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Chapter One



The bruising extended from his temple, around the curve of the eye socket and down almost to where the fold of his laughter line curled round to meet his lip.


Lucy gently touched the purpled skin with the tips of her fingers, afraid that too much pressure might cause him to wake. She moved back slightly and traced down along his neck to where she saw a second shadow on the skin, this time the injury aged and yellowed around the edges, just visible above the collar of his vest. Wisps of grey hair curled over the material, rising and falling lightly with each breath.


She drew back the blanket from him, seeing for the first time the leather strap that encircled the safety bar at the side of his bed, its other end fastened around her father’s wrist.


‘Dad?’ she whispered, tapping him lightly on the arm in an attempt to rouse him. ‘Dad, what happened?’


For a moment, his eyelids fluttered, his face inclining towards hers. Then he settled back on the bed again, his head barely denting the pillow. His brow shone with perspiration, despite the presence of a portable fan in the room.


She pushed back from the bed, opened the door and went out into the corridor. Seeing no staff, she moved up towards the main workstation on the ward. Just as she approached, an orderly came around the corner.


‘DS Black? Just the person.’


‘What happened to my father?’ Lucy demanded. ‘His face? What happened?’


The man raised his hands in placation. ‘I’m sorry, Miss Black. I thought you’d been … He became aggressive with some of the other patients and took a fall,’ he said.


‘He’s chained to the bed,’ Lucy said.


‘He’s not chain—’ he said, seemingly swallowing back his protest at her comment. ‘We had to restrain him to stop it happening again; he was uncontrollable.’


‘He has a bruise on his chest, too.’


‘I don’t know – it … it may have been when he was being subdued. Look, I understand you’re annoyed. And I know you’re off duty, but … well, we think there’s a body in the river.’


Gransha Hospital, in whose secure unit her father had been placed, sat on the outskirts of Derry city, alongside the River Foyle, nestled in the shadow of the Foyle Bridge. The bridge, a kilometre-long structure, had been designed with an arch high enough over the river to allow access for ships to pass under in order to reach the city docks. However, soon after completion, the docks were then moved north of the bridge, and the majestic arch’s function became purely aesthetic.


The height of the bridge made it a frequent spot for suicide attempts in the city. In the previous decades, over five hundred people had already lost their lives to the river, more than ninety from the Foyle Bridge alone. If there was a body in the water so close to the bridge, Lucy felt fairly certain that it was as a result of a suicide jump.


She went with the orderly, down from the block in which her father was being held, cutting across the grounds, onto the field running down to the train tracks along the river’s edge. She pulled out her mobile and called the sighting in to the Strand Road station as she ran. Doing so would not only alert the Police Service of Northern Ireland, but, more importantly, also Foyle Search and Rescue, a charity group in the city, made up of volunteers who patrolled the river and assisted in recovery operations. That the city needed such an organization was a reflection of the frequency with which people went in the river.


As they approached the river’s edge, she could see a group had already gathered, most dressed in either blue or white scrubs, suggesting that they were staff from the hospital. The air was heavy with the stench from the water, the odour of the exposed sediment banks along the river’s edge having built all day, ballooning in the intense heat. Even now, despite the fact it was past nine, the evening was still humid enough that the effort of jogging down through the field had caused Lucy to sweat.


The orderly led her through, pushing those gathered aside, announcing that she was ‘the police’.


Lucy scanned the water, the glare of the evening light shattering on its surface forcing her to shield her eyes with her hand.


‘There,’ the orderly said, pointing up to her left.


She followed the line of his arm and finally saw the arm and head of a man breaching the river.


‘Hello. Can you hear me?’ she called, but there was no response save the rhythmic rise and fall of the man’s arm on the water, as if the river itself were drawing breath.





Chapter Two



The man seemed to have snagged on a tree branch then become lodged in the sediment as the water retreated, only becoming exposed when the tide lowered. Lucy could tell that the rescue boat wouldn’t be able to reach him without running aground itself in the mudbank. He would have to be recovered from the shoreline.


‘Listen,’ she called, waiting for the assembled group to quieten. ‘He could still be alive. We need to go out and bring him in quickly. I need some volunteers. We need to make a chain. I’ll go to the front, but I’ll need someone holding on to me so I can reach out and try to pull him in.’


She waited a beat to see if anyone would offer to take her place. She was, she reckoned, at least ten years and two stone lighter than anyone else there.


The orderly with whom she had come down stepped forward. ‘I’ll hold you,’ he offered.


‘Thanks …’ Lucy said. It wasn’t quite what she’d hoped, but at least it was something.


‘Ian,’ he said, assuming her hesitation was because she couldn’t remember his name.


A few of the others mumbled offers of assistance and began to step down onto the shoreline from the grass verge where they stood. Lucy turned and tried to trace a path across the mudflats to where the man remained in the water. She was able to spot the sharp edges of rocks that protruded through the surface of the shore. With a bit of luck, and some careful balancing, she reckoned she could make it to within a few feet of the man.


