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Prologue
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I didn’t wake till morning, which was a blessing after my disturbed sleep of late.  When the alarm ran, I actually felt ready to wake up, which was surprising and didn’t often occur.  Snow turned over and switched off the alarm before stretching beside me.

‘You sleep okay?’ she asked.

‘Like a baby,’ I replied.

‘Oh good! That’s a positive,’ she smiled.

‘It makes a real difference to sleep the whole night through,’ I commented.

‘It really does,’ she murmured, drawing me closer.

Our early morning embrace was disturbed then, by my ringing phone.  Turning, I reached for it, seeing it was Benson.  Sitting up immediately, I answered, knowing it must be important if he was phoning me at this time in the morning.  ‘Benson? Everything okay?’ I asked, swiftly.

‘Morning Emerson.  Apologies for calling so early,’ he told me.  ‘I need you two in early, if possible,’ he explained.  ‘Peterson wants to talk.’

‘He does?’ I questioned, surprised.

‘He’s been demanding to talk to you all night, from what I’ve just been told.’

‘But he didn’t talk! He just exercised his right to ‘no comment’ throughout the past interview!’

‘Well, something has changed,’ he told me. ‘I want to catch him while he’s willing.  Find out what we can from the man himself before he decides to shut up again.’

‘We’ll be there.  Just give us twenty minutes, or so.’

‘No need for that soon-but if you’re up and ready soon, I’ll schedule an 8am start, that way someone can go and inform him...stop his hollering.  Apparently, he hasn’t stopped all night. He is desperate to speak to you.’

‘Okay, well arrange it.  We’ll be there within the hour,’ I promised.

‘Alright. See you soon,’ Benson said, before hanging up.

‘He wants to talk,’ I said to Snow, already clambering out of the bed.

‘No way!’ she said, doing the same.  

‘I’m going to have a five-minute shower,’ I told her, rushing for the door.  ‘Can we get out as quick as possible?’ I asked her.

‘Yeah, of course.  I’m up,’ she told me.

I nodded, before turning to hurry down the corridor.  As I took the quickest shower in history, I wondered what had changed to make Peterson change his mind about talking to us.  Something must have rattled him, and I was in little doubt, it was the news that we planned to exhume his dead sister-Jane Peterson.

I showered and dried myself, dressing while Snow quickly showered.  We were ready fast and heading towards the station running on empty before I knew it.  

When we reached Evergreen police department, we went into the office and dropped off our things before grabbing some much-needed coffee.  I downed it, like the fuel it was providing for me, even taking a few quick bites of a croissant which Snow had summoned up from somewhere.  That done, we waited for Benson’s arrival, as he was notably absent from his office.

‘What do you think he wants?’ I asked Snow, pacing the office.

‘I think he wants to talk...I think he probably wants to get it all off his chest,’ she added.

‘But he was refusing to talk during yesterday’s interview,’ I murmured.

‘I know, but he didn’t know what we know then.  You’ve laid it all out to him, and he’s had time to go back to his cell and ruminate.  Perhaps now he realises we’ve got him, that we know everything, he wants to give his side of the story.’

‘Or he realises there’s no going back now, so he might as well open up and let us know what happened,’ I commented.  ‘He must know there’s no coming back from everything we’ve discovered.  He must!’

‘Yeah...well, conserve your energy,’ she advised.  ‘You’re going to need it, I’m sure,’ she added.

We waited for Benson, who knew nothing more than the fact than that Peterson now wished to talk, and then headed down to interview to wait for 8am.  It was a strange sort of anticipation running through my veins.  I wanted to hear his side, and yet I didn’t.  The man was a monster, but that was hidden under a veil of respectability.  A mask of another man who he’d shown the general public for so long.  The truth was in the depths of his eyes, which harboured his secrets, deep inside. I’d looked into those eyes and seen the real John Peterson.  He carried evil inside him.  That much was more than clear to me.

At 8am, we sat waiting in the interview room.  I was nervous, anticipating his arrival with an anxious beat of my leg.

‘Stop...’ Snow said, beside me, reaching out to steady my leg.

‘What?’

‘Jostling like that...it’s making me edgy.’

‘This whole situation is making me edgy!’ I replied.  ‘And this is so quick! Why’s it so quick? Where is his lawyer too? Why isn’t his lawyer already here?’ I questioned.

