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‘Spring,’ I said to Trixie, ‘has sprung.’ 
There was no doubt about it. The first day of September had arrived, and—typically for Australia—it had brought warm weather. We were out the front of Sandy’s Diner, the most popular café in our beautiful little town of Cape Carson. The bay glistened in the early morning sun while seagulls flew across the calm water. Trixie, my beagle, sat at my feet as I sipped thoughtfully on my first jumbo double-shot caramel latte for the day.
Personally, I liked winter, but it could drag on a bit, and this last winter had seemed to take forever. The warm sun on my bare arms felt good. Too good. I’d end up sunburnt if I weren’t careful. I peered down at the book I was reading for the next meeting of the Cape Carson Mystery Book Club. I was determined to complete it. I’d attended far too many sessions with the half-finished novel stuffed in my bag. Nothing was worse than trying to bluff that I’d read the book when faced by Wanda Gibson, the strict taskmaster of the group. 
I glanced at my watch. My friend Kim Chen was joining me shortly. She’d also made the most of the first day of spring, although her idea of fun was somewhat different from mine. She’d gone out for an early morning jog and was heading home before joining me. 
Kim was always telling me I needed to keep fit, and I always agreed with her. My only issue was that no one seemed to have invented a way to exercise without sweating. Exercise would be far more attractive once—
A shadow fell over me. 
I glanced up to see an auburn-haired woman with a lean body. She wore a pensive expression and opened her mouth to speak. Yet no words came. It was as if she’d stopped to talk but instantly regretted it. 
I know her, I thought and was annoyed with myself. Yes, I knew her. Working as a journalist with the Cape Carson Gazette for the last five years had put me in touch with thousands of people. While I remembered many of their names, there were a lot I’d known only briefly. And yet this woman…
‘Rita?’ I said. ‘Rita Lawrence?’
Relief filled her face. ‘You remember me?’ she said. ‘Thank goodness. I didn’t want to interrupt you. I can see you’re reading.’
‘No. It’s fine. Grab a seat.’
As the woman settled beside me, I tried to remember the last time we’d spoken. It was three years ago, and I felt myself flush with guilt. I could make a guess as to why she’d stopped. 
Sandy, the diner's owner, came out and asked if Rita wanted coffee, but the woman shook her head. Rita waited until Sandy had returned inside before continuing. 
‘Can we talk for a minute?’ Rita asked. 
‘Is it about your sister?’ I said. ‘Hailey?’
‘Her case is still unsolved.’ 
I didn’t reply because her case wasn’t unsolved. Technically, there was no case. Hailey Lawrence had taken her own life. Although the events surrounding it were unusual, the decision of both the police department and the coronial inquest that had followed was that Hailey had killed herself in a fit of depression. Of course, Cape Carson was a small place, and the rumour mill had run rampant ever since her death. Stories surrounding Hailey Lawrence ranged from accident to suicide to the most diabolical theory of all—murder.
‘The police investigated Hailey’s death and found nothing,’ I said gently. ‘And a judge ruled it as suicide.’ 
‘He was wrong.’ Rita’s mouth crimped into a firm line. ‘Hailey wouldn’t have done that. I said it then, and I say it now. She had no reason to kill herself. She had her whole life ahead of her—including a successful publishing deal on the horizon. She was even planning a trip to Europe!’ Rita’s voice had risen, so she swallowed and leaned forward. ‘Rosie, you’ve had success investigating murders. You’ve succeeded where the police have failed. And you said there was more to Hailey’s death than met the eye.’
I had said that—and regretted saying it ever since. It was one of those times when I’d shot off my mouth without thinking. I’d promised Rita that I’d continue investigating Hailey’s death. And I had. For weeks, I’d looked into why Hailey would have killed herself. Then weeks bled into months. Nothing had come up in my investigation to rule out the official verdict. I’d always felt guilty about it because I’d raised Rita’s hopes that Hailey hadn’t killed herself. 
I suppose Rita blamed herself for not recognising the signs that Hailey may have wanted to end her life. 
It was unwarranted guilt. Sometimes people killed themselves, and the warning signs were not there or so well hidden as to be invisible. 
My thoughts must have strayed to my face.
Rita continued. ‘I’m not looking to blame anyone,’ she said. ‘Not you. Not anyone. It’s just that everyone’s given up. The cops. The legal system. Even the private investigator I hired to look into Hailey’s death. He cost me a fortune and turned up nothing.’
