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Chapter One



Larh eventually found the right part of Pinewood Studios and asked for George Paris at the drab reception desk. She was directed to a nondescript office at the back of a courtyard, half occupied with young men and women who were packing files into cardboard boxes.

A plump, middle aged woman was sitting behind the desk staring fiercely at her laptop.

“I am looking for George Paris,” Larh said

“I am she. Park yourself for a minute, while I beat this fucker into submission.”

Larh sat. George typed angrily at her keyboard for a full minute.

The phone went and George answered it. She listened carefully.

“I know you said it was tight, but we agreed on it.” More listening.

“I don’t care if she is clean or not, that is her business. I am just saying that no one on my crew will help her buy drugs. That is not their job.”

The phone call ended abruptly. More typing.

“Fucking Greek authorities, no wonder everyone who can goes to Prague.”

Then she was finished and she looked up sharply.

“Larh Thomas.”

“Oh, yes. Historical consultant, whatever that is. Someone told me you were good.”

“I have not worked on a film before. I worked with the composer of a film score.”

“Don’t worry, I know about making films, it is the history side I don’t know about. We could be in Greece for two months, is that OK?”

“I am available.”

“We are now leaving tomorrow. We thought we had another week, but now the apartments are available. I am having everyone stay in the same place, keep an eye on them.”

“Perhaps if you tell me a bit about the project.”

George bent down to open a drawer then tossed a paperback book onto the desk, together with a well thumbed script.

“That is the book and that is the script. Obviously they serve different purposes. The film is about a group of archeologists digging up a mass grave near a Greek village. This grave is apparently from around the second world war, but because the history of the occupation in Greece is so complicated, it could theoretically have been the Italians, the Germans or even the British, depending on exactly when it happened. The villagers know but they are saying nothing. They know that just as easily as it being a reprisal by an occupying army, it could have been one of the various partisan groups. They were prone to fighting each other and jealous of territory and so on.”

“Where in Greece is this?”

“The book was written about Lesbos, although the island is not explicitly mentioned in the book. It is clearly one of the islands important strategically, one the Germans would not trust the Italians or the Bulgarians with, and so they basically occupied it themselves right the way through, till they had to leave. We are filming on Paros.”

“Why?”

“I was in two minds about Lesbos. The authorities there are really wary, there are big refugee camps at the moment, and a lot of tension with Turkey, as it is so close. Also the whole Sapphic thing confuses the issue. The people on Paros are being reasonably helpful, and it is quiet and cheap. The heat dies down after August, but the wind can be a problem.”

“OK. What do you need me to do?”

“Look, it’s not a film about plucky Brits or how bad the Germans were, or even that the bloody British were just as bad, given half the chance. Those films have all been done. The central idea is that releasing the truth is supposed to solve everything, and it doesn’t. We cannot even cope with our own history, like the British with slavery.”

“Who is funding it? Do they have an angle?”

“That is a reasonable question. Not Hollywood, although everywhere is changing so fast none of the words even mean the same thing now. A German media company is mostly funding it, trying to do one on the streamers. A lot of Germans go to Greece on holiday, so German atrocities do not play well, but the scenery does. The Greeks in Athens hate the Germans, the Greeks on the islands need them. I am simplifying.”

Larh nodded.

“Making a film is like an expedition, or a small war. You assemble a team to face whatever obstacles come in your path. Then the bullets start flying and your plans go to shit, and you hunker down and just keep going. The British were portrayed as liberators after the Germans left, but really the country descended into a nasty civil war, a war between the communist and non communist partisan armies, and the British did not want the communists to win, so they ended up fighting the same partisans they had earlier been helping during the war. The same brave resistance soldiers were treated as criminals or worse.”

“The backers want to tell that story? The betrayal?”

“It is a good book, we are making a film of the book, we are not changing the ending. We don’t have Churchill pounding the table saying ‘kill the disloyal bastards’ or anything. It was a messy, mopping up operation, one of many dark corners from the years after the war. The people in the grave were not from the village, though the villagers had been helping them with food and information, possibly at gunpoint, possibly not.”

“What did the finding of the bodies mean to them, then?”

“In the book, they are disappointed because some of the village men had gone missing in an earlier German raid, and none of them were found, but I toned that down a bit in the script, because it is too complicated, having two mass graves. On Lesbos they have found graves going back to the ancient Greeks, all riddled with arrow heads, and a few more recent ones which weren’t from the war, just from local disputes.”

