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Introduction


‘Hitchcockian.’


Has any other film director become so famous that he has also become an adjective? Or that an image of his silhouette would be recognised anywhere on the planet?


In his long and varied career, East London-born Alfred Hitchcock directed fifty-three movies over fifty years of filmmaking, in addition to countless TV episodes, many of which he also produced.


His name has become universally synonymous with suspense, and although he did create a handful of movies in other genres, in particular during his early years, when you ask any filmgoer they will automatically associate the Hitchcock name with crime, mystery and even horror, and they will no doubt also be capable of reeling off a handful or two of classic movies within the genre: Psycho, Vertigo, North by Northwest, Frenzy, Strangers on a Train, The Lady Vanishes, The Lodger, The Birds, Rear Window, Dial M for Murder, Rebecca, Shadow of a Doubt, Notorious, Rope, To Catch a Thief, Marnie, The 39 Steps and on and on. Everyone who enjoys the movies has a favourite Hitchcock film.


Hitchcock was also a great reader and appreciator of mystery and gothic literature, and a great majority of his films adapt famous novels and short stories, in addition to plundering the pulp magazines for inspiration and material for his long-lasting Alfred Hitchcock Presents TV series, and editing countless paperback print anthologies in which he was given the opportunity to showcase not just some of the stories that he turned into movies, but also hundreds of other tales of mystery and suspense that he felt had earned larger public recognition. He was, for instance, one of the first US editors to highlight the short fiction of Roald Dahl.


Authors he championed and adapted include Robert Bloch, Daphne du Maurier, Patricia Highsmith, Agatha Christie, Winston Graham, Marie Belloc Lowndes, John Buchan, Cornell Woolrich, Boileau-Narcejac, David Dodge, Ethel Lina White, Josephine Tey, Patrick Hamilton, Somerset Maugham, etc…


Alfred Hitchcock’s influence persists to this day, with his complete filmography (including his silent films) and much of his TV output ever available in DVD and Blu-ray format or on streaming platforms, and many modern movies, and successful ones at that, are often pale imitations of his work or directly inspired by him, his narrative and visual techniques. When in doubt, copy the Master!


Not bad for a short, plump man from London’s East End when it comes to legacies, no?


There have been well over a hundred volumes written about Hitchcock and his films, but ironically no one has, to the best of my knowledge, turned things around and sought to pinpoint contemporary (as well as older) mystery and suspense authors who have been visibly influenced by Hitchcock.


When I did a quick survey of writers of my acquaintance in the crime and mystery field, each and every one openly admitted to particular favourite Hitch movies and stories, narrative techniques, and his undoubted influence on their writing, as well as intimate memories about the circumstances when they first saw and were affected by Hitchcock films. It was like opening a box of wonders.


Which is how this collection came about. I asked them all, ‘Would you like to write a brand-new story inspired by Hitch and his films?’ and very few declined the invitation. Authors from both sides of the gender divide, from a variety of countries and backgrounds, all determined to reflect what the king of suspense meant to them.


Twenty-four stories by masters of the genre, each a small gem, some with obvious lineage to one movie or another, others more oblique and sometimes personal; in some tales, Hitch appears in an obligatory cameo (how could he not?), while in others he is even a significant character; but even in absence, his presence presides!


On a personal note, I still remember the first time Alfred Hitchcock entered my own life and, in all probability, was partly instrumental in making me who I became as a future writer with a soft spot for blondes! I was fourteen or fifteen and living in Paris, where I grew up. On a Sunday, after lunch, my parents and family would invariably slip me a few francs and ask me to take my younger cousin Betty (who was three years younger than me) to the movies. Normally we would watch comedies or historical epics in that then wonderful new format CinemaScope, but on this occasion we couldn’t find a suitable movie, so we wandered down the Grands Boulevards in search of a cinema and alighted on a fleapit where Vertigo was playing in a dubbed version. I’m unsure what my younger cousin made of it, but I left that screening in a daze, for the very first time aware of the sheer emotional power the movies could generate, and that a film could be so much more than mere entertainment. I have seen Vertigo many times since and it still has the same effect on me, indelibly branding my mind with images of stairs, locks of hair, immortal trees, the streets of San Francisco, the two faces of Kim Novak, the music of Bernard Herrmann and the terrible realisation that love was fleeting and painful. I blame you, Hitch, for all those forlorn but magical femmes fatales in my books and stories!


So, close the curtains, but keep the lights on and savour these wicked tales of the imagination while holding tight to your chair or your bedsheets!


Maxim Jakubowski










Strangers on a School Bus


Peter Swanson


‘Are you Jane?’ Detective Marchand asked after entering the interrogation room and shutting the door behind her. 


The hunched-over girl looked up, nodded. She had dark hair that hid her face, and she was practically being swallowed up by a baggy sweatshirt.


‘Hi, Jane. I’m Detective Marchand. I was wondering if I could ask you some questions.’


Jane straightened her back a little and looked at the detective. ‘Sure, why not? Everyone else is.’


‘You’ve been interrogated a few times, I’m guessing.’


Jane held up a fist and unfurled a finger for each person she described. ‘Detective with the huge forehead, detective with the red moustache, lawyer who wore the same perfume my mom wears, then lawyer who looked like a teenage boy. And now you.’


‘Now me.’


‘Detective with the fancy nails.’


Rosalie Marchand looked down at her nails. It was true that she’d been to the manicurist just two days earlier. ‘That’s how you’ll remember me?’


Jane shrugged.


Detective Marchand had come over from the neighbouring town of Saltwick in order to interrogate Jane Weir. New Essex had only one female detective and she was currently on her honeymoon in Turks and Caicos, and Lieutenant Mark Acosta, Chief of Detectives for New Essex (and, yes, he did have a particularly large forehead) had thought that a female detective might have a better chance of getting the truth out of this girl.


‘Jane, do you think you could talk a little more to me about Lisa…?’ Detective Marchand hesitated, intentionally blanking on the surname.


‘Lisa Kelly,’ Jane said. 


‘Right, Lisa Kelly. She’s a senior, like you, isn’t she?’


‘Yes, but she’s new to our school. I didn’t really know her, before, you know…’


‘Before you had a conversation on the school bus.’


‘Right,’ Jane said, pushing back a hank of her long, limp hair, and Marchand, who always noticed people’s skin, saw that Jane was in the middle of a pretty virulent breakout. 


‘That was the first time you’d seen her?’


‘I’d seen her around. But the bus was the first time that we’d talked.’


‘Jane, do you think you can tell me a little bit about what you talked about that day?’


The teenager took a breath that seemed to shift her whole body. ‘I’ve already—’


‘I know, I know. Just humour me. I’d like to hear it directly from you.’


‘Okay. We talked about Macy, obviously. I mean, that’s why I’m here, right?’


‘What did she say about Macy?’


‘You mean, besides that she’d kill her for me?’


‘Yes, besides that. Tell me everything you talked about.’


