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After leaving the plane in the pre-dawn twilight, and walking inside the terminal, it wasn’t hard to spot her local contact. As soon as she had entered the terminal of the new private jet area of Tullamarine Airport, Gerry Rand’s head was visible beyond the customs desk. Wanda had minimal luggage, and using her State Department ID that came with diplomatic status, was quickly passed through. 

Erin quickly grabbed her wheeled case, after giving her a hug of greeting. 

“Have you booked in anywhere?” Gerry asked.

“Do you have a chair I can use?”

“Are you trying to inconspicuous?” Erin asked.

“If you mean, am I going to announce far and wide that I’m back, no. I’d rather Carson still thinks he got away with murder. I really only need to brief Kelso and his closest police contacts about the DNA findings. I brought the results in person, because for the time being, I don’t want them in any police record system.”

“You told Maude and the girls, though?” Erin confirmed.

“Yes, they deserved to know.”

“What about Maude’s and Abbie’s trustees?”

“No. Again, I’m keeping it word of mouth, nothing in writing or saved online.”

“Fair enough,” Erin agreed. “Do you need to sleep for a few hours?”

“I’m good. I slept eight hours on the flight.”

“Then we’ll bring you up to date at the hotel.”

Wanda showed no sign of fatigue during the hour spent going over the details Erin had gleaned in her research, partly hacking, into various data bases.

“A lot of the files were already located,” Erin told her cousin, and referring to the missing children. “The local police were onto that when those bones were found. They had a facial re-construction done from the remains, but no matches with photos in the missing person files.”

“What about adoption files?” Wanda suggested.

“Those that were not sealed, none matched. To try for the sealed records would need a damned good reason and a court order.”

“So you are seeking out the shonky groups,” Wanda moved on.

“I am, but we can’t assume the group was based in Victoria. The locals have the Australian Federal Police involved. They are liaising with all the other State Police forces. I have not heard anything back from them yet.”

“Tell me about the girl,” Wanda asked.

“Woman,” Erin corrected. “She’d be about 30 now. I was looking into the court cases relating to a number of unofficial adoption services. She was working for one, and personally, I think she had a rough deal. She was hired to look after the children who came through the place. She might have been a bit slow, or simply not allowed to use her own initiative. Her employers painted a very poor picture of her, implying she did the minimum possible for the kids. The girl herself maintained the opposite. She did all she could, but only had a low level of authority. To cut to the chase, when the place was raided after a tip off, they found a dead baby in a room by itself. It had been dead almost two days. That was the main cause of her getting two years jail. You can read the details.”

“What about the operators? Have you found any connection to Carson or Delaney?”

“No, and likely won’t. Delaney, if he wanted rid of the kids, would only need to put the word out and they would contact him,” was Erin’s opinion.

“The operators would have had to agree to keep the two girls out of the way if Carson and Delaney intended to use them to get the Hartley inheritance,” Wanda suggested. “So, are you hoping this woman might recall something to indicate that?”

“It would give the possibility of that group being involved more traction,” Erin decided.

“Are the records from that place available?”

Erin snorted in derision. “Yes, however the investigators discovered that none of the information could be corroborated. The operators kept insisting they were providing a legitimate service, and were required to maintain client privacy, etc. etc. The police were forced to get a court order to get the records. They went to prison insisting the records were true as they knew it.”

“Of course they did,” Wanda said sardonically. 

“I have been going through all the files on the case, repeating what the police probably did. So far, I haven’t found anything new. Kelso will probably let you look through everything if you want.”

“If I can find a reason to stay longer, maybe I will. So, do you intend to talk to the woman?”

“I was going to, but since you are here...”

“Why do you think I should,” Wanda guessed her insinuation. 

“The police have located her, but they don’t have a reason to question her. This investigation isn’t an official one. Kelso has told me she is back in the town where she grew up and is working for a relative. She seems to have few friends. There are no recorded incidents against her since she got out.”

“Okay, leave that with me. I’ll get the details after I have done my official duty. What else has been going on? Have you got anywhere with that stuff from Martin’s place?”

“I only got the okay to look over it yesterday, and I have to work with their forensic experts. However, I am sure it is related to your earlier business. The techs quickly discovered that the supposed games were not PS2 games. They tried them in the PS2 unit, and initially thought the data was corrupted. I suggested trying them in a unit that hadn’t been fire and water affected. Still nothing.”