“Do you have a twist then?”

“No, it is not a crime thriller, and most of the story is about the archeologists, what they are doing there, their love affairs, how the work affects them, what drives them. Their disillusionment, if you like. This thing about finding the truth and the aftermath.”

“Who is advising you on the archeology, by the way? That must be complicated with so much history in one place, and techniques have evolved.”

“Luckily a real dig is going on near the location for our pretend dig, so we are getting some help from them. Our dig was in 1980, it is all string grids and drawing, photographs, notebooks, quite primitive by today’s standards.”

“What is their dig?”

“There is a lovely old stone road going from the sea up to a hilltop village, with a graveyard on the steep hillside. We are going to use that for a funeral scene. This road is supposed to be Byzantine, whatever that means, and the archeologists have been scanning either side of it with fancy new tech and they are digging up some battlefield or other.”

“What do they think of the film?”

“I have only talked to the Professor running the dig. He has not read the book, and is pretty skeptical, and I don’t blame him. Digs are months and months of patient work in terrible conditions, but in films you always get Indiana Jones, mummies and Tutankhamun. Agatha Christie was married to one, wasn’t she?”

“Sir Max Mallowan.”

“I’ve got to get on. Christina Pafgen is threatening to pull out. Give your details to Jones, if you are in. We will meet up at Gatwick tomorrow morning at some horrible hour. That gives us a week before the actors arrive to get everything ready for the difficult little buggers.”

“I’m in.”

George nodded fiercely and went back to her emails.

Larh left the office and asked for Jones. She was pointed towards a young woman with dark hair just long enough to be tucked behind her ears, phone in her hand. Larh stood in front of her. They were weirdly the same height.

“I know.” Jones was nodding to the caller with studied patience.

Larh waited.

Jones muted the call.

“Sorry, who are you?”

“Larh Thomas. George said to tell you I would be coming tomorrow. Historical consultant.”

“Oh yeah. You are sharing with me. George knows my mum you see, knows her very well. I am on a tight leash.”

“Who is Christina?”

“The lead actress, German.”

“She is threatening to pull out.”

“Only because we won’t agree to the crew scoring drugs for her. You get a lot of this with the actors. Some actors, I mean.”

“You don’t think she will pull out?”

“She is on a shoot in Budapest which is overrunning, but she has signed the contract. So who knows. Can you be at Gatwick at five tomorrow morning?”

“I guess so.”

“Give me your mobile number. How is your name spelt on your passport?”

Larh told her.

“I’ll email you an NDA. That’s it, see you tomorrow. Watch the fun start.”

 


Chapter Two



Larh drove home to her flat though the early September rain. She spent the afternoon sitting in the window seat, reading the first half of the book. As it grew dark she realised she had better pack some clothes and book a taxi. 

Her mother rang.

“How is it?” Larh asked.

“Which ‘it’ do you mean, dear? The job or the cancer?”

“The cancer is under control and you should have retired by now.”

“Yes, yes. Enough about me though, what are you up to?”

“Just packing for Greece, two months on a job. I can fly back any time if you need me.”

“What job?”

“Don’t know why they hired me, really. They are making a film and they think there will be some trouble with the historical context. The film is about a dig in the nineteen eighties of a mass grave from the war.”

“Greece not Serbia?”

“Yes, the second world war.”

“Where in Greece?”

“The book is supposed to be set on Lesbos, but we are filming in Paros which is cheaper and quieter. Apparently.”

“Maybe I could come out and see you, if you are going to be there for two months. I could do with some sun.”

“If you want.” Larh wondered what she was letting herself in for.

“Let me know how it goes. I’ll let you get on.”

“Why did you ring?”

“Did I?”

“Come on, what is it? Did you get some news? Have you had some more tests?”

“No. Well, I just heard that an old friend’s husband died. Muriel’s husband, I don’t know if you remember her.”

“No.”

“Just like that. Freshly retired. Only 65. What is she going to do for the next thirty years?”

“What you do.”

“She stopped working when she had children. He had a good pension.”

“Go and stay with her. Plan a cruise or something.”

“I’ll see if she wants to come to Greece, after the funeral of course.”

“That sounds good.” No it doesn’t, Larh thought.

“A lot of them don’t last long after they retire, you know, the male judges. Spend all those years looking forward to it, then poof.”

