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      Cindy and Mattheus, finally away together for a much needed vacation on the beautiful island of Aruba, are awakened by horrible shouts of despair. A guest at the hotel has just discovered his new fiancée dead under their window, sprawled out on the courtyard below, soon after he had proposed. The two recently met online, had a long-distance internet relationship, and had met in person only a few times. The entire hotel is terrified and mobilized. Was it suicide or was it murder?

Despite pressure from Mattheus for Cindy to focus on their relationship and not become involved, she has to fulfill the promise she made to herself to help victims of crime. Cindy can’t stop herself from jumping in and helping.

Cindy and Mattheus’ relationship is put under strain as the tension heats up as they explore the strange web of relationships between the family of the young woman and her new fiancé. They meet the lackadaisical police on the Island, the victim’s strange father who always expected her to die, and the dead woman’s hot-headed boyfriend who recently turned up at the hotel with his new girlfriend. They are propelled deep into the worlds of counterfeit love, fantasy relationships, and the horror of not knowing the truth about the person you are with.
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PROLOGUE


 


 


 


Standing
atop the jagged cliff, Clay watched the setting sun throw a flaming blanket of
color over the ocean below. It was hard to believe that this moment had
actually come. Slowly, he turned to Kate as the breeze rippled across her
beautiful face. They were here, together, at last. He stood without moving,
taking it all in. Dreams did come true. He’d always believed it, but it had never
happened for him until now.


As
the breezes blew, Kate raised her hands, pushing her ash blonde hair off her
face. Her eyes shone as they looked into his. 


“We’re
better together than I ever imagined,” Clay murmured.


Kate
smiled back.


Dressed
in a light blue, filmy dress, slender and sensuous, Kate was more wondrous than
Clay had ever dreamt. He gazed at her now, entranced. This was the moment he’d
always been waiting for. He couldn’t let it pass. 


Kate’s
mouth opened slightly, as if about to respond, when suddenly, he fell to his
knees and took out the small box he had in his jacket pocket.


Kate
looked stunned. 


“Kate,
Kate,” he said, “this is forever. I knew it the first time we connected. I knew
it right away.”


A
look of puzzlement flitted across her perfectly sculpted face. Each moment with
her was different, her moods flowed into one another like the clouds drifting
above. She could be elegant, nurturing, mischievous, inviting. 


Clay’s
mind was spinning as he looked straight at her. He opened the small box in his
hand and stretched it towards her. In it was an incredible three carat diamond
engagement ring.


“Kate,
when I came down here I wasn’t sure, but now I am positive. You are the woman I’ve
been waiting for, searching for, praying for. I don’t know what I did to
deserve you, but I do know that I want us to be together forever.”


Her
face seemed to turn ashen as he spoke. She was shocked, of course. He was as
well. She hadn’t expected it. Neither had he.


 “Marry
me, Kate! Marry me!. I am only half a person without you. Whatever I did,
wherever I went, I always felt something missing. Now I know, it was you. As
soon as we touched, I became whole.”


The
sun glistened more intensely off the water, reflecting its hues back upon them.
Clay wasn’t sure why Kate was silent; but he knew she felt the way he did. Why
waste another moment waiting when the life they would have together as man and
wife stretched out before them?


“Marry
me, Kate!” his voice grew louder, over the sound of the surf hitting the rocks.


Kate
lifted her hands lifted swiftly, like little birds, covering her face. It was
an odd reaction, but she was unusual. That was exactly what he loved about her,
he never knew what to expect.


“Promise
me, Kate that we’ll be together forever.”


Was
she crying from the sudden emotion? Was she afraid to face the raw love in his
eyes? 


“Kate,
Kate, answer me!” his voice called out by itself.


Suddenly
she took her hands off her face, her eyes were shining.


“Clay,
Clay,” she could barely breathe.


Clay
smiled. He could see the love in her eyes. The hope. The expectation. He could
see that she was about to say yes.


 











CHAPTER
1


 


 


 


The New Beaupres Hotel in Aruba was a
perfect choice. Located a few steps from the ocean, on the white sandy shores,
surrounded by palm trees, exquisitely designed to blend into the Islands
topography, it was every honeymooner’s dream. Cindy and Mattheus walked into
the glittering dining room that was filled with people dressed in full evening
array. Everyone was happily seated at tables, chatting, laughing or dancing on
the dance floor in the center of the room. Of course Cindy and Mattheus weren’t
on their honeymoon, but it almost felt as if they were.


Cindy tossed her long hair back over her
shoulders and looked up at Mattheus with the excitement she’d felt when they’d
first met. He looked particularly handsome tonight, in his dark suit and blue silk
shirt. With his arm around her waist, he guided her gently to their table. They’d
planned this vacation for several weeks and it was hard to believe that the
time had come. This was finally their time alone together, a time to unwind,
bond, make new choices. No interruptions allowed. Cindy smiled realizing that
Mattheus’s promise had become a reality. Clearly, this was as important to him
as it was to her. He had taken charge of all the arrangements, wanting to
surprise and please Cindy in every way. It had been lovely letting him take
over, feeling his strength and commitment, waiting to see what was coming next.


The two of them were guided to their
table by a hostess. When they got there, Mattheus pulled out Cindy’s chair. It
had been such a long time since he’d done that and Cindy had missed it.  It
felt wonderful to have the old Mattheus back. She looked at him across the
table. His, handsome craggy, suntanned face relaxed and smiled at her, enjoying
her delight.


Cindy reached out her hands, and he took
them. This place was so magical, she couldn’t help remember being with Clint on
their honeymoon down in the Caribbean as well. They’d also held hands in the
dining room. They’d also felt relieved to finally be alone together, away from
the pressures of family and friends, after preparing for the wedding,


Cindy sighed lightly and brushed the
memories aside. Enough time had passed. She was ready to start again now. Oddly
enough, even though she and Mattheus had been working together awhile and had
already been lovers, she felt as though they were starting fresh tonight.


“This is long overdue,” Mattheus said
softly, as Cindy felt a chill. “I don’t know why I waited so long to do this. I
must have been on a different planet.”


“Preoccupied,” said Cindy, “both of us.
We couldn’t help it.”


Mattheus relaxed. “It’s good to hear you
say that.”


“I’m just happy to be here with you,”
Cindy answered without hesitation. “It feels as though we’re starting new.”


“We are,” Mattheus liked that. “We’ve
been through a lot, but we’ve learned from it, and what’s past is behind us
now.”


Cindy held his hands tighter. It was
both scary and wonderful to realize that the past could be over, that it was
possible to start anew. She looked around in the dining room which was filled
to the brim mostly with couples and a few families and singles sprinkled here
and there. The place was lit with bronze chandeliers and lovely breezes blew in
from the ocean. Everywhere you looked you felt a sense of exhilaration and anticipation.
Cindy smiled. It had been such a long while since she had let herself unwind
and take a vacation. She hadn’t really, since Clint had died.


As she looked around, Cindy noticed the
table next to theirs. A startlingly beautiful, young couple sat there, looking
at each other. The young woman, who had ash blonde hair, wore an incredibly
beautiful amber bracelet that captured Cindy’s attention.  


“Look at that bracelet,” Cindy said to
Mattheus.


He looked over. “The bracelet is
beautiful and so is she,” Mattheus said softly, “but nothing here is a match
for you.”


Cindy smiled, “Thank you.”


“My pleasure,” said Mattheus as the
waiter approached and they ordered. When the waiter left, Mattheus pulled his
chair back, “let’s dance,” he said, mischievously.


Cindy was astonished.  She loved to
dance, but they’d almost never danced together. 


Mattheus laughed at her surprise. “I’m
not all that bad a dancer.”


“Who said you were?” Cindy grinned. Mattheus
was going all out, doing whatever he could, to make her feel special. “Let’s
go.”


They stepped onto the dance floor and as
his arms circled her, Cindy felt transported to a place she’d always wanted to
be, connected, united, wanted. She put her head on his shoulder, he put his
head over hers and they circled the floor as though they’d been dancing
together their whole lives.


“You never told me you could dance like
this,” Cindy whispered, delighted.


“I haven’t you told you lots of things
about me,” Mattheus played with her.


“I can’t wait to hear,” said Cindy.


“Everything in its time,” Mattheus ran
his hand through her hair. “If I tell you too much, it could spoil things. I
don’t want to lose you again.”


Cindy lifted her head and looked in his
eyes. “Nothing is going to spoil things again,” she said, her eyes teary.


“You never know,” said Mattheus.


“I do know,” Cindy said.


“Well, I like that,” he replied.


After dancing for what seemed like hours,
Mattheus led her back to the table where their dinner sat waiting for them. 


“We can do this, Cindy,” Mattheus said
as they sat down.


“Do what?”


“Everything,” he said, “we can dance, we
can work, we can play, we can love.”


This was the first time he had actually
said the word love. It was both frightening and beautiful.


“Let’s eat,” Mattheus said, softly then.
“There’s nothing to be afraid of.”


Cindy picked up her water glass and as
she did, her attention couldn’t help being drawn to the table besides theirs
again. A young man and woman suddenly came over to the table, surprised to see
the couple there. The young man who arrived was agitated.  The ash blonde woman
was stunned to see him. The boyfriend who’d been at the table had no idea what
was going on.


There was such sudden intensity at the
table that Cindy couldn’t but help watch. After greetings and introductions,
the new couple seemed to invite themselves to sit down. Cindy thought about how
lovely it was to meet old friends on vacation. It seemed as if many people came
to this hotel regularly, it was a popular watering spot. Cindy sat transfixed
watching the four of them.


“No snooping,” Mattheus laughed.


“I can’t help it,” said Cindy, “it’s
fun.” Of course both Cindy and Mattheus always had to be incredibly vigilant
about what went on around them. It was part of the business, an occupational
hazard for private detectives. It wasn’t so easy to let go of that vigilance
now. 


Cindy smiled. “I’m not snooping, just
noticing,” she went on. “It’s nice to run into people you know by surprise down
here.”


“Yeah, everything is nice,” said
Mattheus, “but right now, it’s just you and me. We don’t want to run into
anyone. We don’t want to care about what’s happening anywhere else. Not now.”


Cindy felt sobered. Obviously, Mattheus
had turned a corner. Now that his wife’s disappearance was solved and he knew that
she was dead, he could put the past to rest. For the first time he was able to
focus his attention fully on Cindy. This was new for her. Cindy wasn’t used to
it.


“I haven’t been this happy in a long
time,” Mattheus went on, leaning towards her. “I haven’t felt this relaxed.”


“Me, too,” said Cindy, fully meaning it,
thrilled that she and Mattheus could come together again in this way, could
provide each other the warmth and connection they once had. The spark between
them wasn’t gone. In fact, it seemed possible that it would even grow stronger,
and that a long road together stretched out before them.


As she and Mattheus talked, Cindy
noticed the young woman with the ash blonde hair look over at them
beseechingly. What was she thinking?  Was she wishing that she, too, could be
alone with her boyfriend?   


Cindy smiled at her briefly and she
smiled back - two summer guests at the same hotel, two young women, with a man
they loved. The young woman had a lovely smile, though there was edge of
sadness about it. Cindy thought she probably felt cornered by the other couple.
Cindy thought of all the paths that criss crossed in the world, people who meet
briefly and parted, people who meet again accidentally, needing to say
something more to each other. She thought of people who longed to meet and
connect and somehow couldn’t. She also thought of Clint who she’d loved deeply,
and was killed on their honeymoon. They’d only been allotted a short span of
time together. Was she really being given a second chance with Mattheus now? It
certainly felt that way. Would she be able to take it? She wanted to, she knew it
was time to move on and love again.


Mattheus put his warm hands over hers, “Cindy,
stop watching them,” he laughed. “Every table here has some kind of story. We’re
on vacation now.”


Cindy turned her attention fully back to
Mattheus. “You’re right, you’re right,” she quickly agreed. “But, remember, you’re
the one who taught me how to tune into everything and be a great detective.”


“Tune into me now,” said Mattheus. “It’s
my turn. It’s our time.”


*


After
dinner, when Cindy went back to her room with Mattheus, she stopped at the
entrance, amazed.  The room had been strewn with roses and softly lit candles. Romantic
music was playing and the doors to the patio were open, so she could see the
full moon that hung in the sky.


Cindy
took a deep breath as tears filled her eyes and she took a step in. 


“What
is all this for?” she murmured.


In
response, Mattheus pulled her to him and they kissed, a long, lingering kiss.


“You’ve
got to know how much you mean to me,” Mattheus said as they slowly pulled
apart. 


 “Tell
me what it is you need from me,” Mattheus continued. “I want this vacation to
be perfect.”


“It
is perfect,” said Cindy, “just as it is.”


“But
tell me,” he continued, “I need to know.”


Cindy
felt strange. This was unlike Mattheus.


He
turned away for a second and made the music louder. Then he took her back into
his arms. 


“I
realize that I never knew what she needed,” Mattheus murmured slowly. 


He
was talking about his ex-wife. Since he’d discovered how she’d lied and
cheated, Mattheus had refused to say her name.


“I
thought I knew what she needed, but I was wrong,” he continued.  I don’t know
if it would have made a difference, but I never really asked her.”


Mattheus
was trying to repair what had happened, Cindy realized. This time he was
determined not to let any detail go by.


“Who
you are is what is important to me,” Cindy answered, “not your giving me
everything I need.”


Mattheus
listened intently, then slowly guided Cindy over to the luxurious King size
bed, covered with a satin bedspread over which roses were strewn.


“What
I need is for you to be who you are, to talk to me truthfully,” Cindy added as
they approached.


“That’s
a tall order,” Mattheus smiled.


“It’s
an easy order,” Cindy replied, as they eased down onto the edge of the bed. “Just
be yourself. That’s what’s wonderful.”


“You’re
saying that I’m wonderful?” Mattheus’s eyes creased into a warm smile.


“Yes,
I am,” Cindy replied. “More than wonderful.” 


Mattheus
took it in and then engulfed her in another long kiss.


As
they kissed, the fleeting image of the young ash blonde woman flickered before Cindy’s
mind. Somehow she reminded Cindy of herself years ago. Was she also having a
beautiful night? Did her boyfriend want to give her everything she needed or
was there struggle between them? Cindy thought of all the nights she had
struggled with relationships. It had never been easy for her, things had never
flowed this way before. There had always been unwanted surprises. 


“What
are you thinking?” Mattheus asked. He was always too sensitive to Cindy’s
feelings, could always tell when she was drifting away.


Cindy
couldn’t tell him she was thinking of the young woman at the table next to
theirs. He would be insulted. And he had a right to be. All her thoughts should
be focused on him and their beautiful time together now.


“I’m
thinking of how you’ve planned so many wonderful touches,” said Cindy, “the
rose petals, the candles, the beautiful music.”


“No
you’re not,” Mattheus laughed. “I know when you’re here with me and when you’re
far away.” 


“I’m
not far away, Mattheus,” Cindy smiled, pulling him closer. 


“Then,
prove it to me,” he said, his arms clasped tightly around her, pulling her back
down with him onto the bed.











CHAPTER
2


 


 


The
early morning light shone on Clay as he slept in the king size bed in the
deluxe suite he’d reserved for himself and Kate. This was a special vacation, a
time they’d remember their whole life long. He wanted it to be perfect in every
way.  


Clay
stretched slowly and then reached out to pull Kate close to him. His arms swept
her side of the bed, but no one was there. 


Clay
opened his eyes wider, quickly rolled over and gazed at the empty space.  Kate’s
pillow was rumpled and the beautifully embroidered quilt on her side was tossed
aside. She’d probably woken up a few minutes earlier and was in the bathroom,
showering.  Kate had told him she was an early riser. There was nothing to feel
uneasy about.


Clay
rubbed his hands over his face and got out of bed. He’d surprise her in the bathroom,
jump into the shower with her and cover her with hugs. Kate would love that. 


As
Clay went to the bathroom he looked around at the beautiful suite. It was
perfect for the occasion, elegant, spacious and stocked with wine, crackers,
cheese, fruit and chocolates for both of them.


“I’m
here, sweetheart,” Clay said, as he flung open the bathroom door.


To
his surprise the room was quiet, the shower not running. No one was there.


“Kate?”
Clay called out, nervously. 


No
answer. Damn.


“Kate!”
his voice got louder, as he slammed the bathroom door closed and went rummaging
through the suite. She must be playing some kind of game with him, thought
Clay. Women did that. They thought it was cute. Clay never fully understood
women, but when he met Kate it had been different. He felt comfortable with her
right away. She never seemed like someone who would play these silly games. He
was wrong about that. She was doing it now. He had no idea why.


 “Kate,
Kate,” he kept calling.


It
was early, only seven in the morning. Had she woken up early, been unable to
sleep and gone downstairs for breakfast? He doubted it, but who knew? This was
a life changing week-end for her and maybe she couldn’t sleep. Maybe she needed
a little time on her own. 


“Kate,
Kate,” Clay kept calling as he scoured every corner of the suite. Nothing had
been moved or changed in any way. Her beautiful, blue dress still lay draped over
the back of the beige velvet chair, exactly where she’d left it last night.
Wouldn’t she have hung it up if she’d gotten up, dressed for breakfast and gone
downstairs alone?


Clay
pulled open the closet doors. Kate’s clothes were hung perfectly, as when she
unpacked. He ran his hand across them. They were elegant, too, just like she
was. Everything about her was perfectly coordinated. He had no idea why she was
doing this now.


“Damn,”
Clay grumbled, as he reached for his khakis and T shirt. He’d have to go
downstairs to find her. Before he did, one more thing crossed his mind. Could
she be out on the patio? Had she woken up, gone out to rest on the lounge out
there and fallen back to sleep? That had to be it. Suddenly Clay remembered
Kate saying that she loved sleeping under the stars. Immediately, he felt
better.


“Kate,”
he called as he stepped out on the patio.  But the lounge was also empty. No
one there either.


Before
he left the patio to find her, Clay thought of looking downstairs. Could Kate be
outside taking a walk, enjoying the incredible scenery around the courtyard? By
now he couldn’t put anything past her. Obviously, there were sides to her he
never knew about.  Clay walked to the edge of the patio and looked down. 


Suddenly,
his entire body froze and grew numb. Someone was laying on their back, spread
out on the courtyard. They weren’t sleeping, they weren’t moving.  Clay leaned
further to see who it was. 


“Kate!”
a fierce scream suddenly rose from the bottom of his heart up through his lungs
out through his throat.  Clay’s eyes blurred and his heart pounded as his
desperate shouts got wilder, echoing through the sleeping hotel. Windows and
doors began opening. Guests began stepping out on their patios, looking down.
Clay barely heard other screams in the background, or the rustle of people
rushing downstairs. He barely heard the sound of the police sirens approaching.



“Kate!
Kate!”


Frozen,
he just held onto the patio railing for dear life. He could hardly breathe.


It
was her. It was Kate.











CHAPTER
3


 


 


The
sound of desperate shouts rang through the morning air waking Cindy and
Mattheus abruptly. They jumped out of bed, ran to their patio and looked down
into the courtyard below. A crowd had gathered surrounding something. It was
impossible to see what from here. 


Cindy
looked around at the other patios in the hotel. Each one was filled with guests
craning their necks, talking and calling to one another.


A
middle aged couple stood on the patio next to theirs. The woman leaned towards
Cindy and called out, “Do you know what’s happened?”


“I
don’t,” said Cindy.


“I
heard someone’s laying dead down there. Looks like they jumped.” 


“My
God,” Cindy said, her heart pounding.


Mattheus
drew closer, putting his arms around Cindy. 


“When
did it happen?” Cindy called back to the woman.


“Let’s
go back inside,” said Mattheus.


“No
one knows yet,” the woman responded. “The police just arrived on the scene. It’s
horrible.”


“Who
was it?” asked Cindy.


“A
guest at the hotel,” the woman called over the sounds of the birds that had
flown into the trees and stood on the branches chirping loudly.


“Cindy,
let’s go back inside,” Mattheus insisted.


“But
something terrible has happened,” Cindy felt shaky.


“We
don’t know what,” Mattheus said softly, “and we can’t see anything from here.”
Then he took her arm and led her off the patio back into their room. 


Cindy
sat down on the edge of the bed and put her head in her hands. It was awful to
wake up like this, the cries had cut through her like a call to battle.


Mattheus
went over to the refrigerator and poured her a glass of orange juice.


“It’s
incredible that something like this would happen right under our nose, when we’ve
come to get away,” Cindy murmured.


Mattheus
handed her the juice and Cindy took it gratefully.


“Thanks,”
she said. It was cool and refreshing and helped her wake up.


“Suicides
are happening everywhere in the world,” Mattheus said as he sat down beside
her. “This is a place for the rich and famous. Makes sense they’d come down
here and decide to end it all. This has nothing to do with us.”


Cindy
remembered Mattheus’s old bitterness towards rich people. It had no place here
and now. She looked up at him and despite his comment, he looked wonderful.
There was a strength and peace about Mattheus she hadn’t seen in a long time.
It actually surprised Cindy to see him so planted in himself again. Their night
together had been marvelous too, more than either of them could have ever hoped
for. Cindy remembered that Mattheus always was more centered and giving after
they’d been happy together. He was a truly a man who needed a woman, though he
never would have said so himself.


Cindy
smiled and stroked his face. “Our night together was amazing,” she said.


He
smiled broadly, nodding. “And I don’t want anything to spoil it, ever.”


Cindy
got up to put the glass away. “Do you want me to get you some juice, too?”


Mattheus
got up and walked beside her. “No, you’ve already given me everything I’ve ever
needed.”


Cindy
stopped and looked at him surprised. It was wonderful to be on the same page
again, fulfilling each other so deeply.


“Let’s
go back to bed now,” he whispered.


Cindy
turned and looked at him stunned. “Now? After something terrible has just
happened down there.”


“But
we don’t know what, and it’s not even our business,” Mattheus replied. “This is
bum luck to have happened here on our vacation, but we can’t let it get in the
way.”


“In
the way of what?” Cindy was confused.


“Of
us, of our time together,” Mattheus answered quickly.


“It
won’t get in our way, but something has happened, Mattheus. We can’t just
pretend it hasn’t. We have to find out more,” said Cindy.


“Why?”
asked Mattheus, put out.


Cindy
was startled by his response. “Are we just supposed to go through our day as
though someone didn’t die under our window?”


“It
wasn’t under our window,” Mattheus insisted. “It’s the hotel’s window. We’re
just guests. We’re here to be together, enjoy each other, make plans for our
life.”


“Of
course, I understand,” said Cindy, “but don’t you want to at least find out
what happened?”


“If
you want the truth, I do not,” said Mattheus firmly, “I want to lay back down
in bed with you and hold you in my arms.”


Cindy
couldn’t do it. “I want that too, but not this second,” she said.


“Cindy,”
Mattheus looked at her firmly, “this second is all we’ve got.”

“This second and then the next one,” said Cindy.


“But
anything can spoil our time together,” Mattheus replied, petulantly. “It’s so
great between us now.”


“Mattheus,
someone just died under our window. I can’t lay back down with you right this
moment in bed.”


Mattheus
shrugged and walked away. Cindy absolutely refused to get into a fight with him
about this. He was right, she saw how quickly life could change and spoil
whatever they’d found. But still, the howl of pain that had woken her up couldn’t
be disregarded. It kept ringing through Cindy’s mind.


“Let’s
get dressed and go downstairs for breakfast,” Cindy suggested. “We’ll find out
what happened, take a few moments, then we can roam around the island. I always
wanted to visit Aruba, see the Lighthouse, and snorkel at Baby Beach.” It
seemed like a good balance to Cindy. They weren’t pretending nothing had
happened, and they weren’t getting stuck in the middle of it.


Mattheus’s
face brightened. “Thanks, that’s great,” he said softly.


Cindy
stepped closer to him. “Don’t thank me,” she said, “you’re right, Mattheus. We
have to remember what we can down here for.”


“It’s
not always easy,” he agreed. “I feel antsy, too.”


Cindy
was relieved to hear that.


“But
you come first to me now,” Mattheus continued and I have to come first to you
too.”











CHAPTER
4


 


 


 


It
felt strange to Cindy to come first to someone.  She wasn’t used to it, hadn’t
really felt that before, not even with Clint. It felt more natural and
comfortable for her to put work first and have her partner do the same. 


“Let’s
go, let’s get dressed,” Mattheus was excited about embarking upon their day.


Cindy
put on blue linen shorts and a hand painted yellow T shirt and packed a beach
bag with a bathing suit and swimming gear. She brushed her hair until it was
shiny and felt refreshed and excited as they left their room to go downstairs
together.


Breakfast
was served in several places, the main coffee shop, the outdoor terrace in
front of the hotel and in the back garden, down under a hill, nestled under
hanging trees. The terrace in front was easiest to get to.


When
Cindy and Mattheus stepped out of the elevator, into the lobby it was packed
with guests, reporters and police. A sense of fear and shock pervaded the
atmosphere. You could see it on all the faces and hear it in the hushed
conversations taking place.


“Oh
God,” Cindy whispered, “we have a radar for trouble, run into it wherever we
go.”


“This
is not our trouble, we’re guests, “Mattheus repeated as they started to walk to
the front terrace. But, like everyone else, they were soon stopped by hotel
security.


“Guests
are being asked not to leave the premises until we interview them,” a tall,
lanky guard said. “Sorry about this. It’s a matter of routine. The front
entrances are blocked off.”


Mattheus
nodded. “We were headed to the front terrace for breakfast,” he said.


“Blocked
off for now,” the lanky guard said. “Better go to the coffee shop. Once they
speak to you, you’re free to leave.”


Cindy
and Mattheus nodded and headed towards the coffee shop, making their way
through the uneasy crowds, who looked at each other furtively. They had to be
wondering if the killer was here among them, Cindy guessed.


“Nervous
crowd,” Mattheus remarked, picking up the edgy vibes.


“They’re
obviously wondering who was found dead and how it happened,” Cindy commented.


“Question
is - was it a suicide or murder?” said Mattheus.


Cindy
stopped walking and looked at him. “Why do you say that?”


Mattheus
shrugged, “At first glance it looks like suicide with victim lying splattered
on the ground. When someone could have jumped, the police usually consider it
suicide in the beginning. But it’s an assumption. The death has to be investigated.”


A
slow chill ran up Cindy’s arms.  She knew that what Mattheus was saying was
correct. She also knew it was possible that the person was murdered and that
the murderer was roaming among them right now. 


“Are
the police any good on this island, Mattheus?” Cindy asked quickly.


“Same
as any island,” he remarked. “Overworked, underpaid, probably sick to death of foreigners.”
Then he took her arm and moved her along. “Come on, let’s go get breakfast, it’s
our vacation, remember.”


*


A
few minutes after they were seated near the window in the hotel coffee shop, Cindy
saw two, tall, heavy Caribbean cops making their way towards their table.


“C
and M Investigations?” the larger cop asked, grinning at them, pulling out some
chairs to sit down.


Cindy
was taken aback. 


“We’ve
been checking all the people here at the hotel,” the larger cop said, matter of
factly. “You guys are pretty famous down in the Caribbean. We spotted you in a
second.”


“Right
now we’re here as guests,” Mattheus interjected.


The
large cop scratched his head and nodded. “Dumb, rotten luck,” he said, “the girl
who died thought she was here as a guest, too.” Then he threw a searching look
at Mattheus, who did not respond.  


“This
comes at a bad time for us,” the cop went on, “we need all the help we can get.
Crime is up on the Island, more lousy gangs floating around.  We’re working on
busting one of them and Carnival is coming up. We need our guys for all that. Don’t
have time to waste on a suicide.”


The
waiter came and poured them all coffee.


“Eggs,
toast and home fries for us all, on the house,” the large cop continued.  “By
the way, I’m Rod and this is my partner Spike. He doesn’t say much, but he’s
one hell of a policeman.”


Spike
just nodded when his name was mentioned, and drank his coffee in one gulp, the
second it came.


Despite
their lackadaisical manner, and Rod’s taking the liberty of ordering for them,
Cindy liked both of them. Their unpretentiousness was refreshing.  She enjoyed
that Rod shot straight from the hip.


“You
guys are sure it’s a suicide?” Cindy quickly intervened.  She knew that the
police hoped it was; wanted to get things tied up fast.


“When
you find them dead under their window, ninety nine per cent of the time, they’ve
jumped,” Rod spoke fast. “Of course this could be that other one per cent. You
never know. That’s why we’ve got to talk to the people at the hotel. Someone
could have seen or heard something, a fight, a threat, too much alcohol?”


Cindy
knew well what they were up against. Hours of interviews to be conducted with
guests who felt upset enough as it was. The police didn’t want to make it
worse. It was bad for business, bad for PR, bad for the island generally.


“Cindy
and I are on vacation now,” Mattheus repeated, “We’re sorry to hear this.”


Rod
interrupted coarsely, filling them in as if they were already part of the team.


 “The
beautiful young lady found dead was twenty six years old,” Rod started. “She
was here with her boyfriend for a long week-end. People saw them at the hotel
last night, dining, having fun. Most said they looked like they were in love. No
sign of trouble. But, when we talked to guests on their floor, they said they
heard loud voices around midnight and someone banging on their door.”


Cindy
was startled. “Did anyone open their door to see who it was?”


“No
one,”“ Rod snickered. “Of course it’s not that no one looked, but no one wants
to get involved. Why would they? They’re on vacation,” and he threw Mattheus a
long side glance.


“The
people who heard the banging need to be interviewed carefully,” said Cindy,
growing nervous.


Mattheus
put his hand on hers, to calm her down.


Spike
shook his head slowly and looked up at Cindy under thick eyelids. “We got lots
and lots of people to talk to at this place,” he said. “Can’t spend forever
trying to squeeze the truth out of the ones who want to back away. Can we?”


This
is complicated,” said Cindy. “You’ve got to know who it was that was banging on
the door.”


“You
never know,” Rod continued, seemingly gratified to see that at least Cindy
cared. “It could have been the boyfriend. The couple could have been fighting,
maybe she locked the guy out of the room and he was trying to get back in. She
couldn’t handle the pressure and jumped off the patio in the heat of pain.”


It
was a tidy scenario, much too tidy for Cindy’s taste. Obviously they were
trying to wrap things up in a neat, little package. 


“Or
someone else could have been shouting and banging on the door?” Cindy
suggested. “Someone who was involved in the death?” 


“Unlikely,
but possible,” Rod conceded, looking less than enthused about checking it out.


“You’ve
got to find out who was at the door that night,” Cindy felt increasingly uneasy.
“Whoever did it could still be loose? He could bang on someone else’s door
tonight. How would that look for the police force here?”


Spike
gave her a wide smile then, exposing a front, golden tooth.  “Nothing ever looks
good for the police, honey. You should know that.”


“Guess
you guys didn’t hear anything last night?” Rod interrupted, directing his
question to Mattheus.


“Nothing,”
Mattheus said, “our room isn’t on their floor.”


“Some
heard the banging on other floors too,” Rod insisted.


“We
had our music on all night long,” said Mattheus.


Spike
leered at him, “Nice, romantic getaway,” he crooned.


Mattheus
ignored him, and quickly drank his coffee down.


“Did
anyone at the hotel hear the young woman fall to her death?” Cindy promptly
asked. “If she jumped it would have made a tremendous thud.”


“Funny,”
Rod scratched his head slowly, “no one heard that.”


“There’s
too much noise and excitement at the hotel in the busy season to hear someone falling
dead onto the ground,” Spike commented.


“Could
be she didn’t jump at all,” Cindy shot back. “Could be she was killed somewhere
else and the killer brought her here, to make it look like she jumped. You guys
gotta check.”


“You’re
one hot detective,” Spike leered again, “love to have you on our team.”


The
waiter brought steamy, delicious eggs and home fries, and Spike dug right in.


Cindy
shuddered at the thought of the unknown young woman, a floor below her, meeting
her death so unexpectedly.


“I’m
so sorry,” Cindy said, half to herself, unable to take a bite of the food.


“Sorry
gets us nowhere,” Spike spoke with his mouth half full. “Manpower is what we
need now.”


“You
can say that again,” said Rod as he continued to fill them in. “Last one to see
her alive was the guy she was here with, Clay Peters, thirty one, from Atlanta
Georgia. Great kid, works as a chemist in a big firm down there.”


“Was
he the one yelling for help this morning?” asked Cindy.


“Yelling’s
not the word for it,” said Spike. “The guy’s still jumping out of his skin. We’re
holding him for questioning. He was the last one to see her alive.”


Cindy
suddenly felt nauseous. The reality of what had happened became more vivid as she
was filled in. She knew how hard it would be for the police to come up with answers,
and knew they didn’t much care to try. These were rich folks, from another
country, coming down and going crazy on their turf. What business was it of
theirs?


“Thanks
for filling us in,” said Mattheus, “we’re both very sorry to hear what
happened.”


“That’s
all you have to say?” asked Rod.


“What
else?” asked Mattheus. “I work hard all year, do my part. I deserve a week off,
don’t I?”


“We
all deserve something,” Spike piped up, “even that girl who’s laying there
dead.”


“Well,”
Rod pushed his chair back from the table, “the girl’s parents are on the way
down as we speak and so are Clay’s parents. Can’t imagine how they’re gonna
handle it. They’ve got plenty of money to hire someone, too.”


“Thanks
for thinking of us,” said Mattheus, “but we’re off duty.”


“Lucky
you,” Spike snarled, as both of them got up and took off.


*


“Someone’s
got to be lucky,” Mattheus said to Cindy after the cops had gone. 


“You
sounded heartless,” Cindy replied.


“I’m
not heartless, we’re on vacation. Eat your eggs.”


“I’m
not hungry,” said Cindy looking at them, uninterested.


“Eat
your eggs, Cindy,” Mattheus repeated. “We can’t help anyone if we don’t take
care of ourselves. We need each other to solve cases and we need each other to
build a life. It’s not always possible to do both at the same time.”


The
fervent plea of Mattheus touched Cindy.  Of course she understood how he felt.
She’d felt exactly the same way a while ago. She’d actually left him when he’d
ruined their vacation to go out on a case that suddenly came up. It was
definitely a fine line between taking care of others and yourself.


Cindy
put her hand over Mattheus’s. “I get what you’re saying and I love you,” she
whispered.


Mattheus
paused a long, long moment. “You love me?” his voice dropped a notch.


Cindy
smiled. “Yes, I do.”


His
face lit up completely then in a breathtaking smile.


“And
that’s how you finally tell me, sitting here over cold eggs?”











CHAPTER
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Even
though they were technically free to leave the hotel, Cindy and Mattheus
decided to go to the pool, freshen up with a swim and relax on the lounge
chairs for awhile.  Then they could plan the rest of the trip out, decide where
to go, and when.



It felt like a new life together walking to the pool, holding hands. The love
word had been spoken. A sense of peace and security surrounded them. Mattheus
seemed to be brimming with exhilaration.


“The
last thing I ever expected was to hear that you loved me so casually,” he
teased.


Cindy
held his hand tighter. “As a detective I thought you’d figured it out long ago,”
she laughed.


“I
thought I did, too,” he laughed as well. “Only things keep changing between us
so fast.”


