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      Prelude

      
      SINAI, EGYPT: MONDAY, 12 JANUARY 2009. 01.17


      
      Faraday was asleep when he went through the windscreen. He heard neither the warning klaxon from the oncoming truck, nor the
         shriek of the tyres as Hanif stamped on the brakes, nor the Arabic oath so abruptly smothered by the final collision with
         a roadside tree.
      

      
      As the Peugeot settled in the dust, Gabrielle tried to reach forward from the back. Hanif, like Faraday, hadn’t bothered with
         a seat belt. His chest crushed by the steering wheel, he was limp within seconds, expiring with a barely audible sigh which
         Gabrielle later chose to interpret as surprise. The blaze of the truck’s headlights. The split-second swerve that avoided
         a head-on collision. The gnarled stump of the acacia briefly caught in the headlights. And then darkness again.
      

      
      Fighting to make sense of what had just happened, Gabrielle was aware of the receding thunder of the truck. She could taste
         blood in her mouth. She felt herself beginning to shake. She called Faraday’s name. Then she too lost consciousness.
      

      
      The lost hours that followed took them to a hospital beside the Mediterranean at El Arish. Faraday’s first clue, his eyes
         still closed, his breathing laboured, was the shouts of men running in the corridor outside the ward. For a moment he was
         back in the Bargemaster’s House, unable to account for people yelling in Arabic on their way to his bathroom, then he drifted
         away again, awaking some time later to see a bearded face above a white jacket bending over him. English this time, lightly
         accented.
      

      
      ‘Mr Faraday? You can hear me?’

      
      Faraday nodded. More or less everything hurt. His head was bursting. For some reason he could barely swallow. He tried to
         speak, tried to struggle upright. Failed on both counts.
      

      
      ‘You’re in hospital, Mr Faraday. You understand me? Hospital?’ 

      
      Faraday closed his eyes. Opened them again. Hanif. The driver. He’d borrowed Hanif’s cap. It had been night, dark. He was
         tired. He’d tried to sleep, the cap pulled down over his face. It was a baseball cap. He remembered the taxi bumping along and the
         murmur of Gabrielle’s voice as she chatted to Hanif and the smell of the cap, sweet with hair lotion, not unpleasant. So where
         was Hanif? And where, in God’s name, was Gabrielle?
      

      
      ‘You’ve been in an accident, Mr Faraday. Your lady too.’

      
      The alarm in Faraday’s face sparked a reassuring smile. He felt a hand cover his.

      
      ‘Your lady is OK. Not so bad. Soon you will see her.’

      
      Faraday withdrew his hand. He wanted to touch his own face, reacquaint himself with its familiar features, find out what had
         happened. He too wore a beard. So where had it gone?
      

      
      ‘You’re in a special unit, Mr Faraday. You understand?’ The doctor tapped his own skull, pulled a face. ‘We must do some tests,
         get you better. Rest now. Be still. Your lady is OK.’
      

      
      Faraday’s fingers were still exploring the heavy swathe of bandage around his head. Blood had dried and crusted on his temples.
         When he tried to answer, when he tried to do anything, he felt a stabbing pain in his chest.
      

      
      The doctor told him once again to relax. Two of his ribs had been broken. There was a little damage to his shoulder. But on
         the whole he’d been very, very lucky.
      

      
      Faraday was thinking of the baseball cap again. He shut his eyes, trying to visualise what it had looked like, trying to bridge
         the gap between the moment he must have drifted off to sleep and this bright place of pain with the splashes of sunshine on
         the wall.
      

      
      ‘Should . . .?’ He tried to shape a sentence, failed completely, but when he opened his eyes again the presence beside the
         bed had gone.
      

      
      Then, from somewhere close by, came the cry of a child, plaintive, lost. He listened to it for a long moment, totally bewildered,
         then darkness swamped the sunshine and he drifted away.
      

      
      Over the next couple of days he began to recover. Gabrielle, as promised, came to his bedside. Already walking, her arm in
         a sling, one eye blackened, a swelling around her mouth, she brought him fresh orange juice and crumbled biscuits on a paper
         plate. He was in a high-dependency unit on the hospital’s top floor. They’d taken away the tube that helped him breathe and
         a second set of X-rays had confirmed that the skull fracture was less severe than they’d feared. His broken ribs were already
         on the mend and his shoulder, badly dislocated, had been reset. With luck, she said, he would soon be back on his feet again.
      

      
      Faraday wanted to know more. Where exactly were they? And what had brought them here?

      
      
      Gabrielle explained about the car crash, about Hanif losing concentration, about the truck that had so nearly wiped them out.
         Hanif was dead, she said. His chest crushed against the steering wheel.
      

      
      Faraday stared at her. They’d been with Hanif for two days. He’d driven them to birding sites high in the mountains. With
         his quick intelligence, his grin and his wealth of local knowledge, he’d become a kind of friend.
      

      
      ‘Dead?’ he said blankly.

      
      Gabrielle nodded. There’d be a session with the local police soon. They wanted a witness statement about travelling with Hanif.
         But in the meantime there was something else he needed to know.
      

      
      ‘We’re in a place called El Arish. It’s very close to Gaza. You remember Gaza?’

      
      Faraday nodded. They’d come to the Middle East on a midwinter break. The day after they’d landed in Amman the Israelis had
         begun to bombard the Gaza Strip. Jordan was full of exiled Palestinians. Wherever they went, it was impossible to avoid Al
         Jazeera TV in the cafés, newspapers in the hotels, huge demonstrations on the streets.
      

      
      ‘And?’ Gabrielle had his full attention. 

      
      ‘A lot of the people wounded come here. Terrible. Just terrible.’

      
      The wards below, she said, were full of casualties from Gaza. Worst of all were the children. Kids. En petits morceaux. In bits.
      

      
      ‘There’s a child here . . .’ she nodded towards the door ‘. . . in the next room. A girl. Maybe five, maybe six, nobody knows.
         They call her Leila. She has burns, chemical burns, here and here.’ Her hands touched her chest, her wrist, her fingers. ‘The
         poison makes her very sick. Phosphore, n’est-ce pas? The doctors think she may die. Maybe that would be for the best.’
      

      
      Faraday was doing his best to follow these developments. He hadn’t a clue about phosphore. He wanted to change the subject.
      

      
      ‘How about you?’ he said.

      
      Gabrielle shrugged, said she was fine, a little bruised, a little shaken up. Then she checked her watch and glanced again
         at the door.
      

      
      ‘They try and wake the little girl every morning.’ She got to her feet. ‘Maybe there’s some way I can help.’

      
      Faraday was nearly two weeks in the hospital at El Arish. Mobile again, waiting for the doctors to tell him he was fit to
         travel, he took to wandering the corridors, passing ward after ward, tableau after tableau. Gabrielle was right. The hospital
         was slowly filling with seriously wounded from the killing zone that had once been Gaza. Men with no legs, lying inert, their
         eyes dead, staring at the ceiling. A woman who’d lost part of her face to a mortar blast, her head turned away towards the wall. Sitting outside in the winter sunshine, Faraday could hear the roar from the city’s airport
         as flights lifted more broken bodies to specialist facilities in Cairo and Saudi Arabia. Back inside the hospital they were
         burning incense to mask the stench of rotting flesh.
      

      
      This, to Faraday, was disturbing enough. Seeing the sheer physical damage inflicted on these people, it was difficult not
         to share Gabrielle’s growing sense of outrage. They were defenceless civilians with no greater sin to their names than the
         urgent desire for peace and some kind of security. Instead, through no fault of their own, they’d lost everything.
      

      
      Worse, though, were the moments Faraday paused outside the glassed-in rest room where the orderlies gathered between shifts
         to drink mint tea and gaze up at the big wall-mounted screen. The TV was permanently tuned to Al Jazeera and its non-stop
         torrent of live pictures from Gaza: wrecked schools, hysterical women, maimed kids sprawled in the dust, men filling ambulances
         with yet more bodies. From time to time among this grim carnage a camera would tilt sky-wards to reveal hanging white tendrils
         from an airburst artillery shell. This, according to Gabrielle, was white phosphorus, the evil wafers of burning gunk that
         had done the child Leila so much damage. She was still alive, just, and one of the reasons Faraday so rarely saw Gabrielle
         was the position she’d taken up on a chair beside the child’s bed. This little girl has no one left in the world, she said.
         So it has to be me.
      

      
      Faraday, in his heart, agreed. He’d glimpsed the tiny pile of bandages that was Leila and he was only too aware of the faces
         of the orderlies in the TV room when they noticed him out in the corridor. It was the tiny reproachful shake of the head that
         made him feel helpless and somehow complicit. It had been the same in cafés in Jordan and Egypt before the accident. The unvoiced
         accusation: you in the West did this, you with your American friends, you with your stake in Israel, you made all this possible.
      

      
      At moments like these Faraday would beat a slow retreat to his room. His possessions had been returned from the wreckage of
         the taxi and he’d sit through the long afternoons sorting through his birding logs. There’d been a ring-necked parakeet glimpsed
         near the Old Fort on the seafront at Aqaba and a Barbary falcon a little further south along the coast. Earlier in the trip
         Gabrielle had been the first to spot a pair of Sinai rosefinches drinking at a spring near the Royal Tombs in Petra, and later
         that same day they’d spent nearly an hour watching a Bonelli’s eagle riding the thermals above the deepest of the wadis. These
         were the kind of exotic sightings that he’d dreamed about in the depths of an English winter at the Bargemaster’s House, but the excitement had gone now, swamped by the human wreckage that surrounded him.
      

