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Emerson’s Way

AJ Estelliam


Prologue
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We left the flat and drove into work.  Once we’d set up and logged into the computers, my first task was to check in with Doctor May, so I decided to call down to the morgue and see if she was in yet.  When I got through, she asked us to head down, so I immediately got up, telling Snow to come with me.

‘What did she say?’ Snow asked, as we made our way down towards the morgue.

‘She didn’t. I just asked if she had an update and she agreed she has.  She said to come down asap and she’ll share the information.’

‘I guess she’s got an identification for the skull then?’ she suggested.

‘I reckon that must be what it is,’ I nodded. 

‘Let’s hope so...that should give us a few answers. 

We reached the morgue and found May in the second room.

‘Hey,’ I said, walking in.  ‘You have news?’ I said, cutting to the chase.

‘Yes.  Good morning, detectives,’ she nodded.  ‘Come with me,’ she said, leading us to one side of the room, where the skull was set, alongside the jawbone found previously.  ‘I can confirm that this is the skull of Jane Peterson,’ she told us.

‘No way!’ I exclaimed, pleased.

‘Yes,’ she nodded, but her expression was grave.  ‘But that means you’re definitely looking at a murder,’ she continued.

I nodded. ‘Tell us.’

‘As I previously explained, this victim suffered a severe blow to the skull, breaking and fracturing in three places-see here, here and here,’ she said, indicating the crushed, cracked and broken skull.  

‘How might these blows be inflicted?’ I wondered.

‘Well...a large, heavy object.  Circular, as you can see from the pattern of the indents on her skull.’

‘I don’t see it,’ I said, confused.

‘Okay, well come to the x-ray of the skull. Look here,’ she said, indicating one of the cracked marks.  ‘You can see that the indent would have been large and circular, making this,’ she said, drawing a circle with her finger, ‘And creating a catastrophic blow to the head.’

‘I see...’I murmured.

‘And then two more.  Here...and here...a horrific death,’ she commented.  ‘Very brutal and violent.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘And these fractures to the skull...they couldn’t have been made accidentally or by a suicide death for example-falling from the bridge? Or even being in the car and falling from the bridge?’ I asked.

‘It would be impossible to say based on just the discovery of her skull and jawbone. You’d need the rest of her skeleton to determine without any uncertainty,’ she told us.  ‘But what I can say, is these fractures to her skull are not natural.  To me, they look like blunt force trauma, but a heavy, solid object.  I would say murder.  If we find any more bones, I’ll obviously reconsider that opinion based on the additional information we acquire.’

‘Brilliant.  Thanks May.  Is there anything else?’ I asked her.

‘No, there’s not.  Let me know if any more bones are found though, please?’

‘You’ll be the first to hear,’ I nodded.

Turning to leave, we headed upstairs and towards our office.  Benson turned up, walking down the corridor towards us, a frown on his face.

‘What are you two doing here?’ he demanded.

‘What are you talking about, sir?’ I replied.

‘You’re not meant to be working today,’ he told us.

‘What?’ I exclaimed.

‘Didn’t you check the rota? Today and Saturday were down for you to be off...is something wrong? Has something happened?’ he asked.

‘Uh, no,’ Snow chuckled.  ‘Looks like us two idiots just didn’t check the rota scheduling!’ she told him.

‘Oh, for goodness sake!’ he exclaimed.  ‘Get yourselves home! I’ve already got Samson and Marks down at Barrowmere, looking for more bones.  You really need to get back with the program!’ he told us.  ‘Take the rest days when they’re given!’ he told us.

‘Well, we’re here now, sir...’ I began.

‘Thanks Benson, we’ll go home,’ Snow interrupted, looking at me.

‘Snow!’ I exclaimed, annoyed.

‘No, Ally-we’ll go home,’ she told me.

‘We will?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, we will.  Relaxation is good for your recovery, remember?’ 

‘But we’ve just re-opened this case!’

