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			PART ONE

			Seeds of Disaster

		

	
		
			
			

			Derbyshire, November 2013

			
			

		

	
		
			
			

			One

			Wrong place, wrong time.

			Tommy Henthorn brakes to a halt at the crossroads just outside the village of Marrop and considers his options. To get home, he could turn right and go through Sledwell, which would save him several miles. But he’s in no hurry, and might for a change take the scenic route to enjoy the views over Birdmoor.

			A little thing makes up his mind. In the direction of Sledwell, above the hedges lining the lane, he can see the roof of an approaching vehicle, a people carrier or minibus. If he goes that way, he’ll likely face the minor inconvenience of having to pull onto the verge so it can pass.

			Whereas the lane towards Birdmoor appears clear.

			So – believing the choice is insignificant – he heads that way, not yet knowing how many times in years to come he will regret this moment, still oblivious of the consequences of turning left instead of right.

			 

			In the cold sunlight, the lane shines copper with fallen leaves. Though it’s a while since he was here, he used to come this way often. A few hundred metres ahead is the track leading up to Hagg Side Farm, and the thought comes to him that he could stop and pay a visit. He knows the farm well; as a boy – until he was thirteen or fourteen years old and thought he had better things to do with his time – he used to do odd jobs for the old boy who owned it.

			
			

			Billy Challiner, recently deceased.

			With the benefit of hindsight, he can see now Billy was an introvert, an overtly shy man who never had the confidence to ask a woman out for a drink, never mind find someone to marry him. For years he cared for his frail and elderly mother, who would sometimes appear in the farmhouse doorway while Tommy was hosing down the cow-byre or loading sheep-feed into a barrow. She’d offer him a glass of lemonade or a piece of homemade chocolate cake, which he appreciated regardless of the lemonade often being flat and the cake usually stale. After she died, Billy became moody. People said that out of loneliness he was ruining himself with drink and maybe that was true, but he managed to keep the farm going anyway, right up until the moment of his death.

			If not totally unexpected, Billy’s death was mercifully sudden. He was found by the postman lying on the muddy yard, one hand stretched out as if he’d fallen flat on his face hailing a taxi. The funeral was well attended, the wake generously funded from a cash-­stuffed envelope Billy had years ago left behind the bar at the Cat and Fiddle for that very eventuality, but now legal proceedings were in train. With Billy having no will and no family anyone knows of, searches are underway to find his heirs.

			In the meantime, a neighbouring farmer has taken the ragged livestock down to his fields in the valley. Beyond that, Hagg Side Farm is frozen in time, everything left as it was at the moment Billy dropped dead outside the cow-byre.

			
			

			And Tommy’s thinking there might be one or two items of interest on the property.

			Got to be worth a look.

			But softly, softly. He’d better not be seen.

			When he reaches the farm track, he slows to a stop. The wooden gate that used to be propped open with a rusty anvil is closed, secured by a new-­looking chain and padlock, and the Trespassers will be shot sign painted in Billy’s spidery hand has gone from the post where it was nailed. Tommy drives on a short distance, pulling off the road into the entranceway of the disused quarry that borders Billy’s fields. Leaving the Land Rover, he climbs easily over the sturdy aluminium gate barring the quarry entrance, and follows a little-­used path to the back of Billy’s land, where he scrambles over a dry-­stone wall into the sheep pasture.

			A bitter wind is blowing from the north.

			Lacking gloves, Tommy keeps his hands in his pockets as he follows the downhill slope towards the farm buildings. Underfoot, the animals have trampled much of the grazing to mud, and he wishes he’d changed into the wellingtons he always has with him. Overhead, the flat, grey sky is growing darker, and might even bring snow. Seeing him, a few left-­behind sheep stop nibbling the sparse winter grass, and run to gather in a forlorn huddle at the field’s furthest corner.

			As he walks, he notices what poor repair the wall is in, and wishes he’d made the time to come and see Billy, offered him a hand. The old boy used to be good to him, paid him way over the odds for the work Tommy did. And it was Billy who taught him to rebuild a wall; somewhere here, close by the water trough, is a spot he and Billy repaired together. He finds himself suddenly nostalgic, sad for the old man’s passing. Billy was often the butt of jokes, a figure of fun. Now that Tommy’s own circumstances have changed and the possibility of a life lived alone is looming, he has more compassion for Billy as a kindred spirit.

			
			

			When he reaches the bottom of the field, the farmyard lies beyond. Here, too, the gate is closed, though not chained, and he pushes it open just wide enough to squeeze through. In the yard, he listens. All he can hear is the wind rattling the roof panels on the hay barn.

			He decides he’ll have a look in the outbuildings first, then check out the barn. Depending on what he finds, he might have to come back after dark with some better transport, though there might be small stuff he could take now. What can be passed off as agricultural or architectural antiques – battered buckets, pitchforks and wicker baskets – all sell well on eBay to those wanting rural touches for suburban gardens.

			He begins to make his way across the yard, heading for the dairy.

			By the time he sees the men standing outside the house – three of them, dressed all wrong for the farmyard in designer Puffa jackets, expensive trainers and jeans – they’ve already clocked him. One of them he’s never seen before; the second he remembers as Dean or maybe Lee.

			But the third is someone he used to know well, a man he’d walk to the ends of the earth over hot coals to avoid.

			
			

			Steven Bull. Who’s watching him with those strange, blue eyes.

			‘Well, look what the cat’s dragged in,’ Bull calls out to him. ‘Slowmo, is that you?’

			Tommy considers turning on his heels and walking back the way he’s come, but the thing is with Bull, you’re always better keeping your cool, facing him down. So he adopts a nonchalant attitude and ambles across the yard, living up to his nickname. Slowmo.