‘Follow me,’ she said.


She picked her way across the rocks, quickly at first for the ground was solid. As she got closer to the water, though, her progress slowed, for the rocks were slippery here, their edges hidden beneath blades of seaweed. She turned, expecting Ian to be close. Instead, he was some fifteen feet behind her, lumbering from rock to rock, swinging his arms as if to build momentum before lurching from one step to the next.


She only needed to step across to one more rock in order to reach the man, whom she could now see clearly. His face was turned towards her, his mouth and eyes shut. His hair, plastered to his scalp, might have been grey, though the silt of the river made it difficult to tell.


‘We’re on our way,’ she called, though again without response. His eyes appeared to be closed, but his features carried none of the injuries she might have expected had he been in the river long.


She waited until Ian had caught up with her, then nimbly moved onto the final rock. She could feel its jagged edge through the soles of her trainers, and had to move to get a better foothold. In so doing, she shifted too quickly to the left and lost her balance. She flailed her arms, desperately trying to centre herself when she felt the thickness of Ian’s arms encircle her waist with such force it winded her. Her foot skidded off the rock and, for a brief moment, she was suspended in mid-air until Ian drew her back to the relative safety of the rock on which he stood, her body pressed tightly against his own.


‘You all right?’ he asked, breathless from the exertion.


Lucy nodded. ‘Thanks,’ she said, patting the breadth of his arm, which still held her.


‘I’ll hold on to your belt,’ he said. ‘Then I’ll follow you across. You grip mine,’ he instructed, turning to the man behind him.


Lucy felt his fingers work their way between her belt and jeans. ‘I’ve got you,’ he said.


She stepped forward, taking her time, finding her balance. She felt the tension of his grip behind her, then felt it slacken as he stepped forward too, following her.


The man in the water lay five feet from her now, his arm outstretched, the sleeve of his jacket caught on a branch only two feet away. She decided to use the branch for some support, gripping it with her left hand as she reached for the man’s hand with her right.


‘You’re good,’ she heard Ian say, once he’d got his own footing. She leaned her body forward, realizing for the first time the level of trust she was placing, not just in the people behind her, but in the thin strip of her leather belt. For a second she panicked, regretting her decision, bending at the waist to try to reach, but it was no good. She had to lean her entire body forward.


As if sensing her reluctance, Ian called, ‘I’ve got you, Sergeant.’


‘Lucy!’ she called. ‘I’m Lucy.’


‘I’ve got you, Lucy,’ he repeated. ‘Trust me.’


She took a deep breath, then leaned out fully now and felt, behind her fear, a momentary flood of exhilaration in the freedom of ceding all control, giving complete responsibility for her safety to someone else.


She stretched and felt the cuff of the dead man’s jacket. Gripping it, she tugged, managing to move him a little closer to her.


‘Grip his hand,’ Ian shouted. ‘We’ll pull you back in.’


Lucy nodded, stretching further. Her face was slick now, her hair hanging in front of her eyes, her mouth filled with the bitterness of the smell of the mudflats. She felt the man’s hand, was strangely surprised by its coldness in contrast with the heat of the hand that held her belt. She tightened her grip, as best she could against the slickness of the mud that coated the man’s palm.


‘I’ve got him,’ she called. ‘He’s freezing. I think he’s dead.’


She felt Ian’s grip tighten, felt the tension in the cloth of her jeans stretched taut now across her buttocks. Then she felt herself begin to move, her body begin to straighten up. The heat, the stench, the angle at which she had been, all conspired against her and she felt dizzy, felt as if she would lose her balance again. Then she heard a low, long slurping sound as the dead man’s remains pulled free of the sucking mud, and she moved more quickly, falling backwards against Ian. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her against him, stopping her from falling.


She leaned her head against him as she tried to catch her breath, could feel the thudding of his heart, the rapid rise and fall of his chest from the exertion. She felt a strange intimacy as she held, in her other hand, a dead man’s grip.


‘That was something else,’ Ian managed. ‘Are you OK?’


Lucy nodded, unable to articulate satisfactorily in words both the sudden thrill she felt at simply being alive and how alien a sensation it was.





Chapter Three



Lucy trudged back up through the reed bed, following the group now bearing the body she had pulled from the river up to the morgue in the hospital where the Medical Examiner would meet them. She took out her phone, wiping her hands clean on her trousers before calling Tom Fleming, her Inspector in the Public Protection Unit in which she was based.


‘Lucy? Everything OK?’


‘I’m down at Gransha,’ she said. ‘Visiting my dad. We’ve just fished a body from the river. He looks like an older man. Well dressed.’


‘How well?’


‘Suit and tie. Grey-haired. Is that ringing any bells? I can’t think of anyone.’


