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‘You are what your deep, driving desire is. As your desire is, so is your will. As your will is, so is your deed. As your deed is, so is your destiny.’


– Brihadaranyaka Upanishad IV.4.5
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Prologue



I hear the scream and then I turn and run.


It’s pitch black in these woods. The moon was shining bright earlier but now clouds have covered the sky. I grab my mobile and use it as a torch, a fluorescent square that shows me the way. The mud is squelchy and I nearly slip; I seize hold of a trunk, panting for breath. Another scream and I freeze, torn – should I go back? My mind tells me to reverse but my body ignores the command. I’m running, running, leaves kissing my cheeks, twigs curling against my hair, shrubs brushing my jeans. A refrain from that poem we studied in English zigzags through my mind – ‘Whose woods these are I think I know. His house is in the village though . . . The woods are lovely, dark and deep, But I have promises to keep . . . and miles to go before I sleep . . . ’


An opening; light; civilisation. I burst out into the road, doubled over, my lungs raw with pain. My car is still there, where I left it. I stab my car key at the lock and only succeed in scratching off paint. Again I try, and again, and on the third go I hit the jackpot, slide into the driver’s seat and bang the door shut. I glance around, worried that someone might have seen me. But this is a quiet suburban street and there are no lights on in the houses.


I turn the engine on, startled as rock music blasts from the radio. I switch it off. I mustn’t panic, I mustn’t drive too fast. The woods are lovely, dark and deep . . . I gather myself, put the car in gear and drive away down the road, watching in my rear-view mirror as the woods shrink to silhouettes and disappear.





Chapter 1



Luke


The police come to get me on a regular Monday morning. It’s just before 9 a.m. and I should be in assembly singing boring hymns and listening to the deputy head speak about the importance of Living Responsibly and Thinking Of Others. Instead, I’m redecorating the Gents’ toilets with the help of Rob, my best mate.


I’m in pain. Rob has just shoved my head into the sink. Laughing, he spins the taps and cold water sluices over my hair, stinging icy in my ears. I’m wriggling but Rob is pressing hard on my shoulders. ‘So, Batman,’ he says, relishing the game, ‘you’re going downnn . . . ’ I laugh too and try to tell him he’s a bastard but all I manage is a splutter. A surge of fury gives me bonus energy points. I thrash about and throw Rob off and he staggers backwards.


A pause for breath. We both stare into the mirrors. We remember that we’re human, not animals. Sometimes when you’re fighting, you forget to think. You forget who you are. We look at our reflections, me with my wet hair pasted over my face and Rob with red smearing from his nose. I’m taller than Rob but he’s stockier than me. We’ve painted cuts and bruises on each other’s faces; my blood is on his shirt and his blood is on my skin. Maybe we’ve got just a little bit out of control . . .


Rob comes at me—


I spin around and knock him hard—


He falls to the floor.


Now’s my chance. I jump on top of him and grab a fistful of his hair. My anger pumps through me. I love fighting and I hate fighting. The pain lasts for days as your bruises turn all shades of blue, but there’s nothing like that moment, that exhilaration when the anger and adrenalin rush so hard and fast you feel like you’re on drugs. It’s a dangerous moment too, because you can’t say how far you’ll go, how much damage you’ll do, and that fear is part of the buzz.


To be honest, this isn’t 100 per cent play fighting. Rob wrote something on my Facebook wall yesterday about how sexy my girlfriend is and I’ve been feeling pissed off about it ever since.


‘So, Green Lantern —’ I cry, yanking up Rob’s head.


‘I’m not the Green Lantern, he’s a boring wimp,’ Rob protests in laughter. ‘I’m Spider-Man!’


‘Yeah, right. So, Green Lantern, inferior hero that you are – how do you like this?’ I bang his face down on the floor. I hear him cry out and inside my mum’s voice warns me – Don’t go too far, stop, stop—


Right then the door opens. Rob groans and spits blood onto the floor.


‘Luke Jones! Rob Pennington! What the hell are you doing!’


Mr Abdul is standing there.


Shame shrinks me. I stagger to my feet. Mr Abdul teaches Art at St Martin’s High. Most of the teachers in our school give me The Sneer, but Abdul’s different. He’s kind to me; he listens; he seems to really care.


‘Sorry.’ I wince.


‘Luke, what the hell is going on?’


I’ve not heard Abdul raise his voice like this in a long time. He’s normally very chilled.


