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Prologue
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It was one of those sparkling Cornish mornings, the kind that make you want to stand and stare, which was exactly what Loveday was doing. She’d been jogging along the front at Marazion when she stopped, holding up a hand to shade her eyes against the sparkle from the waves. Out across Mounts Bay the breeze was gently ruffling the surface of the water. Loveday breathed in, filling her lungs with the sharp morning air. And then she paused, lazily watching as something moved out across the water. In the blue sky above her, a seagull was cruising, stretching its wings as it glided indolently, catching the breeze. She smiled, gazing at the bird, imagining what it would be like to soar across the heavens without a care in the world.

She was still smiling when something caught her eye, a different kind of movement out amongst the waves. Focusing on the movement, she thought at first it was a seal, but the steady, dogged progress it was making was different. And then she saw the flash of orange from the backpack. It was a swimmer, striking out for St Michael’s Mount.

She watched, fascinated, shielding her eyes from the glare, thinking how glorious it must feel being out there, totally free and completely at one with the elements. The swimmer was making for a sunbathed grassy patch to the left of the little harbour. She continued watching. It felt at that moment like she and the swimmer were the only two people in the world. He’d reached the far bank now, pulling himself up onto the land. Loveday imagined he could see the beads of water glistening on his black wet suit and felt oddly elated that he had made it. Suddenly she was on tiptoes, spontaneously waving at him from the beach, even though she knew he was too far away to notice her. Maybe that was as it should have been, for that swim was his experience, and his alone.

She was still watching the swimmer when he got to his feet, took off the backpack and raised his arms skywards in a kind of salutation gesture to the sparkling morning.

Little did she know that this seemingly ordinary moment would unravel a chain of events that would test the limits of her relationship with DI Sam Kitto and threaten the very fabric of her friendship with Cassie Trevillick.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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It was mid-morning and Loveday was in front of her computer in the office of Cornish Folk magazine in Truro. She frowned at the screen, muttering frustratedly under her breath that what she typed was making no sense. It had been a simple interview with a woman who ran a surfing school in Newquay, but writing it wasn’t going well. 

‘Would coffee help?’ Loveday’s assistant, Kerri Godden had looked up from her desk and caught her boss’s irritated expression. 

‘Great idea,’ Loveday sighed sitting back, her eyes still on the computer screen as Keri got to her feet. ‘And make it a strong one,’ she called after her as the assistant headed for the tiny kitchen on the far side of the editorial floor. 

Loveday’s phone rang and she reached for it, smiling when she recognised Sam’s voice.

‘Sorry, Loveday, I’m not going to make that pub lunch today.’

Her spirits sank. ‘Oh, Sam. Why not? I was looking forward to that.’

‘Out of my hands I’m afraid. Something’s turned up, something urgent.’

‘More urgent than meeting me?’

She could hear him laughing. ‘I’m afraid so. I’ve just been told there’s a body.’ He hesitated. ‘Opposite your cottage, as it happens.’

Loveday blinked. ‘In Marazion?’ she couldn’t keep the shock from her voice. She had a vision of some poor fisherman falling overboard from his boat and being washed up on the shore. 

‘No details yet,’ he said. ‘The report has only just come in, but I’m letting you know because there’s no way I’ll be back in Truro in time for our lunch date.’

She sensed he was about to bring the conversation to a close.

‘That’s awful, Sam,’ she put in quickly. ‘It puts all my little problems to shame.’

‘Problems?’ He sounded concerned, and she immediately felt guilty that she’d even mentioned her irritation over the stupid article.

‘A minor nothing,’ she said airily. ‘And definitely not important compared to what you’ll be dealing with today.’ 

A thought crossed her mind. Depending on the tide, she supposed a body that went into the water in the fishing port of Newlyn might possibly end up at Marazion. ‘Was the dead person a fisherman?’

‘No, well I don’t think so, he was wearing a wet suit.’

‘The body was in a wet suit?’ Loveday was beginning to get an uneasy feeling. ‘You said it was washed up on the beach across from my cottage.’

‘I didn’t mean that beach. The body was across the water at St Michael’s Mount. One of the gardeners found it in the castle grounds - on that patch of grass alongside the harbour.’

Loveday didn’t like the pictures that were scrolling through her mind. She was imagining that swimmer in his wetsuit pulling himself clear of the water and raising his hands in victory.

She hoped she was wrong, but a feeling of dread was beginning to settle over her.

‘Sam...’ She was using her most persuasive tone. ‘Would you mind if I came along with you?’

‘To a possible murder scene?’ She could tell he was frowning at the phone. ‘Why would you want to do that?’

‘It’s a story! I’m a journalist, remember? And it’s not every day a body turns up practically on my doorstep.’

‘Surely you can write about this without actually having to be present at the scene. I don’t know yet what condition this body is in. It might not be something you want to see.’

‘Are you telling me I can’t come?’

‘I can’t stop you going to Marazion, but the site may be a crime scene and access restricted.’

‘But you won’t be putting the whole island out of bounds?’

She heard his resigned sigh. ‘No, I suppose not, but you’ll have to make your own way there.’

‘No problem,’ she said.