Jane had almost skipped out on the Saturday school trip to Boston to visit the Museum of Fine Arts, but her mom had told her that if she didn’t go then she would have to attend her little brother’s ice hockey game, so it was a no-brainer. Jane called her dad, knowing he’d be happy to come over and pick her up, drive her to the high school. He dropped her off in the east parking lot, where the yellow school bus was waiting under a dark, swollen sky. ‘Do they still have those plastic green seats and no seat belts?’ her father said.


‘They have seat belts now,’ Jane told him.


The driver saw her approaching and the door opened with a hydraulic hiss. Mrs Haggerty, the art teacher, checked Jane’s name off on her clipboard, then Jane looked down the length of the bus, keeping her face neutral, searching for an empty two-seater that she could grab for herself. There was one, all the way at the back. As she began to walk, Caroline Penske, wearing a crop top not much bigger than a sports bra, called Jane a ‘slut’ in a voice low enough that Mrs Haggerty simply looked up, but didn’t say anything. But the ten or so kids who heard Caroline all laughed.


Jane took a seat in the last row. Across from her, also sitting alone, was Alan Furman, another pariah, but at least it was a role he was used to. Jane, until two months earlier, had not exactly been popular, but she’d been happily invisible. All that had changed when she’d stupidly agreed to go to Macy Aster’s indoor swimming pool party on New Year’s Eve. She’d ended up drinking too much tequila and messing around with Macy’s older cousin, not knowing that Macy’s best friend had a massive crush on him. Since then, Macy had turned the entire school against Jane, spreading one rumour after another, so that now everyone seemed to believe that she’d somehow destroyed the romance of the century. Jane had decided to just keep her head down and hope that Macy would get bored and unleash her minions on some new target.


It was a few minutes after nine and Jane felt like she’d probably be sitting alone for the hour-long drive into Boston, which was fine with her, but then a girl she didn’t know worked her way down the aisle and sat down next to her. ‘Sorry,’ the girl said, straightening her skirt, ‘you probably thought you had this seat to yourself.’


‘It’s okay.’ 


‘I’m Lisa Kelly. I just transferred to his hellhole and I’m probably going to transfer again before the end of the year, so don’t feel the need to make friends with me.’


‘Oh, no worries,’ she said. ‘I’m Jane, anyway.’


‘Jane Anyway is your name?’


‘No. It’s Jane Weir.’


‘Yeah, I’m just kidding. I know who you are.’


‘How do you know who I am?’


‘You’re the “fugly slut” that fucked Macy Aster’s cousin, right?’


‘Word gets around, I guess.’


‘Yeah. I don’t really know anyone in this school, but I do know that.’


‘You’re probably wrecking your reputation just by sitting here next to me.’


Lisa sat up in her seat and peered down the bus. ‘No one seems to care,’ she said. ‘And like I said, I’m not long for this town.’


They were quiet for a moment, Lisa opening the white purse she was holding on her lap and removing a tube of lipstick. She wasn’t dressed like a typical high-school girl. She wore a pleated moss-green skirt and a matching top that was embroidered. She had shoulder-length blonde hair and even though the day was lousy with rain, a pair of round white plastic sunglasses perched on her head. Her skin, with barely any make-up besides the lipstick, was flawless. 


Jane was taking earbuds out of her own backpack when Lisa said, ‘What exactly did you do to earn their wrath?’


The bus was merging onto the southbound highway that would bring them to Boston. Icy rain was pelting the windows, which somehow made it feel cosy in the final row, both girls slunk down, almost invisible. Jane told Lisa everything, how her and Macy had been best friends from kindergarten all the way through eighth grade. Well, maybe not best friends, because Macy was the type of girl who liked an ever-revolving cast of girls to fill that role. But they were definitely close. It was when they had both opted to go to Billington-Eccles High School two towns over (it was a school choice thing) that things changed. Once there, Macy made a new group of friends, wealthier girls, and began to pretend she barely even knew Jane. It hurt, but Jane decided to just let it go. Macy had always unnerved her anyway, and Jane fell in with a group of art kids, not the choicest group at Billington-Eccles but better than having no friends at all. Then something changed again in junior year. Macy was suddenly paying attention to Jane again, saying hi to her in the hallways, asking her to join her at lunch, even implying at times that it was Jane who’d dropped the friendship when they changed schools in their freshman year. It didn’t occur to Jane at the time, but this all started to happen after Jane won a State of Massachusetts student-artist award that came with an appearance on a local news broadcast and a $10,000 scholarship to a college of her choice. Macy kept saying things like, ‘You’re really talented, aren’t you? I mean, I knew you were, but now this proves it.’ Or she would say, ‘I don’t really get your paintings, but I get that you’re really good at them.’


All of this should have been a warning to Jane, somehow, but she was just happy to have her friend back. And then she was invited to the indoor swim party, billed by Macy as a pretty exclusive event. ‘My parents won’t be there, but still, I don’t want more than ten kids at this party, or maybe fifteen.’


In retrospect, Jane had decided that on the night of the party she’d been set up. When she arrived at Macy’s enormous house on Goose Neck, Macy made Jane do a shot of tequila in the kitchen before bringing her down to the subterranean pool (everyone kept saying how amazing it was, but Jane had always thought how creepy it was down there). The rest of the night was pretty blurry, Jane being handed shots to drink, and then all the ceiling lights were turned out so that it was only the pool that was illuminated from below. When Tyler, Macy’s cousin, started talking to Jane, she was relieved. He was in college now, but she’d known him her whole life. After Tyler asked Jane about her award, he reached out and touched her hip, snapping at the band of her bikini bottom. ‘You’re all grown up now, huh?’


‘I guess so. So are you.’


‘Oh, yeah?’ he said, then flexed his muscles.


Jane laughed. She’d never really liked Tyler, not in a romantic kind of way, but it was true that somewhere along the way he’d gotten pretty hot. And then they were alone in the steam room that was attached to the swimming pool area. There was no steam (‘Macy said it hasn’t worked for years’) and it smelled like mould in there, and Jane remembered thinking, Jesus, am I going to lose my virginity in this room? But before things went too far, the door crashed open and Macy was standing there alongside her new best friend from high school, Darcy Pendegrast, who was yelling something into the tiny steam room, tears streaming down her face. 


‘You got set up,’ Lisa said, the bus lurching up and down as it neared Boston.


‘Yeah, I think so, too.’


‘Maybe not by Tyler and maybe not by Darcy, but Macy wanted the whole thing to happen. She just wanted to bring you down a peg, humiliate you.’


Jane was nodding, a little annoyed that the whole traumatic experience was back in her head, playing on repeat.


‘There’re girls like her at every school,’ Lisa said. ‘Trust me. Do you know what a sociopath is?’


‘Yeah,’ Jane said.


‘Macy’s one of them.’


‘Honestly, I just want to forget the whole thing happened, survive the rest of this year and next year, and get on with my life.’


‘Or else…’ Lisa said.


