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      For Roger

      
   
      
      
Angel


      
      I left you there in paradise,

      
      Now in dreams I see your eyes.

      
      Sweet thing wearing white, 

      
      You weren’t meant for the dark night.

      
      (Chorus)

      
      Angel, sweet angel,

      
      How good it was before the devil came.

      
      Angel, my angel,

      
      You were just part of his game.

      
      He broke your wings like a butterfly.

      
      How I often wonder why.

      
      We were just kids, how could I know

      
      That you’d burn in the fire’s glow?

      
      (Chorus)

      
      Now you’re gone and I don’t know how.

      
      You don’t hear or see me now.

      
      He took you off into the night;

      
      Crushed your wings and put out the light.

      
      (Chorus)

      
      Words and music by Jonny Shellmer

      
   
      
      
Prologue


      
      August 1966

      
      The girl knew they were staring at her, glowering out of the gloom with hideous red eyes. Eyes that knew all her secrets …
         even the worst secret of all. She put her hand to her face and felt the tears on her cheek.
      

      
      Then, after a few long minutes of silence, she stood up slowly, stiffly, trying not to catch the watchers’ eyes. She looked
         down and saw the old metal box still lying there on the straw: the box he had told her about; the box that had put the evil
         thoughts into his mind. She pushed it away with her foot. She wanted nothing to do with it … ever. Thick golden needles of
         straw had stuck to her flesh, leaving livid indentations behind. She brushed herself down with trembling hands, sobbing gently
         and praying that nobody would hear her.
      

      
      She heard a sound, distant at first, then closer: someone was outside calling her name. Recognising the voice, she froze,
         not daring to move a muscle even when a large spider scampered over her bare, pale thigh, its eight fragile legs tickling
         her flesh. She watched the creature scurry away and waited, quite still, with shallow, silent breaths, until she was sure
         that she was alone.
      

      
      She stumbled out into the sunshine and began to run towards the water’s edge. Down and down the steep path she ran; through
         nettles, through soft cowpats, through overgrown thistles. Her feet were bare but she felt no sensation, no pain, no disgust. Down and down until the water appeared
         before her; she kept her eyes focused on the river; on the moving, shifting ripples and the dazzling sparks of sunlight which
         flashed and danced on the surface. As she moved forward she felt that the eyes were still on her, watching, knowing: those
         devils’ eyes that had witnessed everything.
      

      
      She reached the river. It was high tide; no time for fear or second thoughts on the drowned shingle beach. As she waded in,
         the salt tears and mucus rolled down her face to mingle with the blue-green waters of the River Trad. She waded in farther,
         the force of the river slowing her pace, until the waters reached her waist and the currents snatched at her legs, knocking
         her off balance. As she sank beneath the surface, she felt a sudden, unexpected urge to fight, to struggle, to choose life
         over the other option. She kicked against the current, taking greedy gasps of air as she surfaced. She didn’t want it to end
         like this. But it was too late now.
      

      
      It was almost over. And she knew that the demons were still watching her with greedy, mocking eyes, hungry for another lost
         soul.
      

   
      
      
Chapter One


      
      Right worshipful husband,

      
      I recommend me to you, desiring heartily to hear of your welfare. All is well on your lands and yet I am much afeared that
            your loyalty to the Earl will lead you into danger.

      
      But I would write of matters that concern us here. Touching the marriage of your son, John, I heard while I was in Exeter
            there is a goodly young woman whose mother is friend to a kinsman of his mother’s and she shall have two hundred pounds at
            her marriage. I spoke with the maid’s kin and friends and have their good wills to have her married to John. I do hope that
            they will not hear of his misdeeds or my plans will come to nought.

      
       I heard talk in Exeter that Queen Margaret is in France awaiting a passage to our shores and that the Earl’s people are waiting
            to rise up in Devonshire at her call.

      
       I pray the Lord to keep you from all harm and our daughter, Elizabeth, sends greeting.

      
        Your loving wife
Marjory

      
Written at Derenham this fourth day of March 1471

      
      March 2001

      
Terry Hoxworthy parked his battered Land Rover with its rusty trailer in front of the old barn and gave his son Lewis, who
         was slumped beside him in the passenger seat, a sharp nudge before climbing out.
      

      
      Lewis Hoxworthy was fifteen years old with bright red hair and the plump, doughy figure of one who took too many hamburgers
         and not enough exercise. Slowly, resentfully, he pushed the Land Rover door open, jumped down onto the rough damp earth and
         complained about the cold.
      

      
      His father raised his eyes to heaven. When he was Lewis’s age he’d have received a clip around the ear for the mildest dissent.
         When Terry was young, a farmer’s son helped out on the farm and that was that. But Lewis had led a softer life, a life which
         in times past would only have been enjoyed by the privileged sons of the aristocracy. He looked at the boy’s scowling face,
         attempted an encouraging smile and wondered where he’d gone wrong.
      

      
      ‘Come on, Lew. We need to clear this place out. The people from the planning department are coming tomorrow.’

      
      Lewis looked unimpressed.

      
      ‘And after they’ve been Mr Heygarth from the estate agent’s is coming round to value the place.’

      
      Lewis looked at the ramshackle old building, doubtful that anyone would pay good money for it.

      
      ‘If we both pitch in, it won’t take long. Many hands make light work,’ Terry said with awkward jollity.

      
      The boy pressed his lips together tightly and said nothing. He turned away from his father and placed an experimental toe
         into the puddle that had spread itself across the doorway of the barn like a defensive moat, then he pulled it out again quickly
         before the water could soak into the soft white leather of his new Nike trainer.
      

      
      Terry jumped over the puddle and suggested nervously that Lewis might put some wood down to stop their feet getting wet. Lewis
         gave him a look of contempt and shrugged his shoulders, but Terry forced himself to stay calm and resisted the urge to yell at the boy, demanding instant
         obedience. Teenage years were difficult years, and parents had to tread carefully if good relationships were to be maintained
         – or so his wife had read in one of her magazines.
      

      
      After a few moments spent staring at the problem, Lewis relented a little and made a half-hearted attempt to create a makeshift
         bridge from a couple of planks he had found propped up just inside the doorway: hardly the product of a great engineering
         mind, but Terry reckoned it would probably do the job and made appropriate noises of praise. Praise was important.
      

      
      Then things looked up. Lewis, having decided that further resistance was futile, began to help, and the pair worked quickly
         with hardly a word exchanged between father and son. Half an hour later the first trailer-load of detritus from the barn was
         ready to be whisked off for disposal.
      

