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Bridge to Nowhere

AJ Estelliam


Prologue
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‘Hey Benson, it’s me,’ I told him.

‘Emerson! How are you holding up?’ he questioned.  ‘How’s the recovery coming along?’

‘Oh, I’ve come on leaps and bounds,’ I told him, dismissively.  ‘I’m, uh...actually with Snow right now...’ I said, suddenly feeling idiotic in what I was about to share with him.

‘You are?’ he questioned.  ‘She’s taken leave.’

‘Yes, I know. We actually travelled to Scotland for a short break.’

‘You’ve what?’ he exclaimed, voice rising.

‘Yeah, but you see, it’s all gone a little bit wrong, and we’re with the police at the station now...’

‘Of course you are,’ he muttered, sounding pissed off.

‘No, Benson, give me a chance to explain, because it’ll all make sense when you hear this.’

‘This better be good, Emerson,’ he told me, sounding annoyed.

‘Oh, it is, sir.  It is.  It’s about Snow.  She’s got a brother, you see,’ I began, explaining as quickly as I could.  ‘And Snow hasn’t heard from him for a few years, right?’

‘Go on...’ he prompted.

‘Well, we came to Scotland to follow up on finding him, but there’s a problem,’ I told him, hesitantly.

‘God help me,’ Benson muttered, ‘Can we get to the main point anytime soon, Emerson?’ he demanded, clearly losing patience with me.

‘Yeah! So, we went around yesterday, unofficially questioning people about Billy Snow’s whereabouts and when we woke up this morning, there was an abandoned suitcase left on the porch of the cabin we’re staying in.’

‘A suitcase?’

‘Yes.  Inside, we found a dead woman,’ I told him.

‘What?’ he exclaimed, shocked.

‘Yeah, exactly...she’s been missing for three months, apparently, and we’re about to be questioned by the police here about our involvement.  I suspect they might call you at some stage, so I’m just giving you the heads up.’

‘God, Emerson...I thought you were recovering at your parents’ house at the moment!’ he complained.

‘Well, I was...and then I wasn’t.  Snow had this issue to look into, and I wanted a break from being fussed over...so we took a little trip...’

‘And got yourself involved in a murder investigation?’ he quipped.

‘Yes, that’s right.  Who knows what’s going to happen from this point on,’ I told him, ‘But I thought you should know.’

He sighed.  Heavily.  ‘Do you need me to do anything, Emerson?’ he questioned.  ‘Is Snow okay? Is the murder of the woman linked to her brother?’

‘We don’t know,’ I replied, frowning to myself.  ‘Hopefully that will all become clear in the next few days, but I’ll stay in touch if that’s okay?’

‘Yes, do...I want to be updated.  Is Snow okay?’ he asked again.

‘Yeah, she’s coping-and she’s got me supporting her,’ I told him, glancing over at Snow, who met my eyes at my comment.

‘But what about you? Are you up to that, Emerson?’ Benson asked.

‘Sir, I’m fine.  I’m so much more healed-and to be honest, my parents were driving me absolutely nuts!’

‘Yes, well, that’s what parents do, right?’ he commented.

‘I guess they do, but when Snow told me she was worried about her brother, I jumped at the chance for a trip to Scotland.  I know you might think its too soon for me to be out and about, busy and living a life, but it was driving me insane doing nothing,’ I explained.

‘No, I get it...and I know you, Emerson.  I can imagine the quiet life didn’t quite suit you,’ he chuckled.

‘Well, we’re definitely not living the quiet life now, sir! We’re currently waiting to be interviewed.’

‘About the dead girl found?’ he questioned.

‘Yes...and why we’re here...who we talked to yesterday,’ I explained.

‘Oh, okay, fair enough.  Please tell me that you and Snow didn’t get up to anything you shouldn’t have since arriving in Scotland?’

‘No!’ I exclaimed.  ‘We’ve literally done nothing to be worried about-and you should have seen the dead girl, sir...she’d been dead for a while...probably since listed as missing three months ago.  She was very decomposed-and had her eyes gouged out.’

‘Oh really?’ he exclaimed.  ‘Do they know who the dead girl is then?’

‘Yes, we’re assuming it’s a woman who was reported as missing.  Her name is Simone Hales...or was,’ I corrected.

‘What’s the connection to Snow’s brother?’

‘They both haven’t been seen since the same time, three months ago and were both living in the same house share,’ I explained.

‘Ah, I see...so she must be concerned,’ he commented.