			Flashing the gold watch on his wrist, Bull’s holding out his hand to be shaken; and even though the idea of touching any part of Bull is repugnant to him, Tommy steels himself and takes it. Best by far just to smile and be nice, though as he expects, Bull’s grip is too tight to be friendly and – to remind Tommy who’s boss – includes a bone-­crushing squeeze before he lets go.

			‘You know these guys, right?’ Bull asks, and when Tommy shakes his head, introduces one of his companions as Donal and the half-­remembered other as Lee.

			Tommy nods in their direction.

			‘So what brings you up here, Slowmo?’ asks Bull.

			Tommy hates that name. He’d thought he’d outgrown it years ago, but somehow of course Bull senses it riles him. Back in the day, Bull’s nickname was Headcase, though you’d never dare call him that now. From what Tommy’s heard, though, the name’s still a good fit: Bull’s a crazy, messed-­up sadist as likely to chop off your feet as buy you a pint. ‘The old man barely cold in his grave and you’re up here on the rob?’

			‘Not really,’ Tommy lies. ‘Just having a look round for old times’ sake. I used to work for him when I was a lad. Anyway, never mind me, what are you doing here? You’re a long way off your patch.’

			
			

			‘I suppose we are,’ agrees Bull. ‘Actually, we’re looking at the real estate. A place like this, all nice and quiet, might suit us very well. In the meantime, I think it’s our lucky day, bumping into you. We were just saying, weren’t we lads, we could do with an extra pair of hands for a little job we need doing. You’d be happy to help out, wouldn’t you, Slowmo?’

			‘Not really.’ Tommy dares look Bull in the eye. ‘I’ve got somewhere I need to be.’

			‘Won’t take long.’ Bull grins, and Tommy notices he’s lost another tooth since he last saw him, gained another ugly, black hole in his malevolent smile. ‘You can see we’re not really dressed for labouring, whereas you . . .’ He runs his pale eyes over Tommy’s scruffy jacket and muddied trousers. ‘You’re all ready to get to work. Donal, find him a shovel.’

		

	
		
			
			

			Two

			The worst trouble comes on the most ordinary days.

			Actually, Adam’s thinking today is going better than many. Quite often, he’s offered nothing for lunch, but today his mum Gail made fish fingers and the curly chips Adam likes with a big dollop of ketchup, and gave him a pot of Milkybar dessert for pudding. Then she put on the TV and said Adam could watch CBeebies while she went for a nap.

			For Adam, time alone with the TV is a treat, even though there’s no fire in the lounge and the room is really cold. He wraps himself in a faux-­fur blanket and snuggles into the corner of the sofa, pulling the edge of the blanket up over his face to warm his nose, and chooses an episode of Charlie and Lola, making sure the volume isn’t too loud or Mummy will be annoyed.

			After a while, Mummy’s phone rings upstairs. It’s answered quickly, and Adam can hear the low murmur of her voice, then after a few minutes her footsteps running downstairs. She’s combed her hair and put on lipstick and she doesn’t look so pale, but she’s frowning as she bustles into the lounge and switches off the TV. Crouching, she puts a match to a firelighter in the wood-­burner and begins to drop sticks onto the orange flame. At first Adam is pleased because he really hates being cold, but then in her stern voice Mummy tells him to find his coat and wellies and go and play outside in the fresh air.

			
			

			But Adam doesn’t want to.

			‘It’s too cold outside,’ he complains. ‘Why can’t I go to my bedroom instead?’

			Mummy isn’t listening. Slamming the wood-­burner door shut, she runs around the lounge, picking up Adam’s lunch plate and all the rubbish that has accumulated over the past couple of days, used coffee mugs and Monster Munch packets and wine glasses with two empty bottles.

			‘I’m not going outside,’ Adam says, sulkily.

			‘For God’s sake! For once, just do as you’re told,’ snaps Mummy, in that way which means any argument will only bring trouble. ‘Why do I have to put up with your whining all the time?’

			Adam looks out of the window, where rain threatens. ‘Can’t I go to Grandma’s?’

			‘No, you can’t go to Grandma’s.’ Mummy’s teetering on the edge of shouting. ‘She doesn’t want you mithering round her any more than I do. Go and get your coat.’

			And knowing – even at only four years old – what’s good for him, Adam does.

			 

			Outside, in the shadow of the hedge, the grass is still silvered with last night’s frost. Shivering in his thin jacket, Adam isn’t tempted to splash in the yard’s dirty puddles or play boats in the waterbutt where a scattering of leaves is trapped in a veneer of clear ice. Instead, he wanders over to the run where his father – even though he doesn’t live here any more – still keeps his dogs, but they’re snug inside their kennel and no amount of him calling and cajoling will persuade them outside. As he stands holding the wire fence, his hands are becoming too cold to function. Reluctantly, he wanders over to the old forge and pulls open the door.

			
			

			The forge is long disused, last lit by his grandfather before his death some years ago. The low, stone building is dilapidated and neglected, its windows grimy with coal-­dust and smoke, and the unhealthy smell of the place – ashes and dry-­rot and rats’ piss – always makes Adam reluctant to go inside.

			But even if not warm, it is at least better than the caustic cold outside.

			Often when he’s made to ‘play outside’, Adam makes use of a Victorian sofa whose horsehair stuffing is all but gone. He settles down there now with his biscuit-­tin of Hot Wheels cars and scraps of Lego, and begins to lay the cars out nose-­to-­tail to see how long a line of them he can make.

			Before long, he hears a real car pull up in the yard. The engine is switched off.

			Mummy’s friend is here.

			Adam’s seen this friend several times before. Instinctively, he dislikes him.

			For a while, he goes back to arranging his cars, but soon grows bored and abandons them. He looks around for other ways to pass the time.