‘Ally, stop.  Let’s just wait and see,’ Snow said from beside me.

‘Fine,’ I said, but still kept moving anxiously in my seat.

When John Peterson was brought into us by guards, he was alone.  Benson followed in behind, as I immediately questioned the strange situation.

‘Where’s the lawyer?’ I asked, frowning at Benson.

‘John was waived his right to a lawyer.  He doesn’t want him here,’ Benson told me.

I frowned, baffled.  ‘What?’

‘Ask him,’ he shrugged.

‘You plan on talking to us without your lawyer present?’ I asked the man himself.

‘That’s right, Detective Emerson,’ he said, wearily.  ‘The time has come...’

‘What time has come?’ I asked, confused.

‘The time has come for my confession.  I don’t need a lawyer sat beside me whispering at me to be quiet,’ he added.  ‘I plan to tell you everything.’

I was shocked, so much so that my heart was pounding fast. ‘Okay...well, take a seat.  We’ll set up recording and sound.  Benson, can you double check you’re getting everything from the other room? I don’t want this compromised later on.’

‘Will do,’ he nodded, leaving.  

The guards left too and then it was just John Peterson, shackled to the table, along with me and Snow, sat across from him.  When we got the okay from Benson in the other room, we began.

‘Okay, I am starting this interview at 8.05am,’ I began.  ‘Present this morning is myself, Detective Ally Emerson.  My partner, Detective Kate Snow and John Peterson.  John, I have to inform you of your rights.  You have the right to remain silent. If you remain silent about something during the interview which you later bring up in course, the court may question why you didn’t mention it earlier.  Anything you do say can be used in evidence.’

‘I understand,’ John Peterson nodded.

‘You have the right to legal advice before or during this interview,’ I told him.

‘I am waiving that right.  I don’t need him there.  I’m ready to talk to you now,’ he said, gravely.

‘Am I to understand you do not want your lawyer present? That you are relinquishing your right to have him with you here today, at interview?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, that’s right,’ he agreed.

I am obviously pleased he was prepared to talk, but confused, nonetheless.  ‘What’s brought about this change of heart, John?’ I questioned.

‘Yesterday,’ he told me, without hesitation. ‘Speaking with you...or ‘not speaking with you’ might be a more accurate way of describing it.’

‘You stuck with ‘no comment’ during our whole interview,’ I pointed out.

‘My lawyer was concerned with me incriminating myself further,’ he sighed.  ‘But...goodness me...my time has come, Detective Emerson.  I must lay all my cards on the table and confess my life story to you.  That way, I can cleanse myself of it all, and finish this in the correct way.’

I frowned. ‘Finish this?’

‘Well, this is the end of my story, is it not? You have arrested me.  Put me behind bars.  Now, I face a lifetime of incarceration, do I not?’

‘You do,’ I agreed.  ‘But then, I would suggest that is a deserved sentence when someone has committed the crimes that you have.’

‘Ah! The alleged crimes!’ he declared.

‘Well, what would you call them, John? Surely, you’re not going to deny being responsible for them?’

‘No, I freely admit to my actions,’ he said, stunning me.  ‘However, they were not crimes.  They were punishments, my dear.’

I gaped at him, heart thudding in my chest.  ‘Punishments.’

‘Yes,’ he agreed.  ‘Shall we go back to the very beginning?’ he suggested, clasping his hands as if he were a grandfather about to tell me a story.

‘Yes, let’s.  Where did all of this begin? Were we right? Was it with your sister?’ I questioned.

‘Ah! Jane,’ he sighed.  ‘Yes, detective...and your threats to exhume my poor, unfortunate sister have kept me awake last night, I’m afraid.’

‘Why?’ I demanded.  ‘We have every right to look into her death.’

‘Her death was deserved,’ he said, coldly, his tone and eyes changing in an instant.

‘I’m sorry, what?’ I questioned.  ‘Her death was deserved, did you say?’ I asked, repeating his words.

‘Yes, Detective Emerson.  You see, Jane was a wonderful child.  A most lovely sister to grow up with.  When she was young, she was so full of joy.  So bright and happy.  Her smile would light up a room, with her rosy cheeks, and happy glow.  She was so generous with her time for me.  So pliable to my will,’ he added, worryingly.

I glanced at Snow. 

‘But then of course, she grew...began to change...’ he sighed.

‘You didn’t like her changing, John?’

