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  To the memory of Stephen Lawrence and 22 April 1993,

  when he was murdered in Eltham, southeast London, by five men

  who have gone unpunished by the British judicial system to this day.


  If thou art indeed my father,

  then thou hast stained thy sword

  in the lifeblood of thy son.

  And thou didst it of thine own obstinacy.

  For I sought to turn thee into love . . .


  From the Shahnama


  


  


  1


  He found the body on the forty-third day of his walk. By then, the end of April had arrived, although he had only the vaguest idea of that. Had he been capable of noticing his surroundings, the condition of the flora along the coast might have given him a broad hint as to the time of year. He’d started out when the only sign of life renewed was the promise of yellow buds on the gorse that grew sporadically along the cliff tops, but by April, the gorse was wild with colour, and yellow archangel climbed in tight whorls along upright stems in hedgerows on the rare occasions when he wandered into a village. Soon foxgloves would be nodding on roadside verges, and lamb’s foot would expose fiery heads from the hedgerows and the drystone walls that defined individual fields in this part of the world. But those bits of burgeoning life were in the future, and he’d been walking these days that had blended into weeks in an effort to avoid both the thought of the future and the memory of the past.


  He carried virtually nothing with him. An ancient sleeping bag. A rucksack with a bit of food that he replenished when the thought occurred to him. A bottle that he filled with water in the morning if water was to be had near the site where he’d slept. Everything else, he wore. One waxed jacket. One hat. One tattersall shirt. One pair of trousers. Boots. Socks. Underclothes. He’d come out for this walk unprepared and uncaring that he was unprepared. He’d known only that he had to walk or he had to remain at home and sleep, and if he remained at home and slept, he’d come to realise that eventually he would will himself not to awaken again.


  So he walked. There had seemed no alternative. Steep ascents to cliff tops, the wind striking his face, the sharp salt air desiccating his skin, scrambling across beaches where reefs erupted from sand and stone when the tide was low, his breath coming short, rain soaking his legs, stones pressing insistently against his soles . . . These things would remind him that he was alive and that he was intended to remain so.


  He was thus engaged in a wager with fate. If he survived the walk, so be it. If he did not, his ending was in the hands of the gods. In the plural, he decided. He could not think that there might be a single Supreme Being out there, pressing fingers into the keyboard of a divine computer, inserting this or forever deleting that.


  His family had asked him not to go, for they’d seen his state although, like so many families of his class, they’d not made any direct mention of it. Just his mother saying, ‘Please don’t do this, darling,’ and his brother suggesting, with his face gone pale and always the threat of another relapse hanging over him and over them all, ‘Let me go with you,’ and his sister murmuring with her arm round his waist, ‘You’ll get past it. One does,’ but none of them mentioning her name or the word itself, that terrible, eternal, definitive word.


  Nor did he mention it. Nor did he mention anything other than his need to walk.


  The forty-third day of this walk had taken the same shape as the forty-two days that had preceded it. He’d awakened where he’d fallen on the previous night, with absolutely no knowledge where he was aside from somewhere along the South-West Coast Path. He’d climbed out of his sleeping bag, donned his jacket and his boots, drunk the rest of his water, and begun to move. In mid-afternoon the weather, which had been uneasy most of the day, made up its mind and blew dark clouds across the sky. In the wind, they piled one upon the other, as if an immense shield in the distance were holding them in place and allowing them no further passage, having made the promise of a storm.


  He was struggling in the wind to the top of a cliff, climbing from a V-shaped cove where he’d rested for an hour or so and watched the waves slamming into broad fins of slate that formed the reefs in this place. The tide was just beginning to come in, and he’d noted this. He needed to be well above it. He needed to find some sort of shelter as well.


  Near the top of the cliff, he sat. He was winded, and he found it odd that no amount of walking these many days had seemed sufficient to build his endurance for the myriad climbs he was making along the coast. So he paused to catch his breath. He felt a twinge that he recognised as hunger, and he used the minutes of his respite to draw from his rucksack the last of a dried sausage he’d purchased when he’d come to a hamlet along his route. He gnawed it down to nothing, realised that he was also thirsty, and stood to see if anything resembling habitation was nearby: hamlet, fishing cottage, holiday home, or farm.


  There was nothing. But thirst was good, he thought with resignation. Thirst was like the sharp stones pressing into the soles of his shoes, like the wind, like the rain. It reminded him, when reminders were needed.