“A
good detective would have realized that means nothing,” said Cindy. “Change or
not, we always return to each other. That means we love.”


Mattheus’s
nose wrinkled and for a second he looked like a little boy. “Really?” he said.


“Come
on, let’s stop deciphering clues and thinking of the past,” Cindy felt happy,
too. “We’re in a new phase now, let’s celebrate that.”


They
arrived at the huge, sprawling, luxurious pool on the hotel grounds. Bordered
by beautiful palm trees and a low, wooden gate, it seemed particularly inviting
at the moment. They walked through the gate and then a few steps further to
find their place in the sun. 


The
pool was surrounded by lounge chairs, striped umbrellas over them, and tables for
poolside drinks on. Thankfully, as it was so early, the lounge chairs were only
half full. Some of the ones at the center were filled with people, talking to
each other, undoubtedly about what happened last night. It was better for now,
to get away from that.


Cindy
and Mattheus chose two chairs off to the side, under a large palm tree, where
gentle, refreshing breezes blew. It was a wonderful idea to come here, thought
Cindy, a great way to debrief before they planned other outings on the island.


“If
this isn’t paradise, I don’t know where it is,” Mattheus grinned as he stretched
his towel out on the chair. 


Of
course, even though the two of them spent all their time down in the Caribbean,
this was different. They weren’t on a case. They could relax and enjoy each
other and the new turn their relationship had taken. They could talk about the
future. Cindy could even wonder about an old dream of hers, if a family for
them might be in the works.


Cindy
stretched out her towel, as Mattheus took sun tan lotion from his bag and
gently rubbed it over her arms and shoulders. When they were ready to lay down,
a waiter came over to take their orders and handed them a local newspaper.


Mattheus
ordered drinks and cheese and Cindy took the paper as she stretched out on the
lounge. Once comfortable, she lazily opened it up. 


The
picture of the young woman who had died was plastered across the front page. 


Shocked,
Cindy stared at it, unable to move.  “Mattheus,” she finally said, in a thin
voice.


“What?”
he turned his head towards her.


“Look
at this,” she held the paper up. 


Mattheus
looked at the photo, not registering anything.


“Look,
don’t you recognize her?” Cindy’s voice trembled.


Mattheus
looked more closely. “She looks familiar, but I don’t remember exactly where I’ve
seen her before.”


“Please
look more closely,” Cindy felt troubled.


“Who
is she?” Mattheus finally asked point blank.


“She’s
the young woman who was sitting at the table next to ours in the dining room.
The beautiful one, the ash blonde.”


 “God,”
said Mattheus, “I remember. She was wearing the bracelet you wanted me to look
at.”


Cindy
kept staring at the young, perfect face, a wave of grief flowing through her. She’d
looked so happy and so beautiful that night, everything before her. Now she was
dead and gone. It was hard for Cindy to digest it.


“The
headlines say she’d just gotten engaged the night she died and was so thrilled
and happy,” said Cindy.


Mattheus
shook his head slowly. “Awful,” he murmured. “That’s why we do the work we do.”


“What
happened to her?” Cindy couldn’t help asking. “The whole situation reminded her
so much of what had happened with her and Clint. Losing him at the peak of her
happiness, during the honeymoon.”


“I
have no idea what happened,” Mattheus said softly, “none at all. Please, let it
go.”


“She
and her fiancé seemed fine together,” Cindy ruminated.


“We
all seem something,” said Mattheus. “Things turn around in an instant. A flash
flood, a sudden misunderstanding, a terrible fight, summer storm.”


“It’s
not that simple,” said Cindy. 


“Sometimes
it can be,” said Mattheus.


“No,”
Cindy didn’t buy it. “There’s a trail that leads to something like this, tiny
moments, small events, a buildup of strange passions.”


Cindy
couldn’t help think of the way she and the young woman had exchanged brief
glances and smiles. There had been something about her that had struck Cindy
forcefully. Cindy remembered the sadness in her smile. Why would there be
sadness, right after she’d gotten engaged? The headlines said she was thrilled,
happy.


“There’s
no reason to speculate now,” Mattheus said. “Facts are one thing, speculation
another. We’re not going to gather facts this time, and just speculating can
drive you crazy. So, let it be.”


But
Cindy could not. How strange that this young woman had been seated at the table
right next to theirs.  How odd that Cindy actually knew who she was.  She was
so young and alive last night and now gone? How come?


Cindy
could not stop staring at her photo.  The woman’s fiancé must be Clay Peters,
the guy being held for questioning now. Cindy remembered him well.  He’d also seemed
lovely, regal and quiet, focused on the woman he’d loved. The two of them had
seemed so well suited, but of course, who knew?  Then, suddenly, Cindy remembered
the other couple who’d unexpectedly joined them. Could they have had anything
to do with what happened? Were they still at the hotel? That had to be explored
immediately.


Cindy
lifted the paper to read more about it, but Mattheus leaned his hand over and
put the paper down. 


“Let
it go, Cindy,” he said softly.


“Do
you remember that other couple who arrived unexpectedly and joined her and her
boyfriend at their table?” Cindy asked.


“No,”
said Mattheus, “I was focused on you. You were focused on them, it seems.”


“They
made an impression on me,” Cindy replied.


“I
thought it was me making an impression on you,” Mattheus smiled.


“Mattheus,
that other couple could have something to do with what happened. I wonder if
they’re still at the hotel.”


“It’s
not for you to wonder,” said Mattheus.


The
waiter arrived with drinks, cheese and crackers. 


Cindy
couldn’t drink or eat. It was entire possible that this young woman been
murdered. What if others at the hotel were also in danger now? 


Mattheus
looked at her out of the corner of his eye. “Cindy, there’s a time to work and
a time to stop,” he said more firmly. “This is the time to stop.”


“There
could be danger at the hotel right now,” Cindy murmured. “Who knows who’s next?”


Mattheus
spread some cheese on a cracker, and gave it to her. 


“Eat
this,” he said, “lay back, relax. There are police on the island, security
guards at the hotel. We’re not the only ones who can handle it. The whole world
doesn’t rest on our shoulders.”


Cindy
relaxed a moment. Of course what he was saying was true, the whole world didn’t
rest on their shoulders. But this seemed different. The young woman who died
had been sitting right next to them.  There had to be a reason she’d been
brought into their world. 


“Are
you eating your cracker?” Mattheus smiled.


Cindy
lifted it to her mouth and nibbled it slowly. 


Mattheus
rolled over on his lounge chair towards her then. “Good,” he said softly. “Now,
eat another. Unwind, relax, I love you, Cindy.”


“And
I love you,” she murmured back, in return.


They
finished the crackers, jumped into the pool, swam, splashed, hugged and
returned to their lounge chairs, ready to order lunch.


When
the waiter came to take their orders, Cindy noticed a man and woman walking close
behind him, coming their way.


“Here
they are,” said the waiter, as they got closer. 


Cindy
and Mattheus sat straight up.


“Excuse
me,” said the waiter, as though Cindy and Mattheus had been waiting to meet the
couple, “this is Tyra Hallerson and Carl Duncan.” 


Carl
nodded to the waiter, “Thank you. Please come back to take orders a little
later.” Then he pulled some nearby lounge chairs close to Cindy and Mattheus. 


Carl
seemed to be in his mid-fifties. He had dark hair, was tall, in charge, well
dressed, and nervous.  Tyra, blonde and exquisitely groomed was bleary eyed and
seemed a few years younger.


Carl
began speaking quickly. “I’m Kate’s uncle. This is Kate’s mother, Tyra.”


For
a moment Cindy and Mattheus were uncomprehending.


“Kate
Hallerson was the young woman found dead,” Carl spoke fitfully. “We arrived on
a private jet as soon as we heard the news.”


“I
am so sorry,” Cindy said to him.


Carl
nodded his head and looked at his sister, who crept closer to him as he spoke.
She seemed unable to register what he was saying, kept running her hand across
her face.


Carl
cleared his throat and continued. “We heard from the police that two incredible
private detectives happened to be staying at the hotel right now,” and he
looked back and forth between Cindy and Mattheus. 


Cindy
and Mattheus sat quietly, saying nothing.


“You’ve
got a great reputation for busting strange cases wide open. Especially in the
Caribbean.”


Tyra
started to cry softly then. “Why are we talking to detectives, Carl? I don’t
understand it. I can’t believe this is happening,” she mumbled. “I want to see
Kate myself.”


Cindy
reached out her hand to comfort Tyra.  “It takes a long, long while to realize
what happened when there’s a terrible shock,” she said softly.


Carl
looked at Cindy gratefully as his hands clenched into fists. 


“We
don’t have much time,” Carl spoke fervently. “Time is the enemy, they get away.
Before you know it, the case goes cold. We’ve got to nab the killer right away.”


“The
police say it looks like a suicide,” Mattheus broke in calmly.


“Suicide,
my ass,” Carl shot back. “Kate was beautiful, happy, she loved life.  I was
there the day she was born and watched her grow up into a star. There was
nothing she lacked, nothing.  We were always close, she told me everything,
came to me if there was something wrong. There’s no reason in the world she
would have killed herself. Absolutely none.”


“Everything
he says is true,” Tyra started weeping.


Obviously,
both of them were in terrible pain.  Cindy wondered how she could help ease
their agony. 


“I’m
so sorry,” she repeated, though it sounded empty to her.


Carl
barely heard anyway. “Kate had everything ahead of her,” he went on, “she had
everything anyone could have wanted.  She had friends, money, talent, a
fantastic family. Why in hell would she ever kill herself?  She wouldn’t. 
Someone came and snuffed out her life. Who?” He zeroed in on Cindy.


Cindy
took a deep, painful breath. “I know this is a nightmare,” she said.


“The
medical examiner will go over the body and determine the cause of death,”
Mattheus continued, trying to ground things as best he could.


“Medical
examiner, my ass,” Carl shot back. “You think I give a damn about what some
idiot guy says happened to her?  Someone did it. Just let me find out who! Let
me get my hands on him.”


Tyra
gasped, “Stop it Carl, you’re making it worse.”


“Nothing
can be worse,” he bit his lips hard, in rage. 


“You’re
hurting me, Carl, you have to calm down,” Tyra insisted.


“I’m
not hurting you Tyra, I’m trying to help,” he insisted.


“I
know you are, but it hurts me when you get so angry like this.”


“How
am I supposed to feel? What am I supposed to do? Sit back and listen to the
half assed police force on the island?”


Cindy
saw the veins in Mattheus neck begin to bulge. Carl sounded the way Mattheus
had so many times before he’d found his wife’s killer.


Carl
turned swiftly to Cindy and Mattheus then, “We need your help. I’ll pay top
dollar. Cost means nothing to me.”


Mattheus
stood up and ran his hands through his hair. “Carl,” he said, “I know how
rotten and lousy this situation is. I wish we could help, but we can’t right
now. We’re here on vacation. We need time to ourselves.”


The
words weren’t registering, nothing was.


Carl
continued vehemently, “The paper said that Kate posted all over Facebook that
she just got engaged. That’s nuts. None of us ever met this guy. This was a new
relationship. She wouldn’t do something like that without letting us know first.”


“Are
you sure about that?” Cindy perked up.


“Of
course I’m sure. I knew everything about Kate’s life.”


Tyra
looked up at them then, focusing for the first time. 


“He
did, he’s right. Kate loved Carl tremendously. And he loved her.”


“And
I still do,” he cried out.


Mattheus
took a deep breath as his jaw clenched. Cindy saw how hard this was for him,
too.


“How
recently did she meet this guy?” Mattheus asked, beginning to resonate with the
rage Carl was feeling.


“It
was new,” Carl insisted, “They met online.”


“Lots
of good people meet online,” said Cindy, trying to put things into perspective.
“Nothing wrong with that.”


“I
didn’t say anything was wrong with it,” Carl turned to Cindy full force. 


Cindy
was struck with how handsome and intense he was and the depth of his feeling
for his niece. She wondered if he’d ever married or had a child of his own.


Carl
stopped a moment and looked right at her.  “I never had a child of my own,” he
said, as if hearing her unasked question. “Three bad marriages and no children.
What does that add up to?”


Mattheus
walked a few steps away, not wanting to hear Carl’s story or get further
embroiled.


“Kate
was the daughter I never had,” Carl went on. “If she were even thinking of
getting engaged she would have told me. This was mostly a long distance
relationship. I believe he came to New York a few times and they saw each other
in person then. It wasn’t a big deal to her, she never said it was, anyway.”


Tyra
began whimpering then. “I had no idea, none,” she managed. Kate never told me a
thing about him. Then I see on Facebook that they got engaged.”


 “She
posted it and then turns up dead? It doesn’t make sense,” Carl stamped his foot
on the ground.


 “Nothing
makes sense when someone dies,” Mattheus intervened, “absolutely nothing.
Slowly the pieces come together. It takes time. It takes patience. It takes
work. I wish we could help you, but we can’t right now. We’re off duty, on
vacation.”


Carl
stood up, stepped too close to Mattheus and stared. “What kind of guy says no
to something like this?”


A
good guy, a fair guy, Cindy told herself, a guy who’s trying to set his
priorities.


Mattheus
took a step closer to Carl as well.  “We would if we could,” Mattheus said unflinchingly,
“but we can’t. Not now.”
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After
Carl and Tyra finally left, a pall hung over the early afternoon. Both Cindy
and Mattheus felt rattled and neither wanted to go on an outing, and it was
hard to chat.  The grim situation hung between them and there was little they
could say about it.


“I’d
love to go play some golf,” Mattheus said after a while, “it steadies my
nerves. Would you mind that?” 


“Not
at all,” said Cindy. 


“Great,”
said Mattheus. “There’s a well known golf course a few miles away. Afterwards,
I’ll come back and we’ll go out on the town.”


“Sounds
perfect,” said Cindy, and it really did. Her nerves were frayed as well, and
she needed some time to walk alone on the beach and absorb what had happened.


Instead
of going to the beach in front of the hotel, Cindy chose to go to Eagle Beach, a
few minutes away, easy to get to, and less crowded. She would enjoy the quiet
and calm after the unexpected wave of turbulence they’d run into.


*


Eagle
Beach was considered one of the world’s most beautiful beaches. Cindy loved it.
The pristine sand was soft, white and very clean, the waves weren’t too big and
the water was a brilliant turquoise.  Cindy could see clear ahead for almost
two miles.


Cindy
put her things down and began walking along the edge of the ocean, feeling the
water run through her toes. It had been a wonderful idea to come here alone.
The sound of the gentle surf on the sand and the endless vista before her
opened her mind. She looked into the water and up at the sky as she walked. 


After
walking for a while, Cindy sat down at the edge of the surf and gazed at the
horizon as the soft water rolled up over her legs and down.  It was good that
she and Mattheus both enjoyed time apart. When they returned to each another
they usually felt settled, eager to be together again.


As
she looked out into the horizon, Cindy watched some seagulls flying overhead,
and listened to the fleeting song of other birds that drifted by. Some landed
for a short time, sang their song, and flew away. Others lingered a little
longer at the ocean’s edge. It made Cindy think of both Clint and  Kate, who
had come down to these beautiful beaches, seeking happiness and love. They’d
both found it for a little while, and then an unexpected current came in,
bringing a huge and dangerous wave, that snatched everything away.


It
had been especially unsettling to meet Kate’s mother and uncle. Cindy wondered if
Kate’s father was still alive. Were her parents divorced? Had her father heard
about what happened? Carl seemed to have taken on the fathering role.  Cindy
found Carl powerful and interesting. There was no way he was going to let the
investigation slide. That thought comforted her for a moment, but she also knew
how tricky it could be to work one’s way through the Caribbean police system,
to get beneath the layer of pleasantries and reassurances and discover what was
really going on. There was a dark underbelly here that Cindy and Mattheus knew
how to navigate.  Cindy was sure that Carl didn’t, and once again was struck
with how badly her services were needed.


Cindy
sighed and leaned back on her elbows as she dug them into the sand.  The warm
breezes from the ocean flowed over her, undoing the knots that had formed in
her body and mind. Mattheus was right, this was their time to make things work
between them. The case was not their concern. But Cindy could not shake the
strange feeling that destiny had other plans, was weaving its own web. Whatever
she and Mattheus thought, whatever they’d planned, Kate and Clay had been
brought right to their table, sitting side by side. Kate’s family had also been
brought right over to them as they lounged at the pool. Cindy had wanted to tell
Mattheus that a bigger plan seemed to be working, but she’d been afraid.  She didn’t
want to dislodge the harmony and joy they were finally experiencing together
again.  


 Laying
here on the beach now, Cindy realized that in the past, it had been too easy to
dislodge the harmony between her and Mattheus. Many things had been able to easily
disrupt them.  Cindy thought about relationships and how much work and
attention they demanded.  Was every relationship like that? She didn’t remember
it being that hard with Clint. Things seemed to flow so much more easily
between them.


Cindy
wiggled her toes in the warm water as it splashed around her playfully. Of
course this wasn’t time to dwell upon the past, but she could not help but do
so. She also could not help but think of Clint again now, wonder what he would
do in a situation like this. The answer was immediate.  Of course he would jump
in and help on the case. There wouldn’t even be a moment’s hesitation. That’s
what Cindy had loved so much about him. Clint would have never put himself
ahead of someone in need. 


Cindy
got up from the sand energized and started walking along the beach again. It
seemed as if without her realizing it, the Caribbean had become her home. It
had happened only recently though, since Clint’s death in Barbados. Her work as
a detective after that had drawn her down here again and again. But it was more
than that. It was also her promise to herself and Clint not to let the horror
of his murder go to waste.  From the very beginning, Cindy had been determined
to use the pain she’d gone through to help others in the same situation. 


Cindy
kicked at the sand as she walked.  What did her promise really entail? Had she
fulfilled it by now? True, she’d helped solve many cases. But here, from out of
nowhere, another case was being thrown in her lap. Did she have the right to
say no to it? Hadn’t she promised she would help? Wasn’t that promise what got
her through her dark and terrible time? Just because she and Mattheus had found
happiness together, was that an excuse for letting the promise go? 


Cindy
turned full out to the ocean and watched the waves rippling in. Clint, she
called out in her mind. Can you see what’s happening on this strange earth? Can
you help me do what’s right?


Cindy
felt odd as she called to Clint in her mind. She had done that a lot right
after he’d died.  As time had gone on, she’d done it less, was better able to
make choices on her own. Then came the relationship with Mattheus. Many times
Mattheus’s choices were different from hers. Cindy knew she had to stand strong
in what she believed.  She couldn’t give up her principles in order to hold
onto her new relationship. That would never work.


As
she mused about it, a large seagull seemed to fly out of the sky directly at
her. It had a huge wing spread and came so close that Cindy jumped back on the
shore.  She stared as the gull flew in a circle and then took off again. 


After
it left, Cindy took a deep breath and couldn’t help feeling that Clint had
swept in to be with her.  Be true to yourself, Cindy, he had always said.
Follow your heart, follow your path. Life is not worth living without courage.
That was the way he’d lived and she wanted to as well.


A
spray of water splashed up right in Cindy’s face then. She smiled as tears
filled her eyes. She had no right to say no to Kate’s family. It was clear that
she had to take the case.


*


After
they’d both returned to the hotel Cindy and Mattheus showered, changed into
evening clothes and took off for a wonderful dinner in town. 


Seated
close together at the trendy bar, they waited for their table at the restaurant
that was packed and filled with smoke, noise, and song.  Mattheus, looking
suntanned and relaxed ordered apple martinis, as he pulled Cindy even closer to
him.


“This
place is crazy, but it’s fun. Like it, too?”


Cindy
did. She enjoyed the lively energy and was glad they were surrounded by people.
It would be easier to tell Mattheus what she had to say in the middle of a
crowded restaurant and lively night. With music playing and people laughing, she
could toss it off as if her decision were the most natural thing in the world.


The
drinks came and Mattheus lifted his glass and toasted, “To the most beautiful
woman I could ever imagine being with and calling my own.”


Cindy
smiled, lifted her glass, touched hers to his and took a sip.


“Like
the toast?” Mattheus was in a light hearted mood. “I meant every word I said. A
woman I can call my own.”


“Beautiful,”
said Cindy, not wanting to make more of it at the moment. Mattheus had a way of
speaking grandly when he was in a good mood. Would he still want to call her
his when she told him what she’d decided to do?


“You
seem a little quiet this evening?” Mattheus said as he drained his glass. “Enjoy
your time on the beach?”


“It
was great,” said Cindy, quietly, “beautiful beaches.”


“Fantastic
golf courses - everything we need is only a few steps away,” Mattheus agreed.


The
bar they were in was obviously a hot spot. In the few minutes since they’d
arrived, more people crowded into the entrance and were pressing up against the
bar. Mattheus was shoved even closer to Cindy, and put his arms around her
tight.


“Too
crowded?” he asked, “we can go down the street to Nevilles. They’ve got dancing
in the back.”


“Mattheus,”
Cindy couldn’t banter with him this way when something so important had to be
discussed. She put her glass down on the bar.


Mattheus
drew to attention, feeling something was coming. “Yes, Cindy?” he tried to
smile, but couldn’t.


Cindy
spoke softly and quickly, “I’ve been thinking and thinking about what happened
at the hotel. A young woman is dead. The families are suffering terribly. The
case been thrown right into our lap. I couldn’t live with myself if we didn’t
take it.”


Mattheus
jaw clenched as she spoke. “You couldn’t live with yourself if we
didn’t take it?” he asked. “Why not?”


The
noise around them grew louder and it was hard to hear what he said. Cindy could
see from the look on his face though, that he wasn’t on board.


“I
can’t stop thinking about that young girl,” said Cindy, “she was beautiful,
innocent.”


“You
don’t know that,” said Mattheus. “She might have been a rotten liar.”


A
chill went through Cindy. “But I can’t stop thinking of her anyway.” 


“That’s
called obsession,” Mattheus responded.


“I’d
call it compassion,” Cindy countered.


“Call
it what you want,” Mattheus grew heated, “this is our vacation.” Then he waved
at the bartender and ordered another round of drinks.


“Mattheus,”
Cindy put her hand on his arm. “I made a promise.”


“Yes,
you did. You made a promise to me, remember?”


“I
also made a promise to Clint,” said Cindy.


Mattheus
grew stone cold. “Clint’s dead, Cindy. I am here now. Open your eyes.”


Cindy
sat up straighter as a bolt of energy flashed through her. 


“I
made a promise not just to Clint, but to what he stood for,” said Cindy. “And I
made a promise to myself that I would dedicate my life to helping victims of
crime.”


“You’ve
kept your promise and you’re keeping it,” Mattheus insisted, taking the fresh
martini that the bartender brought him and drinking it down. “What about your
promise that you wouldn’t let anything get between us? Doesn’t that count, too?”


“This
doesn’t have to get between us,” said Cindy. 


“But
it is,” Mattheus insisted.


“We
can do this together,” Cindy replied, “we’re a team. You taught me all I know
as a detective.”


“I
don’t want to work on a case now. I came down here to be with you,” Mattheus
was definite.


“You
want us to spend our time drinking martinis and dancing when a young woman has
been killed right under our nose?” asked Cindy.


Mattheus
bristled, “Young women and men are getting killed every day all over the world.”


“Not
right where we are. This case has been brought to us directly.”


Mattheus
placed his cocktail glass back on the bar. “There’s always an excuse for
everything, isn’t there? Looks like the roles between us have become reversed. Could
it be that you’re the one now who’s afraid of intimacy? Has it been that way
all along? Are you a workaholic, Cindy, afraid of loving and being loved?”


Cindy
stopped cold. Was it so? Was she running away from closeness and happiness,
hiding in cases? She didn’t think so. She’d been extremely happy to be close to
Mattheus before this happened.  She hadn’t gone out seeking another case. An
emergency had happened, like a sudden summer storm. She was being summonsed to
help. That was different, wasn’t it? How could she say no? 


Mattheus
turned his back to her then and ran his hands over his face. Cindy knew he did
that when feelings of hurt and anger started to build.


“I
love you, Mattheus,” Cindy reached out her hand to him, “I’m not running away
from you. I never will.”


“I’d
say you are,” he turned back and stared at her. “It’s one thing to say I love
you, it’s another to live it.”


“We
can put time into the case and then after it’s over, continue our vacation. We’ll
both feel better then,” Cindy was adamant.


“Put
time in? It’s not so simple.”  


“Could
be it’s a suicide?” Cindy pleaded. “That will be simple.”


“And
if it’s not?” Mattheus shook his head back and forth. “I don’t like this.”


“I’m
sorry, Mattheus.”


“Just
like that? You’re sorry. You’ve made up your mind? It doesn’t matter if I
agree?”


“I’ve
got to do it, I’m sorry, Mattheus,” Cindy repeated. “I won’t be able to live
with myself if I don’t.”


“You’ve
got a problem, Cindy,” Mattheus said, looking away. “I’ve seen it happen to
detectives before. They become addicted to the chase, a normal life becomes
boring, a regular relationship unfulfilling.  I’ll never be able to compete
with a hidden murderer floating around.  Once the addiction sets in, all you
really want, all you live for, is to nail down the next culprit, see them
brought to justice. Only then can you sleep at night. “


“It’s
not like that with me,” Cindy protested. “I sleep very well at night.”


“Yes,
it is that way, and you don’t even realize it,” Mattheus was on a roll.


“You’re
describing yourself, the way you used to be,” Cindy breathed.


“That’s
how come I can recognize this a mile away,” Mattheus grumbled. “But I’m over it
now. I’ve detoxed. Now it’s your turn.”


“I’m
not addicted,” Cindy demanded, “I’m just doing what’s right. I want you,
Mattheus. I want a normal relationship and a normal life.”


But
Mattheus wouldn’t listen. He believed what he believed. “Come on,” he said, “let’s
get out of here.”  


*


Once
out on the street Mattheus grew silent as they walked along the festive street
back to the hotel. 


“Always
something between us,” he muttered as they moved along, “always something.”


Cindy
felt he was being unfair, but she also wondered if destiny was taking a stab at
their relationship as well. Were they meant to be together? Was there something
or someone else they both needed that would make them happier and more
fulfilled?











CHAPTER
7


 


 



The next morning Cindy awoke very early, just as the sun was coming up. It had
been a rough night for her and Mattheus, back to sleeping on their own sides of
the bed again. Before they fell asleep, Cindy had reached out to him, but he’d
just rolled over, nursing his wounds. Mattheus was hard to be with when he didn’t
get his way about something that mattered to him. Cindy understood that, but
this was important to her as well.


As
soon as Cindy awoke she jumped out of bed, showered and dressed as he lay there
sleeping. She didn’t want to wake him up, and instead of ordering in coffee,
Cindy decided to go downstairs and eat breakfast alone. After that she’d find
Kate’s mother and uncle and tell them she was on board. Too much time had
passed already, and she was eager to get going.


When
Cindy got down to the lobby it was practically empty, due to the early hour. 
Cindy went to the front desk to get the room number for Kate’s family.


“The
mother and uncle just went out to the back restaurant for breakfast,” the clerk
at the desk informed her. “They just asked me where it was.”


“Great,”
said Cindy, “thanks.” Again, perfect timing. Cindy took this as an added support
for what she had decided to do.


She
went out through the back doors and walked on the fresh grass filled with the
early morning dew. The morning light was soft and sparing, heralding a perfect
day. Cindy picked up her pace as she walked, eager to see Carl and Tyra again,
thrilled to let them know that she was coming on board. Everything about it
felt right.


 Cindy
took a narrow stone path that went beneath an arbor of trees then back to a
restaurant in a garden, nestled in the back. A perfect place for breakfast,
thought Cindy, a wonderful way to start the day. Cindy walked into the wooden
and bamboo restaurant, which was empty except for two people sitting at a table
in the corner. They had to be Carl and Tyra. 


Cindy
walked straight over to them, slowing down as she got closer. 


Carl,
who sat facing in her direction, noticed Cindy approach.  Surprised, he half
got up, to greet her.


“No,
it’s fine, sit down,” Cindy said brightly as she got to the table. “Mind if I join
you?”


Tyra,
startled, looked at her pleadingly. Cindy could see what a rough time she was
having. Despite her perfect grooming, she looked pale and unruly, her eyes
fluttering back and forth. 


“Of
course, sit down,” Tyra waved her hands up and down, not knowing what else to
do with them.


Carl
immediately rose and pulled over a seat from a nearby table, so Cindy could join
them.


“To
what do we owe the pleasure of this visit?” he asked, looking at Cindy
admiringly.


Cindy
didn’t want to waste a moment. “I’ve decided to take the case,” she announced.


Both
Carl and Tyra became silent.


“Why?”
asked Tyra. “What else happened?”


“Nothing
else happened,” said Cindy calmly, “I’ve been carefully thinking about it.”


“And
what about your fiancée?” Tyra asked, dazed.


Strange
that Tyra called Mattheus her fiancée. “Mattheus and I work together,” Cindy
corrected her, “he’s my business partner.”


“Well,
he’s more than that, dear,” Tyra’s eyes continued to flutter. “The two of you
are here on vacation. He said he needs his time alone with you. What has
changed things?”


Cindy
smiled. Odd, the details that people remembered at times like these. 


“Where
is Mattheus now?” asked Carl, focusing in on Cindy.


“Mattheus
is upstairs, sleeping,” said Cindy, “it still quite early.”


“I
recognize that,” said Carl, “just wondering why you’re down here alone? And
what made you change your mind?”


The
waiter came by, looking at the three of them curiously.


“Can
I order you breakfast?” Carl asked.


“Scrambled
eggs, muffins and coffee,” said Cindy.


“On
me,” said Carl.


“Thanks,”
Cindy said.


Carl
turned full face towards her then. He had a wonderful face, strong, handsome
and clearly weathered by many storms. This was hard for him though,
understandably. 


“I
don’t even know how to begin to thank you,” he started. “We need your help.”


“I
know you do,” Cindy said, “and that’s what’s changed things.”


“How
do you know it?” Tyra murmured. “How does anyone know anything anymore?”


“It’s
okay, Tyra,” Carl put his hand on her arm. 


“I
haven’t been able to stop thinking about Kate,” Cindy started slowly.


Tyra
put her head down and began to cry.


“Did
you know her at all? Did you speak to her before she died?” Carl was on the
alert.


“No,
I didn’t know her or speak to her,” said Cindy, “but Kate and her fiancée sat
next to our table in the dining room the night she died. I noticed her. We
exchanged glances and smiles.”


“Oh
God, oh God,” Tyra was wringing her hands now.


“Kate
was incredible,” Carl interjected.


Cindy
leaned closer to him. “You’ll tell me all about her. There’s a lot I have to
learn.”


Carl
stood up suddenly and reached out his arms. “God bless you, young lady,” he
said, “Come here, let me give you a thank you hug.”


Cindy
stood up a Carl reached his strong arms around her, filled with gratitude, in a
bear hug.


“Oh
my, oh my,” Tyra said then. 


Cindy
turned around in Carl’s arms to see Mattheus quickly approaching.


“What’s
going on here?” Mattheus asked, as Carl opened his arms to let Cindy free.


“It’s
a thank you hug,” said Tyra, nervously.


“Thank
you? For what?” Mattheus seemed to be growing increasingly agitated.


“Cindy
just informed us that she’s on the case,” Carl said unflinchingly. “We’re
incredibly grateful. I’m thanking her.”


“With
a hug?” asked Mattheus.


“And
plenty of cash,” Carl added vehemently.


“Stop
it, Mattheus,” Cindy was annoyed. This was no time for him to indulge his old suspiciousness
again. “I got up early, came downstairs and found Carl and Tyra back here in
the restaurant.”


“That’s
obvious,” said Mattheus. “When I woke up and you were gone, I came down to find
you and the clerk at the desk told me where all of you were.”


“I
came here to give Kate’s family solace,” said Cindy, feeling as though she were
defending herself.


“She’s
taking the case,” Carl added swiftly.


Mattheus
paused, startled.  “You came down here to tell them that on your own, without
consulting me about it? You’re taking the case? Am I in on it, too?”


“Do
you want to be?” Carl zeroed in.


“This
is between me and Cindy,” Mattheus bristled, turning his back to Carl.


“Of
course you’re in on it,” Cindy stepped closer to Mattheus. “And I did tell you
about it, last night.”


“You
told me how you were feeling, not that you were going downstairs in the morning
and make it official.”


Cindy
took a step back. “Mattheus, time is passing. We’ve let too much time go as it
is. For all we know the police are about to finish up interviewing the guests.
Then people can leave. Valuable evidence goes with them. This isn’t a game.”


“The
police do plan to finish up interviewing guests this afternoon,” Carl added
swiftly.


Cindy
looked at Mattheus with alarm. “There’s no way the police can do this
thoroughly and finish up today,” she insisted. “We should have been on it from
the start.”


Tyra
stood up, swaying a bit, holding her face in her hands, “Oh I’m sorry, I’m
sorry,” she began murmuring. “I never wanted to cause any harm, never, ever.”


Carl
walked over to her swiftly. “You didn’t cause any harm, Tyra. This is not your
fault.”


“But
he’s so angry with us,” Tyra pointed to Mattheus.


Mattheus
shook his head and took a step closer. “I’m not at all angry with you,” he said
in a softer tone, “I’m just upset with the way all this has gone down.”


“He’s
upset with me,” Cindy said to Tyra.


“That’s
not good either, is it?” Tyra turned to Carl.


“That’s
what happens in cases,” Mattheus spoke slowly, trying to calm the waters. “Pain
erupts, suspicion, horror, one misunderstanding after another. Everyone
involved becomes upset.”


“Then
misunderstandings turn into understanding. Flashes of insight come. Truth prevails,”
Cindy spoke strongly.


“But
he’s mad at you,” Tyra kept looking back and forth from Cindy to Mattheus.


“I
don’t take it personally,” said Cindy, as Carl stared protectively at her.


“Neither
did Kate,” Tyra went on, “she never, ever took anything personally. When
someone was mad at her, she made excuses. Carl always begged her to do
something, but she never would. She also used to say she didn’t take it
personally. But, look where it got her. Look.”


Mattheus
and Cindy sighed deeply together at the same moment.


“Cindy’s
right,” Mattheus said softly. “I am not angry with her, it’s not personal. I’m
just upset at the turn of events. I was hoping for something else. I was
looking forward to it.”


“Us,
too,” said Carl, between gritted teeth. “We were hoping to see Kate come home,
happy and refreshed. We were hoping to see her live a life, get married, have
kids.”


Cindy’s
head spun as Carl spoke. She knew she’d done the right thing.  Was it suicide?
That had to be proven as well. It would be too easy to tie the case up quickly
and throw away the value of this young woman’s life. Cindy knew how important
it was to find out what truly happened and give Kate’s family some measure of
peace.


“I’m
also sorry for your loss,” Mattheus added. “Don’t think the case doesn’t matter
to me.”


“You’re
on board then?” Carl asked Mattheus quickly, as his hands clenched at his
sides.


“Yes,
I’m on board,” Mattheus agreed quietly. 


“Thank
you,” Carl nodded formally then. “I’m sure that will make a huge difference to
Cindy.”


 “Yes,
it will,” Cindy added promptly, “I need Mattheus. He’s a wonderful detective. I’m
not the same person without him.”