Jane turned to her and saw that her seatmate was smiling. Her teeth were perfect. ‘Or else what?’


‘Or else you let me kill her for you.’


‘So Lisa was the one who suggested killing Macy?’ Marchand said.


‘Yeah.’


‘And what did you think when she suggested it?’


‘I mean, I guess I thought she was joking. Kids say stuff like that all the time.’


‘Do they? You talk about killing other kids all the time?’


Jane appeared to think about it. As she’d been talking, she’d been sitting more and more upright, the detective thought, and now appeared to be almost enjoying telling the story. ‘You know what I mean. Like, I’m going to kill you. Or, I could kill her for saying that. It’s like saying you’re so hungry you could eat a horse.’


‘But is that what you heard when Lisa said those words to you? Did you think she was just exaggerating?’


‘Yeah, at first. I said something like, Yes, please, can you do that. And then I laughed.’


‘What did she do?’


‘She shrugged, I think, told me that the offer was on the table if I changed my mind.’


‘And that was that?’


‘That was that on the bus into Boston. But we talked more that day.’


It was still raining when the bus pulled up to the front of the MFA. Mrs Haggerty waited for everyone to quiet down so that she could explain how she expected the students to be on their best behaviour in the museum. ‘Those of you in my class, please wait in the rotunda for me to join you. Everyone else, you’re on your own. Just don’t leave the museum, and at least pretend to look at some of the art. We’ll meet back up in the courtyard in exactly two hours.’


Jane had taken Mrs Haggerty’s art class the year before, but this year she was doing film history for her elective. It was one of the reasons she’d signed up for the museum trip. There was a special exhibit called The Art of the Film Poster, and her teacher, Mr Shapiro, had promised extra credit for any student who attended. So once Jane was past the ticketing counter and had clipped the orange pin to her shirt that meant she was allowed in any part of the museum, she peeled herself away to go find the film posters. There weren’t a lot of other visitors in the two dedicated rooms, and it gave her a sense of calm. 


The first poster that she looked at in the collection was from a film called Metropolis that she’d never heard of. But the second poster was The Bride of Frankenstein, one of the movies they’d watched in class. It had been a good one – weird, though – and the poster was very cool, in colour even though the film wasn’t. Jane took a picture of it with her phone to show Mr Shapiro. The only other poster in the exhibit that was from one of the films they’d watched was The Graduate, and Jane took a picture of that as well. Most of the other films she didn’t recognise, although she’d heard of Vertigo, since they’d talked a lot about Alfred Hitchcock in the class. 


After all the students were back on the bus (it took forever because Tommy Brodie-Stevenson forgot what time it was, and Mrs Haggerty had to go look for him), they were taken to Quincy Market for lunch. Jane looked around for Lisa but didn’t see her anywhere. She’d probably made friends with Caroline Penske and her crew and would be eating with them and talking about her. It didn’t matter. Jane wandered through the food hall and bought herself clam chowder that came in a bread bowl, because that was what her father always got when they came here. 


So Jane was surprised when Lisa dropped into the seat next to her again on the bus ride back to Eccles. Lisa looked exactly the same as she had in the morning, not bedraggled and wet like all the other students. Even her hair – that blonde bob – was exactly the same, held in place by those sunglasses she didn’t need.


‘Where were you all day?’ Lisa said.


‘I just did my own thing. How about you?’


‘Same. Museum was cool but Quincy Market was kind of lame. I took a walk and found a French bistro to hang out in.’


‘Really?’ Jane was impressed.


‘Yeah. What’d you eat in Quincy Market?’


‘Clam chowder,’ Jane said, and Lisa made a face.


When they were back on the highway, Lisa said, ‘I’ve been thinking about Macy and what she did to you. What a psycho, right?’


‘I’m over it already,’ Jane said. ‘It’s not like I’m losing out on being her friend, and why would I want to be friends with her friends? No loss.’


‘I like your attitude,’ Lisa said. ‘But I still think she shouldn’t get away with what she did.’


‘Killing her is a little extreme,’ Jane said.


Lisa laughed. ‘Did I say that earlier? Well, only because it would be so easy.’


‘Why would it be easy?’


‘At first I thought it would be easy because she has an indoor pool,’ Lisa said. ‘Pools are dangerous. She might drown in it. But you know, then you’d have to find a way to sneak in when she was swimming, and she’s probably a pretty good swimmer if her family has a pool. So, I scrapped plan A. Now I think the best way to kill her is to push her off that tall ledge at the front of her house during low tide. I mean, don’t just push her, but hit her on the head first to make sure she’s dead, and then throw her off. It would look like an accident.’


Lisa was no longer smiling but her pale blue eyes were wide open, their colour reminding Jane of the sea water when her grandmother took her to Aruba that one time. She said, ‘How do you know where her house is?’


‘Well, for one, I don’t live that far away. But, honestly, I’ve been checking it out. Like I told you, I heard about all about Macy Aster before I met you this morning. I’ve scoped out the situation.’


‘How would you get her out to the back of her house?’


Lisa smiled. ‘She goes there every night around midnight and smokes a cigarette. Like I said, I’ve been scoping the situation. It’s a cinch. Even if the police figure out that someone bopped her on the head, they’d never think of me.’


‘No, they’d think of me.’


‘Exactly, but you’ll be at home, tucked up in bed with a solid alibi. It would be perfect.’


The bus lurched a little and Jane looked out the window. They were on an off-ramp. ‘It’s a nice thought,’ Jane said.


‘Meaning you’ll think about it?’ Lisa said.


‘That’s not what I meant.’


‘Why not?’


‘Why not think about it? Because I hate Macy Aster but that doesn’t mean she should die.’


‘Do you think she’ll change?’


‘What do you mean?’


‘When she grows up, do you think she’ll be different, or do you think she’ll be the same bitch she is now?’


Jane thought about it. She remembered her mother once telling her that people don’t change. Of course, why should she trust her mother, who just made her father move out of the house after twenty years of marriage so she could date random men. Still, Lisa was right about Macy Aster. Even in kindergarten, Macy had been a little backstabber. She was going to have a long life of making people miserable.


‘I’ll think about it,’ Jane said.


‘So how did you leave it?’ Marchand said. She could tell that Jane was tired, her voice starting to get raspy.


‘We didn’t talk much about it again. Not on the bus, anyway.’


‘But you saw her again? Around school?’


‘A little bit. I mean, I saw her, but she pretended not to know me. Sometimes she would give me a look, but we never spoke.’


‘Jane, you seem tired. Can I get you something from the vending machine? Maybe a Coke or a candy bar?’


‘I’ll take a Diet Coke, I guess.’


When she was on the other side of the two-way glass, Lieutenant Acosta said, ‘Well, she’s talking more to you than she did to me. That’s for sure.’


‘She is,’ said Dr Trout, the consulting child psychiatrist. Marchand, when she’d first been introduced to Linda Trout earlier in the day, had thought that if you were making a movie and one of the roles was Consulting Child Psychiatrist, this was the exact woman you’d cast, with her lavender sweater, her long grey-streaked hair, her black-rimmed eyeglasses.