It pained me to say my next words, but they had to be said. ‘I’m not sure there’s anything I can do.’ A knot of discomfort filled my stomach. ‘All those people have better resources than me. I’m only a reporter.’ 
‘Please.’ Rita said the word as if imploring a higher power, not a lowly journalist working for a coastal newspaper. ‘All I’m asking is that you take another look into her death. That’s all. If you don’t find anything, then…’ She swallowed hard. ‘Then I’ll give up. I’ll accept that Hailey killed herself, and I’ll get on with my life.’ Rita took out a card with her name and number and slid it across. ‘You can have access to everything the investigator discovered. Whatever you need.’
Before I could reply, Rita stood and abruptly marched off down the pavement. I was still staring after her when Kim came rushing over to the table. 
‘Sorry I’m late,’ she said, plonking herself down. My short—some might say height-challenged—friend pushed back her cropped black hair. ‘My run took a lot longer than I expected, and then I couldn’t get out of the shower.’ Kim peered at me. ‘Why are you looking so weird?’
I explained what had transpired. 
‘Hailey Lawrence,’ Kim said thoughtfully. ‘Gosh. I haven’t heard that name for years. She’s the girl who jumped off the cliff?’
‘Allegedly jumped off the cliff.’
‘I remember it all seemed a bit odd.’ 
‘More than odd.’ I peered out across the bay. Despite the spring warmth, I felt chilled. ‘Hailey was in the process of signing a publishing deal that was worth a lot of money. She’d wanted to be an author since she was a kid. And then—’
‘Then she killed herself,’ Kim said, frowning. ‘But we looked into this at the time.’
I nodded. We had investigated Hailey’s death. That was over three years ago. We’d done the best we could and turned up exactly nothing. Hailey Lawrence’s demise had carried all the hallmarks of suicide: a woman who suffered from anxiety with significant stress on the horizon and an easy way to end it all. To complete the picture, she’d even left a suicide note. 
‘True,’ I said. ‘But some things didn’t add up.’ 
‘Rosie, if a private investigator didn’t find anything, then how will we?’ 
That was a good question. ‘It’s a different time now,’ I said. ‘We’ve got a new sergeant in charge of Cape Carson police.’ Todd Parker was both a good cop and a friend. He would be far more forthcoming with information than his predecessor and more inclined to listen. ‘Speaking to Sergeant Wilson about this case was like trying to communicate with a brick. He decided that Hailey killed herself and wouldn’t consider any other options.’
‘Then you’ll look into it?’
I remembered my promise. ‘Yes,’ I said reluctantly. ‘I don’t know what I’ll find, but it can’t hurt to re-examine the details.’ For the first time, I noticed the bag that Kim had brought with her. ‘Is that new?’ 
‘Ah-ha!’ she said, grinning. ‘I was wondering when you’d notice. The bag’s not the most exciting part, though. It’s what’s inside that counts.’ Reaching in, Kim produced a good-quality Ricoh camera and a folder. ‘I want to show you the results from my photography classes.’
She produced a set of eight by ten-sized prints from the folder. 
‘Oh great.’ I tried to sound enthusiastic. As a photographer, Kim was a better librarian. She had an unerring ability to take photos of anything but the intended subject. This included pictures of elbows, the inside of her bag, and shots of the ground. One time, she’d taken over a thousand photos of the interior of a filing cabinet. I’d seen Kim’s new camera, but none of her pictures. ‘Well, it’s nice to see that—you’ve got to be kidding!’
My eyes opened wide. Kim could barely suppress the delight on her face as she spread out the glossy prints. They were landscapes: sunsets, sunrises, and vast sweeping hills. In the foreground of one was the bay with a man pulling a fish from the water. Another was of kangaroos in a frosty field. The photos weren’t good. They were excellent. 
‘Who…what…how…’ I began.
‘It’s the classes,’ she said. ‘With Adrian.’
‘Adrian Whiteway?’ I said. She’d only briefly mentioned her friend from the photography class. Now her face turned scarlet under my gaze. ‘Spill girl! Don’t hold back!’
‘Well, the first class was about getting to know your camera. Then the teacher moved onto lighting and framing using the rule of thirds. And then—’
I punched her arm. ‘You idiot!’ 
‘Ouch!’
‘No! I want to know about the romance! Are you going out? Are you dating?’
