
CHAPTER 1: Forensic Knitting Murder  c RL Beck 2020 

It was a glorious morning, maybe. I was too busy to notice. The daily symphony of  chirping birds was muted, 
drowned out by the raucous cry of  seagulls and the obnoxious crank-crank of  a great blue heron. Added to 
the din was the pounding of  Claire's rhythmic gait. My own trot was a clumsy thud-thump. Cross-eyed, I 
watched a bead of  sweat drip off  my nose. I shook my head, hair and sweat flying. What made me lie to her, 
telling her that I liked running? I thought grimly, it's all Claire's fault. How had I let her talk me into this 
torture? Thud-thump-bump. Almost tripping, I looked ahead focussing on Claire's ponytail, bouncing as it 
poked out of  her cute little knit hat. Even her ponytail was perfect. It seemed to be mocking my efforts with 
every swish. Grinning wryly, I ignored the stitch in my side. I watched her ponytail wishing I had a pair of  
scissors. I composed newspaper headlines for the crime I would commit with them. 'Hair Cuts Short Run' or 
'Short Hair Cuts Run' or 'Run Cuts Hair Short.' My laugh was more of  a snort as I tried to catch my breath. 

Claire's timer went off  and we rested to the sound of  my laboured breaths. I was beginning to recover when 
her buzzer signalled the start of  the last leg of  our run. She set off  in silence. Claire was unusually quiet 
today, not bursting with her usual inspirational enthusiasm. I followed slowly before realizing that the promise 
of  home and a hot shower was nearing reality. The thought motivated me to pick up the pace. I felt like an 
old nag pulled toward the comfort of  the stable as another drop of  sweat coursed down my forehead. 

We passed St. Cuthbert's, finally on the backstretch, my favourite part of  our loop. Ahead the trail meanders 
through a park running along the seaside. The path here is a soft bed of  mulch with the bay on one side 
ending at the Bluenose Marina. There is always a welcome sweat-cooling breeze off  the water. I lifted my 
head towards the sea, breathing deeply and felt revived as I watched the early morning sun scatter millions of  
gold sprinkles on the tiny whitecaps. 

Another small stumble made me concentrate on the trail ahead. At the end of  the path, I was startled to see 
what looked like a circus in the marina parking lot. As we got closer, the scene became familiar. Flashing blue 
and red lights reflected in the water. Police cars, an ambulance and two fire trucks were crammed into the lot. 
It was hard to tell what was going on, but with so much activity, I was intrigued. I slowed and saw that ahead, 
Claire was already veering toward home. I called out, "Let's check this out." 

She stopped, then turned back to me slowly. There was a strange look on her face? Dismay? Reluctance? 
Annoyance? I gestured, "I'm going to see what's happening, but you go ahead if  you want." I waited as she 
hesitated. Then Detective Inspector Jack Sommerville caught sight of  us and waved. Claire stood rooted to 
the path but I was drawn to Jack like a magnet, my heart flipping around in my chest. I breathed deeply 
quelling my instant reaction to the man and turned toward the marina. I sensed when Claire followed. We had 
to wait as the ambulance pulled out of  the lot and drove toward Vancouver. Its siren and lights were quiet. A 
false alarm or a dead body? 

The slight delay gave me time to re-arrange my features from Jack-man-worship to a simple interest in the 
crime that brought a Detective Inspector here. Evidently, I wasn't, as I had hoped, over my one-sided 
infatuation for the man and his shoes. He smiled broadly, "Hey Claire." I stared at his lovely tasselled loafers 
as he continued, "Amy. You're looking good. It's a great day for a run." 



Good? I was sweaty and panting. "I don't run," I blurted trying to excuse my state. "I mean, Claire is training 
with me. She's hoping I'll be ready for the Vancouver Sun Run," I finished lamely. 

"If  Claire is in charge, you will be." He paused adding, "You've got quite the glow happening." 

Was that a compliment? A running compliment? Because if  he likes his women in a full-on glowing lather of  
sweat, then I was his dish of  the day. I looked beyond him while Claire smiled vaguely, looking out to sea. 
Waving a hand at the swarm of  vehicles and people I asked, "What's going on? Someone fall off  their boat?" 

He hesitated, then grinned, "The media already has the story so one more gossip won't matter." 

I laughed, more at ease, "Don't take that tone with me, detective. My so-called gossiping friends and I helped 
you solve one murder already!" 

"I know and believe me, I was grateful. But I doubt that this one will need your particular skills." 