      
      Lewis turned down the chance to drive with his father to the local tip, choosing instead to stay at the old barn: he was unused
         to the hard physical labour of hauling and carrying and he told his father that he needed a rest to get his breath back. Terry
         Hoxworthy thought it best to say nothing.
      

      
      As soon as the engine of Terry’s Land Rover was out of earshot, Lewis began to mooch around the barn, in search of anything
         to relieve the paralysing boredom of an afternoon parted from his computer screen.
      

      
      The ladder leading up to the hayloft caught his attention first. It would do no harm to explore, he told himself. Whatever
         secrets the barn held, they could hardly rival the attractions of Death Horror III – the latest pirated computer game acquired from his mate Yossa at school – but he was stuck there so he might as well make
         the best of it.
      

      
      He climbed the ladder, testing each rung carefully before he trusted it with his weight. It was darker up in the loft, and the layer of ancient straw on the floor smelled musty in the damp March air. Normally the hay was stored up here, but
         it had been cleared out in preparation for the anticipated sale.
      

      
      At first sight the empty loft seemed as boring as the rest of the barn; nothing to be seen apart from a few sticks of broken
         furniture and a thick layer of dusty, mildewed straw. A scattering of rusty nails and a corroded horseshoe had inexplicably
         made their way up here at some time in the place’s long history and, strangest of all, a pair of woman’s low-heeled shoes
         – size four or five – lay dusty and unclaimed on top of a pile of deeper straw by the left-hand wall. Perhaps a bit of what
         his father called ‘hanky-panky’ had gone on in the barn at one time or another, and this thought set Lewis’s hormones racing
         and his loins tingling for a few turbulent seconds. Girls were as yet uncharted territory for Lewis, but the barn would be
         an ideal place for That Sort of Thing should the chance ever arise. He felt a first small pang of regret that his father was
         having to sell the place.
      

      
      The exposed rafters looked massive from Lewis’s elevated position: tree trunk thick, the cross-beams would have made a tempting
         assault course for the adventurous. But Lewis wasn’t tempted. Climbing was for kids.
      

      
      At the end of the loft, by the great gable end, was a large filthy wooden panel leaning against the wall. The bottom jutted
         out slightly to form a lean-to hiding-place normally hidden from view behind bales of hay – an undiscovered, secret place.
         Lewis approached it slowly, and when he reached the narrow triangular entrance he bent to look inside.
      

      
      He fumbled in his pocket for the torch on his key-ring – a cheap plastic affair that he’d bought last year while staying with
         his aunt in Cornwall – and pressed the switch, which sent a weak beam of light out into the darkness.
      

      
      A rusty metal box lay on the floor at the farthest end: it looked interesting, mysterious, and Lewis resolved to crawl in and retrieve it. Then the feeble beam swept over the wooden partition and he heard himself gasp. Perhaps he had been playing
         too many computer games, or watching too many of those horror films his mates got out of the video shop in Tradmouth. Perhaps
         his eyes were playing tricks.
      

      
      He shone the light on the wood again, holding his hand as steady as he could. He could just make out the naked writhing figures
         being dragged by monstrous apparitions towards unspeakable torment. The beam settled on the face of a plump naked woman who
         anticipated her fate with the lost, despairing eyes of the damned. Then it shifted to her tormentor, a twisted, red-faced
         creature holding some instrument of exquisite torture aloft as it anticipated with evil delight the agony of another victim.
      

      
      Lewis’s heart pounded and his hands began to shake. All the electronic visions of horror he had witnessed on the flickering
         screen didn’t compare with this dimly lit scene of abject terror. He grabbed the old metal box and backed out quickly, desperate
         to get away; to put as much distance as he could between him and that portrait of untamed evil.
      

      
      He climbed down the ladder, almost missing his footing in his haste, and ran outside. A fine misty rain was falling in horizontal
         gossamer sheets across the rolling hills, but Lewis had no intention of returning to the barn to take shelter. He tucked the
         box inside the Adidas coat he had been given last Christmas and waited for his father outside, striding to and fro to keep
         warm.
      

      
      Lewis Hoxworthy’s mind was still filled with the horrors he had seen inside the barn when he heard the sound of a shot echoing
         in the dank, misty air.
      

      
      The next day Paul Heygarth – of Heygarth and Proudfoot, estate agents – halted his car at the junction of two narrow country
         lanes and looked at his watch before checking that the road was clear. Ten-thirty. The appointment with Mr Hoxworthy to give
         a valuation on his barn was at 11.15, so he’d just have time to call at the Old Vicarage on the edge of the village of Derenham to check that everything had been left as it should be.
      

      
      Paul set off again, steering the BMW with one hand as he dialled the number of the office. The firm’s surveyor, Jim Flowers,
         was out on a job, so Nicola was on her own. Paul felt he should inform her of his whereabouts in case anything urgent cropped
         up. Not that anything urgent ever had – and Nicola had his mobile number in case of emergencies – but Paul Heygarth liked
         to be prepared for every eventuality. And to feel that he was indispensable.
      

      
      It never occurred to Paul that Nicola might resent not being trusted to hold the mighty fort of Heygarth and Proudfoot for
         an hour while he and Jim Flowers were out. It would never have crossed his mind that Nicola had any feelings on the matter
         whatsoever.
      

      
      The gates of the Old Vicarage appeared on his right, guarded by a pretty thatched cottage which had once served as a lodge
         but now, in more egalitarian times, had severed its connections with the big house and reinvented itself as a holiday home.
         He swung the car into the drive without indicating and drove too fast down the narrow roadway. The Old Vicarage wouldn’t come
         into view until he was almost at the front door, shrouded as it was by trees and mature evergreen shrubs. The winding drive
         was lined with thick, healthy-looking laurel bushes that could have hidden a couple of commando units in their shiny green
         foliage.
      

      
      Suddenly the building emerged before him. The Old Vicarage had been home to the vicars of All Saints, Derenham, during the
         eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. But back in the 1960s the place had been considered far too grand for Derenham’s parish
         priest, so he had been moved to humbler and more practical accommodation nearer the church.
      

      
      The name, however, had stuck, which was particularly fortuitous, given the current housing market. The Old Vicarage conjured
         images of solidity, of status; of old maids cycling to church and peasants doffing their caps to the lord of the manor. The Old Vicarage was exactly the sort of place that attracted those who wished to buy into the rural
         idyll – if only at weekends. Just the sort of place to pull in the punters from London with their well-laden wallets. With
         their fat City bonuses, times might have been very good indeed for Paul Heygarth – if it hadn’t been for his problems.
      

