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      31 August

      
      The child flung his tricycle aside and toddled, laughing, towards the basking cat. The creature, sensing the impending assault
         on her dignity, stalked off with her tail disdainfully erect. She squeezed herself through the bars of the garden gate and
         headed towards some warm and inaccessible hiding place.
     

      
      The child began to follow gleefully, but the wooden gate was shut fast, secured against his escape into the lane. He pressed
         his face against the bars of the gate and watched the cat stop to paw a butterfly, then disappear elegantly into the thick
         hedgerow opposite.
     

      
      Then a great purring thing, a shiny black bulk, blocked his view of the lane as it stopped by the gate. The car door opened
         slowly and the driver climbed out, all the time watching the child, who stood and stared, mesmerised by the sight of the stranger.
         The driver opened the gate and, after looking round, stooped down to the child’s level, offering a hand that held something
         brightly coloured and desirable.
     

      
      Elaine Berrisford pressed the mop into the bucket and began the final unwashed section of the stone floor. She would get it
         done while Jonathon was quiet, happy with the freedom of the cottage garden and his new tricycle.
     

      
      She looked at the newly cleaned floor with satisfaction. At home this was her cleaner’s domain: Elaine had no time for housework
         – only in the holidays, only when she was at the cottage. In a week she would return to work and Jonathon would be back at
         nursery. The daily car journeys through ever-thickening traffic would begin again, relentless till the half-term break. The
         peace of Hedgerow Cottage would be exchanged for the large detached house on the busy main road into Manchester.
     

      
      She looked at her watch. She would have an hour reading on the sunlounger while Jonathon played. Then maybe they’d drive down
         to the beach. Jonathon would like that. She remembered the delight on his face as he searched for shells in the gritty sand.
     

      
      
      Elaine opened the bottom half of the back door, a stable type. It was kept closed in case that cat got in. She couldn’t stand
         cats, but Jonathon, obsessed with the creature, followed it round everywhere. She picked up her untouched paperback and went
         outside.
     

      
      ‘Jonathon.’

      
      He must be hiding, playing a game.

      
      ‘Jonathon. Where are you?’

      
      Perhaps he had crept back into the cottage.

      
      ‘Jonathon.’

      
      The gate – it was shut and fastened, just as it should be; just as she had left it.

      
      She searched with increasing agitation – first the garden, then the house. As her panic grew, so did the sounds. The birdsong,
         the hum of the insects and the distant throb of the combine harvester became almost deafening as they conspired to mask the
         only sound she wanted to hear – the sound of Jonathon’s voice.
     

      
      12 September

      
      Neil Watson scraped away at the earth surrounding the white object. Archaeologists know bone when they see it. On a dig in
         an Anglo-Saxon cemetery they can become quite blasé about the stuff. But in the cellar of an Elizabethan merchant’s house
         …
     

      
      Neil scraped away some more earth. The thing was taking shape. It looked ominously like a skull. He called his colleagues
         over and offered a silent prayer that it would turn out to be an animal bone, discarded from the kitchens. They were working
         to a deadline. They couldn’t afford the official delays that would follow the unexpected discovery of a body, however ancient.
     

      
      Jane and Matt began work. The three said nothing, but they knew each other’s thoughts. The area of white bone increased: a
         ribcage; the skull; the limbs.
     

      
      
      The tiny thing lay there exposed, clean and bleached. It was obviously human, but so small, Neil thought… a baby.

      
      The three exchanged looks. It had to be reported. Neil went to the office to call the police.

      
      19 September

      
      As the young couple passed her, Dorothy Truscot glanced critically at the girl’s flimsy sandals.

      
      ‘Good morning,’ she said briskly. It was her custom to greet fellow walkers. The young couple – blond, bronzed and clad in
         denim shorts – looked slightly startled, grunted a greeting then walked on quickly in the other direction.
     

      
      Dorothy strode onwards. Her own shoes were of the sturdy, sensible variety; shoes for country walking.

      
      ‘Rags … here, boy.’

      
      The spaniel bounded towards her, eyes glowing with adoration, tail wagging like a windscreen wiper. Dorothy picked up a stick
         and threw it.
     

      
      ‘Fetch.’

      
      She breathed deeply as the dog dashed away, sucking the fresh sea air into her lungs, and looked out towards the vast expanse
         of glistening sea. It was high here: a hundred yards away the green countryside tumbled down cliffs to unite with the sea.
         Calm today, the sea held a score of miniature boats; child’s playthings. It was only the oil tanker crawling across the horizon
         which brought a reminder of the outside world of dirt and commerce to this lovely patch of South Devon.
     

      
      Rags returned with the stick, his exuberance tempered by the demands of nature. As he squatted to add his own personal bit
         of pollution, Dorothy looked round furtively and drew the plastic poop scoop out of her capacious handbag along with a small
         plastic bag to contain the offending article. Perhaps true inhabitants of the countryside were accustomed to a bit of muck
         on their boots and a few dubious smells, but Dorothy was a believer in leaving things as you would wish to find them.
     

      
      Rags ran on up the path and Dorothy followed. The sun was warm for mid-September, and she regretted wearing her thick Aran
         jumper. But she climbed the path knowing that the seat – her and Sidney’s seat – would be waiting at the top of the slope.
         When she reached it, panting, she sat down heavily to get her breath back and turned, as she always did, to read the small
         brass plaque screwed to the back of the seat.
     

      
      In loving memory of Sidney Truscot
who loved this place.

      
      And he had. She smiled as she remembered how they had bought Dark Lane Cottage on their retirement: sold up and moved down
         to their holiday paradise. But then came the heart attack; the funeral; adaptation to a solitary country life so different
         to the Birmingham suburbs. She looked at the grassy ground. His ashes had been scattered here at his request. She felt near
         to him here.
     

