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         Barnes doesn’t buzz very often. It may throb a little on Boat Race Day when the Oxford and Cambridge crews race along the Thames from Putney to Mortlake and crowds flock to its riverside pubs, and its pulse might quicken slightly during its book and music festivals and on the day of its food fair, but it’s only on the second Saturday of each July that this quiet area of South West London can properly be described as buzzing.

         This is the day of Barnes Fair.

         Earliest records of Barnes Fair describe a handful of stalls selling goods, food and drink, and young women racing round the pond for a prize of ribbons. It’s changed considerably since then, but although ribbon racing is no longer the main attraction, those who organise the event like to think it still retains some of its early innocence. Those who regard Barnes, despite its proximity to central London, as a village-like community, see the annual event very much as its village fair.

         Each year on the green next to the pond, spreading from Church Road to the north to Beverly Brook to the south, hundreds of stalls sell all kinds of goods. People enjoy food and drink from Barnes’s favourite bars and restaurants, 2listen to live music on the bandstand, take their children to the fun fair area where they can enjoy such old-fashioned attractions as a helter-skelter, a coconut shy, swing boats and a carousel, or simply sit down and watch the thousands of others who, like them, have come to SW13 to enjoy themselves.

         The longest day of the year may already have passed, schools may have already broken up, and some may have already gone on holiday, but for many the arrival of Barnes Fair marks the real beginning of the summer.

         
             

         

         Shelley Gregory grimaced as she made her way through the crowds on the green. She usually marvelled at the way the area by the pond, so quiet and peaceful for the rest of the year, was, on the day of Barnes Fair, transformed into a bustle of noise and activity. She usually enjoyed greeting anyone she knew with a smile and wave of her hand, stopping to chat whenever she could and reminding herself of how much she had become part of the community.

         The day held particular significance for her. Every year, as it drew closer, she would think back to what had happened on fair day when she was young and every year, on the day itself, she would meet the others by the carousel to remember it together. She would usually look forward to it and would usually enjoy it.

         But this year she was experiencing the day with very different emotions and finding it difficult to enjoy anything.

         “Shelley!”

         As was so often the case, Shelley heard Felicity Powell before she saw her. She was standing behind the Literary Society stall, in front of a board adorned with photos of past speakers and events, clutching a handful of programmes and membership forms. 3

         In a Breton shirt, cropped beige trousers and chunky white trainers, with fashionably large glasses and hair that looked as though it had been blow-dried at a salon that very morning, Felicity seemed to be a woman of quiet assurance. Her voice, though, was always a little too loud, the cut-glass vowels strained in a way that made any assurance seem not so much quiet as brittle.

         “You come most carefully upon your hour,” said Felicity with a knowing smile, as if expecting Shelley to be impressed by her line from Hamlet.

         Shelley, struck by the way Felicity had managed to make ‘hour’ sound like ‘are’, thought of coming back with another smart-arse Shakespeare quotation, but decided against it. The Literary Society, and Barnes for that matter, was full of people keen to show how clever they were, and, although it was a game Shelley had played, and played well, many times before, today she didn’t feel like participating.

         Felicity handed Shelley the forms and programmes. “I’ll leave you to it, then,” she said with a smile.

         It was a smile Shelley had come to recognise. The mouth may have widened and the teeth may have gleamed, but the narrow eyes and tight face suggested that hostility lay behind the apparent warmth.

         This was, in Shelley’s experience, typical of Barnes. On the surface everything seemed polite and civilised. People were nice to each other in what often seemed a display of excessive old-school charm, but what they said was often at odds with what they really thought. Sometimes Shelley felt she was in some kind of Jane Austen novel where a decoding of apparently innocent comments could reveal their far-from-innocent intentions. Like showing how clever you were, it was another game Shelley could play well. Today, though, she didn’t feel like playing that one either. 4

         Felicity turned as she headed off in the crowds. “See you tonight at Melinda’s,” she called over her shoulder.

         Melinda’s. Shelley thought of the party Melinda Field threw each year on the evening of the fair. Each year she wondered whether she should bother turning up and each year, without fail, she went, always resolving to make it the last time she did.

         Tonight she would turn up again, but this year it would be different. This year, she knew it would definitely be her last.

         “Shelley!”

         Shelley turned to see a figure in a brightly coloured jumper walking quickly, almost running, towards the stall.

          “What are you doing here?” she said. “Has something happened?”

         “Nothing’s happened.”

         “Then why aren’t you in the—?”

         “I know we’ve already spoken about it, but I’m worried and I thought maybe you could just listen again to—”

         Shelley threw her arms wide in exasperation. “I can’t talk now, can I? I’m doing this!”

         “But maybe—”

         “Don’t be ridiculous! We’ve spoken already. I’m happy to speak again but not here. And I’ve already told you I’m not going to change my mind.”

         “OK, but—”

         Shelley could see the disappointment, but this really wasn’t the place to discuss it.

         “I suggest you get back as soon as you can.”

         Shelley watched the figure turn and walk away. She had no time to deal with that kind of thing now. A busy day lay ahead. She had to help on another couple of stalls, meet the others, put in an appearance at Melinda Field’s party 5and then, late at night, when no-one else was around, she had to do what she had done every year at the fair since Esther died.

         She would talk to her alone for one last time.