Rob lies there, groaning as though he’s just fought for weeks in one of those ancient battles against Napoleon or something.


‘Rob, stop trying to play the sympathy card!’ I go to kick him for trying it on, when Mr Abdul cries: ‘Luke!’


‘Sorry – but – he’s fine! We were just messing around.’


‘Luke jumped me,’ Rob groans again.


‘Hey, that’s not true!’


I suddenly become aware that Mr Abdul isn’t alone.


Police officers. Two of them, a bloke and a woman. They step forward.


‘Rob, for God’s sake, get up!’ Mr Abdul says irritably.


The police are watching us closely. I’m conscious of the little differences between me and Rob. Rob wears smart black shoes, whilst I’m in non-regulation grey trainers with holes in them; one of my laces has broken so I’ve replaced it with an elastic band. Rob’s dark hair is neat and spruce; my brown fringe is swinging over my forehead cos I meant to cut it last night but I hadn’t been able to find the scissors in the chaos of our kitchen. Rob is one of those fake rebels who swagger about and boast that they’ll do anything, but the moment an adult shows they’re all smiles and thankyous and posh accents. Now he gets to his feet, smoothing down his hair, looking contrite and shooting me a glance as though I’m some thug he met in an alley.


The female police officer looks at Rob as though she wants to mother him. The man is watching me, though. He has spruce hair flecked with grey and dark, dark eyes. I realise that he looks familiar and then it comes to me.


He once arrested me for reckless driving. I can’t remember his name. He seemed like one of those guys who enjoy being on a power trip. Still, that was months ago, so why are they here now?


‘Luke, this is Detective Inspector Jackson and Detective Sergeant Hutton,’ Mr Abdul introduces them.


Jackson. That’s him. I step forwards, thinking I ought to shake their hands, but Jackson merely raises an eyebrow, so I shove my hand in my pocket. I’m never good with this sort of thing. I see the female detective staring at my shirt and I glance down, noticing the tear.


‘They’ve been given permission from your mother to take you to the station,’ Mr Abdul goes on.


‘Do I have to go?’ Rob cries in disbelief.


‘No, just Luke.’


Rob lets out a little cheer and Mr Abdul gives him a stern glance.


‘What’s it about?’ I ask, even though I already know. Somehow they’ve found out how much I drank at the party last Friday. I drove home oh-so-slowly, at about ten miles an hour all the way. But they must have seen me on CCTV.


‘They’re—’ Mr Abdul begins.


‘We want to speak to you in connection with the disappearance of Eva Pieachowski,’ Detective Jackson says.


Shit. My last memory of Friday evening: Eva’s face, shadowed by the woods, streaked by moonlight, her mouth an ‘O’ as she yelled abuse at me. She was so upset that night. I hope she didn’t go and do anything crazy.


Rob gives me a shocked glance, then quickly looks away. I almost feel like shouting that Rob was there on Friday night too – it was his party. But no. There’s something too familiar about this set-up. Rob politely asks for permission to leave the toilets. While he gets to go back to class scot-free, I’m walking down the corridor in between two police officers, with that sharp, twisting feeling in my stomach that tells me this is just the start of trouble. Of course, with spectacular timing, assembly has just finished. Kids are streaming out and they all get a good look at me; a couple even take pics on their phones, until Mr Abdul tuts at them. This is bloody typical. I’m the outsider in this posh fee-paying school, here on a scholarship, not courtesy of Mummy and Daddy’s millions. I’m always in the wrong place at the wrong time. Why does this always happen to me?


Then we’re out in the playground. It’s cold and I want to ask if I can run back in and get my coat. A panda car is waiting. Its blue lights whirl and flash, incongruous and alien in the daylight.


Mr Abdul leans in and whispers: ‘Tuck your shirt in.’


I hastily shove it into my trousers, feeling the safety pin which is holding up my belt. His voice is tender with concern; when I look into his eyes I see fear. For one weird moment I think he’s going to hug me. Mr Abdul was once a scholarship boy from a family on a low income. He’s told me he sees his younger self in me.


‘Be honest,’ he says. ‘That’s all you need to do. Just tell the truth.’


I want to ask him to come with me, but when I open my mouth to say it, I worry that I sound childish and pathetic. He has classes to teach. I’ve let him down. I don’t deserve his help.


So I shove my hands in my pockets and give him a casual smile, as though I don’t really care that any of this is going on. The walk to that police car is a long and lonely one. What’s happened to Eva? Is this another one of her Dares? What do they want with me?





