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      ‘You have to be quiet. Please. Don’t cry again.’

      ‘But… but she hurt me. I want to go back to our other mummy.’

      ‘Shh. Shh. I do too. But if we’re good, this mummy won’t hurt us. You have to be really, really good.’

      More crying. ‘Too hard to be good. I’m so hungry. Hic… hic.’

      ‘Don’t get hiccups. Don’t. You make her so mad.’

      I wrap my arms around my twin’s small, thin body and stare into the blackness. It is too dark in here. When the mummy woman turned off the hall light, even the little crack at the lock was filled with blackness. I lean into the folds of the vacuum cleaner bag, try to make a pillow for my head, but it is too lumpy, my body too bony. Pins and needles prickle my arm where my twin’s head rests.

      I am too cramped to move. The weight of my twin lying on me would be very light for the big people, I think, but it feels like a monster to me.

      A spider lowers itself from a web, down on to my nose, and I scream. My twin slips from my grasp. A head cracks loudly against the wall. We are both screaming now.

      In the confined space of the hall cupboard, our screams are loud and shrill. Neither of us knows why the other is howling. Neither of us can stop the other crying. Neither of us knows when the horror will end.

      And then… the sound of the lock opening.
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      Carrie King puts her hands over her ears. Will they ever shut up? Sobbing, crying, screaming. Little brats. After all she has done for them. Given up her drugs. Stopped drinking. Become someone she isn’t. For them. To get them back. She had to do it, especially after the others were taken from her. Fought so hard for them.

      ‘Shut up!’

      She uncorks the whiskey bottle and fills a glass. Two gulps later, she feels the warmth seep into her veins. That’s better. But she still hears them. Another gulp.

      ‘Enough!’ She runs from the kitchen. Bangs on the door of the cupboard in the hallway.

      ‘I said, shut up! If I hear one more word, I’ll kill the two of you,’ she screams.

      Leaning against the white chipboard, her chest rising and heaving from the effort, she listens above the thumping of her heart. Still crying, but softer now. Whimpers.

      ‘Thank God,’ she sighs. ‘Peace at last.’

      She drags herself back to the kitchen, dirt and crumbs sticking to her bare feet. Standing at the clogged sink, peering out through the smeared window, she pops an acid pill, but she really needs a smoke. Pulling the small bag of weed from her skirt pocket, she rolls a joint and takes two hits from the spliff in quick succession.

      Her legs weaken at her knees. She can see two windows, or is that three? The bread bin hops along the bench and the sweeping brush is begging for a dance partner.

      She laughs, and lights a candle. This is seriously good shit, or is it the acid? Turning, she grabs the whiskey bottle and drinks from its neck. It doesn’t taste so sharp now. She opens the book lying by her hand, before closing it again. She can’t remember when she last read, but this looked good. She liked the little pictures. Now, though, it is mocking her.

      The racket from the hallway has ceased and she hears the angels singing. Up there, lying in white fluffy clouds on her ceiling. They look kind of cute. Not like the twin bastards that have cost her so much of her life. At least she got them back. Away from their foster mother. That was a laugh. That woman had no idea how to raise children.

      ‘Hello, little angel friends,’ she chirps at the ceiling, her voice an octave higher than normal. ‘Have you come to shut the brats up?’

      That’s when she hears screams. Scrunching her face in confusion, she stares blindly around the kitchen. The angels have fled.

      Carrie King takes another slug of whiskey, following it with a drag on her joint, and grabs hold of the wooden spoon. As she flees the kitchen, she doesn’t notice she has knocked over the candle and the bottle.

      ‘I’ll give you two something to cry about. So help me God, I will.’
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      The evening was the best time to study. A glass of wine by her hand, phone in the dock spewing soft music, blinds pulled down halfway, the fields beyond the house in darkness. Light reflected off the glass and she could see all around her. Alone with her books. In her own home. Safe.

      Marian Russell had to admit that social studies wasn’t her course of choice, but she loved the genealogy module. Everything else was too highbrow for her stupid brain. She was stupid. Arthur had kept telling her that, so now she almost believed it. But she knew it wasn’t really true.

      Smiling to herself, she popped two pills into her mouth, swallowed them with her wine and lit a cigarette. Since she’d secured the barring order against her husband, she was beginning to take hold of her life again. A twenty-five-hour-a-week contract in the supermarket helped, and she had the family car. The bastard had lost his licence, so he hadn’t put up much of a fight over it. She’d succeeded in getting her mother to sign the house over to her before ensconcing her in a flat. Out from under her feet. And she had her studies. And her wine. And her pills.

      The front door opened and slammed shut.

      ‘Emma, is that you?’ Marian shouted over her shoulder. She needed to have a sit-down with her daughter. At seventeen, Emma was beginning to take liberties with her curfew. She checked the time. Not yet nine o’clock.

      Marian sipped her wine. ‘Where did you go?’

      Silence. No matter how much trouble she got into, Emma always stood her ground. A trait inherited from her father? No, Marian knew where she got it from.

      Standing up, she turned to the door. The glass fell from her hand.

      ‘You!’
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      Carnmore was a quiet area, situated on the outskirts of Ragmullin. The main road had once run through it, but after the ring road had been constructed, it was cut off and mainly accessed by residents, or used as a rat run by those aware of its existence. Almost five hundred metres separated the two houses built there and only every third street lamp remained lit. On a night like this, with rain thundering down to earth, it was a bleak and desolate place. Trees shook their wet branches free of their remaining leaves and the ground was sludgy and black.

      The crime-scene tape was already in place when Detective Inspector Lottie Parker and Detective Sergeant Mark Boyd arrived. Two squad cars blocked the house from the view of any curious onlookers. But the area was quiet, except for garda activity.

      Lottie looked over at Boyd. He shook his head. At over six feet tall, he was lean and well toned. His hair, once black, now shaded with grey, was cut close around his ears, which stuck out slightly.

      ‘Come on,’ she said, ‘let’s get out of this rain. I hate calls late at night.’

      ‘And I hate domestics,’ Boyd said, turning up the collar of his coat.

      ‘Could be a home invasion. A burglary gone wrong.’

      ‘Could be anything at this stage, but Marian Russell’s had a barring order against her husband, Arthur, for the last twelve months,’ Boyd said, reading from a page dripping with rainwater. ‘An order he has flouted on two occasions.’

      ‘Still doesn’t mean it was him. We have to assess the scene first.’

      She pulled her black puffa jacket tight to her throat. She hoped this winter wasn’t going to be as bad as the last one. October could be a lovely time, but currently there was a storm warning, status orange, and forecasters intimated it could change to red at a moment’s notice. Being surrounded by lakes, Ragmullin was susceptible to flooding, and Lottie had had enough of the rain over the last two weeks.

      After a cursory look at a car in the drive, she approached the house. The door was open. A uniformed garda barred the entrance. When he recognised her, he nodded.

