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To Nick Waugh with love




Love that is not madness is not love.

Pedro Calderón de la Barca




Prologue

6 JUNE 1984. PORTSMOUTH

More than twenty years later they were still with her, shards of memory, broken by terror and by time.

She’d been partying that night, an end-of-year celebration. She’d had a lot to drink earlier in the evening, toasting her mates and the sunset with bottles of cheap red on the beach beside the pier. She remembered lying on her back, her eyes closed, enjoying the warmth of the pebbles through the thinness of her T-shirt. A first in Social Studies was more than she’d really deserved. As ever, she’d been lucky.

After the beach came a disjointed series of parties, moving from address to address, following the trail of pissheads and celebrants. On a balcony overlooking the harbour mouth, she’d fended off a drunken lecturer from the Art College. Later, in a basement bedsit on the seafront, she’d buried herself in a corner with a guy she’d been fond of in the first year. The relationship had come to nothing but they were still friends and that was nice. Later still, with a girlfriend called Beth, she’d ended up at the Student Union dancing to Bon Jovi and Starship. Beth had pulled a 2:1 in French and German, and was already looking at a couple of job offers. ‘Nothing’s Gonna Stop Us Now’ seemed a pretty good way of kissing goodbye to three mad years at the Poly.

Getting back to her own place was a mystery. By now, she was drunk enough to insist on walking home alone. It was less than a mile, for Christ’s sake. Her balance might be dodgy but her feet knew the way. She was a homing pigeon. She was a strong girl. She’d scored a First. She’d be just fine.

Key in the door. Don’t bother with the hall light. Try and follow the worn strip of carpet. Bounce softly from wall to wall. Finally make it to the last door on the right, the door before the steps down into the shared kitchen, the door to the room with the big window. The window opened onto the tiny square of garden. On hot nights she always lowered the sash, pulled back the curtain, let the air in. Habit, like innocence, dies hard.




Chapter one

TWENTY-FOUR YEARS LATER: SUNDAY, 18 MAY 2008. 09.26

The post-mortem started later than planned. Steph Callan was a uniformed sergeant on the Road Death Investigation Team. After the delights of last night, using a torch to help retrieve lumps of flesh scattered across the B2177, she now found herself looking at the tiled emptiness of the post-mortem room at Winchester’s Royal Hampshire County Hospital.

One of the technicians emerged from the cubbyhole they used as a kitchen. Instead of his usual scrubs he was wearing jeans and a blue Pompey top. Steph could smell toast. The post-mortem was clearly hours away.

‘Where’s Jenny?’ Jenny Cutler was the on-call pathologist.

‘Sick. We’re expecting a bloke called Dodman. He’s just rung. Shit traffic getting out of Bristol.’ The technician stifled a yawn. ‘You want coffee or tea?’

Steph had never heard of Dodman. She settled for coffee, producing her mobile, glad of the chance to make a call or two of her own. P/C Walters was still in bed.

‘Skipper?’ he grunted.

‘Hit-and-run in Portsmouth, Sean. Southwick Hill Road. Happened last night. Bloke called Munday. No witnesses at this stage. That’s all we know.’

‘And this bloke’s dead?’

‘Very.’

The first officer on the scene had described the injuries as ‘horrible’. Steph had arrived after the body had been taken away but six years on the Roads Policing Unit told her that traffic cops were no friends of overstatement. Another guy, the driver of the Crash Incident Tender, had been blunter. ‘Roadkill,’ he’d muttered.

Now, on the phone, Steph told Walters to organise a couple of P/Cs for door-to-door enquiries. A web of residential streets lay to the south of the B2177 and there was a chance that someone might have heard or seen something. Examination of the road surface had  revealed nothing as helpful as tyre marks but vehicle debris had been recovered and bagged. Munday’s clothing would be submitted for forensic examination and the post-mortem, once it got under way, might also tease out the beginnings of some kind of narrative. Walters grunted and said he was on the case. Steph brought the conversation to an end.

From the kitchen came the roar of a football crowd. One of the technicians had installed a portable TV. Steph pocketed her mobile and stepped across. There was interference on the picture but she recognised the brimming terraces of the new Wembley Stadium. These were news pictures. Less than twenty-four hours ago, a single goal had won the FA Cup for Pompey.

The technician in the blue top turned to find Steph at the door. He’d been up at the final and hadn’t slept since.

‘Magic, eh? Who’d have thought?’

Steph was still gazing at the screen.

‘So where’s Dodman?’ she said.

 



The pathologist arrived an hour and a half later, a tall lanky figure in his mid-thirties. Steph talked him through last night’s sequence of events.

‘The body was called in by a passing motorist,’ she said. ‘His wife’s still in shock.’

Dodman was tucking the bottom of his scrubs into the tops of his wellies.

‘You’ve seen the body?’

‘Not yet.’

He glanced at his watch. ‘Better get on, then.’

The technicians retrieved the corpse from one of the big fridges. Munday’s body was still bagged from the scene of the accident. Steph followed the trolley into the chill of the post-mortem room.

The body was transferred onto the slab and one of the technicians scissored through the attached ID tag before unzipping the bag. Two years on the Road Death team had armoured Steph against moments like these but what lay inside amongst the puddle of bodily fluids belonged in an abattoir. The guy on the crash tender had been right. Roadkill.

The technicians tugged the bag free. Munday’s body was still clothed but the paramedics at the scene must have removed one leg of the soiled jeans. Steph could see the roughness of the cut, way up near the crotch, and the whiteness of the flesh below the knee, peeled neatly back from the bone beneath. The exposed calf muscles glistened under the lights, a plump shiny redness veined with purple that reminded Steph of prime beef. Tenderloin, maybe. Or rump.

The Scenes of Crime photographer was circling the body, taking shot after shot as Dodman dictated notes into the overhead microphone. Flaying injuries to the lower right leg. Oblique fracture of the tibia. Lacerations to the upper right thigh. Abrasions and bruises on both arms.

Steph was staring at what remained of Munday. One or more wheels must have run this man over. Not just his right leg, stripping the flesh from the bone, but his chest and his head as well. His face was no more than a smear - a suggestion of a nose, a glimpse of yellowing teeth where his mouth should have been - and the head itself had been flattened.

Dodman’s murmured commentary faltered, then picked up again. Crushed cranial vault. Visible extrusions of brain tissue through multiple scalp lacerations. Steph tried to keep up, tried to focus on the fat grey threads of jelly that laced what remained of this man’s head. Memories, she told herself. Intelligence. The very stuff of what we are, of what we do. Billions of nerve cells that should have warned him to take care when crossing the road. She closed her eyes and took a tiny step backwards, secretly glad that something like this could still shock her.

 



Three hours later, the post-mortem complete, she looked up from her notes. The technician had discovered that the photographer was also a Pompey fan. Better still, he lived in Portsmouth and was happy to offer a lift back to the city. The technician, who’d been planning on taking the train, peeled off his bloodied gloves and washed his hands. A mate had told him the team would be parading the Cup for the benefit of the fans. Open-top bus. Civic reception. Then a monster crowd on Southsea Common. Harry Redknapp, he said, was a fucking genius.

Steph got to her feet. The Investigator from Scenes of Crime was deep in conversation with the pathologist. Dodman was confirming the exact configuration of the wedge-shaped fracture in the tibia. The base of the wedge was at the front of the bone, which meant that Munday had been facing the vehicle when it knocked him over. A near-identical fracture in the other leg - same configuration, same height - offered another clue. In all probability, he’d simply stood there, not moving.

‘Do we think he was pissed?’ Steph asked.