‘No, I did not.  Especially when she became influenced by others.  She was such a good, little girl, but all that changed when she became a teenager.’

‘Children do grow up though, John.  They change, develop and learn.  That’s life,’ I pointed out.

‘No, Detective.  You see, Jane was mine.  She was my little girl,’ he told me.

I felt nausea swirl in the pit of my stomach.  

‘I loved her.  Unconditionally,’ he added.  ‘The trouble was, the girl began to sin...’

‘She began to sin?’ I repeated, watching his micro expressions, seeing how hurt he was still, to think of this young woman.

‘Oh yes,’ he nodded.  ‘She was quite the sinner...’

‘What were her sins?’ I asked, curious to hear what he considered unacceptable.

‘Well, she began changing her clothing.  She wore abhorrent, unsuitable clothes.’

‘Like what?’ I pushed.

‘Oh, short skirts,’ he told me. ‘Upper garments which were far to form fitting.  It aroused the interest of the other boys, you see, and that was unacceptable to me.’

‘She acquired a boyfriend?’ I questioned.

‘No!’ he almost roared, becoming animated.  ‘No...’ he said, more calmly.  ‘She did not acquire a boyfriend, but she was headed that way, you see.  She was attracting male attention, and that was unacceptable.’

‘To whom? You? Your parents?’ I frowned.

‘Oh, my parents couldn’t see it, the fools.  They said I was overreacting, that Janey could do as she pleased.  I knew better though.  I knew the path in which she was heading down,’ he said, wisely, as if he’s known what was best for her all along.

‘And what path was that?’ I asked.

‘Well, if I’d allowed it to continue, she would have gone down a most unrepentant path, my dear.  A most vile, sinful avenue.’

‘And do what? What was it you thought she might do?’ I wanted to know.

‘Well, with the males taking interest...I know how the male mind works, you see, and I knew what would happen.’

‘What-so you stopped it happening by killing her off?’ I asked.

‘No, no, no.  Now, you’re jumping ahead, my dear.  How foolish of you!’ he reprimanded.  ‘Do you wish to hear my story or not?’ he demanded.

‘My apologies, John.  Back to where you were,’ I told him, realising he needed me to become submissive to him too, so that he held the control in this interview.  I was willing to grant that, if I got the whole, sorry tale.

‘Quite,’ he nodded, primly.  ‘Well, my dear, Janey began to spiral into a most upsetting downward path.’

‘How so?’

‘Well, it began with a request to attend the cinemas with a group of friends.  My foolish parents agreed to it, but when I saw her that evening, dressed up and looking like a common slut, I was appalled.  Nail varnish!’ he exclaimed.  ‘The girl was barely fifteen at the time! Wearing nail varnish!’

‘That’s a bad thing?’ I questioned, trying to understand his thoughts on the matter.

‘Yes, detective! Most wicked and sinful! What was she trying to convey? Offering herself in such a manner! Her dress was inappropriate, her hair titivated for the occasion and the nail varnish...well, it was all so disgusting that she had to be punished.’

‘By you?’ I asked.

‘Well, of course! My parents weren’t going to do it, were they?’ he exclaimed.

‘What was your punishment?’ I questioned, feeling tension snake through my stomach, in the form of a tight knot.

‘I showed her,’ he said, plainly.  ‘It was my role to show her what would happen if she kept acting and dressing in such a vile manner.’

‘Which was what? What happens to women who dress like that?’ I asked.  ‘Who wear nail varnish? Who go out with their friends?’

‘They welcome uninvited, sexual desires into their lives, detective.  They’re flaunting themselves.  Is it any wonder that men might respond?’ he asked me.

‘You feared men desiring her sexually?’ I replied.  ‘How did you punish her for what she did that night?’

‘I drugged her, detective,’ he said, without emotion.  His eyes were dead cold as they held mine.  ‘I drugged her so that she couldn’t fight and then I showed her,’ he said, plainly.  ‘She couldn’t move-like those drugs allow-and then I forced myself upon her.  Now, this came as quite the shock, you can imagine.’

I was still reeling from his admission of rape.  ‘Yes,’ I managed.

‘Because I was not gentle, detective. I meant to show her how she had been mistaken, and what men were capable of.  I showed her what it meant to be abused sexually, and I’m quite sure I hurt her in the process.’

‘Did she bleed? I assume she was a virgin?’ I questioned.