“So?”

“I finally received permission to look inside the unit we found. The casing actually housed a mini computer. I am studying the programming, but I believe the data on the games discs was encrypted.”

“Right up your alley, cousin of mine,” Wanda teased. “Actually, it fits in with something Commander Britten intimated. Quite happy to let you figure it out.”

“Well, that task now has priority over everything else,” Erin sighed. “Still, Gerry is able to keep on following up on some things. He’s trying to get a line on whoever is leaking stuff to Carson. I did find out that Carson had money transferred from his Carson accounts, via a third party. Half of it before Abbie went north for a while, and the rest on the day Abbie found the house locked up.”

“Any leads to that third party?”

“From Carson’s phone records, he called several people about then. All but one was ruled out. It’s an unlisted number, and we only have the general area where the person was located.”

“Land line?” Wanda asked for clarification.

“That one was to a landline. My theory is the person is someone he trusts absolutely. Has probably known for years. Might even have helped him out before.”

“So, how were the funds transferred? Did Carson first withdraw it all as cash or a bank cheque?”

“He went to his bank to arrange it. As far as the back was concerned, it was to an account in his name at a different bank,”

“But?”

“Almost as soon as the money landed in the other account, it was transferred somewhere else. I am still working on that trail. Whoever did it is good.”

“But you are better,” Wanda grinned.

Erin returned it. “I did get a lead into the guy’s computer.”

“Don’t go into details,’ Wanda said quickly. 

“Fine. I’ll just say that the hints I got are being cross-checked with what Kelso is finding out about Carson.”

“How much more has Kelso found out?”

“Ask him. I have enough to think about. Will you need Gerry to drive you around?”

“Isn’t what he’s doing more important?”

“It’s a slow process,” Erin shrugged. “Besides, he’s trying to taste every kind of beer they have around here.”

“He does know when to stop,” Wanda asked, mostly in jest.

“Yes, but it makes a good story,” Erin laughed. “Besides, I think he could out drink just about anyone.”

“Well, I won’t spoil his fun. I didn’t get a chance to catch up with Les Allen when I was last here. Have you met him?”

“No, although I think I heard Kelso mention him.”

“Likely that. His Boss, Jacob Blair is a former cop too. I put Kelso in touch with him. They work in different circles. Very useful that.”

“So you will see if is free to act as your chauffer? Will you be paying him?”

“Of course.” Wanda grinned impishly. 

“When will you be going to see Kelso?” Erin asked.

“I’ll be ringing him soon to arrange a time. I will suggest he brings Des Kingly in on the meeting. Then I will go see Maude’s trustee.”

“Are you going to want me there?”

“Not unless you want to come.”

“Then I’ll be heading back to the police forensic lab.”

“That’s important. Anyway, it might pay for us not to be seen around together.”

Erin shook her head. “You’ll do your own thing, as usual. And David thought you’d let me keep you in line.”

Wanda smothered a snort of laughter. “How are the self-defence lessons going?”

“Your young friends are very determined. Abbie’s former best friend is trying to get so good she can dump Abbie on her rump. I’m betting on Abbie being too good for her.”

“So, what else has been happening? I spoke to the girls and Maude just before I left LA, but it wasn’t the time to gossip. Last I heard, Martin had taken in a boarder.”

“Yes, he has. The guy is something of an underdog,” Erin related. “I have the impression he’s a young person who needed to get out from under his parents. Quite shy.”

She went on to relate what she knew, including how Gavin had approached the girls to tell of the prowler. Kelly had found out about the latter, and his check on Gavin. “I’m hoping he will be around on Friday when I’ll be teaching those kids various things.”

“Do you think that PI guy was looking for Gavin, or was his job related to the letter Marilyn Jamieson got?”

“I wondered if you would think that,” Erin admitted. “I haven’t enough information to decide. Did you already know about her giving up a baby?”

“David was talking to her when I was ...non compos...he got that idea from something she said.”

“There have been others who got similar letters. Kelly’s looking into them. He hasn’t found any common thread, and has been in contact with police from other states.”

“Likely there are more recipients around, but if they have things to hide, they won’t report the letters,” Wanda predicted. “I can’t help thinking that the letters...the subject of adoptions...is too coincidental.”