‘Oh, good. I feel like I’m losing her, though.’


‘No, keep going the way you’re going,’ Linda said. ‘Don’t overthink it, but see if you can get her to tell you more about Lisa.’


‘I’m trying my best.’


One of the officers came back with two cans of Diet Coke and Marchand brought them back into the room, popped them both open and slid one over to Jane. 


‘Is my father here?’ Jane said.


‘Yes, he’s still here. And your mother, she’s here as well.’


‘Hope you’ve got them in separate rooms.’


Marchand smiled at the girl. ‘You okay if I ask you a few more questions? Just between the two of us?’


‘I guess so.’


‘What I want to know is when did you see Lisa again? Was it before or after what happened to Macy?’


‘She came to my house.’


‘When did she come to your house?’


Jane was quiet for so long that Marchand thought that she was done speaking, but finally she said, ‘You know the morning after the snowstorm?’


Her mom had made her go out to shovel the front sidewalk. The bad news was that it was freezing outside, the wind from the cove cutting right through her winter coat. The good news was that the snow was light and powdery, and Jane was nearly done with the whole sidewalk, when Lisa, dressed in one of her cool retro outfits like it wasn’t zero degrees outside, was suddenly there, next to her. Jane hadn’t been surprised to see her, exactly. All through the night, and the morning as well, she’d had a strange feeling, as though something was happening that she couldn’t control.


‘Look at you, the good daughter,’ Lisa said.


‘Hi, Lisa. Why am I the good daughter?’


‘Doing your chores. If my mom asked me to shovel our sidewalk, I’d hit her in the head with a shovel.’


‘I’m not you, I guess.’


Lisa was looking into the middle distance, out towards Goose Neck peninsula. There were a few white strips of cloud on the horizon, but it was a sunny day and she was squinting. ‘Look,’ she said, and Jane suddenly knew what she was going to say, knew what she was doing here this morning. ‘Macy Aster might have had a bad accident last night.’


Jane forced herself to try and sound normal as she said, ‘What do you mean?’ 


‘From what I heard, she went out last night to smoke a cigarette, which was a stupid thing to do, really, because it was the middle of a freaking snowstorm. She must have slipped off that ledge at the front of her lawn and hit the rocks below.’


Jane didn’t think it was possible to get colder, but Lisa’s words seemed to enter her body and lower her temperature. ‘Why are you telling me this?’


‘It’s just inside information. What I really came here to tell you is that my own demonic mother has met some new random guy and we are packing up to move again. Maybe you don’t want to hear this, but I think we could have been friends.’


Jane could no longer feel her hands that gripped the snow shovel, and her lungs felt like they were filled with ice.


‘Bye, Jane. One day you’ll thank me. One day the whole world will thank me for what I’ve done.’


Lisa walked away in the direction she’d come from, and Jane turned to look at her house, saw her mother standing in the window watching her. Had she seen Lisa, as well?


‘That was the last time you saw her?’ Marchand said.


‘That was the last time I saw her, yes.’


‘Jane, what do you think happened? Do you think Lisa killed Macy?’


‘I’ve already answered all these questions,’ Jane said, rubbing hard at the back of her neck. ‘I’ve told you everything I know. I mean, it sounds like she did it, but I wasn’t there.’


Marchand was quiet for a while, feeling the presence of Acosta and Trout behind the glass. ‘Was there ever any talk, Jane, about a swap?’


‘What do you mean?’


‘You know, like Lisa did you a favour by killing Macy, so maybe you’d do a favour for her.’


‘You’re thinking of that movie.’


‘Which movie?’


‘The Hitchcock film.’


‘You studied Alfred Hitchcock in your film class, didn’t you?’


‘Yeah, we did like two whole weeks on him.’


‘And did you watch that movie? It’s called Strangers on a Train, right?’


‘It was on a list of films we could watch for extra credit, but it wasn’t one of the films we were required to see.’


‘Oh, I see. And did you watch it?’


‘Did I watch Strangers on a Train? I mean, it was for extra credit, so, yeah, I watched it.’


‘It’s just that it seems like a similar story – what happened in the movie and what happened between Lisa and you on the bus. That’s why I’m asking if Lisa suggested that you do a murder swap. I’m not saying you would have agreed…’


Jane hunched up her shoulders and Marchand could hear the girl’s spine pop. ‘She did say once that if I wanted to return the favour, I could kill her mother for her. It was something we had in common, I guess, that we both weren’t getting along with our moms.’


‘And what did you say?’


‘About killing her mom? I wouldn’t do that. Are you crazy?’


‘I’m just asking, Jane. I’m not accusing you of anything.’


‘I’m not a murderer. It’s not in me.’


They were both quiet for a moment, and Marchand sensed that it was time to wrap up the interview. Before getting up to go, she said, ‘Let me ask you one more question. I know you’ve been asked this before, but do you have any idea where Lisa Kelly is right now?’


Jane was shaking her head, almost violently. ‘She left town. I don’t know. Does this mean you haven’t found her yet?’ 


Marchand had lunch with Mark Acosta and Dr Trout and Ann Leonard, who was the Chief of Police. They sat in one of the characterless meeting rooms underneath a light that flickered every so often. Marchand picked at a salad, knowing she should get some food in her despite the fact she had zero appetite. Acosta was working his way through an entire pizza, though, while reading out sections from the preliminary autopsy report on Macy Aster that had just come through that morning. Marchand kept expecting him to drop tomato sauce on the report, but so far he hadn’t. And what he was reading out from the findings was only confirming what they all knew. Macy Aster’s dead body had been found on the rocks along the shoreline that abutted her family’s home. She had been discovered at just after nine o’clock on the morning of the Nor’easter, and the cause of death was blunt force trauma to her head. 


‘Was she dead when she was pushed over the cliff?’


Acosta shrugged. ‘Probably,’ he said.


Marchand kept checking her phone all through lunch. After leaving the interview room she’d tried to call up Alex Shapiro, the English teacher at Billington-Eccles who was teaching the film class. Of course, it was a school day and he didn’t answer, so she left a message asking him to email or text her a list of the films they’d watched for the class. So far, she hadn’t heard anything back.


After they’d all finished eating, they stayed in the windowless room and talked about strategies for interrogating Jane in the afternoon. Both Acosta and Trout agreed that Marchand should continue to speak to Jane alone, that it seemed to be working. Acosta had a transcript from the first interview with Jane, two days after Macy Aster’s death, and they were comparing what she’d said then and what she was saying now, when the door to the meeting room crashed open. It was one of the officers, the same guy who’d gotten the Diet Cokes. He said, sounding almost breathless, ‘You all need to come with me. I think Lisa Kelly is here.’


Marchand stepped through the door of the interrogation room, standing for a moment. The girl across the table was relaxed, perched on the chair, her back straight, hair tucked behind her ears. 