      ‘Good evening, Inspector. It’s not a pretty sight.’

      ‘I’ve seen so much carnage in the last year, I doubt anything will shock me.’ Lottie pulled a pair of protective gloves from her pocket, blew into them and tried to ease them over her damp hands. From her bag she removed disposable overshoes.

      ‘How did he get in?’ Boyd said.

      ‘Door isn’t forced, so he might have had a key,’ Lottie said. ‘And we don’t know it’s a “he” yet.’

      ‘Arthur Russell was on a barring order; he shouldn’t have had a key.’

      ‘Boyd… will you give me a chance?’

      Bending down, Lottie inspected a trail of bloody footprints leading along the hallway to where she was standing. ‘Blood tramped the whole way out.’

      ‘Both ways.’ Boyd pointed to the imprints.

      ‘Did the assailant come back to the door to check something, or to let someone else in?’

      ‘SOCOs can take impressions. Mind where you walk.’

      Lottie glared at Boyd as she stepped carefully along the narrow hall. It led to a compact old-style kitchen, though it appeared to be a relatively new extension. Without entering further, she shivered at the sight in front of her. She welcomed the sense of Boyd standing close behind her. It made her feel human in the face of such inhumanity.

      ‘It was some fight,’ he said.

      A wooden table was turned upside down. Two chairs had been flung against it, and one had three legs broken off. Books and papers were scattered across the floor, along with a phone and a laptop, screens broken, smashed as if someone had stomped on them. Every movable object appeared to have been swept from the counter tops. A combination of sauces and soups dripped down the cupboard doors, and a tap was running water freely into the sink.

      Drawing her eyes from the chaos, which evidenced a violent struggle, Lottie studied the corpse. The body lay face down in a small pool of blood. Short brown hair was matted to the head where a gaping wound of blood, bone and brain was clearly visible. The right leg stuck out to one side at an impossible angle, as did the left arm. The skirt was torn and a red blouse was ripped up the back.

      ‘Bruises visible on her spine,’ Boyd said.

      ‘Badly beaten,’ Lottie whispered. ‘Is that vomit?’ She looked down at a splurge of liquid two inches from her feet.

      ‘Marian Russell’s daughter was—’ Boyd began.

      ‘No. She couldn’t get in. She’d forgotten her front door key and didn’t have the one to the back door. She yelled for her mother through the letter box. Ran round the back. After heading back up the road to her friend’s house, she called the emergency services. So the report says.’

      ‘If she didn’t go inside, then one of ours spilled his guts,’ Boyd said.

      ‘No need to be so explicit. I can see it.’ Lottie went to run her fingers through her hair but the gloves snagged. ‘Where’s the daughter now?’

      ‘Emma? With a neighbour.’

      ‘Poor girl. Having to see this.’

      ‘But she didn’t see—’

      ‘The report says she looked through the back door window, Boyd. Saw enough to never have a decent night’s sleep for the rest of her life.’

      ‘How do you sleep? I mean, with all you witness in the job. I know I pound it out on my bike, but how do you cope?’

      ‘Now’s not the time for this conversation.’ Lottie didn’t like Boyd’s probing questions. He knew enough about her already.

      Stepping into the kitchen, she realised they were compromising a scene already contaminated by the first responders. ‘Are the scene-of-crime officers on the way?’

      ‘Five minutes or so,’ Boyd said.

      ‘While we’re waiting, let’s try and figure out what happened here.’

      ‘The husband broke in—’

      ‘Jesus, Boyd! Will you stop? We don’t know it was the husband.’

      ‘Of course it’s him.’

      ‘Okay, for a second, say I agree. The big question is why. What drove him to it? He’s been barred from the family home for twelve months and now he goes mad. Why tonight?’ Lottie sucked on her lip, thinking. Something wasn’t right with the scene before her. But she couldn’t put her finger on it. Not yet, anyway. ‘Has Arthur Russell been located?’

      ‘No sign of him. Checkpoints are in place. Traffic units have the car registration. Our records show he’s banned from driving, but the car isn’t here so we can assume he took it. We’ll find him,’ Boyd said.

      ‘If your hypothesis is correct, then who owns the car in the drive?’

      ‘Registration is being checked as we speak.’

      Hearing a commotion behind her, Lottie turned. Jim McGlynn, SOCO team leader, was beside her in two strides, his large forensic case weighing him down on one side.

      ‘Are you two retiring any time soon?’ he asked.

      Lottie squeezed against the wall, allowing him to pass. ‘No, why?’

      ‘Death seems to follow you around. Stay outside until I say you can come in.’

      Gritting her teeth, Lottie forced the words she wanted to say to stay in her mouth, and waited as McGlynn’s team laid down foot-sized steel pallets so they wouldn’t add anything else to the crime scene. She eyed Boyd rubbing his hand down his mouth and along his jaw. Burning to say something. Putting her finger to her lips, she shushed him.

      ‘Who does he think he is?’ Boyd whispered in her ear.

      ‘Our best friend at the moment,’ Lottie said.

      They stood in silence and watched the forensic team work the scene for evidence. After twenty-five minutes, Jane Dore, the state pathologist, arrived, and McGlynn eventually turned the body over.

      It was then that Lottie realised what was wrong. The body could not be that of Marian Russell. It was a much older woman.

      ‘Who the hell is that?’ Boyd asked.
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      ‘Blunt-force trauma to the back of the skull.’ Jane Dore tore off her forensic suit and stuffed it into the paper bag held out for her by her assistant. At five foot nothing, the state pathologist made up in expertise what she lacked in height. ‘Find the weapon and I can match it to the wound.’

      ‘Any idea what the weapon might be?’ Lottie asked.

      ‘Something hard and rounded.’

      ‘Anything else you can tell us?’ Lottie tried not to plead. ‘We still have to identify her.’

      ‘Well, I’ve no idea who the victim is. I’ll schedule the post-mortem for eight in the morning. Maybe the body can tell us something. Come along and see for yourself.’

      ‘I will. Thanks.’ Lottie watched the pathologist walk out into the rain, her driver holding a wide umbrella over her head.

      ‘There’s a ladies’ raincoat hanging on the stair post. It’s damp,’ she said to Boyd as he stood outside the front door. He lit two cigarettes and handed her one.

      ‘So?’ he said.

      She took a drag. She didn’t smoke. Not really. Only when Boyd gave her one. A double vodka would go down nicely, she thought. She had tried to give up alcohol, numerous times, but in the last few months she’d found herself slipping back into old habits. She took a double pull on the cigarette and coughed out the smoke.

      ‘Whoever she is, she called to visit and maybe disturbed a burglar. That must be her coat in there,’ Lottie said.

      ‘Brute of a night for social calls,’ Boyd said.

      ‘There’s no handbag. Nothing to tell us who she is.’

      ‘Someone will know her.’

      ‘Where’s Marian Russell? According to her daughter’s report, she was here when Emma left to go to her friend’s house.’