She didn’t know Dodman. A blood sample would be sent for laboratory analysis. In the absence of lawyer-proof results, some pathologists refused to speculate.

‘Of course he was pissed.’ Dodman gestured vaguely back towards the post-mortem room. ‘You could smell it from here.’

Whenever he ate out on Sundays Winter always went for the roast. Normally it would be one of a handful of Pompey pubs. Today it was Sur-la-Mer, a Southsea bistro with a reputation for good food and an interesting clientele. Marie’s choice.

She sat across from him at the table near the window. Blonde, leggy, beautifully dressed, she’d survived nearly twenty years of marriage to Bazza Mackenzie and still turned heads wherever she went. Winter had always been fascinated by the relationship, but since he’d become part of Mackenzie’s entourage, he’d found himself getting closer and closer to this wife of his. He liked her strength of mind, her cultured little ways, and he was flattered by the confidences she occasionally shared. He also knew that she valued his advice. Bazza, all too often, was a firework, bursting with brilliant ideas but easily bored. Up like a rocket, thought Winter. Down like a stick.

‘Where is he?’ Winter wanted to know.

‘Out there somewhere.’ Marie nodded at the army of Pompey fans swamping the street outside, making their way to the nearby Common. ‘He tried to get the team to the hotel for a big reception but the club said no. He’d never admit it but that definitely pissed Baz off. Sometimes it’s like he invented the bloody club.’

Winter laughed. The Royal Trafalgar was the jewel in Bazza’s crown, a handsome meticulously refurbished seafront hotel with views across the Solent towards the Isle of Wight. In the absence of a team reception, Baz would doubtless be renaming one of the function rooms in honour of Pompey’s sainted manager. The Harry Redknapp Suite. By Invitation Only.

‘Did you see the game?’

‘I was out riding with Ezzie. Did you?’

‘Yeah. Crap.’ Ezzie was Marie’s daughter.

‘So why did you bother?’

‘I’ve no idea.’ Winter picked at his bread roll. ‘Maybe it comes with the territory.’

‘Bazza or the city?’

‘Both. Tell you the truth, I’ve never seen the difference.’

It was true. Bazza Mackenzie had always been indivisible from the city of his birth, and as a working detective Winter had quickly recognised just how tight the tribal bonds of loyalty could be. The guys Mackenzie used to fight alongside during the glory days of the 6.57, exporting football violence to terraces across the country, were - a generation later - exactly the same faces he relied on to turn fat bundles of cocaine money into a prospering business empire. Now part of that empire, Winter could only admire the strength of the glue that stuck these guys together. The police, he knew, could never match it. Not then. Not now.

‘You think he’s on the Common? With his rattle and his scarf?’ Winter said.

‘Of course he is. He had a ring round this morning. They took a chopper to Wembley yesterday. God knows how much it cost.’

Winter had seen the quote on Bazza’s desk only last week. Skywise Helicopter Charters. £2,875, plus endless sundries. At the time he’d dismissed it as some kind of fantasy. Now he knew different.

‘It’s a game, my love. Pompey got lucky. Most pub sides would beat Cardiff.’

Winter reached for the menu, keen to change the subject. The lunch, like the venue, had been Marie’s idea. Before they got down to business, he had something of his own to get off his chest.

‘That email of mine . . .’ he began.

‘Which one?’

‘About the Trust. I’ve made contact with the bloke now, scoped him out. Everyone I’ve talked to says he’s the business. Lateral thinker, big reputation where it matters, plus he can’t wait to get away from London. The way I read it, he wouldn’t be after a fortune either. Just in case you were wondering.’

Marie had the grace to smile. As Chair of the Tide Turn Trust, she’d worried constantly about money, yet another reason why Winter was desperate to surrender what little authority he really had. Back last summer, when the Trust was a gleam in Bazza’s eye, the title of Chief Executive had sounded promising. Months later, a great deal wiser about the realities of coping with problem youth, Winter wanted out.

‘To be fair, Marie, it was never my bag. You know that. There are some things I do well and some things I don’t. Playing Mr Nice to a bunch of twat kids isn’t one of them.’

‘Mr Nice isn’t what we had in mind.’

‘Mr Nasty, then. Whatever. The fact is you need special gifts. You need experience. You need patience. And you need to be on top of all the bullshit that goes with it. You know how many forms you have to fill in to stand any kind of chance of raising grant money? Hundreds. Thousands. These guys want every last piece of you. You know anything about CRB checks? Prolific offender protocols? Youth Offending Teams? List 99? The Independent Safeguarding Authority? The Bichard Vetting Scheme? Public liability insurance? I thought I’d left all this bollocks in the CID office. Turns out I was wrong.’

The smile on Marie’s face was fading but Winter wasn’t about to stop.

‘Something else . . .’ he said. ‘Tell Baz I’ve sussed him. I know what he’s up to. And to be frank, my love, it’s not my job to help.’

‘Help how?’

‘Help him get his knighthood . . . or whatever else he fucking wants. The guy’s creaming it. The business is making you a fortune. And this is legit money. So why on earth do you need the Tide Turn Trust?’

‘Because Baz wants people to take him seriously.’

‘Exactly. The knighthood. The gong. But not me, eh? Not through my bloody efforts.’ Winter folded the menu and sat back, turning his body away from the table, staring out at the street. He seldom lost his temper, but he knew Marie would carry every word of this conversation back to Bazza, and Bazza had to know that Winter meant it.

‘He wants to go into politics, Paul.’ She said it softly, as if it was a family secret. ‘The Trust’s all part of that.’

Winter didn’t move. The street outside was a river of blue shirts.

‘He wants to do what?’

‘Go into politics. Get himself elected. Sort this city out. He told me the other night.’

‘He was pissed.’

‘That’s what I thought.’

‘He meant it?’

‘I’m afraid so.’

‘Really?’ Winter finally abandoned the street. Marie’s smile had gone.

‘It gets worse.’ She leaned forward. ‘I think Ezzie’s having an affair.’

 



D/I Joe Faraday stepped into the chilly gloom of the Bargemaster’s House. After the overnight flight from Montreal, he’d paid a surprise visit to his son, still living in Chiswick. J-J, it turned out, had acquired company in the shape of a Russian actress called Sonya, and the three of them shared an awkward breakfast before Faraday cut his losses and hit the road again. The flight, the breakfast, and then the drive back down to Pompey had wiped him out.

He bent to the doormat and quickly sorted through the pile of post. Apart from a Mahler CD from Amazon and the May edition of Bird Watching, he was looking at nothing but bills, free newspapers, credit card offers and pleas for cash from sundry charities. Ten days away, he thought, and I come back to this.

He dumped his bag in the lounge and gazed at the stairs. Gabrielle had left the week before Christmas, flying to Montreal to take up the offer of a visiting fellowship at McGill University. The offer had come out of the blue, the kind of bombshell that he’d always dreaded. At first she’d dismissed it. She loved the Bargemaster’s House. She adored living with her grumpy flic. She was looking forward to throwing herself into the research for a new book. It was all, in a word, parfait.


Too perfect. Watching her face at the breakfast table that morning,  the way her eyes kept returning to the letter, Faraday knew that this new life of theirs, the relationship they’d so carefully built, was doomed. As an anthropologist, her publications were beginning to attract serious attention. It was only a matter of time before someone came knocking at the door, seeding that curiosity, that hunger for the unknown, which was the essence of this woman who’d come to occupy the very middle of his life.

And so it had proved. As autumn slipped slowly into winter, Gabrielle spent longer and longer on the Internet, exploring the implications of saying yes. The fellowship was only for a year. Montreal was an interesting city. Canada was a mere six hours away. They could take it in turns to make the trip over. The twelve months would be gone in a flash. All of these things were true, but deep down Faraday knew that their affair, their life together, was probably over.