      
      ‘Rags. What are you up to, you silly animal? What have you got there?’

      
      Rags bounded up to his mistress and placed the trophy carefully at her feet – a woman’s shoe.

      
      ‘Rags, come here.’ He ran away gleefully. This time Dorothy followed. ‘Rags … Rags. What are you doing, boy? Come here.’

      
      She spotted the wagging tail behind a clump of bushes at the side of the path.

      
      ‘Rags, come here now, this instant… Rags.’ He appeared bearing another gift, a shoe to match the first.

      
      ‘Where did you get that, you silly dog?’

      
      She walked round the bush. Her heart began to beat faster with indignation. Perhaps somebody had left some litter there; fouled
         her lovely spot with a bin-bag full of old clothes.
     

      
      Then she saw it. It looked unreal, like a grotesque life-size rag doll – a rag doll without a face. It lay half in the bush.
         Dorothy’s eyes were drawn to where the face had been, now a crusty brown mass heaving with buzzing flies.
      
      Her hand went to her mouth as if preparing to stop a scream or a stream of vomit.
     

      
      The human body can do extraordinary things in extraordinary situations. If anybody had told Dorothy Truscot that at the age
         of sixty-five she could run the half-mile to Hutchins Farm without stopping to rest, she would not have believed them. But
         she managed it in what seemed like a remarkably short time, Rags following at her heels, enjoying the game.
     



   
      
      
      Chapter 1

      
      
         The Periwinkle is now restored to a goodly condition but Master Cornworthy, the shipwright, doth tell me that the Starfish
            is in need of a new mizzen mast. She must be ready to sail for the Newfoundland by March.
        

         Elizabeth is sick of a morning and thinks herself with child. I rejoice if this be so. We have awaited the Lord’s blessing
            full ten years this Michaelmas.
        

         Elizabeth hath taken in a new maidservant to help in her time of sickness. The girl’s name is Jennet and she is most comely.

         Extract from the journal of John Banized,
Merchant of Tradmouth, 15 February 1623

      

      
      The streets that led from Wesley Peterson’s newly acquired house, perched above the town, down to the crazy huddle of buildings
         that clung to the riverbank were hill-steep, narrow and winding; not built for cars. Wesley felt it would be easier to walk
         to his new place of work. He told himself that this was a good thing: he would become fit. In London he had never walked;
         had never really had the time. Downhill was easy; the return journey up those cobbled streets would be the real test of endurance.
     

      
      It wasn’t long before he reached the heart of the town; an ancient heart of timber-framed and whitewashed plaster, interspersed
         with examples of later architecture; over-confident Victorian and self-effacing modern. The town centre was crowded with people on their way to work and cars pushing ambitiously through the narrow streets. Wesley’s pace slowed
         to a stroll.
     

      
      To his left, between two shops of Victorian vintage, was a gap, like a missing tooth, filled by a wire fence. In London he
         would have passed by without a second look, but here in Tradmouth things were different. He stopped and stared at the exposed
         site: the small mounds of brickwork; the intriguing holes dotted here and there; the skeletal layout of a building revealing
         itself on the brown earth. A dig was in progress, unmistakable. Wesley was on familiar territory.
     

      
      Three dusty figures behind the wire screen bent over the ground with trowels, brushes and concentration. One of them he recognised.

      
      ‘Neil!’

      
      A young man in torn muddy jeans and with a mess of brown hair looked up. When he saw Wesley he grinned.

      
      ‘Wes! Good God, man, what are you doing here? You look a bit smart. What are you selling?’ He abandoned the tools of his trade
         and hurried to admit Wesley to the site via a wire gate set in the fence.
     

      
      Wesley looked around. ‘What’s this, then?’

      
      ‘You tell me,’ Neil said, throwing out a good-natured challenge.

      
      Wesley noted the features of the site and thought for a moment. ‘House? Sixteenth … seventeenth-century? Courtyard? Bit like
         that one we worked on in Neston, remember? Outhouses, by the look of it. Situated in the centre of an old seaport. Merchant’s
         house?’
     

      
      ‘Spot on. Demolished at the turn of the century … shops built on it. Now they’ve knocked down the shops to build flats, so
         here we are. Got six weeks before the concrete’s poured in. Usual story. How’s life in the police force, then? I thought you
         were pounding the beat in London.’
     

      
      Wesley smiled. ‘I gave up the beat years ago… joined CID. Now I’ve got a transfer to Tradmouth. We’ve always liked the place
         and it’s near Pam’s mum.’
     

      
      ‘Great. How’s Pam?’ asked Neil quietly. ‘Any kids yet?’

      
      Wesley shook his head and looked at his watch. ‘Look, Neil, I'm late. I'll have to go …’

      
      
      ‘If you’re doing nothing tonight come down the Tradmouth Arms about eight thirty. We’re always in there. It’d be nice to see
         Pam again.’
     

      
      ‘Yeah, that’d be good.’

      
      ‘And I’ll tell you all about this place. We had a bit of excitement about a week back. Should interest you in your line of
         work …’
     

      
      Wesley, intrigued, would have questioned Neil further, but time’s winged chariot, in the shape of a passing patrol car, reminded
         him that he had to make a quick exit if he was to make a favourable impression. The first day in a new job is invariably the
         worst.
     

      
      Sergeant Bob Naseby looked longingly at the steaming mug of tea behind the counter, hidden discreetly from public view. When
         he had dealt with Miss Beesby’s lost budgerigar he promised himself five minutes’ peace before he started on his paperwork.
     