DI Fleming was quiet for a moment. All Missing Person reports would go through the PPU first so, Lucy figured, if the victim was someone local who’d been reported missing, either she or Fleming would have come across the report. Most of the men she could think of on the list were younger than this one had appeared in the admittedly brief time that she had seen the corpse.


‘How long has he been in?’


‘Not long, I think. One of the doctors down here is on her way across so I can’t say for certain, but there’s little sign of bloating or discolouration.’


‘I heard at my meeting this evening that one of our sponsors, a man called Terry Haynes, hasn’t been seen in a while. He’s Dublin born but has been living here for years. He’s missing a few days now. He’s a … he’s a friend.’


Fleming was a recovered alcoholic who dried out after finding Jesus, but not before losing his driving licence and his family. As part of his outreach work with his church, and perhaps in penance for his own problems in the past, he worked with the local street drinkers, helping to man soup kitchens and delivering food to them which had been donated from local shops when it reached its sell-by date. Lucy assumed by a ‘meeting’ he meant his Alcoholics Anonymous group and that Haynes must be a recovered alcoholic who was now supporting new members.


‘What’s Haynes like?’


‘Heavy, seventeen, eighteen stone maybe. He’s grey-haired. He’s not the suit type, mind you. He works with the street drinkers quite a bit.’


‘I don’t think it’s him,’ Lucy said. ‘This guy doesn’t look heavy, even allowing for bloating in the water. Has Haynes formally been reported missing?’ she added, not recognizing the name.


‘Not yet. I only just heard; a new group member was asking if he’d been seen around. She’d not heard from him in a few days. Called at his house and got no answer. He’s her sponsor, which means that he’s supposed to help her through the twelve steps. She’d been in contact with him every day. She had a slip and took a drink when she couldn’t get in touch with him. That’s not his fault, but it is out of character. Terry’s helped a fair few of us; he knows the score.’


‘Maybe he’s had a slip himself?’


‘Maybe,’ Fleming agreed. ‘I hope not.’


‘I’ll take a closer look at the body with the ME and let you know,’ Lucy said, before ending the call.


Ian, the orderly, had drawn level with her now, his uniform splattered with mud. ‘I’m sure you weren’t expecting all this excitement when you came to see your dad,’ he said, smiling.


Lucy returned the smile briefly. ‘Listen, the man in the river? Have you any patients reported missing?’


‘A couple. No one recent. There must be a fair few in this city, mind you.’


Lucy thought of all those who had been reported as Missing Persons. There were almost a hundred in the Foyle district alone, never mind those that might have been reported missing in the rest of the North, or indeed the Republic.


‘More than a few,’ she agreed.


Those carrying the body laid it on the examination table in the morgue, then filed out, as a doctor from the hospital pushed in through to examine the corpse and confirm death.


Lucy likewise squeezed her way in past the exiting group then closed the doors to the room. The doctor, an older woman, who introduced herself as Elma, pulled on a pair of gloves, then handed Lucy a pair. She pressed her hand against the man’s cheek.


‘He’s freezing,’ she said. ‘He’s not just after jumping in, then.’


‘But there’s very little damage,’ Lucy observed. ‘To his face and that. You’d think he’d look worse if he’d been in the water a while. I wasn’t even sure he was dead until I felt his hand.’


Elma frowned. ‘Yes. There’s very little visible bloating, so you’d think he couldn’t be dead that long. You know, he looks quite peaceful actually,’ she added, stepping back a little and regarding the body.


The victim was an elderly man, his hair, though muddied and entangled with weeds from the water, was undoubtedly greying. His eyes remained closed, his mouth pursed. Lucy could see now that, rather than wearing a suit, as she had told DI Fleming, the victim wore grey trousers and a navy blazer, over a cream shirt and a blue tie.


‘So what do you reckon?’ Lucy asked. ‘Suicide?’


‘Presumably,’ Elma said. Suddenly, she leaned down close to the body, her attention caught by something just visible in the man’s nose. ‘Wait a minute.’


She straightened and, moving across the room to one of the drawers, pulled out a pair of tweezers.


‘What are you doing?’ Lucy asked, edging in closer.


‘He has something in his nose,’ the woman said. She held the tweezers between finger and thumb and, using them, reached up into the nasal cavity, gripped the edge of the object protruding from it and pulled. As she did so, a roll of dirty material emerged.


‘Jesus,’ Lucy said, her stomach turning. ‘What is that?’


‘Cotton wool, I think,’ Elma said, angling her head as she examined the material under the light before setting it down in a metal kidney dish on the bench next to her. She moved across to the body again, leaned down and shone a small pen torch into the man’s nostrils.


‘Do you know what?’ she said, straightening up. ‘Not only is this man dead, but I think he’s already been embalmed, too.’





Chapter Four



‘Planning your own funeral is one thing, but going through with the thing before you throw yourself in the river? That’s a remarkable feat,’ the doctor commented a few minutes later.