      
      On his last evening at the hospital he packed his rucksack and waited for Gabrielle to appear. She’d been in town, confirming
         the flights home, negotiating a decent price for a taxi to Cairo airport. Finally, when she turned up, she appeared to have
         no luggage. The flight left late the next day. Still exhausted, Faraday had little taste for sightseeing but wondered whether
         they might have time for a detour into downtown Cairo.
      

      
      Gabrielle seemed surprised. There was something she clearly hadn’t told him.

      
      ‘I’m staying over, chéri,’ she said. ‘The taxi man will look after you.’
      

      
      ‘Staying over?’

      
      ‘Oui. The child will need lots of care. I can help there. I know I can.’
      

      
      Leila, it seemed, was at last out of danger. Gabrielle had been talking to the consultant looking after the little girl, who
         spoke French as well as English. He was a nice man, sympa. He knew London well, had friends there. He’d done a lot of his training in the UK and had good contacts at the Burns Unit
         in Salisbury. At Gabrielle’s prompting he’d been on the phone, looking into the possibility of a surgical bed there for Leila,
         even taken a provisional booking on a medical evacuation by air. Around 30 per cent of her body had been burned. She’d need
         a series of skin grafts and lots of specialist nursing, but the care in the UK, according to the consultant, was world class.
         With luck, inshallah, Gabrielle’s pauvre petite might have a half-decent future.
      

      
      Gazing at her, Faraday realised just how cut off, how isolated, he’d become. The accident and its aftermath had locked him
         away in a bubble of his own making. How come all this was news to him? How come Gabrielle had never mentioned it before?
      

      
      ‘But who pays for all this? How does it work?’

      
      ‘J’sais pas, chéri.’ Gabrielle offered him a tired smile. ‘That’s why I have to stay.’
      

      
      Several hours later, more than a thousand miles to the south-east, Paul Winter was making a difficult phone call. Dubai time,
         it was three in the morning.
      

      
      ‘It’s over, Baz. Kaput. Finished. We have to take the hit, move on. It’s the only sane thing to do.’

      
      ‘Take the hit? Bollocks. The market’ll turn. It’ll come good. In this game you need patience, my friend. Thank Christ one
         of us hasn’t bottled it.’
      

      
      
      Winter tried to picture the scene in Craneswater. It would be late evening in the UK. Post-Christmas, Bazza was doubtless
         tucked up in his den, scrolling through the spreadsheets on his PC, patrolling the battlements of his commercial empire, doing
         his best to ignore the obvious. A glass or two of Black Label often helped.
      

      
      Winter went through the numbers again, standing by the window, staring out at the long curve of the Corniche. Hotel after
         hotel after hotel, most of them unfinished, pools of darkness under the forest of cranes.
      

      
      ‘The market’s collapsed, Baz. The guys in the know out here are talking about a 40 per cent fall in property – and that’s
         just the first quarter. Year end, we could be looking at 60 per cent off.’
      

      
      Mackenzie grunted something that Winter didn’t catch but he knew he was tuning in at last. You didn’t get to a £20 million
         fortune without the ability to count.
      

      
      ‘The hotels are dead, Baz. Most of the white guys I’ve met are on their way to the airport.’

      
      He described conversations he’d had with bankers, lawyers, architects, consultant engineers. All of them had spent the last
         couple of years with their noses in the Dubai trough, feasting on near-vertical rates of growth. But those days were suddenly
         over.
      

      
      ‘Half the construction projects are either on hold or cancelled. Take a stroll round the airport and you’ll find parking lots
         full of dumped four-by-fours. These guys are totally maxed out. They leave the keys in the ignition and their credit cards
         in the glove box and leg it.’
      

      
      ‘Why would they do that?’

      
      ‘Because they’ve got brains in their heads. If you default here, everything stops. Bank accounts frozen. Assets frozen. Passport
         confiscated. House arrest. You end up in court and they’re all speaking Arabic, and before you know it you’re sharing a jail
         cell with some drugged-up zombie from fuck knows where. Probably for ever. You wouldn’t know it to look at, but this place
         is medieval, Baz. I just hope they’re not listening.’
      

      
      Mackenzie wasn’t giving up. He’d invested £750,000 in 10 per cent deposits, buying thirty apartments off-plan in a promising
         waterside development. Last year’s spreadsheet told him he could sell on for a 20 per cent mark-up after just six months –
         £1.5 million for doing fuck all.
      

      
      ‘Listen, mush. You’re tired. You’ve been talking to the wrong guys. Take a break. Treat yourself to a couple of those nice
         Russian toms I keep hearing about. Then go and find Ahmed and get the thing properly sorted.’
      

      
      Ahmed was Mackenzie’s local agent, a smooth trilingual twenty-something with tailored white robes, wire-framed glasses and an Australian air hostess girlfriend.
      

      
      ‘I can’t, Baz.’

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      ‘He’s gone too.’

      
      ‘Legged it?’

      
      ‘Probably.’

      
      ‘How come?’

      
      ‘He went into liquidation last week. Like I said, it’s not something you want to hang about for.’

      
      ‘Shit.’

      
      ‘Exactly.’

      
      There was a long pause. In the background Winter could hear the opening music to Match of the Day. Saturday night, he thought grimly. And me stranded in fucking Do-Buy.
      

      
      Mackenzie came back on the line, suddenly businesslike.

	  ‘You’re right, mush, we have to liquidate. Find yourself an attorney,
         a real-estate agent, any fucking monkey. Get those apartments sold on. Whatever it takes, mush. Whatever you can screw out
         of these people. You got that?’
      

      
      ‘Yeah. One problem. Did I mention the building itself?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘It doesn’t exist, Baz. They never even started it.’

      
   




      
      Chapter One

      
      
      
      PORTSMOUTH: TUESDAY, 27 JANUARY 2009

      
      Faraday went to his GP the morning after he arrived back in the UK and handed over his medical file from the hospital in El
         Arish. The GP studied the X-rays, took his blood pressure, shone a light in his eyes and asked a series of questions to establish
         that he could still add up, still tell the time, still function. Faraday passed each of these tests with flying colours and
         when the GP offered to refer him to a consultant for a further check-up he declined. He could do with a bit of time off, he
         said, to get his mental bearings, then he’d be back to work. The doctor returned to the file and muttered something about
         seat belts before typing an entry into his PC. A sick note would be in the post by close of play. In the meantime Faraday
         was to go easy on the booze and take painkillers if the shoulder or the ribs got troublesome. Ten days’ rest, the doctor said,
         would do him the world of good.
      

      
      And so Faraday retreated to the Bargemaster’s House on the city’s eastern shore, shutting the door against the world and putting
         another call through to Gabrielle. He’d already talked to her, after he’d got in from the airport yesterday. She’d been vague
         about the details but it seemed she’d made contact with some Palestinian charity in her home town of Chartres. They had links
         to Saudi Arabia. There was a definite possibility Gulf money could fund Leila’s casevac flight and medical care in the UK.
         There might even be enough to pay for a translator to be with her full time. The fighting in Gaza had stopped now, she said,
         but the ambulances were still arriving from Rafah. More casualties, many of them kids.
      

      
      ‘So how’s Leila?’

      
      ‘Still sick. But not so bad as before.’

      
      ‘And the burns?’

      
      ‘Horrible. Her back, her chest, most of all her hands.’

      
      The doctors, Gabrielle explained, had been studying the few scraps of paperwork that had come with the child. The little girl,
         it seemed, had been living near the refugee camp at Jabaliya. Blast from an Israeli mortar shell had knocked her over, and after that it had rained white phosphorus. Bits of burning phosphorus had set her
         T-shirt alight. She’d tried to tear it off. Hence the damage to her torso and hands. This stuff burned and burned, deep, deep
         wounds. And it was poisonous too, damaging her liver and kidneys.
      

      
      ‘Does she have a family, this little girl?’

      
      ‘All killed. Every one.’

      
      ‘Every one?’ Faraday didn’t believe it.

      

      
      
      ‘Personne ne le sait. Gaza was on fire. Just like Leila.’
      

      
      ‘And is that her real name?’

      
      ‘Ca personne ne le sait.’
      

      
      Nobody knows. The conversation had come to an end at this point, Gabrielle breaking off to take an important incoming call.
         She’d promised to phone back as soon as she could, but so far nothing. Now, nearly a day later, Faraday tried her number again.
      

      
      No answer.

      
      The following afternoon Winter arrived at Gatwick from Dubai. Bazza Mackenzie’s son-in-law Stuart Norcliffe was in the arrivals
         hall to meet him. Norcliffe was a big man, prone to comfort eating, and lately the extra weight he carried was beginning to
         show.
      

      
      His Mercedes S-Class was in the short-stay car park. Winter settled into the tan leather, adjusted the seat. The interior
         of the car, brand new, smelled of Dubai.
      

      
      ‘Baz sends his apologies. He’d have come himself but he got nailed for another interview.’

      
      ‘With?’

      
      ‘Some freelance. Claims to be doing a piece for the Guardian.’
      

      
      ‘What’s he after?’

      
      ‘She. The usual, I imagine. Baz thinks it’s a laugh. Checked the woman out on Facebook. I gather he liked what he saw.’

      
      Winter returned the smile. His employer’s taste in newspapers seldom extended beyond the sports pages of the Sun, though lately Winter had noticed copies of the Financial Times lying on the kitchen table in Sandown Road.
      