“On that, we agree. However, I am happy to let Kelly look into all that. We are wondering at another coincidence, that being the PI came from Bourke, that’s in NSW, and Gavin came from up that way.”

“And you said Carson is moving around up in NSW and Queensland.”

Erin nodded. “That’s the third possibility. But if he wanted to know where Abbie was, he shouldn’t have left her to find an empty house.”
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“So, that’s the gist of the findings,” Wanda summarised, addressing Kelso and Chief Superintendent Des Kingley. “Whoever that dead girl child was, the bone density suggests the mother was severely malnourished during pregnancy and the child was malnourished since birth. It might also mean the child was older than she looked, maybe by 2 to 3 years.”

Kingley looked thoughtful. “We could run a DNA check against what we have on record. It wasn’t routine back when the girl would have been alive. There might be something if either parent was involved in a serious crime, or was found dead. Our experts found no obvious cause of death, though from what you have reported, it may not have taken much for the child to die.”

“Unfortunately true. However, I am sure Delaney buried her. Though you probably can’t prove that, and he won’t talk.”

Kingley nodded, tacitly agreeing. “And you don’t want this information in our files? Will you explain your reason?”

“You might as well call it paranoia,” Wanda admitted. “In point form, Carson probably believes Abbie’s twin is dead. I do not think he has given up on the idea of usurping Abbie’s inheritance. If he realises that has become too problematical, and there’s even the faintest hint the twin is still alive, I can see him going all out to find her. If the twin is alive, she would be in danger.  We wouldn’t know who to protect.”

“It’s still conjecture,” Kingley remarked.

Wanda shrugged. “It is.”

Kingley nodded. To Kelso he said, “Make sure that information is well protected.” Then he went on, “What about the boy found at the house?”

“The only thing that might be useful is that the DNA has indications of a southern Italian heritage.”

“Italian?” Kelso asked abruptly. He stood and went to his office to get his summary file of missing children. He came back, already shuffling through it. “Here! This one,” he announced, putting a page with a baby photo attached on the table. From a second folder, he put an artist’s impression of what the boy found at the scout house might have looked like. 

Wanda scan read the details of the missing boy. 

“Do you want us to handle it?” Kingley offered, looking at Kelso.

“No,” Kelso said quietly. “I will talk to the parents.” He glanced at Wanda. “I will see if they will allow a DNA test.”

“Fine. Let me know how it goes. I will authorise the tests,” Kingley told him. “Is that all you need me for?”

Wanda spoke up then. “I’m going to be talking to a woman who was involved with one of the illegal adoption groups. Will there be any issues if I do?”

“I don’t believe so,” Kingley assured her. He didn’t ask for details, knowing Kelso would brief him if anything important came out of the interview. “And you will be talking to the Hartley trustees too?”

“Yes, Sir. I’m meeting Tyrell for lunch.”

With another nod, Kingley took his leave. Kelso walked out with him. 

Thea Mainwright emerged from Kelso’s office. Wanda grinned a welcome, and stood up as Thea gave her a hug. “How’s your brother?”

“Recovering still. He’s meant to take things easy, so he’s doing research for Kelso, and liaising with someone Kelso knows. I wasn’t expecting to see you.”

“My return is meant to be brief and low-key. An in and out visit,” Wanda told her. “That’s so a certain person keeps believing I am out of the picture.”

Thea grinned. 

“I had intended to wait until his hearing to come back.”

“Seems there are doubts that he will come back,” Thea murmured.

“Well, we’ll have to wait and see, but, between you and me, he doesn’t know who he is up against. I would like to keep him ignorant for as long as possible.”

“I am so glad I met you!” Thea blurted. “We finally got help from people who believe us.”

Wanda grinned again. “Give my regards to Robbo when you see him.”

Kelso returned. “There was something else you wanted from me?” 

“Um, yes,” Wanda confirmed, as Thea went back to her work. “I’ve been thinking.” She gestured Kelso back to the seat he’d been using during Kingley’s visit.

“I might be sticking around longer than a couple of days. And I might do some subtle surveillance on Abbie Carson while I am here. Erin tells me she is going to be competing in an interschool sport thing soon. What will I need to be able to approach the venue security and otherwise not be considered a potential child molester?”

