’t I have said so?”

Puffing on his cigarette, Milo shrugged. “Witnesses get hysterical. They don’t always remember what they’ve seen. Or else they think it isn’t important.”

I leaned across the almost new pine table. “Milo—it’s me, Emma. Not some dizzy goof like Laurie or maybe Becca. Perception is part of my job.”

“You’re still a witness.” Milo’s expression was inscrutable.

“I’ve told you everything I know,” I said, trying not to sound testy. “Why don’t you tell me about the weapon?”

“What’s to tell?” Milo stubbed out his cigarette with great care. “We don’t know anything about the weapon yet. I can only tell you that it was sharp.” A glint of irony showed in the sheriff’s hazel eyes.

“No kidding.” I wasn’t amused. “That rules out an emery board or an orange stick, I suppose.”

Milo frowned. “What’s an orange stick?”

“Never mind. Get a manicure someday. Then you’ll find out.”

Glancing at his reasonably well-kept nails, Milo made a face. “What’s wrong with clippers?” he muttered, then resumed his official attitude. “Did you go into the women’s room?”

“No, I never intended to. I was heading for the changing room.”

“Did you go in there?”

“No. I found the body first. What would you expect me to do—walk away, change into a smock, and have Stella tend to my tresses while another client is lying dead in the back room?” Now my tone was definitely sarcastic. “ ‘Oh, by the way, Stella,’ ” I said, mimicking myself, “ ‘did you know there’s a stiff on the facial table? I wouldn’t try pushing that neck-firming cream you’re selling out front if I were you.’ ”

“That’s not funny.” Milo had turned severe. “Did you recognize the victim?”

“I don’t know the victim,” I answered, no longer caring if I sounded waspish. Noting that Milo’s color was deepening, and aware that it signaled an impending outburst, I tried to simmer down. “Frankly, it would be impossible to recognize anybody—even if I knew them—when they’re all covered with goop and wrapped like a mummy.”

“That’s what I figured.” The color was still in Milo’s face, but he didn’t sound angry. In fact, his words were leaden. Watching him closely, I could see the worry in his eyes. Indeed, his attitude seemed to verge on fear.

Suddenly I knew what the sheriff was thinking. But before I could say so, he spoke again:

“Honoria and her brother stopped by to inspect our new quarters. She mentioned that her sister-in-law had taken her appointment at Stella’s.” Milo’s voice began to drag. “My point is that the victim was unrecognizable. So did the killer make a mistake?”

I waited for Milo to continue. But either he wouldn’t or he couldn’t. Still, I knew what he meant and why he looked so troubled. At the last minute Kay Whitman had taken her sister-in-law’s appointment. If the murder was premeditated, the killer might not have known of the change. Under all that cosmetic camouflage, he or she wouldn’t have been able to tell one Whitman from another.

Maybe Honoria shouldn’t have been drinking Milo’s bad coffee in the sheriff’s office down the hall. Maybe someone had intended to put her in the hospital morgue instead.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Dahe_9780307554253_epub_tp_r1.jpg
THE
ALPINE
HERO

Mary Daheim





OEBPS/images/Dahe_9780307554253_epub_001_r1.jpg
MARY
DAHEIM

Available in your local bookstore.
Published by Ballantine Books.

Caltol free 1-800-793-BOOK (2665) t order by phone and use |
your malorcreditcard. r use tis coupon o rder by mal

_THE ALPINE ADVOCATE Hs-376722 8599
THE ALPINE BETRAYAL 5379373 $599
ZTHE ALPINE CHRISTMAS. 5302706 $599
THE ALPINE DECOY 35-30841-0  $599
THE ALPINE ESCAPE. U5-30842.9  $599
THE ALPINE FURY 5308437 $599
THE ALPINE GAMBLE 5-30641-3  $599
THE ALPINE HERO Us30642-1 599
Name
Address.
Gy, B
Please send me the BALLANTINE BOOKS | have checked above.
Tam enclosing

plus
Postage & handiing* s
‘Sales tax (whero appicable) —

Total amount enciosed

*Add $4 fo the first book and $1 for each additonal book.

Send check or money order (o cash or CODS) o
Ballantine Mal Sales, 400 Han Road, Wesiminster, MD 21157

Prices and numbers subject o change without notice.
Valid in the USS. only
1







OEBPS/images/Dahe_9780307554253_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
BALLANTINE BOOKS







OEBPS/images/Dahe_9780307554253_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