Chapter 2



Anonymous


The Big Bad Blog ~ Monday 26 September


There’s an empty chair in Form 4, Year 13 today.


The news has spread like wildfire: Eva Pieachowski is missing.


Our school is in shock.


Eva. The star girl at St Martin’s. She’s taking five A levels in English, Economics, History, Geography and Art, and she’s top in every subject, yet Eva’s no square – anyone who has ever partied with her knows that. With her long blonde hair and bewitching brown eyes, it’s no wonder that she was scouted by a modelling agency on a trip to Paris. She only did one contract – for Topshop – before dropping it in favour of her studies. She’s captain of the netball and tennis teams, tipped to be voted head girl in our elections next week, and at the end of Year 12 she was awarded the trophy for Star Pupil. The prom is still nine months away but it’s pretty obvious who will be chosen as queen.


She was last seen on Friday night at a party held at Rob Pennington’s house. Rob’s parties are notorious. So what happened? Did Eva run away? Is she lost? Is she playing a game? Or has something terrible happened to her? We all know that Eva’s recently started to hang out with the wrong crowd . . .


Hopefully all is well and Eva’s gone to stay with a friend and forgotten to tell her parents. Let’s hope that tomorrow her empty chair is filled.


COMMENTS (2)


Lisa – ‘with her blonde hair and bewitching eyes’ – what is this, a Mills & Boon? *cringe*.


Tristan – hey, I like this blog. I want to know what’s happened to Eva. Thnx for keeping us up to date.





Chapter 3



Luke


‘Tell me about you and Eva,’ DI Jackson says. ‘She’s your girlfriend?’


We’re sitting in a cramped interview room. A videocam squats in the corner, recording us. Jackson has the most intimidating stare. My hands itch for a pencil. If I was going to draw him, I’d capture his lizard eyes, which laser me for minutes at a time without blinking. Drawing always makes me feel better when I’m tense.


‘What’s happened to her?’ I ask.


‘Or maybe Eva was just a friend,’ he goes on, ignoring me. ‘A friend you have a crush on?’


‘Yes, she is my girlfriend,’ I assert, my cheeks warming. Why do people always assume a girl like her wouldn’t go for a guy like me? ‘It’s serious between us, we’ve been dating nearly nine months. We’re in love.’


‘Really?’ He looks surprised and I swear there’s a sarcastic flicker in his eyes, as if all teens ever do is play Spin the Bottle and snog and lack the depth to ever feel anything deeper than that. At least my anger smoothes away my stutter.


‘We have something really special.’


More surprise. His pen hovers above the page for about a minute, until I’m ready to grab it and fling it across the room. Then he writes something down. He’s left-handed and his handwriting is loopy and slanted; impossible to read.


‘Are you writing a greetings card?’ I ask.


‘I’m sorry?’


‘You’re writing down that we have something really special?’ Once I say the words, I know they sound bad. I have such a big mouth. Mum’s always warning me: ‘You always speak and then think and it’s too late once you’ve said it!’


‘Sorry,’ I say quickly.


Detective Jackson folds his arms.


‘You think this is funny?’


‘No! I don’t!’ My voice is too loud and I try to turn down the volume. My fists are clenched in my lap. ‘I just don’t get what’s going on. Where’s Eva?’


‘You tell me,’ he says.


‘I haven’t seen her all weekend,’ I say. ‘I last saw her on Friday night at a party and then I was helping my mum with family stuff on Saturday and on Sunday I went over to see Rob.’


‘Rob?’ His pen scratches another note. ‘The guy you were beating up in the toilets?’


‘We were play-fighting,’ I correct him. ‘We were just messing around! We were pretending to be superheroes. I was Batman and Rob was the Green Lantern – well, he wanted to be Spider-Man, but you know.’


‘I’m sorry?’


‘You know, the Green Lantern. He’s the lame hero nobody likes.’ I figure that Jackson isn’t the type to ever go to the movies; it would be far too much fun for him.


‘I see.’ Jackson makes another enigmatic note and I swallow. I wish I could be like Rob. He’d know just what to say. If he was here, he’d already know what Eva’s been up to, and would be shaking the policeman’s hand and arranging a game of bloody golf or something. I’m no good at dealing with adults, especially ones in positions of authority.


‘And you’ve had no contact with Miss Pieachowski since Friday?’


‘Well, I did call her but she didn’t pick up, so I figured she was mad at me.’