      ‘Where does the friend live?’

      ‘Next house down.’

      ‘That’s about a mile away,’ Boyd said.

      ‘More like five hundred metres,’ Lottie corrected him.

      ‘It’s dark and wet. Why would she let her child walk home?’

      ‘Emma Russell is seventeen years old.’ Lottie quenched the butt between her fingertips and handed it to Boyd. He placed both butts into the cigarette packet. She added, ‘We need to find Marian Russell.’

      ‘Kirby’s working on it.’

      ‘Let’s have a look around the back yard.’

      ‘I’ll get McGlynn to switch on the outside light.’ He headed inside.

      The rain eased slightly but still Lottie found herself sloshing in and out of puddles as she made her way around the gable of the house. The building seemed to be a converted farmhouse, but the farm was long gone. A wide hedgerow provided the boundary as far as she could see, which in the dark wasn’t far.

      As she stepped into the yard, the external wall light blinked on, filling the space with an amber hue.

      ‘Oh my God,’ she said.

      Boyd came out of the back door. ‘What did you find?’

      On the ground just outside the door lay a baseball bat, blood draining from it in the rain. Beside it was an old-fashioned black leather handbag, with an open brass clasp on top, its contents spilled out onto the paving stones.

      ‘The weapon,’ Boyd said. ‘Someone was in a hurry.’

      ‘And if this isn’t Marian’s handbag, it must belong to the victim inside.’

      Lottie crouched down and with gloved fingers carefully turned over a plastic card lying on the saturated ground.

      ‘Blood donor card. Tessa Ball,’ she said. The name sparked a recognition nerve somewhere in her brain. But at the same time, she was convinced she had never met Tessa Ball.

      ‘What are you doing to my crime scene?’ McGlynn stood in the open doorway, towering over her. ‘Don’t touch a thing. I need everything photographed first.’ He shouted for a tent to be erected.

      ‘Okay, okay.’ Lottie stood up. ‘Keep your knickers on,’ she added in a whisper.

      As McGlynn approached, she sidestepped him and followed Boyd back to the front of the house.

      ‘We need to speak to Emma,’ she said.

      ‘You need to slow down,’ Boyd replied.

      ‘I will, when I find whoever killed that old woman.’
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      Emma Russell’s hair hung long and limp over her shoulders. Lottie watched Emma’s eyes following her through plain-framed spectacles. A woman stood behind the girl’s chair.

      ‘Bernie Kelly,’ the woman said. ‘Please sit down.’

      ‘Thanks for taking care of Emma,’ Lottie said, sitting on the couch. She introduced herself and Boyd and said, ‘As soon as I can organise it, I’ll assign a family liaison officer. Are you okay to have a chat with us, Emma?’

      Emma sat forward on the armchair, her arms hanging between her denim-clad legs, twisting a tissue round and round her fingers. She nodded.

      The sitting room was small and sad, stuffed with furniture and ornaments. A coal fire blazed in the open hearth, and it seemed to Lottie as if its heat was pulling the walls in on top of them. An oil diffuser did little to lighten the smell of smoke.

      ‘I know you’ve had an awful shock,’ she said, ‘but it’s important for us to talk to you as soon as we can.’

      ‘Okay,’ Emma whispered.

      ‘First off, do you know a woman called Tessa Ball?’ Lottie asked. Within the last fifteen minutes they had positively identified the victim from the driver’s licence found in the handbag. And the registration plates proved the car in the drive belonged to her too.

      ‘She’s my granny,’ Emma said, raising her head.

      ‘Your granny?’ Lottie turned to Boyd. He sat forward.

      ‘Oh my God!’ Emma gasped. ‘That was her, wasn’t it? Lying like that… on the kitchen floor. Who would do such a thing?’

      ‘I’m so sorry. I didn’t know,’ Lottie said, mentally kicking herself. ‘Can you tell me what you saw?’

      ‘I… I don’t really know.’ Tears slipped down Emma’s cheeks. She removed her spectacles and wiped the glass with a piece of the torn tissue, then shrugged Bernie’s hand from her shoulder.

      ‘Are you sure you’re okay to discuss this? I’m sorry if it seems harsh, but we need to act immediately.’ Lottie felt Boyd nudge her in the ribs. She inched away from him, but there was nowhere to go.

      ‘You need to find my mum.’

      ‘We have people out looking for her. Do you have any idea where she might be?’

      ‘I don’t know.’

      ‘Okay. Emma, I need your help to establish what happened.’

      Emma looked up, eyes wide. ‘I don’t know anything.’

      ‘Tell me about your evening. Start at the beginning.’

      ‘Do we have to do this now?’ Bernie asked, her hand landing lightly on Emma’s shoulder once again.

      ‘I’m doing everything possible to find out what happened to your grandmother and to find your mother.’ Lottie directed her answer to Emma. ‘You might remember something you think is inconsequential, but it may in fact help us. You okay with that?’ She lowered her head, trying to see the girl’s eyes.

      Emma spoke haltingly. ‘I came straight home after school and went to my room. Did my homework. I heard Mum come in from work around five. She called me for dinner at six. We had lasagne. The ready-made kind. Horrible crap, but I ate it, to keep her happy. She said she needed to work on her stupid course. I took the hint, made a cup of coffee and sat in the sitting room for a few minutes before Natasha rang me and I came over here. Watched the telly. That’s all I did.’

      ‘What time did you go home?’ Lottie asked, glancing at Boyd to make sure he was taking notes.

      ‘Mum told me to be home by nine, but I think it was maybe after ten thirty by the time I got back. She’s usually okay if I’m late as long as she knows where I am. I couldn’t find my key. It’s never a problem, because Mum is always at home at night…’ Emma’s voice trailed off and she looked up at Lottie. ‘Where is she?’

      ‘That’s what we’re trying to determine,’ Boyd said.

      ‘Why aren’t you out looking for her, instead of sitting here asking me stupid questions?’ Emma hung her head. ‘Sorry.’

      ‘I know you’re upset, Emma.’ Lottie reached out to touch the girl’s hand.

      Emma grasped it. ‘Please find my mum.’

      Squeezing her hand, Lottie said, ‘It’s upsetting, I know, but can you tell me what you did when you reached your house?’

      Emma pulled her hand away, sniffed and rubbed her nose. ‘I rang the doorbell. No one answered. I went round the back. Looked through the glass in the top half of the door. I saw… I saw…’

      ‘You’re doing fine,’ Boyd said.

      ‘No, I’m not! What would you know about it? It was horrible. Seeing a woman like that – on the kitchen floor. And now you tell me it was my granny. Who did that to her? Who killed her? And where is my mum?’

      Where indeed? Lottie thought.

      ‘So you didn’t go inside at all?’ Boyd said.

      ‘Are you deaf or something? I had no key. I couldn’t get in.’ Emma glared, eyes flashing. ‘I saw the… body on the floor. I didn’t see anyone else around. It was raining and dark. I ran back to Natasha’s. Then I rang 999.’