A
smile played around the corner of Mattheus’s mouth, as Cindy spoke.


*


The
four of them had a quick, tense breakfast and then Cindy and Mattheus went
straight to the police to let them know they were on board. Before they left, Cindy
told Carl and Tyra that she and Mattheus would be talking to them in depth
later on, and would keep them informed of their progress.


Carl
grabbed Cindy’s hands to thank her once again. 


“I
don’t know you very well,” he said emotionally, “but my gut tells me, you’re
the best.”


“We’re
the best,” Cindy smiled, “Mattheus and I, together.”


*


The
police station was in a low, clean, building on a wide road. As soon as Cindy
and Mattheus entered and said who they were, the front cop at the desk called
to the back room. In a few seconds both Rod and Spike ambled down the corridor
together.


Rod
had a grin on his face and grabbed Mattheus’s hand in a strong shake.  “Can’t
tell you how good it is to see you again.”


Spike
looked both of them over carefully, especially Cindy.


“We’re
on board,” said Mattheus directly, taking the lead. 


“Great,”
Rod said gruffly. “We both knew you guys would jump in. Just a matter of time.  Couldn’t
be better timing. There’s more to do here than we can manage.”


“What
changed your mind?” Spike was curious, more laid back.


“Ask
Cindy that,” said Mattheus.


Spike
turned to her slowly, a funny smile in his eyes. He probably wasn’t used to
working with women detectives, Cindy thought.


“It’s
the right thing to do,” said Cindy simply.


Spike
cocked his head to the side. It wasn’t the answer he’d expected.


“Pay’s
pretty good, too, I imagine,” he added, breaking into a small smile.


Mattheus
didn’t like that.  “They couldn’t pay us enough to do this,” he said. “Cindy
feels it’s right, she feels it’s fair.”


Both
Rod and Spike stared at both of them.


 “Okay,”
Mattheus had enough. “Let’s go into your office. Fill us in on what’s to be
done next.”


The
four of them went into the back office and sat down, while Rod fumbled with
papers. 


“This
is what we got so far,” Rod launched into the case. “We’re interviewing guests
at hotel. Most who saw Kate and Clay said the two of them looked happy. No
signs of any problems. Most important thing now is to find out who was yelling
and knocking on their door. “


“No
one on their floor still admits to opening their door and taking a look?” asked
Mattheus.


“They
all said they were scared,” said Rod. “Most thought it was personal, a fight
going on between a couple. People like to stay out of that.”


“Doesn’t
surprise me,” said Spike. “People come for a vacation, don’t want to get pulled
into someone else’s mess.”


“I
sure get that,” Mattheus answered. “What else you got?”


“The
girl’s parents and uncle are here,” the police continued.


“Her
father too?” Cindy was curious.


“Yeah,
the father’s in their room, having a breakdown. We can’t get to see him yet.
Seems like the uncle’s the front man.”


“We
met him already,” said Mattheus.


“Good,”
said Rod. “Talk to him yet?”


“Not
yet” Mattheus was taking over. “We just officially got on the case. I don’t
know about Cindy, maybe she has?” He threw a quick, side look at her.


“The
uncle said he was close to his niece growing up,” Cindy filled in. “Said she was
wonderful, happy, a great gal. There was absolutely nothing to indicate
suicide.”


“They
all say that,” Spike muttered. “Doesn’t mean a damn. People don’t see each
other suffering, drugging, drinking, even if they live under the same roof.
Just the way no one bothered to open the door when they heard someone yelling
and banging.”


“You
guys still thinking it’s suicide?” Mattheus asked.


“We’re
waiting for the medical examiner’s report. Unless we have something else
definite, suicide is where we’re headed,” said Rod. “So far the injuries are
consistent with falling out the window, but you never know what the examiner
will find. In the meantime, it would help us a lot if you would do a thorough
investigation of Clay online and Cindy can investigate Kate. We need possible
ghosts in their past, dark spots that haven’t come to light. Look for a reason
why someone would want to kill her. So far, there’s none. Clay’s parents should
be arriving in a little while. We need you guys to talk to them and also spend
more time with Kate’s family.”


Both
Cindy and Mattheus got it. Cindy was eager to start.


“What
about Clay?” Cindy asked quickly. “It’s important to talk to him right away,
too.”


“We’ve
got that covered. Talked to him plenty, but nothing so far. We’re holding him
in his room for another day.”


“We
need to talk to him, too,” Cindy continued. “We always start with the main
person of interest.”


Spike
shrugged, “Good idea. You never know what he’ll spill to a pretty lady.”


“I’ll
go with Cindy for the interview,” Mattheus clarified. “We usually talk to main
suspects together. If one of us misses something, the other picks it up.”


“Fine
with us,” said Rod. “We’ll call the hotel police and let them know you’ll be going
up to Clay’s room right away.”
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When
Cindy and Mattheus entered Clay’s room, his back was to them. The morning had
suddenly turned cloudy and he stood, looking out the window at the sky.  Other
than that the room was empty, except for a cop who sat who sat in the corner, guarding
him.


“Hello,
Clay,” Cindy started.


Clay
spun around and stared at both of them without blinking. He looked just as he
had that night in the dining room, tall, statuesque, regal, handsome. Cindy
wondered if he remembered seeing her there?


“More
interviews?” he asked, his face taut with pain.


Cindy
and Mattheus walked closer slowly. 


“We’re
here to help you out,” said Cindy. “We’re private detectives, here to help find
out what truly happened.”


It
seemed as though Clay sighed briefly, although his face remained immoveable. As
Cindy took another step closer she could see how swollen his eyes were, that he’d
been crying and distraught.


“I’m
very sorry for your loss,” she offered.


Clay
closed his eyes slightly, looking away.


“It’s
a terrible thing,” Cindy’s voice grew softer.


Suddenly,
Clay seemed to yield. Something about Cindy calmed him. 


 “It
is terrible,” he echoed, opening his eyes.


“Do
you happen to remember me?” Cindy asked lightly. “Mattheus and I sat right next
to your table in the dining room the other night?”


Clay
registered nothing about it. He just looked over at a cop who’d been stationed
in the corner of his room and seemed annoyed.


Cindy
immediately understood what he was feeling. 


“Would
you like to talk to us privately?” Cindy continued, as if she were talking to a
little child.


“Yes,”
said Clay, suddenly eager to be free of the oppressive presence of the police
officer.


Mattheus
nodded over at the policeman, motioning for him to leave. “We’ll let you know
when we’re finished here,” he said to him.


The
cop got up grudgingly, and walked out of the room.


Clay
seemed to get his strength back as soon as the policeman left.


 “I
can’t bear having him sit here with me,” Clay said. “He’s grim, he’s nasty, he
barely looks at me. When I get upset, he taps his feet on the floor like he’s
telling me to shut up.”


“I’m
so sorry,” said Cindy.


“When
my parents get here, they’ll get him tossed out,” he said.


 “You’re
expecting your parents soon?” asked Cindy.


“Any
minute,” said Clay. “Their flight was delayed twice, for no apparent reason.
But they’re on their way now, they’re horrified.”


Mattheus
nodded. “You’re close to your parents?”


“Very,”
Clay breathed. “My parents are best friends. They’ve always been. They’ll do
anything in the world for me. I work for my father’s firm.”


“How
lovely,” Cindy smiled gently. It wasn’t often that she heard that.


Clay
spoke more forcefully then. “Lovely for them and for me. It tears me up to
think how upset and hurt they are now.”


Mattheus
moved closer and Clay looked at him oddly. “Are you two together?” he asked suddenly.


 “We
work together,” Mattheus informed him.


Clay
looked back and forth between them. Mattheus’s answer didn’t seem to satisfy
him. He wanted more.


“Are
you engaged? Are you married?” Clay wanted the details urgently. 


Cindy
wasn’t sure what to make of it and Mattheus took over promptly.


“We’re
not engaged or married,” said Mattheus, “why do you ask?”


Clay
shrugged and motioned for them to sit down at the table that stood near the
window. 


“Would
you like some tea?” Clay asked, as though he were suddenly inviting them to his
apartment for refreshment.


“No
thanks,” said Mattheus, sitting down, “not right now.”


Clay
sat down with them and poured himself a cup of tea. 


“Why
did you want to know if we were engaged or married?” Mattheus didn’t want to
let it go.


“You
look like you are,” said Clay, casually. “I always like to guess which couples
are married, which are engaged and which are just drifting around. It makes a
difference to me. I prefer to be with couples who are married.”


“We
heard that you just got engaged yourself,” Cindy chimed in, not wanting to
answer any further questions about her personal life.


Clay
put his cup of tea down abruptly. His face flushed and his eyes brightened.


“Yes,
Kate and I had just gotten engaged,” his voice rang out oddly. “She was
thrilled, delirious, couldn’t have been more excited. After the proposal we
went to celebrate with dinner and dancing.”


“I
saw you there,” murmured Cindy softly. “You were sitting at the table besides
ours.”


Clay
didn’t register it. “I don’t remember,” he said, “all I remember is how happy
we were, how beautiful she looked. She wore an amazing, blue silk dress.”


Cindy
remembered it well.


“After
dinner we went back up to our room,” Clay continued, “I had a few more drinks
than usual and fell asleep, but Kate stayed up posting the good news all over
Facebook. You can read it for yourself. You can see how much it meant to her,
how happy she was. Her computer is on the patio.” 


Cindy
was eager to see Kate’s Facebook page, read what she’d said. “I’d love to look
at it,” she said.


“Anytime
you want,” said Clay.


“Everything
was perfect between you?” asked Mattheus.


“Yes,”
Clay insisted, “the only strange thing that happened is that while we were at
dinner, an old boyfriend of Kate’s turned up. He and his date happened to be
staying at the hotel. Kate was so surprised to see him, but she was too polite
to tell him to leave. He and his date joined us for a little while.”


“Did
that bother you?” asked Mattheus.


“Not
at all,” said Clay. “What can you do? These things happen. People run into each
other without warning all the time.”


That
was the other couple Cindy had seen. Cindy reviewed the scene once again in her
memory. The guy who was part of the other couple was Kate’s ex-boyfriend. That
was news. He’d seemed upset. 


 “Are
you sure he was Kate’s old boyfriend?” Cindy was fascinated.


“Of
course I’m sure,” Clay didn’t like being doubted. “Kate introduced us. What
choice did she have?”


Mattheus
was all over it. “Did you get the guy’s name?”


“His
name was Sean,” Clay continued. “Sean’s date’s name was Riva. Sean and Kate had
gone out for a long time, I heard.”


“Really?”
Mattheus moved in, “how long?”


“I
don’t know exactly,” said Clay. “But Kate didn’t keep it from me. She told me
all about it while we were corresponding. Sean cheated on her with this girl
Riva and he and Kate broke up.” Clay sighed again and ran his hands over his
face. This was becoming too much for him to bear.  “That’s why she went online
looking for someone new. That’s why she and I met. Sean wanted to get back
together again, but Kate wouldn’t hear of it. Kate was beautiful, she was
proud, she was elegant. She was meant for me, not him. The minute we met I knew
it.”


“Exactly
how did you meet?”“ Cindy burst in.


Clay
suddenly perked up. “We met online, a chance encounter, can you believe it?”


“Yes,
I can,” said Cindy.


“The
minute we met we were both so excited. We emailed and texted all day long.
There was so much to say, it never stopped flowing. We filled each other in on
everything. Even though we lived in different cities, I felt as though she were
there beside me all the time.” Clay’s face began to flush, “I waited so long
for the right woman, I couldn’t believe she actually showed up.” Clay looked at
Cindy and Mattheus with desperation. “Do you know what it feels like to meet
the one and only person that is truly meant for you?”


Cindy
and Mattheus stared at him unmoving.


“Do
you know? Tell me!”


“Why
do you care, what difference does it make?” asked Mattheus.


“Because
you can’t understand me unless it’s happened to you. Meeting the one person
meant for you is absolutely different from meeting anyone else. The minute it
happens you know who you are, your loneliness goes, forever!”


Cindy
trembled as Clay spoke. Had that happened to her ever with either Mattheus or
Clint?


Had
it happened to Mattheus? Did he feel that way about Cindy? 


Clay
slammed his hands on the table, “And now my loneliness is back again, and will
never leave. Ever.”


“Do
you remember hearing someone banging at your door that night?” Mattheus
interrupted, wanting to get back to the facts.


“I
don’t remember hearing anything,” Clay said, looking around. “I had too much to
drink, I slept like a rock.”


“You
don’t remember hearing anyone yelling, either?” Cindy asked.


“No,
no!” Clay’s face looked anguished. “If I’d heard it I would have woken up and
called the police! I would have protected her. I loved her.”


“I
know you did,” said Cindy softly.


“When
I woke up in the morning she wasn’t there. Where was she?” Clay began reliving the
morning as he spoke. “I thought she was playing with me, hiding for fun. I
looked in the bathroom, I looked around the room. I couldn’t find her. I even
got annoyed.” He started trembling.


“It’s
okay,” Mattheus put his hand on Clay’s arm. 


“It’s
not okay,” Clay began yelling. “She’s gone, she’s gone. When I looked down off
the patio, there she was laying on the ground.” Clay covered his eyes as if to
block out the image. “Where is she now? Tell me.”


“We’d
better back off,” Cindy said to Mattheus. “This is too much for him at the
moment. He’s not ready to talk.”


Mattheus
agreed. “I’m so sorry, Clay, “he said softly. We’ll find out more what happened
and help you with this.”


“How
can you help me? Can you bring Kate back?” Clay yelled louder. 


“No,
we can’t,” said Mattheus somber.


“We
only knew each other for three months, but those three months meant more than
my whole lifetime. I want my parents, I want my mother,” Clay looked at them
suddenly as if they were strangers.


“Your
parents will be here in a few minutes,” said Cindy. 


“Thank
God,” said Clay, as his head fell and his chest heaved in huge sobs.


*


After
the policeman came back in, Cindy and Mattheus left Clay’s room and went down to
the lobby, shaken. They needed a little while to talk before Cindy went back up
and went through Kate’s Facebook page on the computer. She and Mattheus had to
go over their plan of action and also discuss their interview with Clay. Mattheus
was eager to talk about it, too.


“The
guys’s a wreck,” Mattheus started. “Can’t say I blame him. Been there myself.”


“Thank
God his parents are coming,” said Cindy.


“And
what about this ex-boyfriend, Sean, who joined them at their table?” Mattheus
was all over it. “That’s big. The police haven’t said a thing about him. Do
they even know he was here? Is this guy still at the hotel?”


“Good
questions,” said Cindy. 


“Sean’s
got to be stopped from leaving and talked to right away,” Mattheus was
emphatic.


“You
tell the police about him when I go back upstairs to look at Kate’s computer,” said
Cindy.


“Absolutely,”
said Mattheus.


“It
actually amazing that the police have been on the case all this while and we
haven’t heard about the ex boyfriend before,” Cindy muttered. “And, there’d
been trouble between him and Kate, too. He cheated and she wouldn’t forgive
him. Who knows if he really met her here by accident? How do we know he didn’t
come down purposely?”


“Don’t
get ahead of yourself,” said Mattheus. “We have to find out more about him and
if he’s still here. We’ll talk to him and research him online.”


“It’s
amazing that the police aren’t onto this,” breathed Cindy.


“Not
amazing,” Mattheus said, “just the way things work down here.”


“They
want to tie it up with a suicide,” Cindy muttered.


“Yeah,
but what they want and what will happen can easily be two different things,”
Mattheus was heated, had become involved.


Cindy
looked at him and smiled. “You’re on it. You care,” she said.


 “Of
course I care, I always cared,” Mattheus muttered. “I just cared about us as
well.”


Cindy
paused and lowered her eyes then, thinking of what Clay had said about Kate.


“Mattheus,”
she looked up quickly, wanting to take it one next step. 


“What?”
he asked curious.


 “Do
you feel about me the way Clay said he felt about Kate? That you know who you
are when you’re with me? That I take your loneliness away?”


Mattheus
was silent for a long moment.  


“I
think the real question is, do you feel that way about me, Cindy?” he finally
replied.











CHAPTER
9


 


 


When
Cindy got back upstairs and went into Clay’s room, his back was to her again
and he was standing immobile, staring out the window at the sky.


“Hi,
Clay,” Cindy said softly as she entered.


Seemingly
lost in thought, he did not move or respond.


“I
came to look at the computer,” Cindy continued, is that okay?”


Clay
nodded briefly and then became motionless once again.


The
policeman in the room got up and led Cindy out to the patio, where the laptop
was on a table, closed. 


“This
guy’s in shock,” the cop said under his breath. “Stands like that for hours,
just looking at the sky. Doesn’t hear a thing I say to him.”


“It
takes time,” Cindy whispered softly.


The
cop pulled out a chair at the table for Cindy, and she sat down and opened it
up.


“Want
some water or something?” he said.


“No,
I’m fine, thanks,” said Cindy, eager to dip more fully into Kate’s life. The
answer to what had happened to her had to be close by. Maybe as close as her
computer, that was waiting silently on the table.


As
soon as Cindy opened it up, Kate’s Facebook page appeared. It was bursting full
of excitement, photos and messages. On the top of the page was a picture of
Kate and Clay, smiling at each other.  Apparently it was recent, taken down
here in Aruba. 


ENGAGED,
the big headline over the photo read, with a photo spray of flowers underneath.
Then came Kate’s message to the world.


“We
did it. It happened!  It’s official. Clay and I are engaged. I couldn’t be more
excited and thrilled. He’s the perfect one for me. We are so, so, so happy
together. This is everything I’ve ever dreamed of. Clay proposed on the top of
a cliff, looking down at the ocean. We can’t bear to be apart any longer. This
is the start of a whole, new life.”


Cindy
scrolled through the messages that came in response.  Amazed, friends from all
over sent congratulations.


“Wow,
that was fast.”


“I
love you Kate, I want you to be happy.”


“Oh
my God, this can’t be true. I’m sure he’s as wonderful as you say and we can’t
wait to meet him.”


“He
looks great, so handsome. Wow.”


“I
can’t believe it, Engaged? Already?”


Kate
had quickly replied to the first messages that came in.


 “It’s
true. It’s happened, I’ve never been so happy and I know you’ll see why when
you meet him.”


Some
other messages were more hesitant. “What do you mean engaged? You barely know
him. Give this time, Kate. It’s been a long distance relationship. How many
times have you and Clay actually been together, face to face?”


“What
about Sean?” another message said. “I’d say you’re jumping the gun. Be careful.”


Another
message was halting. Must have been from a friend of Sean’s.


 “Come
on, Kate, this is on the rebound. You and Sean just barely broke up. It’s too
soon. Give yourself a chance. I know you were hurt, but -.”


Cindy
stopped and read the last two messages over a few times. Kate had been hurt by Sean
and soon after that she and Clay met.


Cindy
looked through Kate’s friends, trying to find Sean’s photo. It wasn’t there. He’d
been de-friended a few weeks before. It made sense.


As
Cindy kept scanning the page, she looked up and saw that Clay had stepped out
on the patio and was sitting on a chair at the end, watching her.


“Do
you happen to remember Sean’s last name?” Cindy called to him. She wanted to look
at Sean’s page as well.


“No
I don’t, Kate never told me,” said Clay. “Sean wasn’t important to her anymore.
She didn’t talk much about him. Why should she, she had me now.”


“I
know,” said Cindy, “but sometimes girl’s like to talk about what happened with
their ex.”


Clay
bristled, stood up and walked over to Cindy. 


“I
don’t really consider him her ex, I consider him her nothing,” he said, tossing
the idea aside with the flick of a hand.


“Her
Facebook page says she was hurt by Sean,” countered Cindy, waiting to see how
Clay would respond. “It also said that you and she just recently met each
other.”


Clay
stopped walking and froze again. “You don’t understand,” he finally said. “Time
means nothing when you meet your soul mate.”


Cindy
shivered as he spoke.


“Kate
didn’t talk about Sean, but she did talk about his girl, Riva,” Clay continued.
“Kate blamed Riva for stealing Sean away. She said Riva was a nasty, low life.”


“What
did you say?” asked Cindy.


“I
told her that Sean was the loser, that they probably deserved each other. And, that
no one could ever hold a candle to her,” said Clay.


“Kate
must have liked that,” said Cindy.


“She
did,” Clay agreed, “she liked everything about me, adored me, felt completely
wanted by me. But she still would go on about what an awful person Riva was. I
was surprised when I actually met Riva that night.”


“Surprised?”
asked Cindy.


“I
didn’t think she was so awful,” said Clay. “She seemed sweet to me. And, since Kate’s
died, she’s been emailing me to offer support.”


Cindy
shuddered. Then it struck her like a bolt. “Emailing you? She’s still here in
the hotel? Sean’s still with her?”


“Yes,
of course,” said Clay.


“Of
course? Some guests have been cleared to leave,” said Cindy. “How do you know
they haven’t?”


“I
just got an email from Riva a couple of hours ago. She said they were staying
at the hotel for another few days.”


“Do
you happen to know their room number?” asked Cindy.


 “Of
course I don’t. Why would I?” Clay was becoming perturbed again.


“It’s
okay, thanks Clay,” Cindy’s heart started beating fast.


“Do
you want to see the emails Riva sent me?” asked Clay his eyes growing wide.


Cindy
just wanted to get out of there and let Mattheus know that both Sean and Riva
were still at the hotel, but she also wanted to look at the emails he’d
received.


“Sure,
show them to me.”


Clay
came over, took the computer and soon brought up their correspondence.


Clay,
I’m so, so sorry to hear about what happened to Kate. It’s shocking. It’s
awful. I can’t believe it. Riva.


Thanks
Riva, appreciate it, Clay replied. 


I
can’t stop thinking about this, Clay, the second email said. If there’s
anything at all you need from me, please let me know. Kate was such a sweet,
sweet girl. Riva.


Cindy
found that odd. She wondered why Riva made no mention of Sean at all. Why didn’t
she say they were sorry?


“Are
Riva and Sean sharing a room?” Cindy asked as she read the correspondence.


“Sure,”
said Clay, “why?”


“She
never once mentions him,” said Cindy. “She doesn’t say we’re sorry, just
that she is.”


Clay
stood up straighter. “Why should she mention him? She doesn’t want to rub it
in. She’s concerned about me, not Sean.”


The
next email from Riva came a few hours later. Hi, there Clay, how are you
doing? All alone? Need anything now? Riva.


Parents
will be here in a little while, Clay had answered.


Cindy
got up from the computer. There was a lot more to look into here. She had to
check Kate’s email correspondence as well. Had Kate and Riva been in touch
before she died? What about Kate and Sean? Was their meeting at the hotel truly
accidental?  


“Can
I take Kate’s computer with me for a little while?” Cindy asked Clay. There was
hours of work ahead of her and it would be good to go back to her room and work
on it alone.


Clay
stood up fervently. “No, you can’t. I want it here with me. I like looking at
it. I need to look at it. I want to remember over and over how happy I made Kate.
I want to show my parents, too. You can see for yourself that she loved me, can’t
you?”


“Yes,
I can,” said Cindy sadly, “Kate looked thrilled. You look like a wonderful
couple.”


“Thank
you,” said Clay, “thank you,” as he turned and went back to the chair on the edge
of the patio, alone again.


Cindy
got up then, stretched, thanked Clay and said she’d be back a little later. She
had to go down to the lobby and catch up with Mattheus now.


Clay,
stood up, and accompanied her off the patio.


“Are
you two in love?” he asked under his breath as they walked to the door.


Cindy
was taken aback.  “Why do you ask that?”


“I
just wanted to know if you can even begin to understand what I’m going through.”


Cindy
turned and looked into his eyes. They were deep blue, filled with pools of fear
and sadness.


“Yes,
Clay,” she said, “I can understand. I lost someone like this, too.”


His
head flipped back. “Who?”


“My
husband died down here on the islands during our honeymoon,” said Cindy.


That
stopped him totally for a moment. “You were married to someone else?”


“Yes.”


“And
you’re with Mattheus now?”


“That’s
right,” said Cindy.


Clay’s
face grew tight and grim. “Just like that, feelings can change? You can go from
one to another?” he asked.


Cindy
felt put on the spot.  “It didn’t happen just like that. It took time.”


Clay
took a step away from her. “But I don’t believe in time,” he said.


*


There
were all kinds of ways of coping with the sudden shock of loss, Cindy thought
as she rode down in the elevator back to the lobby to meet Mattheus. Clay was
partially numb, partially disoriented, partially lost in memories of the past. That
was normal. Deep inside he was desperately trying to figure things out, make
life go back to the way it was, or the way he thought it should have been. Of
course Clay didn’t believe in time, thought Cindy. How could he right now? Time
had ripped his love from him. If time didn’t exist for him, then all could be
the way it was again.


As
Cindy stepped out of the elevator, she saw Mattheus sitting at a small sofa
nearby, drinking coffee. He got up when Cindy walked out of the elevator.


 “Come
on,” he said, “we’re going for lunch at a great spot on Orjeanstadt Street. It’ll
be good to get out of the hotel for a while and clear our heads.” 


Cindy
linked her arm into his. “Great,” she said, happy to be with him, and to be
headed to the main street in town where they’d get a change of scenery, fresh
air, and time to review what they’d found so far.


Orjeanstadt
Street was filled with shops, restaurants, outdoor cafes and tourists ambling
about as if there was nothing more important to do in the world than be down
here enjoying the balmy days. The sun, that had been trying to break through
the clouds all morning, was slowly seeping through. It was unusual to get a
cloudy or rainy day down here this time of year. If it did rain or grow cloudy,
it usually only lasted for a short time. Cindy enjoyed the feel of the sun on
her body as they walked.


“You
look great,” Mattheus said, pulling Cindy closer to him. Clearly, he had
decided to pick up the relationship where they’d left off. Cindy was
tremendously relieved that the tension between them had eased up.


“I
have so much news,” she said.


“Let’s
have it,” said Mattheus, eager, as they picked up their pace.


“Kate’s
ex-boyfriend, Sean is still at the hotel, with his date, Riva. They’re staying
for another few days.”


“Wow,”
Mattheus breathed, “that’s big, that’s huge. I’ll call it into the police as
soon as we get to the restaurant. Did anyone see either Sean or Riva on Kate’s
floor at any time?”


“Not
that I know of,” said Cindy, “but I got a chance to look at Kate’s Facebook
page. It was filled with the announcement of her engagement. She seemed
delighted and thrilled. There are lots of messages she got in return. Most were
happy, sending congratulations. But, some felt funny about it, said she’d only
recently broken up with Sean. It seems as if Kate had been hurt by the breakup.
Some people even suggested that her relationship with Clay could be on the
rebound.”


Mattheus
started walking more slowly. Cindy felt him digesting the details, putting the
puzzle together in his mind.


“Sean’s
date, Riva, also sent a few emails to Clay,” Cindy added. “She said she was
sorry and offered support.” 


“Nice,”
said Mattheus.


 “Maybe
nice, but a little odd. Riva didn’t mention a thing about Sean in her emails,”
said Cindy.


 “Did
Sean write to Clay himself?” Mattheus asked.


“Not
that I saw,” said Cindy. “I’ve got a lot more to go over in Kate’s computer.”


“Police
gave me all the passwords we need to get onto both of their pages, and into
their email,” said Mattheus. 


Cindy
was relieved. “Wonderful.”


“I’ve
been checking Clay online,” Mattheus said as they approached the restaurant he’d
chosen, a charming, adobe, outdoor café, with a few tables available outside.


He
and Cindy immediately sat down at a table and continued to process what they’d
found.


“I
haven’t finished with everything,” Mattheus continued, “but right now Clay
seems fine. He graduated from a fine university in the South, top of his class,
had a great reputation and was editor of the yearbook. He went on to graduate
school and now works for his father’s firm as a chemist.”


Cindy
was impressed and not surprised. Clay had seemed like a person of substance
from the moment she saw him.


“There’s
not too much on his Facebook page or social media,” Mattheus continued. “A few
friends, pictures of his parents, dog, and plenty of quotes from some writers
he likes. Could be a bookworm? Not sure. Don’t see much about past
relationships, either.  At least not online. Could be he’s just a private guy.”


Cindy
sighed, “Not much to grab onto.”


“A
bit of a loner, maybe?” Mattheus said. “Don’t see lots of his friends
contacting him now, either.”


“Or
could be he’s just in shock,” said Cindy, “and hasn’t contacted them.  Did you
check his email correspondence with Kate?” 


“Not
yet, there’s a lot to do here,” said Mattheus. “You can do that. Let me call
the police now and tell them that Sean and Riva are right here under our nose.”


Just
as Mattheus was opening his phone to call, to Cindy’s surprise, Rod and Spike
drove up to the restaurant in red mopeds.


“Hey,
look who’s here,” Mattheus was surprised, and closed his phone. “You guys
following us, or what? I was just about to put in a call to you.”


Rod
and Spike got off their bikes, parked it, came over and sat down.


“Seems
like we can’t go out for a bite without you guys turning up,” said Cindy. “How
did you know we were here?”


Rod
laughed. “It’s not hard to track of you two. How many hot looking detectives do
you think we have in town? People think you’re movie stars or something.
Anyway, it’s better for us to talk in person if possible, so we can go into
details on the spot. And, we have something to show you that might clinch the
case for all we know.”


“Shoot,”
said Mattheus as they were all seated.


“Medical
examiner’s report is in,” Spike started, “body showed no sign of struggle.
Injuries consistent with a fall from patio. “


Cindy
and Mattheus sat on the edge of their seats.


“No
drugs, a little alcohol, not much. The only fingerprints on the body belonged
to Clay – which made sense since they’d been together all evening. Physical
evidence points only to suicide,” Spike concluded. “What say you?”


“So
far no evidence of her being depressed,” Mattheus interjected. “From the looks
of it she was happy that night.”


 “Kate’s
ex-boyfriend and his date are still at the hotel,” Cindy burst in. “You know
about them?”


“What’s
to know?” Rod slowly ran his hand over his head. “If I kept track of all the ex’s
of the people who came to our hotels I’d be stark raving nuts by now.”


“Kate
and Sean broke up a short time ago,” Cindy spoke heatedly. “Seems he cheated on
her with a girl named Riva. They’re both at the hotel now.”


“If
I kept a record of all the people here who cheated,” Rod continued.


“Sean
wanted to get back together with Kate, but she would have none of it,” Cindy
kept going.


“It’s
an old story. I heard it a thousand times. You got to have more than that,”
said Spike, bored.


“I
saw Sean and Riva join Kate and Clay at their table in the dining room the
night she was killed,” Cindy insisted. “She was surprised to see him. Was he
trailing her?”


“Pure
conjecture,” Spike insisted.


“Listen,
I have something much more relevant,” said Rod, stopping Cindy. “It’s evidence
for  suicide.” Then Rod nodded to Spike, who pulled a crumbled paper out of his
vest. “Show the note we found to Cindy,” Rod said.


Spike
handed Cindy the crumbled paper that was torn at the edges. 


“We
were going through the evidence we’d collected from their room, and this turned
up. It was stuffed in her wastepaper basket.  Read it,” said Rod.


Cindy
smoothed out the note carefully. It had been written in a shaky hand.


Sean,
this is the last time I’m writing to you, but there’s nothing else I can do. I’m
sorry to be doing this so soon, I never wanted to hurt you, I still care and I
always will. I had to move on fast, I just had to. I couldn’t stand thinking
about you all the time and living without you. And, the thought of you with
Riva, was too much for me. I couldn’t go back with you after that. I hope you
understand what I’m doing now. And, I hope you realize you’ll always have my
love. Kate.


Cindy
stared at the note, her hand trembling as she read. The note had been crumpled
up, ripped and thrown away. Kate had never sent it. Sean never received it,
either.


“Sounds
like a suicide note to me,” Spike said softly. “It’s the evidence we’ve been
looking for.”


Cindy
wasn’t ready to concede. “But Sean’s down here now with his girl, Riva. We’ve
got to find out more about them.”


Rod
looked at Cindy with a little gleam in his eye. “It’s easy to see why you have
the reputation you do,” he conceded. “You won’t let any little thing pass by.”


“Having
the ex-boyfriend and his date here is not a little thing,” said Cindy.


“I
agree,” Mattheus chimed in. “Before you tie it up and call it a suicide, we at
least need time to talk to him and look into his background. The girl’s family
deserves it. It’s gonna be awful to live with the idea that their daughter
ended her life.”


“Will
they live with it any better if they find out that someone killed her?” Rod
grumbled.


“They
might,” said Cindy, “takes some guilt away.”


“So,
take a little time,” Spike conceded. “If this guy and his girlfriend are at the
hotel, go talk to them, check their background. It won’t take long for you to
agree with us.











CHAPTER
10


 


 


Rod
and Spike finished lunch and took off, leaving the crumpled note with Cindy.
The feel of it in her hand made her uneasy. It was almost as if Kate were right
here, touching her gently, speaking to her. Cindy felt both sadness and anxiety
etched in every line on the page. But what was Kate really saying? The note
could be read in different ways. Was she warning of a suicide? Was Cindy holding
proof of that in her hand? Or was the note a love note, a final good bye to
Sean, before Kate went forward with Clay? Cindy intuitively felt there was much
more to this than anyone now had any idea of. It just didn’t make sense that
Kate would commit suicide after posting on about her engagement on Facebook, and
being so thrilled about it.  Something in Cindy said it wasn’t so.


But,
in all truth, Cindy hadn’t really given the possibility of suicide careful
exploration.  After seeing Kate the night before, the whole idea seemed outlandish
to her. But even so, she knew she had to consider it. She also needed to speak
with Kate’s mother and Carl. This could be the perfect time to do both.


After
lunch, Mattheus decided to go back to the station with the cops and use their
computers to continue the investigation. He enjoyed ferretting up odd
information that brought new light to dark corners, was good at it. Right now
they needed something like that badly, or else it looked as though the case
would labeled suicide and quickly closed. Mattheus and Cindy planned to catch
up after he spent a few hours investigating, and then go together to interview
Sean.


After
Mattheus and the police left, Cindy sat alone at the café, reading the note
over and over. When was this written exactly? What was Kate thinking at the
time? If she still loved Sean so much, why was she getting engaged to Clay?
Cindy wanted so badly to speak to Kate directly, but her young life had been
cut off at the pass. She would have to rely on what she could learn from those
Kate was close to. 


Cindy
took her phone to call Carl. He was easier to talk to than Tyra. Cindy wanted
to see both of them in person, show them Kate’s note and see what they had to
say.


The
phone rang and Carl picked up immediately, happy to hear from Cindy.


“We
were just wondering where you were and how things were progressing,” Carl said
as soon as he heard Cindy’s voice. 


“I’m
in town right now,” said Cindy, “on Orjeanstadt Sreet.”


“Perfect,”
Carl responded, “You’re probably a few steps away from us.  Can you find your
way to Taylor’s Bar and join us there? It’s in the center of everything.”


“I’m
coming right over,” Cindy quickly replied.


*


Tyra
and Carl sat at the bar drinking as Cindy walked in. The moment Carl saw her,
he got up, went to her, put his arm around her waist, and guided her to the
empty seat they had waiting. 