His eyes flicker. Oh. I shouldn’t have said that.


‘Can I have a drink of water?’ My tongue feels thick in my mouth.


‘In a minute. First, tell me why Eva would be angry with you.’


‘I . . . She . . . it was just . . . ’


‘Let’s begin with Friday. Did something happen that might make her angry with you?’


‘Well, a bit. Kind of. I mean, we were getting on really well to begin with. We went to Rob’s house as he was giving a party. He wanted me there cos we’re good friends.’


‘Except when you’re attempting to break his nose,’ DI Jackson says drily. Before I can defend myself, he goes on: ‘So, did Rob’s parents know about this soirée?’


‘They were away for the weekend, so . . . ’


‘What time did you get to the party?’


Time? I don’t own a watch. I use my mobile sometimes to check the time – and usually find that wherever I’m meant to be, I’m late.


‘I think I picked her up around eight-thirty.’ I don’t add that I had to collect Eva at the bottom of her road, so that her parents didn’t see me. That might sound odd. ‘So it would’ve been soon after that.’


‘Did you drink at the party?’


‘Ah, just a bit. I had a beer, maybe. I know you got me for reckless driving earlier this year, so of course, I was being careful. Eva drank more.’


‘I haven’t forgotten the reckless driving. So, you and Eva fell out? She got upset?’


‘I don’t know about that . . . anyhow, I left the party at, I don’t know, eleven – no, maybe ten thirty. I’m not sure about the time. I left before she did.’


‘You didn’t drive her home?’


‘No – she wanted to stay and I didn’t.’


‘And you weren’t worried about her?’


I stare at the desk, chewing on my lip, when there’s a knock at the door. The female sergeant is standing there. She gives me the strangest of looks – a kind of moon-eyed double take. Then she beckons Jackson over and whispers in his ear. Jackson nods. He turns to the camera, announces the time and says that the interview has been suspended, before switching it off. Then he tells me to wait here and leaves the room, slamming the door behind him so hard that the vibrations shiver and echo through my plastic chair.


‘Fuck,’ I say out loud.


I’m starting to worry that this is more serious than a silly Dare or one of Eva’s wind-ups. I wonder if I need a lawyer. Then I remind myself that me and the detective are basically on the same side, right? We both want to make sure that Eva is okay.


I resist the urge to fold my arms over the desk, bury my head in their nest and nap. I’m scared I’m still being watched through that glass window, even secretly recorded; I try to force an expression of calm neutrality.


It’s hard to think straight because I’m so bloody hungry. This morning I opened the bread bin to find a loaf so green with mould that I couldn’t face scraping it off. Matt and Freya, who are three and eight, started to cry for their breakfast. Mum was already at work, cleaning down at the church, so it was my turn to sort them out. I said they could have Coco Pops, but when I opened the packet, there was nothing but brown crumbs. They cried all the way to school, until I went into the newsagents and bought a Twix, making them swear to share. That was the last of my paper-round money, so I had nothing left to buy my own breakfast. Fighting Rob took the last of my energy.


Breakfast seems like it happened days ago, not hours. I should be in English right now, discussing Robert Frost’s poem about the silent woods. But here I am, in a police station, wondering what my girlfriend is playing at. Maybe it’s Eva’s idea of revenge. Recently her games have started getting more and more out of control, even cruel.


The door swings open. DI Jackson comes striding back in and sets my Nokia mobile down on the table.


‘On Friday night, you have ten missed calls from Eva, between eleven-thirty and one-thirty,’ he says sternly.


‘Ten? I didn’t think it was that many.’


‘She also left some messages which you haven’t listened to. I think you should listen to them now.’


What? How the hell has he got access to my messages? I know all you have to do on a Nokia is press 121, but surely that’s not even legal without a warrant?


I forget everything when I hear Eva’s voice, tinny on the loudspeaker, raw with rage: ‘I hope you’re happy now Luke. Thanks to you, I’m out here in the cold, again – not the first bloody time, is it? I need your help, please, please, help me, please . . . ’


I freeze in horror. And then DI Jackson plays the next. Eva’s voice is a shrill scream and it goes right through me: ‘Luke – you can’t do this to me! I have to get out of here! Please, please, stop hurting me, stop . . . Help, help me!’


Silence.


‘Oh my God! Did someone hurt her?’ I cry.


‘I don’t know, Luke, that’s why you’re here. Were you the one who hurt her? It’s not clear who she’s referring to. It sounds as though you’re the one she’s mad at.’