Confirmation came on the day she left. Gabrielle always travelled light. Years of fieldwork in remote corners of the world had taught her how to survive on the contents of a sizeable rucksack yet it gutted Faraday to realise just how little of herself she’d deposited in the Bargemaster’s House. Carrying her two bags out to the car for the trip to the airport, he’d somehow assumed he’d return that evening to find lots of her stuff, her books, a handful of clothes, her smell, still strewn round the bedroom. Yet there’d been nothing, not a single item to remember her by. Standing in the darkness, listening to the carol singers up the road, it was as if their time together had never happened.

He remembered that moment now, a feeling of despair, of abandonment, even of betrayal. It had taken him weeks to come to terms with it and if he was honest with himself he knew it had never really gone. There were ways of burying it - work, for instance - but even a series of challenging homicides, one still unsolved, was no substitute for the anticipation of another evening together, of meals round the kitchen table, of conversation spiked with laughter and bottles of Côtes-du-Rhône , of the countless ways she untangled the knots inside him and left his soul at peace. Without her, without what she’d brought to this solitary life of his, he was nothing.

Now, he stooped for his bags and climbed the stairs. The PC was on the table by the window. He fired it up, gazing out at the brightness of the afternoon. Breaths of wind feathered the blue spaces of the harbour and he reached automatically for his binos at a distant flicker of movement. A raft of brent geese. A pair of cormorants. Closer, only yards from the foreshore, a lone turnstone.

He turned back to the PC, pulling the curtain against the glare of the sunshine, scrolling quickly through ten days of emails. For once he didn’t pause for birding news from an e-chum on Portland Bill. Neither  had he any interest in a message flagged ‘Urgent’ from his bank. All he wanted, needed, was word from Gabrielle. He’d left her barely twelve hours ago, a goodbye hug in the departure hall at Montreal-Trudeau. It was less than an hour back to her third-floor apartment in St Michel. She’d have had the rest of the evening to compose the email of his dreams: how much these last ten days had mattered, how nothing had changed between them, how much - already - she missed him.

Nothing. Rien.


He sat back, staring at the screen, knowing in his heart that it had to be this way. The essence of Gabrielle, that quickness of spirit that had captured him, was what had taken her to Montreal in the first place. She was a bird of passage. Her life was a series of roosts. Lucky the man who got to share even one of them.

He reached for the keyboard and began to compose a message of his own but the phrases felt leaden. Easy flight. J-J shacked up with some Russian actress. All well at home. Was this the way he really felt? He deleted everything and started again, the truth this time. I miss you. You should be here. We had a brilliant life, didn’t we? What did I ever do to drive you away? He stopped, knowing he’d never send it, knowing he was talking to himself.

The fact was he’d never driven her away. She’d gone because another door had suddenly opened and she couldn’t resist finding out what lay on the other side. That was her nature. That was what had turned her into one of life’s nomads. Already, the head of her faculty had hinted at a permanent academic post, most likely a lectureship. Soon, there’d be someone else in her bed. Both men, inevitably, would be disappointed. Because Gabrielle, a slave to her own curiosity, would inevitably move on.


Dommage, thought Faraday.




Chapter two

MONDAY, 19 MAY 2008. 08.06

Bazza Mackenzie was a rare visitor to Winter’s top-floor Gunwharf apartment. Still in his dressing gown, Winter looked hard at the stocky figure of his employer in the video screen above the entryphone. Jeans, Pompey away top and an obvious hangover. The image told its own story.

‘It’s eight in the morning, Baz. You should be sleeping it off.’

‘Tosser. Just let me in.’

Under Mackenzie’s direction, Winter brewed coffee. No milk, three sugars and the promise of a tot of something stronger to brighten his mood.

‘They won, Baz. In case you’d forgotten.’

‘Very funny. Why weren’t you there? I’d have found you a spare seat.’

‘It was a sell-out.’

‘I meant the chopper. We could have squeezed up. Room for a fat bastard like you. No problem.’ He frowned. ‘You been sniffing round Mist again?’

Winter had finally laid hands on the remains of a bottle of Bacardi. As Bazza knew only too well, it was Misty Gallagher’s favourite tipple. Some mornings she preferred it to tea.

‘Wouldn’t dream of it, Baz. Fat old bastard like me.’

‘Good. I expect you to fucking behave yourself. You got that?’

Winter carried the coffee into the lounge. With his boss in one of these moods, it was barely worth bothering with a conversation. Not unless you had something really pressing on your mind.

‘Listen, Baz. If you’ve come round about the Trust—’

‘The what?’

‘Marie’s had a word, yeah? Last night? First thing this morning? About Tide Turn? Fact is, Baz, I’ve had enough. You’re paying me to make money not work fucking miracles. If you really want a social worker you’d better find some other monkey. As it happens, I think I’ve found one. Bloke called Scott. Can’t wait to get you an invite to the Palace.’

‘I’m not with you, mush.’

‘This isn’t about Tide Turn?’

‘No.’

‘What, then?’

‘Ezzie.’

Winter hesitated. Yesterday’s lunch at the restaurant had lasted long into the afternoon. Marie had poured her heart out about her daughter’s marriage, chiefly because she hadn’t a clue what to do. The last thing she’d extracted from Winter, out on the pavement beside her new Porsche, was a promise not to say a word to Bazza. Now this.

‘What’s up?’ Winter knew it was time to be cautious.

Bazza threw him a look, then got to his feet and went to the big picture window and the view across the harbour towards the Gosport shore. There was anger in his face when he finally glanced round, and something else that Winter couldn’t quite place. A family thing. Maybe disappointment.

‘None of this gets back to Marie, right?’

‘Sure.’

‘If it does, I’ll break your legs. Comprende?’

‘No problem.’

‘Right, mush. So this is what we know.’

‘We?’

‘Me and Stuart.’

Stuart Norcliffe was Esme’s husband, a City banker who’d spent the last couple of years running a hugely profitable hedge fund. Winter had only met him on a handful of occasions but had sussed what turned Esme on. The guy oozed power and money. On top of that, if you had a taste for sheer bulk, he was a bit of a looker.

‘So what happened?’

Mackenzie returned to the sofa and ran a hand over his face. He’d let himself go a bit over the winter but recently he’d returned to the gym and was back on his toes.

‘Listen, mush . . .’ He kept his voice low as if the neighbours might hear. ‘Stu gives me a bell last week. That’s a hard thing for a bloke like him to do, believe me. Why? Because he thinks his missus, my fucking daughter, is having it off with some wanker at that noncey spa hotel she goes to.’

‘Based on what evidence?’

‘You’re talking like a copper.’

‘Old habits, Baz. Just tell me.’

Esme, it turned out, had spent most of last year complaining about the chore of driving twenty miles to the gym and pool she used. The facilities were attached to a four-star hotel on the edge of  the New Forest. The pool, she said, was too small and some of the guys in the gym, mainly visiting businessmen, were distinctly chavvy. What she didn’t need in her precious spare time was some spotty sales rep asking whether she was up for a spot of hand relief in the sauna.

‘So why didn’t she jack the place in?’

‘Good fucking question. That’s exactly what Stu wondered.’

‘And?’

‘She met someone.’

‘Like who?’

‘Like the guy she’s shagging.’