      ‘Why didn’t you phone from outside your own house?’ Boyd asked.

      ‘Didn’t stop to think. I was scared. I just ran.’ The tissue disintegrated into confetti and fluttered to the flowery carpet.

      ‘When you were at the back of your house, are you sure you didn’t see anything? Nothing on the ground?’ Lottie asked.

      ‘It was dark. I didn’t see anything.’

      ‘I know you had no key, but did you try the back door? Check if it was locked?’

      ‘N… no. I didn’t stop to think. I assumed it was locked but I didn’t try it. Oh God, maybe Granny was alive and I could’ve saved her.’ Emma curled up, arms around her chest, heaving back sobs.

      ‘There was nothing you could have done, Emma,’ Lottie said, reaching out to the girl. ‘You did exactly the right thing, leaving the premises.’ Now I’ve frightened her even more, she thought. Wild eyes stared back at her. If the fragility of the girl’s mind mirrored her body, she was ready to collapse.

      ‘Could he have been waiting for me?’

      ‘No, pet. He was gone. But we need to take your fingerprints and DNA. Just to rule you out of the investigation.’

      Emma’s eyes widened to balls of fear. ‘Why would you need my DNA? I didn’t do anything.’

      ‘It’s procedure,’ Lottie said, then relented. ‘For now, though, I think you need to rest.’

      ‘How can I rest when all I see is… is…’

      Leaning over, Bernie Kelly squeezed the girl’s elbow. ‘Try not to fret too much.’

      ‘I know this isn’t easy, Emma,’ Lottie said, ‘so thank you for speaking to us. You’ve been a great help. This is my card with my number. Call me if you remember anything else.’

      ‘Just find my mum.’ The teenager convulsed into sobs.

      At the door, Lottie turned. ‘Your dad, when did you last see him?’

      Emma looked up, confusion skittering across her face. ‘My dad? Surely you don’t think he did this?’

      ‘Not at all. We have to follow up with everyone. Where might we find him?’

      Shaking her head, Emma shrugged. ‘I’ve no idea where he is.’

      Lottie exchanged a look with Boyd. She dearly wanted to interrogate Emma further, but another girl had appeared in the doorway. Lottie assumed the tall, gangly teenager with red hair tied up in a ponytail was Natasha.

      Bernie Kelly ushered the two detectives to the front door. ‘I think Emma needs some rest, don’t you, Inspector?’

      ‘Yes, of course. But if she remembers anything at all, contact me straight away.’ Lottie handed over another card. ‘Like I said, there’ll be a family liaison officer allocated to stay with her,’ she added.

      ‘No need for that. I’ll look after her. I do most of the time anyway.’

      ‘What do you mean?’ Lottie pulled up her hood against the rain hammering down.

      ‘Poor Emma. When she’s not at school or working part-time in the hotel, she’s here with Natasha. I don’t think Marian has been well since… you know…’

      ‘I don’t know.’

      ‘Since that business with Arthur.’

      ‘You mean the barring order?’ Lottie wondered where this conversation was going.

      ‘Yes, and the other stuff.’

      ‘Mrs Kelly, can we go back in to talk?’

      ‘I really ought to watch the girls. I’ve said too much already.’ Bernie Kelly turned to go back inside.

      Lottie put a hand on the woman’s arm, stalling her.

      ‘You haven’t said near enough. Emma’s grandmother has been murdered, her mother has disappeared and we have no idea where Arthur Russell is. Do you know where Marian might be?’

      ‘No. Sorry.’

      ‘I can do with all the help you can give.’

      ‘I don’t know anything.’ She made to close the door. Lottie thought of blocking it with her foot, but decided she would speak to her tomorrow.

      ‘You know an awful lot more than you might think. Call in to the station in the morning. I can take a full statement then. Ten suit you?’

      ‘I’ll have to stay with the girls.’

      ‘The family liaison officer will be here. Ten a.m. See you then.’
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      Lottie crept up the stairs and listened. Not a sound. Thank God. She slipped into her room and eased the door shut. Without removing her jacket, she slumped down on the bed and breathed a sigh of exhaustion. After a hurried meeting at the station to set up an incident team, she’d called it a night and Boyd had dropped her home. Everything was in place to resume investigations in the morning, while searches were ongoing through the night to find Marian Russell.

      She jerked her eyes open. Her brain wouldn’t ease down. Hopefully the SOCOs would find something for them to go on, but her first priority was locating Marian Russell and her husband. Then she might have a better idea of just what had gone on in that house.

      ‘Shit,’ she said, jumping up. Her jacket was wringing wet. She tore it off and saw the damp patch on her duvet. ‘This is all I need.’

      Scooping up the Argos catalogue from Adam’s side of the bed, Lottie dumped it on the locker. The heavy book gave her the sense of someone in the bed beside her. A feeling that she wasn’t alone. Sometimes it was the little things that helped. She fluffed up the duvet, flipping it over so the wet patch was now at the bottom, on Adam’s side. He wouldn’t mind. He was dead. As she went to replace the catalogue, she paused. Four years was long enough to mourn an empty space. Her breath caught in her throat as she nudged the book under the bed. Four years was a long time in some respects, but the life she’d lived with Adam was still as fresh in her mind as if it were yesterday. A shroud of loneliness settled on her shoulders as she pulled off her damp clothes, dragged an old T-shirt over her head and got into bed.

      A cry from the room beside hers told her Katie’s baby was awake.

      ‘Ah, God, not again,’ Lottie whispered at the ceiling.

      Katie’s footsteps reverberated as she walked around her room soothing little Louis. Should she get up to help? No. Katie was adamant she wanted to care for her own baby.

      The clock showed 3.45 a.m. Tapping her fingertips against her forehead, Lottie willed sleep into her brain. No use.

      She sat up.

      Opening the bedside locker, and without turning on the light, she felt for the bottle. A few sips wouldn’t do any harm. Help her sleep, that was all. Medicinal. Yeah.

      Two paracetamol for good measure, and a few more slugs, and she was soon fast asleep.

      [image: ]

      He watched the tall detective get out of the car and enter her house without switching on any lights. The other detective drove away.

      He waited five minutes.

      Saw a light go on in an upstairs bedroom and a shadow move around behind the blinds.

      He waited a further five minutes, then made a phone call.

      Like he had done every night for the last ten months.

      When he was satisfied, he switched on the engine and drove away.
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      They placed me in here and threw away the key.

      The walls speak to me and I have no voice to join in their conversation.

      I don’t know how long I’ve been here. Do you?

      The voice in the wall is silent now.

      Do you know how long I’ve been here?

      Silence.

      My little fingers are sore.

      I look down at the gown they’ve put on me.

      I want my twin.

      I want my own clothes.

      They were all burned in the fire.

      What fire?

      The one your mother started, or maybe you did it?

      I didn’t do anything.