‘Oh yes, she bled.  And I most likely tore something, as I was forceful with her, deliberately intending to hurt her.’

‘Was that satisfying for you, John?’ I asked, ‘To rape her like that? Hurt her in that way?’

‘Oh, absolutely not!’ he exclaimed.  ‘No, not at all,’ he denied.  ‘It was all for her, you see-to make her see the error of her ways,’ he continued.  ‘I took no pleasure in the act, whatsoever.  It was a punishment-much like a spanking.  I thought, if I showed her, then she would stop acting in such a way.’

‘Did she? And what happened after the rape?’

‘Can we stop calling it a ‘rape’ detective? That’s so crude,’ he frowned.

‘What would you like me to call it, John?’

‘Her punishment,’ he decided.

‘Fine,’ I agreed.  ‘After her ‘punishment’ what happened?’ I questioned. ‘Surely, she disclosed what you had done to someone? Your parents? A friend? Police?’

‘No, she did not,’ he said, brightening.  ‘And yes, this did surprise me initially.  She remained very quiet and became more demure for some time after.  Now, I suppose some healing was in order-and also, she needed to atone for her sins...spend some time in quiet reflection.’

‘So, the act just got swept under the carpet? Forgotten?’ I asked.

‘Somewhat.  For a while.  It was her sixteenth birthday when that changed again,’ he sighed. ‘When she sinned once more.’

‘Oh? How did she sin?’ I asked, feeling sick.

‘Well, the family-based celebrations weren’t enough, apparently!’ he exclaimed.  ‘Once again, she wanted to go out with friends.  Bowling this time! The little sinner dressed herself in more clothes which were wholly unsuitable and attended the event.’

‘You were upset by this?’ I questioned.

‘Furious,’ he nodded. 

‘And what was the result of her decision to attend a birthday bowling party?’ I asked.

‘Well, obviously, she had to be punished again,’ he told me, frowning.

‘By rape?’ I wanted to know.

‘I do not like that word. That word implies that I had undisclosed sexual desires towards my sister,’ he told me.  ‘My intention was entirely needing to punish her for her sins,’ he told me.  ‘Not to engage in sexual activity with her.’

‘But correct me if I’m wrong, I mean, I’m not a man obviously, but to be able to complete that kind of punishment, the male response needs to be there.  You need an erection in order to complete the act?’

‘I will not engage in discussions like this.  Do you want to hear my story or not, detective?’ he asked.

‘I do.  Please go on,’ I told him, glad to have rattled him, even if it was only slightly.

‘Well, I accosted her, in the basement room she had based her room in.  Yet again, I drugged her, and I punished her.  I deliberately was not gentle.  I kept telling her it was her punishment, which is why I had to be so rough.  As I showed her what men might do to her, I reminded her of her shortcomings, and why she shouldn’t dress inappropriately, or go out with groups of youths.  She cried and cried, but again, she didn’t tell anyone.’

‘Did it keep happening then?’ I asked.

‘A handful of times, yes,’ he nodded.

‘And she never told anyone?’ I asked.

‘No, she did not.’

‘Is that because you threatened her, John?’ I questioned.  ‘Was she afraid of you?’

‘Oh yes.  She learnt to be very afraid of me over time.  I had warned her that if she were to say a word to anyone, then that would be that.’

‘That would be what?’ I wondered. ‘What do you mean by that?’

‘Well, that I would have to kill them, detective.  She wanted to tell our parents...had threatened to many times, but she was easy to dissuade, you see.  I just threatened to kill them.  To tell them that she asked for it. That she had welcomed me into her bed.  She was very impressionable, I must say.  It became so easy to control her,’ he mused.

‘And you liked that, no doubt?’

‘Oh yes, it made me feel so powerful.  I felt strong, grown up and powerful,’ he repeated.  ‘I felt a sexual prowess that I had never experienced.  Girls my age had shown no interest you see, so to be able to test out my sexual form was most satisfying for me.’

‘I thought it wasn’t arousing for you? I thought you said it was a punishment?’ I questioned.

‘That was the first time.  As things changed, and I became more entrenched and invested in the punishments, I began to enjoy the sexual aspect.’

‘Tell me about that, John,’ I asked.

‘Well, I discovered, when not drugged, she would fight me.’

‘Ah,’ I murmured.  ‘You liked that?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, I did, detective.  And it cemented the fact in my mind firmly-the girl was a sinner. She deserved what she was getting.’