Stu, said Bazza, hadn’t sussed it to begin with. Looking back it was obvious, but at the time, working twenty hours a day, Stu was just glad that Esme had stopped moaning. For whatever reason, she was driving over there two or three times a week without a word of complaint, and if that floated her boat then so much the better. Then, last week, a mate of Stu’s had given him a ring. This was a guy Stu occasionally played squash with. He’d been over at the hotel for a business lunch and afterwards he’d wandered down to the gym to check out the facilities. The place had been empty apart from two figures in the corner.

‘Adjacent running machines, mush. Thump, thump, thump. Really pushing it. Then she gets off, silly cow, legs totally shot, and he’s all over her. Kissy kissy. Towelling her face. Squeezing her arse. Fetching a drink from the machine. The works. Stu’s mate couldn’t believe it. One of the reasons he phoned up was to check about the divorce. They hadn’t played squash for a while. Maybe he’d missed something.’

‘Did Esme see him?’

‘He says not. The way he tells it she only had eyes for lover boy.’

‘And Stu? He’s tried to check this guy out?’

‘No. That’s the whole point, mush. That’s why he came to me. He says he doesn’t trust himself. He says he’d kill the bloke. And what good would that do?’

Winter nodded. He knew exactly what was coming next but there was a move of his own he needed to make.

‘About the Trust, Baz.’

‘Fuck the Trust.’

‘My thoughts entirely . . . but listen, we need to get one or two things straight.’

‘Yeah, like my daughter’s bloody love life.’

‘Of course, Baz. Not a problem. Leave it to me. But we’re talking unfinished business here.’

‘Too fucking right. You see him off, mush. You find out who he is, you take him to one side, and you tell him from me that I’ll rip his  bollocks off if he ever goes near my little girl again. Have you got that, mush? Only it might get very messy if you start fannying around.’

‘Since when have I ever done that? Listen, Baz. This is the deal. There’s a guy you need to meet. His name’s Scott Taylor. He’s a phone call away. He’s a hotshot social worker, the real McCoy, exactly what Tide Turn needs. The moment he takes it off me is the moment I sort out our little problem.’

Mackenzie studied Winter for a long moment. He looked, if anything, amused. At length he reached for his coffee, gulped a couple of mouthfuls, followed it with the Bacardi, and wiped his mouth. Then he settled back against the leather sofa.

‘You know something, mush?’ He patted Winter’s arm. ‘You were  born fucking evil.’

 



Faraday had been at his desk barely ten minutes before DCI Gail Parsons appeared at his open door. Since the recent reorganisation, she’d become the top detective on the Portsmouth-based Major Crime Team. Martin Barrie had departed to headquarters, leaving Parsons his office, his conference table and the lingering whiff of the roll-ups he used to smoke beside the ever-open window.

Parsons eyed the litter of unopened mail on Faraday’s desk. Faraday, less than halfway through his list of waiting emails, wondered if she might start this conversation with a kindly enquiry about his trip to Montreal.

‘We need to talk about Melody, Joe. Have you got a moment?’

He followed her along the corridor. She was a small, forceful woman with an aggressive dress sense and a huge chest. She was rumoured to be extremely close to the Head of CID, Geoff Willard, and given the depth of her undisguised ambition Faraday was inclined to believe it.

Since Barrie’s departure, his office had been transformed. On Mondays Parsons arrived with armfuls of fresh flowers and there was a small gallery of family photos carefully propped on the windowsill behind her desk. In the absence of a husband or a partner, two of them featured a black Labrador called Nelson.

Parsons waved Faraday into the chair in front of the desk. Whatever the occasion, she had the unhappy knack of making visitors feel they were under oath.

‘Remind me, Joe. Where exactly are we with Melody?’

Faraday had spent the last minute or so trying to visualise the file. Operation Melody had been running for nearly nine months. A teenager, Tim Morrissey, had been stabbed to death on Guy Fawkes night. The murder had taken place in a remote corner of the city’s King George V recreation ground, traditionally the site of the city’s biggest bonfire. Thousands of people had come for the fireworks yet  months of painstaking investigation had failed to turn up a single witness. Melody’s intelligence cell had built up an in-depth picture of the dead boy and Faraday’s squad had few doubts about the name of the killer. All they needed was evidence.

‘We’re nowhere, boss. The file’s still open.’

‘But we have a prime suspect. Am I right?’

‘Yes.’

‘And his name again?’

‘Kyle Munday.’

‘That’s what I thought. Have you seen this?’

She angled her PC screen towards Faraday. He had to get closer to read the details. Every morning, details of overnight developments force-wide were available for anyone to check. It was called The State.

‘Here. Second entry from the bottom.’

Faraday followed Parsons’ finger. The news that Kyle Munday had died in a hit-and-run brought a smile to his face. Parsons hadn’t finished.

‘Frankly, Joe, Melody’s been a bit of a disappointment. You don’t need me to tell you that. Half the city were up there for the fireworks and that gave a lot of people a stake in what happened. It wasn’t our finest hour, by any means. As our friends on the News pointed out.’

It was true. For a week at least the press had been brutal. KNIFE SLAYING MUM TALKS OF HER PAIN. COMMUNITY GROUPS DEMAND ACTION. NO ARRESTS IN PROSPECT.

‘There may be some crossover here, Joe. The Road Death lot obviously have ownership but maybe that should change. If we could establish some kind of linkage with Melody, we might be able to bring last night’s little episode into Major Crime. I could certainly talk to Mr Willard.’

Faraday nodded. Parsons, like most bosses, was constantly pushing to expand her empire. In the case of Melody, she’d call it closure. A more exact term might be a raiding expedition. Someone else’s turf. Someone else’s trophies.

‘You want me to . . .’ He didn’t need to end the sentence.

‘I do, Joe. There’s a woman called Steph Callan. She’s a sergeant on RDIT. She’s got the lead on Munday.’

The Road Death Investigation Team worked from offices in Eastleigh. Faraday had come across them on more than one occasion and had been impressed.

Parsons glanced up at the clock on the wall, her eyes gleaming. ‘I’ve asked Callan to drive over,’ she said. ‘She should be here by ten.’

Steph Callan was early. Faraday glanced up from the last of his emails to find her out in the corridor, checking the name on his door. She looked to be in her early thirties, no more. Uniformed, she wore a sergeant’s stripes. Tucked under one arm was a large manila envelope. Steady eyes. Nice mouth.

‘D/I Faraday?’ Flat London accent.

Faraday invited her in, tramped down the corridor to fetch a couple of coffees, returned to find her inspecting his modest gallery of bird photographs. The envelope was now propped against his PC.

‘Did you take these?’ She was looking at a family of coots.

‘Yes.’

‘And this one?’ She tapped a column of gannets plunging into the sea.

‘My son’s. That’s an old shot. He got lucky with the focus.’

‘It’s bloody good. Clever boy.’

‘That’s what he thinks. What’s that?’ Faraday had noticed the envelope.

‘Part of the PM file. I understand you’ve had dealings with our Mr Munday.’

Faraday emptied the contents of the envelope onto his desk. These were post-mortem shots. The one on top offered a close-up of a head, three-quarter profile, the flattened face a blancmange of blood and gristle. Faraday felt a rising wave of nausea. Even Kyle Munday didn’t deserve this.

‘Quick, at least,’ he heard himself say.

‘Yeah . . . for sure.’

She sat down. So far, she said, they’d drawn a blank with witnesses. There was no CCTV at the scene, no tyre marks on the road. Munday’s clothing had been submitted for forensic examination, and the stolen-vehicle examiner attached to the Scenes of Crime team at Cosham was already working on debris recovered from the road.

‘Like what?’

‘Bits of an indicator unit and more stuff we think might have come from one of the headlights.’

Faraday nodded, sliding the post-mortem photos back into the envelope. A single tiny flake of paint or a splinter of glass could identify the make of a vehicle, even its year of manufacture.

