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        This book is dedicated to my daughter, Emma, who showed me Degraves Street and started me on Skye’s journey.
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        NEVILLE

      

      

      
        
        Three pm, Friday 13 January 1939,

        Mackenzie Crossing, Victoria, Australia

      

      

      The pitiless fire had come roaring over the hill, while the wind that preceded it had been a hurricane of cinders and burning gum leaves. There was no point in the people from the Crossing staying to protect their homes, it was impossible to do anything but take shelter wherever they could find it.

      Now, inside the tunnel of the old Union Jack mine, Neville pressed his face close to the muddy ground, where there was supposed to be more oxygen. With the hot air thick with smoke, it was hard to take a breath and he was choking.

      In his head he could hear the fire bell still ringing its warning. There was no chance of winning the fight against the flames, and it would have been madness to try. In the circumstances, the mine had been the only option.

      Funny, Neville thought, wiping the sweat from his stinging eyes, how things turned out. Or ended, here in Mackenzie Crossing.

      Earlier old Patrick had said he’d never seen a bushfire this bad and he’d lived through a couple. The tears had run silently down his grimy cheeks. They’d found him at the entrance to the tunnel, blinded, stumbling and calling for help. No one knew how many of the others were still alive. Some had gone into the millpond, he said, but he’d become lost in the smoke and confusion, and then the fire had cut him off.

      Neville tried not to think, but the questions came anyway. Would he die here, today? Would these be his last moments?

      He wished he’d spoken to Gertie before he’d left. Explained. She’d be eight now. Would she understand? His reason for walking away from her and her mother was complex. The Great War had played its part. He’d never been the same man since, no matter how far he’d gone or how hard he’d tried to outrun the horrors of the trenches. He knew they’d always catch up, eventually, and they always did, and today, well he could no longer run.

      Beyond the entrance to the tunnel everything was black. He tugged the wet blankets over those around him, feeling the throb from his burns. No time to think of that. If they got out, then he could worry about how badly he’d been injured, but for now it was a matter of survival.

      The woman lying on the ground beside him pressed closer and he could feel her hot skin and smell her singed hair. ‘It’s been nice knowing you, Pom,’ she said, her voice a husky whisper. ‘I wish …’

      He put his arm around her and she didn’t finish. She didn’t need to, because Neville was wishing, too.

      In Mackenzie Crossing he’d had a glimpse of a new beginning, a tantalising possibility of a fresh start. How ironic that, instead, he was going to die.

      And how unreasonable, when he’d given the best of himself for his country, that he was going to end here, far away across the world.

      But Neville Darling had long ago learned that life was never fair.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        SKYE

      

      

      
        
        Thursday 5 June 1997,

        Degraves Street, Melbourne

      

      

      Skye made her way through the lanes. They were a bit like a maze. Old narrow buildings, once near to derelict, had become quirky eateries and bars, while small retail shops tempted her to browse inside.

      The City of Melbourne was reclaiming this area, turning it into something modern and trendy, and at the same time drawing the people back into a part of the inner city that over the years had become seedy and somewhere to be avoided. Now, despite the chill of early winter in the air, groups and couples sat at the tables, chatting and laughing, reminding her of her student days which, she sometimes thought, were receding into the distance at an alarming rate.

      Then again, she was a photographer from the firm of ‘Fraser’s Funky Fotos’, and even at thirty-four years that meant she was allowed to dress like someone half her age in tight red jeans, red boots, a loose white sweater and a knee-length white woollen coat. Fraser encouraged his staff to be outrageous. This morning he’d been looking uber cool in a retro brown suede jacket, with his blond hair styled like a slightly rumpled Ralph Fiennes in The English Patient.

      Skye paused, tucking back the curls of her own shoulder-length auburn hair. Where was this place? Had she gone too far? She glanced along the thoroughfare, checking the numerous business signs. She was in Degraves Street now, with more of the trendy restaurants and cafes, their outside tables sensibly set beneath festive canopies. Everyone knew Melbourne weather was not to be trusted.

      And then there it was. Bookends.

      It was where she was to meet Russell and she was running late. Someone had rung to change the date of their engagement photographs and there’d been the usual scramble to find an alternate time. When she’d finally finished pleasing everyone, the clock had already ticked past ten o’clock.

      Skye stepped through the doorway and into a world of cosy tables, low lighting and books. Hundreds and hundreds of books, some in steel shelving or antique-looking cases, the rest in stacks on the floor. She could see old hardbacks as well as plenty of flashy, trashy paperbacks. Bookends was not somewhere Skye had visited before and from what she could see it was heaven for book lovers like Russell.

      No one raised a hand towards her in greeting and she was blinking in the dim lighting after being outside. As she edged along the row of tables, she saw him finally, and of course he was deep in a book.

      Her eyes adjusted to the light and she realised he was losing his hair. She wouldn’t normally notice, but at this angle it was obvious. She’d known Russell since she was at secondary school, when her family had moved from Northcote to Carlton. It was at a time when she’d needed a friend and he had been a good one, sticking by her when everyone else had given up on her. Afterwards, they’d kept in touch and although Russell had spent a few years in the north of the state, he’d recently transferred back to Melbourne.

      ‘Russell.’

      He looked up, grinned, and then got to his feet with some difficulty in the cramped space so he could give her a hug. He’d put on weight.

      ‘You look great, as always. Just as well Julie isn’t here. She goes green when she sees your clothes.’

      ‘How is Julie?’ Skye asked, as they sat down.

      ‘She’s good. Kids are fine. Enjoying being back in the Big Smoke. What about you?’

      ‘I’m good. Working hard to keep Fraser living the life to which he’s become accustomed.’

      Russell smiled, though his eyes held a quizzical expression. ‘You might as well have stayed married. Why don’t you set up on your own?’

      Skye shrugged as if she hadn’t been thinking about it. ‘One day I will. He’s been good to me. After Mum died I needed to work and he was kind enough to offer. Anyway, weddings and christenings make the world go round.’

      He paused. ‘Sorry to hear about your mother.’

      Skye looked away. It still hurt to know she’d never walk into her mother’s house and see her sitting in her favourite chair with Milly the cat on her knee. ‘It was a relief, really, when she passed away. And it was peaceful, after all the suffering.’