“You’ll be fine. You just need hobbies.”

“How is the lovely inspector?”

“We are on a break.”

“Who’s idea was that?”

“His wife’s.”

“You will never find anyone if you keep rushing off on another job.”

“Mother.”

“I know. I hated my mother giving me advice. I especially hated it when she was right.”

“If you don’t mind, I’ve got to finish packing, I’ve got to get up at three am.”

“Of course you do, dear. More fool you.”

After the call, Larh busied herself getting ready and went to bed early.

 


Chapter Three



A few hours later, Larh approached a large group of casually dressed people who were clustered around Jones in the otherwise quiet terminal. Piled all around them on trolleys were many black flight cases of photographic equipment and accessories. Everybody seemed to know everybody and were catching up. Larh stood to one side watching. When things calmed down, she got Jones to tell her who some of the key figures were.

Once on the plane, Larh found herself sitting next to a man who introduced himself as Peter, the location manager. He took out his notebook and showed her a hand drawn map of the island, with the locations he had been working on. It was shaped like a fat teardrop.

“There’s the dig of course, which is just over the brow of the hill from the village. We will use one village for the distance shots and another for the street shots. We need to go over the bloody white wash and make it look a bit older, cut the flowers back. Just the corners for the closeup, do the rest in post, match it up. Nowadays the locals all make their villages into some Swindon housewife’s wet dream of what a Greek village should look like.”

“The nineteen eighties, just after the military junta ended.”

“Yeah, a boom time for the kids in Athens. The islands were still quite poor and rural, we’ve found some goat herds, we will just send the same goats through over and over again. Chickens. Woodsmoke. Remove the satellite dishes.”

“Don’t you use CGI?”

“Not if we can help it.” He paused to clear his throat. “It’s a ticking time bomb, so everyone says. My job is fucked. I heard they did a shoot in Manhattan, with all the modern cars and everything and they used some programme to replace the cars with fifties cars, and re-dress the people in fifties clothes. Can you imagine it? Not shot by shot, they use some programme from the video games industry which can split the objects into the underlying object and the outer layer. What was that bloody film about the riverboat on the Nile? They never left Surrey, apparently.”

“Everyone always thinks their job is going to go, but the job just changes.”

“Tell that to the helicopter pilots. Drones are a hundredth of the price. But, you are right. I’ll be on my knees in the dirt somewhere trying to make a goat move across a set for the foreseeable. Maybe you can help us with the locals.”

“How so?”

“I was there last month trying to set things up, and they all ask ‘how will the film make us look?’, ‘will it offend the Germans?’. They can’t afford to offend any group of tourists, they just lose them to another resort.”

“The island will look great, that’s the main thing.”

“I don’t know. They have long memories.” Peter started looking through his notes and got distracted. Larh took the opportunity to finish the rest of the book.

There was no direct international flight to the island, so they switched at Mykonos to a smaller plane and flew into Paros’s small airfield. A fleet of taxis took them to the villa complex.

Jones gave Larh the key to their apartment while she continued on her endless round of errands. 

As she stood on the terrace and looked at the view for the first time, Larh took in the empty brown fields, with their white stone walls, rolling down to the distant blue sea. In one large field there was a single tree, which cast a shadow to the right at that time of day. 

The air was hot, dry and still. She heard the distant ringing of tiny bells, a truck in the distance coming up the dusty road.

Below her there was a shared terrace and swimming pool and she could hear shouts as some of the party swam and dived. 

Jones appeared.

“You getting changed? Barbecue at six. There’s a form by the fridge for orders from the local supermarket, they collect the orders at five.”

“Didn’t bring a costume.”

“I’m sure we can get you one, if you want. Believe me, it will be long working days when we start. Make the most of the fun stuff.”

“When do the actors arrive?”

“We have a week to resolve the Christina thing. They will start on establishing shots and background, b-reel stuff tomorrow. You can come with me round the locations if you want tomorrow, we have some hired jeeps arriving, get a feel for the place.”

“You were here last month?”

“Yeah, with Peter and George. That was so much hotter and busier. This place was empty, though. Don’t know why, it was high summer.”

Jones had disappeared into her room for the last part of this, and she emerged pulling on a bikini top. Larh looked away.

“Sorry.”

“It’s OK.” Larh went to her room.