Tyra
put her drink down as Cindy approached. Her eyes were swollen and her face
blotchy, probably from a mixture of drinking and crying. 


“Oh
God, it’s so good to see you again,” Tyra breathed.


Cindy
gave her a hug, “Good to see you, too,” she said. 


 


“We
needed to get away a few minutes,” Carl said, explaining what they were doing here
as he pulled out the seat for Cindy. “Endless calls, emails, reporters and family
on their way down to give us support.”


Cindy
was curious about what other family they had. Carl was certainly an unusually
attentive brother and uncle. She looked at him for a long moment and wondered
what his life was like, what he did for a living. He was certainly a strikingly
handsome man. Was he with someone? Where was she? And, of course, Cindy hadn’t
heard a word about Kate’s dad yet.


“How’s
Kate’s dad?” Cindy couldn’t help but ask.


“Not
good,” Carl shook his head slowly.


“He’s
in the hotel room breaking down,” Tyra added in a quivering tone. “I’ve never
seen him this bad. He definitely has moods, of course, but now he won’t’ get up
off his chair.”


“Understandable,”
said Cindy softly.


“No
it isn’t,” Tyra’s eyes shot sparks, “nothing is understandable. Especially my
husband, Wendell.”


“Take
it easy, Tyra,” Carl was patting her arm.


“It’s
too much for me to see him like this when we need him so much now,” Tyra seemed
at the edge of tears. “I told him to man up, but he’s blocking me out again.”


“He’ll
come around,” said Cindy softly.


“Says
who?” Tyra suddenly looked flaming mad. “Has he ever once come around when I
truly needed him?”


Carl
turned to Cindy and smiled. “Family matters,” he tried to make light of it, “who
doesn’t have to deal with them?”


Cindy
felt a surge of admiration for him. She wondered how Tyra would have managed if
her brother hadn’t been there.


“It’s
important for us to talk to Kate’s dad,” Cindy said.


“You
can try if you want,” Tyra shot up, “but keep Mattheus out of it. Go yourself.
Wendell doesn’t take well to men probing him.”


Cindy
decided to schedule that meeting as soon as possible. Right now Carl and Tyra’s
feelings were so raw she wondered if this was the time to show them the note
Kate had written to Sean before she died. But time was of the essence, she and
Mattheus had to gather as much information as they could. Or else the case
would shut down before it was ever opened.


 “How’s
the investigation going?” Carl asked then, re-focusing the meeting to where it
needed to go.


“We
found out about Kate’s ex-boyfriend, Sean,” Cindy started slowly.


“A
real winner,” Carl sneered. “You could have asked me about him right away.”


“We
didn’t know there was an ex-boyfriend in the picture,” Cindy replied lightly.


“When
a girl’s as beautiful as Kate, there’s always an ex-boyfriend around,” he said.
“She never lacked for attention.”


“Carl
never liked Sean,” Tyra filled in, as she took a long gulp of her drink. “I
thought Sean was alright, but Carl disagreed. In fact, he couldn’t stand him.”


Cindy
was taken aback. “That’s a pretty strong way to put it,” she said.


“Sean’s
a slippery guy and I saw it right away,” said Carl. “I told Kate that a
thousand times. I said, honey he’s not for you. I promise, you can do much
better.”


“Sounds
like she didn’t listen,” said Cindy.


 “Of
course she listened, what I said mattered a great deal to Kate. She listened
and said she was sorry that I didn’t like him. She hoped one day I would,” said
Carl.


“And
she just went right on seeing him as much as she liked,” Tyra piped in,
throwing her head back and looking up at the ceiling. “Kate was wonderful that
way, she could charm the life out of anyone, smile, chat, look obliging, but
then she just went right ahead and did what she wanted. I always said that
about her, but no one paid attention to me.”


“You’re
too hard on her Tyra,” Carl interjected, “you always were.”


“Not
hard enough,” Tyra insisted. “If I were this might never have happened.”


“How
long were Kate and Sean seeing each other?” Cindy asked, wanting to stay on
track.


“A
long time,” said Carl, “much too long. He was her high school sweetheart and it
went on and on.”


“He
was her prom date,” Tyra interrupted. “I had a bad feeling even back then.”


“Kate
was never really happy with him,” said Carl, “everyone knew that. It was always
one thing and then another, up and down, back and forth.  They’d get together
and then break up again, all through college and after. That’s a sign of
danger, I told her. If you knew how many times I begged her not to go back to
him.”


“What
do you mean a danger sign? Cindy was all over it. “Did he harm her?”


“I
don’t mean it like that,” said Carl. “I mean it’s a sign that the two of them
were not really meant for each other. Too much turbulence in their patterns, if
you know what I mean. Differences don’t usually get better, they get worse.
Sooner or later, the relationship breaks.  And, the longer it goes on, the
harder it hits.” Carl looked distressed as he spoke, as though he knew the
drill well, had been through it himself many times.


Sadly,
also had Cindy. “Why did Kate keep going back to Sean?” she asked.


“That’s
the real question, isn’t it?” said Carl, turning full face to Cindy and looking
into her eyes, deep down, way past the question. “If we had an answer to that
one, the world would be a different place, love would last -.”


“Love
lasts,” said Cindy in a small voice.


Carl
smiled and moved closer to her. “Really? For whom? When?”


For
a moment Cindy wanted to tell him about Clint, that she still loved him either
though he’d died. But, she stopped herself instantly. That was beyond the scope
of the conversation, and also it suddenly struck her, that she didn’t think of
talking about Mattheus that way.


“Kate
went back to Sean over and over because loved him,” Tyra chimed in, unabashed. “She
loved Sean wildly.”


Carl
winced.


“Carl
could never understand that,” Tyra continued, “but to me it was obvious. Kate
was never herself when she broke up with Sean. She’d go places, see friends,
was always popular, but part of her was always just waiting for them to get
back together again.”


 “I
don’t get it, never did,” Carl’s jaw clenched hard, “such a gorgeous girl, such
a beautiful heart, what the hell did she see in him? He was lousy at school,
dropped out of college, loved racing cars, hung out with a bunch of arrogant
losers.”


It
sounded gruesome to Cindy, like a strange kind of torture for Kate.


Tyra
put her hand on Carl’s now.


“I
did my best to stop it,” Carl continued, “I even tried to bribe her once.
Nothing worked.”


“Kate
loved you, Carl,” Tyra suddenly cried out, her voice breaking. “No one in the
world could have been a better uncle than you. It’s not your fault.  Some women
like guys who give them a hard time. They can’t help it. I’ve seen it before.”


Cindy
thought for a moment about her relationship with Mattheus, also up and down,
wonderful and then troublesome. Was that a sign of danger? There was certainly
a fascination about it though. It never got boring, that was for sure. 


“Okay,
tell us, what did you find out about Kate and Sean?” Carl wanted to know more. 


Cindy
was relieved to get back on track. “People on Kate’s Facebook page mentioned
that she and Sean had recently broken up, had even come close to getting
engaged.”


“Thank
God that never happened,” said Carl nervously.


“That
would have been better than this,” Tyra interrupted.


“Some
said that Kate had been really hurt by the recent breakup,” Cindy continued. “They
wondered why she was getting engaged to someone else so fast.” 


“They
wondered? What about us?” Tyra couldn’t seem to absorb the idea. “Kate
never once said a word to any of us that she was getting engaged.”


That
was definitely jarring, no doubt about it.


 “You’re
sure of that?” asked Cindy. “Kate didn’t mention it to you either, Carl?”


“No,
she didn’t,” Carl shook his head. “It came as a shock.”


“Did
she mention Clay at all?” Cindy continued.


“Very
little,” Tyra shrugged. “I knew she was emailing with someone online, but that’s
what they all do, isn’t it?”


“Just
emailing?” asked Cindy.


“Kate
said she met someone online who wrote wonderful emails and sometimes sent her
poems. She looked forward to reading them, it made her feel better. I vaguely
knew he came up to Long Island to meet her a few times and they went out on some
dates,” said Tyra. “Kate didn’t say much about their dates, either. He was just
someone from out of town. It didn’t seem important.”


“Have
you met him yet?” asked Cindy.


Tyra
covered her face with her hands and started crying. “I haven’t, I can’t. It’s
too awful.”


Cindy
turned to Carl. “Did Kate mention that she dated Clay to you?” Cindy asked.


“Yes,”
Carl said somberly. “Frankly, I was glad that someone else had caught her
interest. I never met him, but it sounded was good. He seemed stable enough,
did well in school, worked for his father’s company. They didn’t actually meet
or start emailing until after she and Sean broke up. Sean cheated on Kate with a
girl in town, Riva. A piece of trash.”


“Carl!”
Tyra was disturbed. “Don’t call her that. You don’t know her.”


“Riva
and Sean hurt Kate,” Carl shot back. “What else can you expect from a slimy
guy? The cheating was what did it. It was finally too much for Kate. She didn’t
sleep for three nights. Then when she met Clay he wrote to her all day long.  She
started to feel better, was able to sleep again at night. It kept her mind
occupied, she looked forward to hearing from him.”


“I
have something that will surprise you,” Cindy said slowly then.


“What?”
Both of them turned to her, expectant.


“The
police gave me a note they found in Kate’s wastebasket.  She wrote it to Sean before
she died,” Cindy said, taking the crumpled paper out of her pocket and
smoothing it out again.


Both
Carl and Tyra stared at the paper.


“What
did she say?” asked Tyra, alarmed. 


“Read
it yourself,” Cindy held it out as Carl leapt forward and grabbed it, his face
puckering as he read every word. 


“She’ll
always love him, what garbage!” Carl exclaimed as he came to the note’s
end.


Tyra
grabbed the note and read it next. “She loved him. That’s how she felt,” Tyra
insisted. “It wasn’t a lie.”


“It
sounds like a good bye note,” Cindy said quietly, fishing to see how Carl and
Tyra would respond.


Tyra
began sobbing again. “She still loved him, she was still suffering,” she
whimpered.


“There’s
nothing new there,” Carl’s face darkened. “Telling the idiot she loved him
again and again. What was there about him to love? Why didn’t she send the note
to him?”


“She
may have,” said Tyra, “this might just be a one version. It’s all crumpled up,
the handwriting’s hard to make out. She probably wrote it again on a fresh
piece of paper.  If I know her, she did. Always begging him back, one way or
another.”


“It’s
an odd note to write the night you get engaged,” Cindy remarked. “The police are
taking it as a suicide note.”


Both
Carl and Tyra froze into silence.


“What
do you think?” Cindy’s probed.


“That’s
not possible,” Carl said in a husky tone. “I completely reject the possibility.
There was no reason for her to kill herself over this. She’d been through
breakups before.”


“But
she hadn’t gotten engaged to someone else before,” Cindy interrupted. “Kate
just got engaged to Clay and really wanted to be with Sean. Could be she was
desperate and didn’t know how to get out of the situation?”


“She
could always have called me,” Carl burst out. “She called me for everything,
all the time. I’ve gotten her out of worse situations.”


“But
she knew you couldn’t stand Sean,” Tyra interjected. “Maybe she thought you
wanted her to be with Clay.”


“Of
course I did,” Carl was shaking. “Anyone could see why.”


“Did
you know that Kate was coming down here to meet Clay for the week-end?” asked Cindy
pointedly.


“Of
course I knew,” said Carl. “I told her I thought it was a good idea. She needed
distraction. She needed help forgetting Sean.”


“You
knew? You knew? You never told me that,” Tyra began sobbing again.


“Did
you also know that Sean and Riva are both down at the hotel here, too?”


“What?”
Tyra jumped off her seat.


Carl
grew pale. “Are you sure about that?”


“Positive,”
said Cindy, “and did you hear that someone was yelling and banging on Kate’s
door late that night?”


“No,
I did not,” Carl’s face grew white. “Get the police on it, and you talk to that
bastard right away.”


“Sean
and Riva at the hotel? Why? What are they doing here?” Tyra could not be
consoled. “It’s awful. What if they ran into Kate and Clay, what a nightmare
for everybody.”


“Get
right on this, Cindy,” Carl demanded, “you’re terrific, you’ve gotten to the
heart of the matter. Suicide, my ass.  If Sean and Riva are here that could be
the answer to our questions. It could lock things up.”


“I
am on it,” Cindy replied, as Carl stared at her, half admiringly, half afraid.
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As
Cindy walked back to the hotel from the bar, she noticed the sky clouding over again
and winds blowing up. It was unusual in Aruba for the clouds to keep returning.
Usually the sun was constant and strong. Cindy wanted to get back to the hotel
quickly and freshen up before she and Mattheus met with Sean. The police had
called and informed him that they were coming and he was waiting for them. It
seemed strange to Cindy that no one had spoken to Sean yet. She wanted to proceed
wisely.


 Cindy
thought about having seen Sean briefly at Kate’s table the night before she
died. She realized that the girl he’d brought with him was Riva, the one he’d
cheated on Kate with. Sean had seemed agitated that night and now Cindy
realized why. But why would be bring Riva along to talk to Kate? It seemed
unnecessarily heartless, shoving their relationship in Kate’s face. It certainly
didn’t bode well for Sean.  As Cindy thought dwelt upon it, she felt uneasy
about seeing him again.  


As
soon as she walked into the hotel, Cindy checked for messages at the desk. The
clerk tapped his hands on the counter and then pointed to a couple sitting on a
settee a few feet away. 


Cindy
turned and saw a striking, middle aged couple, sat on the edge of their seats,
eagerly.


“They’re
waiting for you,” the clerk said in a hushed tone, “Mr. and Mrs. Peters over
there.” 


 Cindy
looked over. The minute the couple saw her looking at them, the two of them got
up, smoothed out their clothing, and walked to the desk. The woman was svelte,
with a perfect figure, dressed in a mauve linen summer suit and the man was
attractive, and well groomed, with thick, sandy, wavy hair. The two of them
looked as though they’d traveled the world together. 


“Cindy
Blaine?” the woman reached out to shake Cindy’s hand. There was a stony
composure about her that made Cindy feel as though she were in disarray.


“Yes?”
asked Cindy, at first not realizing who they were, “can I help you?”


“I
certainly hope so,” the man said without hesitation. “Margaret and Dan Peters
here, Clay’s parents. Our plane just arrived a little while ago.”


Cindy
felt oddly startled. “So glad to meet you,” she said.


The
two of them stood before her unswerving, like a granite mountain.


“Our
son is totally innocent,” Dan pronounced immediately, staring at Cindy
pointedly. “The police will not give us any confirmation of this, or anything.”


“Your
son hasn’t been charged with anything,” Cindy answered professionally, feeling put
on the spot.” 


“Let’s
not play with technicalities,” Dan spoke intensely. “My son’s been through a
horrendous nightmare. He doesn’t deserve this. He’s an incredible young man.”


“I’m
sure he is,” Cindy said promptly, “no one has suggested otherwise.”


“He’s
the focus of the investigation though, isn’t he?” Margaret said, taking her
husband’s stiff hand in hers.  


“It’s
routine to focus on the person who last saw the victim alive,” Cindy said
softly.


“Supposedly,”
said Dan abruptly, the muscle under his eye twitching. “There’s no evidence
that Clay was the last person to see her alive, though, is there? How can they
be certain that someone didn’t break into the room while Clay was asleep?”


“We
have no idea how it even happened that the two of them were sharing a room,” Margaret
said, her face growing paler. “That is not Clay’s typical behavior.”


Cindy
was taken aback. Were Clay’s parents living in their own world? Clay was over
thirty.


 “It’s
not unusual for young men and women to go away for the week-end and share a
room,” Cindy said gently.


“We
knew nothing at all about this young woman, nothing,” Margaret spoke without
taking a breath. “Then we learn that Clay was away in a hotel with her and they
became engaged? After that she fell to her death the very next morning? The
whole thing is preposterous. The paper said Clay met her over the internet. I
don’t believe it. It never happened. It’s a setup, a complete scam. Someone is framing
Clay.”


“It’s
not hard to see why our son would be prey to scams like this, either,” Dan went
on. “Clay hasn’t ever dated much. He isn’t the kind who’s familiar with women
and their schemes. He’s always been close to his mother.”


“Too
close perhaps,” Margaret said through pursed lips, “but there certainly hasn’t
been anyone else in his life.”


“Have
the police researched our son carefully?” Dan stepped in. “He’s always been a
complete gentleman, had the best grades in school, graduated top of his class, amazing
writer, editor of the school paper. He’s quiet and thoughtful - and now this! Here
he is in the middle of a sordid situation with a young woman we never even
knew. I doubt he even knew her.”


“Oh,
he knew her alright,” Margaret chimed in. “I’ve seen the photos of them
together on the web.”


Dan
scraped his throat roughly. “Well, they may have gotten together in this hotel
for a few hours for nefarious reasons. But that’s it.”


“Like
what?” Margaret resented that.


“Sex,
dear,” he said. “The girl probably lured Clay in for reasons of her own, a romp
in the sack. With a high price to pay.”


“Not
Clay,” Margaret said bitterly as two red spots rose on her face.


“Clay
and Kate just became engaged,” Cindy said quietly. “They were planning a life
together. She announced it to all her friends.” Cindy felt a need to protect
Kate’s memory, to keep her from being reviled from those who would have become
her new family, her future in-laws.


 “Engaged?”
Margaret’s voice grew shrill. “Clay would never have become engaged to someone
without asking what I thought of her. He just wouldn’t. That’s not Clay.”


“Sometimes
we don’t know our own children or the ones we’re closest to,” said Cindy.


Dan
would have none of that.  “Preposterous, both Margaret and I know our son
thoroughly.  We have an excellent relationship. I see Clay every day, he works
for me. There is nothing hidden between us. Nothing at all.”


“Have
you seen Clay here yet?” Cindy asked softly.


“Of
course we have,” Margaret burst in. “He’s not himself, but how could he be? He’s
confused, rambling, imagining things. Keeps saying how much Kate loved him. I
said, Kate who? He said Kate, Kate, and opened the computer to show me her
picture online, and all the messages they’d sent and received. 


“I
looked at her and said who is she Clay? She’s a stranger to me,” said Margaret.
“Then he looked at me and said look at the pictures of us together, Kate loved
me. It was positively horrifying.”


“I
can only imagine,” said Cindy.


“Clay
told us that Kate’s family hired private detectives to find out more about how
she died,” Dan interjected.


“Yes,
they did,” said Cindy, “that’s understandable, isn’t it?”


“No,
it isn’t,” said Margaret. “What have detectives got to do with this?”


“Either
the girl jumped on her own, or she was killed, “said Dan. “And our poor son had
to be the one to find her like that in the morning. But what else does it have
to do with him? They were strangers, absolutely strangers.”


“Strangers
who became engaged,” said Cindy.


“No
one has proved that yet,” Dan insisted, “a few messages on Facebook doesn’t
prove anything.”


“The
girl was obviously seriously disturbed,” Margaret continued. “She created some
kind of web around Clay, sucked him right into it. He was helpless to say no.”


“Clay
doesn’t seem like the helpless kind,” Cindy responded, “and they weren’t
strangers. Seems they had quite an internet correspondence going, and they’d
also met in person a few times.”


“Have
you read their correspondence?” Dan asked quickly.


“Not
yet,” said Cindy.


“Well,
you don’t know him then,” Margaret’s voice became more strident. “Clay could
become helpless at times, he’s so trusting, poetic, only wants to see the best.
Sometimes he becomes terribly disappointed with the way this world is. He and I
have talked about it.”


Dan
then took a step closer to Cindy. “Back away from Clay,” he said. “He’s having
a hard enough time enough as it is now.”


“What
makes you think I’m moving in on Clay?” Cindy shot right back at him.


“I
didn’t say you were moving in on him, I just said back away,” Dan corrected
himself. “We’re going to have a long talk with Clay tonight and get straight
about everything - how he met the girl, what he was doing down here with her,
and why he never said a word to us.”


“That’s
wonderful,” said Cindy, “and when you find out, I hope you’ll let me and my
partner know.”


*


Dan
and Margaret Peters left quickly to return to their son, and Cindy took the
elevator up to her room. It seemed they felt that Cindy was their enemy and she
wondered why? Was there something they were hiding about Clay, or was it just
the shock of finding their son engaged to someone they’d never met. And then
finding that young woman suddenly dead. It all had to be overwhelming for them.


Cindy
got to her room and went into the bathroom to shower and change. She turned on
the shower and let the hot water beat down on her back, soothing and refreshing
her. She stood like that for a long time, until she heard someone come to the
bathroom door.


“Let’s
get going Cindy,” it was Mattheus. Cindy hadn’t heard him come in. “Sean’s in
the gym and he’s expecting us.”


Cindy
had half hoped that Mattheus would come all the way into the bathroom to find
her, that they’d have a moment or two for themselves. Right now she needed the
comfort of being alone with him, spending a little while in his arms. But it
was true, once the energy of a case got going it took on a life of its own.
Before long it ran rough shod over all personal feelings and desires.


Cindy
quickly got out of the shower, dried off and pulled on a brightly printed, silk
summer dress with sprays of hand painted tropical flowers on it. Then she went
out to greet Mattheus.


He
looked at her slowly for a moment and whistled.


 “Fabulous”
he said, “sexy, enticing, inviting.”


Cindy
laughed. “Maybe we could find a way to take some time to ourselves, in between
interviews,” she snuggled up to him.


Mattheus
raised his eyebrows and smiled. “Not so easy is it?” he said.


“Who
said it has to be easy?” said Cindy. “After we talk to Sean and Riva, and go
through Kate and Clay’s online correspondence, we should be able to grab some
time. Don’t you think so?”  Cindy felt eager to be closer to Mattheus again.


“Everything
is possible, anything can happen,” said Mattheus, backing slightly away. “We
could even get a few hours to go kite boarding at Fisherman’s Hut. But first we’ve
got to focus and get the basics under our belt. There’s a lot to do and time is
short.”


Cindy
knew he was right and greatly appreciated his dedication.


“That’s
what first made me fall in love you with Mattheus,” she said, playfully.


“In
love with me?” He truly looked surprised. “What made you feel that way?” 


“The
fact that you care about what you’re doing, and do it with all your heart.”


Mattheus
took a few steps back, held Cindy at arms distance and smiled. “That’s what intrigues
me about you,” he murmured, “the way things go up and down with us, high tide, low
tide.”


“It’s
natural, isn’t it?” asked Cindy.


“Maybe,”
Mattheus replied, “but also a bit dangerous.”


“Dangerous?”
the word struck at Cindy. 


“Yes,”
Mattheus said softly, “it can be rough and confusing never knowing what’s
coming next.” 









CHAPTER
12


 


 


Cindy
felt put in her place as she and Mattheus left their room and went straight to
the gym on the third floor.


“Sean’s
waiting for us there,” Mattheus mentioned as they got into the elevator. “It’s
high time someone talked to him.”


“What
did you find out about him so far?” Cindy asked, switching into professional
mode.


“Not
much yet,” said Mattheus, “I’ve been busy investigating Kate and Clay and their
families first. Nothing worth reporting. Everything with them is on the up and
up. They both come from terrific families, had everything they ever needed.
There’s nothing in either of their backgrounds that would lead to this.”


The
elevator door slid open and Cindy and Mattheus walked down the hall to the gym
at the end. They walked through large double doors and Cindy looked around. The
gym was a huge and well equipped with big glass windows, overlooking the ocean.
Right now it was practically empty with a few people on treadmills and a guy
doing weights.


“We’re
here to talk to Sean McKenzie,” Mattheus said to the young woman who was sitting
at the front table. “He’s expecting us.”


“Yes,
he told me to tell you he’s boxing in the back,” she said, casually, as if the
visit were the most natural thing in the world.


Mattheus
nodded and Cindy glanced around. Two punching bags hung down at the end of the room
with someone in the distance, skirting around. It had to be Sean.


“He’s
over there,” Cindy motioned to Mattheus.


“Figures
the guy would be punching something out,” said Mattheus.


“There’s
all kinds of ways to get frustration out,” said Cindy. “Don’t be too quick on
the draw.”


Mattheus
smiled, put his arm around Cindy and hugged her for a second.


“Okay,
I won’t,” he said. “And I hope you’re not upset with what I said a little while
ago.”


Even
though she knew what he was talking about, Cindy pretended she didn’t. There
was no reason to make a big deal about it now.


 
“What did you say?” she asked lightly.


“About
our relationship changing all the time, high tide and low tide,” Mattheus
reminded her.


Cindy
laughed. “Oh yes, you said it was dangerous.”


“It
can be dangerous when the tide comes in and you’re not expecting it,” Mattheus
joked back.


“Life
is dangerous, Mattheus,” Cindy said then, “but it’s also amazing. Low tide is
beautiful and high tide is too.”


“Yeah,”
he replied, “as long as you’re not thrown up against the rocks by it. As long
as you’re not found dead on the pavement early in the morning right after you
just got engaged.”


“Even
that,” Cindy responded, “it’s amazing, too. It’s worth the risk, isn’t it?”


Mattheus
looked at her and smiled, impressed.  “You’re right,” he said. “Forget it, I
mouth off sometimes.” Then he zeroed in as they approached the figure in the
back, now punching the boxing bags for all he was worth.


As
Cindy and Mattheus came closer, Sean wiped the sweat off his face with the back
of his arm, tossed his dark hair off his forehead, and looked up at them.


“What
brings you two here?” he started, his feet still dancing around.


“How
about we go and sit and the bench near the window?” Mattheus started.


“I
like it here,” said Sean.


Mattheus
took a step closer. “It’s better to sit at the window,” he repeated.


“Have
it your way,” said Sean, joining them and sitting down.


Cindy
looked out at the vast sky behind them, and the surf rolling up on the shore.
The day was still cloudy and unsettled, just like the case, she thought.


“We
hear you and Kate knew each other for a long time,” Mattheus started.


A
swift look of pain crossed Sean’s face, “Yeah,” he said. “I’m surprised the
cops didn’t come and talk to me sooner.”


“Me
too,” said Cindy. 


“You
guys aren’t the police?” asked Sean, quickly.


“We’re
private detectives,” said Cindy.


“Working
for who?” Sean seemed more nervous.


“We
were hired by Kate’s family,” Mattheus said.


“It
figures,” said Sean. 


“It
was a good move by them, don’t you think?” asked Cindy. “I mean you want to
find out what happened to Kate, too, right?”


The
question threw Sean off balance. “Do I want to find out? What kind of question
is that? You better believe I want to know exactly what happened. But, it’s
obvious, isn’t it?”


“Nothing
is obvious in a criminal case,” Mattheus responded tartly.


“Now
it’s a criminal case?” Sean flared up. “I heard on the radio they were calling
it suicide.”


“That’s
one of the possibilities,” Mattheus put his face close to Sean’s. He was
obviously trying to unnerve him, get him to spill whatever was on his mind. “But
it’s not definite yet.”


Strangely
enough, Sean seemed relieved that the case wasn’t settled.


 “Good,”
he said, “I can’t imagine that it was suicide. Kate wasn’t like that.”


“We
heard that Kate was suffering pretty badly after you guys broke up,” Cindy
intervened. 


Sean
straightened up and looked over at her. “We broke up and got together a
thousand times,” he said, his voice huskier. “We never broke up for good.”


“This
time you did, though,” said Mattheus, grimly.


Sean
seemed punched in the belly by that. “I didn’t think it was for good,” he
replied. “I tried to get back with her. She was giving me a hard time, just wouldn’t
do it.”


“Was
this the first time she wouldn’t?” asked Cindy.


“Sometimes
she said she wouldn’t,” Sean continued, “but she always did. We just waited it
out, missed each other, said we were sorry and promised things would be good
this time. Then we got back together.”


“Kate
said she was sorry or just you?” asked Mattheus, his face darkening. This
interview was obviously upsetting him. It was easy to see he didn’t like Sean,
or believe what he was telling him.


“Yeah,
sometimes Kate was sorry,” Sean answered fitfully. “Why? You think I was the
only one who ever did something wrong?”


“Were
you?” asked Mattheus.


“Hell,
no,” Sean threw his hair back off his forehead ahead and stared down Mattheus. “You
think she was some kind of angel or something?”


Cindy
could suddenly see why Kate had been so attracted to Sean. He was very good
looking and had a tough, animal energy that didn’t back down. On the surface he
and Kate seemed very different. It must have been a perfect balance between
them.”


“What
did Kate do wrong, Sean?” Cindy broke in. “How did she hurt you?”


Sean
swallowed hard. “It’s about time someone asked me that,” he started, “everyone
always said I was the bad guy, but I wasn’t. Kate had her moods, believe me.
She could be warm one minute and cold as ice the next. It got to me. I hated
it. Some of my friends even finally said she enjoyed playing me.”


“What
do you mean playing you?” asked Mattheus, alerted.


“They
said Kate enjoyed seeing me need her, dangling me on the edge of a string,” said
Sean. 


“She
did that?” asked Mattheus, his eyes narrowing.


“Sometimes
she did,” said Sean.


“That
must have pissed you off, big time,” said Mattheus.


“And
what did you do about it?” Cindy interrupted.


“I
told you, when I had enough, we broke up. Or, when she was sick of me, we took
a break. Then we missed each, talked it over and got back together again. It
was an old story. Everyone knew it. Ask anyone you want.”


“There’s
no getting back now, though, is there?” asked Mattheus.


Sean
looked as though it had just hit him.


“Did
you also bring other girls you were dating to see Kate?” Mattheus asked, trying
to smoke him out.


Sean
lurched up, ran over to the boxing bags, and began dancing around them again.


“Get
back here, Sean, sit down on the bench,” Mattheus ordered.


“I
never brought any other girl to see her, ever,” cried Sean. “I never cheated on
Kate before, ever.”


“You
two were broken up when you went out with Riva?” asked Mattheus.


“Yes,
we were,” Sean seemed sadder.


“So,
it wasn’t cheating exactly, was it?” Mattheus said.


Sean’s
eyes opened wide. “You can say that again,” he shouted. “That’s what I told her
again and again. I said I was sorry and it wasn’t cheating. We were broken up.”


“She
didn’t buy it though, did she?” Mattheus kept the pressure up.


“No,
she didn’t,” said Sean, “no matter what I said, she refused to forgive me. She
wouldn’t even talk. That’s why I brought Riva with me. I wanted her to tell
Kate exactly when we got together, that it was after Kate and I broke up.”


“I
saw you and Riva at Kate’s table in the dining room, the night she died,” said
Cindy abruptly, shifting the tone of the conversation and throwing Sean off
balance.


Sean
spun around. “What the hell do you mean you saw me there?” He was
discombobulated.


“Mattheus
and I just happened to be having dinner at the table next to Kate’s.”


“Yeah,
I believe that, like I believe a horse became a fish and started to swim,” Sean
spit out.


“It’s
true though,” said Cindy.


“Kate’s
uncle put you up it? He told you to go sit there next to her table? “asked Sean.


“Not
at all,” said Cindy. “We sat there before we ever met Kate’s uncle. It was the
night before she died.”


“I
don’t believe a word of this,” Sean growled.


“Okay,”
Mattheus moved in on him fiercely. “You let us know whatever you got, right
now. None of this looks good for you, buddy.”


Sean
punched his fists against the wall then. “Nothing ever looks good for me, does
it?” he murmured. “I’m used to it.”


“Tell
us what you know,” Mattheus insisted.


“I
told you the truth, like it or not,” Sean spoke faster, scared. “When I knocked
at her door and yelled that night, it made me crazy to think that Kate was in
there with someone else. Crazy. How dare she? I knocked and begged her to come
back! I banged at the door, but she didn’t answer. No one did. It was dead
quiet inside.”


Cindy
froze, unmoving.  Sean had just admitted that it was him banging at the door
and yelling. That was huge. It opened a new window for them. She and Mattheus
had to let the police know about this immediately. The police would have to
take Sean in for questioning, they wouldn’t be able to wrap up the case up as a
suicide so fast.


“When
you knocked on the door, was she already dead?” Mattheus’s eyes squinted. That
was shocking information for him as well.


“How
the hell do I know?” Sean looked like he was about to gag. “No one answered.
There was not a sound inside. Who knows who this guy she was with really is? Who
knows what he did to her?”


“There’s
absolutely no evidence in Clay’s past that points to anything suspicious,” said
Mattheus. 


“Kate
met him online,” said Cindy, wanting more from Sean.


Sean
put his hands over his ears. “I know she did. I don’t want to hear any more
about him.”


“Where
did you meet Riva?” Cindy asked.


“Both
Kate and I knew her a long time,” said Sean, suddenly looking like a scared kid.
“Riva went to school with us. She’s from a poor family and hung out with a
different crowd.”


“It
must have been awful for Kate to see Riva here with you,” Cindy insisted.


“Yeah,
that’s right,” Sean’s face curled up in a look of contempt, “and it was awful
for me to see her with that guy. He wasn’t her type anyway. Seemed like some
kind of boring stiff, if you asked me.”


“Okay,”
Mattheus said, disgusted. “We’re going to have to call this in, Sean. You told
us yourself you were the one banging on Kate’s door.”


“Sure
I was, but so what?” Sean yelled.


“People
on Kate’s floor reported they heard someone banging on the door and yelling,”
Mattheus said. “No one said they saw who it was though.”


“That’s
not true,” Sean spit out. “Someone at the end of the hall on the right side
opened their door and looked at me. A lady in a pink bathrobe.”


“You’re
sure of that?” asked Mattheus.


“Positive.
She kept saying, be quiet, so I turned and looked at her. About thirty years
old.”


“We’ll
check it out,” said Cindy.


“What
difference does it make, anyway?” asked Sean. “Kate never opened her door. I
never got in to see her.”


“That’s
what you say,” said Mattheus.


Sean
took a few steps back, suddenly shocked. “You guys think I’m involved? You
think I did it?”


“We
got motive here,” said Mattheus.


“You
got to be crazy,” Sean started yelling, as the veins in his neck stuck out. “I
loved Kate, ask anyone.  I made a mistake when I cheated on her. I told her I
was sorry, and I was. I even told Riva. Riva understood. But Kate wouldn’t
forgive me, though. She put me through hell.”


“So
you took your revenge, didn’t you?” asked Mattheus, closing in.


“Never,”
breathed Sean. “I said forgive me, forgive me, but she wouldn’t listen. If you
ask me, it’s her Uncle Carl’s fault. He wouldn’t let her. He made her start
dating right away. It’s his fault this happened. Not mine.”


Sean
stood there defiantly, as Mattheus took a few steps away, opened his phone and
called in what he found to the police.


“You
guys turning me in?” the look or horror that crossed Sean’s face upset Cindy.


“We’re
not turning you in,” Cindy said quietly. “We’re just letting the police know we
found out who was knocking at the door and yelling that night. It’s important
information.”


“Yeah,
everything’s important. But no one wants to do the real job, so they look for a
patsy to pin it on. And that’s me, isn’t it?” said Sean.


“No,
it isn’t you,” Cindy was stung. “And, Mattheus and I are doing the job. We’re exploring
every possibility.”


“Then
explore Kate’s family. Give them the once over. They’re a bunch of creeps,”
said Sean.


“I’ll
definitely look into it further,” said Cindy.


Sean
stepped back for a second and looked at her appreciatively. “You don’t seem
like a girl who’s a detective,” he said then in a small voice.