  He turned back to the sea. He saw that a lone surfer bobbed there, just beyond the breaking waves. Whether it was a man or woman, he could not tell. The figure was entirely clothed in black neoprene. At this time of year, it was the only way to enjoy the frigid water.


  He knew nothing about surfing, but he knew a fellow cenobite when he saw one. There was no religious meditation involved, but they were both alone in places where they should not have been alone, in conditions that were not suited for what they were attempting. For him, the coming rain – for there could be little doubt that rain was moments away from falling – would make his walk along the coast slippery and dangerous. For the surfer, the exposed reefs on shore demanded an answer to the question that asked why he surfed at all.


  He had no answer and little interest in developing one. His inadequate meal finished, he resumed his walk. The cliffs were friable in this part of the coast, unlike the cliffs where he’d begun his walk. There they were largely granite, igneous intrusions into the landscape, forced upon ancient lava, limestone, and slate. Although worn by time, weather, and the restless sea, they were nonetheless solid underfoot, and a walker could venture near the edge and watch the roiling sea or observe the gulls seeking perches among the crags. Here, however, the cliff edge was culm: slate, shale, and sandstone, and cliff bases were marked by mounds of the stony detritus called clitter that fell regularly to the beach below. Venturing near the edge meant a certain fall. A fall meant broken bones or death.


  At this section of his walk, the cliff top levelled out for some one hundred yards. The path was well marked, moving away from the cliff’s edge and tracing a line between gorse and thrift on one side and a fenced pasture on the other. Exposed here, he bent into the wind, and moved steadily forward. He became aware that his throat was painfully dry, and his head had begun to fill with a dull ache just behind his eyes. He felt a sudden bout of dizziness as he reached the far end of the cliff top. Lack of water, he thought. He would not be able to go much farther without doing something about it.


  A stile marked the edge of the high pasture he’d been following, and he climbed it and paused, waiting for the landscape to stop swimming in front of him long enough for him to find the descent to what would be yet another cove. He’d lost count of the inlets he’d come upon in his walk along the undulating coast. He had no idea what this one was called, any more than he’d been able to name the others.


  When the vertigo had passed, he saw that a lone cottage stood at the edge of a wide meadow beneath him, perhaps two hundred yards inland from the beach and along the side of a twisting brook. A cottage meant potable water, so he would make for that. It wasn’t a great distance off the path.


  He stepped down from the stile just as the first drops of rain fell. He wasn’t wearing his hat at the moment, so he shrugged his rucksack from his shoulders and dug it out. He was pulling it low onto his forehead – an old baseball cap of his brother’s with Mariners scrolled across it – when he caught sight of a flash of red. He looked in the direction from which it had seemed to come, and he found it at the base of the cliff that formed the far side of the inlet beneath him. There, a sprawl of red lay across a broad plate of slate. This slate was itself the landward end of a reef, which crept from the cliff bottom out into the sea.


  He studied the red sprawl. At this distance it could have been anything from rubbish to laundry, but he knew instinctively that it was not. For although all of it was crumpled, part of it seemed to form an arm, and this arm extended outward onto the slate as if supplicating an unseen benefactor who was not nor would ever be there.


  He waited a full minute that he counted off in individual seconds. He waited uselessly to see if the form would move. When it did not, he began his descent.


  A light rain was falling when Daidre Trahair made the final turn down the lane that led to Polcare Cove. She switched on the windscreen wipers and created a mental note that they would have to be replaced, sooner rather than later. It wasn’t enough to tell herself that spring led to summer and windscreen wipers wouldn’t actually be necessary at that point. April had been notoriously unpredictable as usual and while May was generally pleasant in Cornwall, June could be a weather nightmare. So she decided then and there that she had to get new wipers, and she considered where she might purchase them. She was grateful for this mental diversion. It allowed her to push from her mind all consideration of the fact that, at the end of this journey south, she was feeling nothing. No dismay, confusion, anger, resentment, or compassion, and not an ounce of grief.


  The grief part didn’t worry her. Who honestly could have expected her to feel it? But the rest of it . . . to have been bled of every possible emotion in a situation where at least marginal feeling was called for . . . That concerned her. In part it reminded her of what she’d heard too many times from too many lovers. In part it indicated a regression to a self she thought she’d put behind her.