‘What about the post-mortem?’ Faraday asked.

‘Interesting. Have you ever come across a pathologist called Dodman?’

Faraday shook his head. He’d never heard of him.

‘He’s a locum. We’ll have to wait for his report, obviously, but he was prepared to take a punt on what might have happened.’

Callan described the injuries to Munday’s lower leg and the  provisional conclusion that he must have been facing the vehicle head on when it hit him.

Faraday nodded. According to Melody’s intelligence profile, Munday had a talent for confrontation, pushing even casual encounters to the point when something was bound to kick off. He enjoyed frightening people, loved hurting them. Tim Morrissey, in all probability, had been only one of his victims - though the rest, mercifully, were still alive.

‘The guy was a monster,’ Faraday said quietly, eyeing the envelope.

‘How did you ID him?’

‘The blokes on the scene found a breach-of-the-peace summons in his jeans pocket. There was a driving licence too. Matching the face was a bit of a problem but it was the same name.’

‘Next of kin?’

‘It turns out he lives with his mum.’ She named a road in Paulsgrove, a sizeable council estate on the slopes of Portsdown Hill. ‘I sent a FLO round. Half past three in the morning. You know how these things go with the death message but she wasn’t best pleased.’ FLO meant Family Liaison Officer.

‘She’s a smackhead,’ Faraday told her. ‘And she deals too. She hates us.’

‘That’s what the FLO said. She’s driving the woman over to Winchester this morning for the ID. Apparently the house stank. There’s a dog there too. Shit everywhere.’

‘That was Munday’s. It’s a pit bull. He used to let it off the leash to savage other dogs. Just for the laugh.’

Faraday was staring out of the window, trying to imagine what had happened. Southwick Hill Road took traffic from the top of Portsdown Hill to the edges of Cosham, one of the city’s mainland suburbs. The road was steep, maybe a mile in length.

‘Whereabouts are we talking, exactly?’ He turned back to Callan.

‘About a third of the way up. Past the hospital.’

‘Which side of the road?’

‘The upside. The south side.’

Faraday got to his feet and checked the map of the city on the wall beside his desk. The road was at its steepest at the bottom. The big Queen Alexandra hospital on the left-hand side occupied the first quarter of a mile, maybe more. Beyond there was nothing but bare hillside, falling away to the estate below. The vehicle would have been moving up the hill, gathering speed all the time, but giving Munday plenty of time to see it. So why was he standing in the middle of the road? Letting himself get run over?

‘He was probably pissed,’ Callan said. ‘According to Dodman.’

‘Yeah. But maybe it’s more personal too.’

‘I’m not with you.’

‘Maybe he knew this car, whatever it was. Recognised it. Gave it the finger.’ He shrugged. ‘Whatever.’

‘Sure. And maybe he didn’t. We just can’t tell.’

Something in her tone of voice told Faraday to slow down. She was staking her claim, protecting her turf. Our job, she was saying. Our shout.

‘You said there were no tyre marks on the road surface?’

‘Nothing. We checked again in daylight on Sunday morning.’

‘Isn’t that unusual?’

‘Very.’

‘So the vehicle made no attempt to stop? Is that what we’re saying? ’

‘It made no attempt to stop quickly. Not quite the same thing.’

‘But ran him over?’

‘Obviously.’

‘And didn’t hang around afterwards?’

‘No.’

‘How long before the body was spotted?’

‘We can’t know for sure. But it’s a mainish road, so we’re talking minutes at the most.’

‘Time?’

‘The treble nine was logged at 01.23.’

‘Could have been longer, then? That time of night?’ Faraday had returned to the map. ‘This treble nine. Who made it?’

‘The driver who spotted the body. He was with his wife. They live in Wickham. They were en route home after dinner with friends.’

‘Going up the hill, then?’

‘Yep. Just like the other guy.’

Faraday nodded. Had this couple been coming down the hill they might have passed the sus target vehicle, might have remembered a detail or two.

‘Down here we’ve got plenty of CCTV.’ Faraday tapped the tangle of main roads south of Cosham. ‘That time of night you’re not looking at lots of traffic. If our guy came up from the city, odds are he’s been clocked.’ Faraday glanced round at Callan. ‘How are you for bodies?’

She returned his gaze, unsmiling. There was a steeliness in her blue eyes that spoke of something more than self-confidence.

‘I’ve got two guys at the CCTV centre as we speak.’ She reached for her envelope. ‘If we’re through with the tutorial, I’m off down there now.’

‘I’m sorry. I thought I was here to help.’

‘Help how?’

‘Help with Munday. The company he kept. The people he pissed off.’

‘The people who might have run him over?’

‘Exactly. Does that sound outrageous?’

‘Not at all.’ She stood up and smoothed her skirt. ‘So let’s stay in touch, eh?’

 



Paul Winter instructed Scott Taylor to get off the train at the harbour terminus. Pompey’s town station, at the foot of Commercial Road, had always struck him as faintly depressing, a jungle of iron beams to support the overhead tracks, and an awning on top that filtered a thin grey light over the two platforms. If you’d never been to Pompey in your life, and there was any prospect of you staying, then the harbour station - with its waterside views - offered a far gentler handshake.

On the phone Taylor had sounded enthusiastic about Tide Turn Trust. Small lean start-up charities, he’d said, could afford to take a risk or two, and after a decade at the coalface with various London local authorities he’d had more than enough of covering his arse. In the flesh, emerging from the station, he looked exactly the way Winter had pictured him. Tight jeans. Lean frame. Collarless shirt. A couple of days’ stubble. And a hint of grey in his close-cropped hair.

Winter drove him to the Royal Trafalgar. Earlier, he’d reserved the best table in the big, ground-floor restaurant. Bazza would be joining them as soon as he was through in the office.

‘So tell me more about this trust of yours.’ Taylor was sitting beside the window, his chair half turned to enjoy the view across the Common to the sea.

Winter filled in the details. How Mackenzie had become involved in a kids’ thrash in the house next door that had turned into a full-scale riot. How a couple of bodies had ended up beside his own swimming pool. How he and Winter, between them, had beaten the Old Bill in terms of finding the culprit. And how the whole experience had convinced Mackenzie that something had to be done about the state of the city’s youth.

‘All of them?’

‘A handful. The hard core. I don’t know how it is with you but we get real scrotes down here.’

‘IC3s?’

‘White boys mostly. IC1s.’

Taylor helped himself to a roll and reached for the butter dish. There was a smile on his face that Winter didn’t much like.

‘You used to be a copper. Am I right?’

‘Yeah. Who told you that?’

‘Nobody. It’s obvious. My line of work, you’re around coppers all  the time.’ He bit into the roll, smearing one side of his mouth with butter. ‘So how come you link up with someone like Mackenzie?’

‘Because he asked me.’

‘And has it worked?’

‘Definitely. The money’s great and he doesn’t believe in paperwork. ’

‘You’re telling me you’ve got this trust thing going without paperwork ?’

‘That’s not what I meant. I’ve been babysitting until someone who knows what they’re doing comes along. Someone like you, maybe. You’re right. The paperwork setting up the Trust has been a nightmare. Never again.’

Winter began to tally the kind of interventions he had in mind for Tide Turn, ways this infant organisation might pour oil on Pompey’s troubled waters. Mentoring schemes for hardened ten-year-olds. Pathways to outward-bound weekends. Some kind of sports involvement. Computer courses.

Taylor, by the look of him, had heard it all before.

‘Waste of time, mate.’ He reached for his napkin and patted his mouth. ‘Why not cut to the chase?’