      
      Satisfied with the sergeant’s assurances that the entire force would be on constant lookout for little Joey, Miss Beesby left.
         But no sooner had the station door swung shut than it opened again and a tall, smartly dressed young man entered and walked
         confidently up to the counter. Bob Naseby hadn’t seen him before; he would have remembered. The dark brown face was pleasant
         and the eyes intelligent. If Bob had to hazard a guess he’d put the newcomer down as a new doctor at the local hospital.
     

      
      ‘Morning, sir. Can I help you?’

      
      ‘Detective Sergeant Peterson. I’ve been told to report to Detective Inspector Heffernan.’

      
      ‘Oh, yes. We’ve been expecting you. Transfer from London, isn’t it?’

      
      ‘Word gets round.’

      
      ‘It does in a place like this. You’ll find it a bit different from what you’re used to.’

      
      ‘I hope so.’

      
      ‘What is it they call us up there? Turnip heads?’

      
      Wesley Peterson smiled but said nothing.

      
      Bob picked up the phone and dialled. The new man had to be an improvement on his predecessor, who had recently shaken the dust of Tradmouth off his boots and headed for the Met’s bright lights. And the Chief Constable would be delighted.
         He was forever sending memos about attracting more ethnic minorities into the force. The acquisition of DS Peterson would
         do his statistics no end of good.
     

      
      ‘Hello, Rachel? I’ve a DS Peterson here to see DI Heffernan. Can you come and fetch him? Thanks, my luvver.’

      
      Wesley smiled to himself at the use of this Devon endearment which could have caused considerable misunderstanding in London.

      
      Bob put the phone down. ‘Someone’ll be along in a minute … show you round.’ He put out the large hand that had delivered so
         many wicket-taking balls for the police cricket team. ‘Bob Naseby, by the way.’
     

      
      ‘Wesley Peterson.’

      
      ‘Know this area at all, do you?’

      
      ‘Yes. I used to be at uni… used to live in Exeter.’

      
      The door at the side of the counter opened and a young woman stepped out. She had straight blond hair, wore a crisp linen
         suit and sensibly flat shoes; pretty in a practical sort of way.
     

      
      ‘DS Peterson? I’m Rachel Tracey… Detective Constable.’ She looked him up and down appraisingly. ‘A call’s just come through.
         Suspicious death. Little Tradmouth Head.’
     

      
      Bob’s face clouded. ‘Not the kid?’

      
      ‘I don’t know yet. The inspector’s not here. I’ve just rung him and he said to pick him up.’ She turned to Wesley. ‘You’d
         better come along with me.’
     

      
      She set off with bustling determination. Wesley followed. DC Rachel Tracey was a woman who knew exactly where she was going.

      
      ‘You can’t park by his house,’ she added as they got into the police car. ‘I’ll get as close as I can, then we’ll have to
         walk.’
     

      
      She parked on double yellow lines in a narrow street leading to the harbour. Then Wesley followed her at a frantic pace through
         a dark, restaurant-lined cobbled street which opened out onto a picturesque quayside with castle walls at the far end and a startling view over the river to a hill-hung town on the opposite bank. Seagulls yelled their hearts out
         overhead, drowning the gentle chug-chug of the nearby car ferry, and the air was heavy with the scent of seaweed.
     

      
      ‘He lives here.’ She pointed to a row of waterfront houses of indeterminate age, probably very old; the kind of dwellings
         favoured by retired sea captains in the last century. The end house was smaller than the rest, almost a cottage. She opened
         the rusting white front gate, marched up to the door and knocked loudly.
     

      
      An upstairs window was flung open and a tousled head appeared. ‘That you, Rach? I’ll be down in a sec’ The accent was more
         reminiscent of the Mersey than the West Country. The head disappeared before Wesley had a chance to get a proper look at his
         new boss.
     

      
      Then he emerged out of the front door, a big untidy bear of a man with curly hair and a well-worn anorak: more like an off-duty
         local fisherman than a detective inspector, Wesley thought. He shook Wesley’s hand firmly and listened to Rachel’s report
         on the situation as they walked to the car.
     

      
      ‘So we don’t know if it’s Jonathon Berrisford or not.’

      
      ‘They didn’t say … just a body. SOCOs are up there now, and Dr Bowman.’

      
      ‘Has the super been told?’

      
      ‘He’s over at Morbay… at a meeting. They’ve been trying to get in touch with him.’

      
      ‘And Stan Jenkins?’

      
      ‘He’s in Bristol. Someone reckons Jonathon Berrisford’s living next door.’

      
      ‘Let’s hope he is, then.’

      
      Heffernan turned to Wesley. ‘It’s all happening, Sergeant… body on your first day.’

      
      ‘I hope it’s not Jonathon, sir.’ Rachel’s mask of efficiency slipped for a split second.

      
      ‘So do I, Rach. So do I.’

      
      Rachel Tracey was a good driver. Her father, a farmer, had taught her to drive a Land Rover at the age of twelve, and she
         had passed her test on her seventeenth birthday. Wesley closed his eyes as she swept confidently down the narrow lanes which were walled with hedgerows that made the fields beyond invisible. The bends were blind and the roads single-track,
         but when they met a vehicle it would invariably back up to let them pass. Such is the influence of the law.
     

      
      They parked in the small carpark thoughtfully provided by the National Trust for visitors to Little Tradmouth Head. In high
         summer they would have had difficulty getting a space, but in mid-September the only vehicles parked there were those belonging
         to the SOCOs and Dr Bowman’s brand-new Range Rover which stood, gleaming, in their midst.
     

      
      It was a long, steep walk, and Wesley regretted that his shoes were more suited to driving round London than walking through
         the countryside. He made a mental note to buy himself something more substantial. He spotted the fluttering blue-and-white
         tapes, like the bunting of some grim village fête, ahead of them on the path. White-overalled figures went about their work
         with professional preoccupation while flashing cameras recorded the scene.
     

      
      A tall, thin, balding man approached them, grinning like a genial host at a party.