  So the nugatory movement of the windscreen wipers and the resulting smear they left in their wake distracted her. She cast about for potential purveyors of car parts: in Casvelyn? Possibly. Alsperyl? Hardly. Perhaps she’d have to go all the way to Launceston.


  She made a cautious approach to the cottage. The lane was narrow, and while she didn’t expect to meet another car, there was always the possibility that a visitor to the cove and its thin strip of beach might barrel along, departing in a rush and assuming no one else would be out here in this kind of weather.


  To her right rose a hillside where gorse and yellow wort made a tangled coverlet. To her left the Polcare valley spread out, an enormous green thumbprint of meadow bisected by a stream that flowed down from Stowe Wood, on higher ground. This place was different from traditional combes in Cornwall, which was why she’d chosen it. A twist of geology made the valley wide as if glacially formed – although she knew this could not be the case – instead of canyon-like and constrained by river water wearing away aeons of unyielding stone. Thus, she never felt hemmed in in Polcare Cove. Her cottage was small, but the environment was large, and open space was crucial to her peace of mind.


  Her first warning that things were not as they should have been occurred as she pulled off the lane onto the patch of gravel and grass that served as her drive. The gate was open. It had no lock, but she knew that she’d left it securely closed for that very reason the last time she’d been here. Now it gaped the width of a body.


  Daidre stared at this opening for a moment before she swore at herself for being timid. She got out of the car, swung the gate wide, then drove inside.


  When she’d parked and went to shut the gate behind her, she saw the footprint. It pressed down the soft earth where she’d planted her primroses along the drive. A mansized print, it looked like something made by a boot. A hiking boot. That put her situation in an entirely new light.


  She looked from the print to the cottage. The blue front door seemed unmolested, but when she quietly circled the building to check for other signs of intrusion, she found a window pane broken. This was on a window next to the door that led outside to the stream, and the door itself was off the latch. Fresh mud formed a clump on the step.


  Although she knew she should have been frightened, or at least cautious, Daidre was, instead, infuriated by that broken window. She pushed the door open in a state of high dudgeon and stalked through the kitchen to the sitting room. There she stopped. In the dim light of the tenebrous day outside, a form was coming out of her bedroom. He was tall, he was bearded, and he was so filthy that she could smell him from across the room.


  She said, ‘I don’t know who the hell you are or what you’re doing here, but you are going to leave directly. If you don’t leave, I shall become violent with you, and I assure you, you do not want that to happen.’


  Then she reached behind her for the switch to the lights in the kitchen. She flipped it and illumination fell broadly across the sitting room to the man’s feet. He took a step towards her, which brought him fully into the light, and she saw his face.


  She said, ‘My God. You’re injured. I’m a doctor. May I help?’


  He gestured towards the sea. From this distance, she could hear the waves as always, but they seemed closer now, the sound of them driven inland by the wind. ‘There’s a body on the beach,’ he said. ‘It’s up on the rocks. At the bottom of the cliff. It’s . . . he’s dead. I broke in. I’m sorry. I’ll pay for the damage. I was looking for a phone to ring the police. What is this place?’


  ‘A body? Take me to him.’


  ‘He’s dead. There’s nothing—’


  ‘Are you a doctor? No? I am. Take me to him. We’re losing time when we could otherwise be saving a life.’


  The man looked as if he would protest. She wondered if it was disbelief. You? A doctor? Far too young. But he apparently read her determination. He took off the cap he was wearing. He wiped the arm of his jacket along his forehead, inadvertently streaking mud on his face. His light hair, she saw, was overlong, and his colouring was identical to hers. Both trim, both fair, they might have been siblings, even to the eyes. His were brown. So were hers.


  He said, ‘Very well. Come with me,’ and he came across the room and passed her, leaving behind the acrid scent of himself: sweat, unwashed clothing, unbrushed teeth, and something else, more profound and more disturbing. She backed away from him and kept her distance as they left the cottage and started down the lane.


  The wind was fierce. They struggled against it and into the rain as they made their way swiftly towards the beach. They passed the point where the valley stream opened into a pool before tumbling across a natural breakwater and rushing down to the sea. This marked the beginning of Polcare Cove, a narrow strand at low water, just rocks and boulders when the tide was high.