      Her mother, Gertie, had been diagnosed with cancer only six months before she died. As her only living relative, Skye had borne the brunt of her care until she’d moved into the hospice, something she’d never regretted. Gertie wasn’t old at sixty-six, and it all seemed so unfair, but her mother appeared to have few misgivings, unless it was the fact that she’d had no other children. Skye had come along when her parents were in their thirties and had just about given up. For a while now it had just been Gertie and Skye, and she’d believed they’d had no secrets, but shortly before she died Gertie had begun to talk about a man called Neville Darling.

      ‘I wish I knew what happened to him,’ she’d said one day, gazing at the view from her window, crisp white sheets tucked around her diminished form. ‘After he left Glenelg, I mean. Where did he go?’

      When Skye had asked her who she meant, her mother had stared at her with faded blue eyes—eyes that only a few months ago had been the same bright colour as Skye’s—and said, ‘My father, of course!’

      ‘Your father? Do you mean Louis? Mum?’

      But her eyes had closed and she was asleep again.

      It had made no sense, but with Gertie in and out of consciousness, and often incoherent, it had been too late for Skye to solve the mystery of this man she had never heard of.

      Afterwards, when Skye was looking through Gertie’s bits and pieces, she’d made a discovery that had amazed and intrigued her. And this was the reason she was meeting Russell here today.

      ‘So, Neville Darling, this mysterious grandfather of yours. What’s that all about?’

      ‘That’s what I want to find out.’

      Skye noticed Russell had already ordered himself a big mug of caffeine, and she thought he looked tired enough to need it. Russell Anatrelli was a detective constable who was currently working in the area of missing persons. Today was his day off.

      ‘Sorry I was late,’ she said belatedly. ‘I got held up.’

      ‘No worries,’ was his laconic reply. ‘You’re paying for my coffee.’

      Skye smiled and picked up the menu—a child’s storybook with the inside transformed into a long list of beverages and snacks with literary names, such as a Samuel Johnson Sandwich with the Lot, or the Colleen McCullough Colosseum Feast. A waiter wandered down and she ordered an espresso.

      ‘Neville Darling,’ she began. ‘From what I’ve been able to work out, he abandoned Mary, my grandmother, in nineteen thirty-five. When Mum was five. Mary married again and I’d always thought Grandpa Louis was my biological grandfather, but when I was sorting through Mum’s papers I came across her birth certificate and realised her actual father was a man named Neville Darling. He’d fought in the First World War and come back a real-life hero. He was born in Dorset, England, in eighteen ninety-four, and his father was a solicitor in a family firm that had been around for at least a hundred years. We’re talking solid, respectable middle class. The sort of outfit you would’ve expected Neville to be a part of until he died.’

      ‘Not head out to Australia and go bush?’

      ‘Exactly. I also found Mary’s marriage certificate to Louis, with the tantalising fact that her first husband, Neville, went missing in nineteen thirty-five—which is where I got the date—and was last heard of in Melbourne. And,’ she leaned closer, her eyes lighting up, ‘he was a photographer!’

      ‘Just like you. Genetic, do you think?’

      ‘Well, I have to think so. Mum had some of his stuff, too, and,’ she shook her head, ‘it’s great. Really amazing. So I want to know more.’

      ‘I can see that.’

      ‘You said on the phone you’d found something?’

      Russell gave her a conspiratorial smile as he patted the folder she now noticed on the table beside him. ‘Your grandmother Mary did make inquiries about your grandfather. There’s a file. I had to dig deep to find it. Not many of the historic missing-persons cases are given priority these days, but recently someone had been going through them. Trying to put the “Closed” stamp on a few of them, I suspect. That always looks good when it comes time for government funding.’

      Skye sat up straighter. ‘So there is a file on Neville Darling?’ She could hardly believe it. When she’d first come up with the idea of trying to trace his whereabouts after he left Mary and Gertie, there had seemed little hope of finding even a grave to lay flowers on.

      Through a variety of sources at the library she’d discovered Neville had sailed to Adelaide in the 1920s, and then she’d been given a copy of his war record from the British Archives. He’d been an officer, Captain Darling, and had won a commendation for bravery. He should have been set for life, but the war had messed with him. There were several notations by doctors as Neville spent time in and out of hospitals. The years went by but it was obvious he couldn’t settle, and one day he had boarded a ship to South Australia.

      By the time of his marriage to Mary he’d been running a small photography business in Glenelg. Once again, life should have been good. But then, in 1935, Neville took off again.

      Russell interrupted her thoughts. ‘I couldn’t bring the original paperwork with me, but I made notes of the relevant bits. I gather that after Neville left your grandmother, she met someone else and was keen to remarry. For that she needed a divorce or some documentation to say she was a widow. Legally, if a spouse has not been seen or heard from for seven years then he or she can be declared dead. Mr Darling had been missing for over seven years when she made her request to Victoria Police, so it was academic really. She just needed to make a bit of an effort, and then the courts declared him dead and she got herself a new husband.’

      Mary had remarried and moved on, and Neville was forgotten. Skye supposed she couldn’t blame her grandmother and mother for putting the past behind them. Those times must have been confusing and deeply unhappy for them both—which was probably why they’d never spoken of them—and Grandpa Louis was a sweetheart. Like Skye a generation later, Gertie had been Mary’s only child, and Grandpa Louis had treated her as his own, and as far as Skye knew, that was that.

      Until now.

      Had Neville Darling been a complete bastard as a husband and father? Skye just couldn’t bring herself to believe it, no matter how naive this made her. Not when his photographs were so remarkable.

      ‘So you’re saying the police didn’t find him?’ Skye said now, unable to hide her disappointment.

      ‘Not a trace.’

      ‘But—’

      ‘Hang on, let me finish.’ Russell held up a hand to slow her down. ‘There were notices placed in some of the major newspapers at the time. Asking for information. They had a few responses, but most of the sightings were so vague they could’ve been anyone, and I think that was the view they took. However, there was one that was never followed up. It arrived in nineteen fifty-seven, long after your grandmother remarried, so there was no reason to look into it, and they just filed it away. Here, take a look. I managed to get a photocopy when no one was looking.’

      ‘Don’t get yourself into trouble on my account.’

      He winked. ‘Why change a longstanding habit?’

      It wasn’t funny, not really, although she managed a laugh. There was a time when she had been trouble. Trouble with a capital T.