      
      ‘Gerry Heffernan. Haven’t seen you in ages. Margaret’s been asking after you, you know. How are you? How’s the diet?’

      
      ‘Non-existent, Colin. You know me – too fond of my grub. This is my new sergeant, Wesley Peterson. Replacement for you know
         who.’
     

      
      ‘Nice to meet you, Sergeant. You won’t mind if I don’t shake hands. Rubber gloves – occupational hazard.’

      
      The inspector surveyed the scene. ‘So what have we got, Colin? Is it the kid?’

      
      ‘No, thank God. It’s a woman. Early twenties. About five foot seven. Fully clothed. No sign of sexual assault that I can see
         but you never know. Fair hair… face bashed in. Your lot have found bloodstains and disturbed ground near the path, and they
         reckon she was moved into the bushes after death to conceal the body. I’d go along with that.’
     

      
      ‘Time of death?’

      
      ‘Couple of days ago, I’d say.’

      
      
      ‘How soon can you do the PM?’

      
      ‘First thing tomorrow. Report by tomorrow evening?’

      
      ‘Fair enough.’

      
      Heffernan turned his attention to a spotty young uniformed PC who was hovering nervously outside the taped-off area, studying
         Wesley with undisguised curiosity.
     

      
      ‘Morning, Johnson. Any sign of a weapon?’

      
      ‘Not yet, sir. Nothing obvious.’

      
      ‘Who found her?’

      
      ‘Lady by the name of Mrs Truscot, sir. Walking her dog. Gave her a bit of a turn.’

      
      ‘I’m not surprised. Where is she now?’

      
      ‘Up at Hutchins Farm. That’s where she rang from.’

      
      Heffernan grinned at his new sergeant.

      
      ‘I’m going to be generous seeing as you’re new. Go and interview this Mrs Truscot, will you? Hutchins Farm’s over there; you
         can just see the chimneys. If Cissy Hutchins is there, which she will be if anything interesting’s going on, you’ll get a
         cup of tea, and she bakes the best scones in Devon. Off you go. You can take PC Johnson here as your native guide. I imagine
         he’s partial to a home-made scone or two. And organise a house-to-house, will you?’ He looked round. ‘Or should it be cottage-to-cottage?
         It shouldn’t take long. And see if anyone’s been working in the fields in the last couple of days – they might have noticed
         something. And try to find out who walks here regularly.’
     

      
      ‘Right you are, guv.’

      
      Johnson smiled to himself. He’d never heard the inspector being addressed as ‘guv’ before. But rumour had it the new bloke
         was from London. You had to make allowances.
     

      
      ‘Hedgerow Cottage is just down the lane.’ Rachel Tracey looked concerned. ‘We don’t want to go barging in, do we? If Mrs Berrisford
         saw two policemen at the door she might think …’
     

      
      ‘Good thinking, Rach. You do Hedgerow Cottage … and go easy, eh?’

      
      As the photographers packed up, Wesley followed Johnson up the steep path towards the culinary pleasures of Hutchins Farm,
         wondering what it was about Hedgerow Cottage that made his new colleagues so nervous.
     



   
      
      
      Chapter 2

      
      
         We did meet in the church today to talk of the work to be done. Methinks the Mayor’s memorial to his wife be too large and
            showy. It doth take up a goodly part of the wall on the south aisle. Master Rankin doth agree. Mayor Rawlins was ever a man
            to seek his own glory and that of his kin.
        

         The mizzen mast of the Starfish be mended at much expense to myself and the master is ordered to assemble a goodly and sober
            crew … a hard task in these ungodly times.
        

         Elizabeth suffers still from the sickness and her monthly courses have ceased still. I rejoice to think she may be with child.
            She hath much praise for Jennet who proves willing about the house.
        

         Extract from the journal of John Banized,
21 February 1623

      

      
      Pamela Peterson sat down on an upturned tea chest and looked at the phone. She was torn between wanting it to ring, wanting
         to hear the voice at the other end offering her work – cover for somebody sick or on a course – and wanting to be left in
         peace to try to create at least a semblance of order in her new home. She knew from past experience of supply teaching that
         once you got one job, once you had established yourself, the phone never stopped ringing. But that was in London. Things might
         be different here.
     

      
      But whatever the world of education had in store for her, it was no use sitting around. When she was unoccupied she had time to think of the other phone call she was expecting.
     

      
      She began to unpack the dinner service from its newspaper cocoons. It emerged, butterfly bright, only to be stacked away in
         the dresser. At least she was making progress with the house, getting things done. Perhaps Wesley would give her a hand when
         he got in. He was late – but then that wasn’t unusual.
     

      
      When she heard the key in the door she stood up and tidied her hair with hands filthy from handling the newsprint.

      
      ‘How did it go?’ She watched her husband, trying to gauge his mood. He stood back and smiled.

      
      ‘Fine. Any luck with work?’

      
      ‘Not yet but it’s early days. Give them a chance to catch flu or have a nervous breakdown. So how was it?’

      
      ‘The DI’s a funny character… can’t make him out.’

      
      ‘He must be an improvement on your last one.’

      
      ‘He seems popular from what I can see. Did you ring your mum?’

      
      ‘Thought I’d wait till tomorrow.’

      
      ‘And the clinic … did they get in touch?’

      
      She turned away, her shoulders tense. ‘Not yet. I might give them a ring.’

      
      ‘I’m not sure about this clinic’ Wesley put his hand on her shoulder. ‘I don’t know why you won’t talk to my parents about
         it: they’ll recommend someone, someone good. Or you could speak to Maritia …’
     

      
      ‘I don’t want your family knowing all my private business,’ she snapped, determined.

      
      ‘But they’re doctors … they’ve got all the right contacts. They’re the best people to discuss it with.’