‘A case which has been cold for eleven years,’ she reminded me.  ‘One more day won’t do any harm...right, Benson?’

‘Right,’ he agreed.  ‘Take the time while it’s offered Emerson.’

I huffed, making Benson smirk.  

‘See you later, detectives!’ he said, before turning.

‘Bye, sir!’

Once he’d gone, I turned to Snow, annoyed.  ‘Why did you say we’d go home?’ I questioned.

‘Because...’ she smiled.

‘Because what?’ I cried, bewildered.

‘Now I get to take you on a date!’ she grinned, standing up and reaching for her phone.

‘A...a date? What, today?’ I asked, surprised.

‘Yes!’ she smiled.  ‘Let me just make a few phone calls and then we’re going home.  I’ve got plans for you!’ she told me, happily.

I couldn’t help but smile.  It sounded wonderful.

Fifteen minutes later, we did leave.  Heading back to the flat, Snow was being mysterious about the plans she had for me, but her smile was wide and happy, which I liked to see.  It was so much nicer when things were light-hearted and happy between us.  

Once we reached the flat, we parked up and headed inside together.

‘Go and get changed,’ she encouraged.

‘Why? What are we doing?’ I asked her.

‘You’ll see in time,’ she told me.  ‘Now go and put on some jeans and a warm jumper and we’ll go and have some fun.’

I narrowed my eyes at her.  ‘Really?’

‘Yes! You said we should date. Let’s date!’ she laughed.

‘I meant in the future! Not the very next day!’ I told her, wide-eyed, but secretly loving this.

‘No time like the present, right?’ she grinned.

‘I guess not.’

‘I’m going to make another phone call.  You go and change.’

‘What on earth are you up to?’ I questioned.

‘Just making some nice plans for the day,’ she smiled.  ‘Go!’ she encouraged.

I laughed. ‘Alright, alright! I’m going!’

I went to the bedroom and changed, before swapping with Snow, who changed into jeans and a warm, fluffy jumper which looked so cuddly that it was instantly appealing to me.  Once we were ready, Snow revealed the first of our plans.

‘Okay...I’ve booked us lunch at an Italian place first of all,’ she told me.

‘Ah! That sounds nice,’ I smiled. ‘Hang on-what do you mean, first of all?’ I questioned.

‘I’ve got another nice plan after that,’ she told me.  ‘But I’m going to keep that one as a surprise, okay?’

‘Surprises?’ I frowned.  ‘I don’t know how I feel about surprises,’ I told her.

‘No, it’s a good one. I promise.  You’ll like it.’

‘How do you know?’ I asked.  

‘Because I’ve got to know you a little...I listen...pay attention...you’ll like the surprise. I promise,’ she smiled.

‘Okay.  Well, where’s this Italian? I wonder if I’ve been there before?’ I asked her.

‘Let’s just wait and see,’ she smiled, reaching for my hand.  ‘But it’s only ten and the lunch is booked for twelve.’

‘That’s two hours away,’ I told her.

‘No shit, Sherlock.  Fancy wasting some time before lunch?’ she said, a smile playing at her lips.

My eyebrows quirked.  ‘Snow!’

‘Well, take the opportunity when they present themselves...well, if you want to, that is? We don’t have to. We can just chill instead?’ she suggested.

‘No way!’ I exclaimed, happily.  

‘No?’

‘No,’ I confirmed.  ‘Take me to bed, Snow.’

She smiled and led the way.

At twelve, we went for lunch and indulged in surplus pizza and pasta, filling our stomachs while we chatted about something and nothing.  When we were done, we left the restaurant hand in hand and headed to the car.

‘Feel the need to walk some of that off?’ she asked, curiously.

‘Walk? Yes, that sounds nice.’

‘Okay-well, are you ready for a surprise?’ she questioned.

‘Hang on, I thought we were going for a walk?’ I asked, confused.

‘We are...but we just need to make a little detour first,’ she smiled.

