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Prologue




2008


The novelty of driving in the country has well and truly worn off by the time Sydney-based freelance journalist Jenny Cartwright sees a road sign announcing still another 20 km to go before she reaches her final destination of Jindabyne in the New South Wales Snowy Mountains. God, is she ever going to get there? For the last few hours, she has been watching the broken white line down the middle of the road slide, monotonously, beneath her car kilometre after kilometre, and it’s starting to drive her nuts. Honestly, if she has to look at any more dry paddocks and gum trees, she’ll bloody well scream. This new job had better be worth it! She’d already moved once to Sydney in an effort to find fame and fortune with the print media up there, and what had that achieved? Apart from an occasional piece being picked up here and there, she’d had no luck at all. She’s wanted to be a journalist all her life—well for as long as she can remember anyway—and as she leaves the road behind her inch by inch, her mind starts to wander again. This time, all the way back to her childhood.











1988


It was in the December of 1988 that a then seven-year-old Jenny was sitting happily on Father Christmas’ knee in David Jones’ Department Store, telling him quite seriously that all she wanted for Christmas was a typewriter. This had been the only thing on her wish list for the last couple of years now, but so far, it hadn’t materialised. Birthdays and Christmases had come and gone, and still, that one fervently wished for gift had remained steadfastly elusive. So much so that she had all but given up and decided that she’d have to pursue her journalistic ambition the old-fashioned way—with pen and paper!


Months before her visit to Santa, she’d decided to give the old pen and paper a try. After all, she could still be practising her other journalistic skills without the aid of the long-awaited typewriter. So, she’d helped herself to a stash of pens and a couple of notepads from her mother’s kitchen junk drawer. Then, armed and quite dangerous, she’d set off to see what juicy little titbits she could find to build her stories around. Starting with her family, she soon learnt the art of listening at doorways or through open windows and diligently recording details of those conversations—conversations that, realistically, she was probably far better off not hearing at all. But she steeled herself against the more unpleasant discoveries, and once she deemed she had enough for a grand exposé as she’d heard it called on the TV news, she set to work. From her mother to her father to her little sister, Kathy, nobody escaped the unforgiving pen of the wicked little scribe, and nothing was out of bounds. Many times, poor Kathy could be found sitting on her mother’s knee, sobbing her little heart out.


“But it’s just not true, mummy! She’s telling lies again.”


And then, the pathetic little cry, “Please don’t let anyone else read it!”


Her mum promised her that there was no way she would let Jenny show her dreadful stories to anybody else in the whole world—she’d see to that! And so, it was that her mother and father had each torn strips off her for what she was doing. But instead of being sorry and showing remorse for upsetting everybody, especially her little sister, Jenny simply swelled with pride that she’d got such a great reaction to her story. She was a natural-born journalist, she had it in her, or, at least, that’s what she told herself. Just wait, one day, she’d be one of those big city reporters in the Telegraph or even the Herald, and soon, she’d be on TV every night, and she’d be famous, just as she deserved to be. And that’ll show them! That’ll show all of them!


As usual, that Christmas, she got clothes, furniture for her dolls’ house, which she had never even bothered to look at let alone play with and a stupid new doll! What on earth did she want a doll for? Absolutely useless! But was there a typewriter? No! Little did she know her parents had actually been tossing up whether to get it for her this year or not, but they’d decided, after reading those scribbled stories in her almost illegible handwriting, that she was definitely not mature enough for a typewriter yet. Especially not with her tendency towards troublemaking and her definite economy with the truth. It might just even prove to be dangerous!


So, her quest continued. She kept harping and asking for that holy grail of gifts at every opportunity, including Christmas and birthdays, “I’ve got a sore throat, can I have a typewriter?” and even her first Holy Communion, steadfastly ignoring her mother, who kept telling her that you don’t get big presents like that for Communion.


“Well,” she’d answered, “Sister Theresa told us that if we ever want anything in our life, we just have to pray to Baby Jesus, and we’ll get it. And I want a typewriter!”


So much for religion.


Nevertheless, she kept this tirade up incessantly through the next couple of years until she was 12 years old, when she opened her eyes one bright, sunny Christmas morning and there it was! Her very own typewriter! She wasn’t silly, she’d noticed her parent’s reactions to her stories only too well, and she figured they were not mature enough to understand her eagle-eyed observations. So, she had started writing mushy stories about the flowers in the garden and the seagulls at the beach—and they loved them! Well, obviously, those stories had done the trick. She’d jumped straight onto her new prized possession that Christmas morning, ignoring all her other gifts, and sat typing for as long as she could until her mother forced her to stop, pack away her other gifts, have a shower, and eat something! And that was it! She was off and typing, and there was no stopping her.