  The man called into the wind, ‘Over here,’ and he led her to the north side of the cove. From that point, she needed no further direction. She could see the body on an outcropping of slate: the bright red windcheater, the loose dark trousers for ease of movement, the thin and exceedingly flexible shoes. He wore a harness round his waist and from this dangled numerous metal devices and a lightweight bag from which a white substance spilled across the rock. Chalk for his hands, she thought. She moved to see his face.


  She said, ‘God. It’s . . . He’s a cliff climber. Look, there’s his rope.’


  Part of it lay nearby, an extended umbilical cord to which the body was still attached. The rest of it snaked from the body to the bottom of the cliff, where it formed a rough mound, knotted skilfully with a carabiner protruding from the end.


  She felt for a pulse although she knew there would be none. The cliff at this point was two hundred feet high. If he’d fallen from there – as he most certainly had – only a miracle could have preserved him.


  There had been no miracle. She said to her companion, ‘You’re right. He’s dead. And with the tide . . . Look, we’re going to have to move him or—’


  ‘No!’ The stranger’s voice was harsh.


  Daidre felt a rush of caution. ‘What?’


  ‘The police have to see it. We must phone the police. Where’s the nearest phone? Have you a mobile? There was nothing . . .’ He indicated the direction they’d come. There was no phone in the cottage.


  ‘I haven’t a mobile,’ she said. ‘I don’t bring one when I come here. What does it matter? He’s dead. We can see how it happened. The tide’s coming in, and if we don’t move him the water will.’


  ‘How long?’ he asked.


  ‘What?’


  ‘The tide. How long have we got?’


  ‘I don’t know.’ She looked at the water. ‘Twenty minutes? Half an hour? No more than that.’


  ‘Where’s a phone? You’ve got a car.’ And in a variation of her own words, ‘We’re wasting time. I can stay here with the . . . with him, if you prefer.’


  She didn’t prefer. She had the impression he would depart like a spirit if she left things up to him. He would know she’d gone to make the phone call he so wanted made, but he himself would vanish, leaving her to . . . what? She had a good idea and it wasn’t a welcome one.


  She said, ‘Come with me.’


  She took them to the Salthouse Inn. It was the only place within miles that she could think of that was guaranteed to have a phone available. The inn sat alone at the junction of three roads: a white, squat thirteenth-century hostelry that stood inland from Alsperyl, south of Shop, and north of Woodford. She drove there swiftly, but the man didn’t complain or show evidence of worry that they might end up down the side of a hill or headfirst into an earthen hedge. He didn’t use his seat belt, and he didn’t hold on.


  He said nothing. Nor did she. They rode with the tension of strangers between them and with the tension of much unspoken as well. She was relieved when they finally reached the inn. To be out in the air, away from his stench, was a form of blessing. To have something in front of her – immediate occupation – was a gift from God.


  He followed her across the patch of rocky earth that went for a car park, to the low hung door. Both of them ducked to get inside the inn. They were at once in a vestibule cluttered with jackets, rainwear, and sodden umbrellas. They removed nothing of their own as they entered the bar.


  Afternoon drinkers – the inn’s regulars – were still at their normal places: round the scarred tables nearest the fire. Coal, it put out a welcome blaze. It shot light into the faces bent to it and streamed a soft illumination against soot-stained walls.


  Daidre nodded to the drinkers. She came here herself, so they were not unfamiliar to her nor she to them. They murmured, ‘Ms Trahair’ and one of them said to her, ‘You come down for the tournament, then?’ but the question fell away when her companion was observed. Eyes to him, eyes to her. Speculation and wonder. Strangers were hardly unknown in the district. Good weather brought them to Cornwall in droves. But they came and went as strangers and they did not generally show up in the company of someone known.


  She went to the bar. ‘Brian, I need to use your phone. There’s been a terrible accident. This man . . .’ She turned from the publican. ‘I don’t know your name.’


  ‘Thomas.’


  ‘Thomas. Thomas what?’


  ‘Thomas,’ he said.


  She frowned but said to the publican, ‘This man Thomas has found a body in Polcare Cove. We need to phone the police. Brian,’ and this she said more quietly, ‘it’s . . . I think it’s Santo Kerne.’