She sat on the bed wondering about the text she had failed to send to John, her ex, telling him she would be out of the country for a few weeks, just in case he noticed. For some reason, maybe the sudden sight of Jones’s body, she wondered what it would be like if she was in a place like this with John. On a proper holiday with someone she cared about.

At first there would be the usual warm rush of emotion, the muscle memory, his indefinable smell, his solid body. Then they would go out to eat somewhere and he would talk about his family, his children or his mother, and the doubts would start.

He never really got what she did, even though they had met working on cases together. To him history was just personal, why his mother went to church and he didn’t. You just lived day to day with the mess in front of you. But it was more difficult than that, she knew he had to resolve his family issues. He had expected his own family to work out and when it didn’t, it gnawed away at him. She, on the other hand, inherently didn’t expect relationships to work. They were a temporary confusion, a blur in the picture, and unwelcome emotion when she was busy.

Larh must have dozed off, because she woke suddenly at five when there was a knock on the door to the apartment. When Larh opened it a Greek woman was standing there with a sheaf of supermarket forms, all in Greek with the English equivalent in brackets. Larh quickly ticked a few essentials and handed it over. She sat on the terrace reading until Jones returned.

“You are coming to the barbecue?”

“Sure. I ordered some things.”

“Good, good. A local housekeeper has arrived so she is getting all the complaints about people’s rooms, so I can go back to getting all the crap about the film. The mayor is coming tomorrow. George wants you there, she sees you as the public face of any historical issues. I had better warn you, she will use you shamelessly for everything, whatever you think your job is.”

“OK.”

Jones disappeared into her room, still talking with the door open.

“You’ve read the book, what did you think?”

“It is quite sombre and thoughtful. A lot of things are left unresolved.”

Jones appeared out of her room, half dressed.

“The script is much faster, and there is a big romance between the lead archeologists, one of whom is a woman now. That is the Christina role. Far too pretty of course, but that’s film.”

“Can I just say, since it may come out at some point, that I don’t mind what you wear or don’t wear, but you should probably know I am not entirely hetero.”

“Oh.”

“Just so you know.”

“Not entirely hetero, that is a curious way to put it.”

“I am a bit behind the curve on the terminology, and have been with a man for the last couple of years.”

“I am quite hetero, I guess, though not hugely successful in that area. Working with actresses, you soon realise there are levels of beauty way above you. Not just how they look, but how gracefully they move, how cool everything they say is. How they make clothes look. The competition is alarming, frankly.”

“The man in question is married and has gone back to his wife, for about the third time, so I am just being an idiot at this point, with the whole thing.”

“Don’t worry, you will get lots of attention here. Everyone flirts like crazy, but believe me none of them are to be trusted. The crew are pretty sound, but the actresses turn their heads, and the actors’ heads for that matter. Sometimes I don’t think they even know what part they are playing. It is like a weird superpower.”

“What is?”

“The ability to turn men to jelly. Come on, I can hear laughter.”

Because the actors were not there yet, the crew were in their element, discussing technical issues, and exchanging anecdotes about difficult people they had worked with. 

Larh talked to the makeup artists about the problems of keeping a tan consistent through a four week shoot outside in the sun, she talked to the sound recordist about the noise the wind made, how they had to capture it in various moods so they could use it behind extra dialogue added later on the sound stage in Pinewood. 

And she talked to Peter again, or rather listened to Peter, about the trials they would have with Greek extras, none of whom, in his experience, could be persuaded to act normally once the cameras were on and there was a brief chance of stardom. Then there was the difficulty of dialling the visuals and the speech back to the 1980s. Especially rural Greece in the 1980s. Yuppies from England, rich young men from Athens, and the islands barely changed since the war.

“If this was an action movie, we would be working out the fights, the chases. From what I’ve seen of the script they mostly stand around in the sun and scratch their heads. Glare at each other.”

“There are crowd scenes.”

“Funerals. Silent protests. I hope the actors can breathe some life into it, that’s all I am saying.”

“And an execution.”

“Yeah, yeah. Not my business anyway. Too old to go drinking with stuntmen anymore.”

At nine pm, Jones started pointedly packing the booze away, and everyone went back to their apartments.

 


Chapter Four


When Larh woke the next day, the heat was already rising, and the view was sharp and bright. At this time of day the shadow of the tree in the field was elongated out to the left. Pretty soon she guessed she would be able to tell the time by the position of the shadow.