			In a corner, there’s a sack of cement, though he can’t read the blue writing on the sack’s paper exterior. Curious what’s in there, he tries to tear a hole in the brown paper, but it’s tougher than it looks, so instead – out of badness, or boredom – he jumps on it. And again. And again.

			
			

			On his third jump, the sack bursts. Grey dust billows out, making him cough and stinging his eyes, but the powdery cloud he’s created is spectacular, so he decides to jump some more.

			Much sooner than he expects, across the yard he hears the front door open. Mummy’s friend is leaving. With the sleeve of his jacket, Adam rubs a clear patch on the grimy window and watches the car depart.

			Maybe now he’ll be allowed back in the house.

			But he’s in a bit of a mess. Like some hungry ghost, he’s grey from head to foot. He’s going to need a change of clothes and a bath.

			And Mummy is going to be very cross indeed.

		

	
		
			
			

			Three

			Despatcher: Derbyshire Police, what’s your emergency?

			Caller: Hello? Well, it’s not actually my emergency. I don’t know if I should have called really – it’s probably not my business . . .

			Despatcher: Can I take your name please, madam?

			Caller: My name? Oh. It’s Derwent, Barbara Derwent.

			Despatcher: And is this your own number you’re calling from?

			Caller: Yes, it’s my home number, yes.

			Despatcher: And what’s the problem there, Barbara?

			Caller: It isn’t me, it’s my next-­door neighbour. She’s just been round and said her little boy is missing. Well, the child is only four. I said she should call you, but she seemed reluctant. But he’s been gone over an hour now, or so Gail says. She does sometimes have a glass of wine in the afternoons so she might have lost track of time.

			Despatcher: So the child might have been gone for longer?

			Caller: I think it’s possible, yes.

			Despatcher: What’s your neighbour’s name?

			Caller: Gail, Gail Henthorn. You won’t tell her it was me that called, will you? I don’t want to be a tattle-­tale. But Adam’s only little and it’ll be dark soon. You hear such terrible stories, don’t you? You of all people know what goes on.

			
			

			Despatcher: Has the child gone missing before?

			Caller: Not that I’m aware of. But he is left by himself quite a lot for one so young. He wanders round here sometimes and I give him a drink and a biscuit. I expect he’s off playing somewhere. He might be in one of those old sheds or some place, but as I say, it’s getting dark. And obviously Gail is a bit concerned herself or she wouldn’t have knocked on my door. I expect she’s worried what her husband might say. Ex-­husband, as he’s soon to be. Anyway, she didn’t see any need to bother you. She said he’s probably gone to his grandma’s down the village but I know he hasn’t because I rang his grandma and asked. I wish I hadn’t actually because now she’s worried sick, as you’d expect.

			Despatcher: What’s the address there, Barbara?

			Caller: My address?

			Despatcher: Where Adam lives, what’s the address there?

			Caller: Blacksmith’s Cottage, Risedale. It’s right at the top of the village, last house on the right-­hand side as you go up towards the moor.

			Despatcher: All right, I’m sending someone now.

			Caller: You won’t mention my name, though, will you? I probably shouldn’t have rung.

			Despatcher: You did the right thing calling us, Barbara. We’ll take it from here. If we need anything else from you, we’ll be in touch.

		

	
		
			
			

			Four

			Well after dark, Tommy drives into the yard of Blacksmith’s Cottage. A police car is parked next to Gail’s Renault.

			Tommy hammers on the cottage door, and is let in by his mother, Lizzie. She looks anxious, close to tears.

			‘Where on earth have you been? I’ve been trying to ring you.’

			His response is abrupt. ‘I’ve got no battery on my phone. I just bumped into Joan, she said you were up here. What’s going on? Where’s Adam?’

			Lizzie shakes her head, troubled but not yet despairing. ‘We don’t know. The police are here. I’ve come to be with Gail. What have you been doing, anyway? Look at the state of you – you’re filthy. Take your jacket off, at least.’

			Tommy doesn’t answer, but glances at the hooks on the wall. One of his outdoor coats still hangs there, Gail having so far refused him permission to collect what remain in the house of his personal belongings since she packed a suitcase for him and left it on the doorstep four months ago. Without removing his jacket, he pushes past his mother and goes into the lounge. Gail is sitting silently with two oversized uniformed policemen, one big-­bellied, the other tall. When Tommy and Lizzie both join them, the room feels comically cramped.

			
			

			Lizzie perches on the arm of the sofa. Skipping any preamble, Tommy fixes his eyes on Gail and demands, ‘Where is he?’

			Gail’s eyes are red from crying. ‘I don’t know, Tommy, honestly I don’t know.’

			‘Why don’t you bloody know? You’re his mother, aren’t you? It’s your job to bloody know. When did you last see him?’

			One of the policemen raises his hand. ‘Let’s all keep calm, Mr Henthorn. We’ve got no reason to suppose at the moment that this is any more than Adam wandering off and getting himself lost somewhere.’

			‘Why would he have got himself lost if his mother was taking proper care of him?’ Tommy glares at Gail. ‘You useless bloody mare. When did you last see him?’

			‘Gail isn’t sure,’ puts in Lizzie. ‘She thinks it was about half past three.’

			‘A call came into us around that time,’ confirms the policeman.

			‘So he’s been gone over three hours?’

			The policeman is placatory. ‘Believe me, it’s not that long for a child to be missing. They get into all sorts of scrapes and hiding places.’

			‘He’s four years old,’ counters Tommy. ‘It’s been dark for over two hours, and it’s freezing cold. Is that not ringing alarm bells with you?’

			‘Of course it’s ringing alarm bells, Tommy,’ puts in Lizzie. ‘That’s why they’re here.’