‘Well, yeah, but I’m working on that, because we don’t really know anything for sure yet.’

‘No, of course not.  Well, if you need anything call, and give the police up there in Scotland my contact details if they need any verification details on you and Snow.’

‘Thanks, Benson, that would be appreciated,’ I told him, as the door opened and Hunter and Chambers walked in.  ‘Got to go, sir.  I’ll speak to you again soon.’

‘Okay. Take care, Emerson-and look after Snow.’

‘I will.  Talk soon, bye.’

‘Bye Emerson,’ he said, before hanging up.

Looking up at the two men entering the room, I headed towards them.  ‘Just talking to my DI back home,’ I explained.

‘No worries,’ Hunter said.  ‘We’re going to speak to you separately, so if you could come with us, Detective Snow?’ he requested.  ‘Emerson, we’ll be with you afterwards.’

‘That’s fine,’ I assured him.

‘Can I get you anything?’ Chambers asked.  ‘Coffee? Tea? Anything to eat?’

‘A coffee would be great,’ I nodded.

‘I’ll bring you one before we start the first interview.’

I thanked him and then watched as Snow left the room with Hunter.  Minutes later, Chambers came back with a coffee for me and then excused himself to attend the interview with Snow.  I made myself comfortable on the sofa, sipping the coffee and waiting for my turn.  

While I waited, I googled Simone Hales once more, searching for information.  There was little to go on aside from very basic details.  It was all very frustrating, and I didn’t know which direction this case would take.

I ended up waiting for about an hour, which was difficult when I was on edge anyway.  I paced for some of it, toyed with my phone, and scrolled through information for a while and then sat and stared into space for the rest.  By the time Snow came back, I was more than ready for my turn.

‘Alright?’ I asked, as Snow came back in.

‘Yes, all good.  I think it’s your turn,’ she told me.

‘Yes, are you all set to come and talk to us, Detective Emerson?’ Hunter asked.

‘Yes, I’m ready.  Let’s get this over with,’ I said, heading for the door.

‘Come with us,’ Detective Hunter said, leading me down the hallway.

‘Worked here long?’ I asked, conversationally, curious about the detectives I found myself in the company of.

‘Three years now,’ he told me, glancing over.  ‘How long have you been with the force for?’ he asked me.

‘Oh, God, around twelve years now, I guess.  Detective for the last five,’ I added.

‘Nice,’ he nodded. ‘What do you specialise in, Emerson?’ he asked.

‘Missing persons,’ I told him, meeting his eyes as I looked over.

His eyebrows rose.  ‘Yeah?’

I nodded.  ‘Yeah.  Look me up.  Evergreen Police.  My record is good,’ I told him, without arrogance.

‘Oh, we’ve already read up on you, Emerson-and spoken to your boss back home.  We know more about you than we probably need to by this point,’ he said, leading me into a room.

‘Yeah?’ I questioned. 

‘Well, we’ve had to check you out, all things considered,’ he said, sitting down.

‘I’d expect nothing less,’ I told him. ‘So come on, get on with it...question everything,’ I told him.

Chambers chuckled, almost smirking at me.  ‘Steady on, detective.  One step at a time.’

‘Well, I’m sure you’ve checked me out, right? You’ve interviewed Snow now too.  All you need is for me to confirm all the listed places we went yesterday and who we talked to-because correct me if you’re wrong, you’ll be looking at each of those people as suspects.  One of the people we talked to yesterday got rattled, right? That made them follow us back to the cabin and that’s when they dumped the body on the porchway.’

‘Hypothetically, yes,’ Hunter nodded.

‘Although we need to find out what forensics say first,’ Chambers pointed out.

‘Yeah, of course-but you both know, as I do, that she had been dead a while...a long while.’

‘It points that way,’ Hunter admitted.

‘So, you want to know who we spoke to yesterday because you’re assuming our enquiries brought about this discovery today, right?’

Hunter glanced at Chambers.  ‘Yes, we are,’ he agreed.  ‘And we need to know that list, immediately.’

‘Okay...do you want me to talk through our movements since arriving in Scotland?’ I asked him.

‘Yes please.  Go ahead.’

I sighed.  ‘Alright,’ I said, launching in.  ‘We arrived in Scotland and headed straight to Paisley to go to the last known address Snow had for her brother, Billy.  It was Hamilton Road in Paisley.  We went there and after a lot of knocking and calling, a man called Dave answered the door.  He’s the landlord.  We spoke with him, saw the room, collected some personal belongings and then left.’