Cindy’s
heart clenched and went out to him. Of course it was possible that everything
he said was true, that Kate’s death had been a suicide, or that someone else
had done her in. And it was also clear that Sean was suffering as much or more
than any of them.


 Cindy
thought of the note from Kate she still had in her pocket, and pulled it out
quickly.


“Here,
take a look at this,” she said to Sean.


Sean
stepped back and didn’t take it. “What’s this? Another trap?”


“It’s
a note Kate wrote to you before she died,” said Cindy, “the police found it and
gave it to us.”


Sean’s
eyes opened wide and he shook his head, disbelieving. 


“Take
it, read it,” said Cindy.


 Sean
slowly took the note in his hands. As he started to read, his face crumpled and
his body suddenly shook with sobs.


“Oh
my God, my God, Kate,” he cried as he held the note close to him, “I love you,
too. I always have. Oh my God, what’s happened to you?”


“Did
she kill herself? Is it possible?” Cindy whispered.


“I
don’t know, I don’t know,” Sean’s sobs deepened. “Her whole family hates me,
except for her father. Talk to him too and see what he has to say.”











CHAPTER
13


 


 


After
speaking to Sean Cindy wanted to go immediately and talk to Kate’s father. She
knew that Mattheus had to stay with Sean until the police arrived to take him
in for questioning. She could go talk to Cindy’s father alone. It would be
better that way, anyway.


“This
does it,” Mattheus whispered to Cindy, as Sean went back to the punching bags.


“We
got our guy. He’s ready to bust. He himself admitted he was yelling at the
door. And there’s plenty of motive.”


“Don’t
be so sure about it, don’t be so quick,” Cindy retorted. There was something
about Sean that touched her. She wasn’t at all sure he was the one.  “There’s
absolutely no physical evidence.” 


“People
have been convicted on a lot less than we have,” said Mattheus. “I’ve got to
wait here with him until the police arrive. We can unwind a little after this.”


“While
you’re waiting with Sean, I’m going to talk to Kate’s father,” said Cindy. 


Mattheus
seemed surprised. Not much had been said about him. “Fine, and after you talk
to him, and the police take Sean in, you and I can take some time. How about a
hike through Arikok National Park?”


A
hike sounded good to Cindy. “Great, we’ll chill a bit and talk things over.”


“Chill
a lot,” smiled Mattheus. “This is it, I feel it. The pressure’s off now.”


The
pressure off? Cindy didn’t like that Mattheus had come to such a quick
conclusion. Was he just throwing the case to the wind because he’d found one
suspect? That wasn’t like him.


“I’m
not so sure at all,” she said.


“Not
so sure about what?” asked Mattheus, unnerved. “Not sure you want to take time
with me?” 


Cindy
was startled. “I’m not so sure we should take the pressure off,” she answered
quietly, “or that Sean’s our man.”


Mattheus
shook his head in disagreement. “So far, everything points to him,” he said.”I
know I need to investigate him further, and I will. Go talk to Kate’s father
and afterwards, we’ll meet and go for a hike at the Arikok National Park.”


“Sounds
like you’ve got it all planned out,” said Cindy. 


“Well,
shouldn’t I have?” Mattheus sounded snippy. “Did you think this case was going
to go on forever, that we wouldn’t get our time?”


“I
haven’t thought about it that way,” said Cindy.


“Cindy,”
Mattheus walked over and took her hands, “we’ve got our man, he’s a sleaze and
I’m personally seeing to it that the case closes up.”


Cindy
looked at him somewhat alarmed. She wasn’t sure what brought this on. Obviously
Sean stirred Mattheus up. Was it because Sean had brought another woman along
to confront Kate? Was it because he was still with Riva at the hotel? Cindy
wondered what made Mattheus dislike him so intensely. 


“We’ll
go for a hike and figure things out,” said Mattheus. “Balance is where it’s at.”



“Of
course that’s true,” said Cindy.


“I’m
glad we’re finally on the same page” said Mattheus. “So, after you talk to Kate’s
father are we on for a hike at Arikok National Park?”


“We’re
on,” said Cindy, though at the moment, the last thing she felt like doing was
going on a hike in the National Park with Mattheus. She knew she needed to
confront him about his reaction to Sean, but this wasn’t the time for it.


“Great,”
said Mattheus, turning back to Sean. “I’ll see you after the police take this
scumbag in and after your interview with Kate’s dad.”


*


Agitated,
Cindy left the gym and immediately called Carl, asking him to arrange an
interview with Kate’s father right then. Time was short and she had to see him.


“How
come?” asked Carl phone, taken aback. “Did something new develop?”


“Things
are developing all the time,” said Cindy. “You guys said Kate’s dad stayed in
his room.”


“Right,”
said Carl, “he’s still there.”


“Good,”
said Cindy. “It won’t take long. I need to see him alone.”


“I’ll
set it up right away, but you’ve got to keep me in the loop,” Carl said
quickly.


“Of
course, I will,” said Cindy, “as soon as there’s something definite, you’ll be
the first to know. But for now I have to speak to Kate’s dad.”


“Absolutely,”
said Carl. “Come to Room 82, on the fifth floor, left wing. He’ll be waiting
for you.”


“Thanks,”
said Cindy, grateful.


“Do
you want me to be there as well? I’d love to see you again. I’ve been thinking
of you,” said Carl, hopefully.


“No,
thanks,” said Cindy, “not right now. I need to see Kate’s dad alone.”


“Not
right now, later maybe?” Carl pressed the point.


“We’ll
definitely get together and talk,” said Cindy, “when the time is right.”


“Great,”
said Carl.


Cindy
felt it was a stroke of good luck that she could go right then and talk to Kate’s
dad right away.  He hadn’t been much on anyone’s radar, but the look in Sean’s
eyes when he mentioned him, stirred Cindy up. Despite herself she liked Sean,
felt the depth of his connection to Kate and his suffering.  And what about his
date, Riva? Cindy wondered.  Was she bringing Sean comfort with his ordeal?
Somehow Cindy didn’t think so. Sean seemed to be dealing with this on his own.


Cindy
arrived at Kate’s father’s room, knocked on the door, and to her surprise a
tall, very thin, somewhat frail man with alabaster hair, answered the door.


“Come
in,” he said in a hoarse tone.


Cindy
immediately saw the resemblance between him and Kate. He walked shakily as he led
her to the sofa and motioned for her to sit down. Then he took the seat
opposite Cindy and put his head in his hands.


“Please
excuse my condition,” he spoke softly.


“I
am sorry for your loss,” said Cindy warmly.


He
looked up and her and rubbed his temples slowly. 


“My
name is Wendell,” he said gazing at her as though he were in a dream. “And who
are you? A friend of Kate’s?”


“I’m
a private detective,” said Cindy, “I’m here to help find out what happened to Kate.”


Wendell
nodded soulfully. “Quite a job for such a beautiful, young woman,” he said.


“I
am extremely sorry to bother you,” Cindy went on, “but I just wanted a few
minutes to hear whatever it was you could tell me about your daughter.”


Wendell
winced at the thought of it. 


“My
only, beloved daughter,” he said, “I couldn’t have asked for anyone better. Kate
looked just like my sister Flora from the day she was born. I told Tyra that,
but she never agreed.”


“Tyra
is your wife?” asked Cindy.


“My
beloved lifelong partner,” he said.


“Is
your sister Flora coming down to join you?” asked Cindy. “Were she and Kate
close?”


Wendell
drew back and looked up at the ceiling. 


“Flora
is dead,” he said in a matter of fact tone. “She died at exactly the same age
as Kate did. Self-inflicted, an overdose of drugs.”


Cindy
felt a long chill creep over her body. “Flora killed herself?”


“Yes,”
Wendell said, “seems it runs in the family. My mother, Bell, also killed
herself a few years after Kate was born.”


“I
am very, very sorry,” said Cindy, not knowing what to make of this strange
development.


“It
was what I always feared would happen to Kate, too,” Wendell said grimly. “I
felt from the day she was born, that it was written for her in the stars.”


 “That’s
dreadful,” Cindy shuddered.


“Yes,
but life proved it,” he said.


“Proved
what?” asked Cindy, growing alarmed.


“Proved
that I was right,” mumbled Wendell, “that destiny reigns.”


“Was
Kate depressed?” Cindy asked sharply then, trying to break through the dreamy
state Wendell seemed to be in.


“To
the public’s eye, Kate was perfect,” he said, “cheerful, optimistic. But I knew
better. I always felt how sad she was deep down.”


Cindy
looked around the room they were in now. Wendell had placed photos of Kate, beautifully
framed, everywhere. Alongside them were photos of two other women, who looked a
great deal like her. They were probably Wendell’s mother and sister, thought Cindy.
 


Wendell
glanced over at the photos along with Cindy. “Kate was beautiful, magnificent,
wasn’t she?” he remarked.


“Very
much so,” said Cindy.


“Do
you notice that she looked a lot like my mother and sister?” Wendell went on.


“Yes,
I do,” said Cindy uneasy.


“It’s
possible, of course, that suicide runs in the genes,” Wendell mused slowly. “There
are medical reports that suggest it. I’ve read them from time to time.”


“How
exactly was Kate depressed?” Cindy needed more specifics.


Wendell
looked up at Cindy, his eyes clouded. “Kate would sit at the dinner table and
not say a word for long, long intervals,” he started. “My sister, Flora, used
to do that as well. I recognized the pattern immediately, felt it was a sign of
danger. I mentioned it to Tyra too, but she said I was being morose, and to
forget it. I didn’t do much about it, beyond that, though.”


“How
old was Kate when she did that?” asked Cindy.


“On
and off her whole life long,” said Wendell.


“Did
you ask her what was bothering her?” asked Cindy.


“No,
in truth, I did not,” Wendell began rubbing his hands on his temples again. “I
was afraid to hear. Deep down I knew she was brooding about how difficult and
lonely life can be.”


“But
Kate had many friends and a wonderful family, she had everything she needed,”
Cindy interrupted.


“On
the surface perhaps, but what difference does that make, really?” said Wendell.
“Deep down Kate was still very lonely. I knew that about her and about my
sister and mother as well.”

           “You knew it because you’d lost them both? “asked Cindy.


“Precisely,”
said Wendell, relieved that someone finally understood. “Loneliness like that
is hard to bear. I never asked Kate about it, but I did make sure that her
uncle Carl came over as often as possible.”


“Kate
felt better when Carl was around?” asked Cindy.


Wendell’s
face lit up. “Yes, she did. Much better. Kate and Carl had an uncanny bond. Of
course, on the one hand, I was a bit jealous. But, on the other hand, I was
also grateful for it. Tyra was grateful as well. She never spent much time with
Kate either. Tyra’s quite the society lady running around.”


“Did
that suit you?” asked Cindy.


“Indeed,”
said Wendell. “In fact I needed it. You’ve met Tyra, I assume? You see how
charming and affable she can be. She keeps my spirits lifted. So, it was fine
with both of us to have Carl take over Kate.”


“Take
over?” That was quite a way to put it. Cindy wondered about it. “So, basically
Carl was in charge?” 


“I
knew they were too close and that Kate was overly attached to him,” Wendell
said softly, “but there was nothing I could do about it, or wanted to do about
it, truthfully. Let her be attached to someone, I thought. Then, maybe she
wouldn’t die, too.”


Cindy
appreciated Wendell’s honesty. “What about Kate and Sean?” she asked. “How did
they do together? I heard that she loved him a lot.”


“She
needed him desperately,” whispered Wendell, “Kate was always in a bad way when she
and Sean broke up.”


“That
must have been rough on Sean,” said Cindy.


“I’m
sure it was,” said Wendell, “Kate depended on him way too much.”


“I
heard the family didn’t much like Sean though?” Cindy probed, wanting more.


“It
was Carl who didn’t like him,” Wendell corrected her. “I saw nothing at all
wrong with the boy. A bit hot headed at times and impulsive, but he was devoted
to Kate. Very devoted, for years and years. I felt that she was fortunate to
have him. I hoped he could pull her through.”


Cindy
was surprised. “Pull her through?” she asked.


“Kate
could be very moody,” Wendell continued. “Sean handled it well.”


“But
they broke up all the time,” said Cindy.


A
small smile crept around the edge of Wendell’s mouth. “Well, maybe they did,
but they also always got back together again. In fact, as I understood it, Kate
and Sean were thinking of becoming engaged quite soon.”


Cindy
was stunned. She hadn’t heard they’d been planning an engagement soon.  The
irony of it stung.


“Was
the upcoming engagement a cause of celebration in the family?” asked Cindy.


“Not
exactly,” said Wendell. “And of course, word is that Sean suddenly took up with
someone else. Maybe Kate was too much for him? Who knows?  Carl blamed this
breakup on Sean’s cheating. But frankly, Carl seemed relieved, he’d always
begged Kate to get rid of Sean. When Carl heard that Sean had a new girlfriend,
he practically insisted that Kate go online and find someone else right away.
It was Carl who urged her to do this, to get Sean out of the picture for good.”


“Sounds
like he was being protective of her,” said Cindy.


“Protective
or overly involved,” Wendell murmured.  “Of course, I didn’t approve of Kate
searching so quickly. But, there was no stopping her. I saw her at her computer
night and day, talking to different guys.”


“Are
you sure they were different guys?” Cindy felt alarmed.


“No,
I’m not sure,” said Wendell, “I just assumed they were.”


“You
didn’t ask her?”


“Never,”
said Wendell, “I just saw her there, desperate. Believe me, I can feel it when
someone is desperate. I lived with it all my life. Kate was desperate.”


“Did
you know that she’d actually met a new guy, Clay?” Cindy asked, frightened for
Kate now.


“No,
I didn’t,” said Wendell, tapping his fingers together. “I was even more
horrified to learn that she’d taken a trip like this with a stranger. Of course
as soon as I heard that, I knew trouble was coming. She barely knew this young
man; the trip had to be doomed. I knew the loneliness would hit her again. And
most likely it did.”


“You
seem so sure of it,” mused Cindy.


“I
am,” said Wendell. “And do you want the real truth?” He leaned closer to Cindy.


“Yes,”
said Cindy, “I do.”


“When
I heard that Kate had died, it didn’t really surprise me. There was something
inevitable about it. I saw it coming, it had to happen. She must have jumped
off the patio in desperation, at the very same age and same time of year that
my dear sister Flora killed herself.”


“That’s
awful,” said Cindy, “just awful.”


“Yes,”
Wendell agreed, trembling again, “but awful or not, what can you do when something
is written in the stars?”


*


After
the interview, Cindy felt deeply shaken. Her talk with Wendell had unnerved her
completely. She wasn’t sure whether or not Kate’s father was insane, or just
reacting wildly to the horrible events he’d gone through in his life. Wendell’s
strange certainty about Kate’s death was disturbing, though. In his mind Kate
had simply joined his mother and sister in a similar fate. He’d been preparing
for it since Kate had been born. Was that why he never got close to her and she’d
felt such terrible loneliness? Naturally Wendell had to find some way to make
sense of all the suicides, so he’d decided it was all written in the stars. Was
there truth in what he’d concluded?  Was there a larger destiny that was in
control of how long and in what way we lived and died? These questions tossed
around and around in Cindy’s mind, though she knew there was no definite answer
to any of them.


Cindy
felt relieved then that she and Mattheus were planning to leave the hotel and
go hiking together.  She definitely needed time away to clear her mind. As the
case progressed, Cindy felt more and more troubled.  Was there even a way to
know for sure, whether or not Kate had taken her own life? Could they find solid
evidence that would point to Sean? 


Cindy
stepped out onto the patio for a moment and looked into the ocean below. She
wondered why had this breakup had been so different from the others for Sean? Was
it because Kate was with someone else now? It would be easy to say that Sean’s
jealous rage had taken him over the edge and caused him to kill Kate. But that
wasn’t a leap Cindy wasn’t ready to make.


As
the waves tumbled over each other, it suddenly struck Cindy that no one had
focused much on Kate’s relationship with Clay. Cindy wanted to look over their
email correspondence, as soon as she and Mattheus returned from the hike. Not
only would she learn more about Kate and Clay’s relationship, but significant
clues about Sean could be waiting in the emails as well. It made sense that
Kate might have talked to Clay about him.


Cindy
left the room, went down the elevator and stepped out to the front of the hotel
now, where she was to meet Mattheus.  It was good to smell the fresh salt air
and feel the breezes blowing on her. As she waited, images of Kate and her
family came up in Cindy’s mind. Despite Wendell’s grim predictions, Cindy didn’t
feel as though Kate had taken her own life. In fact, Cindy could almost feel Kate’s
presence around her now, still here, wandering around. It was as if Kate were
urging Cindy to keep going, find out more, let the whole truth be told. 


Just
then Mattheus drove up to the front of the hotel in a red convertible car he’d
rented, and waved at Cindy to jump in. It was perfect.  Cindy ran to the curb
and popped in beside him. Then she threw her head back on the seat, her face up
to the blustery sky. 


“I
love this, it’s great,” said Cindy, thrilled to be taking a drive.


Mattheus
laughed. “I thought you’d like it,” he said. “And you’ll like the National Park
even better. It’s famous for owls, land crabs and rattlesnakes.”


Cindy
shivered.


“Don’t
worry, it’s safe, it’s beautiful,” he smiled. “And besides, what can go wrong?
We’ll be together every step of the way.”











CHAPTER
14


 


 


Mattheus
was in a light hearted move as the car left the hotel and began its way to one
of the most famous spots to visit in Aruba.


“It’s
high time we had some fun here,” he said as they breezed along. “The police are
talking to Sean as we speak, and I’ll do more investigating when we return. But
for now, let’s enjoy. It’s probably cause to celebrate. I’m sure we got our
man.”


Cindy
didn’t want to stir up a discussion about it at the moment and said nothing as
they breezed along.


“You’re
unusually quiet,” Mattheus seemed surprised. “I was expecting to get an
argument.”


“No
arguments needed,” Cindy said quietly as the car breezed along the roads. “I
just need some fresh air now and time to let everything settle.”


Mattheus
turned his head quickly and looked over at her. “Good,” he said, “the words of
a wise woman. It must have been quite an interview with Kate’s dad to quiet you
down like this.”


“It
was,” said Cindy, lightly, “now let’s just chill.”


Mattheus
turned on the radio, and popular music filled the air as the car wended its way
towards the park.


“We’re
on the way to Arikok National Park,” Mattheus chimed in as the car picked up
speed. “The park takes up about 18 per cent of the island. Once we go in, we’ll
get a taste of old Aruba. There are amazing geological, cultural and historical
sites, along with incredible hiking trails, caves and natural pools. It’s
fabulous, it’s beautiful.”


“You
sound like a tour guide,” said Cindy smiling.


“I’ve
researched it a lot,” Mattheus said, “always wanted to see this place. The park’s
got the Aruba lava formation and a quartz and limestone formation that have
influenced the way the island was settled. And, inside the park are some of the
oldest Arawak paintings. There are also several reptile species which live only
on this island, including two snake and bird species.”


Cindy
shuddered, and Mattheus laughed.


“They’re
magnificent,” he said, “the whiptail lizard, Baker’s cat eyed snake and the
burrowing owl and Aruban parakeet. I hope we see some of them. I brought my
camera.”


Cindy
was happy that he had. This was a wonderful rest and distraction from all they’d
been dealing with. And, the park would be bursting with life. There would be no
loneliness or gloom there. The creatures that populated this place, didn’t
rebel against their surroundings, or long to die. It was a wonderful antidote
to what they were dealing with. Cindy didn’t like even considering the possibility
of suicide. Everything about it seemed against nature’s way. 


 We
deserve some time here, anyway, don’t we?” asked Mattheus.


“Absolutely,”
said Cindy, “I’m so glad we’re here.” And she meant it. The strange interview
with Kate’s dad had made every moment so much more precious. Cindy was thrilled
to share this place with Mattheus. She was delighted he was so excited about
it.


She
reached out and stroked Mattheus’s arm, “Thanks for planning something so
wonderful,” she said softly.


“Thanks
for being willing to enjoy it with me,” Mattheus replied.


When
they arrived, they parked the car and then quickly entered a hiking trail. There
were all kinds of trails which covered the terrains, from hills to gold mines
and even plantation ruins. The trail they chose rose to the highest point in
the place so they could enjoy incredible views.


As
they walked Cindy heard the sound of the odd birds and passed through intense
foliage. It felt like a journey through another land, and she was enjoying
every moment of it.


As
they got closer to the top Mattheus stopped suddenly and pointed to a rock
formation, where they could sit and take a break. After walking around a bit
and taking photos, he stopped and sat down next to Cindy.


“We
need time like this,” he said, throwing his head back, looking up at the sky, “we
need souvenirs and photos of wonderful moments together.”


“Agreed,”
said Cindy simply.


Mattheus
turned and looked at her. “I think it’s time we talked about our relationship,”
he said as though he’d been planning this for a while.


Cindy
shivered a bit. His voice deepened and sounded serious. She was frightened of
what could be coming next.


“We
need each other, Cindy,” Mattheus went on.


“I
realize that,” she responded. Cindy didn’t like the idea of needing Mattheus,
though. She preferred choosing him out of wholeness and strength.


“I
know you realize it,” Mattheus went on. “But not only do we need each other, we
also need stability. Do you agree?”


“Of
course stability is good,” Cindy replied, “especially living in an unstable
world like ours.”


“But?”
Mattheus asked, sitting straighter.


“I
didn’t say but,” said Cindy.


“But
I hear it underneath your comment. Sure, stability is good, but do you really
want it? Do you want someone you can count on to be at your side?”


“Doesn’t
everybody want that?” asked Cindy.


“I’m
not sure,” said Mattheus. And I didn’t ask about everybody, I asked about you.”



“I
don’t like the idea of needing someone,” Cindy suddenly replied. “I like the
idea of choosing each other from a sense of strength.”


“It’s
not weak to need someone,” Mattheus responded. “It actually takes a lot of
strength to admit it.”


Cindy
thought of Kate then and her desperate need for Sean. She thought of the loneliness
that had gripped Kate’s life and the tragedy of her early death. Was that what
love was based on?


“The
way you say it makes it feel like desperation,” Cindy said softly.


“You’re
mixing me up with the people in our cases,” said Mattheus, irritated. “The
cases have affected your emotional outlook.”


“They’ve
taught me a lot,” said Cindy.


“Not
always in good ways,” Mattheus replied.


Cindy
took exception to that and was about to answer as a burrowing owl flew down
beside them and stared.


“Look
at that incredible bird,” Cindy said to Mattheus.


“Let’s
stay on topic,” Mattheus replied, suddenly uninterested in anything but the
discussion.


A
sense of heaviness fell down upon Cindy, as though bloated clouds had descended
upon them, promising rain.


“Can’t
we just enjoy our time here together?” Cindy asked, wanting to be free to
explore the beautiful scenery and let heavy discussions rest.


“How
can we enjoy our time when things are so unsettled?” asked Mattheus. “I’m ready
for a life partner, someone to commit to for the rest of my life. I want
someone I can count on, who wants to be with me all the time. Is it you? Do you
want that as well, Cindy?”


Cindy
had to take a deep moment to reflect. She looked out over the craggy hills,
through the limestone formations, between the incredible trees that grew
naturally, without any demands.


“Everyone
wants to love and be loved,” said Cindy. “But even when you love, you may not
want to be with that person all the time. You may not be able to give them all
they need from you. Life brings all kinds of moments, sudden changes, storms,
unexpected winds.”


“What
are saying?” Mattheus’s jaw was working.


“I’m
not sure exactly,” said Cindy.


“But
I am,” said Mattheus. “You’re saying you don’t really love me.” 


Cindy
stood up and felt her feet planted on the magnificent earth. 


“No,
I’m not saying that,” she was suddenly sure of it. “I do love you Mattheus,
very much. But I don’t want to disappoint or hurt you. And I also need to be
who I am.”


“And
who are you, Cindy, really? Who?” Mattheus responded.


The
longer they spoke, the louder the owl began hooting, the sound echoing above
their heads.


“Love
is commitment, love is giving,” Mattheus continued fiercely above the din. “Love
is being sure.”


Mattheus
had so many rules for everything. Cindy felt exhausted by them.


“Did
we come here to talk about our relationship or to take a hike in the park?” she
asked.


“Both,”
said Mattheus. “I’ve bought you a surprise, but I’m not sure I should give it
to you now.”


Cindy
felt a wave of sorrow wash over her. Their discussions often took such a
difficult turn, twisting them both into heartache, instead of the happiness
they’d hoped to find. 


“Probably
better to wait for a happier moment,” said Cindy.


Mattheus’s
fists clenched. “Maybe you’re right,” he grumbled, “and who knows when that
will come, or how long it will last?” 


The
hike back down was quieter. Cindy and Mattheus made their way to the car
without saying much. When the silence began to become oppressive, Cindy hummed
a bit and Mattheus asked a few questions about the case.


“How
was the interview with Kate’s dad?” he asked as they turned down a hill.


Cindy
was relieved to focus on something else other than their relationship.


“Kate’s
dad is convinced her death was suicide,” said Cindy off handedly.


Mattheus
seemed startled. “You say that so casually as if it doesn’t mean anything?”


Mattheus’s
reaction jarred Cindy. “Not at all,” she said, “it’s just his view. I don’t necessarily
agree with it. Kate’s father is a sad guy. He’s had a lot of tragedy in his
life. Both his sister and mother committed suicide.”


“My
God,” said Mattheus, “that’s horrible.”


“Very
horrible,” Cindy echoed. “I can only imagine how awful this has to be for him. First
he said he thought it was something in the family genes. Then he told me he’d sensed
this would happen to Kate from the time she was young. Basically, he’s decided
it all has to do with fate, that it was written in the stars.”


“Written
in the stars?” Mattheus mused.


“As
if there were nothing that could have been done about it,” said Cindy.


“And
maybe there’s something to that, for all we know?” Mattheus replied.


Cindy
looked at him, amazed.  That kind of comment was the last thing she’d ever
expect from him. Above all Mattheus had always been practical.


“After
all, it’s true, isn’t that, that no matter how hard we may try for something it
doesn’t happen,” said Mattheus, “and then other things just happen by
themselves.”


“Yes,
it’s true,” said Cindy quietly.


“Could
be Kate’s dad is onto something,” he murmured. “What a relief it would be to
believe it’s all written in the stars.” 


*


When
they returned to the hotel, Mattheus decided to use the computers at the police
station to investigate Sean further, and Cindy decided to take a walk alone
through the winding trail at the back of the hotel, that led to a natural pond
that was hidden out of sight. There were beautiful trees surrounding the pond,
and Cindy wanted to spend time there alone, resting.


The
heat of the day had intensified along with the humidity and Cindy was eager to
be in the shade. She walked slowly, feeling every step, and watching little
lizards scurrying around.  As she approached the pond, the sound of frogs
croaking got louder and she also saw a large shadow lurking beneath a tree.
Cindy turned towards the shadow and to her amazement, there was Clay sitting
hunched over, staring at his computer, entranced.


Cindy
took a step closer carefully. “Clay?” she said softly.


He
did not hear her, or respond in anyway, just kept staring at the screen.
















 


“Clay?”
Cindy called out louder, trying to break the spell he seemed to be under.


His
head shot up quickly, and when he saw Cindy, Clay’s eyes opened wide.


“What
are you doing here?” he asked nervously. “Is there more news? Have they found
someone? Do they know what happened to Kate?”


Cindy
moved closer him to calm him. “May I join you here, Clay?” she asked.


“Of
course, sit down,” his eyes were fluttering.  “What brings you here? Tell me,
what?”


“It’s
okay,” said Cindy as she sat down on the grass beside him. 


“Why
is it okay? What happened?” Clay turned and looked at her through his azure
eyes.


“Nothing
happened,” Cindy said softly. “I was just taking a walk and I saw you here. I
wondered what you were doing?”


“I’m
spending time with Kate,” Clay said quietly, “quality time, the two of us alone
together. I’m looking over the emails we wrote to each other. Reading them
again and again. They were beautiful emails.”


“I’m
sure they were,” murmured Cindy.


Clay
liked that.  “Kate loved me tremendously,” his voice deepened. “It’s all over
these emails. Here, take a look.”


Cindy
sidled a little closer. “I’d love to see them,” she said.


He
turned the computer towards her so she could read.


Clay,
I can’t tell you what it means to have found you. Frankly, I have no idea how I’d
get through the days without you. You make everything better, I can’t
wait to get the next email from you. Thank you for being you and thank
you for being there. Kate.


Beneath
that email was an answer from Clay. 


Kate,
the minute I saw your picture, it was all over for me. I knew you, I recognized
you, I realized that you and I belonged together. These past weeks of emailing
have changed my life for good. I’ll never go back to the way it used to be. I
just can’t wait to get up there to Long Island and meet you. And I know you
feel the same way, too.


Yes,
I do, said
Kate, simply.


You
do what?
Clay wrote back. You can’t wait to see me, or you feel the same way I do? Tell
me, I love to hear. You also recognized immediately that I was the One?


I
do feel so much better when I hear from you, Clay, Kate replied
simply.


I
knew it, I knew you felt the same way I did,” Clay wrote back ecstatically. I
think about seeing you every day. I’m even beginning to plan the trip to your
home. 


Wow,
Kate
answered.


That
made me smile, Kate,
Clay continued. I love the way you say Wow. I can just picture your pretty
face crinkling up in a beautiful smile. I can just imagine how new and
surprising this is for you, too. It is surprising, isn’t it Kate?


Very
surprising, she
wrote.


And
I know I’m the first man you’ve ever felt this way about, Clay continued.
I can’t imagine you’ve ever experienced anything quite like this. Have you?


Nothing
quite like this, Kate
answered.


Kate’s
comments seemed brief and cryptic to Cindy. 


“She
doesn’t say much does she?” Cindy remarked.


“What
do you mean?” asked Clay, offended. “She answers each email immediately. Do you
notice the times between them?”


Cindy
hadn’t paid attention to that.


“It’s
extremely important to notice the times between emails,” Clay went on
emphatically. “Did she make me wait to hear back? Did she dangle me on a
string?”


“Did
she?” asked Cindy.


“Absolutely
not,” said Clay. “If you look at the times of her emails you’ll see that she
was kind, thoughtful, empathic.  Almost as soon as I sent an email I got a
response in return. No time in-between. That speaks volumes, doesn’t it?
Obviously, Kate was sitting at her computer waiting for me. She couldn’t wait
to hear and answered instantly.”


Cindy
hadn’t thought of it that way. “Does she actually say she loves you?” she asked.


Clay’s
eyes opened wider and his stare suddenly grew icy. 


“What
exactly are you implying?” he asked.


“Did
Kate invite you to her home, or did you invite yourself? Did she say she loved
you, or did you believe it was so?”


Cindy
felt Clay freeze as she questioned him. He grabbed the computer from her then
and quickly scrolled further down through another string of emails between them
and then another. Finally he found what he was looking for.


“Read
this,” he said, jutting the computer into Cindy’s hands.


I
can’t wait to see you, I really can’t. I love you too, Clay, more than anyone.
Even more than my Uncle Carl, who never really understood me. Not like you do.
I’ve been so alone all my life, until I met you. Kate


This
time Cindy checked to see when the email had been written. It was just before
they were headed down to Aruba.


“She
wrote this after the two of you had met up in Long Island,” Cindy remarked.


“Now
you’re getting the point. We’d had a few dates in person by then,” Clay filled
her in. “We were coming down here for the big week-end. See, Kate did actually
say she loved me. Not only that, other women also care about me. They realize
what I’m worth. Look at these emails I got from Riva the past few days.”


Clay,
I’m so, so sorry you’re going through this. It’s awful. Riva.


Thanks,
said
Clay, that’s nice of you.


 I
know what it’s like to lose someone you care for, Riva’s next
email said. If there’s anything I can do to help, let me know.   


That’s
kind of you, Riva, said
Clay.


You’re
worth it, Clay,
Riva answered. You don’t deserve something like this.


“See,
Clay went on more strongly, “even Riva knows I’m worth it. And it’s nothing
compared to how Kate felt. She absolutely loved me.”


Cindy
breathed a long sigh. Love meant so many different things to so many people.
What had Kate really meant by it? Was she grateful she’d had someone to help
her get through the breakup with Sean? Obviously, Clay was totally smitten,
even before they met.


“The
minute you saw Kate you had such strong feelings,” Cindy decided to probe.


Clay
turned to her coldly again, “Is there something wrong with that?” he asked
tersely.


“Of
course there isn’t,” said Cindy.


“You’ve
never heard of love at first sight?” Clay was on the defensive.


“Of
course I have,” said Cindy.


“But
you’ve never experienced it yourself. That’s as clear as day, isn’t it? People
who don’t know what love is are always suspicious of those who do. They think
we’re idiots and pushovers, that it’s easy for people to play us.”


“I’ve
never thought anything like that about you,” said Cindy.


“Yes,
you have. You think it now. I see it in your eyes,” Clay insisted.


“No,
you don’t,” said Cindy. “You see sorrow in my eyes, sorrow for both you and
Kate.”


That
quieted Clay for a moment, but then he just grabbed the computer away from her
again.


“Kate
said she loved me in that email and she said it in so many other ways, ways you’d
never even begin to understand.”


A
chill pass through Cindy. Maybe he was right, maybe she didn’t understand the
language of love.


“I’d
like to understand,” said Cindy, wanting to hear more.


“But
you never will,” Clay suddenly turned snapped the computer shut. “You’re not
real, you’re not honest. You’re not any different from the rest of them.”


Cindy
was stunned by the sudden change in his mood and tone. “Wait a minute, Clay,”
she tried to reach out to him.


But
then, with the computer under his arm, he quickly got up and rushed away.











CHAPTER
15


 


 


“Guess
what we’re doing first thing tomorrow morning?”  Mattheus announced, as soon as
Cindy returned the room.


“What?”
she was startled to see him suddenly so cheerful again.


“We’re
off to The Spot,” he grinned.


Cindy
was baffled. “What spot?”


The
Spot is one of the windiest places on the planet,” Mattheus continued, “the
fantastic winds and shallow water makes it a great place to learn Kite boarding.
I have always wanted to Kite board. How about you?”


“Hang
onto a kite and fly above the water?” asked Cindy nervously. She’d heard of it
vaguely, but had never been interested.


Mattheus
laughed. “Why not? We’ll have fun together and decompress. There’s nothing
wrong with it. It’s the perfect place to cheer us up and take our minds of
everything for a while. I’ve scheduled a beginning Kite boarding lesson at the
Spot for us, he said, suddenly scooping her up in his arms.


This
was definitely the last thing Cindy expected. Obviously Mattheus was determined
to get their relationship back on track. He was determined to hold onto his
conclusion that the pressure on the case was off, that Sean was their man. This
was now the time to focus on them.


 “We’ll
make it an early night and get there first thing in the morning, forget about
our cares,” Mattheus went on.


“But,”
Cindy started.


“No
buts allowed,” he interrupted. “It’s time to unwind. I’ve found out so much
after researching Sean that for all intents and purposes the case is closed. We
have the right the take time off now and play in the sun.”


 Cindy
wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry. “Case closed? That’s a pretty big
statement, isn’t it? she said.