      
      ‘Shouldn’t someone be holding his hand? Keeping him out of trouble? Some of these people are brighter than they look.’

      
      ‘My thoughts entirely. Marie’s worried sick. I don’t think she’s got over Christmas yet.’

      
      ‘Yeah? You’re telling me all that came as a surprise?’
      

      
      ‘So she says.’

      
      ‘She’s playing games, Stu. She sussed him from the start. She knew he was serious all along. She told me so back in May.’

      
      
      Winter remembered the conversation word for word, a lunchtime meal in a Southsea brasserie the day Pompey returned from Wembley
         with the FA Cup. The news that her husband had political ambitions came hand in hand with Marie’s realisation that Ezzie,
         her daughter, was having an affair. The events that followed, in Stu’s phrase, had stretched the family to breaking point,
         and even now the cracks still showed.
      

      
      ‘So he’s going ahead with this interview?’ Winter wanted to know more.

      
      ‘Big time. He’s invited this woman down for lunch at the hotel. Full look-at-me treatment. You know how subtle he can be.’

      
      Winter laughed. Bazza’s pride and joy was a hotel on the seafront, the Royal Trafalgar. Its recent elevation to four-star
         status had prompted a celebratory knees-up that had lasted until dawn. For Baz, the fourth star was the clinching evidence
         that ten busy years in the cocaine trade could buy you anything – even the launch of a campaign to install himself as the
         city’s first elected mayor, announced at a gleeful press conference two days before Christmas.
      

      
      ‘The Guardian eat people like Baz for breakfast. Someone should have told him that.’
      

      
      ‘I did.’

      
      ‘And?’ 

      
      ‘He says he can handle it, told me to fuck off. So . . .’ Stu flashed the car ahead and accelerated onto the M23 ‘. . . here
         I am.’
      

      
      Winter settled down for the journey south. When Stu wanted the full debrief on Dubai, he obliged. As far as he was concerned,
         the family business was three quarters of a million quid in the hole. As Stu, above all, would know.
      

      
      Norcliffe winced. ‘It gets worse,’ he said. ‘I’ve just done an audit on the rest of the portfolio. France is horrible, the
         UK’s collapsing, those new places in Montenegro are still half built, and Spain’s a basket case. Rely on the Arabs to make
         the thing come good, as Baz seems to have done, and you’re looking at meltdown.’
      

      
      Until recently Stu had been running a successful hedge fund. Premises in Mayfair, multi-billion-dollar turnover, black Porsche
         Carrera, the lot. The fact that he’d sold out for a decent price only weeks before Lehman went bust told Winter he knew a
         thing or two about the workings of big business. Putting your trust in the markets, like putting your trust in marriage, could
         take you to a very ugly place.
      

      
      ‘So how bad is it?’

      
      ‘You want the truth?’

      
      ‘That’s a silly fucking question.’

      
      
      ‘OK, here’s the way it is . . .’

      
      At moments of stress, or high excitement, Stu affected an American accent. Winter had often wondered whether it was a defence
         mechanism, a form of temporary disguise, trying to kid himself he was someone else.
      

      
      ‘Number one, most of the properties abroad are secured on loans of various kinds, mainly fixed-rate mortgages. As long as
         the earnings service the mortgages, no problema. When they don’t, huge fucking problema.’
      

      
      ‘And they don’t?’

      
      ‘No way. People are skint. They’re not going on holiday. They can’t stretch to a couple of grand a week for that nice hacienda
         by the beach. So the likes of my father-in-law have to start thinking long lets, semi-permanent tenancies, but that’s no answer
         either because the hot money, the vacation premium, that’s all gone. Rents just don’t cut it, not the way Baz has structured
         the property holdings.’
      

      
      This was news to Winter. He’d always assumed Bazza had simply swapped hookey cocaine dosh for all those bricks and mortar,
         part of the laundering process that had turned him into one of the city’s top businessmen.
      

      
      Stu shook his head. ‘Not true. I thought exactly what you’ve been thinking, but it turns out the guy’s way over-leveraged.
         The money he was making, he could have stayed virtually debt-free. Instead he decided to pile in. Why buy ten properties and
         make a decent return when you can borrow someone else’s money and buy a hundred and score yourself a fortune? Works a treat.
         Until the bubble goes pop.’
      

      
      Winter was thinking about the waterside plot of land in Dubai: 750K for thirty apartments that didn’t even exist.

      
      ‘So he’s got to start selling? Is that what we’re saying?’

      
      ‘It’s way worse than that. Start offloading now and you’re talking fire-sale prices. That won’t begin to repay the loans.
         You happen to know the Spanish for “negative equity”? Only it might be wise to learn.’
      

      
      Winter lapsed into silence. These last few years, after binning the Job and turning his back on CID, he realised that he’d
         come to rely on the cocoon that Mackenzie’s many businesses had spun around him. Club-class travel. Decent hotels. A three-week
         jaunt through Polynesia as a thank you for sorting out last year’s marital crisis. Only now did he realise that most of these
         castles were built on sand.
      

      
      ‘So what do we need?’

      
      ‘Working capital.’

      
      ‘How much?’

      
      ‘A couple of million. And that’s just for starters.’

      
      
      ‘And Baz knows that?’

      
      ‘Yes. Which I guess is the worst news of all.’

      
      ‘Why?’

      
      ‘Because he’s still telling himself it’s not a problem. And you know why?’ He shot Winter a glance.

      
      ‘Because the man has a plan.’

      
      ‘You’ve asked?’

      
      ‘Of course I’ve asked.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘Nothing. Nada. He won’t tell me.’
      

      
      At the Bargemaster’s House, perched on the edge of the greyness that was Langstone Harbour, Faraday was becoming aware that
         his life was slowly slipping out of focus. He was developing an obsession with doors. He needed to close them quietly, deftly,
         measuring the exact effort that went into the push, savouring the soft kiss as the door seated into the frame. He tiptoed
         from room to room, longing for the coming of dusk, embracing the gathering darkness like a long-lost friend. On wet nights
         he cherished the whisper of rain against the French windows and lay for hours on the sofa, listening to the wind, his mind
         a total blank.
      

      
      One morning, with a jolt of surprise, he realised that he was knotting and unknotting his hands in the most unlikely places
         – the bathroom, for instance, while he stared uncomprehendingly at the tiny array of waiting toothbrushes. He also started
         to talk to himself, recognising the low mumble that dogged him from room to room as his own voice. In his more rational moments
         he put most of this down to the accident, inevitable aftershocks from Sinai, but what was more unexpected was a growing sense
         of helplessness, of his mind playing tricks beyond his comprehension.
      

      
      As the days and nights went by, he didn’t seem to be able to rid himself of the same thought, the same memory. It came back
         time and time again: a man on a horse he’d glimpsed briefly, in the middle of the night, from the window of the hotel where
         he and Gabrielle had been staying in Aqaba, days before the accident. The horse and rider had appeared from nowhere, the clatter
         of hooves waking him up. He’d gone to the window and watched the man on the horse careering back and forth across the dusty
         parking lot, tugging hard on the reins. The man had looked angry. He’d carried a stick, slashing left and right at the empty
         night air. And then he’d disappeared. The breeze from the sea on Faraday’s face had been warm, a kind of balm. But what remained
         was the sense of bewilderment. Why the horse? At that time of night? And what was the man doing there, riding from nowhere
         to nowhere? So violent? So manic?
      

      
      
      This was bizarre enough, a tug on his wrist from which he couldn’t shake himself free. But then, towards the end of his brief
         convalescence, he came across notes to himself that he must have left around the house, all of them recent. He couldn’t remember
         writing them, nor work out what function they served, but the fact that they were there, that they existed at all, was frankly
         weird. They read like the jottings of a stranger passing by, a voice he couldn’t recognise, and as his grip on reality slackened
         he sensed that he was becoming a spectator at the feast of his own undoing. Stuff was happening – puzzling stuff, troubling
         stuff – and he hadn’t the first idea what to do about it. Should he return to the doctor and ask for medication, some magic
         pill that would bring his world back into focus? Or should he drive over to Major Crime, knock on DCI Parsons’ door and plead
         insanity? He simply didn’t know.
      

      
      Then came the morning when he woke to find blood all over the pillow, Hanif’s blood, still warm from the accident. Propped
         on one elbow, aghast, he tried to reach for Gabrielle to tell her what had happened, but Gabrielle wasn’t there. Worse still,
         when his gaze returned to the pillow, the blood had gone.
      

      
      ‘Mad,’ he whispered to himself, slipping deeper under the duvet.

      
      The dreams, if dreams they were, got worse. He was back in the hospital in El Arish, trying to explain to an old man with
         no head that everything would be OK. Then, inexplicably, he was crouched in a hide beside the Dead Sea, his binos steadied
         on the body of a child. A pair of crows stalked around, occasionally pecking at the child’s eyes. Images like these awaited
         him night after night. And the best part of a bottle of Côtes-du-Rhône simply made them worse.
      

      
      Finally, the morning he was due to return to work, his mobile rang. He was groggy, exhausted, wiped out by another night with
         his demons. Gabrielle, he thought at once.
      

      
      ‘Boss? Is that you?’ It was D/S Jimmy Suttle. Something horrible had kicked off on the Isle of Wight.