‘You’re baffling me.’

‘Good! This is going to be great!’ she enthused.

Snow insisted on driving and as she pulled into a familiar car park, I felt anticipation running through me, making me nervous.  

We had parked outside the place where Benson had told us that his girls went for gymnastics...but also, opposite the dog shelter.

‘I’ll be five minutes,’ she told me.  ‘Wait patiently, okay?’ she warned.

‘I’ll wait,’ I assured her.

I watched as Snow got out and headed straight into the dog shelter.  I was more than a little confused over why we were here.  When minutes later, Snow walked out with Ziggy on the lead, my heart started hammering with excitement, and I couldn’t believe that she had done this for me.  She’d known how much I loved the dog, how I had enjoyed meeting him, and now she was enabling me to see him again.

Opening the back door, Ziggy jumped in and Snow came around to the front.

‘Hello, Ziggy!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Snow!’ I cried.

‘Do you like your surprise?’ she questioned, smiling.

‘How did you do this? How is this possible?’ I asked her, happily petting Ziggy as he stuck his head between the seats, panting happily.

‘I sighed up as a walker. I’m now a volunteer! I had to do several phone calls and drop in ID and my DBS, but then I had the all clear! I called to see if I could grab Ziggy today, and luckily, they were more than pleased to allow it!’

‘Oh my God, this is the best surprise ever! Thank you!’ I gushed.  ‘Oh, he is so lovely...aren’t you boy?’ I told him, as he eagerly licked my face.  ‘Who is a lovely boy?’ I continued.

Snow laughed.  ‘You’re a different person around a dog!’ she commented.

‘Shut up, Snow,’ I commanded.  ‘And get driving! Ziggy wants his walkies,’ I told her.

She chuckled at my stupidity.  ‘Let’s get moving then.’

Snow drove us down to the beach which we often frequented and parked up.  After getting out, I collected Ziggy and he jumped up for strokes immediately.  

‘Oh, what a lovely boy,’ I said, bending to pet him.  ‘Have you missed us? Is this nice? Are we going to go and play on the beach?’

‘You know he’s not going to answer your questions, detective,’ Snow said, sardonically.

‘Shush, Snow...I’m enjoying the lovely dog.  Hey, we don’t have toys! Next time we do this, can we get one of those ball things? Or even a little toy he can have? Dogs love that stuff.’

‘We can do that,’ she smiled. ‘And I love that you’re already planning ‘next time’ for us to do this.’

‘Ah, we have to do it again! Otherwise, Ziggy will be sad!’ I exclaimed.

She threw her head back and laughed.  ‘Come on...it’s time for pudding,’ she said, heading for the boot.

‘What?’

‘Ah! Well, there was a reason why I said that we should skip dessert at the restaurant,’ she told me.

‘I thought you just inferring that we’d already had ‘dessert’ earlier,’ I laughed, stroking Ziggy’s head.

‘Nope. I wanted to have a little date picnic down at the beach.  Share it down at a romantic setting.’

‘How lovely!’ I exclaimed.

‘Yes. I do have my moments,’ she smiled.  ‘It’s not always something I think about-trying to be romantic.  But I can try.’

‘I don’t need romance,’ I told her, softly.  ‘Just some quality time is enough for me.’

‘It is?’ she murmured.

‘It is...oh, and this lovely, gorgeous and sweet dog. I’d take him with us anywhere, anytime!’ I smiled.

‘Well, let’s do this then! Let’s go walk and picnic!’ 

We headed for the beach with Ziggy pulling on the lead, such was his eagerness to get to the sand.  When we reached the bottom of the steps, we ignored the promenade and went down onto the sand and headed down to the shoreline so that we could walk there.  Ziggy ran in and out of the water on his long lead, chasing seagulls and barking happily as we made our way down the beach.  After a few moments, Snow reached for my hand and then laughed as she encountered my cast.