         Just the two of them – together in their special place.
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         Vince Cooke wondered whether it was time to call it a day. He knew it was important to remember those who have gone, but surely there had to be some kind of cut-off point after which it was OK to stop – if not to stop remembering, then at least to stop remembering in the way they had chosen to. How many years was it now? How long was it since that summer when they all left school? As far as Vince was concerned it had become more of a superstition than an act of remembrance, a strange ritual that they persisted with, fearing that failing to do it one year would bring unspecified and unimaginable disaster on them all – or if not on them all, then on the one who broke the spell by failing to show up.

         It was remarkable that not one of them had ever missed it. Each year Vince was convinced someone would cry off but each year no-one had – all four of them had turned up as they had pledged to do all those years ago, and much to the irritation of his wife.

         “I don’t see the point,” Amanda would say every year when they started to plan their summer holiday. “It’s the perfect time for us all to get away and each year we have to wait until you’ve done it. What is it with you guys?” 7

         Vince had explained it more than once, telling her how much Esther had enjoyed it and how, on the afternoon of that fateful evening, she had urged the group to come back to Barnes and do it again each year. They had all agreed and that’s what they had faithfully done ever since – four rather than five, with Esther sadly missed and fondly remembered. It wasn’t an anniversary in the strictest sense of the term.

         It may have happened at the same time each year – the second Saturday in July – but that didn’t mean it always fell on the same date. And that added to Amanda’s irritation.

         “What I don’t get,” she had said that afternoon as Vince set out for Barnes, “is that it’s so long ago now – I mean, it’s a different life. You were kids. Why do you need to remember it?”

         The truth was that, despite his yearly consideration of whether or not to turn up, Vince knew that he always would. In his case this definitely was a superstition. He had no idea how or why the irrational belief had started but he was now convinced that if he failed to show something terrible would happen.

         
             

         

         Liz stopped at a stall to buy a coffee. She felt tired and was nursing a headache that wasn’t being helped by the noise and bustle of the crowds. She used to enjoy this once-a-year visit. Travelling down from North London to Barnes was like a trip to the country – all those leafy spaces and greenery – but it was also like a trip to the past. There was something forgotten about the place, as if it was still stuck in some village-green 1950s time warp, but more than that it was a return to the haunts of her youth, the place where she had spent her formative years.

         Liz took the coffee and headed for the carousel. As she took her first sip, her phone rang. She checked the screen. 8

         “Hi.”

         “How’s it going?” said her husband.

         “Just on my way.”

         “And you’re coming straight back afterwards?”

         “Straight back,” said Liz. “I’ll be home as soon as we’ve …”

         “As soon as you’ve what?”

         “Done it. I’ll head back as soon as we’re done. It’s really hot and crowded.”

         “I really don’t understand why—”

         “We’ve been through this before. Maybe next year I’ll—”

         “Maybe next year you won’t bother? You say that every year.”

         “Well maybe this year I mean it.”

         Liz didn’t mean it at all. This time next year, she knew she would be doing the very same thing and she knew exactly why – the promise they had made to each other on that distant Fair day, had, after the events of that evening, become an obligation to the memory of their dead friend and it would be a betrayal of that memory not to honour it.

         But there was another reason why Liz knew she would keep turning up, and what she had been sent a few weeks ago had served as a timely reminder of it.

         She could still see that one short word – a stark reminder of what she had been and of what, to all intents and purposes, she still very much was.

         
             

         

         Bobby Parker walked through the crowds wondering whether he was being recognised. Over the years he had become finely attuned to the inquisitive eyes of passers-by, the pause that was not quite a double-take but which signalled a registering. And over the years, Bobby had learned 9to acknowledge such moments with an almost imperceptible raising of the eyebrow that let the passer-by know that yes, he was who they thought he was.

         In crowds such as the one he was in today, thronging the paths beside Barnes Pond, it was a different story. People moved so slowly that he was confronted not so much by passers-by as by people who stood still in front of him for several seconds while he stood still in front of them, making the moments of recognition longer and more awkward.

         Sometimes, if he knew he was going to be in a crowd, Bobby tried to make himself a little less recognisable – a hat or cap, perhaps, or a collar turned up high, or a scarf swathed over his face, but this was a hot July day and such measures were out of the question. So, as he ambled through the fair, he did a lot of eyebrow-raising and smiling and even, on occasions, stopped to sign autographs.

         He never liked to complain about the attention. The public’s positive response to his small-screen incarnation had not only revived a career that was close to extinction, it had also brought him a level of fame he could never have dreamed of, and he would always be grateful for it. Even if his heart sank a little every time someone pointed at him and said ‘Look, it’s Inspector Christian!’, even if he sometimes tired of hearing his catchphrase – “interesting, all very interesting” – coming at him from the mouths of strangers, he knew he was lucky and should be grateful. Such things only confirmed that, however you chose to define the term, he had definitely made it.

         There had been times in the past, particularly when his career had been as far from making it as it was possible to imagine, when Bobby hadn’t wanted to come to the fair at all, but these days he came with a different attitude, knowing that strolling through the crowds each year to meet the 10others would give him that reassuring sense of self-worth and validation that all actors, no matter how successful they were or how much they claimed such things were unimportant, still needed.