      ‘Did you ever see them again? The Faradays?’ Russell seemed to have read her mind.

      ‘No.’ She looked away and he backed off, just as she’d hoped he would. It wasn’t something she talked about if she could help it.

      The Faradays had been Skye’s new next-door neighbours when her family moved from Adelaide to the Melbourne suburb of Northcote in 1978. Mrs Faraday was divorced and had two boys, twins. They weren’t identical in looks or personality, but they had that strange twin closeness—finishing each other’s sentences or knowing what the other was doing even when they were apart. Sixteen-year-old Dylan, the eldest by five minutes, was the ringleader, while the younger, Finn, thought his brother could do no wrong. And fifteen-year-old Skye … sometimes even now she thought she’d been slightly in love with them both, but it was Finn who had held pride of place in her heart.

      Afterwards, when it had all gone so horribly wrong, she’d moved to Carlton, started at a new school and met Russell and he’d been kind, a sort of big brother. He’d helped pick up the pieces and she would be forever grateful to him for that.

      But that was all in the past, gone, although the memory was still there. A small dark spot. Which, most of the time, she was able to ignore.

      She watched Russell pull a couple of sheets of paper from the folder. ‘Here we are,’ he said, pleased with himself, and handed them across the table. Eagerly she began to read.

      Dear Mrs Darling,

      I am writing not to distress you but because I recently heard the police were making inquiries about your husband, Neville. Do you still wish to find him? I have information that would be useful to you if you genuinely seek the truth. Write to me at the address below and I promise I will do my best to satisfy your curiosity.

      Elysian, Victoria, Australia

      ‘The signature at the bottom is a scrawl. As you can see, indecipherable. Maybe that was done on purpose. But the address is clear enough. And it makes sense.’

      ‘Makes sense?’ Skye was still frowning at the letter. She barely noticed the waiter put down her coffee.

      ‘Elysian is up in the Victorian Alps. The High Country. It’s isolated and remote and exactly the sort of place that your Neville Darling was likely to go to hide himself away. And maybe to take his photographs, do you think?’

      Skye looked up, beaming. ‘Yes.’

      ‘Well, I’m glad to hear that,’ and now it was his turn to smile at her, ‘because this was attached to the letter.’

      Skye had spent many hours poring over Neville’s photographs. The formal portraits from his shop in Glenelg were interesting, especially as she herself was in the same trade, but they weren’t the ones that fired her imagination. Neville had travelled all over South Australia taking his images. There were pictures of people in the arid inland, trying to subsist on drought-ridden blocks. And there were pictures of camps up on the Murray during the late 1920s, where men without work sat and looked at him through his camera lens without hope.

      The photos were grim and gritty and very empathic.

      Why her grandmother and then her mother had kept them she didn’t know. Perhaps they just couldn’t bear to throw them away? Like any great artist, he had a signature to his work. Nothing so simple as his name written across the bottom, although there was that, but an indefinable something that made any one of them instantly recognisable as ‘a Neville Darling’. Recognisable to Skye at any rate.

      Now, as she looked down at Russell’s second photocopy, she felt her heart give an excited thump.

      It was a sepia image of a girl—no, a woman—standing in front of a solid two-storey building with a crooked verandah. Smoke was drifting from a chimney against a setting of bush-covered mountains. The strange thing was that the woman was wearing trousers and boots teamed up with a man’s shirt and loose jacket. If it wasn’t for her dark hair, hanging in a long plait over her shoulder, Skye would not have realised she was a female. Then again, perhaps she would. The woman’s face was ageless and very feminine. Delicate, with high cheekbones, and attractive, apart from the hard line of her mouth and the way her jaw was set. As if she was fully prepared to fight for what she wanted. Her eyes had a tilt to them, hinting at a mixed heritage, and she stared straight through the lens and into the future.

      Skye was positive this was one of Neville Darling’s. It just couldn’t have been taken by anyone else.

      Russell was watching her with amusement. ‘Quite a character, yeah? Wouldn’t want to tangle with her,’ he added, although Skye suspected he probably would like to tangle with her, at some level.

      ‘Who is she?’ she asked. ‘Where was this taken?’

      ‘I don’t know who she is. As to where it was taken, I’m sorry, but you’re not going to like it.’

      ‘What won’t I like?’ Skye asked with a hint of impatience. Russell always did have a flair for drama.

      ‘Because it was taken at Mackenzie Crossing—written on the back was, thirteenth of January nineteen thirty-nine, Mackenzie Crossing.’ He paused and then said, ‘You haven’t heard of it?’

      ‘No, I haven’t, but I’m sure you’re going to tell me.’

      ‘Skye, if this was the last picture he took, and the date is correct, and he was in Mackenzie Crossing, then he must have been caught up in the Black Friday bushfires.’

      That wasn’t good. Though Skye had never experienced a bushfire, Victoria was the worst place in Australia when it came to them, and she’d seen them on the television news often enough. The Ash Wednesday fires in 1986 weren’t all that long ago, and she still remembered the smell of smoke from her house in the inner city and the terrifying news reports.

      Russell drew out a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket and held it up.

      ‘Got this off the internet,’ he said. ‘Black Friday statistics. Seventy-one people died, around thirteen hundred homes and sixty-nine sawmills were burned, and three thousand seven hundred buildings were destroyed in total. Several towns were wiped from the face of the earth. Three-quarters of the state of Victoria was directly or indirectly affected by the disaster. They had a royal commissioner who said, and I quote, “… it appeared the whole state was alight on Friday thirteenth of January nineteen thirty-nine”.’

      ‘God, Russell.’ Skye felt cold despite her coat. And yet when she wiped her palms on the thighs of her red jeans they were damp. ‘So you think Neville was in that bushfire?’

      ‘It would explain his disappearance. I’ve checked the list of dead and injured in that area and he isn’t on it, but there could easily have been unidentified people there at the time who were killed. If he had no family to make a report immediately afterwards, then who would know?’

      ‘And this place, Mackenzie Crossing. Was it one of the towns destroyed?’

      ‘Completely. Some of them were rebuilt afterwards, while others were just gone.’

      Gone, like Neville Darling.

      Skye sighed and picked up her cup, but she didn’t drink.

      ‘I’m sorry I don’t have better news. I’m sensing this is important to you?’