“Charlotte, I’ve got a great idea!”


“What is it?” her best friend asks warily.


Whenever Jenny has a ‘great idea’, it usually means either a lot of hard work or just plain trouble for her, so she’s understandably not too excited to find out what this latest one could be.


“Let’s start our own spy organisation, just like that one on telly? We could start just by riding around on our bikes and see what everybody’s up to!”


“Yeah, that sounds OK.”


At least she’ll be riding her bike around, and she loves doing that.


Jenny pulls a notepad and pen from her dressing table drawer for each of them and explains that they should just write down anything they see, and they can sort through it all later on and work out what they can use and what they can’t. And with that, they set off on their first foray into the world of intelligence gathering.


They spend the rest of the year snooping and collating, and the first handful of her hard-hitting stories are born. Her longed-for typewriter really gets a bashing, and she couldn’t be happier. She also develops quite a taste for the detective work they’ve needed to build their stories, and so, with all this taken into consideration, her ambitions for the future are firmly set in place. Journalism will be her career of choice, and that choice will, ultimately, shape her life. Nothing anybody says to her about what a cut-throat world it is makes any difference. Her passion has been ignited!

















2008


She emerges from her daydream just in time to realise that she is approaching the turnoff to Jindabyne and the ski fields, and she’s moving far too quickly to turn safely. She brakes hard. Being as caught up in her memories as she had been, she can remember nothing at all of the last 20 km and thinks she may as well have been fast asleep at the wheel.


“Focus, stupid!” she snaps, and turns onto the road up the mountain.


Regardless of the sound advice she’s only just given herself, her mind instantly drifts off to her new job and what she plans to achieve from it. She’s come all the way down here for this, and she thinks once again that it had better be worth it. She catches sight of herself in the rearview mirror and preens. She’s finally an employed, full-time journalist, and she plans to use her position here to show the world what she’s made of and, more to the point, what they’re missing!


She admits to herself that she is feeling a bit apprehensive, although God knows why. This whole thing should just be a piece of cake for someone of her abilities, and even though she perceives the town as ‘the back of Bourke’ and their local rag as a ‘Gossip and Scone Newsletter’, she knows she’s more than ready for the challenge. But if they’re expecting cooking contests and garden shows, they’ve got another think coming. The stories she’s after are bound to be there, and she’ll just have to find them with some good old-fashioned digging.


Her mind starts running amok with all sorts of possibilities that could present themselves in this sleepy pitiful backwater. Theft! Fraud! Murder! But after scanning the countryside, it doesn’t take long for the reality of the situation to dawn on her, and her heart begins to sink along with her expectations.


“Who am I kidding? Earth-shattering stories down here? Not bloody likely! God, I must have been half-asleep when I accepted this bloody job. What was I thinking?”


Even though she’d known it was a small town, and she’d figured it would be very parochial, she’d still harboured some hopes that it might not be as dreary as she feared. But it was on a coffee break in Cooma on the way down that she started to realise what she was in for. Cooma, she’d been told, was the biggest town in the region so she had been expecting a bustling city-like atmosphere, full of bumper-to-bumper traffic and scurrying shoppers but to her eyes, this ‘thriving community, the heart of the Snowy Mountains’ as the brochure painted the town was itself half-asleep and about as newsworthy as a dead trout. If she’d only stopped and breathed in the fresh, invigorating country air, she would have realised just what a gem this town is.


But instead, she’d looked down her nose and asked herself, “If this is what the biggest town around here looks like, then, dear God, what have I got myself into in Jindabyne?”


She looks out her side window at the endless bare paddocks once again and sighs.


“What am I doing here? This is ridiculous, I belong in Sydney, not down here in the boondocks,” she asks out loud.


But she knows that as soon as she finds that first story, the city mob will all be begging her to come back. It will have to have shock value by the bucketful and a super hard-hitting headline. And if she can’t find it, well, there are other ways around that too! Yes, she decides, when she writes this imagined scoop, she will bring it all to life so vividly that emotions would be stirred, and lives would be changed forever.