			
			

			‘But not loud enough for them to be out there looking for him?’

			‘We’ve always a team standing by,’ says the policeman, ‘in the event a search becomes necessary.’

			‘Are you serious?’ Tommy shakes his head in disbelief. ‘If it becomes necessary, you’ll get off your fat arses and go and have a look? Jesus. The state of you.’

			‘You’ve a lot of mud on you,’ says the second police officer, looking Tommy up and down.

			‘I’ve been working outside.’

			‘What kind of work?’

			‘Building site.’

			‘Heavy work after all this rain.’

			‘Too right. It nearly killed me.’ Tommy puts his hand on the doorhandle, plainly intending to leave.

			‘Where are you going?’ asks Lizzie.

			‘Where do you think I’m going? I’m going to look for my son.’

			‘You’d be far better letting us do an organised search,’ says the police officer. ‘No point in you going blundering around in the dark by yourself. We’ve got a few questions we’d like to ask you, then we can get in touch with the right people and take it from there.’

			‘What, sit here drinking tea while my son could be at the bottom of a quarry hole? You’re out of your mind.’

			Tommy goes out into the hall, and moments later Lizzie follows him. ‘Where will you look?’

			‘He can’t be far away. I’ll take the dogs, see if they can help.’

			Back in the lounge, Lizzie apologises for her son’s behaviour. ‘He’s upset, you know. He dotes on that boy, absolutely dotes on him.’

			
			

			‘I told you he’s got a temper, didn’t I?’ says Gail.

			 

			As Tommy steps into the yard, a security light comes on. Buster and Nell, the two black Labradors in the wire-­fenced run, emerge from their kennel, tails wagging in their delight at seeing him. Letting the dogs out, he crouches beside them and ruffles their heads.

			With the dogs in the Land Rover, he drives the short distance to his mother’s cottage. This is where he grew up, the place he lived right up to when he married Gail. On his wedding day, he expected to be leaving here for good. Sometimes life takes unexpected turns.

			He removes his mud-­caked shoes at the back door, and in the kitchen strips off his filthy trousers and jacket and shoves them in the washing machine, adding what he thinks is the right amount of the correct detergent before setting it going.

			He washes his hands, then runs up the narrow stairs to the bedroom that’s been his all his life to put on clean warm clothes and waterproof over-­trousers. Back downstairs, he takes a waterproof coat from the hall stand, pulls on a black beanie and wellingtons and slips gloves and a powerful torch into his pockets.

			As he leaves the house again, a frail figure appears on the pathway of the neighbouring house.

			‘Is that you, Tommy?’

			‘Yes, it’s me, Joan.’

			‘Is there any news?’

			‘Not yet. I’m going to look for him now.’

			
			

			‘Have the police come?’

			‘They’re up at Gail’s. Mum’s still there too.’

			‘Where do they think he might be?’

			‘They haven’t said.’

			‘I don’t think he’ll be far away. And he’ll be pleased to know his daddy’s coming to find him. You will find him, won’t you?’

			‘If it’s the last thing I ever do,’ says Tommy.

			 

			There’s rain in the air, but not enough to give him a soaking. In the glare of a street lamp, a black cat runs across the road.

			Tommy pulls up the hood of his coat and lets the dogs out of the Land Rover. With them at his heels, he walks back up the road to where a gap between two houses gives gated access to the field marking the village boundary.

			Adam knows this place. Tommy has brought him here many times, carrying a ball to kick about on the cricket pitch at the field’s far side.

			But Adam’s afraid of the dark.

			Where Tommy’s standing, weak light from the windows of the houses backing onto the field allows him a few metres of visibility. Beyond that, he sees nothing in the blackness but the glint of car headlights where the road runs through the valley and, in the far distance, the lamp-­lit windows of isolated hillside farms.

			Tommy shines his torch across the field, scanning with the beam to left and right, but sees nothing out of the ordinary. A clever boy like Adam, though, might have learned from observing local sheep, and taken shelter in the lee of a stone wall, or even be out of the weather in the lambing pen on the field’s far side.

			
			

			Tommy’s approach is methodical. Starting from where he now stands, he begins to walk the field from one side to the other and back as if he were guiding a plough, the torch all the while lighting his way and shining as a beacon. From time to time he stops and calls out into the night: ‘Adam! It’s me, Daddy! Adam, son, where are you?’

			One field, and a second. Then the cricket pitch and pavilion. But he finds nothing.

			One obvious place remains for him to look.

			 

			From a bedroom window, Peter Rains notices a light out on the field behind his cottage.

			At first he makes little of it, thinking it’s probably Simon playing one of his games.

			Until Tessa, coming upstairs, asks, ‘Who on earth’s doing all that shouting?’

			Peter opens the window a crack so they can hear, but the shouter is on the far side of the field and the words are unclear.

			Tessa goes for her bath. Peter, though, is intrigued, and continues to watch for the best part of an hour, until the torch beam draws close and he can see who’s behind it.

			That stocky build is unmistakable.

			 

			Tommy walks all the way back up the village, passing Blacksmith’s Cottage on his way to Raymond’s Wood. Whether or not the police are still there, he can’t see.

			The night-­black wood oozes the dank sweetness of fungal decay. The ground is waterlogged after so much rain, and if he wanders off the path Tommy’s boots squelch and slide in glutinous mud.

			
			

			No child alone could go far here.

			The dogs are away after rabbits and badgers, until in the torchlight Tommy sees Buster stop and his ears go up. Then Nell does the same. Buster gives a low growl, and both dogs bound away into the darkness of the footpath ahead.

			Tommy whistles them back to heel and, well-­trained as they are, the dogs return to his side.

			But something – someone – has been disturbed. Some distance ahead a shadow moves, an outline darker than the dark.