“I can organise a police check,” Kelso said immediately. “You will need a working with children check at the very least. However, you being a visiting foreigner may pose a problem.”

“Well, I will provide a local address, and a permit to work in Australia. I will be a personal security specialist.”

“With suitable impressive references,” Kelso commented wryly.

“Of course, and they will be 100% honest. Surely though, Kingley himself could add a reference, since he knows me from working with the task force. The only false thing will be the name I am using.”

“And that is?” Kelso was smiling at that. 

“Wanda Bailey.”

“And you have ID in that name?”

In answer, Wanda reached for her hand bag and pulled out a number of documents – passport, international driver’s licence, a personal security accreditation, a martial arts accreditation, and her paramedic documentation.

Kelso’s brows rose to his hair line. “And if these are checked?”

“They are all perfectly legal. There won’t be any question marks.”

Well...it was shading the truth. The creator of the documents was an expert, and none of her other identities had ever been questioned.

“Why do I suddenly get the idea that you could give Jeremy Carson lessons here?” Kelso asked her.

“Because, I probably could,” Wanda admitted. “But I won’t. You might see that knowing how to create such impressive documents, gives me an edge in breaking one.”

Kelso simply shook his head. “Leave this to me. So, you will be a specialist brought here to guard someone. I may need to have the name of your employer.”

“Well, I am sure Mr Tyrell from the Hartley Trustees will provide that,” Wanda finished.
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Tyrell had booked a table at one of his favourite restaurants. One where he could be assured of privacy when meeting clients. The Hartley Trust was only one of them. He arrived first and waited for Wanda near the entrance. Unlike the casual attire she had worn when visiting Kelso, she was now dressed to look the part of a successful business woman. She was aware of Tyrell studying her face. She had used just enough make up to give it a slightly exotic appearance. 

“I trust you had a good flight,” he greeted her. “What time did you get in?”

“Early this morning,” Wanda told him. “I’m glad you could arrange to see me so quickly.”

“Your message was intriguing. Come, we have a private table on the terrace.”

Tyrell insisted they ate first then talked business. Once the coffee had been poured and the waiter had returned inside, Wanda reached for her briefcase. 

“I have the results of the bone DNA tests I had done in the States.”

There was only one test Tyrell was aware of and he had already guessed the result was unexpected. Still, he waited for Wanda to tell him. 

“The result does not confirm the one done here. The bones recovered from the garden in Maude’s former home were not those of Danielle Hartley.”

Tyrell let out a long breath. “How come the initial test said it was?”

“I spoke to Kelso about that. The local lab found hairs connected to the buttons on the remnants of the dress the child had been wearing. No flesh remained, nor even fingernails. The dress was still identifiable as identical to one the twins were wearing in a photo.”

“What caused you to doubt the result in the first place?” Tyrell asked directly.

“I had Maude’s recollection of the day the twins were taken from her. They were wearing overalls, not the dresses. I believe we were meant to think it was Danielle and back then, DNA testing was not such a thing.”

“I see...so there is a possibility that Danielle Hartley is still alive.” He didn’t try to keep his hope hidden. 

“I am not prepared to give you odds on that. It has been over a decade.”

“Have you told Maude?”

“Yes. She took it well. Abbie was in more of a state.”

“Understandable,” Tyrell agreed. 

“You will probably want to keep this knowledge to yourself,” Wanda suggested. She didn’t need to give him reasons, his nod was of agreement. 

“So what is the next step? How can we confirm if she is alive?”

“At present, we are looking into the backgrounds of Carson and Delaney. And there are other lines of investigation underway relating to illegal adoptions. We have some hurdles to overcome there.”

“You will keep me advised of anything promising?”

“Of course,” Wanda promised. 

“Too bad you don’t live in Melbourne,” Tyrell mused.

“Oh, some things can be done from overseas. David’s Geek Team are experts at hacking phone signals from anywhere.”

“Is that legal?”

“They are operating under the auspices of the State Department. They have strict guidelines.”

He still seemed unsure, so Wanda went on, “And my cousin, who is a computer specialist, is working to trace Carson’s money transactions, along with other online research.”

“I can only thank the powers for putting you and Maude together. Please, if I can help in any way, don’t hesitate to ask.”

“Well...there is one thing...maybe two.”

“Yes?”

“Would you be willing to sign a document requesting my services as a personal security expert?”