He was referring to my role as an expert witness in the murder of  a man who was killed practically next door 
to me. When the crime was linked to knitting, I became his expert witness on the skill. It was my knowledge 
of  knitting that had been instrumental in solving the crime. "So, what happened here?" 

"Bernie Sawyer, the guy who owns the marina, was found this morning. It's suspicious, but not anything to do 
with knitting." I opened my mouth ready to bombard him with questions. "Whoa," he said shaking his head, 
"you'll hear about it soon enough. I need to get back." He turned then, looking back over his shoulder asked, 
"How about I run with you two tomorrow morning? I'll need a good workout." 

Claire nodded slowly looking abstracted, but I was aghast. A run with Jack was simply not going to happen. 
"Uh, no," I stammered, "I mean, I forgot to tell Claire that I can't make it tomorrow. You and she can go. I'll 
run on my own, uh, later in the day." 

He shrugged, "6 at the train station, Claire?" 

"Okay," she replied slowly. Jack didn't notice her unease and nodded as he made his way swiftly through the 
lot, soon lost in the bustle of  people and vehicles. Claire turned toward home, "Come on, Amy. Let's walk 
from here to cool down." 

We made our way down the road and over the train tracks. Our pace was brisk. By now the sun was well over 
the rooftops and it was starting to warm. I relished the feeling of  the sun on my arms. Claire was still quietly 
distracted. Curious, I asked, "Is there anything the matter, Claire?" 

When she didn't answer I wondered if  maybe being near the scene of  a crime made her squeamish. "I'm 
sorry if  I dragged you over to the marina, but I'm hooked when there are police and fire trucks I can't resist 
having a look. Especially when it turns out to be a murder." Actually, Jack hadn't even committed to that 



much. Suspicious or not, for all I knew the death could be accidental or even suicide. But I didn't think so. 
Jack would have told us if  it was anything but murder and I had a feeling. In the past year, I'd helped to solve 
two cases. The first with Jack in charge and the second on a holiday in Paris where I'd met Luc, my French 
fling. Putting the distracting thoughts of  Jack and Luc aside, I listened to Claire. 

"It's not that," she said slowly. "I was there last night. I guess I'm a little shocked." 

"Where? You mean the crime scene?" 

Her voice rose emphatically, "No!" She drew a deep breath steadying herself, "No, I mean, I was at the 
marina." 

"What were you doing?" I asked puzzled. 

She smiled faintly, "It was a promotional event, a soft opening for a condo development proposed for the 
waterfront." She continued, "I wanted to hear what they were telling the public about the environmental 
impact." 

I nodded, understanding. Claire is on the board of  a local environmental protection group. As well, she is a 
professional travel consultant for high-end clients who favour eco-travel. I mused, "I remember hearing about 
the event. I thought it was going to be a condo pre-sale. You know the kind where you get unlimited free 
margaritas while being strong-armed into providing a drunken signature on a contract." 

She didn't smile, "It was nothing like that." We reached the end of  my block. I wanted to ask more, but she 
looked at her watch. "It's late and I have to get moving." Then she looked at me intently, "Amy, why didn't 
you want to go running with Jack?" 

I studied a tuft of  grass fighting its way through a crack in the sidewalk, "Was it obvious?" 

I caught a glimpse of  her smile, "Not to him," she said. 

I told her one reason for my reluctance, "Good, I'd be totally embarrassed to run with him. I mean, after the 
first kilometre I look and sound like a dying camel." 

  

"A glowing one," she grinned, reminding me of  Jack's comment. "Listen, he won't care if  you sound like a 
whole herd of  camels. He and I have a passion for running and we get a kick out of  sharing our enthusiasm. 
I'm enjoying our runs and trust me, he won't judge you," she said sincerely. 

"Someday," I promised vaguely and turned to slowly walk up my street. I thought about our run today. If  I 
was honest I'd actually enjoyed myself  some of  the time. And I was secretly proud that I had kept to the 
pace. Then I remembered the sweaty mess I was when I finished. Resigned, I turned up my front walk. Why 
had I ever told Claire that I would like to start running again? Other than the odd New Years' resolution I 
haven't run since my days on the track team in high school. That was a distant memory, but running wasn't 



something you forgot; not like calculus. Claire embraced my desire to start again with enthusiasm. She 
introduced me to a program that promised I would be able to 'run 10k with ease at the end of  13 weeks'. I 
doubted it. It wasn't long before I hatched a plan so that I could convince Claire that I needed to retire from 
the sport. I didn't want to hurt her feelings so my idea involved developing some sort of  condition that didn't 
require surgery or a cast. Maybe a shin splint, whatever that was. I needed an invisible condition that would 
make it easy to get out of  my commitment. After a few runs, I schemed, I'd turn my fake injury into a virtual 
reality. 