			He and the dogs are not alone.

		

	
		
			
			

			Five

			In Raymond’s Wood, first light reveals the outlines of trees behind mist.

			The fog which settled overnight is lingering, its murkiness laying traps for careless feet in whips of spreading brambles and roots of ancient oak. Somewhere to the search ­team’s left, the hollow of a medieval drovers’ track is camouflaged by fallen leaves; on their right – though they can’t see it – lies the treacherous edge of an abandoned quarry. In the grass here and there, rings of buff toadstool umbrellas have sprung up where a child might say the fairies liked to dance.

			A child like Adam Henthorn.

			The searchers assembled over an hour ago, and spent the time waiting for dawn huddled in vehicles with engines and heaters running, drinking coffee already cold and regretting the leaving of warm beds.

			Now they’re standing in the lane listening to their instructions, stamping their booted feet to keep the blood flowing. They’re keen to start, but are a few bodies short; the manpower they’ve got is covering three sites. Each of them will have to cover more ground than would be ideal.

			
			

			The morning’s tasks are clearly planned out. A thorough ground search of Raymond’s Wood, then on to the next location on the list. If he’s honest, DI Ryan Canfield’s not expecting to find anything so close to Adam’s home. More than anything, this is an exercise in box-ticking.

			The team leader takes questions, then supervises an even spread of resources along the western boundary of the wood where it meets the lane. He blows his whistle and the search for Adam begins, slow and methodical. Where the woodland widens, they spread further out, losing sight of one another in the fog.

			When a young PC spots an anomaly, it’s only a few metres in front of her, but still hard to make out in the gloom.

			Is it something, or nothing?

			From where she’s standing – near the middle of the wood, some way off the public footpath – she can make out . . . what? Is that a ruined building? More likely it’s mossed-­over spoil and waste from one of the old quarries. Plenty of abandoned workings around here.

			But at its base is a mound that doesn’t appear natural.

			She makes her way forward, and within a few paces she can see clearly what she’s found.

			Some kind of spring: a stone trough, with water trickling in through a pipe hidden in the rocks behind. The surrounding area is flattened and indented with boot-­prints, showing the place is well-­visited, and a bench made from rough-­sawn timber has been provided for visitors to sit.

			A man is sitting there now. Next to him lies a young boy who appears to be sleeping, while the man’s hand rests on the child’s cheek. At the man’s feet are two black dogs, and he seems fixated on the ground, head bent so low that the PC thinks he might be dead.

			
			

			The tableau is unnerving, unearthly.

			‘Is everything all right here?’

			Slowly, the man lifts his head. His expression is of a soul lost, his eyes swollen with crying.

			The PC hurries closer, and gets her first proper view of the boy, his pallid skin, the blueness of his lips.

			Life is clearly extinct.

			She takes out her whistle to summon help, and blows it hard.

			While she waits for a response, she asks, ‘What’s your name, mate? Do you want to tell me what’s happened?’

			The man looks at her stupidly, witless from cold and shock.

			‘What’s the boy’s name?’ she asks.

			‘He’s my Adam,’ sobs the man, stroking the boy’s hair. ‘He was so beautiful. He was my son.’

		

	
		
			
			

			Six

			Tessa Rains can remember the days when she’d be up and out at 6.30am and run eight miles before breakfast, but that was before Simon was born. Today, it’s almost 8am and she’s only just downstairs making tea for herself and Peter. The day will no doubt be exhausting enough, bring a raft of challenges that cost way more energy – especially mentally – than any eight-­mile run.

			A song she used to love comes on the radio. More years ago than she dares count, before she and Peter even met, she used to dance to this track in dark and smoky city-­centre clubs now swept away in urban redevelopments. She was a different person then; her dancing days are long gone.

			The cat, Marmalade, is yowling as he rubs around her ankles, and she shakes a little dry food into his bowl. Outside, fog is pressing at the kitchen window. She and Peter bought this house for its far-­reaching views, but with the village being up in the hills, the views are often obscured by mist or driving rain. And how could they have known there’d be so much snow? Choosing this area because they didn’t know anyone – this move north was a fresh start, far away from difficulties of notoriety and embarrassment – meant they had no one to ask about downsides, and the weather’s been one of those. Happily, though, as an escape the move’s been a success, with none of the old problems resurfacing.

			
			

			At least, not so far.

			The heating hasn’t been on long, and the kitchen’s still chilly. Tessa pulls her dressing gown tighter round her body, dismayed as she does so at the plump old woman she sees reflected in the kettle. She isn’t that fat – is she? – and she really isn’t that old. But the levels of stress they’ve been through would steal the bloom from anyone’s cheeks and send you running for the solace only sweet foods can bring. When things go bad, Peter goes the other way and stops eating, but that’s not Tessa’s metabolism. Carbs equal comfort, all day long. Sometimes she thinks she’d like to take up running again, train for a 10k to begin with, maybe aim for a half-­marathon. Sadly, that will never happen in Risedale. To begin with, she’d never let anyone in the village see her puffing and panting along the lanes. And secondly, if she became again the kind of athlete she used to be – if she could get through the pain and find her stride – the temptation to keep on running would be too great. She might not stop until she was a hundred miles from here.

			Upstairs, she hears Peter clearing his throat as he climbs heavily from the bed and heads for the bathroom. She makes the tea, adds milk, one sugar for him, a Splenda sweetener for her.

			She’s wondering about a couple of digestives when she has the sense of being watched.

			Thinking it’s way too early for the postman, she turns to see who’s there.

			
			

			Standing in front of the half-­glazed back door is a man, a tall man all in black. He’s big and powerful and, like a creature from every woman’s worst nightmare, his head is covered with a full-­face balaclava with cut-­out holes for eyes and mouth.