The victim lay on his back on the table at the centre of the room, stripped to his underwear. Several incision marks were evident on his trunk in addition to roughly stitched wounds inside his thighs.


Elma pointed to them with a gloved finger as they examined the body. ‘They must have used the femoral artery for the embalming drain,’ she’d said. ‘See?’


Lucy nodded, not quite wanting to look too closely. Instead, she stared at the side of the man’s head, the slightly sunken cheeks creating the impression of a waxy hollow above his jawline. For a moment, she was reminded of examining her father’s damaged face only an hour earlier.


‘So, not only was your victim already dead before he went in the water,’ Elma said, peeling off the gloves now and dropping them in the waste bin by the table. ‘But he’d already been embalmed.’


‘And judging by his clothes, possibly waked and boxed, too,’ Lucy added.


It was traditional that, following death, the remains of the dead would be embalmed, then laid in an open coffin for a two-day wake, before the funeral on the third day, so that mourners could pay their final respects before burial. Generally, the deceased would be well dressed. If that was the case here, Lucy reasoned, then the man had been dead for a few days at the very least.


‘So, if he was waked, how the hell did he end up in the water?’


‘That’s one question,’ the doctor noted. ‘The other is “Who is he?”’


Lucy nodded. ‘I’ll contact the local undertakers and see if anyone recognizes him. Any indications of how he actually died?’


Elma shook her head. ‘Natural causes, by the looks of it.’


‘No PM stitching?’ Lucy guessed. Had his death been suspicious, he would have been subject to a post-mortem and his chest would have carried the telltale Y incision marks.


‘And no signs of violence on the body,’ the doctor added. ‘The wounds we can see are consistent with those made during the embalming process.’


Lucy moved across to where the man’s clothes lay piled on a chair next to the table. She lifted his jacket and, opening it, patted through the pockets. She folded back the jacket, examining the label protruding from the inside pocket.


‘Looking for his name? Is it not just schoolkids who have their names on their clothes?’


Lucy nodded. ‘He’s old. My father is in here and they have his name written on all his labels so nothing gets lost or mixed up. I thought maybe it might’ve been the same with him, if he’s been in a home or something.’


As she folded the jacket she noticed, for the first time, a small insignia on the breast pocket of a small golden castle, with, beneath it, two oak leaves. Under that was the word Captain.


‘City of Derry Golf Club,’ Elma said, pointing to the logo. ‘He must have been a recent captain. They keep the blazer when they finish their year. The club changed their logo a few years back. The one on his jacket is the new version.’


‘How did you know that?’ she asked, bemused.


‘I was a ladies’ captain in Donegal,’ she said. ‘I recognized the City of Derry badge. They’ll be able to tell you if any of their past captains have died recently. Being captain was clearly important to him, if he’d wanted to be buried in the club blazer.’





Chapter Five



Lucy considered driving up to the golf club on her way home; it lay just a few miles past Prehen Park on the road towards Strabane, but glancing at the clock on the dashboard display she realized it would probably already be closed for the evening. That, and the stench of the sediment mud still spattered on her clothes, drove her home for a shower instead. She reasoned that she would call in the morning, when she might have more luck in speaking to someone who would be able to help her. Then she would report it on to Mark Burns, the Chief Super of CID in the city. Let them deal with it then. Her curiosity needed only to know the dead man’s name, having been involved, in a manner of speaking, in his recovery from the river.


The house smelt musty when she opened the door, a combination of the heat building inside all day and the aged furniture which had been bought by her father almost twenty years earlier, and which she had not replaced. She opened some of the windows downstairs to air the place out a little.


She stripped off and, after bundling her clothes into the washing machine, climbed into the shower. She was just drying herself when she heard someone knocking at her front door. Glancing at her watch, she saw that it was already past eleven.


Pulling on her dressing gown, she padded downstairs and peered through the peephole installed in the door. Standing outside was one of her neighbours, a man called Dermot who lived in a house opposite hers. She’d met him a few times; once he’d removed graffiti off her gable wall for her. Beyond that, and the occasional wave and smile as they passed in their cars, she didn’t really know him. She didn’t even know his wife’s name, or those of his children, of whom there seemed to be quite a number.


She opened the door the few inches allowed by the security chain. Dermot smiled, in preparation of greeting, then seemed to notice that she was wearing her dressing gown and blushed. He wore a sweat-darkened grey T-shirt and running shorts.


‘Lucy. I’m really sorry for bothering you,’ he said.


‘It’s fine,’ Lucy said. ‘Is something wrong?’


Dermot glanced across furtively at his own house, then moved closer to her door again, the movement carrying with it the waft of sweat on the warm air.


‘I … ah … look, I know it’s late. It’s the wife’s sister. She’s called with us. She’s … she’s in pretty bad shape. We think her partner’s hit her.’


‘I’ll call someone for you. They can come out straight away,’ Lucy said.