But this morning something strange was happening. As I climbed my front stairs, I noticed that the sky was 
cerulean with a feathering of  pinky-white clouds and everything smelled of  dew. It was a beautiful day. Then, 
in the shower, a horrible thought occurred to me, running wasn't easy, but maybe it wasn't so bad. I 
remembered the smell of  the sea and the mindless rhythm and now, the feeling that my body was a leaner, 
meaner machine. If  I did what I had promised Claire tomorrow would be the real test, my first solo run. 
Without Claire to shove me along, I doubted that running on my own would work out. Maybe it would be a 
good day to develop my 'running sore.' I grinned as I dressed. 

In the kitchen, the sun was streaming through the window making the butter-yellow walls and cupboards rich 
and warm. Starving, I made a huge smoothie for breakfast. I looked out the kitchen window as I drank it. My 
backyard was overgrown. But it would have to wait because my studio was even more neglected. After my 
recent holiday in France, I felt their combined pressure to get to work. 

I work from home. I'd converted the second bedroom into my studio, my office, my job. I paint portraits, 
mostly pets, starting years ago with Sukey, a beautiful Persian cat. The pastime grew into a career that I love 
and pays the bills. Lately, I'd started getting contracts for commercial animal portraits, calendars and posters. 
They are not only new and challenging, but fill my bank account nicely, something needed after the serious 
hole put there by my trip. I finished my drink, made a French press of  coffee and carried it across the kitchen 
to work. 

By now my studio was full of  sunshine, too bright for painting, so I pulled the light filtering shade over the 
huge skylights, relying on the window for natural light. I scanned the room, surrounded by the projects I'd 
put on hold before leaving and new jobs that had come up while I was away. With my coffee in hand, I tried 
to focus, but my eye was caught by the sketches I'd pinned to my inspiration board. Part of  a project that I'd 
begun in France, they wouldn't pay me a dime but were distracting me. What I really should do is take the 
sketches down or cover them up. Instead, I sat in my office chair and let my mind dwell on memories of  Paris 
and Luc, the French lover I left behind, at least temporarily. I would need to return to provide testimony in 
the court case of  the murder I helped solve while I was there, but that was far in the future. I relaxed, sitting 
back in my chair, eyes closed, letting my coffee get cold. 

What I needed was a nice sharp Manolo heel to knock some sense into me. I smiled, I always think in terms 
of  shoes, they are my passion. That led me to remember a pair of  loafers with tassels worn by a certain 
Detective. Jack. Running into him today had unnerved me. I twirled my chair to stare out the window, seeing 
nothing. Merde! I cried softly using the expressive French term. Jack. Luc. Luc. Jack. Luc was the past, but 
was he the future? Forcing myself  to focus on my work I put down my coffee and began sorting papers, paid 
some bills and tidied my studio. Tomorrow, I promised, I would immerse myself  in paint. 

After a light supper, I got out the tea tray, cheese, crackers and veggies ready for an impromptu knit night, the 
first since my return. My knitting buddies are all close friends and we meet on an irregular basis, happy to see 



each other when the inspiration or need comes up and eager to dissect patterns and life. Sometimes we even 
solve crimes. 

I wanted to share the highlights of  my trip and our knit nights are always a good way to catch up. Right on 
time, Minnie came up the stairs, followed by Mariko. They sat together on the sofa. Even though Minnie is 
old enough to be Mariko's grandmother, they are close friends and when they put their heads together, as 
they were doing, the discrepancy between the smooth black bob and the fluffy white hair is the only 
indication of  their age difference. They were followed by my best friend Tessa, then Claire, Jen and George. 

The night began with a bang. Tessa had warned me, in a typically cryptic email, just before I left Paris, that 
Minnie had big news. Minnie, the oldest member of  our group was giggling like a schoolgirl and began 
gushing about Charlie, her new boyfriend. She was in love. "He's only a little younger," she said while Tessa 
whispered that the gap was eight years, "and so handsome." Mariko nodded and Tessa raised her eyebrows. 
Minnie continued, "Charlie is a great pickleball player." Since Minnie is the only player in the group, no one 
commented. As Minnie ran out of  steam, I asked where they met. "At pickleball," she said shyly. "But you 
might already know Charlie, he owns Beansters." 