‘Sorry...forgot,’ she smiled.

‘Can I let him off the lead? Then I can swap hands?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, they said he has good recall,’ she replied. 

I stopped and unleashed Ziggy so he could run off and down the beach to explore at his own pace. Snow and I swapped sides and she then took my hand, which made walking alongside her even more enjoyable.

‘This is nice,’ I commented.

‘It is,’ she murmured.

‘I like doing this with you,’ I told her then, glancing up at her.

‘You do?’

‘I do.  Especially as we’re borrowing a dog,’ I smiled.  ‘That makes it even better.’

‘I knew it! You prefer the dog to me!’ she laughed.

‘Maybe just a little bit,’ I grinned, making a pinching movement with my fingers.

‘Well, I figured you’d be more the type to take to places like this, rather than busy, full of people areas.’

‘You got that right.  I don’t generally like people, on the whole,’ I told her.

‘You don’t say,’ she chuckled.

‘Are you laughing at me?’ I questioned.

‘No-just saying, it’s pretty obvious that you’re not an especially big people person.’

‘Well, I’m not.’

‘So, this kind of date would be the kind you’d like?’ she asked, curiously.

‘Definitely! You chose well! I love this,’ I told her.

‘Well, why don’t we put this blanket down and have dessert?’ she suggested.  ‘Ziggy can still run around while we do that.’

‘Sounds perfect.  When the hell did you do this?’ I said, shaking my head.

‘The blanket I brought from home.  The dessert I asked for when I was at the restaurant.’

‘Sneaky!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Thank you so much for arranging all of this. I can’t quite believe we’re having time off and I’m being treated like this.  You’re beyond amazing, Snow.’

‘It’s just dinner and a walk on the beach.’

‘No, it’s way more than that,’ I told her.  ‘And you know it.’

‘Well, I’m trying here.  I want to make you happy,’ she murmured.

‘You do make me happy,’ I told her.

‘Well, let me make you even happier.  Come and sit down.  I’m going to feed you even more and we can cuddle up and watch the waves.’

I smiled at her, feeling a deep-seated sense of contentment ripple through me, which felt so good that I knew she was succeeding in beginning to heal me. 

Snow spread the blanket out and then patted the space beside her. Getting out some take out containers, she showed me the cheesecake she had bought us, and we shared the delicious dessert, taking it in turns to eat it. I really wasn’t hungry, but I ate nonetheless, as it was so lovely to share this moment with her.

Ziggy played for a while and then ambled over to us, slumped down on the picnic mat to be petted.

‘Here he is! Have you tired yourself out now?’ I asked him, stroking his soft black and white fur, and yet again thinking how very beautiful he was.

‘He’s a lovely dog,’ Snow murmured.

‘I can’t believe someone hasn’t snapped him up from the shelter,’ I replied.

‘I know...but then it’ll be the whole lifelong illness thing.  People won’t want to deal with that.’

‘I would-if I was in a position too,’ I sighed.

‘I know you would,’ she murmured, placing a hand on my shoulder.

‘What about you?’ I asked, curiously. 

‘What about me?’

‘You chose to go back...to get him for walks.  Were you taken with Ziggy too?’ I asked Snow.

‘Of course I was! I’ve always wanted a dog of my own.  If it wasn’t for the job I do, I’d have already gone down that path and had a pet dog by now,’ she told me.

‘So, we just get to be kind of foster dog mums?’ I asked her.

‘I guess so,’ she smiled.  ‘It’s pretty nice, huh?’

‘It is,’ I agreed.

I sighed, stroking Ziggy’s head.  The gentle wind was blowing all around us, and the sound of the waves lapping the shore was so very peaceful that all my stress, worry and anxiety seemed to just drift away.

The moment was perfect, but unfortunately, not destined to continue.  Snow’s phone started to ring, and she smiled at me.  ‘I’m just going to ignore that,’ she assured me.

