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        Prologue

        ‘Are you going to tell the police?’ she asks.

        ‘I think I have to,’ I say. My mouth is dry, my mind is racing to
            so many different places and thoughts and decisions all at once, I
            can’t keep up. I can’t hold a single thought in my head for too long
            because another dashes into its place. Air keeps snagging itself on
            the way in and out of my lungs so I haven’t taken a proper breath
            since my daughter started to speak, and my heart is running cold
            with the knowledge of who it was that killed my husband. And why.

        I have to tell the police this, of course I do.

        ‘Please don’t, Mum.’

        ‘But, Phoebe—’

        ‘Please don’t, Mum. Please. Please. Please.’ Her twelve-year-old
            body, nestled on my lap, shakes with fretful sobs. ‘Please. Please.
            Please. I’m scared. I’m really scared.’
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