      ‘Yes. Well, in a way. I was half hoping to persuade someone to put money into an exhibition I wanted to organise for Neville’s photos. He seems to have flown under the radar and, well, I know he’s my grandfather, but I think he deserves to be better known.’

      That was the simple answer, although it was more complex than that. There was something about Neville’s work that spoke to Skye in a way nothing else ever had. He seemed to have achieved what she had been trying to achieve ever since she was a teenager, when she had picked up her first camera. Neville didn’t just take photographs of people, he opened them up, putting their hearts and souls on display.

      Russell was wearing that irritating little smile again. As if he had a secret.

      ‘What?’ she demanded. ‘Russell, come on. Tell me.’

      ‘You haven’t twigged,’ he said with pretended disappointment. ‘The photograph. The woman at Mackenzie Crossing. If Neville Darling was dead then who developed it? Where did it come from? Who sent it to the police?’

      ‘Oh. Then he could’ve survived! But wouldn’t someone have heard? Wouldn’t they know?’

      ‘Depends how hard he wanted them not to know.’

      Skye tucked a bright curl behind her ear while she thought about that. Neville Darling was turning out to be even more of an enigma than she’d imagined.

      When Skye discovered photography—after she’d climbed out of the mess left by the Faraday brothers—she’d taken to it with a passion. She shot photos of urban scenes—grotty streets and hungry dogs, a bleak canvas that seemed to express the way she was feeling at the time. Neville might have taken professional portraits, but his real love was the photos he took outside the studio. The further away from civilisation the better he seemed to like it, which was surely a strange thing for an Englishman.

      In some elemental way she connected with him.

      Skye sipped her espresso. ‘I’d really like to see this Mackenzie Crossing. I could drive—’

      ‘Skye,’ Russell interrupted, looking dubious. ‘We’re talking about one of the most isolated places in the state. Assuming your car made it that far without getting lost or bogged or falling down the side of a mountain. The roads are unsealed and they can be treacherous, not to mention the weather.’

      ‘Russell, I’m not a complete city girl.’

      He raised his eyebrow. ‘What happened the only time we went cross-country skiing at Lake Mountain?’

      ‘I fell over and sprained my ankle.’ She sighed. ‘Yeah, well, maybe I am.’ She thought for a moment then brightened. ‘Why can’t you take me up there? I only need a few photos of the places Neville would have seen. Just to show a contrast between then and now, and give people some sort of idea of what he was up to.’

      Russell sat, watching her, and she could almost see the wheels turning in his head. ‘If you really want to do this … What will Fraser say?’

      ‘I don’t care what Fraser says. You just told me I need to get out from under Fraser’s Cuban-style heel. Remember?’

      ‘I did, didn’t I?’

      He drank the dregs of his coffee and set it down as if he’d made a decision. ‘Here’s the thing. Elysian is a few kilometres from where Mackenzie Crossing used to be. Remember the mysterious letter that came from Elysian?’

      ‘Elysian? Doesn’t that mean something to do with the afterlife?’

      ‘Heaven, yes. Not exactly appropriate, I would’ve thought—unless they meant its altitude—but whoever gave it that name must have thought it was a pretty good place. The thing is, Elysian has a police station. Only one for miles and miles, so it covers a hell of an area. I don’t know the officer in charge and I don’t know if he can help you, but once you’re up there, maybe you could follow up whoever sent the letter? In between snapping your camera.’

      Skye tried to curb her excitement and failed; it was bubbling out of every pore. ‘Russell, thank you, that sounds—’

      ‘As long as you’re not expecting to find anything,’ he warned her. ‘Don’t get your hopes up. You don’t even know if there’s anyone still alive who remembers Black Friday.’

      ‘I understand. I won’t get my hopes up.’ Only she was, she couldn’t help it.

      He nodded as if the matter was settled. He hesitated and then held up the book he’d been reading when she arrived. ‘All Quiet on the Western Front.’

      ‘And your point is?’

      ‘I’m not judging Neville. He ran off when he probably should’ve stayed. But the war destroyed lots of lives, and maybe you should look at it that way. Hero or not, the war destroyed Neville’s life, too. It made him unfit for peacetime.’

      Sudden tears stung Skye’s eyes. Russell covered her hand and gave it a squeeze.

      ‘I’ll give you a ring in the morning. Transport,’ he added, at her puzzled stare. ‘Up to Elysian.’

      ‘I don’t know if I’m ready, Russell. I have to rearrange my schedule and—’

      Again he stopped her with the upheld hand. ‘Then you’d better get ready. This chance won’t come around again.’

      When he’d gone, Skye lingered. She stared down at the photocopy of the woman with long dark hair, thinking there was something intriguing about her face, not to mention her outfit. What was her background? Had she had a difficult life? Evidently she felt the need to dress like a man, but was it for protection or simple practicality? And yet there was her hair, proudly proclaiming her womanhood.

      Neville Darling had been in Mackenzie Crossing on 13 January, Black Friday 1939, when much of the state of Victoria was alight. He’d looked through his lens and photographed this strange woman, and then … what? What had happened to him during that terrible, chaotic day?

      Rightly or wrongly, Skye had formed an attachment to her vanished grandfather, and what had happened to him was something she very much wanted to know.
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        NEVILLE

      

      

      
        
        Saturday 7 January 1939,

        Elysian, Victoria

      

      

      Someone had got hold of a Melbourne newspaper, the Herald, and it was causing a bit of disquiet in the Elysian Hotel. The journalist was reporting dire predictions for the days ahead, with northerly winds and tinder-dry bush. Some found this shocking, but others, the bushmen who had come into town for a drink, were more inclined to shrug their shoulders and down their beer.

      It was hot enough for anything, Neville thought. He’d heard the temperature was over one hundred degrees Fahrenheit, and it felt like it. Or hotter. The thing was, with heat like this, you didn’t get used to it. You just suffered through it.

      There had been no proper rain for years now. Barely a drop of moisture was left in the state’s dams, and Melbourne was currently on water restrictions. To make matters worse, this had been a particularly hot summer, and the heatwave that had started before Christmas seemed determined to carry on unrelenting into the new year.

      There were already several fires burning around the state, and fire was not something to be taken lightly in the mountains. This was timber country, too, and the men and their families who worked in the mills or lived in the bush might be stoic and enduring, but the Bush Fire Brigades Association was close to broke. Neville had been told by a couple of the men employed by the Forestry Department that it was the government’s lack of foresight, not to mention funding, that had left them so ill prepared.