      No one answers me.

      Are the voices I hear only in my head?

      I begin to cry. Big kids don’t cry.

      But I’m just a little kid.

      Little kids should be seen and not heard.

      I want my mummy…

      Or do I?
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      A new day. Same old shit. Lottie’s head ached and her mouth felt like something had slept in it overnight. She spied the empty vodka bottle lying like a discarded doll on the bed beside her.

      Dragging her weary limbs into the shower, she avoided looking at her face in the mirror. Confusing the direction of the dial, she felt her body being blasted with freezing water.

      ‘For feck’s sake!’

      She twisted the switch the correct way and stood to one side in the small glass cubicle until she felt warmth come from the stream of water. Stepping under the flow, she closed her eyes and breathed out, blowing a soft spray of water up to her nose. Feeling slightly dizzy, she leaned with the palms of her hands against the slippery tiled wall and allowed the water to hammer her spine.

      I so deserve this, she thought. Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

      When she had enough energy, she lathered shampoo and conditioner into her hair, rinsed off and stepped from the heated cube to the cold bathroom.

      No towel.

      Rushing to get one from her room, she banged her toe against the door jamb.

      And so her day began.

      

      Pulling down her hood at the door to the mortuary, which everyone called the Dead House, Lottie ran her fingers through her hair. Her head thumped like mad. Seriously, though, she had to get her act together. She knew how an isolated slip-up turned into a downward spiral. Did she really want to go down that rabbit hole again? No. But one swig could ease the pain. Or a pill, if she had one.

      The rain had continued unabated during the night, and it had crashed against the windscreen as she’d driven the forty kilometres to Tullamore, where the state pathologist was located. Buzzed in, she hurried down the icy corridor with its antiseptic smell masking the underlying pungent scent of death.

      Jane Dore had already started the post-mortem and was walking around the steel table that held the seventy-plus-year-old body of Tessa Ball.

      ‘Good morning, Detective Inspector.’ The pathologist’s voice was sharp and professional. ‘I’ll continue, if you don’t mind.’

      ‘Fire ahead,’ Lottie said, suiting up and perching herself on a high stool beside a stainless-steel counter. Jane Dore and her team worked to a set routine. Viewing, touching, poking, sampling, recording.

      The room seemed to be tipping on its axis as Lottie said impatiently, ‘Any definitive cause of death? I’m assuming it is murder.’

      Jane Dore turned and stared. ‘You and I know that in my business I don’t assume anything. I let the body tell me its story. And that is all I can work with.’

      ‘I know, but I’m kind of busy and I’ve a team meeting to get to, so it would help if you…’ Lottie’s voice trailed off; she was aware she was slurring her words. Jane Dore’s glare bored through her.

      ‘Go, if you wish. I’ll email my findings.’ She turned back and continued her examination.

      ‘Blunt-force trauma?’ Lottie offered. ‘That’s what you said last night.’

      With a sigh, Jane walked over. ‘Okay. I can see your mind is elsewhere. I understand how busy you are, but I can’t be rushed. As it stands, I’ve prioritised Mrs Ball’s PM so that you’ll have something to work with.’

      ‘Thanks, Jane. Honestly, I appreciate it, but I don’t feel the best and—’

      ‘Cause of death will most likely be blunt-force trauma to the head. Satisfied?’

      ‘Thank you. Any indication of the type of weapon used?’

      ‘As I surmised last night, something hard and rounded, applied with great force. One strike. It either killed her or caused a massive stroke. I’ll know more later.’

      ‘Could it be the baseball bat we found at the scene?’

      Jane stared. Lottie knew she couldn’t alienate the state pathologist. She needed Jane to do something for her. Off the books, so to speak. And if she stayed here while Jane was cutting up the body, she would contaminate more than their friendship. Her stomach contents were already settling into her throat.

      ‘Thank you,’ she said and made for the door. ‘One more thing. Sexual assault?’

      ‘I’ll take swabs, but I don’t think it likely. You’ll have my preliminary report this afternoon.’

      With a final glance at the jaundiced-looking corpse, Lottie rushed from the autopsy room. The only consolation, as the rain drummed down, was that she hadn’t vomited all over the shiny stainless-steel counter or the white-tiled floor. No, she’d waited until she reached the car park to spew up between two parked vehicles.

      No more drink.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      The rain cleared a little and Ragmullin emerged from the mist, a smoky grey silhouette. The cathedral’s twin spires spiked the clouds to the right and the landscape deformity of Hill Point protruded to the left. Lottie’s one-time friend Doctor Annabelle O’Shea worked there. Pills. She needed a few Xanax to get her through the day – every day. Shaking herself to dislodge her cravings, she floored the accelerator and sped into town.

      In her office, she tore off her jacket, hung it on the overflowing coat rack and headed to her desk.

      ‘Anything from Mrs Ball’s post-mortem?’ Detective Larry Kirby asked.

      Lottie stopped mid-step, noticing the big, burly detective, his wiry hair standing on end, chewing on an electronic cigarette.

      ‘What’re you doing with that?’ she said.

      ‘Trying to give up the cigars.’ His fingers swallowed up the device and he pushed it into his shirt pocket.

      ‘I’ve nothing from the PM yet,’ Lottie said, pulling out her chair. ‘I thought you were on door-to-door enquiries?’

      ‘I was, but you called a team meeting for ten. I’m here. Is it still going ahead?’

      Shite. In the space of the half-hour drive from Tullamore, she’d forgotten what she’d been rushing back for.

      ‘Of course it is. Incident room. All of you.’ She looked around. Her detectives were staring back at her. ‘What?’

      Boyd leaned over her. ‘Are you okay?’

      ‘Of course I am. Why?’

      ‘You seem a bit… rattled.’

      ‘I’ll show you what rattled is.’

      Detectives Boyd, Kirby and Lynch shuffled out of the office. Lottie waited until they had disappeared before sitting down and pulling out her desk drawer. She rifled through the mess. One, she thought. Even half of one. Dragging out files and pens, she ran her hand over the bottom of the drawer. Nothing. Yanked it out and turned it over. Yes! Sellotaped to the underside she found half a Xanax. Her safety net. As she tore it from the sticky tape, it began to crumble. No, she thought, I need you. Glancing around to ensure she was alone, she shoved the pill, still stuck to the tape, into her mouth. She let her tongue suck the residue and then spat out the tape. Catching sight of her reflection in her computer screen, she wondered who the wild woman might be. She looked a sight.

      Standing up, she grabbed a bottle of water from Boyd’s desk, gulped it down and headed for the incident room.

      

      The notice boards were back in place, lining the end wall of the incident room. Hanging side by side, the death-mask photograph of Tessa Ball and an image from Emma’s phone of her mother, the missing Marian Russell.

      ‘Do we know if any of the blood at the scene is Marian Russell’s?’ Kirby asked.