         But now, as he made his way towards the carousel, Bobby was thinking not so much of what it was to be famous as of what brought him to the fair each year. It may have been a long time ago, but he still thought of it often – the what-ifs and the could-have-beens, the indiscriminate nature of fate, and, above all, the need to keep certain things from the past forever buried.
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         Garibaldi stood at the altar, worried that he was about to make a huge mistake. When he’d last been in this position he had been about to make a huge mistake, but at the time it had seemed very much the right thing to do. He and Kay were in love and wanted to spend their lives together. Nothing, he’d thought, could possibly go wrong.

         That so many things went so spectacularly wrong in the years that followed served only to show just how flawed Garibaldi’s judgement had been, but he liked to console himself with the thought that we all make errors in our youth and that, with the passing of time and the gaining of wisdom, he was unlikely to make the same mistake again.

         But now, at the altar, such consolation was hard to come by and several things were causing him serious concern.

         The first was the altar. What was he doing at an altar and, more specifically, an altar in a Catholic church? He gave up on all that stuff years ago, as soon as he reached the age of reason and could see through the lies and hypocrisy. So what the hell was he doing here? What on earth had brought him back?

         The second thing was the music. It was the John Prine and Lucinda Williams version of the old Hank Williams 12song ‘Wedding Bells’, one of his favourites. But, given that it was about a man at a wedding who thinks he should be the one marrying the bride, it seemed far from appropriate. Who the hell had chosen it?

         And the third thing, the one that was troubling him most and the one that may have been the principal cause of his anxiety, was Rachel.

         Or rather the absence of Rachel.

         He’d been standing at the altar for what seemed like forever and she still hadn’t shown.

         Surely she wasn’t going to …

         “Jim?”

         Ah, there she was.

         “Jim?”

         Her voice again. But where was it coming from?

         “Jim, are you OK?”

         She was above him, leaning over, curly auburn hair framing her bright-eyed face.

         “You were talking in your sleep. Well, when I say talking, I mean singing.”

         “Singing?”

         “Yeah. ‘Wedding Bells’. I hope you’re not having second thoughts.”

         “Second thoughts? Of course not. I – it was just another …”

         “Another anxiety dream? I thought they’d stopped.”

         “They have. I mean they come and go.” Garibaldi pulled himself up and rested on an elbow. “What time is it?”

         “Eight o’clock.”

         “And it’s Saturday, right?”

         “It’s Sunday.”

         “OK. Sunday, so yesterday was—”

         “Yesterday was Saturday. Barnes Fair, remember?” 13

         Barnes Fair. Thank God that was over for another year. Garibaldi couldn’t stand it. There were a few things he could just about tolerate, like the music on the bandstand and the books tent, but he had little time for the rest of it, especially the crowds that, at the height of proceedings, made it almost impossible to move.

         “What a great day,” said Rachel. “And such lovely weather.”

         Garibaldi yawned and stretched. Rachel’s taste in most respects (books and music in particular) was impeccable, but this blind spot had always worried him. When he had first taken her along to the fair he had expected her to share his cynicism, but she had wandered around, eyes wide with wonder, thrilled by the whole thing, irresistibly drawn to the hundreds of stalls selling all kinds of crap, spending what seemed like hours at each one. Clothes, plants, jewellery, ceramics, candles, crockery, glassware, massage oils, lamps, postcards, cushions, cuddly toys. You name it and Rachel, on this particular day of the year, seemed fascinated by it. Nothing escaped her attention and when she was in stall-visiting mode Garibaldi found it impossible to be with her for long.

         “It’s not really my thing,” said Garibaldi.

         “Really? I’d never have guessed.”

         “I think I did very well. I didn’t moan once.”

         “That’s because you weren’t with me for most of it. You spent nearly all afternoon in the books tent. And, despite your promise not to buy any, you came back with a whole load of them.”

         Garibaldi’s flat was full of books, piles of them yet to be read, and he knew there was no space for new ones. This year he’d promised Rachel he’d have a clear out and drop off a load of them for the fair. He’d also promised not to buy any more on the day. 14

         “OK,” he said, holding his hands up in admission. “Fair cop. So I got some books.”

         “And God knows how many more you’d have got if you hadn’t seen her there.”

         His ex-wife didn’t need to be referred to by name. The italicised pronoun was enough.

         “Hang on, it wasn’t just her. It was her and … him.”

         Him. Dom may not have been the only reason Garibaldi’s marriage had ended but he was certainly one of them, and he had become the focus for much of Garibaldi’s anger and resentment, some of it reasonable but much of it not. That Kay should have found Dom in any way attractive had always struck him as one of life’s great mysteries. And that Kay should have changed so much from the woman he once loved into someone he now barely recognised remained an even greater one.

         As far as Garibaldi was concerned Dom still had a lot to answer for. He was the one who had forked out the money to send Alfie to the private school sixth form to ‘maximise his life chances’ (those were his very words) and Garibaldi had no doubt it was Dom’s influence that had led to Alfie hanging out with the rich crowd when he got to Oxford. It was Dom who had made Kay put pressure on Alfie to switch to a more ‘useful’ degree subject. And it was Dom who’d insulted Alfie’s ‘woke’ girlfriend, a row which had led to Alfie storming out of his Putney mansion and never setting foot back in it since.

         The moment he had caught sight of his ex-wife rushed back to Garibaldi in technicolour detail. He’d been clutching a couple of John Updike and Julian Barnes paperbacks and was reaching out for a Montalbano novel when he caught sight of her. A fleeting glimpse, but enough for him to see it was her and realise she wasn’t alone. He’d buried his 15head in a box of books as soon as he’d caught sight of them, and when he’d risked another look and saw them leaving the tent he’d rushed back to Rachel to tell her the news.