      It seemed strange to him that even with the Herald’s sombre headlines, most of the occupants of the bar were more interested in what Hitler was doing, or the civil war in Spain. Perhaps it was easier to think about faraway problems than to dwell on the situation facing them over the next few days.

      As they said in the local vernacular, ‘She’ll be right, mate.’

      Neville had become an observer of human nature. These days he preferred to keep a distance between himself and the world, and his Leica camera lens helped him to do that. He knew he was a very different man from the boy berated by his mother for being too lively. She’d barely recognised him when he came home from France. He’d hardly recognised himself. His camera had saved him, and now these mountains were proving to be a balm to his troubled soul.

      Today the staff of the Elysian Hotel were run off their feet. The afternoon trade was escalating as the heat outside drove thirsty patrons inside. He was sitting at a long table, on the end, out of the way. He’d been in Elysian for a week now, and when he’d first arrived he’d thought it was rather isolated, but since then he’d heard of other places far more worthy of the name.

      Like Mackenzie Crossing.

      The boarding house where he was staying catered for Forestry workers, and the two who had told him about the troubles with the fire brigades had also been regaling him with tales of the Crossing in the old days. Evidently, a character called Big Jim Mackenzie had run it as if it was his own personal fiefdom. Things were very different now. According to them, Mackenzie Crossing, like many of the old settlements in the High Country, had become barely more than a ghost town. A survivor of a past that was fast disappearing and would not return.

      It sounded exactly like the sort of place that Neville needed to photograph and document—make a record of the people who lived there, before they were gone.

      A group of patrons at the bar were arguing among themselves, and as far as Neville could tell it was about a woman. One of them was keen on her, and his mates were warning him off, telling him she was nothing but trouble. They didn’t appear to be getting through to him, hence the raised voices.

      As often happened, Neville’s own thoughts turned to Mary and Gertie, his wife and daughter, away in Adelaide. Did they ever think of him? Or were they simply relieved that he had gone?

      ‘Love is blind, isn’t that what they say?’

      The comment came from the chap sitting opposite him. The man was probably fifteen years Neville’s senior, in his late fifties, with short-cut greying hair. His face was thin and bony, and there was an intent look in his grey eyes as he held out his hand to shake Neville’s.

      ‘Miller Brown,’ he introduced himself.

      Neville noticed that Brown had a cup of tea in front of him, just like Neville, and they exchanged a smile. Two teetotallers in a bar seemed reason enough to start a conversation.

      ‘Do you live here or are you just passing through?’ Brown asked, but there was still that sharpness about his expression that made Neville think the answer was important to him despite his casual tone.

      ‘Passing through,’ he said, and left it at that. ‘What about you?’

      Brown hesitated and then leaned closer, as if what he was about to say was in confidence. ‘I was a Detective Inspector of Police,’ he admitted, lowering his voice, although no one nearby was interested in them. ‘Retired now. But I sometimes like to amuse myself by following up my old cases.’

      This was a surprise, and Neville was suddenly much more involved in what Brown had to say. ‘Though not officially?’ he asked at the same time as he was considering what sort of photograph the man would make with his piercing, rather disconcerting gaze.

      ‘No, not officially,’ he admitted, with a frown, obviously not liking to be reminded of his current status. ‘But if I came across something then I could make it official.’

      ‘So you’re in Elysian following up an old case?’

      ‘I am,’ Brown said. ‘It’s been lying around unsolved for nearly nine years.’

      ‘Good heavens. Why have you decided to follow it up now?’

      Brown stirred his tea. ‘Some new information came to my attention and it seemed important. To me, anyway,’ he added, and Neville knew then that this was a personal crusade for the man, perhaps made all the more attractive because it had been dismissed by his superiors. He looked the type to get a bee in his bonnet about that sort of thing.

      Brown went on. ‘I was the officer in charge of the case and at the time I had my suspicions. I’d like to prove them right. Murder isn’t pretty, Mr Darling, not pretty at all. I don’t have any sympathy for those who perpetrate it, even if they are of the so-called “gentler sex”.’

      Which explained his comment a moment ago, Neville supposed, shocked despite himself. ‘So it was a woman who was involved in this crime? What will happen to her? If you find out you’re right?’

      Brown took out a handkerchief to blot the sweat from his face. It was hot in here, very hot, but Neville thought he did it to draw out the moment, increase the drama of it.

      ‘Women don’t hang very often, Mr Darling, but in this case I wouldn’t be surprised. Not at all surprised. In fact, if it was up to me she certainly would.’

      That was sobering. ‘And you say she murdered someone?’ he asked, and then wished he hadn’t. Gossip like this left an unpleasant taste in the mouth and Brown’s obvious enjoyment was making it worse.

      The other man gave him a look over the rim of his teacup. ‘She killed a man with a knife,’ he said with a level of sangfroid that Neville couldn’t help but admire.

      The ex-Detective Inspector set down his cup and reached into his pocket, and took out a photograph. ‘This was found among the murdered man’s belongings. His wife didn’t know who it was and neither did his friends.’ Neville eyed it with interest, and wasn’t averse to taking it when it was offered.

      ‘Is this the woman you think killed him?’ he asked unnecessarily.

      ‘Yes. Do you know her? It was taken on the pier at St Kilda. Not a particularly good likeness, but it’s all I have. I don’t know her name, but my information is that she lives somewhere in these mountains, although no one I ask seems to recognise her, or if they do they don’t want to tell me about it. Some sort of misguided loyalty, perhaps? I’ve given up trying to understand the ways of …’

      His voice faded into the clamour and Neville found his attention fixed on the face before him. Brown was right, it wasn’t a particularly good photograph. The woman had half lifted a hand to brush a strand of hair out of her face. She was standing on the pier with the bay behind her, and the wind was blowing her skirt against her legs, moulding it to her slim body, and yet she was smiling. A half-smile, as if the situation amused her, and as if whoever was behind the camera was someone she was happy to be with. A secret smile just for him. Because it had to be a man, didn’t it?

      ‘What do you think?’ Brown said.