      ‘This is real life, not CSI,’ Lottie said. ‘It’ll be days before we have the analysis. SOCOs are still on site this morning.’ She pinned up photos of Russell’s kitchen.

      ‘Looks like a riot occurred,’ Kirby said.

      Lottie turned to rebuke him, but instead she said, ‘Tessa Ball. Blunt-force trauma to the back of the head. Marian Russell. Last seen by her daughter Emma around six thirty p.m.’ She tapped Marian’s photo. ‘We’ll try to get a better photograph later today.’

      ‘Did Marian kill her mother and skip town? Or was Tessa Ball in the wrong place at the wrong time?’ Boyd asked.

      ‘We can only work with the facts we have. Tessa Ball lived alone, across town, in St Declan’s Apartments. No mobile phone in her handbag. A wallet with fifty-five euros and loose change. Keys, and reading spectacles in their case. A prayer book with a multitude of memoriam cards, and rosary beads.’

      ‘A bible thumper,’ Kirby said.

      Lottie closed her eyes, counted to three and continued. ‘One of the keys opens the car parked outside the house, and we can assume the other is the key to her apartment. We’ll carry out a search there. We also need to trace her last known movements.’

      Boyd piped up. ‘Report just in from McGlynn. SOCOs have recovered a phone from the car.’

      ‘Good. Get the data analysed.’

      ‘Will do.’

      ‘What does Emma have to say?’ Detective Maria Lynch asked.

      ‘She was very distraught last night. You’ll have a transcript later of my interview with her.’ Lottie eyed Boyd and smiled. A reminder for him to type it up. He nodded.

      ‘Is the family liaison officer with her?’ Lynch said.

      ‘I’m glad you asked. The regular FLO is on sick leave. I was going to suggest maybe you could stand in for her, Detective Lynch.’

      ‘Oh, no. I know I have the training, but I’ve so much work to be doing.’ Lynch flicked through the files on her knee.

      ‘Will you do it for today, please? Emma is at the Kellys’ house. You can head over after we finish and see what you can get out of her.’

      Lynch tugged at her ponytail, not a bit happy. Tough shit, Lottie thought. She didn’t trust Lynch. The reason stemmed from a long time ago and she didn’t want to think about it. Not now, anyway.

      ‘So that’s agreed,’ Lottie said. ‘Have we an address for Arthur Russell?’

      Boyd said, ‘He’s been staying at a Bed and Breakfast. I spoke with the landlady. He’s there at the moment.’

      ‘We’ll go and have a word with him.’

      ‘It’s not likely he had anything to do with the attack.’ Boyd again.

      ‘Why not?’ Could he not shut up and let her get on with it?

      ‘Doesn’t make sense. If he did it, he’d be long gone by now.’

      Lottie thought for a moment. ‘We need to check where he was last night, and then we can look at means, opportunity and motive.’

      Superintendent Corrigan appeared at the back of the room.

      ‘Go ahead, Detective Inspector Parker. Don’t let me interrupt you.’ He leaned against the wall and folded his arms over his large stomach.

      ‘Thank you, sir,’ Lottie said, dropping the sheets of paper she’d been holding. She didn’t trust herself to bend down to retrieve them. Her head was swimming enough already.

      Boyd moved to pick them up. She cut him with a look. He sat back down.

      ‘Looks like a domestic to me,’ Corrigan said.

      ‘Looks can be deceiving.’ Did she really just say that to her superintendent?

      ‘I feckin’ know that,’ Corrigan said, staring straight at her, rubbing a hand over his bald head.

      Maybe she should have stayed in bed.

      ‘Until forensics are complete, we’re not in a position to speculate,’ she said. ‘Post-mortem is occurring as we speak, but the state pathologist confirmed that blunt-force trauma to the head is the most likely contributor to Mrs Ball’s death.’

      ‘Blunt-force trauma? With what?’ Corrigan asked, unfolding his arms and striding through the room towards Lottie. He jabbed a thick finger at the crime-scene photo. ‘Show me.’

      ‘We found a potential weapon outside the back door, sir.’ Lottie pointed to a grainy night-time photograph. ‘It’s being forensically examined.’

      ‘A baseball bat. This is Ragmullin, not feckin’ Chicago. Who owns the bat?’

      ‘We haven’t determined ownership. Yet. Sir.’ Digging her nails into her palms, she repeated a silent mantra. Keep the fuck calm.

      ‘You seem to have determined feck all.’

      ‘We’re working flat out, sir.’

      ‘Not flat out enough. I want Russell in a cell before the day is out. And I want his wife found. Can you determine that, Detective Inspector Parker?’

      ‘Yes, sir.’

      ‘Then get to it, the feckin’ lot of you.’ With a smug sniff, he straightened his shoulders and marched out of the door.

      ‘What was all that about?’ Boyd asked.

      ‘A load of bollocks,’ Kirby said.

      ‘He’s the boss,’ Lynch said.

      ‘I’m the boss of this investigation,’ Lottie said, throwing her arms upwards in despair. ‘Will someone track down Mrs Ball’s friends and interview them? Kirby? And find out who owns that baseball bat.’

      He nodded.

      Her phone rang. Desk sergeant.

      ‘What’s up, Don?’ Lottie asked.

      ‘There’s a Bernie Kelly in interview room one. She’s been there this half-hour. Did you forget about her?’

      ‘Shit!’ Lottie gathered up her papers, phone between ear and shoulder. ‘I’ll be down in one minute.’

      As she left the incident room, she said, ‘Lynch, head over to the Kellys’. I don’t want Emma Russell left alone. Boyd, come with me.’

      Kirby said, ‘What will I do?’

      ‘Find Tessa’s friends and the owner of that baseball bat.’

      ‘Can I fly to Chicago?’
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      ‘I’m so sorry for keeping you, Mrs Kelly.’ Lottie pulled out a chair and sat facing Bernie Kelly, who was sitting with her arms folded. She looked to be mid-forties, a thick layer of foundation obscuring her natural colour and eyebrows pencilled in. Her lips were pale. Lipstick forgotten or by design? Lottie didn’t know, but she knew an attack was imminent.

      ‘Do you think I’ve nothing to do and nowhere to be? Thirty-five minutes I’ve been sat here.’

      Received, over and out. Her strawberry-blonde hair was matted to her scalp and her mac-type jacket was still dark from the rain.

      ‘Please accept my apologies, but we’re at the beginning of a murder investigation. It’s a bit chaotic. I’m sure you can understand.’ Smile in place, Lottie switched on the recording equipment.

      ‘What’s with all that stuff?’ Bernie nodded toward the machine. ‘I’m not a suspect, am I? Do I need a solicitor? I only came in because you asked.’

      ‘And I appreciate you taking time out of your busy schedule.’ See how that sits, Lottie thought. ‘Now, what can you tell me about Marian Russell?’

      ‘There’s not much to tell.’ Bernie shrugged her shoulders, a shadow of indifference falling over her green eyes.