‘No,’ Dermot said, stepping closer. ‘No, please. She’s not saying he did it, but … well, her lip’s bust and that. The missus wanted her to call the cops – to call you – you know what I mean, but she’s refused. She doesn’t want the police involved.’


‘That’s pretty common,’ Lucy said.


Dermot stood, expectantly. Finally, Lucy said, ‘Look, let me get changed and I’ll call over.’


Dermot smiled briefly. ‘Would you mind? That would be great. I didn’t say I was coming across for you; I told them I was going out for a jog. I’m sure she didn’t want me sitting there anyway.’


‘I’ll be over in a few minutes,’ Lucy said, moving to close the door.


‘One thing,’ Dermot said, arresting its movement with his hand. ‘Sorry,’ he said, when he realized what he had done. ‘Look, would you maybe say you’re a friend of the family rather than her thinking you’re there as a police officer. Maybe just have a chat with her.’


Ten minutes later, Lucy was crossing the street. She’d tied her hair back in a short ponytail, and wore jeans and a light-blue polo shirt. She knocked at the door and waited. A moment later, Dermot answered.


‘Lucy. Come in,’ he announced. To his rear, four small children peered down at her from the stairs, already dressed for bed, but obviously too excited by the drama below to sleep.


‘Thanks very much for this,’ Dermot muttered as he led her into the living room. On a wide sofa sat a woman Lucy recognized as his wife, her arm around the shoulder of a younger girl, in her late twenties perhaps, who bore little familial resemblance to her older sibling.


‘Lucy’s here,’ Dermot announced again, pointing her towards one of the free armchairs.


The elder woman glanced at Dermot, then smiled towards Lucy. ‘Hi, Lucy. Good to see you. This is my sister, Fiona.’


Fiona glanced up at Lucy. Her upper lip was split and swollen around a livid bruise.


‘Hi,’ Lucy said.


‘Who’s she?’ Fiona asked, nodding towards Lucy but clearly addressing her sister.


‘Lucy’s one of our neighbours. She’s a … she’s a friend.’


‘Calling at eleven at night for a visit?’


‘Sorry, I …’ Lucy struggled to explain the timing of her visit. She touched at her wet hair. ‘I meant to call earlier, but I was swimming. I had to shower afterwards.’


It seemed to placate the girl enough for she made no comment.


Lucy smiled, encouragingly. ‘It’s good to meet you,’ she said, clasping her hands between her knees. ‘That’s a nasty-looking cut.’


‘It’s fine,’ the girl said. She shook her sister’s arm from around her shoulder and straightened a little. ‘I need to use the bathroom.’


‘I’m going to grab a shower myself,’ Dermot said quickly, sensing perhaps that left alone with his wife, she might have something to say about Lucy’s presence. ‘The downstairs loo will be free. Beside the kids will torture you upstairs.’


The two left Lucy and the elder sister sitting in the living room.


‘How is she?’ Lucy asked. ‘Dermot explained what happened.’


‘We don’t know what happened,’ the woman said. ‘She’ll not tell us anything.’


‘What’s her partner like? Is he abusive?’


The woman shrugged. ‘I don’t really know. They met two years ago. Whirlwind romance; he proposed a few months back, took her to Rome, swept her off her feet. I’ve barely seen them since they started dating, but they seemed happy. Cut themselves off from everyone, mind you. I was surprised she was able to remember where our house was this evening.’


Lucy nodded. ‘Look, anything I can do to help, I will. There’s no point pushing things too hard. If Fiona thinks you’re forcing her into siding against her partner, she’ll clam up and head home.’


The woman nodded. ‘Don’t let on you’re police. You’re a family friend.’


Lucy nodded agreement.


‘And my name’s Jenny, by the way.’


Fiona came back into the room a few moments later, a little more composed than previously. ‘Sorry,’ she said to the room in general.


Lucy smiled at her. ‘So you’re Jenny’s sister?’


Fiona nodded. ‘And you’re a friend of the family? I’ve not seen you before.’


‘You’ve not been here in two years,’ Jenny retorted, then seemed to regret having done so.


‘What do you do for a living?’ Lucy asked.


‘Nothing,’ the younger girl commented.


‘Lucky you!’


‘I used to work in HMV,’ Fiona said, quickly. ‘I left it.’


‘I was sorry to hear about that. When it closed. I used it a lot,’ Lucy said.


‘Yes. No, I left before that. My partner thought it wasn’t really … I was a bit old for it.’


‘You’re younger than me,’ Lucy said. ‘I’d love to work in a music shop. Just listen to stuff you want all day.’


‘I don’t really like music,’ Fiona said.


‘You loved music,’ Jenny said quickly. ‘She had a CD collection that took up a whole bookcase.’


‘Yeah, I … outgrew it,’ the girl said, with little conviction. ‘What do you do?’


Lucy hesitated. ‘I’m … I was a fitness instructor,’ she said, finally. It wasn’t a lie as such, she reasoned.