      
   




      
      Chapter Two

      
      
      
      MONDAY, 9 FEBRUARY 2009. 07.53


      
      Faraday got himself to the Southsea Hovercraft Terminal in time to catch the 08.00 crossing to Ryde. He sat beside the window,
         readying himself for the brief trip, his hands tightly knitted in his lap, vaguely surprised to find the world around him
         so little changed. Here he was, listening to the pre-recorded safety announcement, his thumping head still full of families
         squatting among the wreckage of undone lives, the sky still plaited with shellbursts of white phosphorus. On the websites
         he’d consulted they sometimes called it Willy Pete. When surgeons cut deep into flesh to extract a fragment, it burst into
         flame again on contact with the air. Faraday shut his eyes. His lifejacket was under his seat. He ought to remember that.
      

      
      Arriving at Ryde minutes later, he took a taxi to Newport, the island’s biggest town. On the phone Jimmy Suttle had asked
         him to go straight to St Mary’s Hospital, where the Home Office pathologist was due to start a series of post-mortems at half
         past nine. Suttle, obviously pressed for time, had been sparing with the details but made it clear that pre-autopsy X-rays
         would have a critical bearing on the course of the inquiry. Four bodies had been recovered from a major fire. There were already
         strong indications that they may have been killed beforehand. The presence of bullets or gunshot or other pre-existing wounds
         would be enough to trigger a Major Crime investigation.
      

      
      Faraday sat in the back of the taxi, trapped in a long queue of traffic, gazing out at a bunch of schoolkids sheltering from
         the rain. Most of them were crouched over their mobiles, a blur of tiny fingers texting their mates. Four bodies, he told
         himself. House fire. Gunshot wounds. Must get the details right. Must retain them. Must – somehow – surface from this darkness
         that seemed to have engulfed him.
      

      
      The mortuary was towards the back of St Mary’s Hospital, beside one of the staff car parks. Faraday stood in the rain, waiting
         for a voice on the entryphone to buzz him in. He hadn’t been to the island for a while and wondered whether there’d be anyone here that he’d know. In a way he hoped not. Just now there was safety
         in the company of strangers. They’d have nothing to measure him by, no reason to look twice at the vagueness in his eyes.
      

      
      The door unlocked and he stepped inside. The first face he recognised belonged to the pathologist. He’d last seen Simon Pembury
         five years ago, here in this very same mortuary. He’d already changed into green scrubs and his handshake was wet and slightly
         soapy.
      

      
      ‘Long time.’ He grinned, gesturing at the rain still dripping from Faraday’s tangle of grey curls. ‘Same bloody weather, though.’

      
      ‘Great, isn’t it?’ Faraday was trying to remember Pembury’s daughter’s name. He’d seen a photo once. Pretty girl. Durham University.
         ‘How’s the family?’
      

      
      ‘Thriving, thank God. Susie’s up in town now, registrar at Guy’s, and the wife’s badgering me to retire.’ He grinned. ‘You?’

      
      Faraday was aware of giving the question more thought than it deserved. In the background, deep in conversation with the Scenes
         of Crime image specialist, was another face he knew.
      

      
      ‘J-J’s fine,’ he managed at last. ‘I think.’

      
      Pembury stepped aside to find a pair of wellington boots that fit properly. Faraday, with a small jolt of pleasure, realised
         that he could put a name to the face across the anteroom.
      

      
      ‘Darren . . .’ he said. ‘Darren Webster.’

      
      Webster extended a hand. Five years ago, on the same job that had brought Pembury to the island, he’d been an eager young
         D/C keen to move to the mainland and test himself on Major Crime. Now there was a wariness in his nod of welcome, a definite
         sense that he had territory to defend.
      

      
      ‘Boss.’

      
      ‘Still hang-gliding?’

      
      ‘Afraid not.’ He managed a wry grin. ‘Still chasing all those birds?’

      
      The image specialist thought it was funny. Faraday too.

      
      ‘Of course,’ he said. ‘Why would I ever stop?’

      
      Faraday sorted himself a coffee, then headed for the loo at the back of the changing room. He’d often wondered what it might
         be like to be an alcoholic, having to cope with the real world in your face every morning, and now he was beginning to understand.
         Not because he was desperate for a drink – he wasn’t – but because the sheer business of coping was suddenly so bloody difficult.
         House fire, he told himself again. Four bodies. X-rays. And maybe pellets of gunshot.
      

      
      The X-rays were the first item on Pembury’s agenda. A radiographer arrived with a portable machine and Faraday watched while
         each of the corpses was wheeled in from the fridge room. For some reason he hadn’t anticipated the contents of the body bags. One of the mortuary technicians was double-checking the ID tag
         on the first bag against the file held by the Crime Scene Investigator. The CSI made a note of the time and stepped aside
         while the bag was unzipped and its contents transferred to the slab.
      

      
      Faraday had seen what fires could do before, on dozens of occasions, and this blackened grotesque should have come as no surprise.
         Intense heat contracts the bigger muscles in the arms and legs, and the faceless figure in front of him seemed to have readied
         itself for a fight. The arms were raised, the fists clenched, the legs bent at the knees. There was something deeply primitive
         about the pose, Faraday thought, something that spoke of helplessness and anger as well as pain.
      

      
      The radiographer retired while the machine took the first set of X-rays. Three more bodies followed. One, recognisably a woman,
         was more intact than the rest. When Faraday asked about what – exactly – they were dealing with, the CSI pulled a face. The
         farmhouse had been thatched, he said. The roof had collapsed inwards, leaving a bonfire contained by the outer cob walls,
         which even now, a day and a half later, were still warm to the touch.
      

      
      Faraday could smell the smoke on the first of the bodies to be examined. He watched Pembury carefully dissecting down through
         folds of cooked muscle, aware of an acrid aftertaste that seemed to reach deep inside his throat. The X-rays were available
         by now. All four indicated gunshot wounds and Faraday felt his spirits lift when Pembury’s scalpel confirmed the presence
         of tiny pellets of lead. So far, the inquiry would have been handled locally. Now, under the iron grip of DCI Gail Parsons,
         everything would be folded into Major Crime. Not an accidental house fire at all, but multiple homicide probably followed
         by an act of arson.
      

      
      The first of the pellets had appeared, a tiny sphere of lead, lightly coated in body fluids, glistening under the mortuary
         lights in the jaws of Pembury’s tweezers. The image specialist stepped forward. First the stills camera. Then video. Faraday
         was looking at the head on the slab, at the smudge of blackened features, at the thin crust of liquid that had bubbled out
         of the skull under the intense heat. So far, to his relief, the sheer predictability of the post-mortem – the script that
         pathologist after pathologist was obliged to follow – had stilled the voices in his head. But then he caught the smell again,
         smoke laced with something sweeter, and his stomach churned as he remembered his first glimpse of the pathetic bundle of bandages
         that was Leila. This blackened gargoyle could have been her on the slab, he told himself. Easily.
      

      
      The pathologist had found another pellet. The CSI stepped forward with an evidence bag and held it open. Faraday watched this tiny piece of theatre, his own hands knotting again, the squeeze
         and knead of thumbs against fingers, and knew he had to leave the room. He couldn’t take this stuff any more. Not this.
      

      
      He’d seen the shower earlier. It was in the changing room. He stood under the scalding water, as hot as he could bear it,
         his face tilted up, his eyes closed. The roar of heavy jets taking off from the airfield near the hospital. The morning one
         of the cleaners left a carefully folded newspaper on the table beside his bed. The paper was in Arabic. He hadn’t a clue about
         the headline but it was the photo that had drawn the cleaner’s attention and it was that same photo that came back to him
         now. After ten days of laying waste to Gaza, local newspaper editors no longer saw any merit in restraint. The child’s body
         had no head. Dogs tore at the open throat.
      

      
      Then, from miles away, came another noise that Faraday took a second or two to recognise. Opening his eyes, he found himself
         face to face with D/C Darren Webster. He’d pulled back the plastic curtain on the shower. He’d seen Faraday leave the post-mortem
         and wanted to know that he was OK.
      

      
      ‘I’m fine.’ Faraday wiped his face, thankful that the water masked his tears. ‘Just fine.’

      
      Winter happened to be at Mackenzie’s house that morning. Between them, he and Stu Norcliffe had convinced Bazza that they
         must make a start on stemming the haemorrhage of funds that was edging Mackenzie’s business empire towards the blackest of
         holes.
      

      
      On the basis of the last quarter’s figures, backed up by a one-year overview, Stu had drawn up a list of enterprises that
         would survive the coming recession. These included Speedy Cabs, a brace of fast-food outlets much patronised by students,
         a martial arts gym, an upmarket seafood restaurant with a loyal clientele, a Fratton corner shop specialising in exotic reptiles,
         a jobs agency serving the call-centre sector, a security consultancy offering cut-price twenty-four-hour protection and the
         Royal Trafalgar. These businesses, said Stu, would thrive in hard times, and he was therefore proposing to float them off,
         ring-fenced from the dodgier areas of Mackenzie’s empire. These, to Mackenzie’s acute distress, included pretty much the rest
         of what he’d so carefully jigsawed together.
      

      
      Bazza was sitting at the kitchen table in the big house in Sandown Road, pretending not to listen to Stu’s thoughts about
         a retirement development on the Costa Esmeralda. In Stu’s view, Playa Esmeralda was sucking the life out of the rest of the Spanish portfolio.
      

      
      
      ‘So we bin it? Yeah?’ Mackenzie was watching the big wall-mounted plasma screen. Fern Britton doing her best with a pink Pilates
         ball.
      

      
      ‘Definitely. And muy pronto.’
      