She made coffee and sat watching the view. She had assumed Jones was asleep in her room, but she arrived back from somewhere else, bounding up the stairs.

“Right, jobs to do, you coming?”

“Where?”

“We’ll take Peter around the locations, then we have to meet some woman in town who is arranging the extras. We haven’t done the planning yet. Put some suncream on.”

“Do I have time for another coffee?”

“Not really. Peter is already down by the jeep.”

Larh grabbed the keys to the apartment and followed her down the white steps. Out the front of the villa complex, Peter was looking under the bonnet of an ancient, sun-faded blue Toyota Jeep. 

“You can tell the budget of a movie by its rented vehicles.” He announced, closing it gingerly.

Larh pushed the seat forward and slipped into the back.

“Where are we going?” She asked as they drove down the dusty track to the road around the island.

“The house the archeologists are staying in.” Peter said. “It is partly ruined now, up in the hills, miles from the dig site in reality, but we will show them walking over, up one track and down another and they will be there. We have it for two months, then it is being demolished to make way for some holiday mansion, so we have to get it right.”

“We need to get some provisions up there, lots of bottled water,” Jones added, “The portaloos should be there, security if we are leaving equipment. Today we must film what we need before the loos are put in.” 

She was driving and Peter was consulting a black file of plans.

“The problem here is the weather, especially the wind.” Peter explained. “The dig is really exposed and the dust flies up. We need a water truck on standby or something to damp it down. There is no mains water away from the road or up in the hills.”

“George wants plans by the end of today.”

“I know. I think we have enough for two full crews, so one can be setting up the house and doing a technical run through of each scene. The light is going to be a problem, they are supposed to be in the house at night, hurricane lamps and all that, we will need to blackout the windows.”

 “You can paint them over. Do what you want, it is literally being demolished.”

“One thing I have learnt is that when someone tells me something definite like that, I have to stay flexible. Sometimes I need daylight, sometimes night. So I can’t paint. Are we doing night shoots?”

“You know there are interiors being built at Pinewood.”

“The light won’t be half as good.”

Jone’s phone rang. It was clear another party was already at the house.

They arrived a few minutes later. Everyone apart from Jones and Larh had a clear job to do, and was going round taking notes. Jones sat down on a small wall in front of the house.

“We are going to get so much shit for this, if we show the view, but it is so beautiful.”

“Why?”

“The view from the dig is to the west, this is more to the east, you can see different islands in the distance. Anyone who knows Paros well, will know they are miles apart.”

“Isn’t it supposed to be Lesbos anyway, we would be looking at Turkey if we were looking west from Lesbos. A huge expanse, only a couple of miles away.” 

“I guess so.” Her phone rang.

“Yes, we are here, it is just the same.They have put the loos in the wrong place but the crew can move them. Peter wants blackouts, but we can just get some plywood and nail it up. We need camp beds so the crew can stay here if the equipment is here. Yes.”

The other caller rang off abruptly.

“George?”

“Yeah. It would be easier to organise a small war. Plus you could shoot people when they got annoying.”

Jones’s phone rang again. She got up and went to find Peter.

She came back. “There is a problem at the dig site, we need to go. Someone has dumped a load of bones in one of the trenches.”

“Bones?”

Peter came out. They got in the jeep, Larh drove this time, as both Jones and Peter were on their phones the whole way.

The dig site was back around the island, past the villa complex and up another dusty track. Jones stopped at the junction to fit a sign with a small purple arrow to a signpost. Then they drove for ten minutes, past old farm buildings and small holdings with dogs in cages, rusted metal fences and tethered animals. Everywhere there were wild cats, sitting on the walls. 

Away from the coast, the land was dry and dust blown, occasionally there were irrigated fields with some greenery, but mostly it was abandoned and forgotten. Except for the places with views of the sea, where there were tourist apartment blocks and the occasional mansion.

The dig site was chosen because it had views down to the sea and also up to a village perched in the hills above. Larh could see the start of an ancient stone roadway which followed the contours of the hills upwards. There was a place for a few cars to park and a couple of portaloos, hidden in a dip. They parked the jeep and climbed up the track to the dig. A group of Greek men with shovels were waiting for them. 

The leader of the men took them to the dig site. An area the size of a house had been excavated with a series of trenches at right angles. Solid ground had been left between the trenches for the cameras to run on. There was a white canvas tent flapping above the dig site with chairs, and a wooden table. One of the set dressers was checking through plastic boxes.