  Constable Mick McNulty was performing patrol duty when his radio squawked, jarring him awake. He considered himself lucky to have been in the panda car at all when the call came through. He’d recently completed a lunchtime quickie with his wife, followed by a sated snooze with both of them naked beneath the counterpane they’d ripped from the bed (‘We can’t stain it, Mick. It’s the only one we’ve got!’), and only fifty minutes earlier he’d resumed cruising along the A39 on the lookout for potential malefactors. But the warmth of the car in combination with the rhythm of the windscreen wipers and the fact that his two-year-old son had kept him up most of the previous night weighed down his eyelids and encouraged him to look for a lay-by into which he could pull the car for a kip. He was doing just that – napping – when the radio burst into his dreams.


  Body on the beach. Polcare Cove. Immediate response required. Secure the area and report back.


  Who phoned it in? he wanted to know.


  Cliff walker and a local resident. They would meet him at Polcare Cottage.


  Which was where?


  Bloody hell, man. Use your effing head.


  Mick gave the radio two fingers. He started the car and pulled onto the road. He’d get to use the lights and the siren, which generally happened only in summer when a tourist in a hurry made a vehicular misjudgment with dire results. At this time of year, the only action he usually saw was from a surfer anxious to blast into the water of Widemouth Bay: too much speed into the car park, too late to brake, and over the edge onto the sand he’d go. Well, Mick understood that urgency. He felt it himself when the waves were good and the only thing keeping him from his wetsuit and his board were the uniform he wore and the thought of being able to wear it – right here in Casvelyn – into his dotage. Messing up a sinecure was not in his game plan. They did not refer to a posting in Casvelyn as the velvet coffin for nothing.


  With siren and lights, it still took him nearly twenty minutes to reach Polcare Cottage, which was the only habitation along the road down to the cove. The distance was less than five miles as the crow flies – but the lanes were no wider than a car and a half, and, defined by farmland, woodland, hamlet, and village, not a single one of them was straight.


  The cottage was painted mustard yellow, a beacon in the gloomy afternoon. It was an anomaly in an area where nearly every other structure was white, and in further defiance of local tradition, its two outbuildings were purple and lime, respectively. Neither of them was illuminated, but the small windows of the cottage itself streamed light onto the garden that surrounded it.


  Mick silenced the siren and parked the car, although he left the headlights on and the roof lights twirling, which he considered a nice touch. He pushed through a gate and passed an old Vauxhall in the drive. At the front door, he knocked sharply on the bright blue panels. A figure appeared quickly on the other side of a stained glass window high on the door, as if she’d been standing nearby waiting for him. She wore snug jeans and a turtleneck sweater; long earrings dangled as she gestured Mick inside.


  ‘I’m Daidre Trahair,’ she said. ‘I made the call.’


  She admitted him to a small square entry crammed with Wellingtons, hiking boots, and jackets. A large egg-shaped iron kettle that Mick recognised as an old mining kibble stood to one side, filled with umbrellas and walking sticks instead of with ore. A gouged and ill-used narrow bench marked a spot for changing in and out of boots. There was barely space to move.


  Mick shook the rain water from his jacket and followed Daidre Trahair into the heart of the cottage, which was the sitting room. Here, an unkempt bearded man was squatting by the fireplace, taking ineffective stabs at five pieces of coal with a duck-headed poker. They should have used a candle beneath the coal until it got going, Mick thought. That was what his mum had always done. It worked a treat.


  ‘Where’s the body?’ he said. ‘I’ll want your details as well.’ He took out his notebook.


  ‘The tide’s coming in,’ the man said. ‘The body’s on the . . . I don’t know if it’s part of the reef, but the water . . . You’ll want to see the body surely. Before the rest. The formalities, I mean.’


  Being given a suggestion like this – by a civilian who no doubt obtained all his information about procedure from police dramas on ITV – got right up Mick’s nose. As did the man’s voice, whose tone, timbre, and accent were completely out of keeping with his appearance. He looked like a vagrant but certainly didn’t talk like one. He put Mick in mind of what his grandparents referred to as ‘the old days’ when people always known as ‘the quality’ cruised down to Cornwall in their fancy cars and stayed in big hotels with wide verandas before the days of international travel. ‘They knew how to tip, they did,’ his granddad would tell him. ‘’Course things were less dear in those days, weren’t they, so tuppence went a mile and a shilling’d take you all the way to London.’ He exaggerated like that, Mick’s granddad. It was, his mother said, part of his charm.


  ‘I wanted to move the body,’ Daidre Trahair said. ‘But he’ – with a nod at the man— ‘said not to. It’s an accident. Well, obviously, it’s an accident, so I couldn’t see why . . . Frankly, I was afraid the surf would take him.’