      Neville had forgotten he was there. Because the face before him was unforgettable for so many reasons that he could never explain them to Brown’s satisfaction. The eyes with their slight slant, hinting at an exotic ancestry, the soft shape of her cheek that made his fingers itch to touch it, and the long dark hair. They were only a part of it. She was, he thought, young. Perhaps twenty, but she appeared younger. A girl in the first flush of womanhood, and although that sounded trite he thought it was probably true. And the man behind the camera? Was he her first lover?

      ‘Who took this?’ he asked, tapping the sepia photo.

      ‘The gentleman she murdered, most likely.’

      Neville looked down at her face again, noting how the curve of her mouth was shy and hopeful and all the things a girl of that age tended to be. He shook his head. ‘She should be punished for that, of course, if she did it, but to be hanged …’

      ‘You don’t approve of hanging?’ Brown spoke sharply.

      ‘I … I don’t approve of murder by either side.’

      ‘You weren’t one of those conchies?’ Brown leaned forward, seeming to quiver with outrage.

      Neville felt himself go cold despite the heat. He understood the stance of the conscientious objectors, although he was never one himself. But there was something about the other man’s self-righteousness that drew up those feelings of anger and pain from the well inside him. Memories of the war and the hospital, which despite being years in the past were things he still struggled with every day. He forced them back down into the murky depths, slammed shut the lid, and took a moment to regain himself.

      ‘I did my bit,’ he said, and reached for his cup, pleased to see his hand only had a slight tremor. There was a time when he’d been quite unable to drink any liquid without spilling it all over himself.

      Miller Brown seemed to relax. ‘Me, too.’

      It was obvious the other man was getting ready to launch into his own wartime experiences, so Neville changed the subject without making it too obvious. They chatted for a while about the weather and the state of the government with the popular Joseph Lyons at the helm as prime minister.

      The heat in the hotel was becoming so oppressive that Neville excused himself and went outside to light his cigarette. That was when he realised he still had the photograph in his hand. He considered whether he’d held on to it on purpose, because the woman—the girl—intrigued him.

      He knew he should return it, and yet he found himself walking away, down the long sloping hill that led from the hotel and into the town proper. He told himself then that he’d taken the photograph because he wanted to save the girl, or at least delay Brown in finding her. It wasn’t entirely true. The image was compelling and he wanted to keep it.

      Neville thought he heard a shout behind him and he quickened his pace, until he had left the hotel far behind.
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        Saturday 7 June 1997

      

      

      Within two days, Russell had arranged for her ride to Elysian, which had given Skye enough time to sort out her schedule. And Fraser.

      Her ex-husband had appeared at the door of her Carlton terrace house on Friday night, after he’d promised to look after her cat. He didn’t look happy. Skye had done her best to reschedule her appointments and, for any that couldn’t be moved, she’d arranged for other staff members to take them on. So he really had no reason for complaint.

      ‘What is this?’ Fraser gave her his best mocking smile. ‘An adventure? Are you going all Alice in Wonderland on me? Down the rabbit hole?’

      Fraser knew Alice was one of Skye’s favourite childhood books.

      ‘Ha ha. Fraser, you know about my real grandfather. You know I want to find out what happened to him. This is my chance. Russell has teed up a lift with one of his colleagues going my way.’

      He scowled, leaning against the doorjamb. Milly wrapped herself around his legs and his face softened. When her mother had died, Skye had taken on the cat, but Milly was closer to her ex-husband than she had ever been to Skye, and it was clear the love was reciprocated.

      ‘I’ve bailed you out more than once,’ Skye reminded him, adding another sweater to her bag and then jamming in her suede boots. She hesitated over a chic black dress with long sleeves and a lace insert below the knees. Would there be anywhere in Elysian to wear it? Still, better safe than sorry, she decided, and tucked it in.

      Elysian had a hotel—she’d looked it up—and she was planning to ask her lift to drop her off there. When she’d rung them no one had answered so she’d left a message on their machine. She’d booked for a week with the possibility of longer, just in case. Who knew, she may never pass that way again.

      ‘What about when you wanted to take Helen to Broome for a romantic holiday for two?’ she jogged Fraser’s memory.

      He shuddered. ‘You should’ve stopped me.’

      Skye tried not to smile. ‘I did try. She was never for you.’

      ‘You were always more my type,’ he said, bending to stroke Milly. ‘Tell me, why did we get divorced?’

      ‘Because you couldn’t keep your hands off the customers, and they couldn’t keep their hands off you.’ At the time Skye had called him a deviant, but she’d long since realised the problem was he lacked the moral fibre to say no. Charming and gorgeous as Fraser was, women were drawn to him, and that wasn’t his fault, as he so often had informed her. ‘We’re still friends though,’ she told him, ‘that’s better than being married.’

      He heaved a sigh. ‘All right. Go off on your adventure. I can manage.’

      ‘Thank you, Fraser.’

      ‘Take care, Skye,’ he added, as he scooped up Milly and turned to leave. ‘That’s wild country you’re going to, and you’re a woman who likes neatness and order. Don’t get lost.’

      She’d laughed, but his words had left her with a sense of unease.

      Now it was late Friday night and Skye couldn’t sleep, and finally she gave up just before midnight and logged on to the internet to search for Elysian and Mackenzie Crossing.

      There wasn’t anything on the latter, but the former seemed better known—if you could call a couple of terse pages on road closures and information on weather conditions from the local cop, Sergeant Galloway, a mark of recognition. There was also a forum run by a four-wheel-drive club with hair-raising descriptions of their adventures on the mountain tracks around the town, and a summertime panorama of the country beyond Elysian, with mountain tops receding into the distant hazy sky. One of them in particular, Mt Elysian, rose up a few kilometres north-west of the town.

      Beautiful, yes, but also uncomfortable for a girl who preferred tower blocks and department stores. And yet, she told herself, surely being there would help her to understand what had drawn Neville to such isolation?

      Or maybe she would just have to accept that, as photographers and people, they were poles apart.
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      The next morning Skye’s ride—Detective Constable Chang—was supposed to have picked her up by eight, but instead she received a call to say that he had been delayed and couldn’t get away until the afternoon. So she hung around the whole day, kicking her heels. Then when he did arrive he informed her that he was only driving her as far as a place called Lockington.

      ‘Means I can go straight on to Cumberland,’ Chan explained. ‘Save myself a bit of time. Although Lockington is still way out of my way. Russell is a good friend of yours, is he?’

      Which seemed to imply his arm had been twisted.