      
      Wesley’s parents had had their misgivings when he had married Pam: misgivings about a racially mixed marriage; misgivings
         about Wesley’s choice of Pam rather than his former girlfriend, a black solicitor who attended their church. But the Petersons
         had come to accept their daughter-in-law, even grown to like her. It was embarrassment, or the fear of being branded a failure,
         that made Pam keep her silence and seek the help of strangers.
     

      
      
      She bent down and continued unpacking the dishes. ‘It said on the radio that a body’s been found.’

      
      ‘Yes. That’s where I was most of today. Up on the headland. Lovely spot.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘And what?’

      
      ‘Was it a murder? It said on the radio that the police were treating it as suspicious.’

      
      ‘Looks like murder – some poor woman with her face bashed in.’

      
      Pamela shuddered. It wasn’t safe anywhere these days. Every paradise had its serpent.

      
      Wesley changed the subject. ‘I met Neil Watson on my way to work this morning. He’s working for the County Archaeological
         Unit, on a dig in Tradmouth town centre, fairly near the police station. I said we might go for a drink with him tonight.
         That okay?’
     

      
      She turned away. ‘You can go. I’ve got too much to do.’

      
      ‘But we’ve not seen Neil for …’

      
      ‘I don’t feel like it. Okay?’

      
      Wesley knew when he had to tread carefully, when things were getting to her. Matters might improve when she had her work to
         distract her.
     

      
      ‘Shall I get some supper on?’

      
      Pam turned round, looked at him and regretted her sharpness.

      
      ‘Yeah,’ she said quietly, apologetically. ‘Have a look in the freezer.’

      
      They ate the meal in silence, relieved only by the babble of the television in the corner. Wesley packed the dishwasher then
         went upstairs and changed into jeans and denim shirt.
     

      
      As he went out of the front door on his way to the Tradmouth Arms, he hoped that Pam wouldn’t spend the evening reading and
         rereading those medical books and crying.
     

      
      Neil introduced his colleagues. There was Jane, young, blonde and classy, who wore her torn jeans and ragged sweatshirt with
         style. There was Matt, a little older, who wore a ponytail, a sweatshirt pronouncing the virtues of a Shropshire public house and a worried expression. They greeted Wesley casually. Neil made no mention of his friend’s profession,
         but merely said that they had been at university together.
     

      
      Wesley was glad to be back amongst the archaeological fraternity, the camaraderie of the post-dig drinks session. He felt
         the tingle of recaptured youth and independence as he downed his second pint. He was glad he’d come.
     

      
      ‘Where are you staying, Neil?’ he asked, curious.

      
      ‘Bed and breakfast just outside the town. Cheap and cheerful. Jane and Matt are luckier. They’re on board Jane’s uncle’s yacht
         on the river.’
     

      
      Wesley looked impressed. ‘Very nice.’

      
      Jane looked him up and down. ‘You don’t know Jamaica at all, do you, Wesley?’ She spoke with a slow, well-bred voice.

      
      He shook his head. ‘Sorry. I’ve been to Trinidad – that’s where my parents are from – but never Jamaica.’

      
      ‘I’ve got a chance to go to Jamaica next year. Marine archaeology … wrecks. I dive. It’s one of my hobbies.’

      
      ‘Great. Go for it.’

      
      ‘We could do with a few donations of Spanish treasure,’ chipped in Matt bitterly. ‘God knows we’re underfunded. Just think
         of us freezing in the mud when you’re sunning yourself in the Caribbean, won’t you, Jane.’ 
     

      
      Jane picked up her drink and looked away. This was obviously a thorny subject. Neil winked knowingly at Wesley, then took
         his pint and drank thirstily. He still seemed to have the drinking capacity of his student days: Wesley’s had decreased with
         age and responsibility.
     

      
      ‘Pity Pam couldn’t make it; said Neil as he put his glass down.

      
      ‘Another time. What was this exciting find you mentioned this morning?’

      
      ‘We turned up a skeleton… in what would have been the cellar of the merchant’s house. We’ve been assured by all the experts
         it’s contemporary with the house.’
     

      
      ‘What sort of skeleton? Man … woman?’

      
      ‘A baby, newborn or very young. Probably some servant girl had it in secret and it died or she did away with it. Went on all the time in those days. Still, it’s interesting. I’d like to find out something about the house – who lived there and
         all that. There’s bound to be records.’
     

      
      ‘Well, you can do all the detective work,’ said Wesley. ‘I’ve got enough on my plate with this murder up at Little Tradmouth.’

      
      ‘I heard about it on the radio. Mad rapist, was it?’

      
      ‘No sign of anything like that. And I never talk shop out of working hours.’

      
      ‘So our Jane can sleep easy in her bed. Not that she does much sleeping when Matt’s about.’

      
      Wesley raised his eyebrows and looked across at the seemingly incongruous couple. Now he knew why the subject of Jane’s Jamaica
         trip had aroused such acrimony.
     

      
      ‘Another pint?’ he asked. He looked at his watch. With any luck Pam would be asleep when he got back.

      
      Rachel Tracey lay restless in the bed that had been hers from childhood. In the dark she could make out the shapes of the
         cups and rosettes that still stood on the mantelpiece of the cast-iron fireplace in the corner of the room, a reminder of
         past gymkhana triumphs. Being the only girl, she had never had to share a room; it was hers alone, a refuge from the uncertainties
         of the world.
     

      
      She curled up, pulled the duvet further around her and listened to the sounds of the country night: the screech of the owls;
         the bark of a fox in the nearby woodland. Sleep wouldn’t come. As she closed her eyes she could see only the face of Elaine
         Berrisford.
     