      
      Paul stopped the car and jerked up the handbrake. He sat there for a few minutes, reluctant to exchange the sealed, heated
         comfort of the BMW for the chill, damp air outside.
      

      
      He looked in his driving mirror to check his appearance, and the pasty face of a man who took too many business lunches and
         far too little exercise looked back at him. There was no client to meet but he did this swift sartorial inspection out of
         habit, just as he checked his receding hairline and the balding crown of his head in the bathroom mirror each morning, wishing
         that he could turn back the tide of time.
      

      
      Taking the key to the Old Vicarage from his inside pocket, he climbed out of the car. The sudden rush of cold air made him
         sneeze as the door shut with a satisfyingly expensive clunk. He wore a smart dark suit with a striped shirt and bright blue
         silk tie, but no overcoat: he wasn’t one to spend any more time than was necessary out of doors. He fastened a button on his
         suit jacket and hurried towards the house.
      

      
      Before the Old Vicarage had been used to house the local clergy and their dull and blameless families, it was rumoured that
         the house had had an interesting history. According to Heygarth and Proudfoot’s brochure, there was a chance that parts of
         the place might date back to the fifteenth century, and that it might once have been home to the Merrivale family, who had
         links with the Earls of Devon and who, way back in the fifteenth century, had been loyal supporters of the House of Lancaster
         in the Wars of the Roses. Of course, the house had been knocked about, extended and modernised in the last couple of centuries
         so that no trace of that far-off age remained.
      

      
      And there was the uncomfortable possibility that the Merrivales’ home could have been somewhere else entirely. At the other
         side of the village some archaeologists were digging up a field next door to his colleague Jim Flowers’ house. According to
         Jim, the workmen digging the foundations for the proposed new village hall had discovered the remains of a large building
         as well as a human skull grinning up at them from the soil. The experts seemed to think that the building was the Merrivales’
         old manor house, but there was no need to dwell on the facts. Who was to say that those archaeologists weren’t digging up
         some boring old outbuildings?
      

      
      The Old Vicarage was a far more suitable abode for the Merrivales of old: and there was nothing like a bit of history for
         pushing the price up, Paul thought with a smile of satisfaction. Knights of old, mad monks, visits by Queen Elizabeth I: they
         were all grist to the property mill. The punters loved a bit of romance. Paul reckoned he could easily push the price of the
         Old Vicarage over the million mark the way the market was going. And a quick sale would put an end to all his troubles.
      

      
      As he reached the front door something caught his eye; a flash of shiny yellow to his left, screened by the ubiquitous laurels.
         He walked towards it slowly, and when he rounded the bushes he saw it. A shiny yellow sports car. He stared at it for a few
         seconds then turned and walked back to the front door, pausing to listen for any telltale sounds. But he heard nothing except
         birdsong and the distant hum of farm machinery.
      

      
      Paul unlocked the great oak front door and marched straight into the hallway – oak panelled and deceptively spacious, with
         radiator and telephone point – where he stood for a few moments in the expensively carpeted silence. He stared at the closed
         drawing-room door, then turned the great ring of black iron which served as a handle and pushed. The door opened a little
         but there was something behind it, blocking the way. He pushed again, harder this time, but whatever it was wouldn’t budge.
      

      
      He took a deep breath before deciding to try the other way into the room, via the kitchen and the dining room.

      
      As he walked slowly across the lush ruby-red hall carpet towards the back of the house, he felt a sudden chill in the air.
         Paul Heygarth was an unimaginative soul – never one to succumb to tales of hauntings, even in properties with strange grisly
         pasts – but standing there in the entrance hall of Derenham’s Old Vicarage he had an uneasy, creeping feeling that he was
         in the presence of death.
      

      
      Terry Hoxworthy greeted his visitors with a shotgun over his arm.

      
      Neil Watson looked at his companion, a short young man wearing a thick grey anorak which had fallen open to reveal a tie crawling
         with Disney cartoon characters. ‘Er … are you sure this is okay, Mark?’ he whispered out of the corner of his mouth.
      

      
      Mark Telston, Assistant Planning Officer, ignored Neil’s apparent cowardice and approached the farmer with a confident outstretched
         hand. ‘Pleased to meet you, Mr Hoxworthy. I’d like to introduce Neil Watson from the County Archaeological Unit. He’s in charge
         of the excavation that’s going on near the church, on the site of the proposed new village hall. They’ve discovered the remains
         of a large medieval building up there. Have you heard about it?’ he asked brightly.
      

      
      Terry Hoxworthy nodded, his face expressionless. ‘I thought Neil’s department should be aware of your application for planning
         permission. There was an archaeological excavation on your land in the 1950s, I believe.’ He looked at the farmer for confirmation.
      

      
      Hoxworthy shifted the shotgun a little, and Neil noticed a pale, shiny scar across the palm of his right hand. He averted
         his eyes. It was rude to stare.
      

      
      ‘Aye. That were when my dad had the farm. Bit before my time. He were interested in history, all that sort of thing. Used to buy a load of rubbish at auctions and say it was antiques.’
         He looked Neil up and down suspiciously, noting the long straggly hair and tattered old jeans. ‘What’s it got to do with my
         barn?’
      

      
      Neil glanced at Mark and then at the shotgun. He had an uneasy feeling that it was his turn to speak. He shifted his weight
         from foot to foot. He was used to dealing with academic matters, and facing a potentially irate member of the public like
         this really wasn’t his sort of thing.
      

      
      ‘The thing is, Mr Hoxworthy,’ he began, trying to sound enthusiastic, ‘it’s very possible that your barn here is of considerable
         historical interest. The excavation in the 1950s found evidence of medieval field systems and various written records mention
         a fifteenth-century tithe barn connected with Derenham church. It’s just possible that your barn may be, er …’ His voice trailed
         off. From the glazed look that had come into Hoxworthy’s eyes, he suspected that either he was getting too technical or that
         he was saying things the man didn’t want to hear.
      

      
      ‘So what’s that got to do with me selling it?’

      
      To Neil’s relief it was Mark who spoke. ‘Well, if it does turn out to be a medieval tithe barn, it means you can’t just do
         what you like with it. It may be appropriate to list it, and that means that all sorts of planning restrictions come into
         force, I’m afraid.’ Mark Telston tried his best to look apologetic, but Neil thought he could detect a hint of triumph in
         his voice.
      