“Yes,
it is,” said Mattheus, “and a good one. Why aren’t you happy about it?”


 Cindy’s
surprise meeting with Clay had been troubling. There was something about him
that seemed strange. She wished she could talk to Mattheus about it, but right
now he would have only brushed her off.  Of course Clay had just been through a
trauma that would unbalance anyone, but his relationship with Kate intrigued
her. She needed to know more about it.


“Are
you game?” asked Mattheus


“Yes,
I’m game,” said Cindy, trying to throw the specter of Clay out of her mind for
the moment.


“Great,”
said Mattheus, “that’s the Cindy I know and love.” 


“I’m
definitely up for an outing,” said Cindy. “But, as for the case being closed,
that’s another thing.”


Mattheus
led Cindy to a big leather ottoman in the room and sat her down on it. Then he
pulled another one over and sat opposite her. 


“Listen,”
he said, “Everything I found out about Sean points to trouble.  The kid is
impulsive. He has two DUI’s. His records show that along with a black belt in
Karate, he has an anger problem with lots of fights, growing up. Out there it’s
common knowledge not to cross Sean, or else.”


Cindy
was surprised that she hadn’t sensed that about him. She’d seen a different
side, one that cared and felt deeply Kate.


 “Sean
actually even almost had a fist fight with Kate’s Uncle Carl,” Mattheus
continued. 


 “I
don’t believe it,” said Cindy, surprised.


“Why
not?” asked Mattheus, “you think that Carl is above something like that?”


“Actually,
yes,” said Cindy. “He’s dignified, powerful -.”


“Whoah,
here we go again,” Mattheus shook his head hard. “You like this guy.”


“Like
him? I respect him, I value him, but do I like him like that?  No, of course
not,” Cindy was emphatic.


“No,
you do. You like him,” Mattheus insisted.


 “Stop
it, Mattheus, stop it!” Cindy demanded. “You’re starting again.”


“I
can see it in your eyes,” he said.


“Mattheus,
you’re being insecure. You’re confusing me with your ex-wife.”


“Okay,
okay, you may be right,” said Mattheus. “I’ll stop. I’m overly suspicious at
times.”


“That’s
putting it mildly. Slightly paranoid, I’d say,” said Cindy.


“Could
be,” Mattheus smiled and backed down. 


“So,
Cindy continued, tell me about the fight Sean almost had with Carl.”


“If
you ask me, it was inevitable,” Mattheus continued, “the two of them hate each
other.”


“Hate
is a strong word. I knew they didn’t like each other,” said Cindy. “But hate is
something else.”


“It
says volumes, doesn’t it?” said Mattheus. “But it’s not surprising, paints a
better picture of Sean. Not only that, Sean lied to us, too.”


Evidence
was quickly piling up and Cindy could see the personal pleasure Mattheus was
taking in nailing Sean, backing him into a corner. That bothered her.


“How
did Sean lie to us?” Cindy was suddenly gripped with sorrow for Sean. Despite
everything Mattheus said, she couldn’t bring herself to believe he killed Kate.


“Sean
told us he never cheated on Kate. Well, he did,” said Mattheus, gleefully. “He
and Riva got together once before, when Sean and Kate were still together. Then
he and Riva broke up.  This time they were back for the second go round. I dug
it all up. People were talking about it. Did Kate find out? Maybe she did,
maybe not?”


“You’re
positive about this?” the news was unexpected.


“Absolutely,”
said Mattheus. “I have air tight proof. Not only that, I got in touch with the
woman Sean mentioned who saw him banging on the door. She admitted to opening
her door and seeing him there that night. She heard him yelling for Kate. She said
he seemed like a lunatic. I asked why she hadn’t told the police and she hadn’t
wanted to get involved. So, now we have an eye witness that puts him on the
scene.”


“I’m
sorry to hear this,” said Cindy, quietly.


“Sorry’s
an understatement, isn’t it?” said Mattheus. “A young woman is dead.”


“You
think Kate opened the door and let him in?” asked Cindy.


“That’s
right,” said Mattheus. “It’s obvious. And I think he’s the one who pushed her
off the balcony.”


“But
there was no sign of a struggle, nothing disturbed in the room,” Cindy
countered.


“Why
would there be a struggle if she opened the door?” said Mattheus. “Clay was
obviously sleeping and Kate brought Sean went out onto the patio. He must have begged
her to leave Clay. She must have said no, and in the heat of jealous rage, Sean
must have pushed her over.”


“It’s
a theory,” said Cindy, her heart beating fast.


“More
than a theory, we have all kinds of circumstantial evidence lining up.”


“There’s
no physical proof though,” Cindy continued. “There’s no evidence he was in her
room at all. The police would have found fingerprints, something. Especially if
he pushed her.”


“That
would have been nice,” said Mattheus, “but it doesn’t necessarily happen that
way. Besides, how carefully do you think the cops down here scoured the room? 
The crime scene was compromised very early on, with all kinds of people walking
through it.”


“If
Sean came in, they fought and he pushed her, Clay would have heard something,”
Cindy insisted.


“Not
if he was in a drunken sleep,” said Mattheus.


Cindy
scanned her memory. Clay hadn’t seemed so drunk the night she’d seen him and
Kate at dinner. In fact, he’d seemed quite calm and clear.


Cindy
stood up from the Ottoman, stretched and walked to the patio of their room. It
was dark out by now and she found comfort standing under the canopy of
sparkling stars that stretched out over the night sky.


“Why
are you fighting me like this?” asked Mattheus. “Everything I say makes perfect
sense.”


“I
just don’t buy it, though,” said Cindy.


“There’s
a reason you’re hanging onto the stubborn possibility that Sean isn’t the one.
Why? What does it do for you to keep the case open?”


Cindy
was deeply insulted. “It’s not about me, Mattheus,” she retorted.


“Well,
I don’t buy that,” Mattheus stood up as well and walked closer to her.


“Do
you think it was a suicide?” he kept probing as they stood out staring into the
night.


“Not
necessarily,” Cindy answered.


Mattheus
put his hands on her shoulders and turned her to him abruptly. “Then what?”


*


The
first thing the next morning, right after breakfast, Cindy and Mattheus left
for their Kite boarding lesson. The class was being held at the edge of the
water and a few other tourists were waiting there to learn about Kite boarding
as well.


The
instructor, Andy, a tanned, a blonde haired young man, in his early twenties, led
the class naturally, as if he’d done it hundreds of times. He seemed to be
enjoying every minute of it.


“The
first step we will learn is steering, turning and flying of the kite. Then we’ll
learn about the power window,” he said. Andy seemed terrifically at home here
near the water, as if he were just where he belonged. Cindy wished for a moment
that her life could be uncomplicated like his, planted in a place she adored,
focusing on something simple.


“It’s
awesome when you get up in the air,” Andy went on with passion, “the closest
thing to flying free you’ll ever feel.”


Mattheus
took a deep breath. Cindy could see how much he loved being here, how much he
longed for the freedom of flying.


“We
won’t get up to flying today,” Andy continued, “but we’re going to get a great
foundation. We’re also going to learn the use of the kite harness to hold the kite
power. You’ll also learn line management and then preparation for the body drag
lesson.”


“Fantastic,”
said Mattheus. 


“Actually,
if you want to go further, this afternoon we have the body drag lesson, which
takes from two to two and a half hours,” Andy continued, looking right at
Mattheus. “Then after that, we do the board lesson, almost two to two and a
half hours more, and then you’re ready to fly.”


“Let’s
do it all,” said Mattheus, raring to go.


“One
lesson is good for starters,” said Cindy. 


“Of
course, it’s great,” said Mattheus, grabbing her hands. “Thanks for joining me
with this.”


“Thank
you,” said Cindy, as the instruction went on and they all followed along.


The
class was basic, practical and useful. Cindy mostly enjoyed being out near the
water, hearing the waves flapping on shore and feeling the sun grow stronger,
soothing her.


“The
weather’s been crazy these past couple of weeks,” Andy commented as he spoke
about the winds. “It’s unusual to get storms down here in Aruba, but could be
one or two are coming our way. You get to know when they’re coming when you
work so closely with the wind.”


The
other tourists in the class grumbled a little about how windy it even was now.


“No,”
Andy corrected them, “wind is good for what we are doing. It keeps our kite’s
flying, it keeps us happy in the sky.”


After
the basic lesson, everyone went to the edge of the pier where there was an
outdoor stand that sold coffee, sandwiches and pastry. Cindy and Mattheus
followed along.


“Want
to do the next class this afternoon?” asked Mattheus.


“Not
quite sure,” said Cindy. “Let’s get some coffee first and see.”


Cindy
and Mattheus sat down on a bench with their coffee and pastries, looking out
ahead of them.


“Andy’s
right,” said Mattheus drinking down his coffee in a huge gulp, “I feel a storm
coming in from the West, too. It’ll probably close the island down for a day or
two.”


“Could
be,” said Cindy, having no sense of that herself. 


“You
had a good time today, didn’t you?” asked Mattheus.


“Yes,
very,” said Cindy.


“But
you’re quieter than usual,” Mattheus went on, squeezing the paper cup in his
hand. “Something’s on your mind.”


“I
ran into Clay unexpectedly yesterday in the back of the hotel,” said Cindy. “He
was sitting there with his computer reading his correspondence with Kate over
and over again.” 


“That
guy’s had bum, rough luck,” said Mattheus.


“Clay
showed their correspondence to me,” Cindy continued. “Seems as if he fell for
her hard, right away, and she was taking it slower.”


“So?”
Mattheus didn’t make much of that.


“In
their correspondence Kate answered Clay’s questions simply. I think he read a
lot into them,” Cindy said.


“Guys
do that,” said Mattheus. “Girls don’t give as much as guys do. Sometimes guys
don’t even realize it when a girl’s leading a guy on.”


That
was a new take on things. Cindy disagreed and once again, felt a sharp need to
defend Kate.


“Kate
wasn’t doing leading anyone on, she was doing the exact opposite. She was being
honest,” Cindy stated flatly.


“Yeah,
of course, in her mind Kate was being honest,” Mattheus continued, “maybe she
didn’t realize the effect she was having on Clay. Or, maybe she did? Maybe she
liked it? Maybe that’s how women get power, by leading guys on?” Mattheus looked
at Cindy in an odd way.


“What
are you saying, Mattheus?” Cindy didn’t let it slide by.


“I’m
saying that it only looks like guys have power in relationships. Basically,
they’re helpless when they fall for a gal. That gal has ultimate power over
them, and often she uses it ruthlessly.”


Mattheus’s
bitterness was so intense, Cindy could barely breathe. It surfaced like this at
odd moments, and made Cindy feel ill.


“How
could Kate have so much power over Sean? He was seeing Riva too, wasn’t he?”
Cindy retorted. 


“Riva
was a backup, a side show,” said Mattheus. “Sean never really fell for her.”


“Riva
fell for Sean, though,” said Cindy.


“Maybe?”
said Mattheus. “There’s no evidence of that though.”


Cindy
thought of the emails Riva was sending Clay now. Maybe Mattheus was right?
Maybe Riva never fell for Sean at all, was only opportunistic, out to get what
she could for herself?


 “Riva
sent quite a few condolence emails to Clay,” said Cindy.


That
stopped Mattheus. “Now, that’s interesting to me,” he said.


Cindy
was surprised. “Why?”


“It
just further proves what I said about Sean. The guy can’t be trusted, he’s a
player, needs a woman around to make him feel strong. Riva sounds like a nice
gal who picked up the slack when things got rough between Sean and Kate. But when
Kate actually hooked up with Clay, that was too much. It shot down Sean’s self-esteem.
He couldn’t let that happen. Came down here to the hotel to stop it.”


“Looks
like you’ve got the case all tied up,” said Cindy.


“What
else is left?” asked Mattheus.


“Maybe
we need to check all this out with Riva,” said Cindy, “see what she thinks
about Sean.”


“Great
idea,” Mattheus agreed. “Let’s go for it. Once we talk to her, we’ll just get more
confirming evidence about Sean.”


“And
maybe we won’t?” breathed Cindy, hopeful. “Maybe something entire different
will come to light?”
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As both Cindy and Mattheus suspected, Riva had not yet checked out of the
hotel. Registered in Sean’s room, she was obviously waiting for him to go home.
Right now Sean had been released back to his hotel room on the condition that
he wouldn’t leave the Island for another few days. The police didn’t have
enough to hold him, but agreed that he was a person of interest.  Rod told
Mattheus that they were waiting for Cindy and Mattheus to come up with
something more. 


After
the Kite boarding lesson and lunch, Cindy and Mattheus returned to the hotel to
check on the whereabouts of Riva. When Cindy got Sean on the phone, he said she’d
gone on a bar hopping tour. They’d find her at a local bar.


“Okay,
thanks,” said Cindy, “we need to talk to her.”


“What
exactly has Riva got to do with this?” asked Sean, sounding glum.


“Nothing
probably,” Cindy answered, “but we can’t leave any stone unturned.”


“Knock
yourself out,” Sean snapped, “but you guys are barking up the wrong tree. If
you really want to know what happened to Kate, talk to Clay’s family. Find out
more about Clay and her.”


“We
already did,” said Cindy, “so far Clay’s family looks great and so does he.
Nothing comes up in the records.”


“Yeah,
yeah, Clay’s just a regular prince,” scoffed Sean.


“You
have some proof that says otherwise?” asked Cindy.


“The
guy looked spacey to me at dinner that night,” said Sean. “Didn’t seem like a
normal dude.”


“That’s
not evidence,” said Cindy. “But tell me more about Clay, I’m interested.”


“Thank
God someone’s interested in finding out the truth, not just jumping all over me.
They’re never going to be able to lock me up, because I didn’t do it,” said
Sean. “Talk to Clay’s family. Find out more about him.” 


“That’s
a good suggestion, thanks for it,” said Cindy.


Sean
let out a long jagged breath. “Kate got with Sean much too quick. It had to be
on the rebound. That’s where the problem is, between her and him. What has it
got to do with Riva?”


For
a second Cindy wanted to mention that Riva had been emailing Clay, but stopped
herself instantly. If what Mattheus thought about Sean was true, that could put
Riva in danger. 


“We
need to talk to Riva, just to cover all bases,” said Cindy.


“Yeah,
I heard that before,” Sean quipped. “How’s she involved in all this?”


“No
one said she’s involved,” Cindy said. “Riva knew Kate though, didn’t she?”


“A
little,” said Sean. “Kate didn’t usually socialize with the girls from Riva’s
crowd.”


“What
kind of crowd was that?” asked Cindy.


“Poorer,
a little on the edge. So what?” said Sean.


“Are
you and Riva are tight?” asked Cindy.


“We’re
friends – friends with benefits,” he chuckled. “Ever hear of that? I was never
as tight with her as I was with Kate.”


“Kate
was the one for you?” Cindy said.


Sean
became silent. Cindy felt his hurt over the phone.


“I
realize that you loved her,” Cindy continued.


Sean
could not speak. Finally, he recovered himself. “So, what else do you want from
me?” he muttered.


“What
do you think happened to her, Sean?” Cindy wanted to hear more of what he
thought.


“That’s
just it, I’m not sure,” Sean’s voice deepened and hardened. “I don’t know, but
I don’t think Kate killed herself. Not Kate, no way. Not only should you dig
into Clay’s family, but also talk to Kate’s Uncle Carl. Kate and Carl were way
too close, always. She told him every little thing. He’s the one who can give
you a lead, if he wants to. He probably won’t want to exposure the family dirt,
though. That family keeps everything looking pretty. Their lives are based on
it.”


“What
dirt?” asked Cindy, alerted.


“Dirt,
dirt, dirt,” said Sean. “Ask Carl, he knows.”


Cindy
hung up the phone, shaken.  True Sean was rough, but there was also something
plain and direct about him that Cindy resonated with. And, clearly, Sean loved
Kate. Cindy felt certain of it. No matter how hurt Sean had been, Cindy didn’t
feel he’d push her to her death.


*


Cindy
and Mattheus caught up with Riva in Monte’s, a trendy bar in a nook. People
started gathering there in the afternoon, and the bar was hopping all through
the night. When they spotted her, Riva was sitting at the bar with a bunch of
girls, drinking Marguerites, as if everything was fine with the world.


Cindy
and Mattheus made their way over to her easily, recognizing her photo. She was
slim with long, chestnut brown hair, dark eyes, too much make up and a great
figure. She was dressed in very tight jeans and low shirt


“Riva?”
asked Mattheus, standing beside her.


Riva
looked up, startled. “Who are you?” she asked.


Mattheus
moved in closer, “I’m a private detective working on the case,” he said in a
hushed tone.


Riva
squinted her eyes. “It’s terrible, awful, isn’t it,” she breathed, putting her
drink down on the bar. 


As
Riva put her drink down, Cindy moved in as well. As she did, to Cindy’s
amazement, she saw a beautiful amber bracelet that Riva was wearing that looked
incredibly familiar to her. 


Riva
turned her head and looked over at Cindy then. “Who are you?” she asked,
defensive.


“I’m
working with Mattheus on the case,” Cindy said.


“You
guys cornering me or something?” asked Riva.


“I
wouldn’t put it that way,” said Cindy, remembering Riva from the dinner that
night.


Riva’s
eyes squinted further. She didn’t seem to like Cindy, looked back over at
Mattheus, far more comfortable.


“What
do you both want from me?” Riva asked him pointedly.


“We’d
just like to talk to you alone for a few minutes,” said Mattheus.


“Alone?
I’m here with a tour.”


“It’ll
only take a few minutes,” Cindy interjected, “how about we go to a quiet table
in the back.”


“How
long?” Riva’s eyelids fluttered. 


“Just
a few minutes,” Mattheus interjected, going closer to her and calming her down.


“Okay,”
she said, blocking Cindy out, and smiling at him.


Riva
took her drink with her as the three of them walked to a table in the rear.
Fortunately, it was still early and the back of the place was relatively quiet.



As
Cindy watched Riva sway her hips and glide to the back table, Cindy kept
wracking her brain to remember where she’d seen the bracelet Riva wore.


After
they were seated, Riva still focused exclusively on Mattheus.  “Shoot,” Riva
said “Ask me any questions you have.”


“You
knew Kate well?” Mattheus started.


Riva
shrugged. “I knew her a long time,” she answered. “Not that well. We traveled
in different circles.”


“How
about Sean?” Mattheus continued.


Riva
sighed and looked at Cindy out of the corner of her eye, uneasy. 


“Sean
and I were an item,” Riva started, “at least I thought so.”


“What
do you mean an item?” Cindy couldn’t help asking.


“We
had it going,” Riva said flippantly. “It was nice between us, great chemistry.”


“I
heard Sean was Kate’s boyfriend for a long time,” Cindy commented.


“Yeah,
he was,” Riva crossed her legs and picked up her drink. “When they broke up,
Sean and I got together.”


“They
broke up a lot, didn’t they?” asked Mattheus.


“From
time to time,” said Riva. 


“I
heard they were about to get engaged,” Cindy broke in.


“You
always hear all kinds of things about them,” Riva shot back. “They’re together,
apart, in love, in hate, getting engaged, getting separated for life.”


“When
were they in hate?” asked Mattheus, excited to hear that.


“When
they broke up, when it was over and done, Sean would tell me how relieved he
was, that Kate was a huge drag on him.”


“How
so?” asked Cindy, fascinated.


“Kate
was fancy, demanding, used to having every little thing her heart desired. It
became a big strain on Sean.”


“Maybe
he didn’t want to give her everything her heart desired?” said Mattheus


Riva
smiled at him, “Maybe not. Why would he?”


“Did
Kate tell Sean he didn’t give enough to her?” asked Cindy.

“Not in so many words,” said Riva. “But there’s all kinds of ways of making a
person feel lousy. Sean always felt much better about himself when he and Kate
were broken up. I was much better for him, ask anyone. He was a different guy
when he was with me. He laughed more, stopped fighting so much.”


So
why was he about to become engaged to her?” Cindy probed. She didn’t like Riva
or trust her for a second.


“I
didn’t hear that until recently,” Riva said to Cindy then, in a smaller tone. “After
Kate met Clay, I really thought that Sean and I would be finally together.”


“It
didn’t work that way, though, did it?” asked Cindy.


“No,
it didn’t, but so what?” Riva said, flipping her hand up and tossing her hair
back over her shoulders. As she did her amber bracelet tossed up in front of
Cindy again.


“That’s
quite a bracelet you have there,” Cindy commented.


“Something
wrong with my bracelet now?” Riva asked, rolling her eyes and looking to
Mattheus for help.


“Nothing
wrong at all,” said Cindy, “it’s beautiful.” 


“Thanks,”
said Riva, smiling.


Then
it hit Cindy hard, like a flash from nowhere. That was the bracelet Kate wore
at dinner that night in the hotel. Cindy had noticed it then as well. 


Riva
put her wrist down then, as if to hide it.


“That’s
Kate’s bracelet, isn’t it?” Cindy said flippantly.


Riva
stared at Cindy unabashed. “No, it’s mine now.”


“Now?”
asked Cindy.


“Sean
gave it to me,” Riva uttered.


Cindy
and Mattheus stared at each other in shock.


“How
did Sean get Kate’s bracelet?” asked Mattheus.


“I
have no idea,” said Riva, “I didn’t ask him. I was just happy when he gave it
to me.”


“You
were happy to be wearing a dead girl’s bracelet?” Cindy asked, horrified.


“Sean
gave it to me, it was mine, now,” Riva’s voice got louder.


“So,
you had her guy and her bracelet,” Cindy flung back at her.


“Clay
was Kate’s guy,” said Riva, growing more nervous. “Didn’t you see on her
Facebook page? They’d gotten engaged.”


“Accessory
to a crime and you go to jail too,” Mattheus broke in, somberly.


“I
didn’t do anything to go to jail for,” Riva’s voice grew teary and scared.


“If
Sean took this bracelet from Kate, it means he was with her when she died,”
Mattheus said in a no nonsense manner. “You knew he was with her that night,
didn’t you?”


Riva
began shaking. “No, I didn’t, I swear it. I knew he was upset and needed to see
Kate just one more time. That’s what he told me. He said he was going to talk
to her. When he came back he said he couldn’t get into her room.”


“So,
how’d he get the bracelet?” Mattheus demanded.


“I
have no idea about that,” said Riva, trembling, “truly I don’t.”


“Did
you think it was an engagement present for you from Sean?” asked Cindy.


“No,
I didn’t,” Riva practically spit out. “I’m not that stupid. Yeah, I thought
Sean loved me for a long time and that we’d be together someday. He told me
that and I believed him. But when I saw how crazy it made him to lose Kate, I
realized it wasn’t true. He couldn’t stand being away from her for a long time
- let alone forever. He was so furious when he heard Kate found someone else
that I told him to go talk to her Uncle Carl. Carl was the only one who could
influence Kate. Believe it or not, I tried to help Sean and Kate get back
together.”


“You
loved him that much?” said Mattheus.


“I
don’t know anymore,” Riva’s mouth pursed shut. “The more I think about it, the
more mad I get.”


“What
happened when Sean went to see Kate’s Uncle Carl?” asked Cindy, wanting to stay
on track.


“Carl
told Sean that Kate was going down to Aruba with a guy named Clay. It was over
between them. That was the first time Kate had ever been with another guy. It
flipped Sean out. It was mean of Carl to tell him that.”


“You
knew that Carl hated Sean though, didn’t you?” asked Cindy. “Didn’t you realize
he’d tell Sean to back off?”


Riva
looked furious. “Sean didn’t deserve to be treated that way by Carl. Who the
hell did Carl think he was? Always getting between Sean and Kate, always making
Sean feel like dirt. And stupid Kate always listened to her Uncle. It was all
pathetic if you asked me.”


“Pathetic
or not, it upset Sean a lot, didn’t it?” asked Mattheus.


“That’s
putting it mildly,” said Riva. “Sean begged me to come down to Aruba with him
so he could stick it to her.”


“He
wanted to upset Kate by having her meet you?” asked Cindy.


“He
wanted to even things out,” said Riva, “regain his lost pride.”


“Why
did you agree to go if you knew he didn’t love you?” asked Mattheus.


“I
just did,” said Riva. “He and I were friends at least. You do things like this
for your friends when they’re hurting. But I didn’t really want to go, I felt
trouble coming. Believe me, I never thought it would come to this.”


“To
someone killing Kate?” asked Cindy.


Riva’s
eyes opened, terrified. “I thought police were saying suicide? Did they prove
someone killed her?”


“Pretty
close to proving it,” said Mattheus.


Kate
put her hands over her face. “I’m sorry, it’s awful. It’s terrible.”


“And
you’re wearing her bracelet,” Cindy repeated.


“So,
what does that mean?” asked Riva, trembling now.


“You’re
implicated,” said Mattheus.


“But
I didn’t do a thing, nothing,” Riva’s body was shaking harder now. “I’ll talk
to the police about Sean, if you want me to. I’ll tell them he was out of
control at the end.”


“You’ll
turn on him, just like that?” said Cindy.


“I’m
not turning on anyone,” Riva insisted, “I’m just telling the truth.”
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Mattheus
called the news in to the police immediately. As soon as they heard that Riva
was wearing Kate’s bracelet, and that she got it from Sean, they had enough to
arrest him. It was the final piece of evidence they needed. 


“They’re
arresting him,” Mattheus said to Cindy as he hung up the phone. “That does it.
Case is closed.”


“Just
based on a bracelet?” asked Cindy, startled.


“Not
just a bracelet,” Mattheus was annoyed. “It was Kate’s bracelet. Obviously Sean
took it from her. That places him with her on the night of her death. Then, after
the creep took it from Kate, he gave it to his girlfriend. What’s worse than
that?” 


“Not
good,” Cindy agreed.


“Well,
it’s good for someone,” said Mattheus. “At least Clay and his family will be off
the hook and allowed to return home.”


Cindy
felt a wave of uneasiness wash over her at the thought of it. She didn’t want
them to leave yet. Not any of them. She felt unsettled. 


“When
will they go?” she asked, petulantly.


“The
police said they’ll tell them they’re free to go,” said Mattheus, victorious. “My
guess is they’ll leave tomorrow.”


Cindy
grew pale and faced Mattheus directly. “You’re so sure about Sean? This is
enough evidence to lock up a guy for life?”


“The
bracelet and Riva testifying against him are a knockout punch,” said Mattheus. “You
did a great job spotting that bracelet and recognizing where it came from.”


Cindy
felt upset that she had. 


“Come
on,” said Mattheus, “let’s walk back to the hotel.”


Cindy
and Mattheus started walking slowly. It was late afternoon, but had grown very
cloudy and the winds that were really blowing up.


“Crazy
weather for this time of year,” Cindy commented.


“Could
be that storm about to hit,” said Mattheus. “I’ve got to go over to the police
station to file a report on this. Why don’t you go back to the room and check
the news on TV. I’ll catch up with you there, later.”


“Fine,”
said Cindy, relieved to have some time alone to think about what to do next.


*


Back
in the room Cindy turned on the TV. “Out of season storm, headed our way, about
to hit,” the news reported. “Coast lands will be affected. No evacuations as
yet. Better to stay indoors for now.”


At
that moment the hotel phone rang sharply.  Cindy picked up. “


“Hear
there’s been breaking developments on the case,” Carl was on the other end.


“News
travels fast,” said Cindy. “How do you know?”


“I
was talking to Clay’s father in the lobby. Police called and told him they
could all go home,” said Carl.


“There’s
been progress for sure,” said Cindy, disheartened.


“I
want to hear all about it,” said Carl, “how about meeting me downstairs in the
café and filling me in?”


“Good
idea,” said Cindy. “I’ll be down in a few minutes.”


Before
she went down, Cindy decided to freshen up. It had been a long day. She changed
quickly into a yellow, silk summer dress, brushed her hair and put on new
makeup. Feeling more like herself, she then went downstairs to meet Carl in the
café which overlooked the main beach. 


When
Cindy got there, she was surprised to see that the sky had quickly gotten so
much darker and filled with threatening clouds. And, the winds which were
tossing wildly by now, seem to be shaking the outside of the hotel. As she
walked further in, she immediately saw Carl who had arrived before she did and
was sitting at a table waiting for her.


 “I
love storms,” Carl said, getting up to pull her chair out. “They’re beautiful.
Usually they pass quickly on this island.”


Cindy
smiled. She loved storms as well, the raw energy of it. She sat down and Carl
pushed her chair back in gently and then went back to his seat, opposite her,
looking more worn that before.


“It’s
good to be here with you, Cindy,” Carl started. “You’ve done a fantastic job.”


“The
job’s not over yet, either,” breathed Cindy.


“Looks
like it will be shortly,” said Carl. “The police obviously feel they’ve got
their man if they’re going to let Clay and his family leave.”


“They’re
convinced it’s Sean,” said Cindy, hesitantly. 


“I
know, I heard,” said Carl, looking into Cindy’s eyes. “It makes sense to me.”


“It
makes sense because you never could stand him, right?” asked Cindy.


“I
didn’t like him and he didn’t like me,” said Carl doggedly. “He moved in on
Kate when she was very young, got her addicted to him. It was a hell of a
struggle after that. I did whatever I could to get her away, but nothing
worked.”


“So,
Sean won the battle?” said Cindy, “he got the final say?” She wanted to egg Carl
on, see what else she could get from him.


“You
could put it that way,” Carl’s eyes narrowed in pain. “But who won? Nobody. And
who lost everything? Kate.” Carl’s breath became jagged as he spoke.


Cindy
suddenly felt very badly that she’d pushed him so far.


“I’m
really sorry, Carl,” she said and put her hand on his.


He
covered her hand with his other one. “You’re amazing, you’re fantastic, you’re
beautiful,” the words poured out by themselves. “We couldn’t have gotten
through any of this without you.”


“I
wouldn’t go that far,” said Cindy.


“Not
far enough,” said Carl. I have a gift I want to give you.”


“I
don’t need any gifts,” she said quickly.


“You
don’t need them but you deserve them,” said Carl. “And you deserve someone
better than Mattheus, too. You deserve a man who is worthy of you.” Carl looked
up at her hopefully. 


“Mattheus
and I are happy,” Cindy replied quietly.


“No,
you’re not, neither of you,” Carl remarked. “In a way I feel like I’m talking
to Kate all over again. Kate was also stuck with someone who was wrong for her.
And she never really believed me when I said it to her.”


“I’m
not stuck,” Cindy felt upset.


“Maybe
it’s the wrong word,” said Carl. “But you don’t love the guy. It’s written all
over your face. And, it’s easy to see the tension between you when you’re
together.”


Cindy
didn’t know how they’d gotten off on this track, but she wouldn’t take it any
further.


“What
do you want to know about the case, Carl?” she asked, trying to get the
conversation back to the reason she was here at all.


“I
want to know if they actually have solid evidence against Sean?” he asked,
backing off.


“The
case is building,” said Cindy. “Mattheus and I spoke to his date, Riva, this
afternoon. She was wearing Kate’s bracelet.”


 Carl
practically jumped out of his seat. “What?”


“Riva
told us that Sean gave the bracelet to her,” said Cindy.


“Sean
gave her Kate’s bracelet? The damn bastard, the rotten monster!” Carl
exploded.  “That does it, that proves it.”


“In
my opinion, it’s just suggestive,” said Cindy. “Could also be that Riva is
lying?”


“How
else would she have gotten it?” Carl was incensed.


“We
don’t know for sure, do we?” said Cindy. “There are a number of possibilities.
She could have taken it herself at some point or another in all the commotion.
Or, someone else could have given it to her.”


“I’ve
known Riva for a while,” Carl broke in. “She’s not smart enough to figure out a
complicated intrigue.” 


“Clay
showed me a bunch of condolence emails Riva sent him,” Cindy continued. “It
struck me that she never once mentioned Sean in them.”


 I’m
sure Riva’s not involved,” Carl insisted. “At the most she’s a gold digger. Maybe
she’s going after Clay now.”


“Why
would she so that when Sean is finally available?” asked Cindy.


“Maybe
she wants whatever Kate had? Maybe she sees another guy at loose ends?” said
Carl. “Or maybe she just plain feels badly for him. Kate’s death has nothing to
do with Riva. She’s just scenery. You don’t think it’s her, are you?”


“No,”
said Cindy slowly, “but I’m also not thinking it’s all tied up - or that it’s
time to send Clay and his family home.”


“Well,
whatever you think or don’t think,” said Carl, “I think you’re one fantastic
human being.” He reached out for Cindy once again, but she took her hand away.


“Sean
suggested that I talk more to Clay’s family,” Cindy continued, “and to Kate’s
family as well. I thought that was a good idea.”


“Well,
here I am,” Carl smiled, “talk to me all you like.”


“I
know you think they’ve got the right guy. But do you think it’s possible that
your anger with Sean may be blinding you from the truth?” Cindy asked frankly.


Carl
looked at her soulfully. “What truth are you talking about? The fact that Kate
may have committed suicide?”


“That,
or something else,” said Cindy.


“Now
you’re beginning to sound like Wendell,” Carl said. “He’s been having dreams of
Kate every night. She keeps coming to him and telling him to look for her
killer. It’s driving him crazy. He’s totally shaken, and so is Tyra now. They’re
both unraveling. If I start to imagine all kinds of things like that, I’ll
start to unravel too.”


“You
won’t unravel if you face the truth,” said Cindy slowly. “It may seem that way
at first, but it isn’t so.”


“What
truth?” Carl was now getting shaky himself. 


“Clay
showed me the email correspondence between him and Kate,” said Cindy carefully.
“Have you seen it?”


“No,”
Carl’s face began to freeze.


“I
didn’t think so,” said Cindy.


“What’s
in it?” Carl suddenly asked in a menacing tone.


“The
letters between them seemed odd to me,” said Cindy.


Carl’s
eyes opened wide. “Why? How?” he demanded.


“Clay’s
convinced that Kate loved him deeply. It didn’t exactly sound that way to me.”


“Stop
playing games,” Carl jumped up from his seat. “How did it sound? What did she
say?”


Cindy
took a deep breath. “Kate said she was closer to Clay than to you. That Clay
understood her better than you did. It sounded as if she were suggesting there
was trouble between you.”


“What?”
Carl was furious. “I don’t believe she said that. It’s completely untrue. Show
me.”


“I
don’t have the letters,” said Cindy, “but we can go to see Clay together and
you can read them yourself.”


“Absolutely,
let’s go this minute,” Carl demanded.


A
huge clap of thunder hit then, followed by a torrential downpour.


“Let
it thunder all it wants,” Carl insisted. I don’t care about the weather.  Clay’s
still in the hotel. Let’s go up to his room.”


“I’ll
call him first,” said Cindy, opening her phone, when from the corner of her eye
she saw a windblown man approaching their table.


Cindy
looked up then and saw Mattheus standing there, looking at them with his hands clenched
at his sides.


“I
was looking all over for you, “Mattheus said to Cindy. “Never expected to find
the two of you dining here together.”


Carl
stared at Mattheus. “We were hardly dining,” he said icily, “just going over
details of the case.”


Mattheus
pulled a chair down and joined them. “Case is tied up,” he said, staring back
at Carl. “All the evidence points to Sean.”