      
      When she had gone to Hedgerow Cottage she had hardly liked to ask the routine questions: had Mrs Berrisford seen anyone, anything
         suspicious on or around the seventeenth? She had asked apologetically and hardly listened to the monosyllabic answers. To
         be there at all had seemed like an obscene intrusion on grief. Having done her duty, she had made a rapid exit.
     

      
      Rachel turned over, switched on the bedside light and picked up the book she’d been reading. But she couldn’t concentrate
         on the printed words. She saw only the image of Elaine’s desperate, empty eyes. If only they could find the child alive … if only they could find Jonathon Berrisford.
     



   
      
      
      Chapter 3

      
      
         The ships are nearly prepared for sail. I have set Oliver in charge of the loading and he has so far proved trustworthy. One
            of the coopers fell ill with a sweating fever yesterday which did cause some delay, yet we should have the work done by Friday
            if the Lord be willing.
        

         Elizabeth is no better and keeps to her bed and Jennet doth wait upon her.

         The girl doth have a modest manner and fine eyes.

         Extract from the journal of John Banized,
1 March 1623

      

      
      Wesley arrived at work bright and early the next morning. To his surprise DI Heffernan had beaten him to it.

      
      ‘Don’t get too comfy, we’re going out in a minute,’ the inspector called as he disappeared into his office.

      
      ‘Right, guv.’ Wesley sat down at his new desk and opened the drawers. They were empty apart from the bottom one which contained
         a pile of magazines. He pulled them out. He wasn’t easily shocked but he found the sight of the bored-looking women in various
         states of degradation distinctly distasteful. He pushed them back into the drawer.
     

      
      ‘Found his little comics, have you? I didn’t know they were still there. I’d have organised a bonfire. No doubt he left them
         there hoping I’d find them.’
     

      
      Wesley felt embarrassed. He hadn’t realised Rachel was behind him.

      
      
      ‘I don’t, er, really know how to get rid of them. I don’t want to put them in the bin.’

      
      ‘The sooner they’re gone the better. He used to sit there reading one whenever he thought I was looking. Sexist pig.’

      
      ‘Who did?’

      
      ‘Your predecessor. Harry Marchbank … DS.’

      
      ‘I thought you meant the inspector.’

      
      She laughed. ‘You’ve got to be joking. He’s a love.’ She perched herself on the edge of the desk. ‘Heffernan and Marchbank
         never got on. There was always a bit of an atmosphere. If Harry hadn’t got out when he did, I reckon Heffernan would have
         got him transferred. Mind you, I didn’t think he’d stay round here long anyway.’
     

      
      ‘How do you mean?’

      
      ‘He couldn’t stand Tradmouth. Never fitted in. It was his wife who wanted to move down here, and when they split up he was
         straight back to London. Best place for him.’ She blushed. ‘Oh, no offence.… I didn’t mean …’
     

      
      Wesley smiled. ‘Don’t worry, no offence taken.’

      
      Their eyes met and Rachel returned his smile. He was an attractive man, she thought, with a gentle, thoughtful manner. It
         was going to be a refreshing change working with Sergeant Peterson. She stifled a sudden yawn.
     

      
      ‘Tired?’

      
      ‘Mmm. I didn’t sleep too well last night. I went to see that poor woman at Hedgerow Cottage and I couldn’t get it out of my
         mind. It must be awful to lose a child like that … not to know what’s happened to him. She looked so desperate, poor thing.’
     

      
      Heffernan emerged from his office like a bear waking from hibernation. ‘Come on, Sergeant, get your skates on. We’ve got to
         be there in half an hour. Don’t want to miss curtain-up, do we?’
     

      
      ‘Don’t we?’

      
      ‘You’re not squeamish, are you, Sergeant?’ asked the inspector with relish.

      
      ‘Er, no …’

      
      ‘We’d best get going, then.’

      
      ‘Anything from the house-to-house?’ Heffernan asked as they went out of the station door.

      
      
      ‘Nothing. No one’s seen anything out of the ordinary. Mind you, there are quite a few properties empty up there … holiday
         cottages.’
     

      
      ‘You get a lot round here.’

      
      ‘What about Hedgerow Cottage?’

      
      ‘What about it?’

      
      ‘Rachel mentioned it.’

      
      ‘Thought you might have seen it on the news. It was about a month back. Little boy of two went missing – Jonathon Berrisford.
         He just vanished into thin air. It’s an isolated spot and nobody saw or heard anything. The only person there was his mother
         in the house. And there was a farm worker, Bill Boscople, in a field nearby harvesting. Not a sign of the kid.’
     

      
      ‘So what do you reckon, guv?’

      
      ‘Probably wandered off somewhere. They might find the poor little blighter in a ditch or something when the vegetation dies
         back. We had the helicopter out every day for a week. No sign.’
     

      
      ‘What about his mother? Most murders are family affairs.’

      
      ‘Well, it’s not my case. Stan Jenkins is in charge … you’ve not met him yet. He reckons there’s no chance it’s her and I trust
         Stan’s judgement.’
     

      
      ‘She might be very convincing.’

      
      ‘She might be but my money’s on the ditch.’

      
      ‘And the father?’

      
      ‘He wasn’t there. They live up north somewhere. She’s a teacher or lecturer of some kind and she spends the holidays in their
         cottage down here. He’s a wine merchant, I think … just comes down when he can. She’s still at the cottage now. Wanted to
         stop down here just in case. I don’t know if I’m a big softy or what but I hate anything to do with kids.’ He sighed. ‘Come
         on. We’d better shift ourselves. We don’t want to be late.’
     

      
      They reached the station carpark but Heffernan kept on walking.

      
      ‘Aren’t we going in the car, guv?’

      
      ‘No. It’s only down the road. You young ones nowadays … you’ll lose the use of your legs if you’re not careful.’