      
      ‘So you’re saying I can’t do what I like with my own barn?’ The shotgun shifted again. Neil took a step back as if to emphasise
         that he was only there in an advisory capacity.
      

      
      ‘Not necessarily, Mr Hoxworthy. It might turn out that your barn was built much later than we suspect. It’s just that with
         your application for planning permission to convert the barn into a luxury dwelling we have to be sure. Now if Neil here could
         just have a quick look at the barn …’
      

      
      ‘Okay, okay,’ said the farmer impatiently. ‘But don’t be long ’cause I’ve got an estate agent coming to value the place soon.
         Bloody bureaucrats,’ he added under his breath, scratching his head. Neil was beginning to feel sorry for the man.
      

      
      After a few seconds Hoxworthy spoke again, more quietly this time, with an undercurrent of desperation. ‘I’ve got to sell
         this place. I ain’t got no choice. Do you know how far the income from this farm has dropped in the past few years?’
      

      
      He looked at Neil challengingly, having selected him as potentially the most sympathetic of the pair. ‘Bloody politicians
         are always on at us farmers to diversify, to think of new ways to make a bit extra. I do like they say. I try to sell one
         of me old barns for conversion and this is what happens … bloody red tape tying me up again. It never bloody stops. If it’s
         not Brussels playing silly buggers it’s inspectors with their rules and regulations about BSE and …’ He shook his head. Then he looked Neil in the eye. ‘Do you think I want to sell this barn? Do you think I want a load of
         yuppies living at the end of the bloody lane complaining every time my cock crows or the slurry doesn’t smell of French perfume.
         Do you?’
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry. I, er, see your point, Mr Hoxworthy, but …’

      
      ‘You’re only doing your job. That’s what they always say.’

      
      Neil, who had never considered himself a natural member of the forces of oppression, feared that he was being cast as the
         lowest form of obstructive petty bureaucrat, and he could think of no reply that would convince the farmer otherwise.
      

      
      He was rescued from an embarrassed guilty silence by Mark’s timely intervention: he had clearly had more practice in these
         situations. ‘If Neil could just have a look at your barn …’
      

      
      ‘Do what the hell you like,’ Terry Hoxworthy said before marching off towards the house.
      

      
      Mark Telston watched him go with some amusement. Neil didn’t feel like laughing.

      
      He said nothing to Mark as he conducted the preliminary survey of the barn which, as he had predicted, didn’t take very long.
         Keen to examine the construction of the roof, he climbed up to the hayloft while the assistant planning officer waited below
         with his feet firmly on the ground.
      

      
      It was a few minutes later when Mark heard a gasp followed by an ominous silence. He put a tentative foot on the rickety ladder
         and called Neil’s name. When there was no reply he climbed up slowly and called again.
      

      
      Again the only answer was a brooding silence. Mark climbed farther up so that he could just see into the hayloft. He called
         Neil’s name again, looking around. His heart started to beat faster and his mouth felt dry. Either the archaeologist had an
         infantile sense of humour or something was wrong.
      

      
      Standing there on the ladder, his hands gripping tightly until the knuckles were bone white, he scanned the loft, registering
         the condition of the place, the evidence of neglect … and the fact that Neil Watson was nowhere to be seen.
      

      
      Paul Heygarth stared at the door which led from the rather grand dining room to the drawing room. It was shut, as all the
         doors should be. The owners, Colonel and Mrs Porter, had been quite particular on that point. Whoever showed potential buyers
         around had to make sure all the doors were shut. As the house wasn’t alarmed, Paul thought this was probably a minor eccentricity
         on the part of the elderly couple – unless they knew something that he didn’t. As the vendors – as he habitually thought of
         the colonel and his good lady – were away settling into their new property in the south of France, he supposed that if all
         the doors were left wide open they wouldn’t have been any the wiser, but he had half-heartedly acceded to their wishes. They
         were going to pay him handsomely when the place was sold. And he needed the money. Needed it soon.
      

      
      He looked at his watch. There was plenty of time before his appointment at Mr Hoxworthy’s barn. He opened the door and stepped
         into the drawing room, his feet sinking into the thick Persian carpet. The room was gloomy – north facing – and it seemed
         smaller than he remembered.
      

      
      From his vantage point by the dining-room door he couldn’t see the thing blocking the other doorway as a floppy dark red sofa
         of huge proportions was obscuring his view. He walked around the edge of the room, his estate agent’s eye taking in every
         detail of the décor, which might push the asking price up a few hundred pounds.
      

      
      When he saw the shape on the floor he stopped and stared. If Paul Heygarth had been a religious man, and if he had known the
         identity of the patron saint of estate agents, he might have sent up a swift prayer beseeching that the unfortunate soul lying
         on the carpet before him be taken up bodily into the next world and vanish from mortal sight without a trace.
      

      
      There was nothing like a violent death on the premises for bringing down the value of a property.

   
      
      
Chapter Two


      
      My well beloved wife,

      
I beseech you not to concern yourself overmuch with my welfare. I have orders from the Earl of Devonshire to ride speedily
            to Tradmouth to raise men for Queen Margaret’s cause. So fear not, good wife, I shall be with you at Derenham presently.

      
       As to the other matter, my son John was ever a wilful and disobedient child (having inherited the nature of my first wife,
            his mother). I think it best to advance the cause of this young woman of Exeter as marriage will steady the lad.

      
       Is there no young man suitable as husband for Elizabeth? She is a good girl and will have two hundred and fifty pounds in
            money at her marriage. Look to the matter if you will, and find her a young man with a good fortune. As to Edmund, he does
            well in the Earl’s household and will soon have need of a good wife. But all this we will talk of on my return.

      
      Your loving and faithful husband

      
      Richard

      
      Written at London this twenty-fifth day of March 1471

      
      Nicola Tarnley sat at her desk in the front office of Heygarth and Proudfoot typing house details into her flickering computer. The office was empty for once; that was good. It meant she could get on with some of her paperwork instead of being
         charming to well-heeled house-hunters and sympathetic to the sheepish young local couples who watched the area’s mounting
         house prices with a mixture of open-mouthed disbelief and resentful bitterness. But just as Nicola was anticipating half an
         hour of peace, the telephone on her desk began to ring.
      

      
      She picked it up. ‘Heygarth and Proudfoot, Nicola Tarnley speaking. How may I help you?’ The words were second nature. She
         was sure she mumbled them in her sleep.
      