      
      ‘But half the fucking world are over sixty. They’ve got to live somewhere.’

      
      ‘Yeah, but not in Spain any more. We’ve been through it, Baz. The poor sods down there are stuffed. Number one, they won’t
         be getting interest on their savings any more. Number two, what’s left is worth zilch.’
      

      
      ‘Why?’

      
      ‘Because of sterling. Because of the euro. The rest of the world has found us out, Baz. Have you tried buying a beer in Europe
         recently? The pound’s fucked.’
      

      
      ‘That’s now, Stu. You’re not telling me this is for ever. I say we wait, hold our nerve. Never did us any harm in the old
         days.’
      

      
      Norcliffe shook his head. Talking to Bazza in this mood was a waste of time. He pushed his stool back from the breakfast bar
         and got to his feet.
      

      
      ‘Where are you going?’

      
      ‘Home.’

      
      ‘Why?’

      
      Norcliffe was stooping for his briefcase, Bazza’s question ignored, when Winter heard the front door open. Seconds later,
         Marie stepped into the kitchen. The pinkness in her face and the brightness in her eyes told Winter she’d been swimming again.
      

      
      ‘How many lengths?’ he enquired.

      
      ‘Fifty, since you’re asking.’

      
      ‘How far’s that?’

      
      ‘I haven’t a clue.’

      
      Winter watched her shake her towel out before bundling it into the washing machine. Since the troubles last year her life
         had been transformed. Eight months ago, after the trauma of little Guy’s kidnap, she’d been resigned to her daughter and Stu
         and the kids all moving out to Spain. Instead they’d bought a huge old house in the next road and she saw her grandchildren
         pretty much every day. Life, she’d recently told Winter, couldn’t be sweeter.
      

      
      The retirement development on the Costa Esmeralda had always been Marie’s baby. Bazza told her what her son-in-law had in
         mind.
      

      
      Marie was at the sink now, rinsing out her Speedo.

      
      ‘Shame,’ she said, ‘but I’m sure Stuart knows best.’

      
      ‘And that’s it? That’s all you’ve got to say?’ Bazza shook his head in disbelief. ‘You’re off the planet, you lot. I work
         day and night putting all this together. I make it cushty for you – I make it legit, respectable – and now we just piss it all away? How does that work? Anyone care to tell me?’
      

      
      No one offered him the satisfaction of an argument. Norcliffe left the room without a word while Marie asked whether Winter
         wanted a bite of lunch. After a solid hour in the water she was famished.
      

      
      Winter said yes to prawn salad and fresh bread. He’d accompanied her and the kids to the pool on a number of occasions and
         had watched the impact she made on even the younger guys. A woman in her mid-forties, still blonde, still slender, she could
         still turn heads without a whisper of self-regard. In this respect, as in many others, Bazza didn’t know how lucky he was.
      

      
      Bazza didn’t care a hoot about lunch. He had something else on his mind. ‘You talk to Stu about this new job of his?’ He was
         speaking to Winter.
      

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Some new boutique bank? Whatever the fuck that might be?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘He says he’s giving it serious thought. It’d be Mayfair. Again.’

      
      ‘Is that right?’ Winter glanced at Marie. She’d hate having Stu back in London. She’d worry about Ezzie and the kids.

      
      Marie appeared not to be listening. She’d got hold of the TV remote and had changed channels for the lunchtime news. After
         the weather forecast came the local round-up.
      

      
      ‘That’s Johnny’s place . . .’ she said quietly. ‘I swear it is.’

      
      Winter turned towards the screen. The remains of some kind of farmhouse were smouldering under a thin drizzle. It had no roof
         and the entire property was surrounded by police no entry tape. Through an open window, framed by the blackened wood, two
         Scenes of Crime guys were on their hands and knees, sifting through a pile of debris. The item cut to a different shot. A
         small army of officers was advancing inch by inch down a long meadow towards the hedge at the bottom. In the distance, behind
         the commentary, Winter could hear a dog barking.
      

      
      ‘That’s definitely their place.’ It was Marie again. ‘I recognise that tree.’

      
      The reporter said that four bodies had been recovered. A police spokesman confirmed that enquiries were on-going.

      
      Abruptly, the coverage cut to sport. A spokesman at Fratton Park had refused to confirm or deny rumours that Pompey were in
         deep financial trouble. Diarra sold to Real Madrid. Jermain Defoe up the road to Spurs. The club sinking like a stone. The
         cupboard, player-wise, dangerously bare.
      

      
      
      Winter was watching Mackenzie. Since the item on the burned-out farmhouse, he hadn’t moved.

      
      ‘Baz?’ he ventured.

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Fratton Park? You believe all these gloom bags?’

      
      Mackenzie’s head came round. His face was the colour of chalk. He forced a smile.

      
      ‘Never, mush.’ His voice was a whisper. ‘Never in a million fucking years.’

      
      Faraday found D/S Jimmy Suttle in an upstairs office at Newport police station. He wanted to know about Gail Parsons. Brisk,
         he’d told himself in the taxi from the hospital. Keep it brisk.
      

      
      ‘She’s due any minute, boss. I got a call about an hour ago.’

      
      ‘And she’s SIO?’

      
      ‘As far as I know. With you as deputy, assuming we hoist this thing in. Be gentle though, boss. She’s not in a good place
         just now.’
      

      
      Parsons, it turned out, had recently lost her dog. She had a boisterous black Labrador called Nelson and he’d come to grief
         under the wheels of a bus in Fareham High Street. Nelson was allegedly the closest Parsons came to any kind of private life
         and it seemed that photos of the animal still decorated her office at Fratton nick.
      

      
      ‘She took a bit of leave, boss. Fun week in Madeira.’

      
      Faraday smiled. DCI Gail Parsons had been his immediate boss for a couple of years now, a small combative woman with a carefully
         thought-through career plan and an impressive chest. The last time Faraday had seen her, a week before Christmas, she’d been
         spending every night reading up for her next set of promotion exams. That she’d make superintendent by the age of forty was
         in Faraday’s view never in doubt. Whether she’d ever give herself time to enjoy the job was a wholly different question.
      

      
      ‘So tell me . . .’ Faraday settled in a chair and nodded at the pile of notes on Suttle’s borrowed desk. ‘Where are we?’

      
      Suttle sat back, taking his time. Now twenty-nine, he’d been on Major Crime for a number of years, winning a reputation for
         intelligence, charm and the kind of dogged thoroughness that can prise open an otherwise difficult investigation and tease
         out a result. Tall, with a mop of red curly hair, he’d partnered Winter for a year or two, a relationship that had taught
         him a great deal about the blacker arts of crime detection. He was also brave, a quality that had nearly done for him when
         he’d tackled a drug dealer in Southsea and got himself knifed in the process. Lately, thanks to a long period of convalescence behind a desk, he’d become the must-have Intelligence Officer on Major Crime operations.
      

      
      ‘Remember Johnny Holman?’ he said at last.

      
      The name sank like a stone through Faraday’s memory. He frowned, shut his eyes, tried to conjure a face, an MO, the usual
         scatter of previous.
      

      
      ‘Pompey boy?’

      
      ‘Right.’

      
      ‘Ran with the 6.57?’

      
      ‘Spot on.’ The 6.57 had been the hard core of Pompey’s travelling away support, exporting serious violence wherever it was
         required.
      

      
      ‘Off the scene now? Semi-retired?’

      
      ‘Yeah. And as of yesterday probably dead.’

      
      Faraday raised an eyebrow, wondering which of the body bags in the mortuary might have contained Johnny Holman. In truth he
         could remember very little about Holman, but that wasn’t something he was about to share with Suttle.
      

      
      ‘So what happened?’

      
      ‘Hard to say, boss. Time-wise we’re talking the small hours of Saturday night/Sunday morning. This is down the south of the
         island, out towards Freshwater. The place that caught fire is called Monkswell Farm. It’s not a real farm, not a working farm,
         just the kind of pad you might retire to if you suddenly came into a whack of money and you fancied somewhere nice and peaceful.’
      

      
      Holman, he explained, had always been a motorcycle nut. Most of his life he’d scraped a living from various jobs, mainly in
         the auto trade. What money came his way he’d invested in a big Suzuki, and his favourite gig was an annual visit to the Isle
         of Man to test his riding skills against the hairier corners on the TT circuit.
      

      
      ‘This is something he seems to have taken pretty seriously, as you would. According to the people I’ve been talking to, he
         was a decent rider.’
      

      
      ‘So what happened?’

      
      ‘He used to stay for the best part of a week. This is several years ago. On the Thursday he was putting in another lap, nothing
         silly, and some old guy pulled out in front of him. Never looked, never checked, bang, finito.’

      
      Holman, he said, was rushed to hospital in Douglas. They saved his life but it took the best part of three months to put him
         back together again.
      

      
      From his hospital bed Holman hired a Manchester firm to chase an insurance settlement. They scored big time. A million plus.
         Enough, easily, to buy Monkswell Farm with enough left over for a few beers.
      

      
      
      ‘But that’s where it started going wrong.’

      
      ‘The farm?’

      
      ‘The beers. Holman had always been a drinker, famous for it. While most of the 6.57 were out of their heads on toot, Holman
         stuck to the Stella. After the accident it became a bit of a thing with him. Maybe he was still in pain. Maybe it was his
         way of coping. Fuck knows. All we know is it started getting the better of him. Too much time, too much money, pissed out
         of his head by lunchtime.’
      

      
      ‘You’ve talked to people about this?’