‘Really?’ Jenny asked, with genuine surprise. ‘I didn’t know that.’


Lucy nodded. ‘I used to be really fit.’


‘You’re still pretty fit,’ Fiona commented.


Lucy smiled. ‘You’re not so bad yourself,’ she joked, causing Fiona to smile against her will. The girl winced at the gesture, then dabbed her thumb at the cut on her lip, which had reopened.


‘Do you want me to take at look at that for you?’ Lucy asked.


Fiona shook her head. ‘It’s fine,’ she said. ‘I banged into the cupboard door at home. I’m so clumsy sometimes,’ she added.


‘She might need a stitch,’ Jenny said to Lucy. She turned to her sister. ‘I told you, I thought—’


‘It’s fine,’ Fiona said. ‘I don’t need a stitch.’


Lucy understood the girl’s reluctance. Going to the hospital would necessitate repeating her explanation for the injury to another group of people. Clearly, unconvinced by it herself, she’d decided the less scrutiny it was subjected to, the better.


‘Have you a chapstick?’ Lucy asked. ‘It’ll sting a bit, but it’ll seal it up.’


Fiona stared at her.


Lucy shrugged. ‘I’ve taken my fair share of knocks and bumps,’ she said. ‘One of the tricks of the trade.’


‘I might have one upstairs,’ Jenny said, getting up to go and check.


Fiona smiled gratefully as her sister closed the living-room door. ‘Thanks for that. She’d have been nagging at me all night, otherwise.’


‘She’s just worried,’ Lucy said. ‘She means well.’


Fiona nodded.


‘So what actually happened?’


The girl looked at her, her eyes wide with panic. ‘I told you, I banged it on the door. The cupboard. I’d left it open and …’ The excuse faded into a mumble.


‘It’s OK,’ Lucy said, just as the door opened again.


‘Here we go,’ Jenny said brightly, handing the stick to Lucy. ‘Anna had one for when she comes out of the pool. Her lips are always dry,’ she added unnecessarily.


‘Can I?’ Lucy asked, kneeling in front of Fiona, who nodded as she leant forward a little.


‘How’s she getting on?’ she asked her sister to offset her embarrassment.


‘The best,’ Jenny said, watching Lucy work.


‘I love swimming,’ Lucy said. ‘I’ve not been in ages.’


‘I thought you were there tonight?’ Fiona asked sharply.


Lucy stumbled on her answer. ‘That’s what I meant,’ she managed. ‘Until tonight.’


Jenny rushed to her aid. ‘We used to go swimming every day,’ she said to Lucy. ‘Fiona and me. Then, you know …’ She glanced at her sister.


‘Then you had kids,’ Fiona said. ‘It just became too difficult to arrange.’


‘We should go for a swim someday,’ Jenny said. ‘I could be doing with getting back into it again. Just us girls. It’d be nice.’


Fiona smiled tentatively, as if testing the sealed cut, nodded a little uncertainly. ‘That would be nice,’ she echoed.


‘Lucy?’ Jenny said. ‘How about it?’


Lucy stared from one sister to the other. She assumed Jenny had included her out of politeness and that to decline might seem rude. Besides, paradoxically, Fiona might be more inclined to spend time with her sister if a stranger was also present to prevent the conversation becoming too probing.


‘Maybe,’ she managed. ‘I’ll call you to arrange something at some stage.’
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Chapter Six



City of Derry Golf Club was situated on Victoria Road, just a few miles past Prehen Park, where Lucy lived. The course extended almost six kilometres, running from the main roadway alongside the river, up towards Gobnascale. Indeed, one of the holes of the course abutted the rear of Lucy’s house in Summerhill. On the odd occasions that she actually managed to go out and cut the grass of the back lawn, she could hear the crack of the balls and the snippets of conversations as the players strolled past. A few times, she found the odd wayward ball hidden within the long grass of her garden.


The car park was almost empty when she arrived. Out on the fairways, the first four-balls of the day were starting their play. Inside, a handful of men were sitting at the Nineteenth Hole bar, drinking tea or eating fried breakfasts before beginning their game. Rather than going into the bar, Lucy knocked on the door of the shop.


A young man in a pink polo shirt was standing at the till, annotating the receipt roll as he worked through it with a blue biro.


‘We’re not open yet,’ he said, when Lucy pushed open the door.


‘I’m DS Black with the PSNI,’ Lucy said. ‘Can I have a moment?’


The man straightened, closing the till drawer. ‘Of course. How can I help?’


Lucy came into the shop, taking out her phone and opening the pictures folder. She showed the young man the picture she had taken of the dead man’s jacket. ‘Is this from here?’


The man took the phone and, widening the image, examined it. ‘Yeah, that’s one of ours. A past captain’s blazer. Why?’


‘We recovered a body from the river last night,’ Lucy said. ‘He was wearing this. I was hoping you might be able to help us identify him. Maybe you have a list of all the past captains?’


‘Oh my God! Is he dead?’