One of the Greek men pointed down into a trench at the bones.

“Shit.” Peter said.

“They look human to me, that is a thigh bone, the jaw of a human skull.” Larh said to Jones. “Old though.”

“What do we do?” Jones said.

“Talk to George, explain to her you have to call the police.”

“Where did they come from?”

“Someone had clearly dumped them here, from a cemetery somewhere, as a joke.” Peter said grimly.

“Can we use them?” Jones asked.

“We have our own prop bones, damn it.” Peter replied. She got on the phone.

“What do the men say, who found them?” Larh asked. Peter glanced at her. He went to talk to the leader of the men. Larh followed him.

“When did you find the bones?” 

“This morning, when we arrived.” The Greek man said.

“They look human.” Larh said. The man nodded.

“But old, from a cemetery.” The man nodded again.

Jones came back. “George agrees. I am to phone the police in Parikia. We will have to wait for them to decide on the bones.”

“It is better if I report it,” Peter said, “you will just be stuck here all day. I am going to have to wait for them.” Jones nodded.

“Right. We will go into town and talk to the agent for the extras.”

Jones and Larh went back to the jeep.

“He seemed quite touchy about it.”

“Peter is responsible for all location issues, especially security.”

“It is just some kids.”

“Not sure. George is worried. This kind of film can get a bit political.”

“That is the whole point of doing it, surely.”

“George wants me to find some more security men. We can’t just have one crew man sleeping up here, it is not safe.”

“Of course.”

They drove into the main town, parked in one of the large dusty carparks on the outskirts and walked into the centre of town through the labyrinth of narrow streets. The agent had arranged to meet them in the main square by the old church, close to the quay where the ferries came in.

She was a cheerful, middle aged Greek woman.

“You would never have found my office, anyway we can go and have coffee now.”

“Lovely.”

They followed her to a cafe where she ordered for them.

“It seems quite a small island to have a theatrical agency.” Larh said.

“I do all the islands around here, and we do cooks and cleaners as well, housekeepers, all sorts. Staff for parties. Historical re-enactments.”

“But you can get the extras we want?” Jones asked.

“There are two main local amateur groups, I can get up to a hundred people, mixed ages and genders. They all know other people.”

“Great.” The coffee arrived. “How much notice do you need?”

She shrugged and smiled.

“Everyone already knows you are here. It is a small island, and it is the end of season. Eyes are popping out all over, watching for the actors to appear.” She made a show of this, looking right and left.

“We need them in the next week or two, three at the most.”

“Do you have any Greek parts still to fill?”

“I don’t think so. Do you also do security men?”

“I have a friend at another agency who can help you with that.”

“We have two sites which need a twenty four hour presence. There has already been a problem.”

“A problem?”

“Some kids dumped a load of old bones in a dig site we set up for filming. The police have been called.”

“There is a lot of speculation about the film. The book is written about another island, I think.”

“It is called ‘The Buried Silence’. Yes, it is written about Lesbos.“

“And you have a German star, Christina Pafgen.”

“That is not fully confirmed, but we hope so, yes.”

“She has been seen in Athens.”

“I thought she was still filming in Hungary.”

“That is what I heard. So many rumours. Do you need security for where you are staying?”

“I don’t think so, there are a lot of crew there, it should be alright.” 

“Catering?”

“We have a catering staff for the shoots. There is an arrangement with a local supermarket for supplies, we will see how we get on.”

“The local restaurants are open until the end of October, then everything shuts, maybe a week or two earlier if the weather is not so warm.”

“Thanks for letting us know.” Jones replied.

The woman pulled out a notebook and became business-like.

“So there are two big scenes that need lots of extras, a funeral and a protest at the dig, if I remember from your email. 1980s, which means the women in black, old suits and hats for the men.”

“Yes, of course. Funeral dress. Do you have the dates for them?”

“By the end of this week we will have everything planned.”

“Sometimes we get storms, this time of year, strong winds. If you are building temporary structures.”

“We are not doing that.”

“The way the wind is, it depends on the direction, half the island can be fine.”

“I see.”

“I am just saying from past experience. People choose the autumn for filming because they think it will be cooler and quieter, and it usually is. But they forget the wind, and the way everything shuts down.”

Jones finished her coffee.

“We had better get on, lots to do. I will email you the dates when we have them, if you can send me the details of
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