         “I still don’t understand why you didn’t just say hello,” said Rachel, going into the kitchen.

         “You don’t understand? Really?”

         “Yeah. It might have been easier than spending the rest of the afternoon hiding your face behind a newspaper like you were in some old spy movie.”

         “I was keeping a low profile, that’s all.”

         “You were acting like a hunted animal.”

         Garibaldi knew he’d done the right thing. He rarely avoided a row whenever he spoke to his ex-wife, but he never avoided one when he spoke to both of them.

         “I didn’t want to talk to them, OK?”

         Rachel laughed. “Why not? I mean you could have told them about the wedding.”

         “That’s a joke, right?”

         “Not at all.” Rachel came out of the kitchen with two mugs of tea. “I mean, you love telling people about our wedding plans, don’t you? I catch you at it all the time.”

         The ‘W’ word had come to cause Garibaldi as much distress as mention of his ex-wife’s name. Quite why everything had to be so complicated he failed to understand. Yes, he wanted to marry Rachel but the whole idea of second-time-arounds, surely, was that you avoided all the crap that happened the first time. Yet in trying to make it different, to make it touchingly tailor-made and personal in a way that defied tradition and convention, it had become, in Garibaldi’s view, a bigger thing than either of them had wanted or imagined. In trying to make it look effortlessly casual, they seemed to have expended more effort and become more stressed than if 16they had opted for the traditional church service with all the trimmings.

         “Look,” said Garibaldi, taking a mug of tea from Rachel. “The planning’s yours, and I’m happy with that. It’s just that sometimes I think our idea of keeping it simple—”

         “You think I’m not keeping it simple?”

         “No, not at all. It’s great—”

         Garibaldi paused. Having avoided a row with Kay and Dom yesterday the last thing he needed today was one with Rachel.

         “So tell me,” said Rachel, sitting next to him on the bed and cradling her mug of tea, “This dream you were having …”

         “It was nothing. Honest.”

         “Really? It seemed to involve a song about a wedding.”

         “Yeah, it did, but—”

         “So I’ve nothing to worry about, then?”

         “Not at all.”

         “No second thoughts?”

         “Of course not. I want to do it.” Garibaldi reached for Rachel’s hand. “There’s something else I want to do as well.”

         “What’s that?”

         “Well, you know it’s Sunday?”

         “Sure.”

         “So no school, no work and plenty of time. Why don’t we …?”

         He pulled Rachel closer and moved his lips towards hers.

         As he did his phone rang. He picked it up from the bedside table and checked the screen.

         Deighton.

         “I’m sorry,” he said. “I have to take this.”

         “Work?” 17

         He nodded and pressed ‘answer’.

         “Jim?”

         “Boss.”

         “Sorry to disturb your Sunday.”

         “No problem.”

         “We’ve got a body.”

         “Right. Where?”

         “On a merry-go-round.”

         “A merry-go-round?”

         “Yeah. You know Barnes Fair?”

         “I was there yesterday.”

         “The body’s in the middle of the carousel.”
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         Every year the organisers of Barnes Fair cleaned up the site with such clinical efficiency that the area around the pond was restored to its pristine state of tidy sleepiness within hours of the fair ending. The only evidence that a short time ago this had been the scene of a crowded fair were the white tents scattered across the green like abandoned wedding marquees and the funfair area between the Old Sorting Office and Beverley Brook where the rides remained until their removal the next morning.

         Garibaldi locked his bike to the Methodist church on Station Road and walked towards the rides. Police cars and a forensic van were parked between the fairground trailers, and beyond the blue-and-white police tape that cordoned off the site the helter-skelter and the swing boats stood static and silent.

         But the carousel bustled with activity.

         Garibaldi walked towards the cordon. As he did, DS Gardner approached him.

         Garibaldi raised his hand in greeting. “OK, Milly, what have we got?”

         “Woman. Forties or fifties. Looks like she’s been struck on the head.” 19

         “Anything else?”

         “Yeah. One of the horses has come a cropper as well.”

         “One of the horses?”

         “The ones you ride on.”

         “What’s happened to it?”

         “It’s on the other side of the ride from the body. Looks a bit weird, as if someone’s killed it as well.”

         “Someone’s killed a wooden horse? What is this, a Greek myth?”

         “No, it’s—” Gardner broke off, confused. “Someone’s taken one of the horses down.”

         “Any ID? The woman, that is, not the horse.”

         “Shelley Gregory. We have her phone and her cards.”

         “I see.” Garibaldi walked towards the cordon with Gardner beside him. He showed his card to the uniform, and took the offered forensic suit, face mask, latex gloves and overshoes. When he’d put them on he ducked through the tape and looked at the carousel.

         A green tarpaulin hung from the circular top which proclaimed in bright-red lettering ‘Rides from the Past’. The tarpaulin covered most of the carousel but in one part the ropes that tied it together had been undone and the material pulled back to provide access. It looked like the flap of a tent entrance.

         Garibaldi followed Gardner towards it and stepped through the gap onto the carousel platform.

         “Haven’t been on one of these for years,” he said with a laugh.

         “Yeah,” said Gardner. “You and the rest of them.”

         “Sorry?”

         “‘Haven’t been on one of these for years’. Everyone’s said it this morning. I even said it myself.”