“Security for whom?”

Wanda explained and added, “Kelso is organising official police checks and a working with children check.”

“Yes, I will do that,” Tyrell agreed. “It would ease my mind a great deal. How long will you be staying?”

“I am not sure, but likely until after the sports day. If I need to go home, I will definitely be back for Carson’s hearing.”

“The school camp dates are around that time too,” Tyrell told her.

Then he suggested, “I should pay you for your service.”

“There’s no need,” Wanda assured him. “Really. And apart from signing that document, there won’t be a trace of my presence. And I will have Kelso keep your copy of the signed document. Is that okay?”

“That’s fine. I trust you, though you are ultra-suspicious.”

“Guilty!” Wanda admitted. “But I think it’s why David and I get such impressive results.”

When they left the restaurant, Tyrell offered to drive Wanda where she wanted to go next, but she declined. “I haven’t forgotten my way around this town,” she claimed. Which was true. “I might explore a bit more.”

Once Tyrell’s driver had arrived and collected his passenger, Wanda walked to the nearest tram stop for the route she needed. She had already memorised the way to get to the Footscray office of PI Jacob Blair. 

His receptionist was on the phone, quickly scribbling notes when Wanda came in. She glanced up briefly when the bell over the door chimed, then went back to the call. 

When she looked up again, she let out a squeal of delight. “Wanda! Is David with you too?” She tore of the headset in her rush to get up. 

“No, it’s just me. I was in town and thought to look you up. Is Les around?”

Jackie Allen blurted, “He should be back soon. Can you wait?”

“Of course. What about Jacob? Is he here?”

“I’ll get him,” Jackie offered, and hurried off.

Jacob arrived quickly, followed by Robbo Mainwright.  “Hello there!” Jacob boomed. “I heard you’d been around. Thought you’d gone home.”

“I have been home,” Wanda confirmed. “Came back to give Kelso and his mates a confidential report. And I understand he’s farmed out some work to you.”

Jacob gave a terse nod to confirm. 

“Apart from coming to catch up with two of your staff, well three counting Robbo here, I was wondering if I could borrow Les for a while. A paying task.”

“Why not discuss it in my office,” Jacob suggested. 

Robbo grinned and said, “Catch you later!”

“Not a hope, Robbo. I’ve been told you still have to take it easy.”

He laughed and said, “You’ll keep.”

As she entered the office, she heard Jackie hiss, “Do you know who she is?”

“Yeah, some kind of undercover cop.”

“Not just that. She’s an American...”

Jacob closed the door on the conversation. “You’re an American what?” He proved his hearing was still excellent. He gestured Wanda to a seat.

“State Department covert investigator,” she admitted, knowing Jacob was trustworthy.

“Well, that explains a few things,” Jacob murmured cryptically. “So, what do you need Les for?”

“Only if it’s convenient. I need a driver with local knowledge.”

“A taxi would do that,” Jacob suggested.

“I don’t have time to check out taxi drivers,” Wanda answered in kind.

“Les is doing things for Kelso,” Jacob told her.

“I am aware of that. There are two particular times I will need him, if I am still around.”

Wanda gave him the dates for the inter-school sports and the Bellfield year 10 camp, then she got to her immediate need. “I am wanting to speak to a particular woman, and I don’t want it to seem like any kind of official interest. She lives somewhere east of Melbourne, I have the address. I just want a driver I can totally trust. So, maybe 2-3 days?”

Jacob rubbed the stubble on his chin. “If you can wait a day or two, he’ll be free, or rather he will be able to put off further investigations.”

“That will be fine. It will give me time to read up on various reports. I’ll pay you the going rate for his time.”

“There’s no need—“

“You have a business to run, Jacob. This way, I’ll merely be another client.”

Jacob quoted his standard rate and Wanda agreed without arguing. Then she rose and shook Jacob’s proffered hand. 

“Feel free to teach young Les any new tricks you can think of,” Jacob invited.

“Maybe I will at that,” Wanda chuckled. 

“Go and talk to your fan club out there,” Jacob directed. “Robbo was full of praise for you and I haven’t seen Jackie so excited since she got engaged.”

“I do have some catching up to do,” Wanda agreed.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Margg,rét' Greg?rg_
B | 27





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
TRED &

TRUSTED
NOE RRUSRG





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