‘I’m not with you.’

‘Teach them about the drugs biz. Sort out some kind of apprenticeship deal. Turn them into proper dealers. Make them rich.’

Winter stared at him. For once in his life, he didn’t know what to say. Worse still, Bazza had just appeared, body-checking round the prettiest of the new waitresses, then pausing to murmur something in her ear. She began to laugh. Taylor was watching too.

‘Doesn’t change, does he? Old tosser.’

‘You know him?’

‘Of course I do.’

Bazza ended his tête-à-tête and headed for the table. The sight of Taylor put a huge smile on his face. He gestured him to his feet, then pumped the extended hand.

‘Fuck me,’ he said. ‘What turned you legit?’

‘Money. And marriage.’

‘Kids?’

‘Three, Baz. Another due next week.’

Mackenzie shook his head, holding Taylor at arm’s length. Then he sank into the spare chair and turned to Winter.

‘I never sussed it. You should have told me.’

‘Told you what, Baz?’

‘The Scott Taylor. You know what they called him at the Den? The Undertaker. We had a million rucks with the Millwall crew and they never let us down, not once. Waterloo, eight o’clock on a Saturday  morning, they’d be waiting for us round the back of the concourse. Totally up for it, those animals. Totally reliable.’

Winter sat back as the two men reminisced. On one occasion Taylor had put Mackenzie in hospital. On another, barely weeks later, Bazza had trapped him at the end of a cul-de-sac and kicked the living shit out of him. Good sport. Great days.

The pretty waitress was waiting. Mackenzie told her to fetch champagne.

‘How many bottles, Mr Mackenzie?’

‘Bring two Krugs. Put another one on ice. Take a good look at this man, Kelly. He was famous once.’

She laughed again, turning on her heel, and Winter watched her leave the restaurant, knowing that this plan of his was heading for disaster. Scott Taylor had come down for a jolly.

He was right. They were talking drugs now, swapping stories from the late 80s. How Bazza had supplied industrial quantities of Ecstasy to an ever-widening circle of football hooligans. How clever he’d been, keeping the prices near-wholesale, letting guys like Taylor take their own profit along the supply chain. The summer of love, said Taylor, had turned into the winter of serious moolah. By the early 90s, before real life caught up with him, he was taking two-month holidays in the Caribbean and coming back with change in his pocket.

‘So where did it all go wrong, mush?’ Bazza wanted to know.

‘I fell in love. She’d been to university, for fuck’s sake. She’d got a law degree. Shagged me witless for a couple of years then made me get a proper job. Social work sounded a doss so I gave it a go.’

‘And?’

‘I was wrong about the doss but the rest of it was all right. Turned out I could get on with these kids, which isn’t as common as you might think.’

‘And now?’

‘Three kids of our own and a fucking great mortgage.’

‘Happy?’

‘Pig in shit, mate. Love every minute of it.’

Winter’s gloom deepened. No way would Taylor be spoiling his precious CV with any kind of association with the likes of Bazza Mackenzie.

The champagne arrived. For a moment or two Winter thought Mackenzie was going to neck it straight from the bottle but then the waitress turned up again with three glasses. She poured the Krug and headed for safety.

‘Here’s to crime.’ Bazza winked at Taylor. ‘Happy fucking days.’

The lunch lasted until four o’clock. Every time Winter got up and made his excuses Mackenzie waved him back into his chair. Like  Taylor, Baz had always loathed the Filth but Mr W had been far and away the best of them, much too streetwise to be a fucking cop, and Baz had finally squared the circle by making him an offer he couldn’t refuse. By that time, he told Taylor, Winter himself had seen the light. The Old Bill in this city were shit, a bunch of total tossers, and it had been a pleasure to offer Mr W a proper home for his talents. Since then, despite a hitch or two, they’d had some great times. The business was turning over more dosh than he’d ever need and every last penny was legit. There was no one out there, no one, who could touch him.

‘Eh, Paulie?’

They were standing on the front steps of the hotel. The waiting taxi would be taking Taylor back to the station. Any thought of discussing Tide Turn Trust had long gone. Winter was right. With the best of intentions he’d organised a tribute lunch dedicated to the memory of the 6.57 crew.

Bazza was giving Taylor a hug. Any time, mush. You know where we are. Bring the wife. Bring the fucking kids. Bring anyone.

Taylor stepped into the taxi. Like so many of Mackenzie’s inner circle, he seemed to have a limitless capacity for alcohol. He gave them both a wave as the taxi sped away. Then Bazza turned to Winter.

‘Brilliant, mush. Remind me . . . why the fuck did he come down?’




Chapter three

TUESDAY, 20 MAY 2008. 09.23

Faraday gave up waiting for Suttle to appear at his office door. He reached for the phone, dialled his home number. At length, it answered.

‘Jimmy?’

‘Boss?’

‘Are you ill?’

‘I’m on a rest day. Palliser.’

Operation Palliser was investigating the slaughter of a Somali drug dealer, found dead in a lavatory on the seafront. The killing had happened when Faraday was on leave and Jimmy Suttle had probably worked both weekends.

Faraday was staring at his PC. An email from Sergeant Steph Callan was tagged ‘Urgent’. She wanted another meet. This time, Faraday knew he had to play a stronger hand.

‘We need to talk about Melody, Jimmy.’

‘When?’

‘As soon as.’

‘We’re off to Chichester this morning. Can’t it wait?’

‘No.’ Faraday checked his watch. ‘I’ll be with you in ten minutes.’

 



Jimmy Suttle lived in an area called Milton, street after street of terraced houses that webbed the south-east corner of the city. Recently promoted Detective Sergeant, he’d managed to retain his desk in the Major Crime intelligence cell. This hadn’t gone down at all well with the long queue of other D/Ss eager for a spell on Major Crime, but Faraday had put his case to DCI Parsons, and Parsons - with some reluctance - had undertaken to get the appointment past Willard. Strictly speaking, Suttle should be transferred back to local CID work. Only his very obvious intel talents kept him in Major Crime.

Suttle had the kettle on. For the best part of a year he’d been sharing the ground-floor flat with Lizzie Hodson, a reporter on the News. The  moment Faraday stepped in through the front door she’d beaten a tactful retreat to the front room.

‘Kyle Munday’s dead.’ Faraday explained the hit-and-run. ‘Parsons thinks the investigation belongs to Melody. She might be right but it’s down to me to argue the case. There’s a sergeant on the Road Death team who doesn’t see it our way. Surprise, surprise.’

Suttle was still digesting the news about Munday. Back in November, weeks of patient intelligence work had built profiles of the potential suspects who had crossed the dead teenager’s path. It had been Suttle’s job to rank these suspects and he’d never had a moment’s doubt that Kyle Munday occupied pole position.

‘You think there’s linkage here? Someone paying off a debt?’

‘That has to be our supposition.’

‘Why?’

‘Because Parsons wants the job in-house.’

‘Sure. But who are we looking at? Tim Morrissey was a mouse. He never ran with the kind of guys who’d sort Munday out. In fact he never ran with anyone.’

It was true. Part of the tragedy of the Guy Fawkes night stabbing was the choice of victim. Morrissey, by all accounts, had led a blameless life. Quiet, studious, mad about modern jazz, he devoted most of his spare time to polishing his keyboard skills on a borrowed piano. His mother, Jeanette, kept recordings of his wilder riffs, and Faraday had heard them. The kid was seriously talented. He was also determined to make something of himself. Two reasons why he’d attracted Munday’s attention.

Faraday watched Suttle hunting for the sugar bowl. Before he met Steph Callan again, he needed to be absolutely sure of the sequence of events that had preceded Morrissey’s death. At forty-eight, his memory was beginning to let him down.