‘You must be Lisa,’ Marchand said.


Jane smiled back at her, a much bigger smile than the one she’d seen that morning, but with the same child’s teeth. ‘I am,’ she said, her voice notably different, clipped, almost stagey. ‘I guess you caught me.’ 


Maybe because Marchand was still thinking about movies, she wished they were drinking whiskey in Acosta’s office instead of chamomile tea. Whiskey would be a cliché, but also far more appropriate. It was dark outside, and it had been a long afternoon in the interrogation room. Lisa/Jane had been very chatty, a surprise to everyone. Lisa had appeared briefly during an earlier interview with Jane, back when Acosta had been asking the questions, but she had declined to answer them. Today she told Marchand everything.


‘You okay?’ Acosta said, after Dr Trout’s departure from his office. Trout had talked a lot, explaining in long, meticulous detail her theories about Jane Weir’s split personality and why it had happened when it did. Marchand felt as though she couldn’t take in any new information that day.


‘I’m exhausted,’ she said. ‘But strangely calm, even though intellectually I know that what I saw and heard today is going to haunt me for a long time. Forever, I suppose.’


‘Yeah,’ Acosta said.


Marchand sipped the tea, still wishing it was whiskey.


‘Is the doctor with her now?’


‘She was, earlier, but Jane’s in the holding cell. She’s still Lisa, which is good, I suppose, because she’s pretty relaxed about everything. Ate all her dinner, I heard.’


‘Tomorrow she’ll go to the hospital?’


‘Yes, it’s all arranged.’


‘Jesus Christ,’ Marchand said. ‘Now I am beginning to feel it.’ She held out a hand to show that she was trembling.


‘Did you ever hear back from the film guy at the high school?’


‘From Alex Shapiro? I did, actually. He sent me the class syllabus.’


Marchand brought it up on her phone. ‘Lots of good films in his class. Twelve Angry Men. 2001. The Postman Always Rings Twice. Citizen Kane, naturally. Something called The Horse in Motion that I’ve never heard of. Jaws. Do the Right Thing.’


‘But no Strangers on a Train.’


‘Just for extra credit, as we discovered.’


‘So what Hitchcock film did they watch?’


‘Three of them, actually. Shadow of a Doubt, Rear Window, and then, to no one’s surprise, Psycho.’


Acosta was nodding. ‘And Shapiro sent me something else, as well. I haven’t read it yet, but it’s an essay Jane wrote.’ Marchand double-clicked on the attachment, bringing it up. She read the title out loud. ‘“Alfred Hitchcock’s Psycho: or Why Two People Are Better Than One.”’ 


‘Seriously?’


‘Seriously. You think I could have made that up?’


Lisa sat on the edge of her bed in the cell, staring at the painted concrete wall. She wondered how Jane was doing, silly little Jane with her bad skin and terrible hair, destined to go through life letting other people push her around. Well, she’d done her a favour, at least, even though Jane still had her mother left to deal with. It was only a matter of time.


A guard lumbered by, clomping along, loudly chewing gum. She didn’t turn to look at him, knowing that he’d be looking back. There’d been enough eyes on her that day. 


Jane had told her about that movie class she took, all the ancient films they watched. She even told her how there was a code back then that meant there were certain things you could never show in the movies. No nudity, obviously, or blood spurting like in a slasher film, but there was also a rule that you couldn’t show anyone getting away with a crime. Mr Shapiro told them how Hitchcock had to change some of the endings to the books he adapted because of this rule. Like when he made Strangers on a Train and also Rebecca. In old movies, criminals had to pay for what they’d done. But Lisa didn’t think she would have to pay for what she’d done. Sure, they might find out that Macy Aster had been hit a few times on the head with the edge of a snow shovel, but that didn’t mean they’d be able to pin it on her. This wasn’t the movies, after all. It was real life, and people got away with murder all the time. 










The Hunter


Vaseem Khan 
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The deer, a doe, was between its summer and winter coats. 


Nestled in the grass some fifty yards away, they could just about make out the flash of white on the underside of its tail. 


‘Do you think she’s alone?’ 


‘I’m not sure.’


‘Shall we try and sneak up on her?’


They had barely risen to their feet when a rifle-shot shattered the silence. The doe’s head snapped back; she staggered, fell sideways. Her legs bucked a while, then stopped.


Horror whiplashed through Kal. He looked down at his daughter, the wide brown eyes beneath her beloved Seahawks cap. 


The sound of approaching feet. 


Turning, Kal saw two white men moving through the brush. Camo jackets and waders. Waterproof hiking boots. Hunters. The taller of the two, wide-shouldered and burly, unkempt beard, peaked cap, held a rifle. The other, jowly, gut like a boulder, had a weapon slung over his shoulder. Stubby legs worked double-time to keep pace with his companion.


They ignored the dead deer, zeroed in on father and daughter.


Kal hesitated, then stuck out a hand. ‘Hi. My name’s Kal. This is my daughter, Ro.’


They stared at him so long he began to wonder if they had even heard.


Then the taller one spat, sideways, and said, ‘Long way off the reservation, ain’t ya, chief?’


He blinked. He could feel Ro tense beside him. Instinctively, he moved in front of her. ‘We’re not Native American—’ He stopped. ‘Look, we don’t want any trouble. We were just headed back.’ He found his daughter’s hand, began to turn.


The taller guy moved faster than he had any right to. He was behind them, cutting off their route back to the Toyota Sequoia, rifle swinging up in a flat arc. 
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‘You gentlemen playing nice?’


The woman had snuck up on them. Feet like a cat’s.


She was white, with flame-red hair pulled into a bun, a rifle lodged in the crook of her elbow. Her waxed jacket held the insignia of the Crow Wing State Park ranger’s office. 


The taller man straightened. She held his gaze. Her eyes were grey, Kal saw, like chips of flint. ‘Sir, I’m guessing you have a permit for that deer you just took down.’ Her voice was high, sing-song. Per-mit.


The fat guy snapped to life. He scrabbled around in the pockets of his jacket, held out a piece of paper. 


‘Thank you, sir.’ She handed it back. ‘I guess you’ll be on your way now.’


They exchanged a glance, then moved away, the taller one spitting again, muttering something under his breath that was taken by a sudden gust of wind.


She watched them vanish into the tans and browns of the fall landscape, then said, ‘I’m sorry about that, sir. I hope they didn’t upset the young lady here.’


‘I’m not scared of a pair of redneck assholes.’


‘Ro!’


‘It’s fine. I have a daughter about the same age.’ She smiled, revealing even, white teeth. ‘My name’s Sarah. This your first time in the park?’


Kal nodded. ‘We were planning on spending a few days together, out in the wilderness. No phones. No laptops.’


‘Just you and Momma Nature.’


‘Something like that.’