‘God no, it must’ve been someone else.’


‘Are you sure about that? Why didn’t you listen to these messages? Why didn’t you call her back?’


‘Like I said, I did call her!’ I protest. ‘You haven’t checked properly. I did call her – it was Saturday, or maybe Sunday morning. I – I felt bad and I called at some point. I can’t remember when. But it just went to voicemail and I – I didn’t want to listen to her messages because I couldn’t face them. She wanted to break up, okay? I thought she was just leaving them to tell me to f—, I mean, to go away.’


I stare at the phone again, Eva’s voice echoing inside me: Please, please, please . . .


‘I’m really worried,’ I say. ‘She sounds terrible – is she okay?’


But DI Jackson just looks at me as though I have all the answers.





Chapter 4



Rob


I stand outside the police station, listening to Mozart’s Symphony No. 40 on my iPhone, wondering why the hell Luke is taking so long. In the last period before lunch, I was disturbed to find Luke still hadn’t been released from questioning, so I decided to come and find him. He’s been in there a good three hours . . .


Finally, he emerges, hurrying down the steps. I’m unnerved by the expression on his face: he looks as though he’s just sat three exams in a row.


When he spots me, he jumps in surprise. He looks so touched that I feel a flash of guilt: Luke thinks I’m here just for moral support.


He gives me a huge hug. I can feel him trembling and I pull away sharply. Just what the hell went on in there?


‘Luke,’ I say, ‘we need to talk.’


We spot a Starbucks down the road and head towards it. Luke’s silent for about a minute and then he spills everything. As I hear him describing Eva’s messages, my stomach clenches. I don’t have a good feeling about this.


‘I’m pretty freaked that she might have been kidnapped or something,’ Luke concludes. He’s blinking hard, and surreptitiously rubs a tear from his eye.


We sit down with our lattes and Luke makes a flippant remark that it’s unlike me to cut class. I can tell he’s trying to lighten the atmosphere, but I have to tell him that this is no laughing matter.


This is serious.


Luke’s right: I’m a grade-A student. I never skip school. Next month I have an interview at Trinity College, Cambridge to read History. After that, I’m going to work in the banking industry for ten years. I’ll stand as a Tory MP at the age of thirty for the Wimbledon constituency. By the age of forty, I’ll be prime minister. I’ve got it all mapped out, and if you think I’m crazy to decide all this at the age of seventeen, then remember: Maggie Thatcher went to Oxford knowing that she was destined to be PM, and look how far she went.


Luke’s biting his nails savagely and I gently swat his hand. So then he takes a napkin, spreads it over his knee and starts sketching caricatures of people in the café. For a moment I’m distracted, marvelling at his talent. Most of the time, Luke looks awkward in his body, but when he starts drawing, his whole physique changes, becomes fluid and serene.


‘Luke,’ I say, swallowing. ‘We have to think ahead. If they’re seriously worried about Eva, then the questions are going to start. She’s been missing three days – if she just wanted to scare her parents or do a Dare, she would have been gone a day, max. So this is serious. They’re going to come after us and they’re going to want to know what happened at my party.’


Luke’s pen pauses. He looks peevish, as though I’m being selfish to worry about us at a time like this. I feel sorry for him. He still hasn’t figured out how life works. Once when I was a kid, my dad took me to the park and showed me the ducks on the pond. ‘See how those ducks over there are pushing the sick duck away? They don’t want to be held back by him, so he has to leave the group. That’s nature. Survival of the fittest.’


In some ways, Luke’s such an old soul, with his dad in jail and the way he’s had to father his siblings, but in many respects he’s terribly naïve. He doesn’t know how to handle adults; that’s why he’s in so much trouble at school. And when he’s in an intense situation, instead of playing it cool, he tends to blow his top. He once joked to me that he’s never quite got the hang of ‘how to bullshit like a bourgeois’. To be honest, that’s what always drew me to Luke. St Martin’s is full of posh toffs; I find his down-to-earth manner refreshing. But now it could screw us both.


‘Look,’ I say, ‘what about what we all did at the party in the – bathroom? And when we . . . you know . . . ’


‘You should be a spin doctor, not an MP.’


‘Luke, I’m serious! Don’t you get how bad this looks for us? I still have that video on my phone.’


Luke pales. ‘Can’t you delete it?’


‘Maybe.’