Finally, she reaches Lake Jindabyne—said to have been formed when the old town was flooded back in the 60s—she’ll have to look into that, maybe there are still some sour grapes around it?—and she pulls into the strip of shops to have a well-earned cuppa and get her bearings. She’s already organised a bed for her first week in the Jindabyne Hotel, and she’ll look for something more permanent after that. But first, she wants to get out and about and get the lay of the land.


The first thing she notices when she steps, tired and aching, from the car is the warm, appetising aroma of baking coming from a nearby café. She stretches and looks up to the sign above the coffee shop—“Amy’s, that’ll do,”—and she wanders in, phone and laptop in hand, already anticipating a frothy hot cappuccino and an apple Danish, if they have any, that is.


That lukewarm cup of sludge she’d had back in Cooma hadn’t hit the spot at all, and she needs a good, hot, strong cup to feel like her old self again. A happy, contented looking woman is standing behind the counter, and Jenny approaches in her usual businesslike manner. It’s an approach she’s fond of using to intimidate and cement her standing as the one who’s in control in any given situation. The one asking the questions.


“Amy?” she asks, and is about to go on with her order, not really caring if the woman’s name was Amy or Ambrose, but she’s cut short.


“No, love. My name’s Marge. What can I get for you?”


Marge is not really sure why, but she feels decidedly uncomfortable around this brash young woman and automatically keeps her guard up.


Jenny doesn’t seem to notice and asks straight out, “Well, why did you call the shop Amy’s if your name is Marge?”


The look on her face clearly says, ‘Moron!’ and that does it—Marge bristles, and the hairs on the back of her neck stand up.


“Amy is my daughter, not that it’s any of your business! Now, do you want to order something or not?”


Jenny smirks that got the old lady’s dander up, and she orders a cappuccino with a serve of raisin toast, no apple Danishes being in evidence. Before she takes a seat to wait for her order to be made, she decides to set Marge straight.


“Your daughter will most definitely be my business as of Monday! And don’t worry, it’s not just you or your daughter I’ll be setting my sights on but everyone and everything else in this town as well.”


She offers her hand in a businesslike manner, but when Marge just looks at it as if it’s something the cat dragged in, she pulls it back.


“Anyway, I’m Jenny Cartwright, the new journalist and in-depth reporter for the local rag, the Mirror! So, you’d better get used to this face, you’ll be seeing a lot more of it from now on!” she says, as if that’s supposed to impress anybody.


Marge bristles at the arrogant stance being taken by this awful young woman as well as the rude and condescending description of their treasured local paper. The Jindabyne Mirror has been keeping everybody informed and entertained for nigh on 50 years, and people rely heavily on its agricultural section and weather forecasts to run their farms and businesses.


But she holds her tongue and looks down at Jenny with a frosty gaze, “Well, good luck with that!”


“Oh, don’t worry, I won’t need any luck!” She taps her nose. “I’ve got a nose for a good story, and I’ll be getting plenty of those around here, just you wait and see! Oh, yes, I plan on spicing things up quite a bit! No dreary CWA recipes or library openings for me,” Jenny declares.


It’s always good to start out in the manner she intends to keep using, so there are no blurred lines or incorrect expectations. And seemingly oblivious to Marge’s icy glare, she stomps off imperiously over to the nearest unoccupied table, leaving Marge to follow on behind, juggling her coffee and toast, a worried frown creasing her brow. There’s something about this girl that feels like trouble—big trouble—and Marge doesn’t like it. No, she doesn’t like it one little bit!




















Chapter One




2016


“Come on, hurry up! Before anyone sees us!” eleven-year-old Kevin Oliver calls back to his mates, as they struggle to keep up with the young speed demon.


‘Fastest two wheels in the mountains’ is Kevin’s favourite brag, and right now, he’s living up to his self-proclaimed reputation as he leads them along the banks of Lake Jindabyne. Kevin was a natural-born leader, and whatever he said or did, the others followed him without question but more often than not with real fear for life and limb! And today is one of those days because they know if they get caught, they’ll be in for it!


The three of them had all hopped out of bed this morning and as usual dressed for school in their winter uniforms. They were well rugged up against the chill of the early spring morning in their matching parkas and jumpers but with no intention at all of heading off to school. After all, Kevin and adventure had beckoned, and where better to indulge this forbidden pleasure than down by the water? The lake was extremely low this year as the recent prolonged drought had allowed the waters to recede to their lowest point in over 50 years, and the boys intended to take full advantage of this with a day’s exploration.