      
      ‘Nicola.’ The voice on the other end of the line was low, conspiratorial, and at first she didn’t recognise it as Paul’s.
         ‘I’ve got a problem here. Can you come down to Derenham? The Old Vicarage.’
      

      
      ‘But there’s nobody else in the office. Jim won’t be back for an hour or so.’

      
      ‘Just lock up and get here quick. It’s an emergency.’

      
      ‘Okay,’ she said, pressing the Save key on the computer. ‘What kind of emergency? A burst pipe? Do you want me to call a plumber
         or anything?’ She could hear Paul breathing heavily on the other end of the line. ‘A doctor?’ she suggested anxiously.
      

      
      ‘Just get down here as quick as you can.’

      
      Without another word Nicola switched off her computer and turned on the office answering machine. She locked the door of Heygarth
         and Proudfoot behind her and marched down Tradmouth High Street, heading for the carpark near the waterfront. Parking, like
         most of life’s mundane tasks, was easier out of the tourist season. The river was a deep shade of battleship grey, and a pale
         mist was beginning to creep into the town off the water. Nicola shivered. It was cold, but at least the drizzle had stopped.
      

      
      Nicola drove, a little too fast, out of the town and down the winding lanes leading to the village of Derenham – a pretty
         place about three miles upstream from Tradmouth with a wealth of desirable country properties – wondering what Paul’s emergency could be.
      

      
      Neil Watson looked stunned as he wandered out of the great barn doors. Terry Hoxworthy had returned for the verdict, and now
         he stood staring at the archaeologist, waiting for him to speak. Mark Telston hovered behind, fidgeting with his Disney tie,
         also awaiting the expert’s verdict.
      

      
      ‘Do you want the good news or the bad news?’ Neil asked, not quite sure how to break either.

      
      ‘Let’s start with the bad, eh?’ said Hoxworthy. He still had the shotgun over his arm, and Neil eyed it warily.

      
      ‘The bad news is that the barn certainly seems to be a medieval structure, so it’s probably going to have to be listed. Various
         other experts will be consulted, of course, and I’ll arrange to have samples of wood from the beams taken for dating. Then
         we’ll have to await the verdict. I won’t be making the final decision.’ He mentally added the words ‘so don’t blame me’. ‘But
         in view of the field systems found in the course of the previous excavations I do feel …’
      

      
      ‘Is there a chance you could be wrong?’ the farmer asked, shifting the shotgun a little.

      
      Neil shrugged. ‘I’m not infallible,’ he admitted modestly.

      
      Hoxworthy was staring at him as if he were something one of his prize herd of cows might have deposited on the ground of the
         meadow next door. Neil sensed that what he had to say was as unwelcome as a fresh batch of forms from the Ministry of Agriculture.
      

      
      ‘So what’s the good news?’ said Hoxworthy under his breath.

      
      Neil pulled his old khaki coat tightly around him against the damp, chilly air and tried to look cheerful, which was difficult
         in the circumstances. ‘Well, I think there’s a chance that you might have something very exciting in there,’ he said. Terry Hoxworthy looked anything but excited. ‘So what is it, then?’
      

      
      ‘I think I’ve found a piece of medieval art up in the loft. I can’t be certain, of course, but …’

      
      Hoxworthy’s eyes lit up. Art: that meant money, lots of it. He’d heard of people finding priceless art treasures in their
         attics: perhaps not getting planning permission for the barn wouldn’t be such a disaster after all.
      

      
      ‘What kind of art? How much do you reckon it’s worth?’

      
      ‘I really can’t say.’

      
      ‘What is it? A painting?’ It must have been a small one, Terry thought, or he’d have noticed it. Perhaps it was something
         his dad had picked up at one of those auctions he was always going to. One of those Madonna-and-Child pictures perhaps, by
         some famous Italian painter. Worth a fortune. Millions. His heart began to beat faster. His troubles might be over.
      

      
      ‘Sort of,’ said Neil non-committally. ‘It’s in the hayloft.’ He looked at Terry Hoxworthy, feeling a little more confident
         now that the farmer was obviously so keen on the subject of medieval art. ‘Are you coming up to see it, then?’
      

      
      ‘Just try and stop me,’ Terry replied, propping his shotgun against the wall of the barn.

      
      Two hours later Terry Hoxworthy strolled across the steep field which tumbled down almost to the riverbank, and stared into
         the distance, a disappointed man.
      

      
      He could see that Neil Watson’s yellow Mini was still parked by the old barn. The archaeologist was hanging about, apparently
         excited about the ‘art’ in the hayloft, which had turned out to be no desirable Madonna-and-Child but a great ugly sick thing
         that anybody in their right mind would put straight on a bonfire. Watson either had a warped sense of humour or he was a fool.
      

      
      The planning officer and the estate agent had left long since. Heygarth, the estate agent – whose mind hadn’t seemed to be on the job – had brought the good news that the barn was a desirable property, ripe for conversion, and should
         fetch a decent price, which was what Terry wanted to hear. Prices of livestock and produce had plummeted and red tape had
         spread like foot-and-mouth disease. Times were hard.
      

      
      The barn’s sale would put the farm on a sounder financial footing. He knew that another local farmer had sold a redundant
         barn for a pretty price, and now it was used by a lawyer from London as a holiday home. You had to do what you could these
         days.
      

      
      Terry trudged on through the field, his Border collie, Bess, walking patiently at his heels. The cows spotted him with their
         great, calm eyes and began to amble slowly towards him. Terry looked at them and smiled. His girls. Early that morning he
         had thought one of them might be going lame and he had come to have a look at her. He spotted her and watched her for a while.
         She seemed to be walking normally now. Nothing to worry about. No need to go to the expense of calling the vet out.
      

      
      Bess had bounded off towards the hedge that divided the meadow from the narrow lane beyond. Terry called to her but, unusually,
         she didn’t come to him. She had more important things to concern her. More important, even, than obeying a much-loved master
         with whom she’d worked for seven contented years.
      

      
      Terry Hoxworthy was no longer a young man; his round face had been beaten by fifty winters and browned by as many Devon summers.
         But there was nothing wrong with his eyesight, and one glance towards the hedgerow told him that the dog had found something.
         Something big. The cows watched, disappointed, as he walked away from them and headed down the field towards the gate that
         opened onto the lane.
      

      
      A few yards to the side of the gate something lay against the towering hedge. Part of it looked black and shiny. A bin-bag?
         Had someone been dumping their garden rubbish in the field? People from the town who hadn’t a clue about the countryside? He quickened his steps, anger rising within him.
      