She shifted on her feet. ‘A word of advice. Steer clear of those two, especially the bigger one. They came in last night. Caused a ruckus.’ She smiled. ‘Most folks here are friendly enough, but they’re out here for the same reason I’m guessing you are. To put a little distance between themselves and the rest of humanity.’ A beat. ‘Having said that, if you get lonely out here, there’s a burger bar beside the ranger station. About three miles thataway.’ She waved back in the direction they had come. ‘I can’t promise you fine dining, but Bob’s burgers are to die for.’
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The rain had eased a little as they pulled into the parking lot. 


A large wooden building loomed before them, big bay windows, a timber roof, and a neon-lit sign that attracted clouds of insects, even in the wet.


Big Bob’s Burger Bar.


They splashed across the muddy lot and into a muggy warmth, a riot of music and raised voices. The sound dipped a fraction as their presence was registered, two dark faces in a sea of white, and then the conversations resumed.


He realised he had been holding his breath, anticipating more of the welcome they had received from the two good old boys earlier.


But if their journey east had shown them anything, it was that most people were decent and kind. If anything, it was the fact that he and Ro were city folk – and possible Democrats – that was liable to rile them up rather than the colour of their skin.


‘Over here!’


Kal saw the ranger, Sarah, waving at them from a booth. She had shed her jacket and was wearing a pale blue shirt, face flushed, a bottle of beer set before her. Potato chips sat in a pile in a wooden bowl. Her hair was tied back into a ponytail. 


Kal hesitated, but Ro had already pulled ahead.


They slipped into the booth. The leather squeaked under them, Ro scooting over to the far end. Kal could sense her enthusiasm. His daughter was all about the ‘strong female role model’. Kal probably knew more about Taylor Swift than Swift’s own mother did. 


‘I hadn’t expected a crowd,’ he began. ‘Not with all this rain around.’


Sarah smiled. ‘Mostly first-time campers and city hotshots. On a night like this the reality of the great outdoors is less enticing than the idea… What’ll you have? My treat.’


He refused the offer, but she was insistent. 


Orders were placed. Burger, fries, and a beer. A shake for Ro.


‘Do you buy all the new arrivals dinner?’ Kal asked. ‘Or just the ones that look like us?’


She took his mild jab in her stride. ‘Nope. You just seemed a little lost, is all. And frankly, what happened earlier… I guess I feel responsible. This is my beat, after all.’ She sipped at her beer. ‘Where you folks from?’


‘Seattle,’ said Ro.


They had driven three days, leaving on the Friday, following I-90, then I-94, a straight line east for fifteen hundred miles. Ro had kept a journal, setting down the place names of the towns they passed through: Spokane, Missoula, Butte, Billings, Bismarck, Jamestown, Fargo. 


Names freighted with history. 


They had turned south at Brainerd, followed Highway 371 down to the Crow Wing State Park. 


It seemed as good a place as any to stop for a day or two.


‘You driving coast to coast?’


‘Something like that,’ Kal said. 


‘My dad wants me to see some of the real America.’ Ro rolled her eyes. 


Sarah chuckled. ‘My dad pretty much did the same thing to me when I was your age, only in the opposite direction. We grew up in the country, up near the Red Lake Reservation. My father wanted me to see the big bad city. Can’t say I really took to it.’


‘Why were you on the reservation?’ Kal asked, genuinely curious.


‘Not on. Near. My father taught maths. Used to go into the reservation three days a week.’


Kal picked up his beer. ‘Those guys earlier… They thought we were, you know…’


Understanding dawned. ‘Native American?’


He nodded, took a slug from the bottle.


She clicked her tongue. ‘No accounting for ignorance, I guess.’ She turned her smile on Ro. ‘You enjoying your road trip, honey?’


Ro hesitated a second longer than Kal would have liked. ‘Sure. It’s been… an experience.’ Old beyond her years.


‘No mom along for the ride?’


Ro cut her eyes at her father. ‘I’m staying with my dad for a couple of weeks.’


Sarah raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. 


A pit opened up in front of Kal. ‘We’re divorced,’ he said. ‘It’s been almost a year.’


Sarah didn’t apologise for her faux pas, as a city dweller might have done. Instead, she murmured, ‘Welcome to the club,’ then burped genteelly, without a hint of embarrassment, before scrabbling to her feet. ‘Back soon.’


They watched her head off to the back of the room.


‘She’s kick-ass!’ said Ro. ‘I think she likes us.’


‘I don’t think she’s seen many people like us before. Probably gone to call Homeland Security.’


Ro glared at him. ‘Now who’s being a prejudiced asshole?’


He frowned. ‘Haven’t we talked about language before?’


She made an insincerely contrite face, then, ‘Dad, can I ask you something?’


‘Can I stop you?’


‘Are you cool with mom getting married again?’


A hole opened in Kal’s chest. He looked away. ‘It’s none of my business anymore, is it?’


‘That’s not what I asked.’ 


He forced his lips into a smile. ‘I don’t regret my time with your mom. Because if we hadn’t got together, we wouldn’t have had you. If she wants to marry some white asshole, that’s her problem.’


‘Andy’s not an asshole. He’s a sweet guy. And what happened to the watching our language?’ She waited a second. ‘And I don’t see what Andy being white has to do with anything.’


Kal sipped at his beer to cover his anger. The idea of another man, a white guy, raising his daughter… 


Sarah returned and settled back into her seat. ‘So what do you do… Kal, wasn’t it?’


‘It’s short for Kailash,’ said Ro. ‘But no one calls him that.’


‘I’m a painter.’


‘Oh, really? I loved painting in school. Gimme a big old canvas and a set of paints and watch me go. So… what do you paint? Landscapes? Portraits?’


‘Try houses.’


Most folks reacted with surprise when he told them that. An Indian from Seattle? They expected him to be running Microsoft or calling the shots at some venture capital outfit. 


‘Dad’s got his own firm,’ said Ro hurriedly. ‘It’s expanding all the time.’ 


Kal tamped down on a bloom of embarrassment. His wife – ex-wife – had always derided his lack of ambition. Maybe that’s why she had left him for a banker, the sort of douchebag who would hire Kal to paint his weekend lake home, and then chisel him out of a few bucks when it came time to pay the piper. 


Before Sarah could reply, the door jangled, turning heads.


A man in a hat and a glistening police poncho looked around the room, then made a beeline for their table.
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Kal tensed as the policeman approached. 


His father had drilled a healthy respect – mingled with a little fear – for law enforcement into him. But this wasn’t Seattle, home to the world’s politest and most politically correct cops.


The cop arrived at their table, took off his hat, revealing a head of red hair. He nodded at Kal and Ro, and then turned his attention to Sarah. He was tall, lean, and freckle-faced. Raindrops sparkled in a moustache so thick it almost seemed a parody.


Sarah stood. The pair turned aside. A terse, short discussion ensued. Kal struggled to hear, but got nothing.


When they had finished, the guy stuck his hat back on his head and left without looking back.


Sarah returned to her seat, picked up the beer again.


‘Everything okay?’