Beansters is my second home, the little coffee shop within blocks of  my house. "Best coffee around," I said 
appreciatively, "I don't think I've ever met the owner." 

George, whose law office is right around the corner from the coffee shop stared at the hat she was knitting 
before saying, "You must have seen him, Amy. He is always there. He sits at the corner table next to the bar 
with his laptop open and a constant cup of  coffee to hand." Slowly I visualized the cafe. I remembered a 
round-faced man with a grey goatee and thinning hair. Handsome was a rather generous adjective. His glasses, 
aviators, make him look friendly and approachable, not fashionable. And boat shoes! Year-round he wears a 
different coloured Beansters golf  shirt and khakis. Obviously, he dresses for comfort, not style. "Yes, I 
remember him. Is he retired military? 

Minnie glowed with pleasure, "Fireman." I thought briefly of  Minnie's ne'er-do-well husband, Arthur. His 
death, many years ago, had left her with a mountain of  financial woes. At least, Charlie as the owner of  a 
thriving coffee shop would be solvent. 

"Charlie cute," Mariko said with a smile. Minnie takes in foreign language students to help make ends meet 
and Mariko is her current lodger. Mariko is brilliant in many ways, like designing complex knit patterns for 
Manga character dolls, but she seems to have a lot of  trouble with English verbs. Privately, I'd begun thinking 
she must be intentionally flunking her tests to delay her return to Japan. 

Having recovered from the surprise of  Minnie's announcement, doubts started to creep in. Minnie was 
almost a mother to me and now I felt an overwhelming desire to protect her. "Maybe I'll go by the cafe and 
scope him out," I said casually. "Minnie, why don't you come with me? You can introduce us properly." 

"Oh, I can't go there," she said hesitantly. 

"Why not?" I asked startled. 



"I don't want to bother him at work. And anyway I don't drink coffee." 

"What are you trying to hide?" I laughed, "You can have tea and he can take a break. Come on." 

"Don't you think it's too pushy if  I just show up?" 

"Of  course not! It's a coffee shop! You might want to warn him that he's in for the third degree! I have a 
reputation as an investigator I need to maintain! Seriously, Minnie, I'd really like to meet him and I'd love for 
you to be with me." 

Minnie nodded pleased, I think, to have company for her first excursion into the lion's den. 

"He's already been grilled!" Jen laughed, "I met George there last week and we introduced ourselves to 
Charlie." 

"Oh dear," Minnie said worriedly, "he didn't tell me that." 

"Don't worry Minnie. I'm only kidding, I didn't give George a chance to interrogate him," she smiled, 
reaching over to pat Minnie's hand. "I made George promise beforehand to leave her courtroom skills at 
home." George, the lawyer in our group, can be formidable. "We got a coffee, sat with him and had a 
delightful conversation. He is really nice." 

George added, "I agree with Jen. You seem to have picked a winner, Minnie. I have to protest though, you 
need to worry about Jen, not me! You should have heard her, our very own part-time newspaper reporter. She 
peppered him with enough questions to write a Sunday supplement for the New York Times." 

Minnie was starting to look concerned again as Jen interrupted, "I did not! Honestly, Minnie, we were only 
there for the time it took to drink our lattes. Mostly we talked about the coffee shop." She grinned, "When he 
started droning on about how wonderful you are, we left." 

The group erupted in laughter. "Ladies!" Tessa called, "Are we here to knit or what?" 

Knitting, the official reason for our gathering, was finally dug out of  bags and the stitches flew or were 
painstaking worked depending on the competency of  the knitter. 

Tessa asked the group, "Where's Jane tonight?" 

I snapped out of  my reverie, "Oh, I didn't ask her. Has she been coming to knit nights?" Jane is the minister 
of  St. Cuthbert's, our local church. We met while solving the murder of  one of  her flock. She's new to 



knitting and I was delighted to hear that she'd taken me up on the vague invitation I'd made to her to join the 
group before I left for France. 

"I talked with her earlier," Minnie said. "And yes, she came twice when you were out of  town, but her 
schedule is insane. Tonight she has a meeting with a contractor about replacing the drainpipes at the church, 
then has to open for an AA meeting," Minnie said as she worked on a baby bonnet. Minnie knits all things 
baby and donates everything she makes. She sat, the epitome of  a cherished Grandmother, smiling slightly 
and surrounded by fluffy aqua wool. Watching her made me feel protective, I hope Charlie knows what a 
prize she is. If  not, he'd have to deal with me, I thought grimly. 