“So
I heard,” Carl commented.


“That
should make you happy,” said Mattheus, “given your lousy relationship with the
guy.”


Carl
took exception.  “Nothing about this case makes me happy. I loved my niece and
I lost her.”


Mattheus
backed down, “Of course.”


“I
heard the police are sending Clay and his family back home,” Carl continued.


Mattheus
threw a quick look at Cindy. “That’s right,” he said.


“I
want to talk to Clay first,” Carl insisted.


“Why?”
asked Mattheus. Obviously he didn’t like it, and the tension between him and
Carl was so thick, it was hard to make one’s way through it. Fortunately, the
blasts of thunder and uncontrollable rain drowned everything out.


“Huge
storm,” Carl commented.


“Why
do you want to speak to Clay?” Mattheus insisted.


“I
want to see his correspondence with Kate,” Carl demanded. 


“Cindy’s
got your ear? Is she getting you crazy, making you think something else could
have happened?” Mattheus asked.


“Leave
Cindy out of it,” Carl stood up out of his chair.


“Whoah
there,” said Mattheus, “Cindy’s my partner, remember?”


Carl
threw Cindy a painful glance, shaking his head, as if to say, look at him. This
is the guy you’ve chosen?


Cindy
decided not to get involved with the undercurrents, not any of them. 


“I
think it’s a good idea for Carl to have a chance to look over his niece’s
correspondence. It’s only fair,” Cindy stated firmly.


“What’s
fair about it?” Mattheus flung out. “It was Kate’s correspondence, it was
personal.”


“Nothing
Kate did was hidden from me,” Carl declared. “If she wrote something to Clay, I
need to see it.”


“That’s
nuts,” said Mattheus, “Kate’s correspondence was her own. If she wanted you to
see it, she would have shown it to you.”


The
rains fell harder and the sky darkened. 


“Café
being closed in five minutes,” the Maître D announced. “We’re boarding it up
for the storm.”


“Okay,”
said Cindy, “while the café is being boarded up, I’m going upstairs with Carl
to Clay’s room and see if he’ll let us see the correspondence again. No harm in
that, is there?”


Mattheus
glared both at her and Carl then. “No, of course,” he said between gritted
teeth, “have a lovely afternoon.”
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Cindy
called from the front desk to tell Clay they were coming up for a visit, but no
one answered the phone.


“I
know he’s there,” Carl said, growing more anxious by the second as the phone
kept ringing. “Let’s go up go up anyway and knock on the door,” he said.


“He
may be with his parents,” said Cindy.


“Let’s
go up and see for ourselves,” Carl insisted.


The
two of them took the elevator and in a few minutes stood outside Clay’s hotel
room, and knocked on the door. They waited and waited, no one answered.


“I
know you’re in there, Clay,” Carl spoke loudly, pressing closer to the door.


No
answer. 


Cindy
flashed for a moment on the night of Kate’s death. Did the same thing happen?
Was Sean left out there, knocking and knocking?


Carl
knocked even harder. “We’ve got to see you. It’s important, Clay,” he called.


Suddenly
Clay yanked the door open and Carl almost fell inside.


“Thanks
for letting us in,” said Cindy calmly, walking in beside Carl.


“Who
said I let you in?” Clay seemed dazed and angry. “I didn’t. I just opened the
door.”


Was
Clay unaware that he’d let someone in the night Kate died, Cindy wondered.


“What
do you want?” Clay looked taller than before, and more sullen. He stood in
front of them, partially blocking their way.


“We
just wanted a few moments with you, Clay,” Cindy began softly, in a conciliatory
tone.


“A
few moments turns into an afternoon, then a day, then a year,” Clay mumbled. “No
one understands or respects time.”


Carl
looked perplexed.


Cindy
jumped on it. “I remember you told me that the moment you met Kate, time meant
nothing. You felt like you knew her your whole life long,” Cindy said.


Clay
looked at her acidly. “You remember that? An odd tidbit.”


“Not
odd,” said Cindy, “another insight into time.” She wanted more from Clay and
had to get it out of him quickly.


Clay
liked Cindy’s comment and seemed more hospitable. He stepped back a moment and
looked at Cindy, but then also at Carl. His eyes kept going back and forth
between them.


“Here
with another guy today?” Clay suddenly smiled, showing a perfect row of very
white teeth. “You sure get around.”


Despite
herself, Cindy flushed. “This is Kate’s Uncle Carl,” she responded.


“What
happened to the stud you had with you before, Mattheus?” Clay seemed
fascinated.


Cindy
felt as though Clay had poured a pail of mud over her.


Carl
was also offended. “Cindy and I have come to see you because I very much want
to see your email correspondence with Kate,” he said.


Clay
backed away and stared at him. “You think I’m that stupid?” he said.


“What
are you talking about?” Carl became antsy.


“My
correspondence with Kate is sacred. It was between her and me and no one else.
I made the mistake once of showing some of it to Cindy, but then I realized she
couldn’t understand a word of it. She knew nothing about love.”


Carl
seemed staggered. “I’m not following you.”


“Too
bad,” said Clay, as the winds blew harder against the hotel. “Get out of here
now, I’m busy packing. We’re flying out tomorrow.”


Carl
turned to Cindy. “What does he mean you couldn’t understand a word of the
correspondence? That you know nothing about love?”


“Obviously,
Clay has no faith in women at all,” Cindy said slowly, trying to egg Clay on. “He
doesn’t believe any of us can understand what he was feeling. Maybe not even
Kate?”


“Oh
Kate understood me alright,” Clay turned towards them both vehemently. “Kate
understood everything about me, and she loved me for who I was. She said it
over and over. And I understood her, too. Much better than her uncle Carl here.”


Carl
got jittery. “I beg your pardon?” he said.


Clay
seemed to enjoy Carl’s sudden anxiety. “There’s lots of things she told me
about you and how you treated her,” Clay insinuated. “It wasn’t all good.”


“I
always treated her like a princess,” Carl was horrified. “I loved Kate from the
day she was born.”


“But
not like I loved her,” Clay’s eyes were gleaming.


“I’m
telling you I loved her!” Carl cried.


“But
Kate loved me more,” said Clay, peering at him.


 “I
demand that you show me those emails,” Carl exploded. For a second Cindy felt
that he was about to lunge at Clay.  “I need to see what my niece said about
me.”


Clay
ran his hand across his chin, as if considering it. Finally, he shook his head,
“I don’t think Kate would have liked it,” he said.


“I
can have them subpoenaed as part of the record,” Carl threatened.


Just
then, a key turned in the lock, the door opened and Clay’s parents walked in.


They
seemed surprised to see Cindy and Carl, but walked over to Clay first.


“The
airports are flooded,” the father, Dan, announced. “We’re gonna be stuck here
another few days.”


“Damn,”
said Clay, “damn it.”


“I
know this is annoying and we wanted us to tell you in person,” Clay’s mother,
Margaret went close to him and put her hands on his shoulders. “We’ll find a
way to relax though, darling.”


 “I
don’t want to relax,” Clay grew agitated. “I’ve had enough here. I want to go
home.”


“Of
course you do, dear. This has been a horrid nightmare. But who in the world
could ever have expected such rain?”


“How
long will the airports are closed?” Clay rubbed his foot on the floor heatedly,
looking at his mother. “Can’t you fix it? Can’t you get us out of here another way?”


“Not
in this storm, sweetheart,” his mother insisted.


“My
son’s exhausted and nervous,” Dan said to Cindy and Carl. “It’s to be expected.”


“Naturally,”
said Cindy, “No one wants to be stuck at the scene of a crime.”


“The
scene is closed. The cops have found the killer,” Margaret and Dan chimed in
together.


“Maybe?”
Cindy said.


Dan
zeroed in on her then. “What in hell do you mean, maybe?”


“Nothing
is ever definite until the trial is over,” said Cindy. “The police have some
evidence, but it’s not solid.”


“They
said it was,” said Margaret.


“They
say all kinds of things,” said Cindy.


Clay
didn’t like that. “You too,” he said to Cindy, “you’re just like them. You say
all kinds of things to me also.”


“Calm
down,” Margaret stroked Clay’s shoulders again.


“I
hate when people say one thing and mean another,” Clay started to ramble. “It
makes me dizzy, I don’t like being dizzy.”


“Clay
can be emotional and sensitive,” said Margaret. “This was the last thing in the
world he needed, to be exposed to a nightmare like this.”


“We’ll
get our equilibrium back shortly,” Dan interjected. “We just need quiet, family
time together. We know how to comfort our son very well.” Then he turned to
Cindy and Carl. “What are you two doing here?” 


“I
want to see Clay’s correspondence with Kate,” Carl replied swiftly. “Cindy saw
and said there were some questionable comments in it about me. I need to know
what Kate said. I won’t be able to go on without seeing it.”


Margaret
sighed loudly. “This is awful, just awful for everyone.”


“It
is,” said Cindy, sympathetically. “I’m so glad you understand. Could you please
persuade Clay to let Carl see those letters?”


Margaret
seemed taken aback. “Why doesn’t Clay want to show it to you?”


“The
letters were personal, between me and Kate,” Clay chimed in. “I refuse to
betray Kate’s trust again.”


“Again?”
asked Cindy.


“I
betrayed her trust when I showed the emails to you the first time,” said Clay
angrily.


“Someone
betrayed more than her trust,” Carl moved closer to him. “They took Kate’s life
away. I need to know why.”


“And
how will seeing these emails help you?” Dan jumped in.


Cindy
took over. “Along with some comments I noticed in the emails, Clay mentioned that
Kate said all kinds of hurtful things about Carl. Carl doesn’t believe it,
wants to see it for himself.”


Margaret
sighed more loudly. “Our children do that sometimes, don’t they?” she said to
Carl. “They criticize us, they find out sore points.  But what good will it do
you to dwell on that now? It will only hurt more.”


“I
never did a thing in the world for Kate to criticize,” Carl insisted, “and I do
not believe she ever wrote anything like that about me.”


Clay
stared at him, “She did,” he insisted.


“Prove
it to me,” Carl’s voice resounded.


Clay
ran to his computer, opened it fast and started scrolling through.


Dan
took a step closer to Carl then. “Are you sure you want to see this? What good
will it do?” said Dan.


“I’m
sure,” said Carl intensely, “I can’t live with a shadow like this in my mind.”


Clay
got to a spot on the computer, stopped and then thrust it in front of Carl.
Cindy stood and read it over Carl’s shoulder.


Dear
Clay, My uncle Carl doesn’t love me like you do. He doesn’t understand me.
He pries into every little thing I do. I like that you give me space and
understand me with just a word or two. Sean never understood me, either. He
forced me to be his girlfriend. I never wanted to, either. But Carl liked Sean
and also forced me to be his girlfriend. You are the first man I’ve ever truly
wanted.


As
Carl read his face first grew numb, then fierce. 


“Complete
lies,” he growled emphatically. “Crazy stories. She never said that.”


Clay
pulled the computer away. “Every word is true.”


“Kate
never wrote this. I’m sure of it,” Carl was beside himself, “I have no idea who
wrote this.”


Cindy’s
heart started beating terrifically. “This doesn’t sound like anything I’ve
heard about Kate,” she added.


Carl
was on a tear, moving in closer and closer to Clay. “When were those emails
written?” he demanded.


Clay
hugged the computer to himself though, and smiled.


Margaret
came up to Carl. “Forget about it, leave it alone. It’s over now.”


“It’s
not over, it’s just beginning,” Carl flung back at her.


“Clay
is emotional about things,” Margaret spoke more softly. “A correspondence like
this confused his mind. He wanted to come to Kate’s rescue, and so he proposed.
None of it makes sense, I agree with you.”


Carl
wasn’t having her story, though. “Kate did not write that email. I am certain
of it,” he repeated, incensed.


“You
two have to go now,” Dan grew more agitated. “It’s enough for everyone.”


“It’s
not enough,” Carl glared at him.


Dan
strongly motioned Cindy and Carl to the door. As they were being sheparded out
of the room, something suddenly caught Cindy’s eye. Laying out on the top of a
bureau, in full view, was the amber bracelet Kate had worn.


“Wait
a minute, what’s this?” Cindy’s voice grew high as she ran over to it.


“It’s
Kate’s bracelet,” Clay ran over too, and grabbed it. “It belonged to her.”


“We
have to see this bracelet,” Cindy said intensely. “It’s part of the evidence in
the case.”


“How
in hell can this be evidence?” Dan was growing furious. “It was her bracelet
and it’s right here.”


“I
have to take it into the police station,” Cindy said breathlessly.


“Why?”
yelled Dan.


“Because
another bracelet, just like this has turned up, and we have to figure out what’s
going on.”


“So
take it, take it,” Margaret started to yell.


“No,”
Clay uttered. “It was Kate’s and it belongs with me. She may want it someday.”


 “Let
her uncle have it, Clay,” Margaret whispered to him. “Kate won’t need it
anymore. Her uncle does though, he needs something of hers.”


“He
doesn’t deserve it though,” Clay’s eyes grew heavy.


“It’s
okay, it’s okay,” Margaret started soothing Clay again. “We all deserve
something, and you don’t need her bracelet anymore.”


*


Cindy
clutched the bracelet tight in her hand. It spoke volumes, could be the
evidence needed that Sean hadn’t been in the room, hadn’t taken the necklace,
that he was not their man.


“We’ve
got to go see Riva immediately and get her bracelet,” Cindy said to Carl.  “They’re
holding Sean because they think he took Kate’s bracelet and gave it to Riva.”


“Let’s
go,” said Carl, mobilized. 


Fortunately,
Riva was in her room when Cindy and Carl knocked on her door.


“We
need to see the amber bracelet you were wearing,” Cindy said the moment they
walked in.


“Why?”
Riva got scared again, “and where’s Mattheus?”


“Don’t
worry about it,” Cindy reassured her. “This has nothing to do with you. We
found the bracelet that belonged to Kate in her room. Sean never took her
bracelet. Yours is different.”


“What
do you mean?” Riva seemed offended.


“Let’s
just see it,” said Carl emphatically.


Riva
brought her bracelet out of a drawer and gave it to Carl, hesitantly.


Immediately,
Carl turned it over in his hand. “This one’s a cheap copy,” he proclaimed.


“What
the hell do you mean?” Riva practically screeched. “Sean told me it was the
real thing.”


“It’s
a copy of the original one that belonged to Kate,” Carl added.


“Screw
Sean,” Riva’s face curled up tight.


“No,
be happy for Sean,” Cindy said. “The police thought he took Kate’s bracelet. That
put him with her the night she died. But Kate’s bracelet was still in her room.
Yours is different. When exactly did he give it to you?”


Riva
rolled her eyes back in her head. “I don’t remember exactly,” she whimpered,
confused.


“A
day or two before we came down here.”


“Then
it couldn’t be Kate’s, could it?” Cindy was completely stunned. “Sean gave you
this copy before Kate died.”


“He
didn’t say it was hers, but he said it was the real thing,” shouted Riva.


“Nothing
about Sean is the real thing,” Carl yelled back.


“Neither
is the evidence they’re holding against him,” Cindy interjected. “In fact, it
means nothing.”


“The
hell with Sean,” Riva’s wailing got louder.


“Why
are you so mad at him?” asked Cindy, breathless.


“He
lied to me about everything. He said he loved me, but he still loved her. He
gave me a piece of junk and said it was a real jewel.”


“Is
that why you’re emailing Clay?” asked Cindy.


Riva
became silent and very sad. “No, I was just emailing him because I was sorry he
lost someone he loved so much. I know how it feels.”


“What
did he say in return to you?” Carl pounced on it.


“He
said he was grateful for my kindness, that it was very rare these days.”


“That’s
all?” asked Carl.


“No,
he suggested that we keep in touch. He said it was rare to have someone who
understood you. He felt that I did and really valued that. I said I would keep
in touch and he said it made him feel much better. Isn’t there anything so
terrible about that?”











CHAPTER
19


 






“Okay,
so Mattheus’s case is falling apart under our eyes,” said Carl when they left
Riva’s room.


“Not
entirely,” said Cindy, “but we’ve got big piece of evidence doesn’t hold. Sean
didn’t give Riva Kate’s bracelet. There’s no proof now that Sean was with Kate
in her room before she died.”


“So
what now?” Carl was agitated, “will the cops return to the verdict of suicide?”


“Unless
we find something else pretty fast,” said Cindy.


Carl
and Cindy looked at each other then, practically reading each other’s thoughts.
 Cindy knew that, barring further evidence, the police would call Kate’s death
suicide. Nothing else made sense. Cindy ran the possibility of that over in her
mind. Kate’s father was convinced it was suicide. Maybe he was right? She
decided to run it by Carl once again.


“Wendell
is convinced it was suicide,” said Cindy quietly, floating the idea to see if Carl
could go along with it now.


“Kate
did not die by her own hand,” Carl retorted, “I’m positive of it. Something
else is going on here.”


“What
have you got on your mind?” asked Cindy.


“Clay’s
mean spirited, I never realized that before,” said Carl.


Cindy
felt that Carl was desperately fishing for something to keep the case open, and
probe more and more. It was way too devastating for him to think that Kate had
died by her own hand.


“If
you asked me, it seems like Clay’s got a vendetta against us,” Carl continued
fervently.


“No,
he’s just a private person,” said Cindy. “He’s not the kind to enjoy sharing
intimate details of his life.”


“It’s
not just his life, it’s mine, too,” Carl objected. “It’s my niece who died.
This impacts me as well as him. He’s self absorbed. Doesn’t give a hoot for
anyone else’s feelings.”


“Clay’s
probably lived a private, shut up life for a long time,” said Cindy.


“Hiding
behind his computer,” Carl snarled.


Carl’s
nastiness surprised Cindy. What did he really have against Carl, except that he
couldn’t get to see the correspondence? Cindy wondered if Carl reacted this way
to all the guys Kate had been involved with. 


“Did
you feel this way about all of Kate’s boyfriends?” asked Cindy.


Carl
was taken aback. “Of course not,” he said briskly. “In fact, I was the one who
encouraged Kate to keep the relationship with Clay going. I knew they were
meeting down here in Aruba and I was happy about it. Anything to get her away
from Sean.”


“Seems
it was pretty quick for Kate and Clay to come down here for a romantic
week-end,” said Cindy. “How long did she know him? How many times did they
actually meet?”


“None
of it mattered,” said Carl, “Kate needed a jolt to break her connection with
Sean. “I thought this could do it. I hoped she and Clay would fall in love.”


“Looks
like they did,” said Cindy.


Carl
seemed skeptical now, “Who knows?”


“They
got engaged. It’s all over the web,” Cindy insisted. “There are pictures of
them together, she said she was thrilled. “


“So
why wouldn’t Clay share their correspondence with me?” Carl’s face clenched. “Why
would Kate say nasty things about me to him?  I was on her side all the time
and she knew it. She came to me for everything. I don’t believe that Kate ever
said that I didn’t understand her and Clay did. That’s just crazy. Something’s
really off here.”


None
of this computed for Cindy, either. 


“You’ve
got to look into Clay further,” Carl insisted.


“We
researched him a lot up front. Couldn’t find one thing on except that he was
the last to see Kate alive and was the one to find her. Everything in his
background came up gold,” said Cindy.


“Even
gold becomes tarnished,” said Carl. “Did he have lots of girlfriends? Was he
engaged before?”


“No,
he actually had very few relationships, seemed quiet and shy with women.”


“Quiet
and shy, and he lured Kate in? Carl said. “It doesn’t figure. When you looked
at his correspondence with Kate did you actually see the nasty things he said
she wrote about me?”


“Not
really, but I didn’t look at every single email, just a bunch of them,” said
Cindy. Time was of the essence. I figured I’d go back and go over the rest
carefully later on.”


“Now
he won’t let you,” Carl growled.


“We’ll
see,” said Cindy, calming him down. “Right now he won’t, but there are ways to
get the information.”


“What
was your impression of the emails you read?” Carl seemed to feel slightly
better about the possibility of getting the chance to read them all.


“There
was nothing so off about it,” said Cindy, “except that I thought Clay assumed a
lot based on a little that Kate said. She’d say a few words and he went with it,
decided that she was the One.”


“This
is one creepy guy,” said Carl, “I don’t know why I ever encouraged her to meet
him. I could kick myself over and over.”


“There
are lots of them out there online like that, browsing around, looking for love.
It’s easy to develop a fantasy relationship,” said Cindy.


“Yeah,
it’s easy to develop a fantasy relationship when you’re together in person,
too,” Carl quipped. “How many people really know each other?”


Cindy
smiled. How well she knew that. “Relationships take time and patience,” she
said softly.


“Tell
me about it. I’ve been married three times,” said Carl, “loved each one of them
tremendously, when I did. I thought each one was forever. But nothing lasted,
nothing really worked.”


“It
worked while it worked,” said Cindy, “why beat yourself up about it? Who’s to
say something is supposed to last forever?”


Carl
looked at Cindy oddly then, and she felt strange hearing those words from
herself as well.  Was her view of relationships radically changing? She’d
always felt confident that she and Clint would be together forever. Everything
had seemed so stable between them. And Mattheus, too, in the beginning. 


“Sounds
like you’ve had a rough time yourself,” his voice softened.


“I’ve
been through changes,” said Cindy. “Who hasn’t?”


“I
know,” Carl whispered.


“But
at least you’ve been able to love again,” Cindy quipped. “That’s a good thing.
You could look at having three wives as a failure, or you say that you were
always ready to try again.”


Carl
laughed and so did Cindy.


 “I
wish better than that for you, Cindy,” Carl said softly. 


“I
appreciate it,” Cindy replied, “we all dream of that person to go through life
with.”


Carl
took a step closer to her then. 


Cindy
backed away. “So, let’s talk more about Clay,” she said. “Clearly, he upset
you.”


“Yeah,
he made me begin to think that what happened to Kate was my fault,” Carl put
his hands up to his head.


“Go
easy on yourself, Carl,” Cindy put her arm on his and there was a moment of
lovely connection between them. Both stopped to enjoy it. 


“What
now?” said Carl, as he composed himself. “Where do we go next?”


“Now
I’ve got to meet with Mattheus and show him Kate’s bracelet,” said Cindy. “It’s
going to change everything.”


“Lucky
Mattheus, to be able to have time with you,” said Carl softly.


“Thanks,”
said Cindy, “and I’m lucky, too.”


*


Cindy
had no idea how Mattheus would respond to the shocking news about Riva’s
bracelet. She called up to the room and fortunately, he was still there,
researching on the computer.  The roads had been flooded due to the storm and
it was difficult to get anywhere right now. The light of the day was quickly
fading, too. By tomorrow things would be getting back to normal. And in another
day after that the airports would open and Clay and his family could leave.


“Yes,”
said Mattheus when he picked up the phone, “what’s going on?”


“How
about coming down and meeting me in the bar at the hotel?” Cindy asked.


“Good
timing,” said Mattheus curtly. “I’ve just tying up the last chunk of research
on Sean.”


Mattheus
was like a dog with a bone, thought Cindy. She didn’t know why he refused to
open his mind to other possibilities. There was obviously something about Sean
that stirred him up, as if there were a battle of male energy between them. It
upset Cindy, wondered if Mattheus had the objectivity needed to handle all
kinds of cases.  Of course then she also had to also wonder if she had that
objectivity herself? Did anyone? Probably not. That’s why it was so good to
tackle cases with a partner, someone who balanced you and brought another
perspective.


Cindy
went right to the bar and ordered a glass of wine. She was definitely confused
about what had happened. It was late in the case to feel the way she did, she
thought, and feared it might never be settled.


Mattheus
walked into the bar, looking fresh, confident and handsome as ever, with an air
of defiance about him. He pulled out the seat next to Cindy, and motioned for
the bartender.  Clearly, he was still upset about having found Cindy and Carl having
a bite together.


“Scotch
and soda,” said Mattheus, gruffly.


Cindy
suddenly realized that Mattheus would never be trusting of her. It wasn’t
personal, either. That’s just who he was, the way it would be. Either she could
accept it or she couldn’t.


“There’s
a very important development,” Cindy started, professionally, overriding the
personal emotions that stirred below the surface.


Cindy’s
strength and no nonsense demeanor caught Mattheus’s attention immediately. “What?”


“The
bracelet that Sean gave Riva didn’t belong to Kate. It was a cheap imitation of
it. Not only that, Sean gave it to Riva a few days before Kate died.”


Mattheus’s
jaw dropped for a second. “You’re sure?”


“Positive,”
Cindy said promptly. “I saw Kate’s original bracelet in her room when I was
speaking to Clay.”


“Both
bracelets have to be carefully examined,” said Mattheus.


“No
problem,” said Cindy, “but Kate’s bracelet was there. After I found it, we went
to Riva’s room and talked to her about her bracelet.”


“We?”
asked Mattheus.


“Kate’s
uncle Carl and I,” Cindy continued, totally by passing Mattheus’s insinuations,
which had no place in the investigation and would only distract matters. “You
don’t have any solid evidence against Sean anymore,” Cindy concluded.


“Wrong,”
Mattheus bit his bottom lip. “There’s plenty of circumstantial evidence here,
enough to sink a boat.”


“You
want to sink Sean?” asked Cindy, irritated.


“I
want the truth to prevail,” Mattheus said. “How about you?”


Cindy
was quieter. “Yes, of course, I do.”


“I’d
say you’ve taken a liking to Sean and can’t really be objective,” said
Mattheus. “It’s a danger in cases.”


 “Just
what I was thinking,” said Cindy. “A big danger, a big distraction.”


“Right,”
said Mattheus. “So, now please listen to what I’ve come up with. “Not only does
Sean have a history of impulsive action, I found a friend of theirs back home
who said she heard Sean threatening Kate from time to time. And, she knows a
few people who can confirm it. Sean would yell at Kate, tell her she was a
misfit and to get the hell away from him.”


“A
misfit?” Cindy was horrified. “Kate was a beautiful, elegant, lovely young
woman.”


“On
the surface of it,” said Mattheus. “But there had to be lots more going on. Why
did she hang onto a guy like Sean all these years? He was someone always in
trouble, up to no good.”


“Maybe
because she loved him?” said Cindy.


“That’s
an easy answer that means nothing,” Mattheus said. 


“It
means something to me,” said Cindy.


“What
was there in Kate that made her love someone like that?” Mattheus clarified.


 “Exactly
how was Kate a misfit?” Cindy was stuck on that point.


“The
person didn’t say,” said Mattheus, “but she said that Sean got off on
embarrassing Kate publicly, putting her down, being rotten and nasty. People
heard it. Kate would run away crying.”


Cindy’s
heart ached for Kate. What had gone so terribly wrong in her life that allowed
her to accept this kind of treatment?


 “I’m
sorry to hear this,” said Cindy slowly.


“You’re
sorry to hear it, but those are the facts,” said Mattheus. “This guy you want
to protect so much, Sean, he’s not worth it.”


“What
about the bracelets?” asked Cindy, suddenly shaky?


“It
would have been good to have that physical evidence,” said Mattheus, “but it’s
not the end of the world. It’s not taking this case down by any means. And, Riva’s
not exactly the most reliable witness either. Who knows when Sean actually gave
Riva the bracelet? And, why in hell is she emailing Clay so much now?”


“How
much?” asked Cindy, “and how do you know?”


“We’ve
tapped into Clay’s computer and are following what he says and does,” said
Mattheus.


“I
thought he wasn’t a suspect. I thought he could go home,” said Cindy.


“Yeah,
that’s why we’re checking, because he’s leaving soon,” said Mattheus. “Believe
me, there’s nothing going on with him. He’s gets emails from Riva telling him
she’s sorry for his loss. The guy needs a little comfort and connection, so he
emails her back. Nothing out of the order. Could be Riva feels responsible for
what happened, after all, she’s been hanging out with Sean. She probably knows
much more than she’s letting on.”


“Conjecture,”
said Cindy.


“You
refuse to agree with me about anything,” Mattheus became solemn, “you refuse to
take in the facts. I’m wondering why? What’s behind this, anyway? Are you
playing for time because you don’t want the case end and us to be together?”


Cindy
picked up her wine glass and drank it all down. Mattheus felt overwhelming.


“You’ve
turned all your suspiciousness onto me, again,” said Cindy plainly. “It
exhausting.”


Mattheus
stood up at the bar. “Because you won’t answer my questions. Come clean, Cindy,
what’s going on?”


“I’m
tired of being suspected for every little thing,” said Cindy. “It wears on me
like a pound of rocks. It doesn’t work, it’s painful.”


“Well,
I’m sorry to have turned into a pound of rocks in your life,” said Mattheus,
leaving his drink half unfinished, turning and leaving the bar.
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Despite the overcast sky and blustery weather Cindy decided to leave the hotel
and walk along the shore to the natural volcanic pool about a mile away. It was
a beautiful site that she had wanted to spend time at since she got here.


As
soon as she stepped out of the hotel, warm, thick, salty winds blew at her,
tossing her hair onto her face. It actually felt good to walk through the tail
end of the storm, amidst the shells and driftwood that had been brushed up onto
shore. The wild, windswept feel of the place oddly soothed her.


Cindy
walked slowly, enjoying the feel of her feet on the sand and breathed deeply. Clay
and his family would be probably leaving in a couple of days, as soon as the
airport was ready. The case was going nowhere fast and Cindy felt sad about it.
She felt badly for Kate’s family as well, particularly Carl. At first he’d
seemed like a mountain of strength, and now he seemed more desperate for a way
to make sense of things.  Cindy found Carl interesting. He had many unexpected
and interesting qualities.


The
wind blew up as she walked and it was awhile before Cindy realized that someone
was walking behind her, getting closer with each step.


“Cindy,”
a male voice said behind her.


Cindy
spun around.


“God,
I didn’t mean to scare you,” said Carl, his hair blown about by the wind.


“You
did though,” said Cindy laughing.


“I
called to you while I was behind you,” he spoke quickly. “You didn’t hear me?”


“The
surf must have drowned it out,” said Cindy.


Carl
took a step closer and to Cindy’s surprise, it felt good and comforting to have
him there with her.


“I’m
on my way to the volcanic preserve,” said Cindy as the foam from the waves blew
in their faces.


“May
I join you?” asked Carl loudly, over the waves.


“Looks
like you already have,” said Cindy, and they both smiled.


“Good,
let’s go then,” he put his hand gently in the crevice of her back, turning
Cindy back in the direction she was walking in.


“You’re
an incredibly brave young woman,” Carl said as they started walking again.


That
surprised Cindy, “Why?”


“You
don’t see it,” he said, “you don’t see anything about yourself,” and he put his
whole arm closer around her.


“Carl,
I’m with Mattheus,” Cindy said then, edging away.


“Then
where is he, at a moment like this?” asked Carl.


“At
a moment like what?”


“At
a moment of danger and loneliness,” Carl replied spontaneously.


“What’s
the danger?” Cindy was confused.


“We
just had a disturbing interview with Clay,” Carl continued. “We just found out
that Sean didn’t give the bracelet to Riva. Things are stirring, unknown forces
working.”‘


“It’s
always that way in my line of work,” said Cindy quietly. 


“Mattheus
should be at your side,” Carl was emphatic.


Cindy
was stung. “We like time alone,” she answered defensively, “we need it.
Especially when working on cases.”


“Is
this work you plan to do forever?” Carl asked, his brow curling.  “Don’t you
want to settle down and have a family one day?”


Cindy
was silent. Of course that had been something she’d wanted all her life,
something she’d hoped for and planned.


“Maybe?”
she said.


“Maybe?”
Carl was taken aback. “Why only maybe?”


Cindy
felt as though Carl was turning into an Uncle to her now, looking after her the
way he’d looked after Kate her whole life long. And, to her surprise, Cindy
liked it.


“You
get used to a life style,” Cindy started, “it gets a grip on you. Before you
know it, years pass by.”


“How
well I know,” said Carl. “I worked for years as corporate lawyer.”


Cindy
was surprised.


“Just
kept doing it because it brought in money and prestige and the wives wanted
that.”


“And
what did you want?” asked Cindy.


“Someone
like you,” said Carl, looking at her through the sand which was blowing up
around them. “That’s all I ever really wanted, someone just like you.”


Cindy
felt shivery. “That’s probably how you felt about all your wives in the
beginning,” she said softly. “It’s how everyone feels with someone new.”


“No,”
Carl shook his head slowly, “this time is different. Let’s sit down and talk.
The volcanic pool can wait for another time.”


Cindy
smiled. He had a sweet charm about him that made it easy to go along.


The
two of them stopped walking then and sat down at the edge of the shore. 


“I
know I’m too old for you, Cindy,” Carl started.


Cindy
shrugged, age meant little to her. Her life had taken so many detours that
conventional standards didn’t mean much anymore.


“It’s
not about age,” said Cindy, “it’s about who a person is, what they want, how we
are together. It’s about what we bring out in each other. But, truly, I’m not
looking for anyone new.”


“You’re
really in love with Mattheus?” Carl turned to her full on.


Cindy
couldn’t answer.


“You
hesitate,” said Carl swiftly. “If you were really in love you would have said
so right away.”


“I
don’t know what really in love means anymore,” said Cindy. “Relationships are
more complicated than that. I definitely love Mattheus, that’s for sure.”


“Love
him but not in love?” Carl persisted.


“You
can’t build a life on in love,” Cindy said. “How long do those feelings
last anyway?”


“If
it’s the right person, a whole lifetime,” said Carl.


Carl
was sweet and hopeful and Cindy liked that. “It’s nice that you’re still so
hopeful, Carl.”


“Actually,
it’s amazing,” he responded, “given all that I’ve been through.”


Cindy
agreed. He’d been through a lot and was still open to finding love. She mused
about that. It could certainly indicate a hopeful person, or perhaps it pointed
to an attraction to getting hurt, on his part, or to an addiction to the rush
that falling in love brings. Cindy wanted to know what had gone wrong in his
marriages. But this wasn’t the time to ask about it. Things were hard enough
for him now as it was.


“You
know, I found out new things about the case from Mattheus,” Cindy said, turning
the focus away from them, back onto Kate.


Carl
seemed surprised. “Really? What?”


“Well,
for starters, Mattheus didn’t think the fact that it wasn’t Kate’s bracelet
that Riva had would make that much of a difference. Mattheus found more
witnesses though. He said he’d located some people in Kate’s life who actually
heard Sean threatening her and verbally abusing her publically.”


Carl
shot up in a bolt. “Who told him that?  Exactly what did they hear Sean say?”


“They
said he called Kate names and want her to get away,” said Cindy.


“That’s
it?” asked Clay.


“That’s
a lot,” nodded Cindy.


“I’ve
heard all about that before,” said Carl. “It was common knowledge. Kate and
Sean had lots of lovers quarrels publicly. That’s why I kept trying to get her
away from him. He was a loose cannon with his mouth. But he never lifted a hand
to her.”


“Still,
it builds the case against Sean,” said Cindy.


“Maybe,”
said Carl, “but there’s no direct evidence linking him to her killing.”


“No,
there isn’t,” Cindy agreed. “It’s tough, I so badly want you and Kate’s family
to have closure.”


“Closure?”
Carl moaned suddenly, “It’s never going to happen. Not for me. This is a wound
I’ll never get over. I don’t know how I’ll get along without Kate. I just don’t
know how.”