Lucy nodded. ‘Would you have those names?’


The man nodded quickly. ‘Come with me,’ he said.


He led her out to the entrance to the bar where two large wooden boards had been erected on which was listed the names of all the club’s captains and ladies’ captains, tracing back to 1911.


‘That’s them all.’


‘Have you a copy of the list you could give me?’ Lucy asked. ‘On something smaller. A sheet of paper, maybe. And the men only; I don’t need the women’s names.’


‘Of course,’ the man said. ‘A lot of the older ones are dead. Do you want me to leave those off?’


Better to leave off those still alive, Lucy thought, but she said nothing. ‘Perhaps just mark those you know to be deceased.’


‘Of course,’ the man repeated. ‘I’ll get the club secretary to do it when he gets in. He should have it all handy somewhere.’


Lucy glanced at her watch. It was nine thirty.


‘That should be fine,’ she said, handing him her card. ‘He can fax it through to me at that number.’


‘That’s desperate news,’ the man said, shaking his head. ‘That’s the second past captain who’s died this week. You know what they say about these things happening in threes?’ He rubbed his arm, as if suppressing the urge to shiver.


‘Who was the other one who died?’ Lucy asked.





Chapter Seven



‘Cancer, apparently,’ she said. ‘His funeral was a few days ago, according to the Pro Shop keeper.’


Tom Fleming sat next to her, in the Strand Road office of Chief Superintendent Mark Burns. The heat had already begun to build and Burns had both a fan running in his room and the small window opened wide in the hope of a breeze. The air, though, was still and hot.


‘Stuart Carlisle,’ Burns said. He lifted the picture that Lucy had taken of the victim pulled from the river and compared it with one she had found on the golf club’s website of a presentation taken a few years earlier. ‘It could be him,’ he agreed. ‘As much as people can look like themselves when they’re embalmed.’


‘We thought it a CID investigation rather than PPU,’ Fleming said. Then added, ‘Sir.’


Burns shrugged. ‘We’ve the whole team out at the moment at the city’s waste plant at Maydown. The lorries were coming in to offload all the early morning collections and they found a man’s body in one of the compactors.’


‘Jesus,’ Lucy said. ‘Was he dead or alive when he went in the truck?’


‘That we don’t know,’ Burns said. ‘The team are working on it. So, look, if you have a name for this guy, check with the next of kin and find out what happened. Maybe it was a burial at sea kind of thing that went wrong.’


Fleming glanced across at Lucy, not bothering to hide his scepticism, but Burns was already standing up to indicate that the meeting was over.


Within the hour, Lucy had traced through the Registrar’s office that Carlisle’s death certificate had been issued to his nephew, Tony Henderson. Henderson lived on Balloughry Road, on the outskirts of town, not far from the border with the Republic of Ireland. She and Fleming went out together.


Henderson’s house was a bungalow, sitting squat against the roadside. The driveway running along the side of the house had once been gravel, but time and use had worn deep gouges in the mud beneath, which sat in caked ridges now, as Lucy stepped over them towards the house.


A mongrel dog appeared from the rear of the property, small and white, with scraps of tan on its fur that suggested a Jack Russell had been involved somewhere in its parentage. It yapped several times at them, then lowered its head and hobbled forward, reaching Lucy and sniffing around her feet.


‘Can I help you?’


Lucy looked up from the dog to where a thin, middle-aged man stood at the corner of the house, a paintbrush in one hand, a small can of paint in the other.


‘Tony Henderson?’ Tom Fleming asked.


‘That’s me. Is something wrong?’ The man set the can on the ground and laid the paintbrush across the opening of the top. He straightened and pulled a rag from his back pocket on which to wipe his hands.


‘We’d like to talk to you about your uncle, Stuart Carlisle?’


‘Great-uncle,’ Henderson said. ‘What about him?’


‘We believe we pulled his body from the river last night,’ Lucy said.


The man laughed with relief, then realized it was not the appropriate reaction to the news of a recovery from the river. He raised a paint-stained wrist in front of his mouth. ‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘You’ve got the wrong man. My uncle’s already dead; he died last week.’


‘We know,’ Lucy said. ‘Maybe we could go inside.’


Henderson’s living room was narrow, one side dominated by an old china cabinet, the other by two armchairs. There was no sofa. Lucy sat on one seat, Henderson on the other while Fleming moved across to the window, as if to lean against the sill.


‘I wouldn’t do that,’ Henderson said. ‘I’ve just painted the woodwork.’


Instinctively, Fleming stepped away, wiping at the back of his legs lest some paint had transferred on to them.


Henderson stared from him to Lucy. ‘If you know my uncle’s already dead, why do you think he was the one you pulled from the Foyle?’


‘Would you mind taking a look at this?’ Lucy said, offering the man a photograph, a headshot of the body they had recovered. ‘Is that your great-uncle?’