         “Oh, well,” said Garibaldi. “That’s Sundays for you. Never at my best on a Sunday.” 20

         Garibaldi entered the white tent which had been erected in the middle of the carousel and saw the SOCOs at work collecting samples, bagging and labelling. A photographer’s camera flashed. An officer spoke into a phone. And there, in the middle of the scene, almost at the dead-centre of the circular platform, was the body.

         Martin Stevenson was crouched over it. He turned his head and looked up as Garibaldi bent down beside him. “Ah, Garibaldi. All the fun of the fair, eh?”

         “You reckon?”

         “Of course not. It’s Sunday morning. I’d rather be on the golf course than looking at a corpse on a carousel.”

         Garibaldi leaned closer to the body and looked at the pool of blood beneath its head. “So what do you make of it?”

         Stevenson got to his feet.

         “Looks like the victim sustained a severe blunt-force trauma to the left temporal region. The impact pattern suggests a cylindrical object approximately 2–3 inches in diameter.” Stevenson pointed at a pole lying close to the body. “So, my money’s on that.”

         Garibaldi looked at the twisted gold-coloured pole. “What is it?”

         “One of the poles that attaches the horses to the top of the carousel.”

         Garibaldi stood up and walked over to it. Blood was visible on one end. “So she was hit with this then?”

         “Reckon so. The angle of impact indicates the blow came from below and slightly to the side – roughly 30 degrees upward trajectory. No signs of defensive wounds on her hands or forearms, which tells me either she didn’t see it coming or couldn’t react in time. Possibly she was looking away or she was distracted.”

         “And what about time of death?” 21

         “She hasn’t been here long, but as always I can’t be too precise.”

         “Imprecisely, then.”

         Stevenson sighed. “I’d say between six to ten hours ago.”

         “So late last night or sometime earlier this morning.”

         Garibaldi stood up and looked around. “Milly said something about one of the horses.”

         “Yeah.” Stevenson walked to the other side of the carousel and pointed at one of the horses lying on its side on the platform. “Striking beasts, aren’t they?”

         “Striking?”

         “In a carnivalesque kind of way.”

         Carnivalesque. Only Doc Stevenson could come up with such a word at a crime scene.

         Garibaldi looked round at the other horses. Three abreast and brightly coloured, they varied in size, the largest on the outside built to carry the sturdiest of adults, the ones on the inside much smaller, suited to children riding alone. Intricately patterned in vibrant colours, they may have been striking, but he also found them unsettling. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but there was something nightmarish about them.

         Garibaldi went back to the body. “Well, whenever it happened, it couldn’t have been while the fair was going on, could it? So it has to be some time after it finished.” He turned to Gardner. “Do we know when the fair ended?”

         “The last ride was at five thirty,” said Gardner. “I checked with the man in charge.”

         “OK,” said Garibaldi. “And who found her?”

         “A fitness trainer,” said Gardner. “On her way back from an early morning session. Bought a cup of coffee, walked back through the funfair area, noticed the flap of the tarpaulin was open, went in to have a look. Thought she might sit on one of the horses to drink her coffee.” 22

         “Bit of a strange decision,” said Garibaldi.

         Gardner shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. Everyone likes these things, don’t they?”

         “You reckon?”

         “Didn’t you go on one when you were a kid?”

         “I did, yes, but it was a long time ago.” Garibaldi saw again the faces of his parents, smiling and waving as he travelled round, holding on tightly as he tried to wave back. “It’s very much a kids’ thing, isn’t it?”

         “Exactly,” said Stevenson. “One of the childish things you put away when you become a man?”

         Garibaldi smiled. He’d always been a fan of Stevenson, admiring the way he displayed irony, intelligence and irreverence – his favourite ‘I’ words and qualities which he found lacking in so many of his colleagues.

         “So this woman,” said Gardner, “came through the open flap with her coffee looking for a horse to sit on and there it was.”

         Gardner pointed at the body.

         Garibaldi reached for the cover and pulled it back. It was a face he thought he’d seen before, but he couldn’t place it.

         Then, suddenly, he remembered.
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         DCI Deighton stood at the front of the incident room. At times like this she always reminded Garibaldi of a headmistress. He couldn’t work out exactly why. It could have been her air of brisk efficiency. It could have been her business-like outfit of navy suit and crisp white shirt. Or it could, and this was always the conclusion Garibaldi reached, have been her reading glasses. The way she held them and swung them in her hand, the way she put them on at moments when she needed to scrutinise something closely, and the way she perched them on the end of her nose and looked at you over the top of them – Garibaldi was convinced it was Deighton’s handling of her glasses that made him feel he was back at school whenever he was in her presence.

         Deighton lifted her head from her notes and turned to the whiteboard behind her.

         “Shelley Gregory,” she said, pointing at a photo of the body on the carousel. “We await the post-mortem results but cause of death appears to be blunt force trauma to the head, the result of a blow from a metal object. And the object in question was, in all probability, this.” She pointed at a photo next to the one of the body. “A carousel pole found close to the body with signs of blood on one end.” 24

         Deighton paused and looked round the room.

         “So what do we know about Shelley Gregory? A Barnes resident. In fact, the owner of Shelley’s, a shop in Barnes High Street. Married to Mark, and they lived in Brookwood Avenue. That’s all we have at the moment and it goes without saying that we need to know more. More about her and about what brought her to that carousel. Any questions at this stage?”