‘And then?’ he prompted.

‘We went to the local Tesco’s for food supplies for our holiday cabin.  We spoke to a female cahier there and asked her about the missing person posters we’d seen in the windows about Simone Hales.  We were curious about her because Dave had mentioned her being missing and living in the same house.’

‘Right, right,’ Hunter nodded.  ‘And then?’ he prompted.

‘Then we went to the cabins and stayed there till evening.  At that point, we decided to go out again and try our luck with going down to the Kelvindale Viaduct because we’d heard that it was a local drug hangout.’

‘Bit of a risky strategy?’ Chambers posed.

‘Not really.  We’re both detectives and Snow is eager to find her brother, so we took the chance.  As it was, we only encountered two men.  One was slumped under the archway drunk, the other guy came and talked to us.  He was a homeless, drug addict who had a cigarette with us while we asked him about Billy.’

‘Okay...name?’ Chambers asked.

‘I have no idea.  He didn’t give it, and we didn’t ask...’

‘Fine.  Is that it?’ Hunter questioned.

‘No,’ I told him.  ‘We then went to the ‘Dog and Duck’ pub because the homeless guy suggested we go there if we were looking for Billy.’

‘And at the pub, who did you talk to?’ Hunter wanted to know.

‘So, we talked to the bartender-a young woman in her 20s or 30s.’

‘Okay,’ he nodded.

‘And then we spoke to a local guy who approached us.  He referred to himself as ‘Spider’ and briefly talked to us about Billy too.’

‘Okay...anyone else?’ he asked.

‘Nope, that’s it,’ I told him.

‘And did you get anywhere with any of the people who you talked to? Did you find out where Billy is or get information on him?’ Chambers questioned, learning forwards.

‘No!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Which was the most frustrating thing! We did all that, visited all those places and yet we learned nothing of interest.  We got no closer to finding him.  It was all very frustrating, and I told Snow we needed to speak to you guys-possibly report him officially as missing.  She agreed but said we’d wait until the following day in order to do a little more legwork ourselves-check he wasn’t somewhere else instead of his regular home.’

‘Like where?’ Chambers asked.

I shrugged.  ‘We weren’t sure-but I know there was talk of Billy having past drug problems, so there was the chance he was off somewhere doing drugs. We also considered the prospect that he’d met someone, was off with a woman somewhere or had found a new home.’

‘Okay,’ Hunter murmured, frowning at me as he shifted in his chair.  ‘So, from this point on, we’re obviously going to ask you to stop.  Take a step back from your personal search for Detective Kate Snow’s brother while we look into this murder.’

‘Do you think it’s connected, Detective?’ I asked, curiously, leaning forwards.  ‘I mean, Snow’s worried, right? Should we be worried that Billy is in danger?’

‘Be assured, that we will be looking into the disappearance of Billy Snow now that we have had this incident this morning. Like you said earlier, your arrival in town and subsequent questioning of various people has clearly rattled someone, so we quickly need to figure out who that person was.’

‘And what do you suggest we do now? I mean, I’m assuming we’re not going to be able to be in a holiday cabin where a killer has dropped off his victim, right?’

‘Absolutely right,’ Hunter nodded.  ‘We’re arranging a hotel room for you right now, which is a security filled place where you should be safe.’

‘Oh...’ I murmured.  ‘Have you told Snow this?’ I asked.

‘Yes, we have.’

‘And are you considering the fact that it might be unsafe for us to be here now?’ I wondered.

‘Difficult to say,’ Chambers said, crossing his arms and then looking at Hunter.  ‘I mean, we’re adamant you stop the questioning of people about Billy as of immediate effect, but you’re able to go about the rest of your holiday as per normal.’

‘We came here to find Snow’s brother,’ I said, bluntly.  ‘We’re not here to eat cake and watch Netflix, alright? Sitting in a hotel room serves no purpose to us.’

‘But your flights don’t leave until Friday, right?’ Hunter questioned.

‘That’s right,’ I agreed.  ‘You get that from Snow?’ I asked.

He nodded.  ‘Yes...’

‘So, we’re stuck in a hotel room?’ I frowned, not liking this.

‘Temporarily,’ he replied, nodding.  ‘But rest assured, we will be on this straight away and be in contact with you to update you as soon as we have identification on the dead woman and we’ve looked into where your brother might be,’ Hunter said.