“It’s
going to take time, but you’ll do it,” said Cindy quietly, “I know you will.”


Carl
leaned over then and kissed the top of Cindy’s head, and she felt his warmth
and yearning flowing down inside.


*


Carl
and Cindy spoke for a little while longer and then returned to the shelter of
the hotel as the sky suddenly became more threatening and the ocean looked as
though riptides were beginning to form. They parted in the lobby and Cindy went
back up to her, wondering what state of mind she would find Mattheus in.


When
she walked into the room, she didn’t find him at all. He wasn’t there. Probably
elsewhere in the hotel, Cindy mused. As she walked to sofa to sit down, Cindy
saw an envelope addressed to her on the table. It was from Clay. 


Cindy
opened it quickly, her hands trembling. The note was written in plain, somewhat
scrawling handwriting.


Dear
Kate,



Do not come back to see me again. Do not bring Carl or Mattheus. I, too, am
grieving and must recover. There is no respect here for me, no one cares about
what I’m going through. Kate warned me about Carl and now I see how right she
was. He’s cold hearted and nasty. If Kate knew you, she would have warned me about
you too. She’d stay, stay away from all of them, Clay. They’re all predators,
looking for a kill. I’ve written poems about predators that have been
published. I can spot a predator whenever I see one. And now I see one.  A
woman like you, with many men, must not come back to see me.


Cindy
shivered. She read the note a few times. It was disturbing and bizarre. She had
to show it to Mattheus, it had to be explored. 


Cindy
quickly took her phone to call Mattheus. His answering service took her
message.


Then
she quickly called Carl. “I got a strange, upsetting note from Clay,” Cindy
said to Carl immediately.


“What
kind of note?”Carl’s voice sounded strained and nervous.


Cindy
wanted to have Carl come over and read it for himself, but what if Mattheus
suddenly returned?


“Clay’s
warning me not to come and see him again,” said Cindy. “And he said you mustn’t
go either.”


“I
mustn’t?” said Carl. “Well, now I’m going to make a point of making another
visit. The airport won’t be open for another two days, so, I have time. I’ve
already checked on him and found out that when he’s not in the hotel he goes
roaming somewhere. I’m going to find out exactly where. He’ll go there and I’ll
surprise him.”


“Why
are you going? For spite?” asked Cindy.


“I’m
going because this guy puts my teeth on edge,” said Carl. “I want to find out
more about him for myself.”


Cindy
liked the idea, and she liked Carl’s defiance, his determination to see things
through and unwillingness to take things on face value.


“Okay,”
said Cindy, “I’m going back onto Kate’s Facebook Page to check things further
now. Let me see what else has popped up.”


“Clay
doesn’t have a Facebook page,” said Carl. “Now that says something, doesn’t it?”


“Not
necessarily,” said Cindy. “Some people are private. Let me see what else I can
find on Kate’s Page.”


*


Kate
went straight to the computer on the patio, sat down and quickly went onto Kate’s
Facebook Page. It was now filled with messages of sorrow, horror and
condolence. People were posting constantly, as if she were still alive.


Kate,
Kate, how did this happen? We love you. We’re praying for you.


Kate,
we’ll never forget you.


I
don’t believe you’re gone, Kate. I refuse to believe it. I’ll miss you forever.


Someone
had posted pictures of Kate as a little girl, and then all through her years
growing up. There were many photos of her there with Sean, at all
different important occasions. They actually looked lovely and happy together. Cindy
wondered who posted it all? Maybe a combination of her friends and family? The
photos were compelling and moving. Cindy stared at them, tracing the journey of
a young woman to the day she met her fiancée, and the fateful week-end she
became engaged. 


Now,
in what looked like a memorial for her, there were also posted little messages
that Kate had written to others in the past. They were simple, engaging and
playful, describing her day lightly. 


Sean
and I had the most wonderful time roller blading, she wrote. The day was
perfect.


Here
are some pictures of Sean and me apple picking. What a beautiful day.


It
was both heartwarming and unnerving to hear Kate describe her days in her own
voice.


Cindy
decided to scroll down once again and look at the messages Kate had posted
announcing her engagement that fateful night. 


Happy,
thrilled, excited, she wrote.


Cindy
carefully scanned every single message in response. 


Someone,
hearing about the engagement, had sent her a quick reply. 


Be
careful, Kate, the message said.


Kate
answered just as quickly. Don’t worry, there are no predators on this island.
Everything is safe and fine.


Cindy
felt a chill go through her back as she read that one. Predators was not
a word Kate had used anywhere else, or would have used, thought Cindy. It didn’t
fit her. It was Clay’s word, not hers. Cindy sat there staring at the message.
Why would Kate even think of a predator? And how wrong, she’d been about it. 


As
Cindy sat there staring at the computer, the room to the door opened and she
heard Mattheus walk in. 


“What
are you doing?” he called, walking out onto the patio casually, as if nothing
out of the ordinary between them had happened.


“I’m
going through Kate’s Facebook page,” said Cindy.


“You
did that already,” Mattheus replied.


“I’m
doing it again,” said Cindy, defiantly. 


“Find
anything new? “asked Mattheus.  


“First
read that note Clay sent me that’s on the table outside,” said Cindy. “After
that, I’ll tell you what I found.”


“Oh
God, this will never end,” Mattheus groaned.


“It
will end when it ends,” said Cindy. “Please go read it, Mattheus.”


Mattheus
left to read the note and Cindy kept scrolling. There had to be something else
here that would tell her what she felt in every bone of her body and was
longing to know. She went over every message from Kate and its responses with a
fine tooth comb.


Suddenly
Mattheus reappeared on the patio. “Okay, you’re right, this note is weird.”


“That’s
putting it mildly,” said Cindy.


“No,
not mildly. It’s putting it exactly right. The note is weird. Right now this
guy is emotionally disturbed. But who wouldn’t be when they’d just gone through
something like this?”


“I
found a mention of a predator on Kate’s Facebook page,” Cindy turned to Mattheus
directly. “Kate said to someone that there were no predators on this island.
That’s a strange thing to say. Not like her at all.”


“Clay
probably mentioned it to her and it was on her mind. Mattheus had an answer for
everything.


“You
don’t think it’s weird?” asked Cindy, agitated.


“I
don’t think it’s pleasant, but it doesn’t mean a thing,” said Mattheus.


“Everything
means something on a case like this,” said Cindy.


“Not
everything,” Mattheus insisted. “Thinking every little thing has a secret
meaning leads to madness. You have to know what’s really significant and what
is not.”


“This
is very significant,” Cindy stuck to it.


“Cindy,
the case is solved. They’ve got Sean. It’s tied up.”


Cindy
turned back to the computer. “I don’t believe Sean did it, Mattheus. Everyone just
wants to pin it on someone and tie it all up.”


“That’s
not fair,” said Mattheus more calmly, walking closer to Cindy. “I’ve gone along
on this ride with you, but I don’t have to give up what I feel is right.”


“No,
you don’t,” Cindy agreed, calming down as well. The tension that developed as
cases proceeded inevitably spilled back onto both of them. “I know you’ve done
your best.”


“And
so have you, “said Mattheus more warmly.


That
was unexpected and felt good to hear.


“How
about leaving the computer for now and us taking some time together?” he said.


Cindy
wanted to do it, but was also afraid. She sensed something here that they could
not let go of.


“I
want to,” said Cindy, “but it bothers me that Kate wrote about predators. It
doesn’t sit right.”


“So,
go back and see exactly when that message was written,” said Mattheus. “Put it
in perspective and let it be.”


Cindy
scrolled back to the message and checked the exact time and date it was sent.
As she did, she froze in horror.


“My
God,” Cindy called out suddenly.


“What?”
asked Mattheus, unnerved.


“My
God, my God” Cindy’s voice got louder, “this message was sent after Kate was
dead.” Frantically, Cindy scrolled further. “So were the others!”


“What
others? What others?” cried Mattheus.


“Mattheus,
Mattheus,” Cindy suddenly cried from the top of her lungs, “Kate never
announced her engagement to Clay. The messages were sent after she was dead.
Kate didn’t post them. Who did?”
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 “We’ve
got to find out who wrote and posted those messages,” Cindy said to Mattheus
urgently.


“I’m
going with the case as it is,” Mattheus replied. “There will never be a way to
prove who wrote them. Kate could have written them before she died, and then
someone posted them later. We’ll never know, we’ll never know.”


“Someone
was obviously pretending to be Kate,” Cindy replied firmly.  “They announced
the engagement after she’d died. Why? It’s weird, it’s crazy.” 


Mattheus
wouldn’t get into it. “You’re chasing a rainbow,” he said. “There are lots of them
across the sky, especially after a storm.”


“This
is not a rainbow, it’s a lead,” Cindy was inflamed. “Who else had access to
Kate’s computer except Clay?”


“We
don’t know,” answered Mattheus in a clipped tone, “and by now the computer has
so many fingerprints on it, it’s anyone’s guess.” Then he got up and walked to
the door. “I’m taking a walk,” he said. “I’ll be back later.”


“When?”
asked Cindy, ruffled.


“Does
it really matter?” asked Mattheus. “You’re busy anyway, off and running after a
new lead.”


It
was hard to believe that Mattheus had become so lackadaisical, not really like
him at all, thought Cindy. He must have believed that she was using it to put a
wedge between them, avoid being back on vacation again. But his lack of
involvement troubled Cindy deeply. It also made her wonder whether their
working together was even a good idea anymore.


 After
Mattheus walked out and closed the door, Cindy immediately put in a call to
Carl, who picked up instantly. 


At
first, it was hard for Cindy to talk to him though. It should have been
Mattheus she was talking this over with, thought Cindy, flustered.


 “What’s
going on?” asked Carl, surprised to hear from Cindy so soon.


“There’s
been a sharp turn in the road,” Cindy finally managed, in a husky tone.


“What’s
wrong?” Carl picked up her urgency. 


Cindy
regained herself quickly and jumped in. “Kate never posted those messages on
her Facebook page about her engagement. They were posted after she had already
died.”


A
frozen silence greeted Cindy on the other end of the phone.


“Did
you hear what I said, Carl?” asked Cindy.


“I’m
just taking it in,” he replied, horrified.


“Someone
else posted the announcement of Kate’s engagement,” Cindy repeated


Carl’s
voice sounded strangled. “I don’t know what to make of this,” he uttered, “what
does it mean?”


“We’ve
got to find out who wrote and posted those messages,” said Cindy fervently. “And
it has to be done immediately.”


“We?” asked Carl, “you
and me?”


“Yes,”
said Cindy.


“What
about Mattheus?” Carl sounded dumbfounded.


“Mattheus
is not into it,” Cindy replied. “He still believes that Sean did it. Right now,
he’s gone out for a walk.”  


“At
a time like this?” Carl couldn’t believe it.


“I
need your help Carl,” Cindy could barely speak.


“Of
course I’ll help you. I’m on it completely. I’ll make those calls and find out
exactly where we can find Clay when he’s not in the hotel. Give me a few
seconds and I’ll call you right back.”


True
to his word, in about ten minutes Carl called back. He learned that Clay hung
out at a rocky cliff on the Western, primitive side of the island. The cliff
was high above the ocean, with an incredible view of the sky and sea. The
airports would be opening day after tomorrow, and Clay and his family were
grounded until then. If they couldn’t find Clay at the hotel, that was where he’d
probably be. 


“You’ve
done a fantastic job finding this out,” Cindy breathed, thrilled. “Wonderful.”


“Thanks,”
said Carl, gratified. “It’s the least I can do.  But I’ve also decided I’m
going there first thing tomorrow morning to surprise Clay myself.”


“Not
a good idea,” Cindy retorted sharply.


“Once
I see him that guy won’t know what hit him,” Carl continued. “I’m gonna drill the
bastard for all he’s worth.”


“I
don’t recommend it,” said Cindy.


“Why
not?” asked Carl perturbed.


“Don’t
go alone,” said Cindy, “meetings like that can become tricky. I’ll get Mattheus
to join you.”


“That’s
the last person I want to go with,” scoffed Carl.


“Mattheus
is a professional and he’s on the case,” Cindy became no nonsense. “You hired
him exactly for a situation like this.”


 “How
about you?” asked Carl, “you’re a professional too, aren’t you?”


“I’d
love to join you,” said Cindy, “but I think Clay may talk more without a woman around.”


“Could
be the opposite?” said Carl. “The guy’s pretty close to his mother.”


Cindy
thought about it for a moment. Maybe Carl was right. Clay had seemed more open
to her initially when Carl was not around.


But
none of that seemed to matter much to Carl. “Maybe you’re right about my going
with Mattheus,” Carl said, “but whether or not he comes along, I’m going to be
there first thing tomorrow morning, around ten o’clock. If Mattheus wants to
come, let him. I couldn’t care less. I’ve got questions for Clay that he’s
going to answer, like it or not.”


*


Mattheus
came back about an hour later, quiet and reserved. Cindy had been waiting up
for him on the sofa, going through some magazines.


“I’ve
been waiting up for you,” she said when Mattheus came in.


Mattheus
looked surprised. “Why?” 


“Because
I want to talk to you.”


“We’ve
talked a lot, Cindy,” said Mattheus with resignation. “Too much, maybe?”


“What
is that supposed to mean?” she asked.


“I’m
tired of talking about the same things over and over again,” he said.


Obviously
he was thinking of their relationship, not the case. Cindy had to get him back
on track.


“I’m
not referring to our relationship,” said Cindy then. “I want to talk about the
case.”


“You’re
obsessed with the case,” Mattheus turned full force on her. “You’re addicted, driven,
completely consumed.”


Cindy
was shocked at the vehemence of his tone. Obviously, he’d been thinking about
it.


“I’ve
seen this before and I’m seeing it again now,” Mattheus continued. “This has
become a sickness.”


Cindy
felt her face flush. “It’s a sickness to want to find out the truth?”


“That’s
right, in this case, it’s a sickness. Even after a case is solved, I’ve seen
detectives dwell on it for months. They become positive something was
overlooked, that they didn’t do enough. They begin to feel like it’s their
responsibility to save the entire world. It’s a sickness, Cindy.”


“Yes,
it is, but I don’t have it,” Cindy cried out. “There’s new, important evidence
here.”


“That’s
what they always say,” Mattheus yelled back. “This one new lead will turn
everything around.”


Cindy
felt sweat break out on her forehead. If Mattheus refused to listen to and
acknowledge the importance of the fact that Kate had died before her messages
were posted which one of them was in denial? She took a deep breath, got up and
walked out onto the patio.


Mattheus
followed her out there. He came close to her and put his hands on her shoulders
lightly.


“I
don’t want to hurt you,” he said, “I just want to wake you up.”


“Carl
is going to a rocky peak on the Western side of the island to confront Clay
tomorrow morning,” Cindy replied. “He wants you to accompany him.”


“He
wants me to accompany him? Or you do?” 


“I
don’t think he should do this alone,” said Cindy.


“It’s
nice to see how much you care about Carl,” Mattheus responded, “how busy you
are looking after his welfare.”


“Carl
hired us to solve this case,” replied Cindy bitterly.


“The
case has been solved,” Mattheus quipped. “Carl hasn’t hired us to be his
bodyguards while he works out his anger with his niece’s fiancée. First he was
angry with Sean, now his anger has turned towards Clay.”


“It’s
not quite like that,” said Cindy.


“Well,
tell me what it is then?” said Mattheus. “You know Carl much better than I do
anyway.”


Cindy
bit her lip hard. Mattheus’s devastating jealousy clouded his vision and
judgment every time it flared up like this. 


“You
say I have a sickness,” Cindy said, “how about you and your jealousy? It’s
crazy and rampant. The least little thing can spark it. It clouds your
judgment, Mattheus.”


“I
accept that,” said Mattheus, “but I do not accept the fact that it is my duty
to accompany Carl to an encounter with Clay. Carl’s doing this for personal
reasons that have nothing to do with the case.”


“Everything
has to do with the case,” Cindy insisted.


“That’s
the sickness speaking,” said Mattheus, as he took his hands off her shoulders and
walked back inside.


*


Cindy
could barely sleep all night thinking of what Mattheus had said. Was it true, was
her drive to solve the case a sickness, or addiction of some kind? Had she gone
overboard? She tossed and turned as Mattheus slept, facing away from her all
night long.


As
the first light of day broke through the window, Cindy got out of bed,
showered, pulled on navy linen slacks and a hand painted summer shirt, and
brushed her long hair, hard. Then she looked in the mirror. Who was looking
back at her? On the one hand she saw a beautiful young woman, suntanned, hair
flowing down over her shoulders, beautifully dressed for the oncoming day. On
the other hand, if she looked deeper, she saw someone driven. Had she become a
person whose life had been taken over by the pursuit of killers, down here in
the Caribbean? Was Mattheus right? Had the hunt for these killers and justice
for the victims become more important to her than building a life and
relationship of her own? Had finding killers replaced it? Was there any room
for her to be with Mattheus in the way he wanted it to be? Cindy stopped for a
second a wondered.


She
walked back into to the bedroom and looked at Mattheus sleeping for a moment, before
she opened the door and went downstairs. Mattheus was a good man and he loved
her. She loved him as well, and for a long time they’d loved working together.
Cindy wasn’t sure when things changed so deeply and became the way they were
now. 


Cindy
considered waiting for Mattheus to wake up before leaving, but the thought of
Carl going alone to confront Clay worried her. If Mattheus wouldn’t go, at
least she should. This was a delicate time for all concerned and there was no
telling what could take place. It was the right thing to do, it was the only
thing to do, she told herself as she stepped out of the door and onto the
elevator.


After
having a quick breakfast downstairs in the café, Cindy hailed a cab and took it
to the spot Clay liked to hang out at. It was early to go, but Cindy wanted to
be sure to there before Carl arrived.


The
taxi made its way to the Western part of the island then wound up a hill and
stopped at a high peak, over the ocean, and Cindy got out. The waters and winds
were calmer today, and the air had the wonderful, biting smell of ocean, mixed
with the fragrance of flowers, after a storm had passed.


As
Cindy walked slowly towards the edge of the peak, to her surprise, she saw Clay
there already. Cindy shuddered as she walked closer. Clay was standing on the edge
of the peak, tearing papers wildly, and throwing them down into the ocean
below.


“Clay,”
Cindy called out, despite herself, unsettled by seeing him doing that.  She was
sorry the moment she called his name, though. She’d wanted to hide in the
shadows for a while and watch what else he was up to. 


The
moment he heard her, Clay spun around and faced Cindy directly. 


“You,
again!” his face grew tight. “What are you doing here, following me?”


Cindy
walked closer to him. “Calm down, Clay, I’m not following you.”


“What
are you doing here, then?” he demanded, disturbed by the sight of her.


“I
just wanted to talk to you a little,” said Cindy quietly, letting the wind
carry her words to him.


“Like
hell,” said Clay, grabbing another bunch of papers and ripping them up.


“What
are those papers in your hands?” Cindy asked, taking another step quietly. 


“What
business is it of yours?” Clay shot back, tearing them more intensely.


“I’m
your friend, Clay,” Cindy said quietly, trying to win back to his confidence.


At
that his eyes opened wide. “My friend? You expect me to believe that?”


“I
do,” said Cindy.


 “She
said that to me, too, in exactly the same voice,” Clay remarked, growing edgy.


“Who
said that?” asked Cindy, “Kate?”


“No,
not Kate,” Clay threw his head back and looked up into the sky. “April, my high
school sweetheart. She said she was my friend, but she wasn’t. She made fun of
me behind my back. My mother found out about it finally, and let me know.”


“I’m
sorry, that sounds awful,” said Cindy.


“Awful
is putting it mildly,” Clay seemed suddenly sad. “My mother warned me that you
can’t trust any of them. I kept trying though, I didn’t want to believe her for
a long time.”


“Your
mother said you couldn’t trust any women?” Cindy was horrified.


“Yes,
and she was right,” mumbled Clay.


“That
must have been hard to live with that idea,” said Cindy.


“Very,”
Clay raised his head and tossed it backwards again, as if scanning the sky for
something.


“What
are you looking for, Clay?” asked Cindy.


“Traces
of love, long left behind,” he murmured. “Where did it go?”


Cindy
shuddered again. He seemed disoriented. Was he reciting a poem? Had the loss of
Kate unhinged him? 


“Are
you reciting a poem?” asked Cindy softly.


“A
poem I wrote long ago,” said Clay, looking back down at her. “I love my poems,
I read them over and over. When I can’t sleep at night, I write new ones.”


“Do
you have trouble sleeping at night, Clay?” asked Cindy, curious.


Clay
looked at Cindy oddly then. “Most nights I do,” his voice dropped so low she
could barely hear him. “Did you know that the night is a dark and dangerous
time?”


“I
didn’t know that,” said Cindy, coming closer, but afraid to get too near to the
edge of the precipice they were standing on.


“My
mother told me to be careful at night when I was little, but it took me years
to realize it was true,” Clay went on. “Bad things happen at night when you’re
sleeping. You always have to be on guard.”


Cindy
wanted to ask what happened to Kate at night, how the danger happened, but she
backed off. It would be too much to confront him just like that. He knew
something had happened though. Obviously, he’d blocked it out.


“How
do you stay on guard at night, Clay?” Cindy continued.


“I
sleep and wake and wake and sleep during the dangerous night,” he practically
whimpered, moving closer to her.


How
could he have possibly slept through Kate falling from the patio, then? Cindy
wondered.


“You
hear every little noise in the room when you sleep?” Cindy spoke to him as
though he were a child.


“I
walk in my sleep all the time,” Clay said, matter of factly. “I have since I
was a little boy. I walk and guard my family against danger.”


“You
sleepwalk?”


“All
the time,” said Clay, looking proud of it.


Cindy
gasped. Did Clay harm Kate while walk in his sleep and not even realize it?


“What
happens when you walk in your sleep?” Cindy’s voice grew more shaky.


“I
don’t know,” said Clay, “I can’t remember. “But I know that it’s dangerous for
me to sleep any place but home. Sometimes I do, though.”


Cindy
felt the blood rush from her face. “No one knew you were coming to Aruba to
sleep over here, did they, Clay?” she asked.


“No
one but Kate,” said Clay then, turning to Cindy with an eerie smile.  “Kate
knew it, she was excited. Kate loved me so much. She was thrilled.”


“And,
where did you sleep when you came up to New York to visit Kate?” Cindy asked.


“I
slept at a motel nearby. Nothing bad happened then,” said Clay.


Nothing
bad happened, it surprised Cindy to hear him say that. At least he was aware
that something bad had happened this time.


“Did
something bad happen this time, Clay?” Cindy asked pointedly.


“I
think it did,” said Clay. “Something happened to Kate. Someone took her away
from me,” his hands clenched into fists as he said that.


“Who
did it?” Cindy shot out.


“I
have no idea,” Clay wailed.


In
the flash of a moment Cindy realized that he did know somewhere in the back of
his mind. He couldn’t remember though, he was hiding from it. Cindy felt a glimmer
of light was about to dawn for both of them.


“Did
Kate realize that the two of you were about to become engaged down here on
vacation?” Cindy continued, trying to jog his memory.


At
that, Clay stopped talking, swiftly turned, and pointed to the papers in his
hand.


“Did
she?” Cindy insisted.


“I
thought she did,” Clay suddenly growled. “I wrote that she did in my diary,” he
held up the papers high. “I wrote here that she loved me and would be thrilled
with the beautiful ring I got her.”


“You
gave Kate a ring?” asked Cindy, startled. There was no picture of a ring on
Kate’s hand in any of the photos. Cindy had thought Clay hadn’t bought it yet.


“Of
course,” Clay insisted, “I gave her an incredible ring made of diamonds and
mother of pearl. Just like the kind my grandmother wore her whole life long.”


“Where
is that ring now?” asked Cindy, breathless.


Clay
looked at her blankly.


“I
didn’t see it on Kate in the photos,” Cindy turned up the heat.


Clay’s
face suddenly grew dark and ugly. “Because Kate never put it on,” he suddenly
flung out into the increasingly hot and sultry day.


“Why
didn’t?” asked Cindy, terrified at the wildness that flared up in his eyes.


“Because,”
said Clay, as something suddenly rustled behind them.


Cindy
turned swiftly and there was Carl, standing a few feet behind them, listening
to every word.


“Kate
never wore the ring because Kate never said yes, did she?” Carl marched boldly
up to Clay.


“What
the hell are you doing here now?” Clay jerked away. “There’s a posse after me,
chasing me, blaming me for everything.”


“Did
Kate say yes to the proposal?” Carl demanded in horror.


“I
won’t talk anymore. I want my mother,” Clay stamped his foot on the ground.


“Let
me see those papers,” Carl lunged towards them.


Cindy
got in the way and stopped Carl immediately. 


“Back
off, she said, abruptly. “Clay is a good boy.”


Clay
looked at Cindy, grateful and shocked. “I am a good boy, I am, I am,” he
insisted.


“I
know you are,” Cindy stepped closer to him, “and I know you’ll answer our
questions yourself.”


At
that Carl grabbed his papers tighter and began ripping them into shreds. Then
he tossed the ripped shreds wildly over the edge of the cliff. Cindy watched
them blow in the wind on their way down into the roaring sea.


“Kate
betrayed me,” Clay called out over the ocean as the papers flew away, “how dare
she lead me on like that?”


“Lead
you on?” Carl was beside himself. “It’s you! You killed her, didn’t you? You
pushed her over the patio.”


“I
never killed her,” Clay swayed like a branch in the wind, “I loved Kate. She
disappeared, she abandoned me.”


Carl
took a step closer then. “You posted those messages on Facebook, didn’t you?”
his voice boomed like a cannon shaking both Cindy and Clay.


“What
messages?” Clay looked genuinely confused.


“The
messages on Kate’s Facebook page that announced your engagement,” said Cindy.


“There
were?” Clay was amazed by it.


Carl
and Cindy threw each other a quick glance.


“He
doesn’t know what happened,” said Cindy. “He’s a split personality, delusional,
he sleepwalks.”


“And
he kills in his sleep,” Carl growled louder.


“We
can’t be sure yet,” said Cindy.


“You
killed Kate in your sleep,” Carl hollered, “You killed my precious girl.” Then
he lunged at Clay violently.


As
Carl came flying at him, Clay grabbed him around the waist with terrific
strength, and as if he were picking up a branch from a tree, flung him straight
down over the cliff.


“Help,
help,” Carl’s screams echoed in the air as he fell. 


Terrified,
Cindy tried to run to the edge of the cliff to help him, but Clay caught her
midway.


“You’re
next,” Clay said, glaring at Cindy.


“We
haven’t done anything to you, Clay,” Cindy begged. “It was Kate, she did it.
She abandoned you.”


Clay
loosened his grip, just a little then.


“It
was Kate who led you on,” Cindy cried out.


“She
did, she did,” Clay called louder. “Kate made me think she loved me, but she
didn’t. I couldn’t be shamed like that before the entire world.”


“So
you posted those photos to let everyone think you’d gotten engaged,” Cindy
said.


“Right,
and I’m glad I did,” Clay conceded.


Cindy
longed to break loose from Clay and run to Carl. She could hear him moaning and
calling and thanked God that he was alive.


“I’m
coming Carl,” Cindy called.


“No
you’re not,” Clay shook her whole body. “You’ll never see him again. Just like
I’ll never see Kate again, either.”


“Hold
on Carl, just hang in,” Cindy kept calling.


“Kate
abandoned me, she abandoned me,” Clay shouted for all he was worth as Cindy saw
someone else approach. Who was it? Had Carl told the police they’d be there?  Cindy
craned her neck backwards and to her shock, saw Mattheus running, full speed,
towards them.


“Jesus
Christ, Jesus Christ, what’s going on?” Mattheus was breathless. “Clay’s father
called up to the room and told me to get here fast as I could. Carl talked to
him this morning.”


“Clay
threw Carl over the cliff,” Cindy yelled, “and he’s got me.”


“She’s
next,” Clay murmured, glaring at Mattheus.


“That’s
what you think,” Mattheus’s face flushed with rage, as he turned into a
mountain of strength, taking solid steps towards Cindy and Clay. “It’s over,
Clay. Let her go.”  


“Nothing’s
over,” Clay said, holding Cindy more tightly. “Nothing will ever be over. I’ll
always hurt.”


“No,
you won’t,” said Cindy softly. “We’ll get you help, Clay.”


Suddenly
Clay started sobbing.  “I loved Kate with all my heart.”


“Let
Cindy go, Clay,” Mattheus spoke in a commanding tone.


“Why?”
Clay growled again. “You can’t trust any of them, you just can’t.”


“Your
father is on his way here right now,” Mattheus said then. “What will he do if
he sees you hurt more people?”


That
startled Clay. He began backing away, dragging Cindy along. “He’ll punish me,”
Clay started whimpering. “He always punishes me, whatever I do.”


“I
spoke to your father this morning,” said Mattheus. “He was upset, he was crying.”


“No,
he wasn’t,” Clay flung back. “My father only punishes, he never cries.”


“This
morning he was crying,” said Mattheus, approaching carefully. “He told me he
was sorry about everything. He told me you sleepwalked.”


Clay
became absolutely still. “My father told you that?”


“Yes,
he did,” said Mattheus.


“He
never tells anyone,” Clay rambled. “It’s our family secret.”


“But
he told me,” said Mattheus, as someone else quickly approached in the distance.


Cindy
turned and saw Dan, Clay’s father, running over to them quickly. Shaken and
devastated, Dan went straight to Clay. 


“Make
Clay let me go,” Cindy pleaded desperately.  As the sounds of Carl moaning
below started fading she felt panicky. She had to get to Carl fast. 


“Let
Cindy go,” Dan demanded, stepping closer still.


“It’s
not my fault, I didn’t do this,” said Clay, avoiding his father’s eyes. “She
came after me. She attacked me. She’s blaming me for Kate’s death.”


“Let
Cindy go,” Dan demanded, stepping closer still.


“How
do you know we can trust her?” asked Clay, trembling.


“Let
her go,” Dan repeated and I’ll tell you.


Slowly,
Clay loosened his grip.


Cindy
broke free of him and fled to Mattheus, who opened his arms to welcome her.


“I’m
sorry, I’m sorry,” Mattheus was deeply saddened, “forgive me, I’m sorry.”


Cindy
was shaking from head to foot. “Carl’s down there,” she pointed to the bottom
of the cliff. “Clay threw him down there.”


“My
God,” said Dan.


Mattheus
let Cindy go and rushed to the edge of the cliff to look down. 


“Help
him, “begged Cindy.


“He’s
still alive. Call the rescue crews and police immediately,” Mattheus yelled as
he slid down the edge of the cliff to each Carl and bring him up to safety.


As
Cindy watched Mattheus disappear from sight she immediately called for police
and rescue crews.


“Is
it over for us?” Dan asked, trembling, holding Clay in a tight grip.


“The
police will be here in a few minutes,” said Cindy, “they’ll take it from here.”


“What
happens then?” Dan looked ravished. “My boy is sick.”


Cindy
looked at both of them intently.


“I
had no idea Clay was coming down here,” Dan was talking at top speed.  “We keep
a careful watch on him.”


“He
went up to see Kate though in New York, didn’t he?” Cindy asked, dumbstruck.


“Yes,
he did, but my wife went with him. She stayed at a room across the hall at the
motel and checked in on him all the time. My boy only needs to be monitored
when he’s sleeping,” said Dan.


 “How
dare you let him date someone?” asked Cindy appalled.


“He
found her online,” Dan murmured. “He found her himself. He sent her his poems.
She loved them. It made him so happy, we didn’t have the heart to say no. He
didn’t mean for this to happen. He never meant to hurt her. It must have
happened in his sleep.”


“Clay
threw Carl off the edge of the cliff in broad daylight,” said Cindy stonily, “while
he was wide awake.”


Dan
hung his head in despair then. “The sickness must have progressed,” he said
softly. “Nobody had any idea.”











CHAPTER
22


 


 


The
headlines read, Sleepwalker Strikes In His Sleep. Killer found his prey online,
looking for love. Is it murder or is he criminally insane? Is his family
responsible? 


Endless
commentators responded to those questions, both on TV and online.


The
headlines continued:  Brave Detective Finds The Killer At Risk To Her Own Life.
 


Once
again Cindy was receiving citations on the news and in person. Once again calls
were coming in for her from all over the world.


“The
detective’s partner Mattheus also risked his life,” Cindy added, as reporters
thronged around her. “Mattheus arrived just in the nick of time, and rescued us
all. Thanks to him, Kate’s uncle Carl is in hospital, recovering and doing
well.”


“It
was nothing,” Mattheus responded to the reporters, shrugging it off. 


After
rescuing Carl, Mattheus had refused to leave Cindy’s side. And, there was no
way he wanted any praise in this matter. Mattheus told Cindy that he could never
forgive himself for not being there with her. What happened was his fault
entirely. He should have listened to her carefully, he’d been selfish,
arrogant. He wasn’t a good partner to her any longer.


Although
Cindy agreed, she said nothing. After all, he’d finally shown up. His strength
re-appeared. It was always there inside him, waiting.


“Are
we done?” asked Mattheus lamely.


“I
don’t know,” Cindy replied. “We need to work on our relationship. And we can’t
do it alone.”


“Are
you talking about therapy?” asked Mattheus, looking as though he’d bitten into
a very sour lemon.


Cindy
laughed and he hugged her.


“Couples
therapy is not the worst idea in the world,” said Cindy. “Better people than us
have been through it.”


“I
thought a good vacation would help straighten things out,” Mattheus responded.


“A
vacation is one thing,” said Cindy slowly, “talking out our differences with
someone who can help us is something else.”


Mattheus
shivered a second and pulled Cindy closer to him. “I’ll do anything you ask,”
he said slowly, putting his face down in her hair. “I love you and don’t want
to lose you. I would die if anything happened to you. And I almost let it
happen.”


Cindy
closed her eyes then as he held her close. The feelings between them were
strong and powerful. But they came in waves and then receded. 


“I’ll
do anything you ask, anything,” Mattheus repeated.


“I
don’t want to lose you either, Mattheus,” said Cindy, “but I don’t really have
you, the way we are now.”


“Well
said,” said Mattheus softly. “You find someone to help us, and I’ll go for it.”


The
phone rang then shrilly. As Cindy put her hand on it to pick it up, Mattheus stopped
her.


“No
calls now, no new cases. Give us some time first to work things out,” he said. “At
least a month together before we go back to work.”


“A
month?” said Cindy.


“You
can’t deny there’s something strong between us,” said Mattheus.


“I
don’t deny it,” said Cindy. “I never did.”


“It’s
special, it’s precious, it’s hard to find. Let’s take a month to decide if we’ve
got what it takes to make our relationship work. Then we can even set a date to
get married,” Mattheus added lovingly. “I even bought the ring.”


Cindy
was shocked to hear that. 


“You
told me to wait for a happier time to give it to you,” he murmured.  


“That’s
the surprise you had for me?” asked Cindy unbelievingly.


“It’s
still here in my pocket,” Mattheus grinned. “You want to see it?”


“Of
course I want to see it,” said Cindy, “not this minute, but soon.”
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