Kim smiled. ‘Kind of,’ she said. ‘It’s not official. Nothing’s happened yet. I’m going over to his place. He loves cooking and it sounds like he’s good at it.’ 
‘And he’s nice?’
‘He’s really nice.’
I sat back and gazed at her happily. ‘That’s great,’ I said. ‘No. More than great. Magnificent.’ My phone beeped, and I checked the message. ‘That’s Harry. He wants me to drop by the office.’
Harry Blackshore was the editor of the Cape Carson Gazette. 
‘I wonder what he wants,’ Kim said. 
‘Probably something to do with AFSA.’ I’d been asked to be the guest of honour at the Australian Fabric and Sewing Association conference. It was being held at a local hotel, the Kilkenny Arms. I felt rather chuffed. The offer had come from out of the blue. Even more surprising was that my skills as a seamstress were almost non-existent. Why I’d been chosen was anyone’s guess. The tailor in our family was my grandmother. ‘I better get going.’
‘And what about Rita Lawrence?’
I sighed. ‘Can you give me a hand?’
‘Of course.’
‘Then we’ll do what we can. Even if the news is bad, sometimes bad news is better than uncertainty. Maybe we can finally bring this whole tragic episode to an end.’
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‘It’s like this,’ Harry Blackshore started. 
I was sitting opposite Harry in his office. It was a cramped room, stacked high with old issues of the Gazette. Although I’d been in this room a lot over the years, I’d never seen Harry look so uncomfortable. 
‘What is it?’ I asked. ‘Is something wrong?’
Harry smiled weakly. ‘You’ll laugh when I tell you. Really. You’ll laugh.’
The way he said all this made me doubt I’d be doing much laughing. ‘Harry,’ I said. ‘What’s going on? Is it about AFSA?’
‘Yes. In a strange way, it is about AFSA. And so funny about those acronyms. There are only so many to go around. Have you ever thought about that? There must be a lot of organisations with the same acronym.’
‘I suppose so.’ Where is this going? ‘So what about AFSA?’
‘It’s amazing that so many organisations have the same acronym—’
‘Harry,’ I said firmly. ‘What have you done?’
He forced a laugh. ‘AFSA is holding its annual conference at the Kilkenny Arms,’ he said. ‘As you know, whenever an organisation decides to hold a conference in town, that’s the place of choice. So, Natalie Cook—she’s the manager there, you know—has also been caught up in this. Two organisations with the same acronym. Incredible. One is dedicated to fabric and sewing and the other…well, isn’t…’ 
I stared at him. ‘What’s the other organisation?’
‘The Australian Flying Saucer Association,’ Harry said, shaking his head. ‘Imagine that.’
‘And I’m the guest of honour…’ My voice trailed away. ‘Not at the Flying Saucer conference?’
Harry shrugged. ‘Lucky you. Should be an interesting week.’ He shuffled pages on his desk. ‘Here we are. The contact is Barry Rycroft. Spoke to him on the phone earlier. Sounds like a fascinating man—’
‘Harry!’ I exploded. ‘I can’t be the guest of honour at a flying saucer conference!’
‘Sure you can.’ 
It was like saying I could run off and scale Mount Everest in my lunchbreak. 
‘But…What about the Fabric and Sewing Association? My grandmother’s going to the conference. She’s expecting me.’ 
‘You’ll see her around. She’ll be with the sewing ladies while you’re with the—’
‘UFO kooks.’
‘Rosie, keep an open mind. And remember—you’re representing the newspaper.’
‘But who’s covering the fabric association?’ 
‘I’ve now got Jay handling them. You should have a nice few days. He’ll be with the ladies, and you’ll be with the…er, other people.’
‘But…I don’t know anything about flying saucers! I don’t even believe in them!’
‘You do now. I told them you were fully onboard.’ 
Onboard what? I wondered. The next flight to Venus? 
He wished me well, and I marched out of his office. Doris Glow, the Gazette’s receptionist, glanced up from her desk. 
‘Harry told you?’ she said. 
‘Lucky me.’
‘He organised it while I was in Bali,’ Doris said, lowering her voice. ‘Harry’s a great editor but a terrible administrator.’ 
‘I heard that!’ Harry yelled from his office.
‘I know!’ Doris called back before turning to me. ‘They’re sure to be an interesting crowd. And who’s to say that we’re not being visited by aliens?’
It was pointless arguing. I sighed, retrieved Trixie from my office, and headed out the door. I took a deep breath. It was a beautiful day in Cape Carson, but all I could feel was disquiet. 