Next to her, Mariko was knitting a Barbie-sized jacket on needles no bigger than toothpicks with thread for 
yarn. Her deft fingers were quick and sure without any pattern in view. It was a wonder she could concentrate 
in the din of  our conversation. Claire was idle, saying she was 'contemplating her stash options.' Claire isn't a 
committed knitter, she comes more for the friendship. She is often out of  town on business and maintaining 
close relationships with girlfriends is difficult. For our group, she makes an extra effort, but her quiet mood 
from the morning was persisting. 

Tessa was finger knitting with leather lacing. Tessa is an outrageous knitter, always thinking up ways to do new 
things with yarn or in this case, found objects like leather. I unearthed my standby socks, knee hi's that never 
seemed to grow long enough. Meg, who returned with me from Paris, was subdued and knit quietly and 
skillfully in the big armchair. Her love life had taken a nosedive in France and her analytical mind was still 
trying to make sense of  it. She seemed happy just to be with us and even happier that no one was prying. 

The talk was general until Tessa said without preamble, "Since we're talking about love lives, spill the beans, 
Amy. Luscious Luc," she said huskily, "sounds heavenly." 

I burst out laughing, "Luscious Luc! Where did you get that nickname?" 

"Never mind, quit stalling." 

 "You'll have to wait and see. He might come for a visit." 

She looked at me with mock severity. 

"Honestly Tessa, I don't know. Luc made Paris special, but, he lives there and I live here. It's difficult." My 
relationship with Luc is undefined, even to me. 

Tessa scoffed, "I'd get more details from a hotel maid. How's he in bed?" 

Tessa is always straight to the point. There was no point in avoiding her. I grinned and watched her steadily, 
"Great." 

"That's it? That's all you have to say?" 



"Yup. Get over it." 

Undaunted and with a gleam in her eye, Tessa turned to Claire, asking, "How about you? Didn't you say there 
was a new man in your life?" 

"Like Amy, I'm here and Enrique is in Puerto Rico so we'll have to see. I'm not holding my breath." 

With a devilish grin, Tessa looked at me, she knew she dropped a bombshell into the room, one just for me. 

Everyone laughed as I sat in stunned silence. Who was Enrique? The last I knew Claire and Jack were an item. 
I'd only been gone a few weeks, surely not enough time for Claire to dump Jack and pick up with some guy 
I'd never heard of? It was bizarrely quick. Was she two-timing Jack? I stared at Tessa, not able to look at 
Claire. I always thought Tessa, who has a revolving door on her heart, would win any speed-dumping contest. 
Could Claire be hard on her heels? What did that matter anyway, except that if  Claire wasn't committed to 
Jack, was he free? Free for me? 

My attraction to Jack was one of  the reasons I'd gone to Paris in the first place. In the course of  helping to 
solve the murder of  a neighbour, I'd met and become infatuated with Detective Inspector Jack Sommerville. 
As far as I knew, he was oblivious to me. Then, before I could find out for sure, I'd seen him and Claire 
together, a very cozy couple. Since I firmly draw the line at boyfriend snatching I bolted. Our friend and knit 
guru Meg was on sabbatical in Paris and offered a comfortable sofa to crash on. Free accommodation an 
ocean away, how could I refuse? During my stay, I met Luc, my fun French fling. A holiday romance or 
something more? 

Today I'd seen Jack again for the first time since my return and the pull I'd felt for him hadn't diminished. 

I hadn't told anyone of  my infatuation with Jack, but Tessa guessed, she knows everything about me. It's 
frustrating sometimes. I seem to be an open book to her. I wasn't surprised when she prompted Claire, "Why 
don't you tell Amy about Jack." 

"What about him?" Claire asked puzzled. 

"Amy seems to think you two are an item." 

"Jack and I? Really?" Claire looked at me bemused, "We're running buddies, Amy. He's my cousin, you ditz." 

It took me a minute to digest this fact. I tried to recover, "Oh, I knew about the running. But not that you 
were cousins. Blame it on delayed jet lag. You caught me off-guard." I was talking too much. I got to my feet, 
"Tea. I'll get the tea," and ran from the room. 



My mind raced. Jack is available, or at least he isn't with Claire. What did that mean to me? I tried not to think 
about it I plugged in the kettle, poured milk into the sugar bowl and sugar in the creamer. I stood staring at 
the kettle, willing the water to boil faster.