‘Munday had been giving the lad a hard time . . . right?’

‘Absolutely. Morrissey was an easy target. Munday dominated a bunch of kids off the Paulsgrove estate. They thought he was God. A couple of them were in Morrissey’s year at school. The kid was a boff. He read books. Loved his mum. Stayed in at night. Wanted to make something of his life. Big mistake.’

Faraday reached for his tea. One of the things about Munday that had stuck in his mind was the allegation that he and some of his scrote apprentices had cornered Morrissey behind the parade of shops at the heart of the estate. They’d forced the lad to the ground and Munday had stamped on his hands. The damage, mercifully, had been less severe than you might have expected but the message was clear. Think you’re special on that fucking piano of yours? Think again.

‘And we’re saying Morrissey had no mates who might have fought  back? You can’t think of anyone who might have had it in for Munday?’

‘No. That’s why the lad came to us about the stamping incident. It was his mum’s idea, had to be, but Morrissey named names. Which is probably what got him killed. Remember?’

‘Yeah.’ Faraday nodded. Munday’s little gang had all been arrested and interviewed after the stamping, but denied any involvement. Forensic evidence from footware had later tied two of the kids to Morrissey but the case had gone nowhere.

Faraday was eyeing the cheerful chaos of Suttle’s kitchen, last night’s dirty dishes still piled on the draining board. One day back into the Job and already he felt knackered.

Suttle settled himself on a stool by the breakfast bar. In truth, he hadn’t had a serious look at Munday since Melody began to wind down after Christmas. Early spring had taken him onto other killings, other jobs. Since then Munday could have got himself into all sorts of situations, pissed off trillions of people, probably had. If the hit-and-run had been deliberate, then the guy at the wheel might never have heard of Tim Morrissey.

‘You’re saying it needs more work, more intel?’ Faraday said.

‘Only if it gets sticky. And this Road Death skipper, he’ll know that.’

‘It’s a woman. Steph Callan.’

‘Her, then. These people deal with hit-and-runs all the time. You plough into someone, you’ve had a drink or two, there’s no way you’re going to hang around. A tenner says they’ll crack it on the forensic. Trace the vehicle. Get an address. The bloke’s been sitting there for days expecting the knock on the door. Bosh. Job done. Who needs intel when it’s that simple?’

Faraday nodded. He was thinking of Steph Callan’s face when she left his office. He’d treated her like some rookie probationer. He’d slipped effortlessly into Parsons’ mindset, playing the Major Crime sleuth, assuming complications that simply weren’t there. Suttle was doubtless right. A couple of beers too many. An empty road. A face in the windscreen. A bump or two underneath. A glance in the mirror. Foot on the throttle. Gone.

‘Boss . . .’ Faraday became aware of Suttle looking at him.

‘Yeah?’

‘How was Montreal?’

‘Crap.’ Faraday drained his mug. ‘But thanks for asking.’

 



Winter was late getting to the youth club. He’d had a ring round first thing, talking to mums, stepdads, brothers, sisters, occasionally even the kid himself. Conversations never got beyond a sleepy grunt but  that didn’t matter. In essence the message was simple. Somers Road. Half nine. Be there.

The minibus had been Marie’s idea. Before Christmas, once Winter was sure the Tide Turn Trust would get the thumbs up from the Charity Commission, she’d leant on Bazza to acquire appropriate transport. At first, Winter had thought it was a neat idea. Appearances were important to kids and a decent set of wheels, badged with the Trust’s logo, would give the operation a bit of class.

In the event, though, Bazza had talked to a couple of headbangers who ran a forecourt operation in Fratton Road. They’d just taken a minibus in part-payment of a credit debt and were happy to offer it on extended lease. The fact that this loan was free remained Bazza’s little secret, but the moment Winter set eyes on the vehicle he knew he’d been had. Almost 146,000 miles on the clock. An ominous rumbling from the prop shaft. And - worst of all - THE WEE GREEN BUS  scrolled below the windows. In a former life this wreck had belonged to an infants’ school in Aldershot. Winter’s plea for a respray fell on deaf ears.

Now, he parked up outside the youth club in Somerstown. The plan was to ship half a dozen tearaways to the bowling alley in the city centre. These kids were serial truants, abandoned by their schools and by various welfare agencies, and in a more perfect world Winter would have dreamed up something vaguely educational to occupy their tiny minds. His experience over the last couple of months, though, had taught him a great deal. Anything that smacked of learning, or self-betterment, was a no-no. To produce even a flicker of interest, there had to be the promise of a laugh.

But even this, to Winter’s intense irritation, sparked its own problems. He’d tried the swimming pool first, negotiating a one-month discount for his unruly flock on the strict promise of good behaviour. The first time they’d gone to Victoria Baths, a stormy Wednesday morning in March, one of the boys had hidden in the women’s changing rooms, taking photos of the shower area on his phone. Shots of a naked middle-aged woman had made it onto Facebook, all the more regrettable because she happened to be a visiting fellow at the nearby university. Her lectures were packed out for weeks, but by that time the people who ran the swimming pool had given up on Tide Turn Trust. After the mobe shots had come an incident with the vending machine in the lobby, shaken to death by a couple of the handier lads, followed the next week by an enormous turd, deposited in the deep end by a promising young arsonist from Buckland. In his exit interview as the supervising adult, conducted in a windowless room at the Civic Centre, Winter had blamed unmanageable expectations.  The phrase had meant fuck all but when it came to voluntary-sector bullshit, Winter was learning fast.

After the swimming pool there’d been other initiatives, equally disastrous. The outing to the Farlington Bird Reserve to stone a couple of mating swans. The canoeing expedition on the harbour that ended with a ride in the coastguard helicopter. The flick-knife initials gouged into an eighteenth-century mess table aboard HMS Victory. On each of these occasions Winter had once again carried the can, patiently explaining that these YPs were the victims of a society that neither understood nor cared about the loveless anarchy that passed as their home lives. They had to be brought inside society’s tent. They had to be shown what a decent life could offer. They deserved a second chance.

YPs was social-worker-speak for Young People. As a cop, Winter had spent most of his adult life chasing these toerags around the estates and in his heart he knew exactly how to gain their attention, but brute force, sadly, was no longer an option. And so, like every other adult, he was obliged to shower them with treats and hope for the best. It didn’t work. And more to the point, it was beginning to drive him insane

By ten o’clock no one had shown up. Winter sat at the wheel, drumming his fingers to his favourite Neil Diamond CD, wondering how long he should give it. Part of the problem was the parents. In most cases the dads were long gone, leaving a small army of single mums desperate to make ends meet. Most of them worked at dead-end jobs, battling to stay afloat. A handful were on the game, pulling half-decent money. One or two had given up completely, shoplifting at lunch time to meet the smack bills. Winter was way past blaming any of these women. All he knew was that they’d long ago given up on their scrotey kids.

By ten fifteen, with nothing to show but a couple of drunks emerging from the bushes across the road, Winter had decided to call it a day. He’d drive the Wee Green Bus back to the Royal Trafalgar, park it outside Mackenzie’s office window and leave him with the keys. The next time Bazza fancied solving the nation’s social problems, he could fucking do it himself. Winter was reaching for the volume control on the CD machine when he caught a flicker of movement in the rear-view mirror. A yellow saloon had rounded a corner up the road. It looked like an Escort. The rear tyres spun as the driver accelerated hard and then it began to weave as the brakes came on. Winter twisted round in the seat, his heart sinking. In the car were kids, four of them. The driver was so small he probably needed a booster seat. Their silhouettes, all too familiar, explained why he’d been waiting so long.

