Chapter 3    The mountain hotel

Then 1 saw the Mountain Hotel. 1 walked into the hotel and looked over to the bar. There was a fire; it was warm and comfortable. It looked nice, 1 thought. 
Janine Anderson's friends, Teresa Douglas and Jeff Mason, were in Room 203. They were about twenty-two, twenty-three years old. They looked young, lost. 

'It's terrible,' said Teresa. Her face was wet. She cried softly. 

Jeff sat down next to her on the bed and put his hand on her shoulder. 

1 looked around at the room. It was Jeff's room. From the window you could see a very high mountain, the one they called Snowpeak. There were clothes everywhere, ski boots under the window. 

'We can't believe she's dead, ma'am. It's terrible,' said Jeff. 

When he spoke 1 could hear that he came from Texas. He was a tall, blond young man, good-looking. 

'I understand,' 1 said. 'I'll try to be quick, but 1 have to ask some questions.' 

'Sure,' said Jeff. 

'It was eleven 0' clock,' Teresa said, 'when 1 went to look for Janine.' 

Teresa looked up at me. She had dark hair and very white skin. 

'You slept in the same room, you and Janine?' 1 asked. 'Yes,' she answered, 'me and Janine in one room, Room 309, and Jeff in this room.' 

I looked at the girl. I gave her time to tell her story. 'Janine went to the swimming pool at about nine o'clock. 
I fell asleep at about ten-thirty. I was very tired; we skied the whole day. But I woke up just before eleven o'clock and saw that Janine wasn't there. In her bed, I mean. So I got dressed and went up to the top floor. It was really cold outside. I saw her in the swimming pool. Just on top of the water.' The girl put her head in her hands. 'I can't stop thinking about it,' she said. She was quiet for a moment. 

'I jumped into the pool,' she went on. 'I tried to pull her out of the water, but she was too heavy. I turned her over and put my mouth to hers, but it was no good. I knew it was l?-0 good.' Teresa put her head in her hands again and cried. 

'And there was no-one else around?' I asked after a few minutes. 
'I couldn't see anyone,' she said. 'I shouted out and a hotel worker heard me. He called the police.' 

'And was Janine a good swimmer?' I asked. 

'Oh yes, ma'am,' said Jeff 'She was a great swimmer. I'm sure that Janine didn't drown by herself.' 

'And how long have you been here?' I asked. 

'Almost ten days,' said Jeff 'We have to leave tomorrow. 

Classes start next week.' 

'And do you want to write for a newspaper, like Janine?' I asked. 

'Yes, I do. I study journalism,' said Jeff. His face went white. 'Janine wanted so much to be a writer,' he said. 'It was the thing she wanted most in the world. And she was really good.' 

'We know each other from the ski club,' said Teresa. 'We all loved skiing.' 

'Is this your first time here in Pine Crest?' I asked. 

'Mm, yes it is for us,' said Jeff, 'but Janine knew it; she came here every year. To ski, I mean. She was the one ... She said it was a lovely place. And it's true. We were having a good time here.' 

'Did Janine know anyone here in Pine Crest?' I asked. 'I mean, did she see anyone while she was here - a friend ​anyone?' 

Teresa shook her head. 'I don't know,' she said. 'I don't think so. Just us, I think.' 

'But she sometimes went off on her own - alone?' I asked. 'Like the night she died?' 

'Yes. Janine always went to the pool alone in the evenings,' said Teresa. 'But she didn't talk about anyone. I don't think she knew anyone here. I think she just thought, or wrote in her notebook, and went swimming.' 
'Notebook?' I asked. 

'Yes, Janine wrote in her notebook every day,' said Teresa. 'She wrote about her day, about her thoughts, her feelings, I think. About things that happened to her, things she saw. Like Jeff said, she wanted to be a writer. She liked to write.' 

'And where's her notebook now?' I asked. 

'Well ... ' said Teresa, 'in our room, I think. She always kept it next to her bed. She liked to write when she woke up in the morning. You know, her dreams and things. Do you think it could be ... Shall I get it?' 

'We can all go,' I said. 

We all went upstairs to Room 309. It was the same as Jeff's room, but with two beds. Teresa looked for the notebook. 'I can't find it,' she said. 'It isn't here!' 

'It must be somewhere,' said Jeff 'Shall we help you look?' 'Well, OK,' said Teresa, 'but it isn't here. Really, it isn't. She always kept it next to her bed!' 

We looked everywhere in the room. But Teresa was right. 

Janine's notebook was gone. Perhaps she took it with her to the swimming pool last night? I left the dead girl's friends with some questions in my head. Where was Janine Anderson's notebook? Did Janine Anderson's killer take it? And if so, why? 