‘Good,’ I replied, before mine began to ring next.  Frowning, I considered reaching for my phone.  

‘Is that yours now?’

‘Yeah,’ I murmured. 

‘I guess we should...’ she began.

‘Yeah...I’m sorry, Snow.’  I reached for my phone in my bag and saw that it was Benson.  ‘It’s Benson.’

‘Mine too,’ she told me, clicking on her phone. 

‘I’ll call him,’ I said, already dialling.  

‘Emerson?’ he barked.

‘Hey, sir.  Sorry...we’re out and about.  What’s up?’ I asked, curiously.

‘Apologies to interrupt your day off, Emerson,’ he said, curtly, ‘But we’ve had multiple finds down at Barrowmere lake.’

‘Seriously?’ I exclaimed.

‘Yes,’ he said, gravely. ‘And apparently, we’ve got clothing too...significant clothing as it’s male, sounds like parts of a suit along with multiple bones.  I’m sorry to do this, Emerson, but can you get on down there to take the lead?’

‘Yes! Of course, sir!’ I agreed.  ‘We’ll be there shortly,’ I told him.

‘Thanks, Emerson.’

The second I hung up; Snow was back to her work brain.  I could see the switch in the seriousness of her expression and the way she’d quickly grabbed everything and reloaded in the bag in preparation to leave.

‘Multiple bones at Barrowmere lake, but get this! Clothing too! Items from a suit!’ I told her, wide-eyed. 

‘What are you thinking, Ally?’ she questioned.

‘I’m thinking that Jane Peterson went missing alongside Neil Perkins.  I’m thinking that Neil Perkins was a lawyer who wore a suit to work and was last seen in the workplace...wearing work clothes.’

‘We better get down there,’ she murmured, frowning.

‘I’m sorry, Snow.  We can pick up where we left off another time...’

‘Hey, don’t worry. But Ally-what about Ziggy? Shall we drop him off first on the way?’ she asked.

‘There’s no time for that.  We can just drop him back later.  Besides, there’ll be other dogs down there.  He won’t look too out of place,’ I pointed out.

‘Except for the fact that he isn’t a cadaver dog, Ally.’

‘Well, yeah...but it doesn’t matter.  Benson wants us there, right? We were on a day off, weren’t we? It’ll be fine,’ I assured her, calling Ziggy, who had run off down the beach.  He lolloped over to me happily, panting and wagging his tail while I petted him and quickly put his lead back on.  ‘We’re going on an adventure, boy! How about that?’ I said, stroking his soft head.  ‘Are you going to come to work with me?’ I asked him, staring into big, soulful eyes.

‘You adore him,’ Snow accused from beside me, as she folded the blanket and stashed it in the bag.

‘I absolutely do! Guilty as charged!’ I smiled.

‘Come on then.  I’m ready.’

We headed back to the car and got Ziggy in the back.  Then, it was directly over to Barrowmere lake, where I noted that the forensics van was already parked up.

‘Look! May is here already,’ I commented.

‘Well, didn’t you say it was a big find?’ Snow asked.

‘That’s what Benson said.  Maybe the lake isn’t quite as frozen as we all thought it was. It seemed we’re getting new bones by the day at the moment!’

‘I know,’ she said, reaching for the door handle.

I got Ziggy out of the car, and we then reached for harness.  As a second thought, I grabbed a high vis yellow jacket and fashioned it around the back area of the harness so that he could be seen clearly at all times.

‘Nice touch,’ Snow said, coming around the side of the car.

‘Well, don’t want to lose this gorgeous boy while we’re busy working.’

‘No way,’ she said.  ‘Are you ready?’

‘Yes.  Let’s head down.’

We reached the edge of the cordon and the police officer with a clip board stopped up.

‘Names please?’ he questioned.

‘Detective Ally Emerson.  Evergreen Police,’ I told him.

‘And I’m Kate Snow. Evergreen as well,’ she added.

‘And this is?’ he asked, indicating the dog.