			Tessa screams.

			The man’s opening the door. Tessa is turning to run upstairs to Peter, but a voice she knows very well says, ‘Mum, relax. It’s me.’

			Her son, Simon.

			She turns back to see him peeling off the balaclava, grinning in delight at her reaction: a gangling sixteen-­year-­old, his long hair greasy, his skin inflamed with acne, at that unfortunate point of male adolescent development where his overgrown feet and hands make him clumsy. But something about Simon unsettles people – something beyond normal teenage awkwardness and reserve – making it difficult for him to form friendships. Tessa and Peter insist to anyone who’ll listen – neighbours, teachers, child psychiatrists – that his problems lie in his being on the spectrum. They explain that mild autism means he struggles with social norms like making eye contact, with empathy and getting along with others. But even his parents know autism doesn’t excuse unkindness, even cruelty. He’s laughing now at his mother’s fear, and Tessa sees no contrition in his eyes, only amusement at her discomfort.

			‘You stupid bastard,’ she says, the expletive coming from anger as much as shock. ‘What the blazes are you doing, dressed like that? You near enough gave me a heart attack. And what are you doing out at this time? I thought you were fast asleep upstairs. Where in God’s name have you been?’

			Peter appears in the kitchen doorway, still in the pyjama trousers and T-­shirt he likes to sleep in. ‘What’s going on? Tess, what on earth’s the matter? Simon, why are you dressed in that ridiculous outfit?’ He points at the balaclava. ‘What is that . . . face-­covering?’

			
			

			‘I got it off eBay.’ Simon’s still smiling. ‘It’s for covert ops.’

			‘Covert ops?’ Tessa can feel Peter’s anger building, his frustration bubbling up. No one needs this level of drama before they’ve even had a cup of tea. ‘What are you talking about?’

			Babbling in the background, the radio DJ introduces the eight o’clock news.

			‘The police are up in the woods,’ says Simon, clearly excited. ‘I’ve been watching them.’

			‘Police?’ asks Tessa. ‘What on earth are they doing in our woods?’

			‘Be quiet a minute.’ Peter turns up the volume on the radio. ‘Risedale. He just said Risedale.’

			‘. . . Four-­year-­old Adam Henthorn has been missing from his home in the Peak District village since yesterday afternoon and with the weather set to turn wintry, detectives are anxious for his safety. Anyone with information is asked to call Derbyshire Police on . . .’

			‘Tommy,’ says Peter. ‘That’s what Tommy was doing in the fields last night. He was looking for Adam.’

			Tessa is bewildered. ‘All by himself? Why didn’t he come and ask for help? That poor boy, lost in the dark . . . We’d have helped if he’d asked, wouldn’t we? If only we’d known. Should we go now, see if they need people?’

			‘You don’t need to.’ Simon’s proud of his inside information. ‘They found him.’

			‘What?’ Tessa glances at Peter. ‘Where?’

			
			

			‘A policewoman found him, near Druid’s Well.’

			‘What the hell are you talking about?’ Peter switches off the radio’s prattle. ‘Do you mean you’ve been in the woods while this search was going on? What possible reason could you have for being there?’

			‘I told you. I was practising covert ops.’

			‘In the midst of a police operation? Are you completely insane? For God’s sake, boy, they’ll be thinking you had something to do with him going missing.’

			At the word boy, Simon bristles. ‘It was nothing to do with me. Anyway, nobody saw me.’

			‘Nobody saw you?’ Peter’s voice is raised, not far from shouting. ‘How do you know nobody saw you? They’re trained professionals, so I should think it’s far more likely somebody did see you. And you dressed like that.’

			‘I went behind the field and along the path behind the cricket pitch. They were all lined up along the road. I’m not stupid.’

			‘Stupid is exactly what you are,’ says Peter. ‘Stupid beyond all belief.’ Picking up his mug, he carries his tea upstairs.

			‘What about Adam?’ asks Tessa. She has scant hope of a happy ending, of the child being safe and well. Life so rarely seems to turn out that way, these days. ‘Is he all right?’

			‘Not really,’ says Simon. ‘Some policemen took Tommy away with them and they were putting some kind of tent round Adam so I’m pretty sure he’s dead. I’m really hungry, actually. Can I make myself some toast?’

		

	
		
			
			

			Seven

			The early summons to Risedale has come as a surprise. In his heart, DI Ryan Canfield didn’t expect the search team to find anything. If he’s honest – as he never would be with the parents – in too many of these cases, missing children are never found at all. They just vanish without trace.

			Some might call the Henthorns lucky, though they’ll never see it that way, not in a million years.

			To many of his colleagues, this task is drawing the short straw, but Canfield accepts visiting bereaved families as one of the most important parts of the job. The way it’s handled can make a difference to the investigation’s whole path. Do it right, and the family’s with you all the way, co-­operative and open, realising you’re on their side. You become a team.

			Get it wrong, and you’re plagued with anger and complaints, reprimands and obstruction. Makes it so much harder to get the information everyone needs.

			Information isn’t the main reason to get it right, obviously. There’s only one reason that matters: because if you were in their place, you’d want things handled sensitively, with respect. You have to let them know you really care.

			
			

			Having daughters of his own, Canfield knows the strength of the parental bond. While he can never fully comprehend the depths of loss Adam’s parents will go through, he’s witnessed grief often enough to give him a heightened level of empathy.

			He’d be the first to say that being present in the early stages never gets any easier. Especially when young children are involved.

			They take Canfield’s car. In the passenger seat, DS Eamon Pearson – Manny to most that know him – is quiet. Normally he’s a talker, especially when there’s been a match the previous evening.

			‘You OK?’ asks Canfield, eventually.