‘Maybe?’ His pen digs into his napkin, ink spreading, ruining his sketch.


‘I’ll delete it if you just agree to work with me on this. We have to make up a story about my party, we have to rehearse, and we have to get that story straight.’





Chapter 5



Eva’s Diary: 1 June 2016


It’s weird – I would never have thought of writing a diary before. It always seemed a bit last-century to me, the sort of thing you expect girls in a Jane Austen novel to do because they’ve got all those hours to fill scratching out their heartfelt emotions about the latest guy with a big *house*. But a famous writer gave a talk at our school where he said it was good to write every day, even if you just keep a diary. He said that writing is like a muscle and you have to keep exercising it. And since I want to be a famous writer, I figured I should follow his advice.


I’m not sure where to begin. I’ve started all jokey because laughter is sometimes the only way I get by these days. I’m flippant all the time. I’ve made such a mess of everything, got myself in such a tangle. I know that sooner or later I’m going to fall off this tightrope I’m walking. In the meantime, I just keep going to school every day and getting my ‘A’s and keeping my dad happy and smiling at everyone.


I guess all the trouble began at the start of 2016. That’s when I first noticed Luke.


I was walking across the playground with my best friend, Siobhan. We were on our way to Economics and there was all this shouting and noise. Well, I love a good drama, so I dragged Siobhan over to the crowd.


Everyone was chanting, ‘FIGHT! FIGHT! FIGHT!’


That’s when I saw him. Luke Jones. I’d never really noticed before how handsome he is. He’s very tall and well built – not in a fake, steroid, too-many-trips-tothe-gym kind of way – he’s naturally fit and strong. He was messing around with another guy; they’d both pierced holes in their Evian bottles and were shooting thin sprays of water at each other, howling with laughter. I stood there, hugging my books to my chest, and he looked up with his amazing blue eyes and grinned at me. It was such a wild, dangerous, sexy grin, like a big cat daring me to play with him. He swept his dripping hair from his forehead. Then he blew me a kiss.


‘In your dreams, Luke,’ jeered Mark, the guy he was play-fighting.


Siobhan put her palm to my cheek and made a sizzling noise.


‘Don’t tell me you like Luke,’ she said. ‘He’s a bad boy, Eva. Don’t go there.’


I’d started to get bored of going on dates with guys. It always followed the same pattern – he’d send me a flirty text, we’d go to see a movie, he’d make me hold his sweaty hand, he’d try to kiss me in the last half, and it would carry on like this for a few more dates before I got restless. None of them had any character. They were all so nice. Maybe a bad boy was just what I needed.


When I started telling my girlfriends that I had a crush on Luke I got a secret thrill from seeing the surprise on their faces. By choosing Luke, I was finally saying to the world, I’m not the angel you think I am, there’s more to me than that. Because that’s the trouble with being me. Everyone sees me but nobody *sees me*. They only see sparkle and glitter. They can never perceive the shades in me, because I can only be one colour, and it’s some kind of sickly, bright pink. Several of my friends were convinced it was some kind of philanthropic gesture. As though I felt sorry for Luke, that he was my project and I’d be the one to change him.


I think I did change Luke, but not in the way everyone thought. I knew he was a bad boy but I underestimated him just the same as everyone underestimated me. When I got to know him, he wasn’t what I expected at all. And by then it was too late––


I want to write more but Dad’s calling me for dinner. Oh God. I have to go down there and pretend everything’s fine. For once my surface glitter is handy. OK. Deep breath. Down I go . . .





Chapter 6



Rivka’s WhatsApp


Siobhan online




U know Eva gave me her diary to look after cos she caught her dad snooping in her bedroom?







Yeah? Did you read it?







No, I kept my promise.







You should hand it over to the police. Maybe they can find her!







I know, but it’s been stolen.







What!







It was in my locker. Today I went in and it was bust open. All my other stuff was in there but someone had nicked the diary.







Shit, that’s seriously weird.







I know, I’m freaked. There’s all this stuff about MR.W in there.







Shouldn’t we tell the cops about that?







No way, Eva made me swear. I’m her best friend!







Who knew the diary was there? Do you think Luke did?







Maybe.







You know, I did see him hanging around by the lockers the other day and u know how jealous he is . . .