         Garibaldi turned towards Gardner. She was usually first out of the blocks and he expected her hand to be raised. Today her head was down.

         “Any CCTV coverage of the carousel?” asked DC Hodson.

         “Of the carousel?” Deighton shook her head. “There’s a camera on the Old Sorting Office by the pond, but it doesn’t cover that part of the green, and there are some cameras on the houses on Station Road which we need to check out. There’s also a chance dashcams might have picked something up, especially cars going south in the direction of Barnes Station. But given that the carousel is in the middle of the green that’s unlikely.”

         DC MacLean raised his hand. “Was there any security? I mean were those fairground rides unattended?”

         “Staff from the firm providing the fairground entertainments, a firm called Fun of The Fair – yes, really – were staying overnight in caravans parked on the site. We’ll need to speak to them again, but so far they’ve said they heard nothing during the night. And, with regard to security, we’ve spoken to the Community Association that organises the fair who say they arrange security in the days before the fair when it’s being set up but none on the night it finishes. Nearly everything is cleared off the site very quickly. Fun of The Fair make a start on the Saturday night but finish 25dismantling everything on the Sunday morning before transporting it back to their base in Sussex.”

         “And what about camera coverage of the fair itself?” said DC Hodson.

         “Unlikely,” said Deighton. “As I said, the Old Sorting Office camera may have picked something up and some of the shop cameras at the Church Road entrance to the fair might have something, but that’s about it.”

         “Why do we need coverage of the fair?” asked Garibaldi.

         “What do you mean?” said Deighton.

         “I mean are we assuming that there’s a connection between the murder and the fair?”

         “We’re assuming nothing,” said Deighton, “but she was found on that merry-go-round, on that carousel.”

         “OK,” said Garibaldi, “but the morning after the fair. There’s nothing to show that it’s connected in any way to what she did there the day before.”

         “At the moment,” said Deighton, “there’s nothing to show anything, so we keep an open mind and explore all possibilities. Given that we know the fair is where Shelley Gregory was the day before she was found dead we need to know what she did there.” She shot Garibaldi another glance. “The Barnes Fair organisers, needless to say, are devastated. Given the spate of recent attacks by protestors on Barnes shops, their biggest worry was that the fair would be targeted in some way. They’d heard rumours, nothing more, but that was their big concern and they no doubt breathed a huge sigh of relief when the day passed off peacefully. Then, the next morning—” Deighton turned and pointed at the photo of the body on the carousel. “—they have this to deal with. They feel the murder’s tarnished the fair and in a sense it has. But more importantly it’s ended a life and we owe it to the victim and her family to find out 26who’s responsible. And it goes without saying that we need to know more about Shelley Gregory and what was going on in her life. So let’s get on it. Find out how the victim lived—”

         “And you’ll find out how the victim died.” Garibaldi, as ever, finished the line under his breath, wondering why, if it went without saying, his boss was so fond of saying it.

         
             

         

         “Everything OK?”

         Garibaldi turned to Gardner as she drove them over Chiswick Bridge towards Barnes. Her brow was furrowed and the corners of her lips were slightly turned down, giving the impression of someone baffled by a difficult question. This, Garibaldi had learned over the years, was her face’s default position rather than evidence of reflection.

         “Yeah,” said Gardner. “Everything’s fine.”

         Garibaldi said nothing but kept his eyes on her.

         Gardner, conscious that he was still looking at her, gave a brief sideways glance. “Why do you ask?”

         “You were pretty quiet in the meeting this morning.”

         “Right, so that means I’m not OK, does it?”

         The tetchiness in her voice took Garibaldi by surprise.

         “It’s not like you, that’s all, so I thought I’d just, you know, check in.”

         In the years Garibaldi and Gardner had worked together, the car had become their confessional, a place where, between the banter and the work stuff, important conversations happened. Something about the way they didn’t need to look at each other, the way their eyes were fixed ahead as they spoke, made revelation easier. It had worked in a similar fashion when he used to go on long walks with Kay and it still worked that way with Alfie when he sat beside him watching QPR at Loftus Road. 27

         “OK,” said Gardner after a pause. “But everything’s fine, thanks.”

         Garibaldi wasn’t convinced. He had sensed Gardner’s low mood after she was dumped by Chris and had been treading carefully ever since, trying hard to avoid making any kind of judgement whenever she mentioned him.

         “I hope you don’t mind my asking,” said Garibaldi. “It’s just that—”

         “OK,” said Gardner. “So I didn’t say anything in the briefing and I know that’s not like me, but it doesn’t necessarily mean that something’s wrong.”

         The logic didn’t convince him. Gardner being quiet in meetings was like the sun not rising. It went against the natural order.

         Gardner gave  him another  brief  sideways  glance. “Look – I know what you think’s going on. I know you think it’s Chris, that I haven’t got over him, but it really isn’t. Whenever I think back over what happened I end up thinking I’m best off out of it. He wasn’t right for me.”

         “These things are never straightforward,” said Garibaldi with a restrained nod. He wanted to agree, but not too enthusiastically.

         “Exactly,” said Gardner. “That’s it exactly. Nothing’s straightforward. And the trouble with Chris is he thought everything was – that it was all just a matter of being positive all the time.”

         “When you say you think back over what happened …” Garibaldi knew he was pushing it but, sensing Gardner was on the brink of revelation, thought it worth the risk.

         “Yeah,” said Gardner. “That stupid fucking firewalk!”