			Pearson turns his face from the window where he’s been watching the passing scenery. Not that there’s much worth seeing. They’re driving the final mile or two of the city’s outskirts before they reach open country, past post-­war houses similar to the one in which Canfield grew up, though even those now have price tags that may put them forever out of his own children’s reach. The whole world is changing, including these unremarkable suburbs. The pubs – one or two of which he used to drink in – seem all to have become supermarkets, and the once-­useful shops – the bakers and hardware stores and newsagents – are barbers and nail-­bars, or wear the primary-­coloured signage of fast-­food chains.

			Pearson gives an unconvincing smile. ‘Didn’t sleep too well, to be honest. Missing kids, they get to you, don’t they?’

			‘Too right,’ says Canfield. ‘The more of these cases I handle, the more I never want my own kids to set foot outside the house.’

			Pearson doesn’t reply, but Canfield imagines he’s thinking the obvious, that being close to home didn’t help Adam Henthorn.

			
			

			As they pass the last of the houses and the road begins to run between sheep-­grazed fields, Canfield says, ‘Thinking ahead, now that we know it’s murder, do we have anything on the family?’

			‘The father’s got a nasty temper,’ says Pearson. ‘Tommy, they call him. We’ve had a couple of call-­outs in the past – domestics, looks like from the file – but the wife, Gail, has never pressed charges.’

			‘Nothing else?’

			‘Not until this.’

			‘Let’s see what we shall see, then,’ says Canfield, taking the winding B-­road in the direction of Risedale.

			 

			Buffeted by a chill easterly, from the lane at the top of the village Canfield takes in the lie of the land. A fortuitous break in the usual persistent cloud of the Dales in winter shows a view of rural English splendour in bright sunshine, all the way to the far side of this broad valley where Risedale clings, nothing more than grey stone cottages and narrow back lanes, a post office and a pub. Not an easy place to keep secrets, with the houses so crammed together. The people living here must be in each other’s pockets more than they would like.

			Behind him, Raymond’s Wood looms. Studying the area maps back at the office, Canfield had thought the woodland too close to home to leave such a small body, which could so easily have been taken much further away. That would have made him next to impossible to find.

			But somebody had left Adam here.

			
			

			They must have had their reasons.

			The Henthorn house – Blacksmith’s Cottage – is the topmost in the village, hidden away behind a high and neglected hedge, which makes Canfield wonder whether it might have deliberately been allowed to grow tall as a barrier to prying eyes.

			Does someone have something to hide?

			He parks on the road and follows Pearson up a long, narrow driveway. Pearson – sharply dressed as always – is straightening his tie, preoccupied with his appearance as he too often seems to be. Canfield dresses the part, of course, but he’s not one to worry about a splash of mud on his shoes. Out of habit, he looks at the ground as he walks, conscious there could be recoverable tyre tracks and, if there are, they’d be better not obliterated by his size elevens.

			The driveway opens out into what must once have been a tradesman’s yard, paved in stone and generous enough to park several vehicles, likely originating from a time when the only mode of transport was a horse and cart.

			The cottage ahead of them is a reasonable size, a two-­bedroom probably, of the usual weather-­beaten local stone with a slate roof. A blue Renault Clio is parked close by the front door. To one side there’s a small garden – no more than a scrap of lawn, a bird bath and a lop-­sided swing – and a washing line hung with clothes so sodden they might have been hanging there for days. Canfield’s first impression is of lack of care: the house’s paintwork is in need of attention; the overgrown hedge is in dire need of a cut. A water butt, full almost to overflowing, catches drips from an unrepaired break in the roofline guttering.

			
			

			On one side of the yard is a run of low outbuildings whose roofs are beginning to sag in the preliminary stages of collapse. In a wire mesh run, two fit and glossy black Labradors stand watching them, tails wagging uncertainly.

			Canfield knows nothing about dogs, but even he can see they’re well cared for, anomalies among the property’s disrepair, and he wonders on which side of that fence Adam lived, the cared-­for or the neglected?

			‘Those two are well trained,’ he says to Pearson. ‘I wish our neighbours would train their terrier not to yap every time anyone goes near.’

			Pearson appears disinterested. ‘That’s gun dogs for you – you can train them to do anything. You could probably teach them to eat with a knife and fork if you’d a mind to.’

			Outside the front door – carelessly painted blue, so brush-­marks had been left on the brass letterbox and doorknob – Canfield pauses, preparing himself. 

			‘You want to go first?’ he asks Pearson.

			But Pearson pulls a doubtful expression, creasing his good looks. He’s never keen on this kind of meeting. ‘Prefer not, if it’s all the same to you.’

			Canfield nods, and raps at the door.

			He’s relieved when Bethan, the family liaison officer, answers it. Hopefully she’ll have been managing emotions as best she can, but when she sees Canfield and Pearson, her face shows the strain of the situation.

			They step into a cold hallway gloomy enough to need a light on even at midday. A steep staircase with worn carpet leads up into shadows. On one wall hangs a jumble of coats – a woman’s anorak and smart camel-­coloured raincoat, a man’s knee-­length waxed coat, and poignantly a boy’s anorak in a Spider-Man pattern which will never be worn again. Scattered on the floor below is a mess of mis-­paired shoes and boots. Canfield smells woodsmoke, or maybe it’s burnt toast.

			
			

			Bethan’s young, but her outstanding ability to empathise makes Canfield wonder what’s happened in her short life that allows her to shine in this most sensitive of roles. He’d never ask so personal a question, but something in the way she holds herself speaks of strength in the face of disaster.

			As she closes the front door behind them, in a low voice she says, ‘Be ready. She’s very emotional, he seems a bit unstable. And they definitely have issues between them. They’re in there. I’ll go and make some tea.’