Chapter 7



Siobhan


When Eva and I were twelve years old, we used to play this telepathy game. We’d sit at the kitchen table in her house, a rainbow of felt pens and paper in front of us. Closing our eyes, we’d attempt to guess what the other was thinking. Then we’d draw it, covering our pictures with our hands. The results were just amazing. Eva would cry: ‘I was thinking of an apple!’, and I’d hold up my pic of a green Granny Smith. Or I’d cry: ‘Tomato!’ and her picture would mimic my mind. Soon we started wearing the same clothes outside school and texting each other every morning to ensure we wore our hair in the same styles. We once even attempted to be blood sisters, though that went horribly wrong – Eva’s prick went too deep and blood ended up gushing all over her nice pink rug, and we were too panicked to press our thumbs together. Besides, we didn’t need to be Blood Sisters. The connection between us is beyond the body; it’s psychic; it’s soul.


And now we’re traipsing through the woods on Wimbledon Common with the rest of them, searching for her, without a single clue.


Mr Pieachowski has organised the search with the help of a Community Support Officer. We walk, we search, we seek. Rain fell yesterday and the ground’s churned up with mud. I’m touched by how many people have turned up to help. There’s a gang of us from school, Rivka and Rob, some teachers, including Mr Abdul, and numerous neighbours. Eva is loved by so many people.


A few droplets spit on my face. Twilight’s seeping across the sky like blue smoke and I can feel a chill in the air. Oh Eva, I say to myself, to her, to the universe, let us find you – something between plea and prayer.


Eva’s been missing for five days now, and I’m terrified tonight will be another washout and tomorrow will turn into Day Six.


I fall back from the group, pretending to examine a tree, because I need to create space to focus. Over the last few days, it’s almost become an obsession. When I’m making a cup of tea, I’ll murmur into the steam: Eva, I’m here, I’m here, you’re safe, you’re safe, or when I wash my hands: I’m with you, or when I strap on my heels: We’ll find you, we’ll help you, just hold on. I’m certain my words are weaving together and forming a protective net around her. I’m even scared to sleep, for fear that I’m deserting her, that if I falter the net will unravel and she’ll slip through.


Now, standing by the tree, I try to focus. Please Eva, please let us find you, show us where you—


‘Found anything?’


I jump. It’s Mr Pieachowski.


‘No – sorry.’


He looks as though he’s aged a hundred years overnight. Eva always used to moan about him and I’d tell her she was lucky to have such a caring dad (mine lives in his office – I never see him), but she’d just sigh, ‘Yeah, a dad who loves me too much.’


The rain is stronger now. Mr Pieachowski looks anxiously at the group.


‘It’s okay,’ I tell him fiercely. ‘We’ll keep going.’ Oh Eva, we’ll never give up. I’m close to tears, and he gives me a sad smile.


Suddenly I’m aware of a girl by our side. She’s one of the volunteers, but I don’t recognise her from school. She’s small and waifish, with pale blonde hair falling down her back, her grey eyes feline beneath her pale brows.


‘Mr Pieachowski?’ Her voice is barely a whisper. As she raises her hand to shield her face from the rain, I notice a tattoo on her wrist. It looks like an S or a Z.


He looks at her, irritated, anxious to keeping looking.


‘I saw him, Mr Pieachowski,’ she says, ‘he was threatening her and I – I tried to film them but he was so – he was so—’


Someone shouts in the distance: ‘FOUND SOMETHING!’


We turn, shocked. The girl steps back.


‘Wait,’ Mr Pieachowski instructs. ‘Please – just wait here.’


I hurry after Mr Pieachowski. A small group has formed around the edge of a pit. They seem to gather closer as though to conceal something. Dread fills my gut. I find myself slowing down.


‘There’s a body,’ Rivka says, her voice breaking.


Mr Pieachowski cries out. He pushes everyone aside. I watch in horror as he slips down into the pit, his hands grabbing wildly at the mud, gathering mulch and leaves and dirt, not finding a hold.


He hits the bottom and he hits her. She rolls onto her front, eyes staring upwards, glazed and lifeless.


Eva.


Everything becomes very distant. There’s a midnight screaming inside me. I feel as though I’m in a bubble, a highpitched ringing in my ears. Voices blur into cotton-wool fuzz. Rob is by my side. Lacing his arm through mine. Saying, you don’t need. To see this. Just step away. Someone call 999. But I can’t stop. I can’t stop looking. My best friend. My soul sister. My heart.


Her skin is pale, bluish. Mr Pieachowski is rubbing her limp hand, weeping, begging her to just say a word, just move her lips. Rain glistens on her face like tears. And then I see the leaves patterned over her body, the leaves stained brown, and the wounds on her body like red eyes that glare back at me.