      
      Heffernan moved quickly for a big man, and they arrived at the post-mortem room early. The two policemen stood some way away
         from the action, and Wesley spent half the time studying the floor or the ceiling. For someone who came from a medical family
         he felt decidedly squeamish. During his archaeological training the bodies had been piles of dry bones: he would never get
         used to post-mortems.
     

      
      Colin Bowman went about his work with an air of detached nonchalance which he had cultivated over many years of proximity
         to death. He addressed the occasional remark to the inspector, who leaned against the wall, arms folded, looking on with interest.
     

      
      ‘So what do you reckon, then, Colin?’

      
      ‘I’d say that the cause of death was severe head injuries caused by … I don’t really know. Something heavy, uneven; not something
         like a baseball bat but around the same size. I’d say a thick heavy branch, something like that. I’ve found traces of bark
         in the wounds. I’d say she was struck from behind and that’s what killed her, then some maniac went to work on her face. Not
         very nice.’
     

      
      ‘Anything else? Murderer right-handed or left-handed? Man or woman?’

      
      ‘Now you’re asking. If I had to guess, just off the top of my head before I do further tests, I’d say right-handed. As for
         sex … either, I suppose, if the weapon was thick and heavy enough, but I’m just guessing. The victim was in her early twenties.
         Natural blonde. Healthy. Average muscle tone – not an athlete or one of your aerobics freaks. Five foot seven. Pretty average
         all round, really. All her own teeth, what’s left of them. We can try and reconstruct them, see if they match dental records.
         Any idea who she is yet?’
     

      
      ‘No missing person round here matches her description. She might have been doing seasonal work in Morbay and they assume she’s
         gone home and not bothered to turn up. It happens. We’ll need publicity if nobody comes forward. Any chance of an artist’s
         impression … something like that?’
     

      
      Colin Bowman shook his head. ‘Reconstruction’s pretty specialised work. Can be done, of course, but it takes time.’

      
      Wesley looked up. ‘I know of someone in Exeter who might be able to do it. Professor Jensen from the university. I saw him reconstruct the face of a pharaoh’s daughter.’
     

      
      Heffernan raised his eyebrows. ‘I’ve no objection to calling in a bit of outside help if nothing turns up in the next few
         days.’ He patted Wesley heartily on the back. ‘Good thinking. You can tell me all about this pharaoh’s daughter over a steak
         and kidney pie at lunch-time.’
     

      
      Bowman shook his head. ‘You’re the only man I know who can eat steak and kidney pie after a post-mortem. Your sergeant looks
         like a salad’d scare the daylights out of him.’
     

      
      Wesley made for the door. He longed to get the smell out of his nostrils, out of his clothes. He longed to get home for a
         bath.
     

      
      ‘There’s just one more thing, Gerry.’

      
      Heffernan turned. ‘What’s that, then, Colin?’

      
      ‘She’s had a baby fairly recently … say in the past couple of years.’

      
      The inspector made straight for the Fisherman’s Arms, trailing Wesley in his wake.

      
      ‘Got the victim’s clothes back from forensic, sir.’

      
      ‘Right, then, Rach. Let the dog see the rabbit.’ Heffernan, comfortably full after an unsurpassable steak and kidney pie,
         sorted through the neatly labelled plastic bags.
     

      
      ‘Any report come with these?’

      
      “That’s to follow, sir.’

      
      ‘As usual. What have we here? Let’s have a shufti.’

      
      ‘Where’s Sergeant Peterson, sir?’

      
      ‘I took him out for one of Maisie’s specials at the Fisherman’s Arms. Just the thing after a post-mortem – kill or cure.’

      
      ‘And which did it do, sir? Kill him or cure him?’

      
      ‘He’s up at Little Tradmouth organising another search for the murder weapon. Fresh air’ll do him good. And I’ve asked him
         to see Mrs Truscot again. I thought the name was familiar. I know her – she sings in the choir.’
     

      
      Rachel had difficulty imagining her boss singing his heart out in a church choir, but she had heard from various sources that
         he had a good voice. ‘So you had a good lunch?’
     

      
      
      ‘He’s a bright one, that new sergeant of ours … degree in archaeology.’

      
      She raised her eyebrows. ‘He never said.’

      
      ‘And his parents are both doctors. So’s his sister. His dad’s a consultant – heart surgeon – from Trinidad. That’s in the
         West Indies.’
     

      
      ‘I did do geography at school, sir.’

      
      ‘I’ll tell you what, he’s a breath of fresh air after the last one.’ Heffernan chuckled wickedly. ‘And I like the idea of
         his replacement being black. Marchbank was the most bloody racist sod I’ve ever met.’
     

      
      Rachel smiled to herself. Gerry Heffernan rarely swore – only when discussing Detective Sergeant Marchbank.

      
      ‘I know, sir. I …’ She hesitated.

      
      ‘What is it, Rach?’

      
      ‘It’s, er, well, I’ve heard Steve Carstairs making a few comments. Not to Sergeant Peterson’s face, of course. When he thinks
         he can’t hear. You know the sort of thing.’
     

      
      ‘He’ll have picked up nasty habits from Marchbank. He thought the sun shone out of his backside. What a role model, eh? You
         did right to tell me, Rach. I’ll keep an eye on things.’
     

      
      ‘Sergeant Peterson found Marchbank’s little comics, sir.’

      
      ‘Did he now?’

      
      ‘Didn’t know how to get rid of them. Wasn’t going to put them in the bin and shock the cleaners.’

      
      The inspector chuckled again. ‘I’m sure we’ll think of something.’

      
      ‘And a call came through half an hour ago. There’s been another theft – building materials. Looks like the same gang.’

      
      ‘Send Steve Carstairs over, will you? And tell him I want a full report. In joined-up writing with full stops and capital
         letters.’
     