She seemed to debate with herself, and then, perhaps because of the beer – surely not her first – she said, ‘They’ve found a body out near the Old Crow Village.’


Kal knew that the Old Crow Village was a ghost town, situated at the confluence of the Mississippi and Crow Wing rivers. The town had served as a fur-trapper trading outpost, and, later, as the county seat. Once upon a time, it had housed six hundred residents, mainly Ojibwe Native Americans, until they had been resettled by the government.


He looked at Ro. His daughter was a modern kid, a fully paid-up member of the Grand Theft Auto generation, ostensibly inured to violence. But this wasn’t the big city. 


‘What happened?’ he asked.


‘They’re still trying to figure it out. A woman’s been killed. They found her body in the woods behind the Beaulieu house.’ 


Kal glanced again at his daughter. They had been up at the Old Crow Village earlier, walking through the pinewood replica of the historic settlement. Overlooking the town, perched on a hill, was the restored Beaulieu house, a white-timbered, grey-roofed manse, framed by dark pines. 


He felt his daughter’s hand slip into his own, gave it a reassuring squeeze.


‘I bet it was those two assholes,’ Ro said. ‘The ones we met earlier.’


Kal frowned at her. ‘It’s a long way from bigotry to cold-blooded murder.’


‘They killed that deer! And they probably would’ve done the same thing to us if Sarah hadn’t shown up.’


Kal flashed a grim smile, and said, to Sarah, ‘I blame pop culture. Overheats their imaginations.’


‘Dad!’


But Sarah was staring at Ro, as if she had just said something interesting. ‘Hell, I’d forgotten about those two. Might be worth slipping their names to the state troopers.’


Ro looked pleased with herself.


‘How come you didn’t go with the cop?’ asked Kal.


‘No need. State police are already out there. They were informing me, as a courtesy. I’ll get the word out to the campsites. That’s about as much as I can do.’ She tapped the side of her bottle. ‘We get a few deaths out here every year. Accidents, in the main. City folk getting into trouble on the river, or falling onto rocks. The occasional bear attack. Murder… that’s a new one.’


Kal frowned. ‘Is there anything we should do? To protect ourselves?’


She raised her chin. ‘Are you armed?’


‘No. I mean, I’m not carrying a gun or anything.’


‘You two sharing a tent?’


‘Yes.’


‘Well, I guess that’s something.’ She picked up her bottle. ‘Just stay alert. Most likely, whoever did it is probably long gone already.’
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The rain had eased. 


Kal stepped out of the door and splashed across the lot. 


Clear of the neon sign, a wash of starlight lit his way. The darkness between the nearby trees was absolute. 


The outhouse had a clean cement floor, and running water. He wondered why Big Bob hadn’t just built toilets into the restaurant, but he guessed some illusion of roughing it had to be maintained. It was a wonder they hadn’t mounted a stuffed bear on the porch, paws outstretched.


The bulb was out, the only light seeping in from windows high on the outhouse’s rear wall. 


Kal walked to the urinals, unzipped. 


The tinkling sound seemed to echo in the semi-dark. He forced his mind into a blank. But it wouldn’t stick. The past few days were a whirl. He thought about his wife, and her fiancé. Darkness crowded in.


The sound of the door scraping back.


Kal turned his head, saw the bigger of the two men from the afternoon walk in, then stop, eyes narrowing.


Kal stepped away from the urinal, zipping hurriedly, drops of piss splattering onto his trouser leg. His heart was suddenly pounding in his ears. 


He thought of his daughter, waiting for him in the restaurant.


Kal calmed himself, then put his head down, and tried to walk around the man.


A hand the size of a dinner plate hit his chest, shoving him backwards. Kal tripped, went sprawling. A few seconds of shock, and then he scrabbled to his feet. His blood was pumping. With fear, with adrenalin. He could feel his fists bunched by his sides.


‘What’s your fucking problem?’ The steadiness of his voice astonished his own ears.


‘You’re my problem.’


There was no point challenging the guy. No point in Kal telling him his own father had been born in New Haven, Connecticut; that Kal had been born in Springfield, Missouri; and that his daughter had been born in Seattle in the great state of Washington. Three generations of Americans. 


Kal had put up with this sort of shit his whole life. Hiding. Staying out of trouble. His father’s mantras. ‘You can’t win, son, even if you win.’ 


His father had always told him to walk away from a fight. But how many times could a man walk away from a fight and still consider himself a man? 


Something had changed these past few days. Kal had drawn a line in the sand.


The door opened behind them. An elderly man in a padded greatcoat and fur hat shouldered his way in, clopping a cane. He barely noticed them, shuffling past to the urinals, cursing as he fiddled with his zipper.


Kal felt the coiled energy of the moment drain away.


What the hell was he thinking? 


Ro was his priority, not confronting this asshole. 


Kal made to move past the guy, but found a hand clutching at the front of his jacket, the man’s voice hissing in his ear. ‘Leave. Or I’ll come find you. Chief.’
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Kal’s feet squelched over a damp mat of leaves. 


Ro had tried to name the trees as they had stomped around here yesterday, on their way down to the river: Bur Oak, Red Oak, White Pine, Red Pine, Jack Pine. Reading excitedly from her guidebook, she had told him that, somewhere in the park, they might encounter not only white-tailed deer, but black bears, coyotes, raccoons, squirrels, beavers, woodchucks, and even turtles. She had made a little chart, intending to tick off each species, displaying a near pathological sense of determination that made him smile.


Kal was glad his daughter had begun to enjoy herself.


When he had first sprung the trip on her, out of the blue, Ro had been stunned. 


No time to prep. We leave in an hour.


He had never done anything like this before. Kal wasn’t the type to just take off, as Ro put it. What she meant was that he wasn’t spontaneous. His ex-wife had skewered him for years with the same accusation.


Dependable Kal. Steady Kal. Kal, who liked to plan everything down to the last nut and bolt. Kal, who could boil the fun out of just about anything. Unlike Andy, who, when he wasn’t tanking the economy as a master of the universe, took Kal’s ex-wife on romantic weekend getaways to the Cascades. Or surprise rides on his new Harley. Probably. Kal didn’t know if Andy had a Harley, but he was just the sort of shitbird who would buy one to impress a girl. 


The hardest part had been convincing Ro to give up her phone. To not talk to her mother about the plan, or in the days since.


As he walked through the dark, Kal hoped Ro wouldn’t wake while he was gone. He knew, from long experience, that Ro slept the sleep of the dead. Something she had inherited from her mother. It would take an earthquake to return her to the land of the living. 


Kal, on the other hand, had never been able to sleep. 


On those cold, lonely nights towards the end of their marriage, it had amazed him how his wife had been able to turn her back on him, drift off into the endless opium of night, while he was left to wrestle, wide-eyed in the dark, with his own insecurities.


He swung along at a clip, making good time through the darkness, the beam of his flashlight lighting his way along the marked trail. 