Aliens! 
There may have been aliens out there, but they sure weren’t coming here. Flying saucers could all be explained away by fraud or observer error. I groaned. And now I had to spend the entire week dealing with people in tinfoil hats! And I was the guest of honour! 
Grinding my teeth, I climbed into my flame red 2005 jeep and Trixie scrambled in beside me. ‘How do I end up in these situations?’ I asked her. ‘I was once a serious journalist.’ 
She yowled. 
‘All right,’ I amended. ‘Not too serious. I was an entertainment reporter, but I got to deal with people who weren’t as crazy as rattlesnakes. Now, look at me.’
I hit the accelerator, and we headed through town. 
My phone rang as I neared the Kilkenny Arms. It was my grandmother, Nan Ryan, ringing. 
‘Rosie?’ she said. ‘I’m at the hotel, and the ladies running the show don’t know anything about you.’
‘Uh, yeah,’ I said, pulling into the car park. I’d been speaking to Nan for several days about being the guest of honour at the Australian Fabric and Sewing Association. ‘There’s been a bit of a mix-up.’
‘You’re telling me. And there are some oddly dressed people here who don’t know the first thing about stitching.’
Telling Nan I’d see her inside, I parked my jeep and went in. The Kilkenny Arms was the most upmarket hotel in town. Set back a block from the water, it had an excellent beach view. The foyer was crowded with people who seemed firmly divided into two camps. 
The first lot, all of whom seemed to be older women, congregated about in a somewhat confused clump at one end of the room. Their focus seemed to be on the other group, which appeared to outnumber them three to one. More than a few members of this other group wore t-shirts emblazoned with The Truth is Out There and Become a Believer. 
Most disconcertingly were the few actually wearing tinfoil hats. There also seemed to be a lot of glitter and rainbow polyester. Had someone told me I’d wandered into a 1980’s dance party, I wouldn’t have been surprised. 
Nan arrowed over. ‘Rosie,’ she said urgently. ‘I’ve spoken to the president of AFSA, and she doesn’t know anything about you being the guest of honour.’ 
‘That’s because I’m not the guest of honour of the sewing society,’ I told her and quickly explained the mix-up. ‘It looks like I’m spending the next few days with the flying saucer people.’ 
A figure emerged from the flying saucer group. He was a sixtyish man, stocky, with steel grey hair. 
‘You must be Rosie Ryan?’ he said, extending a hand. ‘Barry Rycroft. I’m the AFSA president.’ His voice was as rough as sandpaper. ‘I want to extend a warm welcome to you. The media is often biased. Most reporters want to represent us as kooks and weirdos. Such a joy to find a true believer among you.’
‘Oh yes. No. I mean, it’s such an honour to be here and…’ I struggled to think of something to say, ‘…and this is my grandmother.’
Nan was unsuccessfully trying to hide a grin. ‘So you’re the flying saucer people,’ she said. ‘I once dated a man who I thought was an alien. Turned out he was Slovakian.’
Barry frowned. ‘I’m not familiar with that star system.’ 
Nan smiled and gave me a sideways glance. ‘Shame I can’t drop by, Barry,’ she said. ‘I’m meeting with the seamstresses down the hall. You’ve got Rosie, though. I know she’s looking forward to the conference. Been talking about it all week.’
‘Thanks, Nan,’ I said, deadpan. 
As she headed off to join her gang, Barry gave me a reassuring smile. ‘It’s good to have a media member who hasn’t been taken in by the government narrative.’ 
‘Oh, uh. Yes.’ It was hard to know what to say, so I continued lamely, ‘I look forward to the conference.’ 
‘Wonderful,’ he said as a woman arrowed over. ‘You should meet my wife, Elsa. You might know her from commercials. She’s a part-time actress.’
I didn’t recognise her. The woman was slim and trim with cropped white dyed hair. Elsa smiled broadly. ‘Incontinence pads,’ she said. 
‘Sorry?’
‘Those are the commercials. Shulton’s Incontinence pads. I’m the woman who buys them for her grandfather. It’s better than my previous job when I was the face for Hairy Harold’s Motorcycles.’
‘I see.’ 
‘I’m just here to drop Barry off,’ Elsa said. ‘I have another conference to attend.’
‘The Fabric and Sewing Association?’ I said. 
‘No. It’s the annual meeting of the Bunyip Society.’