      Detective Constable Chang was thickset, his dark hair cut very short, and he wasn’t wearing a uniform. When he noticed her glance at his civilian jeans and jacket, he explained he was a plain-clothes detective with the Armed Offenders Squad.

      ‘Apologies for the wait,’ he added, not sounding sorry at all.

      ‘I’m just grateful for the lift,’ Skye replied, smiling to show how understanding she was. Now they were finally about to set off she just wanted to get in the car and go.

      His four-wheel drive was parked out the front of her house, and when he slung her bag carelessly into the back she tried not to wince. Her Pentax digital camera was carefully packed, she reminded herself, and he couldn’t hurt it. They both climbed in and as he manoeuvred his vehicle out of the narrow street and into the traffic, he explained the situation.

      ‘You’re lucky. There was a hold-up a week ago and one of the offenders was from Cumberland. I have to go and take some statements. The locals could do it, but my boss wants all the t’s crossed and i’s dotted for when we get to court. I’d drop you off there—it’s more direct for me—only Sergeant Galloway can’t get down to Cumberland tonight. He can meet us halfway, though, at Lockington. That’s where he’ll collect you.’

      Sergeant Galloway, she knew from her internet search last night, was the police officer stationed at Elysian.

      ‘I feel like a parcel delivery,’ she said with a laugh, hoping he wouldn’t just leave her on the side of the road. ‘It’s very kind of you to do this for me.’

      He shrugged modestly, as if Russell hadn’t been the persuader and this was all his idea. ‘That’s me. Mr Generosity. Not sure about Galloway. He has a bit of a reputation as a hard man.’

      ‘Oh?’

      ‘My advice? Don’t let him intimidate you. He has a difficult job to do and I reckon you need to be tough when you’ve got a thousand square kilometres of rugged country to watch over.’

      Skye could understand that, but all the same she wasn’t going to be intimidated by anyone. This was about her lost grandfather, a journey of discovery, and if Sergeant Galloway wasn’t happy about her walking into his ‘patch’, then she’d be happy to stay out of his way. Then again she was going to need his help. She was a stranger here and she couldn’t afford to put the sergeant’s back up. It might require some careful juggling, and Skye knew from her work as a photographer that she was good with difficult customers.

      Detective Chang—his name was Mark—chatted off and on as he weaved his way out of the city and along the busy highway, heading north-east. They soon left the suburbs behind, and Skye could see the hills getting closer. She wanted to ask him detailed questions about Mackenzie Crossing, but he didn’t seem to know any more about it than her. She’d have to keep her curiosity for Sergeant Galloway and hope he wasn’t as unapproachable as he sounded.

      They made a stop for coffee in Warburton, a pretty little town on the Yarra River, and a gateway to the mountains. The sky had a cold look to it now, and Skye was glad to get back into the cabin and the heating. Despite her eagerness to reach her destination, and the caffeine, she began to nod off. Because she hadn’t slept very well the night before, and the day so far had been an anxious and tense one, she was paying the price and now her eyes were closing.

      When she woke it was to find the lowering sun playing peekaboo with the trees outside the windscreen. She stretched as much as she could in the cramped space. They were climbing through a set of switchbacks and hairpin bends on a road that was much narrower and less well travelled than previously.

      ‘Too many late nights, huh?’ her companion teased. He had the music on low—something with a bass beat—and was tapping his finger against the steering wheel. ‘Another couple of hours and we should be at Lockington.’ He pointed ahead and she could see snowy peaks against the darkening sky. ‘This place has more National Parks than you can poke a stick at. Keep going and you’ll hit the Snowy River.’

      Skye nodded. The country was certainly grand. And wild. She could understand why it was called the Victorian Alps. While she’d been asleep the bush seemed to have gone from something away in the distance to being right there in her face. The trees weren’t the sort of trees she was used to, either. These were tall mountain ash, their trunks straight, while their crowns of smoky-grey foliage loomed high above. Among the understorey were lush tree ferns of varying sizes, bracken and a variety of scrubby bushes. And it was also cooler, despite the heating.

      Suddenly, she wished she’d left the chic black dress out of her suitcase and added another sweater.

      The setting sun was stabbing at her eyes through the windscreen, giving her the beginnings of a headache. Sleeping in the car hadn’t helped, and she reached up to rub at the knots in her neck, when abruptly there was a break in the trees at her side. She found herself looking down into a valley and there at the bottom was a ribbon of water. Further over the land rose up steeply to a spur that had her tilting her head. And all around them the dense bush covered everything. It seemed unrelenting and rather disturbing to the city girl she now accepted she was.

      How on earth could Neville have felt at home here? Perhaps he hadn’t. Perhaps he’d died longing to get back to the safety and familiarity of Adelaide. Would she ever find out?

      ‘Do many people live around here?’ she ventured.

      The further they went the less traffic they saw until it seemed to her they were the only ones left on the road.

      ‘Not many,’ Mark answered her easily. ‘You know this is one of the most isolated areas of Victoria? Lockington is on a High Country plateau, so we’ll keep climbing for a bit. I’m hoping the roads aren’t as bad as Russell warned me.’

      Skye hoped so, too.

      ‘It must take a certain kind of person to live up here,’ Mark went on, as if answering an unspoken question. ‘Not sure how I’d cope. I like the city. Hustle and bustle suits me.’

      ‘And Sergeant Galloway?’

      ‘I reckon he’d have to like it.’ He laughed. ‘He’s been stationed in Elysian for five years now.’

      ‘Five years!’

      He gave her a humourless grin.

      Soon even the glow in the western sky was gone and clouds covered the stars and moon. Darkness seemed absolute, and the car headlights were barely able to penetrate the wall of night in front of them. Skye looked anxiously about her and wanted to ask Mark how much further, but she’d already asked him that question. She was starting to sound like a frightened child.

      ‘It’s this country,’ he’d explained. ‘Takes time to get anywhere.’

      They seemed to have reached the plateau now. The roof of the world, or that was what it felt like. At least there was no more climbing or switchbacks, and they were driving on a level surface, but she couldn’t see anything apart from the strip of bitumen in front of them, picked out by the glow of their headlights.

      Skye was just beginning to wonder if she’d inadvertently strayed into one of those movies, where the woman steps through a hole in the space-time continuum, and is doomed to drive forever, when Mark slammed on the brakes.

      ‘Bloody dog!’