      
      ‘Yeah. He was a popular guy – at least he was once. He was a bit on the small side too. Women used to mother him.’

      
      He had a son, Grant, Suttle said. The boy was twenty plus by now and had moved away somewhere.

      
      ‘So we’re putting Holman in the farmhouse? The night it burned down?’

      
      ‘That’s our assumption.’

      
      ‘And who else?’

      
      ‘There’s a woman called Julie. Julie Crocker. She used to be a Pompey barmaid, well known around the town, bit of a looker
         in her day.’
      

      
      ‘And she hooked up with Holman?’

      
      ‘Yeah. Apparently she’d known him most of her life, had a scene or two with him, but after the accident she was the one who
         went over there to the island and sat by his bed and tried to make it all better again.’
      

      
      After Holman’s discharge, he said, she helped him find the kind of place he had in mind and ended up moving in with him.

      
      ‘That’s her and her two daughters, Kim and Jess. Kim was seventeen, very pretty, lippy with it, tons of attitude, bit of a
         nightmare. The other one, Jess, was younger, fourteen, apparently Johnny’s favourite.’
      

      
      ‘Was?’

      
      ‘We’re assuming they were all in residence. All four of them were listed at that address. The local boys were running round
         all yesterday. They’ve recovered a vehicle from the property, a Land Rover. It’s registered to Holman.’
      

      
      Faraday nodded. As ever, Suttle was shaping the first tranche of intel into bite-sized chunks, easily digestible. Most of
         this stuff was open source, with a light sprinkling of background gossip from the more reliable informants. In the hunt for
         motive, assuming four homicides, he’d have to dig deeper.
      

      
      ‘Timeline?’

      
      ‘I’ve a feeling Holman may have been away at some point last week, but I’ve got to check it out. What we know for certain is that he’s back by the Thursday because the postman delivers a parcel
         and he signs for it. Two days later, the Saturday, the youngest girl comes into Newport around lunchtime and hangs out with
         a couple of mates. They’re all planning to crash some party or other and young Jessie has plans to kip over at a mate’s place.
         I’m not sure why, but that plan never works out.’
      

      
      ‘How do you know?’

      
      ‘One of the guys here talked to Jessie’s mate. Something kicked off at the party and got Jessie upset. She phoned her mum
         and said she was going to call a taxi and could she borrow the fare to pay the driver once she got home. But here’s the interesting
         bit . . .’
      

      
      ‘Yeah?’ For the first time. Faraday had stopped thinking about the state of his head.

      
      ‘Yeah.’ Suttle nodded. ‘According to Jessie’s mate, the mother didn’t want her home. She said to stay in Newport. Kip on a
         floor. Do whatever.’
      

      
      ‘But don’t come home?’

      
      ‘Yeah.’

      
      ‘Why?’

      
      ‘No one knows, and in a way it’s academic because our Jessie wasn’t listening. She’d had enough of party night. She wanted
         out.’
      

      
      ‘So she called the taxi?’

      
      ‘Yeah. The guys here traced the driver. He stood everything up. The girl was in bits in the back. The driver said he thought
         it was boy trouble. Floods of tears. Couldn’t wait to get home to Mum. As it turned out, thoroughly bad move.’
      

      
      ‘If she’s one of the bodies.’

      
      ‘Indeed.’

      
      Faraday sat back, staring out of the window. On the face of it, the locals had done very well indeed. No wonder Darren Webster
         was less than pleased to see him.
      

      
      ‘So where next?’

      
      ‘Difficult to say. As we speak, I’m still not sure it’s our call.’

      
      ‘You’re kidding. Parsons? You really think she’d pass on something like this?’

      
      ‘I’m sure you’re right, boss.’ Suttle checked his watch. ‘Like I said, she’s due any minute.’

      
      The beginnings of a silence settled between them. Then Suttle asked about the accident.

      
      ‘You know about that?’

	  ‘Of course I know about that. Everyone knows about it. Some kind of RTA? Am I wrong?’ RTA. Road traffic
         accident.
      

      
      
      Faraday didn’t say a word. Returning from his visit to the GP, he’d phoned Personnel to warn them that he wouldn’t be back
         at work for at least ten days. Pressed for details, he’d muttered something about a car crash in Eygpt but had left a proper
         conversation for the moment his boss got in touch. The fact that the phone had never rung had been a bit of a mystery at the
         time, but now he realised that Parsons had been away in Madeira.
      

      
      Suttle was still watching him.

      
      ‘So how bad was it?’

      
      ‘It was OK. Just a bit of a . . . you know . . .’ He shrugged.

      
      ‘Was Gabrielle in the car?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘Took a knock or two. Bit like me.’

      
      ‘So she’s back?’

      
      Faraday didn’t answer. His partner was rapidly becoming a memory.

      
      ‘She’s not back?’

      
      Faraday returned his gaze.

      
      ‘No,’ he said at last. ‘She’s not.’

      
      Suttle nodded. The young D/S knew a great deal about the sharper bends in Faraday’s relationship with Gabrielle, not least
         because he had a talent for interpreting moods and body language.
      

      
      ‘It’s none of my business, boss . . .’ he began.

      
      ‘You’re right. So leave it.’

      
      Suttle shrugged, his eyes still fixed on Faraday. Then came the sound of Parsons’ voice from somewhere down the corridor.
         When she was revved up, she had a tendency to shout. Any minute now, Faraday thought.
      

      
      Suttle was leaning forward across the desk, beckoning Faraday closer.

      
      ‘Just get a grip, boss,’ he muttered. ‘Whatever it is, it shows.’

      
      Faraday swallowed hard. He had no idea what to say. Then the door burst open and Parsons bustled in. She seemed to have got
         over the dog.
      

      
      ‘Joe. Jimmy. Handover meet in half an hour. The D/I’s office downstairs. Good news from the PM, eh Joe?’

      
   




      
      Chapter Three

      
      
      
      MONDAY, 9 FEBRUARY 2009. 14.34


      
      Bazza Mackenzie rarely came to Blake House these days. Which made his sudden appearance on Winter’s video entryphone screen
         all the more surprising. A couple of hours ago Baz had abruptly disappeared into his den while Winter and Marie settled into
         the prawn salad. Now he was eyeing the CCTV camera over the apartment block’s main door, visibly irritated.
      

      
      ‘Press the fucking button, will you? It’s pissing down out here.’

	  Minutes later he was in the flat, leaving a trail of wet
         footprints across the living-room carpet. Winter couldn’t remember a visit from his boss that hadn’t started with a check
         on his favourite view.
      

      
      Winter joined him at the big French windows that opened onto a generous balcony. In the non-stop theatre of Pompey life, this
         was probably the best seat in the house. From here, on sunnier days, Winter could spend whole afternoons with his binos and
         a steady supply of coffees, keeping tabs on the busy stretch of water at his feet. Even today, the windows pebbled with rain,
         the racing pulse of Portsmouth Harbour seemed to reach into the room. The apartment in Gunwharf, Winter often told himself,
         had been the best investment he’d ever made.
      

      
      Mackenzie seized the binos, tracking a figure on the harbourside walk that skirted the front of Blake House. Then his head
         went up and he swept the Gosport waterfront. The Camper & Nicholsons’ marina, Winter thought. Old habits die hard.
      

      
      ‘Look at that one, mush. The big bugger, the blue one. What do you reckon? Three hundred K? Four?’

      
      Winter declined the binos. When it came to pricing yachts, he hadn’t a clue. This was a game Bazza liked to play, largely
         with himself. If you’d once had big money, he thought, it must be strange to realise that you could have laid hands on pretty
         much anything.
      

      
      ‘Maybe you should have bought one, Baz –’ he headed for the kitchen to put the kettle on ‘– while the going was good.’

      
      
      ‘You think I couldn’t? Even now?’

      
      ‘I know you couldn’t.’

      
      ‘Then you’re fucking wrong, mush.’ He’d appeared at the kitchen door, his face still shiny with rain. ‘There are dozens of
         businessmen in this town who must be crapping themselves just now. Happens I’m not one of them. You OK with that?’
      

      
      It was a direct challenge. Stay on board or fuck off. Winter asked whether he’d prefer tea or coffee.

      
      ‘Stolly, since you’re asking. Easy on the ice.’

      
      Winter kept a bottle of vodka in the fridge. Misty had finally tired of Bacardi and Coke. He splashed a generous measure into
         a glass, threw a look at Bazza, then doubled it.
      

      
      ‘You having one, mush?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Why the fuck not?’

      
      For the first time Winter realised that Mackenzie was pissed. There was a madness in his eyes that Winter hadn’t seen for
         a while.
      

      
      ‘You want to talk about it, Baz? Or do we just stand here and shout at each other?’

      
      Mackenzie eyed him for a moment. In these moods, as Winter knew only too well, his boss could lose it completely. In his glory
         days with the 6.57 he’d been a legendary warrior on football terraces throughout the country. Even the police spotters, the
         plain-clothes guys with a memory for a face or two, had paid tribute to the Little Un’s appetite for raw violence. Weekend
         after weekend he did Pompey proud, and Winter had once seen a police video compilation of his fiercest rucks. Towards the
         end of the sequence, up in Leeds, he’d taken on three guys at once, huge bastards twice his size, and still come out on his
         toes.
      

      
      ‘Sometimes it’s good to listen, Baz.’ He was steering his boss into the living room again. ‘Stu knows how money works. Sometimes
         I think he invented the stuff.’
      