‘Is this your case?’ I demanded.

‘Simone Hales has been our case since the beginning, yes,’ Hunter nodded.

‘That means that you’ve met Billy, presumably? He was living in the house when she went missing, right?’ I continued.

‘That’s right.  We interviewed him, on reflection,’ Hunter agreed.

‘And you didn’t think it strange when he went missing shortly after Simone disappeared? You didn’t link that? See the connection?’ I pushed.

‘Well, we were not actually aware that Billy had disappeared.  That isn’t confirmed, from what I hear.  He’s not been officially reported as missing.’

‘That’s correct, but I would have thought that there’s a link there, right?’

‘Possibly,’ he conceded.  ‘Possibly not. We were more likely to link the other murder to this one...but until today, we weren’t aware that Simone Hales was actually dead.’

‘Other murder? The one at the viaduct?’ I asked.

‘You’ve heard about that?’ Chambers questioned.

‘Yesterday,’ I nodded.  ‘I was told it was a prostitute who overdosed.’

Hunter stared at me.  ‘The woman was found under the Kelvindale viaduct-the bridge to nowhere, as we call it.  The death was not considered necessarily suspicious, but now we have Simone, we’ll be looking to consider the links,’ he told me.

‘Why?’ I wanted to know.  ‘What links them aside from two females’ deaths in the same area.’

‘You know I can’t share that with you, Detective Emerson.’

‘No? Is it the eyes?’ I asked, interested.  ‘I noticed Simone Hales had her eyes gouged out.’

‘I’m not at liberty to share that information,’ Hunter replied, but his surprised expression gave him away.  It was clear I was right.  

‘No...well, are we done? I want to be with my partner right now.  This has been hard for her.’

‘Of course.  Yes; we’ll see you to the hotel which has been booked just as soon as your belongings have been transported over here.’

‘I can go and collect them,’ Chambers spoke up.  

‘Thanks, mate,’ Hunter said, as we all stood.

Chambers left first, heading for the door while I lingered with Hunter.  

‘Make sure you make a point of finding Billy, please?’ I requested, looking up to meet his eyes.

He gave me an undecipherable look in response.  ‘Be assured that I will Detective Emerson.’

‘Thank you,’ I said, as we left the room.

Back in the waiting room, I was rejoined with Snow.  Hunter left me there and told me that Chambers would return soon with our bags.

‘How was it?’ Snow asked, patting the sofa beside her.

‘Fine,’ I shrugged.  ‘Annoying...’

‘Why was it annoying?’ she questioned.

‘Because they won’t tell me anything.  I’m nosy. I want to be involved...hell, I’d like to take the case on, if I were local!’

‘Of course,’ she agreed, ‘But that’s what makes you a good detective right?’ she smiled.

‘Exactly.  I’ve had a word with that Hunter guy.  I’ve told him to step it up a notch with the search for Billy, as they clearly know him already.’

‘Yes, they do,’ she said, laying her head back against the sofa.

I scanned her face, studying her expression. ‘Are you doing okay?’ I asked, reaching to lay my good hand on her arm.

‘Yeah, I’m fine. I just want to find him,’ she sighed.  ‘I don’t want to be finding my brother stuffed in a suitcase.’

‘We don’t know if that is what this is,’ I told.  ‘Besides, both victims have been female, right?’

‘What do you mean both victims?’ she asked.

‘I believe they’re linking both the woman from the bridge to nowhere-Shelly Davis and the woman in the suitcase-Simone Hales.  He wouldn’t confirm it, but I think they both had their eyes gouged out.’

‘God, are you thinking serial killer?’ she questioned, shocked.

‘Maybe, yeah,’ I replied.

‘And you think Billy’s caught up in it somehow?’

‘I don’t know what to think about Billy,’ I replied, frowning.  ‘I mean, we really don’t know.  He could be involved somehow, or this could be totally unrelated to his situation.  We need more information.  It’s frustrating to me that we can’t continue our search.’

‘Yes, they said that to me too...hotel room, right? We’re stuck there while they deal with this potential threat-at least until we leave to go back home.’

‘Bloody typical,’ I muttered.  ‘Mind you, at least it’s still a holiday.  We can relax, right? Still research too.’

‘You’d do that?’ she asked.

‘Damn right! I’m even more intrigued now that this has happened.  Snow, we seriously got to someone! In the one, single day in which we have been here! Someone’s worried about what we’re going to find out...someone’s possibly worried about Billy, right? I want to know what the hell is going on, and I’m going to whatever I can to help you find out,’ I told her, fiercely.