         There it was. The ‘F’ word.

         Garibaldi had always suspected that Gardner’s failure to walk across twelve feet of hot coals on the Robin Anthony 28Self-Empowerment Weekend in Cardiff had been a factor in the end of the relationship (further evidence in his eyes of how ludicrous the relationship had been in the first place) but Gardner had yet to admit it.

         “I’ve never really told you what happened, have I?”

         “No, just that you couldn’t do it and that—”

         “Look, the thing is … the thing is I froze.”

         “Froze?”

         “Yeah. Ironic, isn’t it? I froze. In front of twelve feet of burning coals and I froze. I could feel the heat coming off them and I froze.”

         “I think I’d freeze myself. Can’t think of anything worse.”

         “And Chris was so upset, so disappointed that he decided we should finish. I mean, he couldn’t carry on going out with someone who failed to walk over twelve feet of hot coals at Robin Antony’s motivational weekend, could he?”

         Garibaldi said nothing for a few moments.

         “Look,” he said eventually. “It’s difficult to know what to say in these circumstances, but …”

         He trailed off, wishing he’d stopped before the ‘but’.

         “I know what you’re going to say. You’re going to say but I’m well off out of it, aren’t you?”

         “No. I—”

         “Yes you are. And shall I tell you how I know? I know because it’s what you’ve said every time I’ve finished with someone.”

         Garibaldi recalled Gardner’s previous relationships – wideboy Kevin, who’d been screwing around behind her back, smarty-pants Tim, who liked to make Gardner feel intellectually inadequate and now Chris, for whom life was one long self-improvement seminar, punctuated by inspirational quotations and empowering mantras. 29

         “I don’t think I ever—”

         Gardner lifted a hand off the wheel to stop him.

         “You may not have said it explicitly at the time it happened, but it became quite clear in our conversations that that was what you thought.”

         Garibaldi sighed. This wasn’t going well. “Look, I’m sorry if I gave that impression. I didn’t mean to …”

         “To what? Pass judgement? I think that’s exactly what you did.”

         Garibaldi said nothing, holding his hands up, a footballer acknowledging a foul.

         Gardner was right. He passed judgement the whole time – that’s what he was known for, together with his fondness for left-field references and obscure quotations – and maybe he’d been unable to disguise his feelings when her relationships had ended.

         “Tell you what,” he said, making yet another resolution to go easy on his sergeant, “why don’t we go past Gail’s and pick up a pastry?”

         He looked at Gardner’s response and was pleased to see the beginnings of a smile.
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         Mark Gregory had the kind of chisel-jawed fresh face that Garibaldi always associated with rugby players and public schoolboys. He had no evidence that Gregory had either played the game or attended such an institution, but there was something about his appearance that made him indistinguishable from many of the men Garibaldi saw around Barnes, particularly when he made the mistake of going to the farmers’ market or strolling down the High Street on a Saturday morning.

         Today, though, as he sat in the living room of his Brookwood Avenue house, shoulders slumped, ashen-faced, Mark Gregory looked a far cry from Saturday morning Barnes Man. He was in the grip of grief.

         “If only I’d been with her. Maybe if I’d been with her …”

         “You mustn’t blame yourself,” said Gardner.

         “I just can’t believe it. I mean … are you sure it’s murder?”

         “We’re treating her death as suspicious,” said Garibaldi, “which is why we need to ask you a few questions.”

         “Of course. This whole thing, it’s … it’s …”

         Garibaldi gave a sympathetic nod. “Tell me, Mark, do you know what your wife did on Saturday?” 31

         “She was at Barnes Fair.”

         “Was she there for the whole day?”

         Mark looked baffled. “That’s where she said she was going. It never occurred to me that she wouldn’t go, so I assume … I mean, she goes every year—”

         “I’m not suggesting she wasn’t there, Mark. I just wondered if you knew anything about how she spent the day.”

         “I should have been there, shouldn’t I? If I’d been there—”

         “We realise how difficult this must be for you,” said Gardner in a gentle tone.

         “She always helped on a few stalls,” said Mark. “I assume … I mean, she didn’t mention it, but I’ve no reason to believe she didn’t do the same this year.”

         “Which stalls did she help on?” said Garibaldi.

         “The bowls club was one of them.”

         “Which bowls club is that?”

         “Barnes Bowling Club. She likes to bowl in the summer.” Mark paused and shook his head slowly. “Liked. That should be liked now, shouldn’t it?”

         “So she helped on the bowls club stall,” said Gardner with a sympathetic smile. “What were the other ones?”

         “The Literary Society. She helped out there as well and then there was another … what was that? Oh, yes, The Drama Group. She likes … liked to act.”

         “So Shelley would have spent some time on those stalls on Saturday?” said Garibaldi.

         “I think so. She did it each year. And then in the evening, after the fair, she went to a party, a barbecue. She did that every year as well.”

         “Where was this party?” said Garibaldi.

         “Melinda’s.”

         “Melinda …?” 32

         Mark looked at him blankly.

         “Do you have her surname?”

         “Melinda Field.”

         “And her address?”

         Mark gave them a blank look. “Her address? Laurel Road, I think … look, I’m sorry. I’m not quite with it. The thing is I’ve just remembered something else Shelley did every year at the fair and it’s … well to be honest this makes the whole thing very weird.”

         “What do you mean?” said Garibaldi.