      
      ‘Leave it, Bess,’ he called.

      
      But when he drew closer he saw that the object of Bess’s attention wasn’t a sack of rubbish. It was a man lying on his side,
         his face turned towards the foot of the hedge. A man wearing tight denim jeans and a black leather jacket. Terry shouted sharply
         to Bess again. This time she gave him a reproachful look and slunk to his side.
      

      
      Terry’s first thought was that it was some drunk, sleeping it off in his field. But the man’s clothes looked expensive, the
         black leather jacket soft and well cut, hardly the attire of a vagrant. He stepped forward and gave the man an experimental
         tap with his muddy wellington boot. But there was no groan, no drunken stirring.
      

      
      Patting Bess reassuringly on the head, Terry bent down, leaning over to see the face. The man did look as though he was asleep;
         the lined face was strangely peaceful, as though he would wake up refreshed at any moment.
      

      
      But then Terry saw the mark on his forehead. A small round mark. Neat and black.

      
      Bess gazed up at her master adoringly as he drew a tiny mobile phone from the deep pocket of his well-worn coat and punched
         out 999, keeping a wary eye on the cows, who were edging forward, curious to see the still and silent newcomer to their domain.
      

      
      As the police car sped along the lane, the young man sitting in the back seat spotted Neil Watson in the doorway of Terry
         Hoxworthy’s old barn. He couldn’t be sure it was Neil, of course, as he had only glimpsed him for a second. The police don’t
         have time to slow down and admire the scenery when a suspicious death is reported.
      

      
      Detective Inspector Wesley Peterson turned to his companion. ‘I’m sure that was Neil back there. He’s working on the other
         side of Derenham, near the church. Do you remember that workman who came into the station about a month ago – he was working on this new village hall they’re
         building in Derenham. He had a human skull in a carrier bag and he dumped it on the front desk. It gave poor Bob Naseby the
         shock of his life?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, aye. I remember,’ said Detective Chief Inspector Heffernan absently, his mind on other things.

      
      ‘As well as the skull they’d uncovered a section of medieval wall. I told Neil about it and he rushed down to Derenham and
         halted the building work. The site’s being excavated properly now.’
      

      
      Heffernan grunted. ‘I haven’t seen him lurking around making the place look untidy for a while. So what’s he found in Derenham,
         then?’
      

      
      ‘He reckons it’s a high-status domestic building, probably a manor house. He’s quite excited about it.’

      
      Detective Chief Inspector Gerry Heffernan slumped in his seat. He was a big man with unkempt hair and a pronounced Liverpool
         accent. His shirt strained open at his midriff, exposing a patch of bare, hairy flesh which he scratched absent-mindedly from
         time to time. ‘I’ve come across your mate Neil when he’s excited – not a pretty sight.’
      

      
      Wesley Peterson, in his late twenties, black, good looking and positively dapper in comparison to his boss, smiled philosophically
         and said nothing. They turned into a narrow lane where several police cars were parked.
      

      
      The thoroughfare – two cars wide, which was rare for this part of Devon – was completely blocked, and a young uniformed constable
         guarded the junction, his face serious as he contemplated the awesome responsibility of his allotted task.
      

      
      About twenty yards down the lane, behind the barrier of police vehicles, was an area cordoned off with the constabulary’s
         customary blue-and-white tape. Wesley and Heffernan climbed out of their car and began to walk towards the action.
      

      
      White-overalled men and women swarmed over the field, absorbed in various tasks. Some knelt on the muddy ground as though
         in prayer: a fingertip search. Wesley took a deep breath. The death must be more than suspicious. More than just a tramp’s
         demise in a hedgerow or a hit-and-run.
      

      
      They stood staring at this hive of industry for a few seconds before Heffernan asked to see the body. A young policewoman,
         barely out of the school netball team, led them a little farther up the lane to a wooden gate. The cows in the field beyond,
         a fine body of Jersey milkers, stood some way off, watching the activity with their great curious eyes.
      

      
      Heffernan asked a constable stationed at the gate whether Dr Bowman had arrived. Colin Bowman, the genial pathologist who
         attended whenever they encountered a suspicious death, was the man to provide the answers to their questions. But the enquiry
         was greeted by the shake of a constable’s head.
      

      
      ‘Dr Bowman’s not here, sir. It’s a Dr Kruger. She’s examining the body now. She’s just over there by the hedge, sir,’ the
         constable added reassuringly.
      

      
      ‘She?’

      
      Wesley detected a wariness in his boss’s voice. ‘Dr Kruger’s a lady, sir,’ replied the constable, a little nervous.

      
      Gerry Heffernan snorted in disgust, in Wesley’s opinion unreasonably. ‘I don’t care if she’s a member of the royal family,
         I want Colin Bowman. Get someone to call him, will you? And don’t take no for an answer.’
      

      
      ‘Dr Bowman’s on holiday, sir. Someone said he’s in France.’ The constable who had hopes of joining CID, was glad to be able
         to show off his aptitude for detection.
      

      
      Gerry Heffernan muttered something incomprehensible which Wesley thought it best to ignore.

      
      ‘We’d better have a word with Dr Kruger, then,’ said Wesley firmly. He followed the young constable through the gate. A few
         yards to the right, up against the thick hedgerow, the product of centuries of nature’s work, the police photographer’s flashbulbs knifed through the gloom like lightning.
         Wesley could almost feel the waves of disapproval emanating from Gerry Heffernan, who was shambling along behind him. He just
         hoped that he wouldn’t take his disappointment out on the unsuspecting Dr Kruger.
      

      
      It seemed they had timed their arrival well. Dr Kruger, a tall young woman with dark curly hair and a face which, although
         not pretty, was pleasantly attractive, stood a few feet away from the body, removing her plastic gloves which, Wesley guessed,
         meant that she had finished her initial examination. She wore jeans, a dark-coloured fleece and, sensibly, a pair of sturdy
         green wellingtons. Wesley noted approvingly that she had come prepared.
      

      
      He introduced himself and Heffernan. The doctor rewarded them with a friendly but businesslike smile.

      
      ‘Single gunshot wound to the head at fairly close range,’ she announced matter-of-factly. ‘Death would have been instantaneous.’