Her eyes shone with pride.  ‘Best partner ever,’ she said, slowly, enunciating each word.

I smiled at her.  ‘I damn well will be.  I’m here for you, Snow.  Throughout.’

She nodded, drew in a long slow breath and then released it slowly.  Our eyes held and a long moment of connection passed between us.  My own gaze lowered briefly to her soft mouth, and I thought about kissing her.  Dragging my eyes away, I forced myself to remain focused on her eyes.

‘Thank you, Ally.’

‘You’ve done the same and more for me,’ I murmured, softly.

‘Yeah...well, we’re partners now, aren’t we?’ she questioned.

I felt my heartbeat trip over itself merrily, becoming erratic and excited.  I wondered if she was talking about as colleagues or personally, and I knew by this point that I wanted both.  I wanted both very much so.  

Turning away, I rested my head back while we waited, going quiet.  

A short while later, Chambers returned with our bags and deposited them to us before making his excuses and leaving.  Five minutes later, we were shown to a car where we were driven to a posh-looking hotel, which was flanked by several concierges who carried our bags for us while we checked in.

Shown to a room on the fourth floor, the police officers assured us that security was in place and that we were safe in the hotel before they left.  Closing the door behind them, we were finally left alone.

‘Well, that the actual fuck!’ I exclaimed, walking towards Snow, who stood at the window, looking out to the city.

She turned, looking surprised. ‘That sums it up pretty accurately.’

‘Seriously, though! What the actual fuck? How the hell do we get into these situations? First you, then me! It’s ridiculous! Do you think we’re cursed?’ I asked, laughing ruefully.

‘Well, we’ve had a run of bad luck, that’s for sure.’

‘Snow! Someone literally left us a rotting, dead body!’ I exclaimed, shaking my head at her.  ‘I repeat-what the actual fuck?’

‘We’re being sent a message, clearly,’ she sighed.

‘Damn right we are...and the message is fuck off and stop asking about Billy!’ I cried, animatedly.

‘This is so shit, too.  I didn’t come to bloody Scotland to sit in a hotel room twiddling my damn thumbs!’

‘No, I know.  This is really frustrating,’ I agreed. ‘And we’re basically kept waiting now, while the police figure this out.  I’m not convinced they’re very far not this investigation-or if they are, they weren’t giving anything away,’ I told her.

‘They were like that with me,’ she nodded, walking to the window and staring out.  ‘I only came here to find Billy, and now I’m stuck in yet another nightmare,’ she said, sounding frustrated.

I stood there listening to her, understanding her need to vent.  When she used the phrase ‘another nightmare’ though, guilt ran though me in an instant.  

‘Oh, fuck, Ally, I didn’t mean that,’ she said, turning immediately.

‘No, it’s alright,’ I told her, even though my body had reacted to her words.

‘No, it’s not alright.  I really didn’t mean that-I was just venting because I’m feeling frustrated with the whole situation.’

‘It’s fine.  I am a nightmare,’ I told her, shrugging, more than understanding that viewpoint.

‘No, you’re not,’ she said, advancing on me.  ‘Ally, I really didn’t mean that.  Perhaps the situation was a nightmare, yes.  What you went through with the case was a nightmare.  What I didn’t mean,’ she said, standing in front of me, ‘And what I’d never, ever mean, is that you are a nightmare,’ she told me.  Sighing, her frown was set.  ‘I’m messing this all up.  Fuck,’ she muttered, sounding annoyed.  ‘Are you upset with me?’ she questioned.

‘No!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Relax,’ I told her, reaching for her arm with my good hand.  ‘I can see you’re frustrated.  I can tell that this is hard for you, and when it’s like this, it’s easy to vent.  You haven’t upset me.  It’s fine, okay.  Do you need a hug?’ I offered.

Her eyebrows rose. ‘Seriously?’

‘I did tell you-I do have a mushy side, somewhere. It comes out occasionally,’ I said, smiling up at her, with what I knew was probably a faint blush on my cheeks.

‘With me?’ she asked.

I shrugged.  ‘I mean, you’re one of the hundreds I’d share it with,’ I said, joking with her to lighten the mood. 

She laughed.  ‘Gee thanks!’

I scanned her eyes; glad she was smiling.  ‘I know it doesn’t seem like it right now, but it’s going to be alright, Snow,’ I told her.