‘You believed she deserved to be sexually abused by you?’ I asked.

‘Yes,’ he nodded, firmly.  ‘No-one else was teaching her about her mistakes or showing her right from wrong.  I had to lead by example as my parents were so weak!’

‘I see...’ I murmured.  ‘So, tell me about when she would fight?’

‘Well, the first time it happened, my parents were out.  She has been sitting on the sofa in a most inappropriate way, legs spread and I caught her unawares.  I took her to the basement and pushed her to the bed.  She fought me as I wrestled her clothes off her, and I had to hurt her a little.  Hit her, hold her down.  I found it arousing when she fought me, when her body bucked against mine in refusal.  I liked the feeling of control, detective, and that was most likely where things changed for me.  The beginning of my downfall.’

‘How do you mean?’

‘Well, the sinner became the victim, while I became the sinner.  I enjoyed and relished in my power over her, and used it, most abhorrently.’

‘Did you force yourself on her at that time again?’ I asked him.

‘Yes, I did.  Multiple times,’ he added.  ‘The excitement was such that I decided to hurt her in new ways, and found myself enjoying every, single moment of it.’

‘Hurt her in new ways?’ I questioned.

‘Yes,’ he nodded.  ‘On the second occasion, I turned her on her stomach.’

Realisation made my gut swirl with disgust.  ‘You sodomised her?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, I did, detective.  And I took great pleasure in the experience.’

‘You said you realised this was a sin on your part?’ I asked then.

‘Well, yes...and I stopped for some time, anxious to be a better person, but the pull was too strong, the need to punish, always there,’ he revealed.

‘Tell me what happened next,’ I encouraged.

John Peterson sighed.  ‘The stupid girl got it in her head that she was going to tell someone.  Kept threatening me.  Every time I continued to punish her, she’d scream at me that she was going to get me sent to jail, that it wasn’t right, and that I was the sinner now, that God hated me.  Well, enough was enough.  I began poisoning her.’

‘You began...’

‘Poisoning her, yes detective.  Anything and everything I could find. I’d slip it into her meals, her drinks, even her toothbrush and face cloth.  I used rat poison, lead paint, jars of toxic items found in my father’s garage.  Anything and everything.  She became sick, often, and was even taken to the hospital several times to find out what was wrong.’

‘Did they ever figure it out?’ I asked.

‘No, stupid doctors.  Always sent home being told it was a ‘bug’ of some sort.  Gastrointestinal issues.  No-one ever knew,’ he told me, ‘So I kept doing it.  She was becoming a handful, and I was becoming angrier with her overtime.’

‘Were you still raping her at this point-or punishing her?’

‘Oh yes.  I insisted on it,’ he nodded. ‘She had to know who was in charge, and it kept her from her sinful behaviour...until the day it didn’t...’ he sighed.

‘Tell me what happened,’ I encouraged.

He nodded, looking skywards and shaking his head.  ‘Well, detective, the day things went wrong was a Tuesday.  She came home from school.  I was there first, ready as always to punish her before my parents arrived back home from work.  Anyway, this day was different.  She was happy.  Content.  This was never the case, usually, as she knew she was coming home to her punishment.’

‘What was different?’

‘She came home announcing she had a boyfriend now. She told me that my days of punishing her were over, and that she would see to it that her new boyfriend put a stop to it.  She told me she’d be fornicating with him from now on, and I knew that she would be tainted by another man’s seed.  I lost control, I see that now.  I was so angry.  So, upset. I took her to the basement, forced myself on her while she fought me and then force-fed her rat poison until she was foaming at the mouth. I don’t know if I intended to kill her right there and then, but before I knew it, she was having what appeared to be some kind of seizure.  I watched her, a little horrified, and then she stopped.  She just stopped.’

‘Was she dead?’

‘I didn’t want to check at first, but then I did.  She wasn’t breathing,’ he revealed.

‘What did you do?’

‘I fixed her clothing.  Laid her on the bed.  On her bedside table, I placed the bottle of rat poison alongside a bottle of juice she’d had there.  I cleared up somewhat.  I wiped her clean of semen and foam from her mouth.  It was enough.  My parents came.  Police came.  No-one questioned me.  No-one took me away.  I was never charged, arrested or put in jail. Nothing.’

‘That must have been confusing for you, John,’ I commented.