Chapter 8



Luke


I find out that the love of my life is dead via Facebook.


It’s not easy to get online in our house. We have a Dell computer that Mum won in a competition six years ago which sits in the corner of our living room/kitchen. There’s four of us wanting to use it at any given time, so just grabbing a turn usually involves a fight. Freya is glued to YouTube, watching cute kitten videos. In the end, I have to tickle her and bribe her with half a Twix to get her off.


I sit down, wondering whether to get a cloth. The keyboard is full of crap – dog hairs, biscuit crumbs, dust – and the screen is sticky with splatters of god-knows-what.


And then I see it. Siobhan’s Facebook post:
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	Siobhan O’Hara I can’t believe she’s gone. Eva was my best friend and the most amazing person I’ve ever known. She went missing and we all hoped she was just playing a game, a joke. Now we know that she was murdered. I saw her body myself, in a pit, covered in stab wounds – a sight I will never, ever forget and never forgive. Whatever sick bastard did this to my best friend, don’t think you’ll ever get away with it. I love you, Eva. I will love you forever. RIP my angel and my friend xxx











I stare as it rapidly fills with comments – Oh my God, I can’t believe it, she was only 17!, or Eva was the shining light of our school, this is the worst news I’ve ever heard, or, We will love you always Eva, you will stay in our memories and our hearts xxx. And I think: This has to be a joke. I’m vaguely aware of noise in the background, the sound of the TV, of Freya play-practising for X Factor auditions, of Matt messing around with his toy trains and Mum cooking in the kitchen, but it fades until I’m just sitting there, motionless.


Eva’s photo is blurred by the dirty monitor – a ketchup smear that looks like blood on her cheek. I lick a finger and try to wipe it away. Tears begin to slide down my face. I feel something by my knee and I jerk away violently. It’s Buster. He licks my limp hand gently, as though he senses my devastation. I can’t pat him. I can’t move.


‘Hey, Luke, can you lay the table, the burgers are nearly ready!’ Mum calls from the kitchen.


‘Burgers! Yummy!’ Matt and Freya chorus.


‘Sure.’ I force myself up.


The tablecloth is still sticky with crumbs and cola splashes from last night’s 2-for-1 pizza deal fest. I grab a handful of cutlery. For some reason I find it very important to lay it all out very carefully, positioning knife, fork and spoon in a perfect square. My hands are trembling. I can feel my heart thrashing in my chest. My eyes are burning and my throat is sore from holding back the tears. I think of being with Eva. In the back of my car, making love, our lips pressed together, breaking off in a haze of happiness to gaze at each other, feeling desire so raw it hurt, whispering: ‘I love you.’ I remember that she bit my ear playfully and whispered back that I was amazing. She said I was the only guy she’d ever slept with. She said that I was special—


I go into the kitchen and without thinking, I pick up the pan of potatoes to drain them. The heat sears my hand I yell out—


The pan lands in the sink, hot water spraying across the surface—


Potato pieces flying onto the floor—


‘Luke!’ Mum yells.


My hand is sore, maybe burnt. I hold it under the cold tap. Buster comes up and tries to snuffle up the potatoes.


‘NO!’ I shout and then I feel bad. Buster is such a good-natured and devoted dog that I never get mad at him, no matter what.


I run. Out of the kitchen, tumbling up the stairs and into my bedroom. I pull the bolt across the door. It’s the only tidy place in our pigsty of a house. Eva used to tease me about the way I folded everything up and put it away neatly – ‘Aren’t you guys meant to be slobs? You’re such a girl!’


I yank the lid off my wicker washing basket and pull out the dirty washing, a tangle of grubby socks and boxers and crumpled T-shirts, until I find the outfit I wore to Rob’s party. I remember pulling on my 501 jeans (Levi’s on the label; picked up in Oxfam on a lucky day) and my Ted Baker shirt (a present from Rob for my last birthday). I was hoping the designer gear might impress Eva.


I go cold at the sight of the shirt. There’s blood all over one sleeve, blood splashed across the front, now dried into crusty brown flowers—


A voice comes through the door: ‘Luke, Luke!’


It’s Matt. I jump so violently that I drop the shirt. It ghosts to the floor.


‘Piss off,’ I hiss quietly. The screws rattle in the lock as he yanks the handle. ‘Look, go tell Mum I’m not hungry, okay? I feel sick.’
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