The tide was out when Loveday arrived in Marazion and the cobbled causeway to St Michael’s Mount was exposed. She could see the activity on the other side. Sam, and his sergeant, DS Will Tregellis were on the foreshore and appeared to be deep in conversation. The forensic team had already started to work at the scene. Loveday parked on the seafront and grabbed her bag, hurrying out to sprint across the pathway. She didn’t see the body until she’d reached the other side. It was curled on its side, a pool of sticky red blood all around him. Loveday’s hand went to her mouth as she turned away.

‘I did try to warn you,’ Sam called, walking towards her, ‘But you insisted on coming.’

Her eyes were back on the body. ‘I saw him this morning,’ she said. ‘At least I think it was him.’

Sam’s gaze widened. ‘You saw him? What are you talking about? Where did you see this man?’

‘He was in the water. I was out jogging on the beach when I saw him swimming to the island.’ She looked up at him. ‘I watched him for a while, imagining what it would have been like out there on his own. It almost felt like I was with him.’

She inclined her head, giving a sad smile. ‘I saw the swimmer reach the island and pull himself up onto the grass. Then he stood up and raised his arms up as though in celebration. I knew exactly how he must feel, so I waved to him.’

Sam’s brow furrowed. ‘You waved to him?’ He shook his head. ‘And did he wave back?’

‘No. I would only have been a dot across the water on the beach. He wouldn’t have noticed me.’ She glanced back at the body. ‘Poor man. Why would anyone want to kill him?’

‘We don’t know anybody did.’ He nodded to the broad shape of the Home Office pathologist, Dr Robert Bartholomew, who was puffing across the causeway towards them. ‘Let’s wait to hear what the good doctor has to tell us.’

As he walked off to meet the pathologist, Loveday noticed he was being watched. She took in the well-worn jeans, blue T-shirt and the tanned, muscular body inside it. The man’s gaze switched to her as she approached him. She took a chance on this being the gardener who found the dead man.

‘How are you? Finding that body must have been a terrible experience,’ she said.

‘Look, I need to be getting on with things. Can I go now?’

Loveday paused, realising the man believed she was part of the police team.

‘I don’t think you’ll be kept here much longer,’ she said, nodding across to where Sam and the pathologist were standing by the body. ‘Has Inspector Kitto spoken to you?’

‘Yes, and I’ve given my details to the other detective.’

She guessed he meant Will Tregellis.

‘Before you get back to your garden Mr?... I’m sorry they didn’t give me your name.’

‘It’s Seth Nancarrow. I live back there in Penzance.’

‘Look, I know it’s a pain, Seth, but if we could briefly go over what happened again I’m sure you’ll be allowed to resume your work.’

The man glanced up at the spectacular gardens. ‘I was up there using the strimmer along the edge of the path when I saw him. At first I thought he’d fallen and called out, asking if he needed help. But he didn’t move, so I went down to check him.’ He paused, swallowing. ‘That’s when I saw the blood. I was straight on my mobile phone calling the head gardener.’

‘You didn’t phone for an ambulance?’

‘What was the point? The guy was clearly dead. Anyway, My boss came down and it was him who rang the police and for an ambulance.’

‘What’s your boss’s name?’ Loveday asked.

Seth Nancarrow nodded to the older man coming towards them. ‘Here he is. You can ask him yourself.’ 

‘Can I help you?’ The newcomer looked at her, squinting against the bright sun.

‘I was just asking Seth here how he came to find the body. He said it was you who called the police.’

‘It was,’ he said, shaking his head. ‘Why would anyone want to kill a nice little guy like him?’

Loveday stared at him. ‘You knew this man?’

‘Rufus? Yes, I knew him. He swam out here a couple of times a week when the weather permitted.’

‘Did you tell the inspector this?’

The man shook his head. ‘Nobody asked me. That’s why I’ve come down, I thought I should at least mention it to somebody.’

Loveday spun round, trying to spot Sam in the crowd of people now milling about. He had to know this.

‘Do you know Rufus’s second name?’

‘Teague. He was a bit of a loner, but he loved St Michael’s Mount. That’s how I got to know him. I found him wandering around the other side of the estate early one morning examining the plants.’

‘He was interested in plants?’

The gardener nodded. ‘I like to get out and about early in the summer months, same as Rufus. After that first meeting, I used to look out for him. I enjoyed our chats. He knew almost as much about plants as I do, and I’ve been a gardener for 40 years.’ He smiled, as though remembering. ‘He used to carry a little camera in a watertight purse on his belt and snap pictures of our more unusual plants. He also carried a notebook in that orange backpack of his where he jotted down details of the photos he took.’

‘Were there any plants in particular that he seemed to favour?’ Loveday asked.

The man’s tanned face cracked into a smile. ‘Not so much the plant as the location.’ He nodded to the more inaccessible rear of St Michael’s Mount. ‘Rufus was a contrary soul. The more difficult something was, the more he liked it.’

‘I don’t understand. Are you saying your friend Rufus tried to reach the far side of this place?’

‘I did warn him. The gardening team only manage to access that rear area using our specialist climbing equipment. But Rufus was always determined to discover what grew around there.’

‘So you’re telling me he climbed around the hill, despite the danger?’

‘I’ve no idea. I never saw him do it, but it wouldn’t surprise me if he gave it a try.’

Loveday put up a hand. ‘Sorry, I didn’t get your name?’
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