I bit off a laugh when I saw she was serious. ‘Bunyips?’ The creatures were legendary monsters that haunted Australian waterholes. ‘So…there are conferences about them too?’ 
Elsa gave me a knowing wink. ‘The government hides things,’ she said. ‘But we know better.’
‘Yep,’ I sighed. ‘We know better.’
She wished me well before disappearing into the crowd. ‘Now come and meet some of the members,’ Barry continued. ‘They’re an interesting bunch.’ He leaned close. ‘Although, I should mention that some of them are on a different wavelength. They’re—how can I put it—off the planet.’
I wasn’t sure if he was joking or not, but I trailed after him to a small breakaway group. 
‘Our two committee members,’ Barry began, introducing a tall man with thinning red hair and big eyes. ‘Jasper Kidwell, our club treasurer. His specialty is electronics.’
‘You’re doing the audio visuals for the conference?’ 
‘Oh no,’ Jasper said. ‘I did all that when I was a teenager. Many years ago, now. I listen to frequencies from space, trying to hear extra-terrestrial messages.’
‘Really?’ It sounded interesting. ‘What does that sound like?’
‘Hmm. Static, mostly.’
Oh great. 
He continued. ‘Although, I’ve had some interesting transmissions,’ he said. ‘One night, I was sure I could hear the words Area 51 marmalade jam. It went on for hours.’
‘Area 51 marmalade jam?’ I repeated. ‘What does it mean?’
‘No idea. Not unless aliens were after a recipe to take back to their home world. Another time they transmitted Eskimo arm take granite. I have no idea what that means either.’ 
‘Beats me,’ I said, honestly. ‘And that’s from listening to static?’ 
‘It takes an expert,’ Jasper informed me soberly. ‘People can easily mistake static for words.’ 
‘I can imagine.’ 
‘We know they’re coming here. Sometimes they direct their messages at certain individuals they want to communicate with.’ 
‘The visitors?’
He raised an eyebrow. ‘The aliens who are visiting Earth.’
‘Oh, yes. Of course.’
‘I’m also busy flying drones. Not only are drones a great hobby, but I use them to monitor the area around my farm.’ He leaned close. ‘You’ve got to keep an eye out.’
He gave me a knowing look, although I had no idea what I was supposed to know. Was he keeping an eye out for UFO’s? Aliens? Or government agents? 
Before I could voice my confusion, however, a young woman appeared at my elbow. 
‘At last,’ she said. The newcomer was a squat girl with pink hair and a nose ring who looked like she should have been in high school. She wore sunglasses, a bomber jacket, and a baseball cap. ‘So good to have you here, Rosie. We need true believers like you in the media. Most journalists treat us like we’re a bunch of kooks.’
‘And your name is?’ I asked.
‘Neo. I’m the AFSA secretary.’
‘Neo?’ What kind of name was that? ‘You mean like from The Matrix?’
‘The movies only got it partly right.’ Somehow she seemed to speak without barely moving her lips. ‘The universe is a construct built within a four-dimensional inversion.’
Jasper sighed. ‘We don’t agree on everything,’ he said. ‘I just think aliens are coming from other worlds. It’s a simpler explanation.’
‘And I’m more sold on time travel,’ Barry piped up. ‘I think they’re us, but from the future. They don’t want to interfere with the past. Altering history is dangerous. At the same time, they’re keen to know us. Understand how we operate.’ 
‘But if they’re human…’ I started. ‘Don’t a lot of aliens have grey skin? Or look like reptiles?’ 
‘Probably horribly mutated from genetic wars.’
‘I see.’ I turned back to the girl. ‘Do you have any other name?’
She shook her head wearily. ‘It’s best if I don’t share it,’ she said. ‘I’ve attempted—shall we say software incursions—into the CIA, FBI, and every other big government security agency. The more anonymous I am, the longer I can operate without being tracked by authorities.’
This took a moment to sink in. ‘You’re a hacker?’ I said. ‘Goodness. And you hack into government agencies? What have you gotten into?’
‘So far, not much. It’s harder to get in than I expected. I did send a very nasty email to the Bureau of Meteorology.’ Shaking her head, she chuckled. ‘That showed them. Anyway, I never share my real name. The government’s watching us twenty-four-seven.’ She lowered her voice. ‘I think there’s a real chance the prime minister isn’t human.’
‘A few people have wondered that.’ 