‘Uh, Ziggy,’ I told him.

‘One police dog,’ he mumbled, writing, ‘Ziggy.  Okay, thanks.  Go ahead,’ he said, letting us go through. 

‘Upgrade,’ Snow murmured, as we walked down the slope and then onto the stony shore of the lake.

‘What?’

‘Ziggy’s got an upgrade to working police dog,’ she smirked.

‘Oh yeah! Well, he’d be a great working dog! Look at that face!’ I smiled.

‘Come on...look, multiple tents,’ she told me.

‘Fuck,’ I murmured.  ‘Things are really ramping up, aren’t they?’

We headed along the shore, Ziggy panting happily the whole way.  When we reached the first, white police tent, we found Doctor May standing outside, talking with other police.  When she saw us, she nodded our way and shortly after, came to speak with us.

‘Hello detectives,’ she greeted us.

‘Hey, Doctor May.  What have we got?’ I asked.

‘Well, we’ve got the rest of the skeleton by the looks of things,’ she told us. ‘We’ve found all sorts of bones scattered in this area,’ she said, showing us with a brief look inside the tent.  ‘But then we’ve also got more finds...follow me,’ she said, indicating down the shore.

We walked down to where there was another tent erected, and then she paused.  ‘This one has male clothing, old and worn.  There are a tie and part of a suit jacket, along with what looks like a section of a shirt.’

‘Remnants from a suit?’ I questioned.

‘Exactly, detective,’ she nodded.

‘Wow! This is a lot,’ I commented.

‘The dogs are working just down the shore, and I am expecting us to go back with the whole of Peterson, most likely.  That’ll help me give you cause of death far more clearly.’

‘That’s brilliant,’ I told her.

‘It is,’ she agreed.  ‘I’ll get back to it, but if you’re sticking around, I’m sure this one is going to prove to be a useful day.’

I nodded. ‘We’re here and staying,’ I agreed.

‘You might want to check in with the cadaver dogs down there.  They’ve got the scent from the clothing, which we’ve already bagged for evidence, and now they’re searching for more from the potential male victim...’

‘Wonderful.  We’ll go and check in,’ I told her.

Snow and I made our way down the shore and then reached a dog handler we hadn’t met before.

‘Hello! I’m Detective Ally Emerson.  This is Detective Kate Snow,’ I told her.

‘Hey.  I’m Krissy Cavon.  This is Buddy,’ she told us, indicating the dog.  ‘And who is this?’ she asked, reaching to pet Ziggy, seeing as the dogs were busy sniffing each other to say hello. 

‘Uh...’ I began.

‘This is Ziggy.  He’s a support dog,’ Snow said, confidently, beside me.

‘Oh! Wonderful! He’s a gorgeous boy,’ she exclaimed, petting him some more.

‘We were sent this way to find out if there’s been any more finds, and to find out what you’re currently doing.’

‘Yes, of course.  Well, Buddy here is currently following the scent of the clothing which was found,’ she said, lifting the bag she held.  ‘I have a small part of it, which he’s using for scent.  Would you like me to show you?’ she asked, eagerly.

‘Yes please,’ Snow said, nodding her agreement. 

I watched as the woman called Buddy to sit, which was faintly amusing as Ziggy seemed to think he was involved and sat down beside Buddy, looking at the woman expectantly.  I wondered if he was asked to sit before getting a snack, because he certainly looked eager to please.

‘What happens is Buddy is called to attention,’ she told us, ‘And then he is given the scent to follow,’ she said, opening the evidence bag and bending so that Buddy could sniff the clothing.

At this point, Ziggy leaned in too, sniffing at the bag eagerly.  ‘Sorry,’ I said, pulling him back awkwardly, as the lead was loosely held in my cast covered hand.

‘Not a problem.  Then, he goes to search. Buddy! Find! Go!’ she told him, releasing him.