Henderson studied the image, angling it towards the light entering the room through the one narrow window to the front, across which hung a lace curtain. ‘I’ve smudged it,’ he said and pulled one tacky thumb from the picture before handing it back to Lucy. ‘Sorry. That looks like him all right, but—’


‘He was wearing a City of Derry Golf Club blazer?’


‘Aye, that’s right. I don’t understand, though. We had his funeral.’


‘When?’


‘Monday. He was waked in the funeral parlour then they had the service for him at one. They took him off to be cremated in All Hallows in Belfast.’


‘Cremated?’ Fleming asked. Generally, Irish people tended not to cremate the dead, suitable land for burial plots not being an issue in the country. It was the exception rather than the rule. So much so, the only crematoriums in the North were in Belfast.


‘Did you take the body up to All Hallows yourself?’


The man shook his head. ‘I’d an appointment in the hospital in the afternoon,’ he explained. ‘The undertakers handled it all. I’ve to call for his ashes at some stage.’


‘I see,’ Lucy said.


Henderson clearly sensed something in her voice for he continued. ‘I never knew him. He wasn’t close to us. He was my granny’s brother. He never bothered with our family. It was the home help contacted me to say he was dead. Going to the funeral service was as much as I figured he needed. What difference would it make seeing his coffin going into an oven, eh?’ The man stared at Lucy, willing her to respond.


‘That’s understandable,’ Fleming said, instead. ‘Look, you’re certain it was your great-uncle in the coffin at the service? Did you see him?’


‘Aye. It was an open coffin at the wake. All his golfing buddies were there.’


‘Did anyone accompany the body to All Hallows?’


‘The undertakers, just,’ Henderson said. ‘All his golfing friends were the same age as him; they weren’t going to start driving nearly two hours to see him being burned.’


‘When did you last see him in the coffin?’


‘At the start of the service. They closed the lid and sealed it, then we had the service, then they took the body out to take him to Belfast.’


‘And that was the last you saw of it?’


Henderson nodded.


‘Who was the undertaker?’ Lucy asked.


‘Duffy, on the Strand Road. Did they throw his body in the river, instead of taking him up to be burned?’ he asked. ‘They were paid out of his estate. They charged plenty for it. Bloody undertakers would drain you dry.’


‘What about the rest of your great-uncle’s estate?’ Lucy asked, earning a scowl from Fleming for the nature of the question.


‘It’ll all come to me, I think,’ Henderson said. ‘All that effort and saving, just to have your money go to someone you hardly know when you’re gone, eh?’





Chapter Eight



Duffy and Sons operated out of a converted mechanic’s garage along the quay on the Strand Road. They were recently opened, and had managed to position themselves with a view of the river from their main service room on the first floor of the building. When they arrived, they were met by the owner, Gabriel Duffy, before being led up to the service room. Despite the volume of traffic along the main arterial route through the city just outside the window, the building was hushed, the air sweet and heavy with incense.


‘We did handle Mr Carlisle’s service,’ Duffy said, his voice soft and sibilant.


‘His “remains” were recovered from the river last night,’ Lucy said. She produced the image she had shown Henderson and gave it to Duffy. He rubbed at the white-paint fingerprint on its surface.


‘That does look like Mr Carlisle, but I can assure you, it can’t be him. He was taken to All Hallows and cremated the day before yesterday. We have all the paperwork to show the transfer from us to the crematorium. Mr Carlisle’s ashes are waiting for his great-nephew to collect. We have them here.’


He stood, and padded across the room and out through a different doorway from the one through which they had been brought in. Lucy assumed he was going to the preparation room beneath. A moment later he reappeared with a small box, slightly bigger than a milk carton. Attached to it was a sticker with Stuart Carlise’s name and the date of his death.


‘Is that it?’ Lucy asked.


‘You can pay for nicer ones,’ Duffy said. ‘Mr Carlisle’s next of kin wanted a basic receptacle.’


Lucy took it from the man. It was heavier than she expected, perhaps the same as a bag of flour, she thought. ‘Is this definitely Stuart Carlisle?’


Duffy nodded. ‘My son drove the body up. He’s downstairs finishing an embalming; he’ll be up in a moment. The coffin was sealed at the service, taken out to the van and delivered to All Hallows. Ciaran waited in Belfast until the cremation was completed, a few hours later, then brought back the ashes.’


As if on cue, the rear door opened again and a young man came in, pushing the door closed with a click. He came across to where Lucy and Fleming sat.


‘This is Ciaran,’ Duffy said. ‘The officers are asking about the Stuart Carlisle cremation.’


Ciaran nodded. ‘Yes?’


‘We believe we’ve found his body in the river,’ Lucy said. ‘Are you sure he was cremated?’


‘Absolutely,’ Ciaran said, quickly. ‘I drove it up myself. We loaded him into the crematorium and I waited about until it was finished. I brought his ashes back.’


‘Can we see the ashes?’ Fleming asked.
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