      
      Wesley studied the body lying on the ground a few feet away. The dead man lay on his side facing the hedge. His slim form
         was clad in black leather and faded denim; on his feet he wore clean blue suede trainers. His clothes weren’t brand new but
         something about them told Wesley that they were expensive. The man’s hair was dark and fairly long; he couldn’t see the face
         from where he was standing, and he was glad of this as he stared down at the shell that had once been a human being. He hated
         looking into the faces of those who had suffered violent deaths.
      

      
      The doctor squatted down beside the body and heaved gently at the dead man’s shoulder until the face was revealed: an old
         face, far more furrowed with age and experience than the clothes and hairstyle suggested.
      

      
      Wesley stared for a few moments at the neat black hole in the forehead, then he turned away. When he looked back he was relieved
         to see that the face was hidden again.
      

      
      ‘Could it have been suicide?’ he asked hopefully. ‘No gun’s been found near by,’ said Dr Kruger. ‘I should think that rules
         out suicide or accident.’
      

      
      ‘Anything else you can tell us, love?’ Heffernan growled. ‘Time of death, for instance?’

      
      Dr Kruger gave the chief inspector a warning look. ‘I’d say he’s been dead approximately twenty-four hours – give or take
         a few hours. That means he probably died some time on Wednesday afternoon.’
      

      
      Heffernan grunted and walked away towards a group of scenes-of-crime officers; familiar faces. Wesley stood by Dr Kruger and
         watched him go.
      

      
      ‘Is he always that rude?’ she asked.

      
      Wesley found himself feeling apologetic. ‘Sorry about that,’ he mumbled.

      
      ‘And does he call all women “love”?’

      
      ‘Usually.’

      
      She looked Wesley up and down. ‘Is he racist as well as sexist? I bet he gives you a hard time, does he?’

      
      ‘No. We get on quite well, actually. You’ve just caught him at a bad time,’ said Wesley, wondering why he was feeling so protective
         of his boss’s reputation. ‘He was expecting to see Colin and … well, DCI Heffernan likes what he knows.’
      

      
      Dr Kruger nodded. ‘Doesn’t everyone? I’ll forgive him this once.’ She gave Wesley a wide smile, and he noticed that it had
         transformed her face from merely attractive to beautiful. ‘My name’s Laura, by the way.’ She held out an ungloved hand and
         Wesley shook it firmly.
      

      
      ‘Wesley Peterson,’ he said.

      
      ‘And what shall I call the chief inspector?’

      
      ‘He’ll answer to the name of Gerry.’

      
      ‘Oh, I might just call him “love”,’ said Laura Kruger with a mischievous glint in her eye.

      
      ‘Has the body been moved?’ asked Wesley, returning to police matters.

      
      ‘Yes. I don’t think it’s been here long. It was drizzling until about ten this morning. The ground’s fairly damp but the body’s dry. I think he was kept somewhere else then he was
         dumped here within the past few hours. And if you want any more evidence for my theory, look at those shoes; they’re far too
         clean for someone who’s been tramping round fields, don’t you think?’
      

      
      Wesley looked down at his own shoes, now in need of a good polish, and nodded in agreement.

      
      ‘We’ll have to see what forensics come up with,’ she continued. ‘And I’ll do the post-mortem tomorrow morning. Is that all
         right?’
      

      
      Wesley said that was fine, then he looked down at the body again, willing it to give up its secrets. ‘Any clues to his identity?’

      
      Laura Kruger shook her head. ‘There was a set of keys in his trouser pocket and some money. Nothing else.’

      
      ‘Who found him?’

      
      ‘The farmer who owns this land, a Mr Hoxworthy. It gave him a bit of a shock. He was in this field first thing this morning
         fetching the cows in for milking, and he’s certain the body wasn’t there then. He’s gone back home if you want a word, but
         I don’t think he’ll be able to tell you anything. He said he didn’t recognise the dead man.’
      

      
      ‘Where does he live?’

      
      Laura pointed into the distance. In the rolling landscape one green hill folded into another, but the long stone farmhouse
         was built on rising ground, easily visible from the field.
      

      
      ‘That’s the house over there. You get to it down the lane. You pass a big old barn and then go down a track to the left. I
         reckon that you can see this field from there, but Mr Hoxworthy said he hadn’t seen anything suspicious. His theory is that
         someone dumped the body here from a passing car, and I reckon he could be right.’ She gave Wesley a shy smile. ‘I’m doing
         your job for you.’
      

      
      Wesley returned the smile. ‘A lot of my colleagues could do with your observational skills.’ He paused and stared down at
         the body.
      

      
      ‘That jacket didn’t come cheap,’ Laura observed. ‘Could he have been a drug dealer; gangland killing come to rural Devon?’
      

      
      ‘He was still a human being,’ said Wesley quietly, almost in a whisper.

      
      Neither spoke for a while as they contemplated the unfortunate man who had ended his earthly existence at the foot of a hedgerow
         like some medieval vagrant. It was a sad end, thought Wesley, to leave this world violently with only a field of cows for
         company.
      

      
      The mortuary van had arrived. Its occupants, discreet as trusted butlers, moved swiftly as they prepared to transfer the mortal
         remains of the man in the leather jacket to their unobtrusive black van.
      

      
      Gerry Heffernan wandered over to watch, standing silently as the sad little procession passed. The body was carried on a trolley,
         packed inside a zip-up bag which reminded Wesley inappropriately of the bags used by pizza delivery-men to insulate their
         wares. Heffernan stepped forward, stopping the trolley’s progress, and unzipped the bag so that he could have a last look
         at the dead man’s face.
      

      
      Everyone stopped what they were doing, frozen until the DCI delivered his verdict.

      
      ‘I’ve seen him somewhere before,’ he pronounced with a confident jollity that Wesley considered inappropriate for the occasion.
         ‘I know his face. Hang on, it’ll come to me.’ He screwed his chubby face up as he mined his memory.
      

      
      Wesley watched him expectantly. If the dead man had been a customer of the local constabulary in the past, dredging up his
         details would be a piece of cake once the DCI provided them with a name.
      

      
      ‘I know,’ Heffernan pronounced to all who cared to hear. ‘He looks just like that pop singer. Back in the late sixties, early
         seventies. What was his name?’
      

      
      The faces around him were blank. The majority of the officers there hadn’t even been born at the time he mentioned. Wesley, numbered among the young, assumed an expression of polite interest, like a child whose grandparents were
         reminiscing about the Second World War.
      

      
      ‘He was in the local paper the other day. He’s moving down here and he gave some money for a new village hall in Derenham.
         I’m sure it’s him. He was quite well known – lead singer. What was his name?’
      