      Lottie eyed Boyd from the corner of her eye. Not one of those interviews, she hoped, where she had to extract a statement word by word.

      ‘What can you tell me?’

      ‘Like I said last night, I don’t think Marian has been too well.’

      ‘In what way?’

      ‘You know.’ Bernie pointed to her temple. ‘Up here.’

      ‘What makes you say that?’

      Bernie sighed and lowered her eyes. ‘She became reclusive. Wouldn’t go out any more. At one time we used go to the pub for a drink on Friday and Saturday nights. The only place she goes now is work. When she’s not there, she stays at home. Won’t even answer the phone to me any more.’

      ‘What does Emma have to say about her mother?’

      ‘Emma is a bit harsh at times. I don’t think she gets that Marian could be depressed. She’s always been a daddy’s girl. She blames her mother for the trouble at home, not her father.’

      ‘What kind of trouble?’

      ‘I’m sure you can access the court files. Marian took Arthur to court and got him barred from the house.’

      ‘We will get the files, but it would help if you could tell me what you know.’

      Bernie leaned over the desk conspiratorially. ‘Beat her black and blue. Saw the bruises with my own eyes.’

      ‘How did you see them?’

      ‘Emma came crying into my house one evening, saying her mammy had made her daddy mad and she thought he was going to kill her. That’s the only time I’ve heard her speak ill of her father.’

      ‘What did you do?’

      ‘Got my phone and ran to their house. The door was wide open. Marian was curled up in a ball beside the cooker and Arthur was marching around the kitchen with a poker in his hand.’

      ‘Had he hit her with the poker?’

      ‘I don’t know what he hit her with, but she was fierce frightened. I said to him, “Arthur Russell, you get out of this house. I’ve called the guards.” I hadn’t, but maybe I should have.’

      ‘What happened then?’

      ‘He turned round and glared at me like a wild bear – not that I’ve ever seen a wild bear – then dropped the poker and ran out the back door. I got Marian to a chair. She wasn’t bleeding, just badly bruised. Said she didn’t want a doctor or the guards. Asked me to keep Emma at mine for the night and to call her mother.’

      ‘And what did you do?’

      ‘I did as she asked.’

      ‘And you didn’t report the incident?’

      ‘Marian told me not to.’

      ‘You said you thought Marian was depressed. What way did you notice that, besides her not going out for a drink with you?’ If Marian was in fear of an abusive husband, it was understandable that she might retreat into herself, but it didn’t mean she had to be depressed.

      ‘I’m not sure I should speak ill of the dead…’

      ‘We have no evidence to suggest Marian is dead.’

      ‘I mean her mother. Tessa Ball.’

      ‘What about her?’

      ‘She was a right nag when she wanted to be. Didn’t agree with the barring order. One of those old-fashioned biddies who believed in “for better, for worse” even when the worse was so bad you had to lock your husband out.’

      ‘So she was nagging Marian over Arthur?’

      Bernie nodded.

      ‘But she was the person Marian wanted the night she was assaulted?’ Boyd said.

      ‘I wondered about that. I think Marian had to show her mother just how brutal Arthur could be.’

      ‘Makes a kind of sense,’ Boyd said, scrunching his eyebrows together.

      ‘Any other instances of domestic violence in the Russell home that you can recall?’ Lottie asked.

      Bernie sighed and looked down at her clasped hands.

      ‘Is there something you have to share with us?’ Boyd urged. ‘Rest assured everything is confidential.’

      ‘Yeah, right. Until I read it in the newspaper or online.’

      ‘You’re here to help us. We need to find Marian,’ he said. ‘To make sure she is safe. Something you say may help us locate her.’

      With another sigh, Bernie said, ‘I think Tessa Ball beat Marian too.’

      Lottie exchanged a glance with Boyd. ‘Why do you say that?’ she asked.

      ‘It’s just something Emma told Natasha once. About how it was such an injustice the way the courts treated her dad, when he was like a puppy compared to her granny.’

      ‘But you have no eyewitness account of Mrs Ball beating Marian?’

      ‘No. But after what happened last night, I think I can believe it.’

      ‘You think Marian attacked her mother and left her dead on the kitchen floor?’ Lottie asked.

      ‘It seems like it from where I’m sitting.’

      ‘Is there anything else you’d like to add?’ Boyd asked.

      ‘No. I want to go home now.’ Bernie Kelly picked up an umbrella from the floor and shook it.

      ‘Of course,’ Lottie said. ‘I’m sending a family liaison officer to stay with you until we find somewhere for Emma.’

      Bernie’s cheeks flared red. ‘I’ve told you we don’t need a babysitter.’

      ‘Emma needs protection until we find her mother.’

      ‘She says she wants to go home.’

      ‘That’s not possible. Not at the moment.’

      ‘She can stay with me as long as she wants. And I don’t want any guards in my house.’

      ‘And I’ve to do my job. Thanks for coming in.’ Lottie stood up to complete the interview protocol. ‘I’m sorry for leaving you waiting earlier.’

      Bernie Kelly stood too. ‘I’d nowhere else to be anyway. Except being at home watching the girls.’
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      The garda technical van was still parked on the road outside the Russell house, and spotlights were casting tunnels of yellow light up at the grey-black sky. Jim McGlynn was standing outside the door, instructing his assistant to head upstairs.

      ‘Hi, Jim. Did you see a teenager hanging round here this morning?’ Detective Maria Lynch asked, holding the umbrella over both of them. ‘I’ve been up at the Kellys’ but there seems to be no one there.’

      He ducked away. ‘That thing is dripping all over me. Who is it you’re looking for?’

      ‘Emma Russell. Granddaughter of the victim. She might have been with a friend.’

      ‘Ah, yes, saw someone. Around ten o’clock. Wanting to get in. The cheek, like.’

      ‘Do you know where they went?’

      McGlynn said, ‘I was busy trying to finish up here so I didn’t pass any remarks. Is it your job to be minding the young one?’

      ‘Yes, it is. And I can’t find her,’ Lynch said. A gust of wind took hold of her umbrella, blowing it inside out.

      ‘Rather you than me, then, having to tell DI Parker you lost her.’ McGlynn chuckled to himself as he hurried inside the house.

      ‘For fucks sake,’ Lynch said. She was already in Lottie Parker’s bad books – God only knew what for – and now this. She’d wring Emma Russell’s neck when she found her.

      And then a terrible thought struck her.

      She dropped the inside-out umbrella into the ditch and started to run back up the road.
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      Arthur Russell strummed his guitar and listened through the headphones. It was beginning to sound good. Beginning to sound like something worth recording. He still had dreams. Forty-nine and acting like a wannabe world-famous guitarist. That’s me, he thought. Too late to change now.

      Flicking a couple of the red switches and sliding a lever on the sound desk, he began again. Crooning to the soft music straining through his headphones.