She shook her head.  ‘But we can’t bloody do anything now, Ally! Maybe we just fly home...this is pointless, stuck in this stupid hotel.’

‘Don’t be an idiot, Snow,’ I told her, heading for the bed.

‘What? Why?’

‘We’re not going to do nothing,’ I told her, rifling through our belongings. 

‘We’re not?’ she questioned.

‘I’ve asked Benson to send me what he can.  I’m also going to call him again and ask if he can get someone to send us more information on local crime-or allow us to access systems remotely from here,’ I told her, pulling the laptop case out of her bag.

‘Are you serious?’ she questioned, brightening.

‘Too right!’

‘They didn’t tell you to stay out of it and just wait on more information, like they did to me?’ she wondered.

‘Oh, they did...’I told her, nodding.  ‘But I’m not going to be listening to that,’ I informed her.  ‘I’m not sitting in this hotel room doing nothing, like an idiot! Fuck that! We’re here to find your brother, so we continue with our plan! We haven’t found him yet, they don’t know where he is, and now we’re being threatened with crimes that are literally being left on our doorstep! I’m not going to roll over and take that! Are you?’ I demanded.

‘Well, no...but...’

‘No ‘buts’ Snow.  Come on, let’s get logged on and see first what we’ve been sent, alright?’ I questioned.

She looked surprised.  ‘I guess so,’ she murmured, heading over to where I was sitting down.

‘Take a seat.  Let’s get started.’

Snow and I logged onto the computer and sure enough, Benson had come through for me and sent over the information he’d found on Simone Hales.  He’d also found the report on the previous murder of Shelly Davis, so we had information on her as well.

‘Look at this!’ I exclaimed.

‘Ah, Benson is good, isn’t he?’ Snow commented.

‘He’s amazing,’ I agreed.  ‘What a guy...and while he’s busy with everything back home, that’s incredible that he’s willing to do this for us.’

‘You know, he’s worked so hard in pulling your case together, Ally.  I’ve watched him work tirelessly.  He’s pretty inspiring,’ she told me.

I smiled at her, thinking that if anyone was inspiring right now, it was her.  She’d gone from being someone I’d initially met who seemed like a vague annoyance hanging around too much in the distance to the most important and significant person in my life.  ‘He’s one of the good guys,’ I replied, instead of saying something I’d probably regret. 

‘Let’s take a look then,’ she requested, shifting closer to be able to click on the report to be able to read it.

Snow and I read through everything which Benson had sent and there was little information we didn’t know. Reaching for my phone, I called Benson, eager to stay in touch with him.

‘Hey Benson,’ I said, when he picked up.

‘Emerson? How are you holding up?’ he questioned.

‘I’m alright.  Snow’s a bit frustrated, because they’ve put us in a hotel now for the sake of safety.’

‘Yeah, well, I guess that’s for the best,’ he commented.  ‘Considering what’s happened.’

‘Yeah, it is, but it’s a bitter pill to swallow when we came here with a set purpose,’ I explained.

‘Of course,’ he agreed. 

‘Sir; I was actually phoning to request something as well.’

‘Yes?’ he replied.  ‘Go ahead and ask, Emerson.  What do you need?’

‘Access to the systems remotely,’ I told him, hoping he’d say yes.  ‘We’re holed up in this hotel room and we’re simply waiting on the police to maybe get back to us about Snow’s brother.  It’d help so much if we could log on and get information ourselves...do our own little mini-investigation.’

‘Emerson, you’re meant to be on holiday and resting,’ he complained.

‘I know, sir, but let’s face it...this was never really a holiday.  It was a working holiday at best!’ I told him.

‘Well, I’m not allowing anything separate to what is part of your normal day to day job, Emerson.  Saying that, I’ll get the tech team to send you details to log on remotely so that you can access missing person files and databases as per usual, as if you were back.’

‘Thank you, Benson.  We’d really appreciate that.  It’s hard to be told to do nothing,’ I said then.

He chuckled.  ‘I can imagine that doesn’t sit well with you, Emerson.’

‘No, exactly.  Anyway, thanks very much.  We’ll sit tight and let you know about any updates. Likelihood though-we’ll be home Friday and then I’d very much like to get back to work,’ I told him.

‘I can hear that you’re ready,’ he agreed.  ‘And that suits me fine-especially seeing as you seem to be so much more willing to engage in a partnership now too.  Missing persons will be so much easier if there’s two of you to
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