      
      The young officers standing around shook their heads. Laura Kruger shrugged her shoulders. It was before her time.

      
      ‘It’ll come to me.’ Heffernan wrinkled his brow in concentration.

      
      Wesley waited, willing him to remember: a name for their corpse would save a lot of time. But the boss shook his head. It
         had been on the tip of his tongue but the more he thought, the more the name retreated into the mists.
      

      
      ‘Come on, Wes,’ Heffernan said suddenly. ‘Let’s get Rach and Steve over and start interviewing the neighbours, see if they
         heard anything suspicious. Someone’s bound to have heard a gunshot.’
      

      
      ‘This is farming country,’ said Laura, stepping forward. ‘Every farmer has a shotgun.’

      
      ‘But he wasn’t killed with a shotgun, was he?’ said Heffernan, looking down at the body impatiently, still searching his memory
         for the name to fit the face.
      

      
      ‘No. Probably some small handgun, but …’

      
      ‘So the noise might have been different. Someone could have noticed an unusual shot.’

      
      Laura nodded. She hated to admit it but the DCI had a point.

      
      Suddenly Heffernan’s face lit up. He grinned at the others triumphantly, like a man who had just made a great discovery: something
         on a par with Archimedes’ bath water or Newton’s apple. ‘Jonny Shellmer.’
      

      
      All eyes were on him. Most looked puzzled. It was Wesley who asked the question everyone below forty was longing to ask. ‘Who’s
         Jonny Shellmer?’
      

      
      ‘Lead singer of Rock Boat,’ Heffernan answered, as though this were obvious. ‘Ruddy heck, it’s like working in a flaming kindergarten.
         Have none of you heard of ’em?’
      

      
      Among the blank faces, a middle-aged uniformed sergeant at the back of the group put up a tentative hand. ‘Whatever happened
         to Rock Boat, sir?’ he asked.
      

      
      Heffernan looked relieved that he wasn’t the only one who recalled the heady days of the sixties. ‘Search me. Where do flies
         go in wintertime and where do rock groups go when they’re past their sell-by date?’ he asked rhetorically. ‘Wonder how Jonny
         Shellmer ended up shot dead lying in a field full of cows.’
      

      
      ‘If it is Jonny Shellmer,’ said Wesley, wondering if his boss’s fit of nostalgia was affecting his judgement.

      
      ‘Well, it doesn’t half look like that picture of him I saw in the paper the other day. I noticed it specially.’ Heffernan
         shuffled his feet. ‘I used to be a bit of a fan in the old days.’
      

      
      Wesley smiled but made no comment. At least they had a name, a starting point; although he’d keep an open mind about the dead
         man’s identity. But he was the right age and he was wearing what Wesley, in his limited experience of such matters, would
         expect an ageing rock star to wear. But it was possible Heffernan might be on the wrong track completely, and it would be
         up to him, as usual, to steer him back onto the steep and narrow path of known facts and common sense.
      

      
      Heffernan nodded to the undertakers and they zipped up the bag: the next time they would see the body, it would be lying on
         the mortuary slab. Wesley shuddered at the thought.
      

      
      ‘Right, then, love. See you at the post-mortem,’ Heffernan said to Laura, narrowly avoiding a large soft cowpat as he made
         for the gate.
      

      
      ‘I’ll look forward to it … love,’ Laura answered, giving Wesley a most unprofessional wink.

      
      *

      
      Lewis Hoxworthy could see the field next to the lane from his bedroom window. He sat on his bed and watched the activity.
      

      
      It had started about an hour ago when his dad had returned to the house in a rare old panic. Of course, nobody had thought
         to tell Lewis what was going on, but he knew that, whatever it was, it was big. Police cars passed along the lane, more and
         more of them, blocking the way.
      

      
      They had found something. And Lewis felt uneasy.

      
      He could have gone right up to the window to get a better view, but he stayed on the bed out of sight as some survival instinct
         told him to make himself inconspicuous, invisible. This wasn’t difficult for Lewis: there had been times when he had felt
         that he was the most invisible boy in his year at school; the one nobody noticed and everybody ignored. But things would be
         different now.
      

      
      He surveyed the posters on his bedroom walls. Knights in full armour and glossy cut-away sections of medieval castles. Above
         his bed, a knight on his charger rode into battle; an image so vivid that as he gazed at it he could almost hear the snorting
         of the great warhorse and the clattering of the shining metal armour.
      

      
      Yesterday Lewis had won his spurs. And when he returned to school on Monday they wouldn’t laugh at him – they wouldn’t dare.
         He wouldn’t feel invisible any more.
      

      
      He wondered how his father had got on with the man from the planning department. Had they seen what he had seen in the old
         barn? He shuddered. Surely they would take the thing away and burn it. Unless it wasn’t there: unless those terrible horrors
         had crawled into his mind when he had swallowed those pills Yossa had dared him to take. Unless he was going mad.
      

      
      He wouldn’t watch any longer. The thought of what the police might be doing in the meadow was making him jumpy, and he had
         to see if there was an answer to the e-mail he had sent earlier. Surely somebody would be interested in what he had to sell.
      

      
      He sat on his computer chair and wheeled himself over to the flickering screen. There were three e-mails: one from Yossa ordering
         him to do his school history project for him; one from Mary-Jo, the American girl to whom he had written that he was twenty-one,
         ran his own software business and drove a Porsche; and another which said simply that he should bring the merchandise to a
         boat moored at Tradmouth. Lewis stared at this last one for a while, wondering what to do.
      

      
      He looked at the window, at the grey sky laden with early spring showers. It looked like rain: hardly the weather to cycle
         all the way into Tradmouth. Unless he took the ferry from Derenham. That would probably be best: he would take the ferry to
         Tradmouth tomorrow morning, taking an example of the merchandise with him to whet his customer’s appetite.
      

      
      As he began to type a reply to the e-mail, he heard a thunderous knocking on the farmhouse front door. He sat very still and
         listened as the door was opened, and when he heard the word ‘police’ he froze, contemplating flight.
      

      
      But he would keep his head. Lie low. There was no reason the police should suspect him. No reason at all.

   
      
      
Chapter Three


      
      Right worshipful husband,

      
There is much talk in Tradmouth that Queen Margaret will reach these shores presently. She is assured of a loyal following
            here and the townsfolk await her arrival. It may be that the Queen will honour us by dining at our house, therefore I will
            have need of a new gown and jewels for I durst not for shame go with an old gown among the Queen’s ladies.
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