Kal knew precisely where he was going. He had followed the big man earlier, after their encounter at the outhouse. He had made a note of the man’s jeep, waited for him to vanish inside Big Bob’s Burger Bar, then tested the doors. 


Open. 


Taking Ro’s iPhone, he had stuck it under the rear seats, turning off the volume and vibrate functions. Now, all he had had to do was activate the location finder app on his own phone… and it told him precisely where to find his daughter’s phone. 


The wonders of modern technology.


It took him ten minutes from the spot where he had parked the Sequoia to make it to the clearing. 


When he got there, he turned off his flashlight and peered from around the trunk of a pine. 


The clearing was bathed in moonlight, revealing two large tents and the remains of a campfire, set up with a roasting spit that had collapsed in the night.


Kal scanned the ground around him, picked up a stone. 


Stepping into the clearing, he hurled it at one of the tents. 


Nothing. 


His fingers dug in the mulch and he picked up another stone, the size of a baseball.


This time he heard a sound from inside the tent.


He threw a third stone, then ducked back behind the tree.


The tent opened, and a head poked out.


It was the taller man. Bingo.


The man’s baseball cap was gone. Moonlight splashed from a bald dome. 


Slowly, he eased himself out of the tent, stood up in a pair of shorts and a faded Guns N’ Roses T-shirt. ‘Someone out there?’


His gaze attempted to penetrate the trees on the edge of the clearing.


Finally, he hawked, spat, and turned, bending down to re-enter the tent.


Kal covered the ten metres to him in seconds, eating up the ground with long easy strides, swinging the hammer as he reached the tent.


The blow struck the big man squarely on the back of the skull, pitching him forwards into the tent.


Kal followed him in, straddling his back, lifting the hammer and striking down a further four times until the skull had completely caved in.


Throughout, the man hadn’t made a noise.


It was too dark to see the blood pooling around the head.


Kal eased himself back out and stood in the moonlight, the hammer still gripped in his hand. 


His heart was racing, but that was fine. He had almost gotten used to the feeling.


When Kal had killed his ex-wife and Andy, he had immediately collapsed onto Andy’s $10,000 couch, shivering uncontrollably, his mind a perfect blank. For the longest time, Kal couldn’t even remember what it was that had turned that little switch in his head, that had set the demons loose. 


And then it had returned to him, a memory so bright it was almost hallucinatory. 


Andy was moving to New York. A new job. After the wedding, he and Kal’s ex-wife would fly out there, to begin a new life. With Kal’s daughter.


How was a man supposed to turn the other cheek to that?


He had stuck the bodies in Andy’s wine cellar, left a little note propped up on the burled walnut table in the kitchen: Gone skiing for the weekend. 


He supposed, if the bodies hadn’t been found yet, they soon would be. 


The call would go out. The net would begin to tighten.


Whatever happened, they couldn’t take this away from him. 


For once in his life, Kal hadn’t taken it lying down. He hadn’t walked away from a fight. 


He had vowed to himself never do that again. 


Take the fat woman who had called Ro something insulting under her breath yesterday at the Old Crow Wing ghost town. Ro hadn’t heard, but Kal had heard. He had caught the woman’s eyes. The hard, unblinking stare, the squirt of hatred, the arrogance that suggested she knew she could say such a thing to someone else’s child because there would be no consequences.


Wrong.


Fifteen minutes later, Kal had spotted the woman walking alone into the woods behind the Beaulieu house. He had left Ro inside the house, jogged into the woods, picked up a rock, and caved in the woman’s skull. She hadn’t even turned around. 


Kal hadn’t worked out what he would say to Ro once she found out. About Andy and her mother. About the woman in the woods. About tent guy.


Kal had always tried to shield his daughter from the horrors of the world. He would do that as long as he was able.


They would move on early in the morning, continue eastwards.


There was plenty of time to work things out. 


And, maybe, more hunting on the way.










Danielle’s the Dead One


Sophie Hannah


Detective Constable Simon Waterhouse turns out to be tall, wide (beefy without being fat) and craggy-faced, as if someone lightly grated both slab-like sides of his face before allowing the skin to set. He’s handsome in an ugly way – in a ‘someone tried to create a scary monster but messed up and gave him a beautiful soul’ kind of way.


I’m not saying I think DC Waterhouse has a beautiful soul. How would I know? It’s his eyes, though. They’re large, deeply brown and sort of spellbinding. They seem to be inviting me to conclude there’s somebody sensitive inside this hulking flesh container. 


He’s not as smartly dressed as the other detective who came round, that’s for sure. His shirt is wrongly buttoned and hanging out of his waistband on one side.


This isn’t how I expected him to look. His voice on the phone made me think he’d be lanky and sensitive looking – what my mum would call ‘the doomed poet type’.


His presence here is as unexpected as his appearance, I realise, though it shouldn’t be; he texted me half an hour ago to say he was on his way. I think on some level I must have assumed he was joking – maybe because I’d been so certain he would treat the last thing I’d said to him as a joke. 


My outrageous request. Had it been a request or a demand? I still wasn’t sure.


It wasn’t any sort of joke, though. I’m not good at humour, so I never attempt it. 


‘I’ve watched it,’ says DC Waterhouse.


Incredible. For a second, I feel as powerful as a deity. Get a grip, Jill. All you’ve done is persuade a policeman to watch an excellent film. 


‘And? Did you love it?’


He shrugs. ‘I wouldn’t say “love”.’ 


I would. In my head, silently, I repeat the word to myself. I love, love, love that this has happened, and thanks to me. And yes, I love that I have the power to make things happen. I want all the power, even if that means all the guilt too. 


Whatever I’m to blame for, I can also take credit for this: I made sure that an until recently deprived person had the chance to discover one of the greatest movies ever made. Deprived is the only reasonable way to describe someone who has never seen Hitchcock’s Vertigo.


I couldn’t believe it when DC Waterhouse told me he’d never heard of it. How is that possible, when he’s at least fifty? He must come from some kind of culturally deprived background. I assumed he was kidding at first, but he wasn’t (I suspect he is as innately non-jokey as I am) so I told him how famous and acclaimed Vertigo is, that it’s regarded by everyone who knows anything about cinema as one of Hitchcock’s greatest masterpieces. (Someone once told me that ‘masterpiece’ has to be singular, not plural – one solitary greatest achievement. Well, I’m sorry, but Alfred Hitchcock made three masterpieces, and that’s hardly my fault. (Vertigo, Psycho and North by Northwest, obviously.))


Perhaps deciding that more might be required from him before I’ll agree to talk, DC Waterhouse says, ‘Yeah, I thought it was good. I didn’t guess where it was heading. My wife thought it should’ve been half an hour shorter, but I liked it the length it was.’


‘Tell your wife—’


‘I’m not here to talk about Vertigo, Mrs McGlade. Can I come in?’


I can hardly say no, given that I promised to tell him everything if he agreed to watch my favourite movie of all time. Though, come to think of it, there’s no concrete proof that he’s watched it. How easy would it be for him to pretend he had?
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