Some of the buildings in the old town had even been exposed by the falling waterline! And besides, when they opened their eyes this morning and looked out their respective bedroom windows, they saw it was far too nice a day to go to crummy old school anyway. So, they’d ridden on in a rigid V-formation towards their destination full of high hopes on one hand but still very careful to keep themselves as hidden as possible from the prying eyes of any other early risers on the other.


Lake Jindabyne had been formed when the Snowy River was dammed in 1959 for the Snowy Mountains Hydro-electric Scheme. By 1967, the waters had risen to such an extent that the old town of Jindabyne was flooded for good, or that’s what they thought. All the residents had been relocated to new homes, with all the mod cons, in the new town bearing the same name, and life had gone on.





Kevin pulls up with a dust-raising skid at a small inlet, which is now running across his path, and the other boys swing in beside him. He’s sure that wasn’t there before, but maybe he’d just gone down to the river further along. They’re stalled because they can’t go forwards without wading through the muddy waters and totally giving themselves away when they get home later this afternoon.


“Well, that’s as far as we can go,” Kevin declares. “Let’s have our morning tea here and plan our next move.”


He doesn’t know about the others, but he’s starving.


Glenn holds up his hand and says, with all the conviction of an eleven-year-old explorer, “Hold on, Kevin, not so fast. It’s going to be a long day, and we want our rations to last. Let’s just eat half now and keep the rest for later. And be careful how much of your drink you guzzle down too, it’s gotta last, and hydration’s the most important thing.”


Kevin and Tommy look at each other, the food already on its way to their mouths and nod solemnly acknowledging the wisdom of what Glenn has just said. Tommy, who always takes things literally, carefully breaks his piece of cake and each of his biscuits in half, but Kevin who is more level-headed decides to eat his cake first and keep the biscuits for later. After they finish their Glenn-authorised picnic, they pack the remainder away and start snooping around. They can clearly see the emerging shapes of old buildings that had escaped the wrath of the bulldozers when they ruthlessly razed the town before it was flooded, and they’re not actually that far in. Maybe, if they’re careful they could wade in and check them out. But their uniforms…


“I wish we’d brought our trunks,” Kevin says.


“Yeah, we could go right in then.” Tommy says.


“We should have put them on under our trousers. Nobody would have known!” Glenn adds.


“Yeah, we should have,” they all agree, and shake their heads, each one thinking the same thing.


Not wearing or even bringing their trunks was a big mistake; they should have thought of it. Glenn looks up with excitement glowing in his eyes.


“Well, we wouldn’t have wanted to take wet trunks home, anyway. Why don’t we just strip off? We’ve all seen each other in the nuddy before, and then there’ll be no evidence!”


The others quickly agree, and they start peeling off layer after layer. But just as Kevin’s pulling off his still buttoned shirt, he spies something white and familiar sticking out of the mud.


“Hold on a minute, I think I’ve found something!”


The other two, in varied stages of undress, hurry over to see what it is that Kevin’s pointing to, and they look at each other in amazement.


“Looks like a fossil bone of an ancient dog or something. This might be a very important find!” Glenn says, affecting a learnt and authoritative manner.


Kevin and Tommy agree in awed silence until Kevin stands and starts walking towards it.


“Well, I’m going to have a closer look. It’s so white, it mightn’t be that old, after all.”


He almost tip-toes closer, holding his breath with excitement and then…lets out a blood-curdling scream.


“What is it? Kevin! What’s wrong?”


Glenn and Tommy huddle together and keep their distance.


“It’s bones all right, but it’s no bloody dog,” Kevin cries. “It’s wearing a watch!”














Chapter Two


Detective Sergeant Wayne Bradfield and Detective Constable Gene Evans are sitting in Amy’s Café, polishing off the remains of their morning tea and talking about the latest spate of vandalism in neighbouring Berridale. Wayne’s long legs are stretched out to the side of the table, and his suit is, as usual, immaculate whereas Gene’s suit is its predictably crumpled self and now littered heartily with crumbs to boot. Wayne thinks he probably should have a word to him about his appearance one day, but he’s happy and doing a great job, so at the moment he’s content to let sleeping dogs lie. They push aside their empty plates and teacups and are just deciding whether to head straight back over to Berridale or check in with the office first when Amy comes over to clear their plates away.