      
      ‘Will do.’

      
      He turned his attention back to the pile of plastic bags. ‘Now then, what have we here?’

      
      ‘There’s nothing to identify her, sir. No handbag.’

      
      ‘Do you ever go out without a handbag, Rach?’

      
      ‘No … no, I don’t. You’ve got to have somewhere to keep your purse and your keys and all that.’

      
      
      ‘So we can assume her handbag’s been taken. Either by the murderer or someone who found it lying about.’

      
      ‘Her murderer could have driven her there and she left it in the car.’

      
      ‘Mmm, could be. Anything found in the pockets?’

      
      ‘Only this.’ Rachel produced a smaller plastic bag containing what looked like a business card. ‘Hairdresser’s, sir. The card
         was in her jacket pocket. It’s fairly new and Gwen from forensic said they found bits of hair all over her sweater. Like when
         you have your hair cut and you keep finding bits of hair on your clothes for the rest of the day. I reckon she’d just been
         to the hairdresser’s.’
     

      
      ‘Let’s have a look at that card.’ He studied it closely. ‘Anything from missing persons?’

      
      ‘Nobody fitting the description on this patch, but I’ve been in touch with some other local forces. There’s one here … Newquay.
         A surfer and his girlfriend staying in one of those backpackers’ hostels. She walked out and he reported her missing. Blonde,
         medium height … I’ve written down the details.’
     

      
      ‘Do these look like backpacker’s clothes to you?’

      
      ‘Not a chance.’ She picked through the plastic bags, studying the labels on the clothes. ‘She was wearing a skirt. Far too
         conventional. And this jacket – this stuff’s not cheap.’
     

      
      ‘Worth following up, though. She might have come into money and fancied a change of image. Anything else?’

      
      ‘Girl from Dorset … sort of fits the description. She had a row with her mother’s boyfriend and walked out.’

      
      ‘Check on that as well. And this hairdresser’s … do you know it?’

      
      ‘Snippers and Curls. I know of it.’

      
      ‘Ever been there?’

      
      Rachel looked disdainful. ‘No. There’s someone comes to the farm to do our hair.’

      
      ‘Well, get over to this Snippers and Curls place. See if they can come up with a name.’

      
      ‘I’ll find out who did her hair. They might have chatted.’

      
      On her way out Rachel looked in the mirror, then in her purse to see if she could afford Snippers and Curls’ prices.

      
      * * *

      
      
      An hour later Rachel found herself opening the art deco front door of Snippers and Curls. She wished she’d had a chance to
         wash her hair that morning. She was certain she looked a mess.
     

      
      A young woman in her late teens, sitting behind the reception desk, greeted her with an insincere smile.

      
      ‘Have you got an appointment?’ Her voice had an automatic quality.

      
      Rachel showed her identification and the smile disappeared.

      
      ‘Do you want to speak to Mr Carl?’

      
      Rachel wasn’t going to let her get away that easily. ‘Did you work on reception last Saturday … the seventeenth?’

      
      The girl looked worried. ‘Er, yeah.’

      
      ‘Can you remember a customer, a young woman in her early twenties: slim, five foot seven, blonde hair?’

      
      The girl hesitated, looking uneasy.

      
      ‘Why don’t you have a look in the appointments book? Might jog your memory.’

      
      The book was examined. The girl shook her fashionable curls. ‘They’re all regulars.’

      
      ‘Anybody who might fit the description I gave?’

      
      ‘Well, Mrs Bolton’s blonde … but she’s eight months pregnant.’ She looked at Rachel enquiringly.

      
      ‘Anyone else?’

      
      ‘No. But she might have come in without an appointment.’

      
      ‘Everything all right, Michelle?’ The girl jumped to attention as a tall, waistcoated man in his thirties with a ponytail
         glided towards them.
     

      
      ‘Oh, er, this lady …’

      
      ‘Are you the manager, sir?’ Rachel thought she’d better relieve Michelle of the awesome responsibility of explanations.

      
      “This is Mr Carl, Artistic Director,’ Michelle chipped in helpfully as Rachel showed her identification again.

      
      ‘I was enquiring whether a blonde lady in her early twenties had her hair done here on the seventeenth … last Saturday.’

      
      ‘Have you looked in the appointments book, Michelle?’

      
      
      ‘Yes. There’s nobody like that, but I wondered if she came in on the off-chance. I can’t remember anyone, but it happens,
         doesn’t it, Mr Carl?’ She looked at her boss anxiously for support.
     

      
      He spent a moment in obvious thought. ‘I can’t remember anyone that day. I’ll have a word with my staff. I’ve got another
         salon in Neston so I’m in and out. May I ask what it’s about?’
     

      
      ‘We’re trying to identify a body found at Little Tradmouth yesterday. Her hair was newly cut and she had one of your cards
         in her pocket.’
     

      
      Rachel thought she detected relief on the man’s face. ‘I leave those cards round in a lot of places … cafés; that beauty place
         up on Fossway Hill. She probably just picked it up. It doesn’t mean she had her hair done here.’
     

      
      ‘If you could just ask your staff, sir.’

      
      Rachel waited while he went round the chairs, whispering to the snipping staff. Each of them shook their beautifully designed
         heads.
     

      
      ‘No. Sorry. Looks like she went somewhere else.’ Mr Carl studied Rachel, looking her up and down with a practised eye. ‘Have
         you ever considered a perm? Nothing strong, just a gentle one … give you a softer look.’
     

      
      Rachel shook her head and left, making a mental note to ask her hairdresser, Gladys – a motherly creature a world away from
         Mr Carl and his staff – about perms.
     

      
      Mr Carl watched her go. The police were asking questions: that meant trouble. He went into the back office and picked up the
         phone.
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