‘It was, but I decided to make a fresh start.  Decided that I had sinned enough, and that now, I would start over. The trouble was, it wasn’t two years after that when I met my future wife...another Jane!’ he exclaimed.

‘What an odd twist of fate,’ I commented.

‘Not really, detective,’ he sighed. ‘In truth, I looked for her.’

‘You looked for who?’ I asked.

‘My sister. Another woman to fill Jane’s shoes.  When I met Jane, my wife, I knew she was the right one.’

‘Interesting...and was your relationship...normal?’ I questioned.

‘Oh yes. Consensual, if that’s what you’re asking, yes,’ he agreed.  ‘It felt different to me, detective, having a willing woman beneath me.  I can’t say I enjoyed it, particularly, but it was certainly novel,’ he explained.  ‘I used prostitutes from that point onwards, to satisfy my more wayward desires...’ he added.

‘Hang on, hold up a bit.  You did what?’ I frowned.

‘Jane became my wife, detective,’ he explained, patiently.  ‘And at that point, she had not sinned.  She was a good woman.  I could not inflict my more...violent desires on her.  I turned to prostitutes to fulfil those needs.’

‘Is that who we found in your garden?’

‘Well, over the years, I was able to curtail some of my desires by utilising a woman of the night, here or there.’

‘But they’re dead!’ I exclaimed.

‘Disposable, detective,’ he sniffed.  ‘Women who have sinned so wholeheartedly in life do not deserve to live.’

I gaped at him but refrained from comment.  I didn’t want him to stop telling me his story.  ‘What happened from there? You said Jane was a good woman?’

‘She was...until she, too, sinned.’

‘How did she sin, John?’ I asked.

‘The woman had an affair of all things!’ he exclaimed.  ‘I can’t begin to tell you how livid I was when I found out...when I discovered the depths of her depravity.’

‘But you raping and killing prostitutes was okay?’ I questioned.

‘Obviously not okay, but it was a way of remaining faithful to Jane.  I don’t regret it,’ he told me, shaking his head.

I once again, bit my tongue.  ‘So, Jane began an affair?’

‘Yes,’ he nodded.  ‘And so, she had to die,’ he sighed. ‘As did her lover, Perkins.’

‘How did you manage it? So, it would appear that she’d gone missing?’ I asked. 

‘I began following them, detective.  Learned their habits.  They would meet in one of the carparks near Barrowmere Lake...fornicate in their cars, of all things! Vile it was! Most disgusting! I decided they would both have to die, and so I started plotting. I’d noticed Jane had started taking coffee to work in a thermos.  Now, Jane wasn’t a coffee drinker, so I quickly learned it was for her lover.  Poisoning it with arsenic was an easy next step.  But the man took far too long to even succumb to the most basic of effects.’

‘You tried to poison him?’ I asked.

‘Initially, yes.  When that didn’t work, I decided he would have to die by other means.  I waited for the right time and then at their next rendezvous, I was there.  At the lake.  In her car they were, indulging their basest desires.  Sickening it was.  You can’t imagine their surprise when I arrived, climbing into the back seat and injecting them instantly, in order to subdue them both.’

‘You injected them?’ I asked.

‘I did, yes.  I then used a candle stick I’d brought with me to smash their skulls apart.  They both died very quickly.  It’s amazing what a blow to the back of the skull can do-especially if you apply enough force!’

I wrinkled my nose.  ‘What next?’

‘I drove her car off the bridge into the water.  Then his too. They sank down into the water and then I went and sat on the shore, considering what I’d done.’

‘What-murdered two more human beings you mean?’ I asked.

‘Oh no, Detective, I mean taken evil away from the world.  Punished more sinners for their wrongdoings.’

‘But hang on a minute...Neil Perkins wasn’t found in the lake.  Jane’s jawbone was washed up, and later her bones.  Perkins was found in a shallow grave.’

‘Ah yes.  Right as always, Detective Emerson.  I fell asleep on the shore of the lake that night.  I must have been exhausted.  Anyway, I woke when the light began approaching and to my horror, Perkins body had washed up on the shore.  I’d intended him to stay buried deep in the lake, but sadly, that was not to be.  I dragged his body into the woods and hid it.  Then I went back to my own vehicle, headed home and acted as if nothing was wrong.  The following night, under the night sky, I went back to the lake and buried his body.  With that
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