The Escort squealed to a halt beside the minibus. Winter looked down at them, not bothering to open the window. His kids. All screaming with laughter, all giving him the finger. Winter took a deep breath, wondering where they’d nicked the car. Billy Lenahan, the midget at the wheel, was a legend for his hot-wiring skills. The girl sitting beside him, the girl he boasted about shagging every night, was allegedly his sister. Inbreds on wheels, thought Winter. Just what the fuck am I doing with my life?

Something snapped inside him. He’d had enough. More than enough. As the Escort roared off, he fired up the minibus’s engine, hauled the beast away from the kerbside, set off in pursuit. Ahead, the Escort had slowed enough to let him catch up. Then it was off again, the rear tyres trailing little plumes of blue smoke, the matador’s cloak trailed before the charging bull.

Winter fumbled for his mobile. Jimmy Suttle’s number was on his directory. Driving at this speed with one hand wasn’t easy. Suttle finally answered.

‘Paul.’ He sounded less than pleased.

‘Listen, son. I’m in Somerstown. I’m following a bunch of twat kids in a yellow Escort. You gotta pen? G Golf. Four-five-two. X-Ray. Hotel. Delta.’

‘I’m driving. I’m on a rest day. What’s wrong with a treble nine?’

‘Nothing, son. Except I don’t want the attention. Just do us a favour, will you? Ring it in. Otherwise these little bastards are going to kill some poor fucker.’

‘Shit, Paul, this is out of order. I’m with Lizzie. I’m doing seventy miles an hour. We’re off for a nice day out. What’s the problem with you?’

‘It’s not me, son. It’s got fuck all to do with me. Are you still there?’

The line had gone dead. Winter looked at the phone in disbelief. He even shook it. Looking up, he just had time to register the Escort stopped at a T-junction ahead of him. His foot hit the brake and the van started to judder. Then came the splintering of glass as the Wee Green Bus rear-ended the Escort.

Winter sat motionless at the wheel. The seat belt, mercifully, had done its job. From somewhere below his feet he could hear the steady trickle of liquid onto the road. For a moment he wondered whether it was petrol then decided it was probably coolant. The thought that he’d just knackered the engine brought a smile to his face.

One by one, the kids were emerging from the Escort. Billy Lenahan was holding the back of his neck. The girl beside him was examining a bruise on her arm. The two kids in the back were staring up at Winter. One of them had gone white.

‘Fuck me, Mr W. What did you do that for?’

 



Faraday had no problem agreeing to drive to Eastleigh, a red-brick railway town north of Southampton, for the meet with Steph Callan. After yesterday’s encounter, the last thing she needed was another trip to Major Crime. The inquiry into the hit-and-run now had a name: Operation Highfield.


The sight of biscuits beside the Thermos of coffee brightened Faraday’s morning. She, like him, must have seen the advantages of starting their relationship afresh.

She thanked him for driving over, poured the coffee.

‘Scenes of Crime have recovered paint fragments from Munday’s jeans. We’re thinking red. We’ve also had a bit of a windfall.’ She frowned. ‘Or we think we have.’

She described the indicator recovered from the roadside after the crash. According to the stolen-vehicle examiner, the shape was distinctive. He’d accessed a series of websites and tied the item to a specific make and model. The shape of the indicator further offered a time window for the manufacture of the vehicle.

‘So what are we looking for?’

‘A VW van, or possibly camper van, built between 1980 and 1992.’

‘Red?’

‘Yes. And it gets better.’

Faraday found himself looking at a polythene evidence bag. Inside was a wiper blade.

‘A woman handed this in. She found it a couple of hundred yards up the Southwick Hill Road yesterday morning and made the connection with Munday. According to the council schedule, the road was last swept on Friday. Guy from our FCIU thinks it might have come off the target vehicle.’

‘FCIU?’

‘Forensic Collision Investigation Unit. The guys who spend their lives piecing these accidents together. His name’s Harry. He’s a sweetie.’ It was the first time Faraday had seen her smile. ‘If Dodman was right about Munday getting hit full face, it’s just possible his hands would have come out. It’s an instinctive reaction. You’re trying to ward off disaster.’

‘Grasping at straws?’

‘Exactly. In this case a wiper. It might not tear off at once but if the blade’s weakened it might just drop off up the road.’

Faraday peered at the blade again. Callan anticipated his next question.

‘It’s a pretty standard make. There are millions of them around.’

‘So why . . . ?’

‘Turn it over.’ Faraday did what he was told. ‘See that tiny line where the rubber seats into the metal?’

‘Yes.’

‘That’s probably a deposit from a tree. Put it in the hands of the right expert and we’re looking at a specific make.’

‘Make?’

‘Sorry.’ Another smile. ‘Type of tree. Think about it. Say it’s a larch or an elm or whatever. Once we start talking TIE, something like that could be priceless.’ TIE meant Trace, Interview, Eliminate.

Faraday nodded. She was right. Faced with a list of addresses, an elm tree overhanging a driveway or the road outside the house could put the vehicle owner in the dock for murder.

‘What about CCTV?’

‘Nothing. We established a window of thirty minutes before the treble nine and looked at cameras covering approach routes. No VW camper vans that fit the parameters.’

‘So how could a camper van slip through?’ Faraday was trying to remember the pattern of cameras that mapped the north of the city.

‘Easy. The old A3 from the north isn’t covered. Neither is Havant Road from the east. You can also get off the Paulsgrove estate and not be clocked.’

She came to a halt. Faraday swallowed the rest of his coffee.

‘So what’s your question?’ he asked.

‘I’m not with you.’

‘Why did you want me over here? Why the meet?’

‘Ah . . .’ A grin this time. ‘I’m just wondering about the Volkswagen. Like I said, the colour of the paint flake is red, a deep red, red the colour of arterial blood, quite distinctive. On Melody, did you put anyone alongside a red VW? It might save us a bit of time.’

‘Sure.’ Faraday was thinking hard. Nothing came back to him in the way of vehicles and he was loath to phone Suttle again. ‘Can it wait until tomorrow? The intel skipper on Melody is off today.’

‘No problem. The stolen-vehicle bloke is due to send me a list of local red VW van registrations. I’ll make sure he copies you in. A name might ring a bell.’

She offered more coffee. Faraday, checking his watch, said no. He got to his feet then sat down again, aware that there was something as yet unvoiced.

‘Do you mind me asking you something personal?’ she said.

‘Not at all. Go ahead.’

‘Someone told me you had a son.’

‘That’s true. That was me. Yesterday.’ He paused. ‘You were looking at the bird shots on my wallboard. Gannets.’

‘Of course, I’m sorry. What I meant was a boy who’s deaf and dumb.’

‘That’s him. His name’s J-J.’

‘He’s the one who took the photo? The white birds diving into the sea?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Right . . .’

She absorbed this information then told Faraday about her sister. She’d been married for a while now and desperately wanted kids but nothing was happening. She and her husband had been over in Thailand recently on a trek in the mountains and had made friends with a local family. One of their kids, a baby girl, was deaf and dumb. They were looking for someone to adopt her. They said she needed Western medicine, Western levels of care. Callan’s sister had fallen in love with the child. But what did coping with that kind of handicap really entail?

Faraday changed his mind about the coffee, resisting the urge to ask where exactly this child lived. Thailand was where he’d first met Gabrielle, up in the mountains near the Burmese border. And she too in her more fanciful moments had occasionally wondered about adopting an Asian baby.

‘It can be tough,’ he said at once.
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“ LIES HURT. THE TRUTH CAN KILL.