At that moment, I spotted someone from the corner of my eye. Excusing myself, I pushed through the crowd.
‘Jay?’ I said. 
Jay Patel was my fellow reporter. He smiled brightly at me. 
‘Rosie!’ he said. ‘Harry told me you’re a celebrity this week.’ 
‘Yeah. Sure. That’s me all right: a B-grade celebrity.’ I quickly explained the mix-up in organisations. ‘So you’re covering the Fabric and Sewing Association?’
‘They seem like a nice group. They’re old, though. I don’t think anyone’s under the age of eighty.’ 
Jay looked pleased, and I could understand why. Much of what he did for the Gazette was rewrite press releases and handle sport for the paper. ‘Yes, I’m sure,’ I said. ‘Make certain you get plenty of pictures. You know what Harry always says.’
‘Pictures, pictures, pictures?’
‘You got it.’ 
Barry Rycroft angled over with a sheet of paper. ‘Rosie,’ he said. ‘I’ve got a copy of your itinerary here. I’m not sure if Harry gave it to you. He seemed a bit confused when I spoke to him.’
I scanned the page. 
Although plenty of free time was scheduled, there were also lots of sessions with quirky-sounding names like Is the Moon Hollow? and When will JFK return? I wasn’t required to attend them all, but the sessions they had me down for were still bad enough. Maybe now was a good time to fake a heart attack. ‘That’s Harry,’ I said, nodding. ‘Confused. Can you tell me what the session Dealing With Trans-dimensional Portals is about?’ 
‘Alien encounters can be frightening,’ Barry said. ‘Sometimes people wake up to find an alien has entered through a trans-dimensional portal: essentially a gap in time and space. We talk people through the process of dealing with such a surprise.’
I sighed. 
I’m sure you do. 
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‘Rosie Ryan!’ Todd Parker said brightly. ‘What brings you to my humble office?’ 
The police sergeant was hunched behind his desk. It was morning, and I’d interrupted him during one of his marathon typing sessions. 
I thought of them as marathons because Todd, for all his incredible assets, was the slowest typist I’d ever encountered. More than once, I’d felt the violent urge to shoulder him out of the way so I could dive in and finish his report.
‘Does the name Hailey Lawrence mean anything to you?’ I asked. 
‘Should it?’
I sat down opposite as Trixie settled onto the floor at my feet. I slipped her a homemade doggy snack. 
‘Hailey died almost three and a half years ago,’ I told him. ‘Suicide, supposedly.’
Todd nodded, thinking. ‘I remember now,’ he said. ‘I’ve had her sister in here a few times.’
‘Rita Lawrence?’
‘She thinks that Hailey’s death wasn’t suicide. It could have been murder?’
‘That’s the theory.’
The big police officer sat back in his seat. He was built like a real-life version of The Hulk. ‘It all happened long before I started here,’ he said. ‘That was back in Peter Wilson’s time. Hailey Lawrence lived on the Great Coastal Road? I recall she suffered from depression and jumped off a cliff?’
‘That’s the official story.’
‘There was something about a boyfriend?’
‘Not a boyfriend.’ 
This was slightly frustrating. I knew more about this case than Todd, although I suppose that was expected. He’d only been in Cape Carson for six months, and I’d been here five years. 
‘Owen Stamett and Hailey Lawrence were friends,’ I said. ‘They belonged to the same writing group. There was a lot of talk about Owen being fixated with Hailey. About a month after she died, he disappeared.’
‘When you say disappeared…’
‘Off the face of the Earth. His bank accounts have never been accessed, and he’s never contacted his family. Although there’s been reported sightings of him over the years, none have ever been confirmed. He’s currently listed as a missing person.’
Todd stroked his chin. ‘So the guy who was fixated with Hailey went missing soon after she ‘allegedly’ killed herself. I’m assuming the theory is he killed her and disappeared to escape the law.’
‘Or also took his own life. Phone records trace his last known location to Elk’s Gap, where his phone pinged off towers. From there, he simply disappeared off the planet.’ 
‘I can check the old files if you like,’ Todd said. ‘But you know what you should do? See Peter Wilson. You can’t beat getting a firsthand account.’
I sighed. ‘Sergeant Wilson and I never saw eye-to-eye.’
‘I know he was an irascible old grouch. He’s retired now. Lives down at Briar Lake. I’m sure he’d speak to you.’
Despite Todd’s optimism, I wasn’t so sure. Peter Wilson and I had crossed
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