			Canfield taps gently on the door to his right, and pushes it open. The lounge isn’t by any means warm, though its temperature is lifted above the frigidity of the hallway by an ash-­choked wood burner smoking sulkily behind sooted-­up glass. On a two-­seater sofa, Canfield sees a woman who takes care of herself – nails professionally done, her clothes inexpensive but well put together – who’d normally be attractive but who’s cried her face to a ruin. This, then, is Adam’s mother, Gail. With a balled-­up handkerchief in one hand, she looks up at Canfield with empty eyes, glances at Pearson behind him and drops her head.

			Tommy Henthorn is sitting on the armchair closest to the fireplace with a blanket round his shoulders, staring at the smoking fire. Broad in the chest and muscled, he’s what Canfield would describe as solid, with an untrimmed beard, thick curls of dark hair and a nose whose kink declares it has at some time been broken and left to heal without the benefit of a doctor’s attention. Tommy looks the kind who might normally despise tears in anyone, man or woman, but today he’s plainly felled by grief, and his eyes are reddened and swollen.

			
			

			‘Mrs Henthorn,’ says Canfield. ‘Mr Henthorn. I’m DI Ryan Canfield. This is my colleague DS Eamon Pearson. On behalf of the constabulary, please accept our deepest condolences for your loss.’

			‘Aye, well,’ says Tommy. ‘You’re here now, aren’t you, all concerned? Where were you last night, when he was out there by himself? You could have been with me searching for him, and we might have found him sooner. We might have been in time. He might have been saved.’

			Canfield has had the pathologist’s preliminary report and knows Tommy’s accusations are unfounded. Adam had already been dead for fifteen or sixteen hours by the time police arrived on the scene.

			But he knows better than to talk logic to a grieving parent.

			‘And I’ll tell you what,’ Tommy goes on, ‘when I find out who did it, I’ll kill him with my own bare hands. I swear on my own life.’

			On the sofa, Gail emits an unearthly wail, and eyes closed begins to rock backwards and forwards. Bethan comes hurrying from the kitchen, sits down beside her and puts an arm around her shoulders.

			‘Where is he?’ Gail moans. ‘Where’s my baby? Where’s my boy? I need to see him.’

			‘All in good time,’ says Canfield. ‘For now, with circumstances being what they are, we’re going to arrange a place for you both to stay for a while. If you prefer, of course you’re free to stay with friends or relatives. The choice is yours.’

			
			

			‘I don’t want to leave here,’ sobs Gail. ‘This is his home. I want to stay here.’

			‘I’m afraid you can’t,’ says Canfield, gently. ‘There are things we need to do.’

			‘Let’s have some tea,’ says Bethan. ‘We can talk about it after that.’

			‘I think we’d appreciate it if you could find us somewhere quiet for a day or two,’ says Tommy, accepting a mug of tea Bethan has generously sugared. ‘Wouldn’t we, Gail? Help us start to come to terms with it.’

			But Gail looks at him with loathing. ‘I’m not going anywhere with you,’ she snaps, and turns to Pearson. ‘He and I are separated. He doesn’t live here any more.’

			‘Come on, Gail,’ pleads Tommy. ‘Don’t be like that. A time like this, we need each other. He’s our son, we’re his mum and dad. He’d want us to be together – you know he would – and I don’t know how I’ll bear it by myself. You could come to stay at Mum’s, she’d welcome you. We’d all be together then.’

			‘I’m not going to your mother’s.’ Gail looks at Canfield. ‘There’s my sister. I could go there.’

			‘I’ll ring her for you if you like,’ says Bethan, and Gail nods.

			‘What about me, though?’ asks Tommy, tearfully. ‘I want to be with you – it’s only right. You’re still my wife, and we’re a family, the three of us. Don’t be hard on me, Gail. Not now.’

			‘You go to your mother’s,’ says Gail. ‘If it’s company you’re after, she’ll have plenty to say.’

			‘But how can I stay here in the village? They’ll all be yapping away, making stuff up and badmouthing.’

			‘We’ll be glad to find somewhere for you,’ says Canfield.

			Tommy looks pleadingly at Gail. ‘I want to be with my wife. Come on, Gail. Don’t do this. If Adam’s gone, I only have you.’ His tears begin again, and he seems bewildered. ‘How can this be happening? What the fuck is going on?’

			
			

			‘We’re doing everything we can to move the investigation on quickly,’ says Canfield. ‘You’re our number-­one priority. Meanwhile, Bethan is your carer and your conduit. Anything you need, anything you want to know, she’ll get straight through to the team.’

			‘I want to know when I can see my son,’ says Tommy. ‘I want to know who’s taking care of him, because that’s my job. Our job.’

			Canfield feels a rush of sympathy for Tommy. His child is dead, and the boy’s precious remains have been taken away by strangers. ‘He’s with good, kind, respectful people, Tommy. Bethan will explain to you the arrangements we’ll put in place so you can see him.’

			‘Will it be today?’

			‘More likely tomorrow. If you don’t want to be in Risedale, we’ll get you somewhere to stay tonight.’

			But Tommy shakes his head. ‘I’ll stay with Mum. She’s as devastated as we are. I can’t leave her by herself.’

			‘All right, then. And you have my word we’ll get you to see Adam as soon as humanly possible.’

			Canfield and Pearson are on their way out the door when Tommy stops them.

			‘There’s something I want to ask. I want to know if he . . .’ He rubs at his eyes with his sleeve. ‘Was he assaulted in that way? Interfered with?’

			Canfield hesitates, reluctant even himself to contemplate such a dreadful question. ‘I can’t answer that at the moment, I’m afraid, Tommy. As soon as we have more information, trust me, you’ll be the first to know. We’ll know for absolute certain after the post-­mortem.’
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