“How were the citrus tarts?” she asks, knowing full well that they were absolutely delicious.


Evans rubs his tummy and says cheekily, “Almost as good as my Sheree’s!”


Bradfield winces and sits back. One thing he doesn’t want to become involved in is the War of the Pastries!


“Your Sheree?” Amy nearly spits out. “So, have you guys taken it up a notch? Just don’t forget, if you need someone to cater the wedding, I’m your girl!” She smiles back, just as cheekily.


Evans nearly chokes, and he can’t answer quickly enough!


“No! No! Nothing like that!”


Amy laughs.


“Typical Eugene,” Bradfield adds. “Loves the cakes, but the girl?”


Evans makes a great display of checking his watch.


“Better get going, Sir, we’ve got a bit of a drive you know!” he urges his boss. “And it’s Gene!”


Evans mother had been a huge fan of Gene Kelly back in the day, so much so that she named their first-born son after him. Bradfield has taken the hint all right and stands up, shrugging into his suit coat smiling.


“Yes, we’d better get our tap shoes on, Gene! After all we’ve got a gruelling 20-minute drive ahead of us!”


He shakes his head despairingly and winks conspiratorially at Amy before walking towards the door, humming Singing in the Rain for everyone to hear. Frowning, Evans pulls the door open, and Bradfield steps through, colliding headfirst with PC Jason Crawford, who’s barrelling up to the door at a great rate.


“Whoa, where’s the fire, Constable?” Bradfield asks, while noticing the red flush on the young PC’s face.


What on earth?


“Sorry, Sir. But there’s been a skeleton, or part of one, found on the banks of the lake, and they want you over there right away.”


Jason stands there, puffing and panting, and finally takes a deep breath, now that the news has been delivered.


“Right, thank you.”


Jason leaves feeling somewhat rejected. He’d loved being a part of all the excitement, but far too quickly, it was ‘Thank you’, and tat-bloody-ah!


Bradfield watches him go and then, with all thoughts of vandalism forgotten, barks over his shoulder at Evans, “Let’s go!”


They jump into their car and race out the driveway, turning left, and with all lights flashing, they head for the crime scene.


Behind them, the café erupts in speculation. Especially the table of recently retired locals near the door, who had overheard every word. Linda Vance, Pat Dane, Di Goodsell and ‘The Duchess of Jindabyne’, as everyone laughingly calls her behind her back, Meg Chapman, all look at each other in horrified excitement.


“Oh my God! Can you believe it?” Linda cries out, but Pat cuts right across the top of her with “A skeleton right under our noses!”


Di interjects worriedly, “It must have been there for years, being a skeleton and all. You don’t think it’s my…”


“No, we don’ think that at all Di. We don’t even know if it’s male or female yet! So don’t start panicking!” Meg snaps at her friend.


Di’s fiancé had left her about seven years ago, effectively ending their engagement but without a backwards glance or even a word to the poor old girl about where he was going or if he’d be back. Di had been late to finding love and had just turned 60 when she’d become engaged. Meg sighs—oh well, you can’t blame her for thinking that really, in a way, it’s only to be expected. Di never got over it and never even looked at another man.


“So, who do you think it is…or was?” Linda asks nobody in particular.


She sips her tea in anticipation. Surely, The Duchess should know, after all those years at the newspaper office as the editor, Rick Luttrell’s secretary. She must have heard a million things that; knowing her, she’s stashed away for moments just like this. But it’s Pat who’s the first to put forward an answer to that one.


“I’m sure I don’t know. All my family’s where they should be!”


She sniffs and sticks her nose in the air. No controversy could ever possibly touch her and hers. In her opinion, her family were far above any of that rubbish.


Linda quickly answers defensively, “Mine are, too! But it doesn’t mean I can’t wonder who it is!”


Di looks worried sick, “The whole thing’s just terrible. I can’t take it in!”


Amy and her mother, Marge, who owns the cafe, look at each other alarmed. They’d better put a stop to this before they all really get themselves into a state.


“Come on, you lot, don’t go getting your knickers in a knot,” Amy says, as she walks over to the table. “It’s not going to be a local, is it? I mean we would have known, wouldn’t we, if someone—anyone—was missing?”


They all look at each other and feel slightly foolish.


“Yeah, you’re right.”


“You wait. It’ll probably be someone down here for the skiing but never made it home!” Amy concludes.