         “It’s weird that she was found there. On the carousel. I mean she does it every year. Every year she meets them and they … and she …”

         “What does she do?” said Garibaldi.

         Mark spread his arms wide. “She goes for a ride on the carousel.”

         “The carousel?”

         “Yeah. They all do it. They do it together.”

         “Why do they do that?”

         “It’s a thing they’ve always done. It’s …” Mark broke off and shook his head.

         “When you say ‘they’?” said Gardner, “who do you mean?”

         “Friends from school. They meet up each year at the fair and they go on the carousel.”

         “They go on the carousel?”

         “Yes, they – look, I can’t take this in, I really can’t.”

         “Do you know who these friends were?”

         “Their names?” Mark looked to one side, as if trying to remember. “Well one of them was Bobby, I know that. I remember him of course, as he’s famous. And the others … let’s see, who were they? I think they were Vince and Liz.” 33

         “Do you know them?”

         “Not really. I met them once when I went along to the fair with Shelley and she introduced me to them, but since then I’ve just let her get on with it. To tell you the truth, the fair’s not really my kind of thing and I’ve always liked to have an excuse to miss it completely. The golfing weekend this year was perfect but maybe … maybe if I’d been there …”

         “You say Bobby’s famous,” said Garibaldi. “What for?”

         “He’s an actor. He plays Inspector Christian.”

         “Inspector Christian?” Garibaldi nodded. He never watched TV detective shows as a rule but when it came to Inspector Christian he made an exception. “Do you have his contact details?”

         “Bobby’s?”

         “All of them.”

         Mark looked round the room as if they might be lurking in a corner. “I don’t know, but I’m sure I can get them. They’re probably in Shelley’s address book. I’m pretty sure she still has one – if not they’ll be on her phone or her laptop.”

         “If you could dig them out, that would be great.”

         “Of course.”

         Garibaldi leafed through his notebook. “So tell me, Mark, where were you playing golf?”

         “Oxfordshire.”

         “I see. And you were away for how long?”

         “Do you really need to know this, Detective? You don’t think that I—?”

         “We’re just trying to get a clear picture of everything.”

         “I left on Friday night. I was going to come back on Monday morning but when I got the call …”

         Gardner leaned forward and rested his elbows on his 34knees. “Tell me, Mark, did anything about Shelley’s recent behaviour strike you as unusual?”

         “Unusual? In what way?”

         “Anything that you thought was odd, or out of character?”

         “Out of character?” Mark paused for a few seconds. “No, it was pretty much all as … all as usual.”

         “Had Shelley been in any trouble at all recently?” said Garibaldi.

         “Trouble? What do you mean?”

         “Any difficulties or situations that had worried her.”

         “No, not at all. I mean, no more than the usual shit we all have to put up with.”

         “No arguments or disputes with anyone?”

         “You think she’s had an argument with someone, and they’ve killed her?”

         “I’m just trying to find out what was going on in her life.”

         “What was going on in her life? You make her sound like some sort of … I don’t know, criminal. This is ridiculous! These things don’t happen to people like … people like Shelley. I can’t for the life of me think of anyone who would want to kill her.”

         Garibaldi leafed through his notebook. “How were things in the shop?”

         “Shelley’s? You think that’s relevant?”

         “I’ve no idea. I’m just asking.”

         “Do you know the shop?”

         “I do, yes.”

         Shelley’s was Garibaldi’s first port of call whenever he needed a greetings card – that’s why he’d recognised its owner when he saw her body lying on the carousel.

         Mark sighed. “She always wanted to have a shop – it was 35her crazy dream, I suppose – for some it’s a restaurant or a pub or chucking everything in and living on a farm, but for Shelley it was always a shop.” He chuckled, as if amused by a memory. “And the thing about Shelley is that if she wanted something she usually got it.” He looked at Garibaldi, his eyes dulled with shock. “I’ve no idea what we’ll do with it now.”

         “But everything was fine there?” said Garibaldi.

         Mark gave a blank look, as if he hadn’t heard the question. “Sorry?”

         “In the shop. Everything was fine?”

         Mark gave a slow nod. “She loved it. I – I’m sorry, I—”

         “If there’s anything you can remember, Mark,” said Gardner. She always seemed calm in these situations, speaking in a soft, gentle voice. It wasn’t quite good cop, bad cop but it came close. “The more we know about Shelley the more chance we have of finding out what happened.”

         “I’ll tell you all I can, obviously, but at the moment I’m …. I can’t take it in.”

         “Of course,” said Gardner. “And we’ll leave you to it, but if anything does occur to you, please do get in touch.”

         Garibaldi reached into his pocket, took out a card and handed it to him.

         “Will you be OK?” said Gardner.

         Mark looked at his watch. “Charlie’s on his way. Should be here any minute.”

         “Charlie?” said Garibaldi.

         “Our son. There’s nothing he can do, but he just wants to, you know, be here.”

         “Of course he does,” said Gardner.

         Garibaldi closed his notebook and nodded to Gardner.

         “We’ll leave you with the Family Liaison Officer,” said Gardner, standing up with Garibaldi, “and she’ll be here to help and support.” 36

         “I don’t need support, I need an explanation – I just don’t understand it. It’s … too much to take in.”

         “Of course it is,” said Garibaldi, heading for the door. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

         He had never been a great fan of cliches, but in situations like this he was glad they were there; sometimes reaching for the nearest one was all you could do.
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