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Evening Argus Friday 17 November 2017

‘Woman’s body found in local
woods was “homlclde victim”

Surrey police believe the death of an
identified 1 remains

" were found recently in woods near
Wrysley, was the the result of homicide.
Following the discovery of the remains
in thick undergrowth by a couple
searching for their missing dog, forensic
investigations recovered an entire
female skeleton. The victim was about
1.5 metres tall with dyed red hair.
The forensic odentologist report stated
that she would have been aged between
20 and 30 years. Police believe she was
killed elsewhere and dumped on the site

A

and estimate this would have occurred
sometime between 9 months and one
Detectives said that identifying the -
young woman was crucial to_th-
opening of a murder mvecﬂ"
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Last December - the 21st to be precise,
and not so long before they came

to arrest me — I remember buying
macaroons in Burlington Arcade.

T'd left Phoebe in charge of the gallery
and had only meant to be out for the
short time it took to walk to Piccadilly
and back.

1 polished off the macaroons in the
street, each hit of chocolate and salted
caramel lasting several seconds.

Then I was on edge again. I knew very
well that something was up, and sure
enough, there was Jane McMullen
waiting to cross the road. That day

I had ignored all her calls and e-mails.
Phoebe had been instructed to say that
1 was unavailable.

i

Jane McMullen launched herself off the pavement without looking and scuttled
across Piccadilly - bound I knew, for the gallery. I willed a fatal accident: in the
blink of an eye, Jane mown down by the 19 bus and carried halfway to the Ritz.
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But Jane crossed the road unharmed and
kept going in the direction of Brummell
Yard. She is the widow of the sculptor Ken
McMullen. I have known them both for
years; my ex-husband Freddie Boult was
Ken’s long-term dealer.

| panicked. Clearly Jane must have
learned about the jiggery-pokery.

1 couldn’t bear to face her. She is an
innocent old sheep. A potter, maker
of hulking tableware. And she is the
steadfast keeper of her dead husband’s
flame. I just couldn't face her.

Phoebe, can you hearme?
ook, I've been heldup.. .
No,I'mnot...when it's time

Just lockupandgo.. -

USually, to kill time I might have gone
to The Wolseley for eggs Benedict and
some fruit scones but I needed air.

I rang my driver to say that I would
find my own way home and then
wandered for hours through the
crowds of imbecile Christmas shoppers.
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