“Yeah, well, you could be on to something there, Amy love!” Pat agrees, and picks up her cup resolving to wait until the police have worked it out before she gets involved in any more speculation.


But that resolution is put to the test before she can even count to three.


Linda lifts her head and looks at them all as if an invisible light globe just lit up above her head.


“Well, if it was a stranger down from the city, I bet there were drugs involved! I mean, as Amy says, nobody we know would end up dead in the lake, would they? No, I think it’s a drug dealer from Sydney myself!”


Meg just groans loudly and frowns at them. Her mouth opens, and she’s just about to protest when Pat cuts in.


“That’s it! It has to be one of all those druggies who come down here every winter. Should stay where they are, we don’t want ’em!”


Linda is nodding her head enthusiastically.


“Yeah, but you know why they all flock down here, don’t you? They’d have a good lot of customers in that lot up the mountain! Maybe the guy wasn’t a drug dealer himself but had double-crossed the Mr Big of the organisation. Oh well, live by the drugs, die by the drugs! I always say,” Linda preaches the picture of piety.


“No wonder they ended up in the lake,” Di surmises.


“Druggies and Mr Big? Will you lot just listen to yourselves?” Amy says. “This is Jindabyne, not Chicago in the roaring 20s! Honestly!”


“Might not be, Amy, but they still could have a point. People don’t go around finding themselves dead in a dam for nothing—even in Jindabyne! And I don’t want to hear any more about it,” Meg snaps, glaring at them one by one.


She’s just about had enough. And it’s starting to get out of hand. The other women feel like they’ve been severely chastised by Meg’s tone, so they all zip their lips. Maybe they were getting a bit carried away, but for just a few minutes, it had been fun, even though it was at the expense of the pathetic remains that had been trapped down in the lake for heavens knows how long, and if it wasn’t for the drought, they could have stayed lost down there forever!


Di decides to dip her toe in the water again, leaving out the gangsters and the drugs.


“Could it have been a hunting accident or something?” she hesitantly suggests.


“Hunting accident? Are you feeling all right, Di?” Meg explodes. “It was found in just about the middle of town! What do you think they were hunting for? Bargains?”


Di hangs her head and mumbles, “Well, I don’t know. Rabbits? Or rats? I was just saying it could be something else.”


Meg gives her a steely glare that could cut through concrete and turns away, effectively putting a stop to the conversation altogether.


Amy looks at them all and decides another intervention is needed.


“Right, you lot, if you’re all going to sit here all afternoon waiting for episode two, I suppose you’ll be wanting more tea and coffee, won’t you? Something to eat? Come on ladies, what’ll it be?”





A solitary figure leaves the café, and once they’re safely ensconced in their hideaway, sits brooding.


So, the day’s finally come, has it? The stranger thinks. After all these years, she’s raised her ugly head again, or what’s left of it! Ha! Well, that’s just bloody great. Yep, just what I need! But, dead or not, she’s not having the last laugh. She’s not going to win! God, I feel sick. I’ve kept this whole bloody thing covered up and hidden for years, and now, it’s all going to come out. What am I going to do? Why couldn’t it just stay put—and in the past where it belongs! But no, now those bloody kids have ruined everything!


I’ll just play it close to my chest and see what happens. If things start getting too close to home, I could always just get out of here. Obviously, the cops will stick their nosy beaks in, but with any luck, they won’t be too worried about it after all this time. Hey, yeah! Maybe the time limit has run out anyway, and they won’t be able to investigate it at all. I’ll have to check what the time limit is on murder. Where’s my coffee? Ahh, blast, it’s lukewarm. Gross! Chuck it. You’re welcome, sink.


But if they do investigate it, they won’t be as slap-happy about it as that other lot were. Yeah, that was a piece of luck, that was! But, no, not this lot. That Bradfield’s like a bloody terrier when he thinks he’s onto something. Once he’s got hold of it, he won’t let go.


And with all the new technology they’ve got these days, it won’t take long for them to come up with the answer, and that’s for sure. Like DNA! Will they be able to get any of my DNA from whatever’s left down there? Probably not. The bones were well and truly covered by her ‘beautiful’ body back then, so how could any of my DNA get onto the bones themselves? Nah, don’t be stupid. DNA won’t tell them anything except, maybe, who she was. So, that’ll probably be all right then.


No, there’s nothing to worry about. Just stay alert and keep an ear out. Yeah, that’s it, that’s all I’ve got to do. Just listen. And stay cool.
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