      Still not quite right. Sighing loudly, he tugged at his wiry grey-flecked beard and closed his eyes. When he opened them again, two people were standing before him. He pulled off the headphones, scraping the skin on his shaved head.

      ‘What do you want? How’d you get in here?’

      ‘Mr Russell? Arthur Russell?’ said the woman with rain-soaked hair.

      ‘Who’s asking?’ He placed his guitar on its stand, folded his arms and gently swivelled on his stool.

      ‘Detective Inspector Lottie Parker,’ the woman said.

      He liked the sound of her voice. Deep and melodic. He wondered if she could sing.

      ‘Detective Sergeant Boyd,’ said the tall wiry man.

      He looked more groomed than the woman. Odd pair, Russell thought.

      ‘You’re trespassing on my property. How did you get in?’

      ‘Your landlady. Nice set-up you have here,’ the detective inspector said.

      ‘Mrs Crumb is a loony old bat. What do you want? I haven’t done anything.’

      ‘Breach of a barring order strike any bells?’ The woman’s voice was higher now. Sneering at him.

      He said, ‘I haven’t been next, nigh nor near that house. Ask the wife. Oh, maybe she sent you to shake me up for a few more euros, is that it? Hard luck. I’m broke.’

      ‘When did you last see your wife?’ the male detective asked.

      He wasn’t a singer anyway, Russell mused. And what had this to do with Marian?

      ‘My wife?’

      ‘Yes, Mr Russell. Your wife.’

      ‘Saw her in court about four months ago. Why don’t you ask her?’

      ‘We would if we could find her.’ The inspector again.

      ‘Try Tesco or up at the house. Only two places Marian goes.’

      ‘She’s not at either. When did you last see your mother-in-law?’

      ‘Hold on a minute… What’s this about?’

      ‘Answer the question.’

      ‘No, I won’t answer the question. You’ve no right being here, asking stupid shite. Now get out before I call a solicitor.’

      The inspector stepped towards him. Arthur stood his ground.

      She said, ‘It’s in your own interests to answer our questions.’

      ‘Why? Any time I’ve had anything to do with your lot, it’s ended up damn expensive. You and your like cost me my family. I can’t even see my daughter without giving a month’s notice.’ He rolled his fists into tight balls. Chewed hard on the Nicorette gum in his mouth. Blood pumping up through his chest and arms, boiling around in his head. The muscles in his legs making his knee twitch.

      ‘Why are you so angry?’ The inspector – what was her name? Parker. Yeah. Bitch –took another step into his space. One more and I’ll flatten you, he thought. He shrugged his shoulders instead.

      ‘I want no trouble.’

      ‘Where were you last night between six thirty and, say, eleven?’

      ‘Do I need a solicitor?’

      ‘Up to you. Have you something to hide?’

      Arthur banged his fists against his thighs. ‘You come in here and ask me all these questions. Makes me nervous, that’s all. What would you feel like if someone came into your music shed and did that to you?’

      ‘I don’t have a music shed,’ she said.

      ‘Figures.’

      ‘What do you mean?’

      Arthur stood up, his patience finally snapping. ‘You look like you’re too far up your own hole to chill with music. Am I right or am I right? Ha.’

      Gone too far, he thought, as she grabbed his shirt and pulled him close to her. He smelled the mint she’d been sucking, masking the staleness of alcohol. A drinker. All the guards were the same. Alcoholic bastards.

      ‘Take your hands off me this second,’ he said.

      She released her grip, dropping her hand without moving away. ‘I’m taking you to the station to make a statement.’

      ‘What am I supposed to have done, because I sure don’t know?’

      ‘You refused to answer our questions,’ said the lanky male detective. ‘Last night, where were you?’

      Russell picked up his guitar and sat down. ‘I was at work yesterday in Danny’s Bar and I had my dinner with Mrs Crumb around seven thirty. After that, I worked on my music in here. Now get the hell out of my privacy.’

      The two detectives looked at each other. Deciding what to do? Pricks, Arthur thought, and put his headphones on. He wheeled the stool away from them, faced his desk and began to sing.

      When he turned around again, they’d gone. But he knew, as sure as day follows night or whatever the saying was, they’d be back.

      He spat out the gum. Rooted around in his guitar case, found a pack of cigarettes and lit one. His head began to swim and he knew he needed something stronger than nicotine.

      ‘Fuck you, Marian,’ he said, tugging off the earphones again. ‘You scheming bitch.’

      [image: ]

      ‘He’s a piece of work,’ Boyd said, struggling to light a cigarette in the rain.

      ‘With his hillbilly tartan shirt and his scraggy beard… Who does he think he is?’ Lottie said, pulling up her hood against the downpour.

      ‘He could do with a wash,’ Boyd said.

      ‘I couldn’t smell him.’

      ‘I’m not surprised.’

      ‘What do you mean by that?’

      ‘Lottie, you’re drinking again. I’m not blind or stupid. What’s going on?’

      The concern etched on his face disturbed her. But she didn’t need him to feel sorry for her. She’d fight this her own way. Like she always did.

      ‘Mind your own business.’ She ran to the car. Got in and slammed the door.

      Boyd joined her. ‘I’ll only say this once,’ he began. ‘I’m here if you need me.’

      ‘Start the car. We need to do the paperwork on Arthur Russell and check out his so-called alibi.’

      ‘Your wish is—’

      ‘Start the car, Boyd.’

      ‘Maybe we should’ve told him about his dead mother-in-law and his missing wife.’

      ‘Maybe we were right not to. Let’s see what he does next.’

      ‘Do you think Marian killed her own mother?’

      ‘When we find her, why don’t we ask her?’ Lottie stamped her feet up on the dashboard and wondered where she could get more pills.

      ‘Where to?’ Boyd said.

      ‘Tessa Ball’s flat.’

      ‘What about Danny’s Bar? To check Arthur’s alibi.’

      ‘It can wait. We’ll have lunch there.’

      ‘Might get it on the house.’ Boyd put the car in gear.

      ‘You’re a mean shite.’ But she had been thinking the same thing.

      ‘Bet you were thinking the same,’ Boyd said.

      Lottie attempted to hide her smile, but failed. She had to listen to him laughing all the way to St Declan’s Apartments.

      [image: ]

      Lynch ceased her banging on the door and turned round, coming face to face with a woman, key in hand.

      ‘Can I help you at all?’

      ‘I’m the temporary family liaison officer assigned to Emma Russell. Do you know where she might be?’

      ‘I told the other one that we don’t need… Oh, come on in.’ The woman opened the door and ushered her inside. ‘I’m Bernie Kelly.’

      Taking off her coat, Lynch hung it over a heap of others on the stair post. ‘I was ringing and knocking but no one answered. I even went down to check at the Russells’. Where is Emma?’

      ‘In bed, I should think. I don’t know how she’s going to cope with it all.’

      ‘Can I check?’ Lynch grabbed the other woman’s arm and steered her towards the stairs. ‘I want to be sure she’s safe.’
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or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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