      Skye’s heart jumped as she lurched forward. She clung to the dashboard, feeling the sharp tug of her seatbelt across her chest. In the headlights she could see the lean animal in the middle of the road.

      It sat very still. Watching them.

      It was a greyhound. But that only made the situation odder, because didn’t greyhounds belong on race tracks and in kennels? They surely didn’t reside out here in the empty darkness on top of the world.

      Impatiently, Mark gave a blast on his horn. The dog took its time getting to its feet, and then turned and trotted leisurely off to the side and into the night. The detective shook his head and started to drive forward again, muttering, ‘Now I know I’ve seen everything.’

      Skye peered over her shoulder in the direction the greyhound had taken; it was too dark to see anything. Although … was that a cottage? Yes, and there was another. She realised that among the trees there were houses strung out along the road. Dark and silent and empty.

      ‘Is this Lockington?’ she asked, twisting in her seat, trying to see if there was anyone awake, anyone at all.

      ‘Yep. I had a friend who stayed here once. He said there weren’t any permanent residents anymore. Just holiday rentals. Hikers. People who like their own company.’

      He sounded as if the breed was a complete mystery to him.

      ‘Ah, here’s your man.’

      Up ahead a pair of glaring headlights was approaching. Skye squinted her eyes against them, watching as slowly the two vehicles drew closer to each other. She could recognise another four-wheel drive now, although this one was white with blue markings, and it had the word ‘Police’ printed across the bonnet.

      Mark stopped a few metres away and left the engine running.

      She’d finally reached her destination, and all of a sudden Skye wasn’t at all sure she wanted to get out into the unknown. Out of her comfort zone. As Fraser had said, she was a woman who liked neatness and order, and she had a strange feeling that what she was about to find in Elysian was going to test her.

      ‘Ready?’ Mark looked at her uncertainly. Perhaps it happened all the time, people coming up here and then chickening out and running off back to the city. Where it was safe.

      Well, Skye told herself, she wasn’t going to be one of them. ‘Yes, I’m ready,’ she said in her best confident-sounding voice.

      Mark opened his door.

      The air was cold and Skye could smell the astringent scent of eucalyptus, mixed with some recent rain. It was so lonely, and so eerie. She climbed out, and immediately shivered and folded her arms. Right now the hum of engines filled the silence, but when they were gone, Skye thought this place would be so quiet she could probably hear her heart beating and the blood rushing through her arteries and veins. She could probably hear her own mortality.

      Mark had brought her bag from the back of the four-wheel drive and now he carried it past her, towards the other vehicle. Skye fell into step behind him. Sergeant Galloway still hadn’t exited, although as they drew closer she could see his dark shape behind the windscreen.

      ‘Sergeant Galloway?’ Mark called out.

      The door opened and light illuminated the cabin. Now Skye could see that Galloway was talking on the handset of his radio.

      ‘I’ll get back to you on it,’ she thought she heard him say, and then he terminated the call. As he climbed out and walked towards them she noticed that unlike Mark Chang he wore a police uniform. Dark-blue trousers and a zip-up jacket with the Victoria Police insignia. He was also tall. Her overriding impression, before he stepped in front of the headlights and became a silhouette, was of dark hair and a frown.

      And yet there was something else …

      Something that made her feel disorientated.

      ‘Here she is,’ Mark had a cheery note in his voice. Skye supposed he was happy to offload her so that he could get back to his proper job. She wanted to turn and make a joke of it, except that something was holding her to the spot.

      She couldn’t seem to move.

      The man in front of her hadn’t moved either.

      ‘Skye Stewart.’ Remembering her manners even if he had none, she made an effort and took a step forward and held out her hand to him. ‘Thank you for meeting me, Sergeant Galloway.’

      His hand closed over hers in a hard, strong grip.

      ‘Hello, Skye, it’s been a long time,’ said Finn Faraday, the boy she’d loved when she was fifteen years old.
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        NEVILLE

      

      

      
        
        Tuesday 10 January 1939,

        Mackenzie Crossing

      

      

      Neville Darling stood catching his breath at the top of the downward track to Mackenzie Crossing. Unfortunately, the dire warnings he’d read in Saturday’s Herald had been fulfilled, and fire had overtaken several Victorian towns and bush settlements. All over the state warning bells had been ringing, and there were reports of houses and timber mills lost, and with them lives. By Monday the heat had waned slightly, although it was still uncomfortable. No one was quite sure what would happen next.

      Sweat rolled down his back beneath his shirt and there was a drip from beneath the brim of his hat. As he reached up to wipe his arm across his forehead, he could taste the salt on his lips, and the smoke.

      Tossing his swag into some shade, he carefully placed his scruffy leather camera case on top, before reaching into his trouser pocket for the makings of his cigarettes. Neville crouched down on his haunches, and began the unhurried process of rolling up the tobacco in the paper. Once it was done, he lit it, putting the spent match back into his pocket. One couldn’t be too careful in this weather.

      Back in Elysian they’d been waiting and watching. Would the fires stay away, or would they come roaring down upon the town? No one was leaving, not until they knew. Nonetheless the anxiety was palpable. Last night, as he’d camped on the lonely track, Neville had seen the flames in the distance, like evil red eyes, but they were still a long way away and he wasn’t particularly worried.

      Again he reached into his pocket, and this time took out the photograph of the girl standing on the pier with the salty wind tangling her dark hair. He’d left Elysian almost immediately after his conversation with Miller Brown. He wasn’t sure why he hadn’t wanted to run into the man again. Now, after a couple of nights alone in the bush, he decided he’d acted rashly in taking the photograph. Had the ex-Detective Inspector been telling him the truth, or was he just another of the odd characters one met in this isolated part of the country? Perhaps it had been a hoax and he’d been taken in by it. He felt slightly foolish, remembering how he had thought himself a hero, and that by taking the photo he was saving the girl.

      It was a relief that Brown and his strange story were now behind him, Neville thought, as he straightened. He tilted his head and looked up at the hazy, grey sky. Hardly any birds. Lately he’d seen a few fall, dead on the wing. It was the heat that did it. Not many wallabies about either, or anything else for that matter. It was very quiet and all creatures, whether they flew or hopped or crawled, were lying low.

      Neville took off his hat and wiped
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EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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A secret love. A devastating fire.
A past that won't stay hidden.