Buddy shot off down the shore, and to my surprise, Ziggy lunged after him, pulling free of my hold and making me stumble forwards violently.

‘Oh my God!’ Snow exclaimed, grabbing me as I almost fell to the floor, catching me before I hit the shingle floor.  ‘Are you okay?’ she asked.

‘I’m fine! But the dog!’ I cried, watching as he ran off gaily into the forest at top speed.  Buddy was off in the other direction, down the beach while Ziggy was out of sight within a matter of seconds.  ‘I’m so sorry,’ I told Krissy, the dog handler.  ‘We didn’t expect to have him with us when we were called here...I’ll go after him,’ I said to Snow.

‘You want help?’ she asked.

‘No, it’s fine,’ I told her. ‘I’ll be back in a second!’ I called, lumbering up the shore to the line of trees beyond.

‘Ziggy!’ I called, once I’d stepped into the forest.

A bark sounded back.

‘Ziggy!’ I tried again.  ‘Where have you gone you silly plonker?’ I called.

Trudging through the forest, where no-one else was, felt odd and a little eerie.  There was a slight wind, cold and icy, and it was whistling through the trees.  Barren branches waved at me threateningly, and I felt a shiver as I found myself growing frustrated.  ‘Ziggy!’ I called.

An answering bark sounded, then two more, alerting me to change direction and go deeper into the forest.

‘Ziggy?’ I shouted.

Two barks. 

‘Ziggy?’ I said, following the sound.

Ziggy barked yet again and I knew I was getting closer.

‘Ziggy?’ I called, jogging a little now.

Two more barks sounded.

I rounded a tree and then there he was, busy digging and panting happily at me, looking pleased as punch with himself as he bent, picked up something with his teeth, and then showed me.  

I felt a punch to my solar plexus and my breath halted in my body momentarily.  ‘Snow!’ I yelled, as loudly as I could.  ‘Ziggy...come here,’ I told him moving towards the unexpected grave and pulling him away.  ‘Fucking hell,’ I muttered, looking down to see what he’d uncovered.  ‘Fuck, fuck, fuck!’ I exclaimed, moving back with him and the lead.  ‘Snow! Snow!’ I called again.

‘Emerson?’ I heard in the distance.

‘Snow!’ I shouted.

‘Emerson? Where are you?’

‘Snow! This way! Come to my voice!’ I called her.

‘I’m coming!’ she called, sounding like she was running.

A few more seconds and then she was there, breathless from having run, her eyes alert. ‘What’s the matter?’ she exclaimed.

I just pointed, feeling my heart accelerating and then racing out of control.

‘Oh my God! Fuck, is that...Jeez, did Ziggy find this grave?’ she rambled, sounding completely shell shocked, as she looked towards the patch of earth which had been uncovered by Ziggy’s digging.

I wasn’t listening anymore to her as my ears were making a whooshing noise and my vision was blurred.  I felt like I couldn’t breathe, and my heart seemed to be running so fast that I simply couldn’t keep up. Sinking to my knees unexpectedly, I became lost in panic, my body completely out of my control while Snow was instantly at my side.

I couldn’t hear anything because the panic was spiralling.  I was panting instead of breathing, whimpering and moaning, gasping as I tried to draw in breath.  Snow was talking to me, but it sounded like I was in a tunnel, and everything was muffled and thick.  

Panic seized me but then I was knocked back by heavy paws, landing on my chest and then I was aware of Ziggy.  Pressure on my chest.  Hot, stinky, dog breath, as he panted near my face.  

Slowly, my vision cleared and my hearing came back.  

‘Ally, talk to me...please, Ally...it’s okay...it’s okay,’ she told me.

I blinked, more aware of Ziggy than of Snow.  His lumbering weight on my chest was grounding me, and I was slowly coming too.  ‘Cameron?’ I asked, hesitantly.

‘What?’ she exclaimed. ‘No! Ally, no! I’m not Cameron!’

‘In the...in the...ground...is
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