      
      ‘And you think I don’t? You think all this –’ he waved a vague hand around Winter’s living room ‘– happened by fucking accident?’
      

      
      ‘It’s mine, Baz. I paid for it. Or most of it.’

      
      ‘And the rest, mush? Where did that come from?’

      
      ‘Maddox.’

      
      ‘Who?’

      
      ‘Maddox. The tom you fancied – you know, my friend from a while back.’

      
      ‘The arty one?’

      
      ‘That’s her.’

      
      ‘Not me, then?’

      
      
      ‘No, Baz. Not you. You pay me well. We have some nice times. No complaints. But this place, since you ask, is mine.’

      
      Mackenzie was looking confused now, and just a little lost. He enjoyed owning people, bunging people, sprinkling them with
         a quid or two when the fancy took him. The fact that his first lieutenant, his favoured ex-cop, had a life of his own had
         always been a niggle.
      

      
      He studied his glass for a second or two, then tipped his head back and emptied it.

      
      ‘Any more, mush?’

      
      Winter got to his feet and returned with the bottle. Something’s happened, he thought. The death spiral of the last couple
         of months has just got deeper.
      

      
      Mackenzie uncapped the bottle and helped himself. To Winter’s surprise, he poured no more than a dribble. Then he looked up.

      
      ‘Tide Turn, mush?’

      
      ‘What about it?’

      
      ‘You think that should go too? Only it’s costing us a fortune.’

      
      ‘Stu, Baz. It’s costing Stu a fortune.’

      
      ‘Sure. But get rid of Tide Turn and we could use Stu’s dosh somewhere handier.’

      
      Winter gave the suggestion some thought. The Tide Turn Trust was Mackenzie’s investment in good works, a charity pledged to
         get alongside the harder elements among the city’s wayward youth and haul them out of the jungle of a Pompey adolescence.
         Lately, it had been prospering under the leadership of a genius Dutch social worker. It had cost a fortune to tempt the guy
         over from the slums of Rotterdam, where he’d made his considerable reputation, but Stu had been happy to foot the bills. Henrik
         van Oosten had made some startling moves, not least in the area of youth offending, and the media applause was getting louder
         and louder. Just one of the reasons why the Guardian appeared to be taking Bazza Mackenzie’s bid for the mayorship so seriously.
      

      
      ‘You think you can afford that?’

      
      ‘I’m not with you, mush.’

      
      ‘This mayor thing. If you really want it, then binning Tide Turn would be the kiss of death. Half the city still thinks you’re
         a gangster. The rest have got you down as some Copnor hard case who’s seen the light. From where I’m sitting, that’s probably
         very good news. Assuming you get the referendum through.’
      

      
      A city-wide referendum was the key to Mackenzie’s political ambitions. If it ever took place, and if enough people said yes,
         then the mayor would henceforth be elected by popular vote.
      

      
      ‘Gangster?’ Mackenzie looked hurt.

      
      
      ‘Sure. This is Pompey, Baz, not fucking Islington. Gangster plays well. It buys hotels. Café-bars. It creates jobs. It still
         goes to Fratton Park. It even sorts out dodgy kids. It’s real, Baz. People know who you are. Local boy.’
      

      
      ‘Made good?’ He was grinning now.

      
      ‘Definitely. Big time.’

      
      ‘So Tide Turn?’

      
      ‘Hang on to it. That’s my advice.’

      
      The bottle again. More vodka. Bit of a celebration.

      
      ‘Cheers.’ Bazza got to his feet, swayed a little, checked his watch.
      
      ‘Off, now. Need to sort one or two things out.’

      
      ‘No, Baz. Sit down. Tell me what’s happened.’

      
      Winter guided him back to the sofa. He could feel Bazza’s muscles bunching under the thin leather jacket. Mackenzie hated
         being touched. His eyes were glassy. He stared at Winter.
      

      
      ‘What’s this about, mush?’

      
      ‘My question exactly. Something’s happened. So maybe you should tell me what . . .’ he smiled and patted the sofa ‘. . . for
         all our sakes.’
      

      
      Suttle drove Faraday to Monkswell Farm. It was raining even harder now, the country lanes towards the south of the island
         sluicing water from the surrounding fields. Suttle peered ahead, the wipers on double speed, checking the route against a
         scribbled map on his lap. He’d borrowed the Fiesta from the local CID boys. They didn’t stretch to satnavs.
      

      
      ‘Punchy, wasn’t she? A result on this job will set her up nicely.’

      
      ‘What for?’ Faraday’s eyes were closed. Half an hour of Parsons at full throttle had robbed him of everything.

      
      ‘The Superintendent’s job. She’ll get the exams sorted, no problem. What she needs after that is the next vacancy. There’s
         a queue. Like always.’
      

      
      ‘You think she does queueing? You think she ever did queueing?’
      

      
      The thought of Parsons meekly waiting her turn brought a smile to Faraday’s face. At the end of the meeting, oblivious to
         Faraday’s lack of input, she announced that Operation Gosling would be transferring to the satellite Major Incident Room at Ryde police station. Given her ever-increasing workload on
         the mainland, she’d be bossing the investigation from her office in the Major Crime suite at Fratton. Which put Faraday, as
         Deputy SIO, in charge of a sizeable team of detectives on the spot.
      

      
      A tight corner threw him sideways against the passenger door. For a second or two he thought he was in Eygpt again, at the
         mercy of another set of doctors, but then the car came to a halt and Suttle was winding down the window to offer his warrant card to the uniform beside the flapping blue and white tape.
      

      
      ‘Over there, sir. Beside the white van.’

      
      Suttle parked the Fiesta and killed the engine. For a long moment Faraday could hear nothing but the steady drumming of rain
         on the car roof and the sigh of the wind in the trees overhead. A thick hedge hid the farmhouse and outbuildings and it was
         tempting to wind the clock back half a generation and imagine that he was Suttle’s age, out by himself at the start of a long
         weekend, preparing to tramp deep into the countryside in pursuit of chiffchaffs or siskins. In those days he’d have had his
         deaf-mute son for company – a whirl of fingers and thumbs, oblivious like his dad to the weather. By the age of eight, J-J
         could describe a dozen birds in fluent sign, an achievement which, even now, brought a smile to Faraday’s face.
      

      
      ‘OK, boss? You up for this?’ Suttle gave Faraday’s arm a squeeze.

      
      Faraday looked him in the eye. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Bring it on.’

      
      Suttle grinned at him, another squeeze, then he was out in the rain, wrestling with an umbrella he’d found in the back of
         the car, stepping round the bonnet to open the passenger door and offer shelter. Faraday, grateful, walked beside him down
         the track towards the farmhouse. The path had been churned up by the fire engines and all the other vehicles that had attended
         since, and there were deep tyre gouges on the verge, exposing slicks of glistening clay beneath the sodden grass.
      

      
      Beside the open gate they paused. The remains of Monkswell Farm lay before them. The property occupied a hollow, slightly
         below the level of the surrounding fields. It was a long, squat, narrow building, all four walls still standing, the white
         cob walls blackened with smoke. Two brick chimney stacks had also survived the fire, standing proud among the black tangle
         of assorted debris, somehow adding to the sense of ruin. Not just a building, Faraday thought, but a family too.
      

      
      Despite the rain, a couple of Crime Scene Investigators were sieving debris onto a layer of clear polythene beside what must
         have been the front door. One of them spotted Faraday and offered a nod of welcome. Inside, among the wreckage, Faraday glimpsed
         another figure – tall, a fireman in a helmet and a red tabard, stooping from one pile of wreckage to another. As Faraday watched,
         he produced a camera, took a few shots, then scribbled himself a note. This has to be the Fire Investigator, Faraday thought,
         the guy who’d try and tease some kind of conversation from the sour breath of the sodden embers. How the fire had started.
         How it had spread. And who may have helped it have its way.
      

      
      The Scenes of Crime caravan was parked next to the barn. Suttle had already briefed Faraday about the Crime Scene Coordinator in charge of the forensic team. Her name was Meg Stanley. She
         was new to Hantspol, not bad-looking, and had apparently scored a university degree in theology before joining the men in
         blue.
      

      
      She was waiting for them in the caravan, a small neat woman in her mid-thirties with a generous mouth and a flawless complexion.
         She was wearing a two-piece grey suit that lent her an air of slight severity, and at once Faraday could imagine her behind
         a lectern in a pulpit, or robed beside an open grave. This was someone, he thought, you’d be wise to take seriously.
      

      
      She offered tea or coffee from a nest of Thermos flasks. The fact that the pathologist had found shotgun pellets in all four
         bodies had given the forensic search an extra edge. Unless she could demonstrate otherwise, the fire had been deliberately
         set.
      

      
      Faraday was looking at the pile of paperwork beside the laptop on the tiny desk. Incidents this challenging were mercifully
         rare. If you wanted to muddy a multiple homicide, a thatch fire was a near-perfect way of reducing everything to sludge. From
         the forensic point of view, the hours and days to come would be critical. Any tiny clue spared by the fire. Any evidence that
         might begin to chart the final hours of the four blackened corpses in the hospital mortuary.
      

      
      ‘So what have we got?’

      
      Stanley talked them through her progress to date. As the on-call CSC, she’d been alerted twenty-four hours ago after the discovery
         of the first body. She’d taken the hovercraft to Ryde, met the Crime Scene Manager on site and framed the Forensic Strategy
         that would flag the various pathways forwards. Inside the house itself, once the building surveyor had declared the remaining
         structure safe, they’d be working inwards from the areas of least damage. A fire dog trained to hunt for accelerants had been
         shipped in from the mainland, and the CSM had led a flash search of the immediate area in case something obvious was staring
         them in the face. In the absence of a dropped wallet or a signed confession, alas, she’d briefed the Police Search Adviser
         to map out coordinates for a more thorough trawl of the surrounding fields and hedgerows.
      

      
      Faraday was keeping a mental log, ticking off each action. In his experience no one got to the giddy heights of Crime Scene
         Coordinator without seizing a situation like this by the throat. You had to get structure and process into these first busy
         hours. You had to fold the forensic priorities into the firefighting operation and make absolutely sure that the cracks didn’t
         show. Above all, once the investigative machine was cranked up, you had to make certain that nothing was lost as gaps started
         to widen between an army of marauding detectives, the guys in the Incident Room and the painstaking recovery of evidence out here in the field. On paper or in
         the classroom it always looked simple. In reality it could easily become a nightmare.
      

      
      Stanley had already confirmed a blank on the accelerants – the dog had found nothing. Now Faraday wanted to know about the
         state of the place when the fire brigade arrived.
      

      
      ‘Was the front door locked?’

      
      ‘Yes. But not bolted.’

      
      ‘Key on the inside?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘No key in the property? On a hook? Under a window sill?’

      
      ‘Not so far. It’s still early days.’

      
      ‘What about the phone landline?’

      
      ‘It came out of the house just under the thatch. None of that survived the fire so we don’t know whether there was any interference.’

      
      ‘Was the place alarmed?’

      
      ‘Yes. It was an oldish system. No cameras. The suppliers are coming over this afternoon to take a look at the control box.’

      
      ‘It’s still intact?’

      
      ‘More or less. Scorch marks. Nothing serious.’

      
      Faraday nodded. He wanted to know about the POLSA search. According to Stanley, it was still in progress.

      
      ‘Anything so far?’

      
      ‘Not much. A couple of cans of Stella out in the fields. The remains of a kite. It’s still early days though, like I say.
         We live in hope.’ She flicked through the paperwork on the desk and extracted a sheet of paper. ‘You might want to take a
         look at this. The estate agency that sold them the house faxed it over this morning.’
      

      
      Faraday found himself looking at a layout plan of the property. Upstairs there were five bedrooms and a bathroom. Downstairs
         there’d been a kitchen/diner, a long sitting area that served as a lounge, a lavatory and a largish room at the other end
         of the building that the previous owners had used as a kind of workshop. Scattered across the ground floor were four pencilled
         question marks, two in the lounge and two in the kitchen.
      

      
      Faraday raised an eyebrow. Stanley was beside him. She had beautiful hands, very pale. No rings.

      
      ‘This is our best guess as far as the bodies are concerned.’ A perfectly manicured nail tracked from pencil mark to pencil
         mark. ‘The upstairs floor collapsed under the weight of the fire and the bodies were buried beneath the debris. It’s just
         possible that the bodies fell vertically but none of them were in or beside the beds. We can’t prove it but this is where
         they appear to have been ante-mortem.’
      

      
      
      Before death. Faraday nodded. It was a logical supposition, carefully hedged.

      
      ‘So the balance of probability . . .?’

      
      ‘Would put them downstairs.’

      
      ‘Where they were killed?’

      
      ‘Impossible to say. They may have been killed downstairs, like you’re suggesting. We might be looking for one perpetrator
         – two, three, who knows? They may even have been killed off site and brought to the farm for disposal.’
      

      
      Disposal. Yet another line of enquiry.

      
      Suttle asked her about two shotguns registered to the premises. Yesterday’s house-to-house enquiries had turned up a neighbour
         who used to go rabbiting with Holman. The licence demanded that the shotguns be kept in a locked steel container.
      

      
      Stanley shook her head. So far, on site, no one had found any kind of safe. She was looking at Suttle. She wanted to know
         what kind of lives the victims had led.
      

      
      Suttle produced notes he’d made earlier, the intel harvest from the local enquiry teams.

      
      ‘I’m getting the impression these were party people,’ he said. ‘We know Holman was a drinker, big style. Apparently they had
         a thing about candles.’ He looked up. ‘Candles?’
      

      
      ‘Night lights.’ Stanley nodded. ‘A fire like this, all you get left are the little metal discs in the middle.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘Lots of them. Lots and lots.’

      
      ‘What about mobiles? Laptops? PCs?’ It was Faraday this time.

      
      ‘One mobile so far. It survived pretty much intact. It’s pink. We think it may have belonged to the older daughter.’ She consulted
         her notes. ‘We sent it over to Newport this morning. It’s bagged and tagged. You haven’t seen it?’
      

      
      Suttle shook his head. With the investigation still in local CID hands, the mobe had probably found its way to their own intel
         cell. He made himself another note, checked his watch. He had to get Faraday to Ryde within the hour for yet another meeting.
         He folded his pad and stored it away. By tonight, he said, he might have another couple of blokes to help him pull the intelligence
         together.
      

      
      Faraday said he’d make it happen. The more he looked out of the window at the remains of the farmhouse, the more he sensed
         that Operation Gosling’s best lines of enquiry probably lay elsewhere.
      

      
      ‘So what’s the intelligence telling you?’ Meg Stanley was talking to Suttle.

      
      ‘Holman’s Pompey through and through,’ he said. ‘A lot of his mates go way back and some of them are persons of interest. I’m not sure how much you know about Pompey, but the place is
         tribal. Blood ties, often literally. We’ve got a lot of ground to cover and not a lot of bodies to do it with. Same old, same
         old. I’ll bet it was the same where you came from, eh?’
      

      
      ‘West Mids?’ At last a smile. ‘They could be quite generous sometimes. Depended really.’

      
      ‘On what?’

      
      ‘On the state of the overtime budget. On whether or not the enquiry rang the right bells at headquarters. On racial implications.’
         The smile again, warmer. ‘Same old, same old.’
      

      
      Suttle got to his feet. He knew that Faraday had already fixed the first squad meet for six o’clock. By then Parsons would
         have shipped a dozen Major Crime D/Cs across from the mainland, together with the civvy inputters who would staff the Major
         Incident Room and bring the HOLMES system to life. By early evening, with a fair wind, the Major Crime machine would have
         hit top gear, with outside enquiry D/Cs dispatched on action after action. At the heart of this operation lay the core management
         team, of which Meg Stanley was very definitely part. Faraday was about to brief her about this evening’s meet over at the
         MIR but Stanley got in first.
      

      
      ‘One thing I forgot to mention.’ She nodded towards the farmhouse. ‘We found an area of of excavation round the back.’

      
      ‘A what?’ It was Suttle.

      
      ‘A hole. Someone had been digging. We’ve no idea when or why but it’s not a small hole. If we’re looking for motive . . .’
         She shrugged, then reached for an umbrella, still dripping into an empty catering tin of coffee beside the desk.
      

      
      Faraday and Suttle followed her out of the caravan. The rain had eased a little by now. At the rear of the property, out of
         sight of the farmyard, was a small garden. Beyond the garden, beside a wooden hut, was the hole.
      

      
      It was about two metres across, maybe a metre and a half deep, with an inch or two of muddy water at the bottom. Beside it,
         mixed with soil from the excavation, were sodden scabs of something that looked like dung. Faraday could smell it. A sweetness
         that spoke of horse manure.
      

      
      ‘You’ve had a dog in here?’ It was Suttle.

      
      ‘Yes. Not the fire dog. We shipped in an Alsatian from the DHU.’

      
      Dog Handling Unit. These were animals trained to hunt for drugs.

      
      ‘You’re thinking narcotics?’

      
      ‘I’m guessing it’s a possibility. Along with a million other things.’ She shrugged. ‘Money. Weapons. Whatever.’

      
      
      ‘What about a septic tank?’ Faraday was still looking down at the hole.

      
      ‘We checked that out, talked to the water people. You need all kinds of permissions.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘They’d heard nothing.’

      
      ‘What about the dog?’

      
      ‘Zilch, I’m afraid.’ She offered Faraday a brief smile. ‘Shame, eh?’

      
      It was Mackenzie’s idea to go for a late-afternoon Chinese. He’d reached the point where no more alcohol could touch him and
         announced that nothing in the world would be sweeter than a plate of king prawns in black pepper sauce. Winter, assigned escort
         duties, had noticed this with Bazza before. Against every reasonable expectation, after half a bottle of vodka and whatever
         else he’d necked, the man had the ability to suddenly sober up.
      

      
      They walked across Gunwharf to a restaurant called the Water Margin: Winter’s choice. He came here often, with Misty in tow,
         and the staff knew him well. One of them, a Hong Kong Chinese called Charlie, led them to a table at the back.
      

      
      ‘Nice to see you, Mr Winter.’ He flashed a smile at Mackenzie. ‘And you too, sir.’

      
      Courtesy always made Bazza suspicious. He sat back in his chair, watching Charlie retreat to the bar.

      
      ‘What’s he want, mush?’

      
      ‘Nothing, Baz. It’s just a Chinese thing.’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Being polite.’

      
      They ate from the à la carte menu. After an afternoon of abuse from Bazza for sticking to coffee, Winter treated himself to
         a bottle of Tsingtao. After the waiter had gone, Bazza beckoned Winter closer.
      



OEBPS/images/9781409107910.jpg
A FARADAY AN"lNTER NOVEL

FOUR CORPSES. ONE KILLER.
A RACE AGAINST TIME . ..