  ‘Do you know who it is?’


  ‘I . . . no,’ she said. ‘I didn’t get much of a look at his face.’


  Mick hated to cave in to them, but they were right. He tilted his head in the direction of the door. ‘Let’s see him.’


  They set off into the rain. The man brought out a faded baseball cap and put it on. The woman used a rain jacket with the hood pulled over her sandy hair.


  Mick paused at the police car and fetched the small flash camera that he’d been authorised to carry, its purchase intended for a moment just like this. If he had to move the body, they’d at least have a visual record of what the spot had looked like before the waves rose to claim the corpse.


  At the water’s edge, the wind was fierce, and a beach break was coming from both left and right. These were rapid waves, seductive swells building offshore. But they were forming fast and breaking faster: just the sort of surf to attract and demolish someone who didn’t know what he was doing.


  The body, however, wasn’t that of a surfer. This came as something of a surprise to Mick. He’d assumed . . . But assuming was an idiot’s game. He was glad he’d jumped only to mental conclusions and said nothing to the man and woman who’d phoned for help.


  Daidre Trahair was right. It looked like an accident. A young climber – most decidedly dead – lay on a shelf of slate at the base of the cliff.


  Mick swore silently when he stood over the body. This wasn’t the best place to cliff climb, either alone or with a partner. While there were swathes of slate, which provided good handholds, toeholds, and cracks into which camming devices and chock stones could be slid for the climber’s safety, there were also vertical fields of sandstone that crumbled as easily as yesterday’s scones if the right pressure was put upon them.


  From the look of things, the victim had been attempting a solo climb: an abseil down from the top of the cliff, followed by a climb up from the bottom. The rope was in one piece and the carabiner was still attached to the rewoven figure eight knot at the end. The climber himself was still bound to the rope by a belay device. His descent from above should have gone like clockwork.


  Equipment failure at the top of the cliff, Mick concluded. He’d have to climb up via the coastal path and see what was what when he was finished down here.


  He took the pictures. The tide was creeping towards the body. He photographed it and everything surrounding it from every possible angle before he unhooked his radio from his shoulder and barked into it. He got static in return.


  He said, ‘Damn,’ and clambered to the highpoint of the beach where the man and woman were waiting. He said to the man, ‘I’ll need you directly,’ took five steps away, and once again shouted into his radio. ‘Phone the coroner,’ he told the sergeant manning the station in Casvelyn. ‘We need to move the body. We’ve got a bloody great tide coming in, and if we don’t move this bloke, he’s going to be gone.’


  And then they waited, for there was nothing else to do. The minutes ticked by, the water rose, and finally the radio bleated. ‘Coroner’s . . . okay . . . from surf . . . road,’ the disembodied voice croaked. ‘What . . . site . . . needed?’


  ‘Get out here and bring your rain kit with you. Get someone to man the station while we’re gone.’


  ‘Know . . . body?’


  ‘Some kid. I don’t know who it is. When we get him off the rocks, I’ll check for i.d.’


  Mick approached the man and woman who were huddled separately against the wind and the rain. He said to the man, ‘I don’t know who the hell you are, but we have a job to do and I don’t want you doing anything other than what I tell you. Come with me,’ and to the woman, ‘You as well.’


  They picked their way across the rock-strewn beach. No sand was left down near the water; the tide had covered it. They went single file across the first slate slab. Halfway across, the man stopped and extended his hand back to Daidre Trahair to assist her. She shook her head. She was fine, she told him.


  When they reached the body, the tide was lapping at the slab on which it lay. Another ten minutes and it would be gone. Mick gave directions to his two companions. The man would help him move the corpse to the shore. The woman would collect anything that remained behind. It wasn’t the best situation, but it would have to do. They could not afford to wait for the professionals.


  


  


  2


  Cadan Angarrack didn’t mind the rain. Nor did he mind the spectacle that he knew he presented to the limited world of Casvelyn. He trundled along on his freestyle BMX, with his knees rising to the height of his waist and his elbows shooting out like bent arrows, intent only on getting home to make his announcement. Pooh bounced on his shoulder, squawking in protest and occasionally shrieking ‘Landlubber scum!’ into Cadan’s ear. This was decidedly better than applying his beak to Cadan’s earlobe, which had happened in the past before the parrot learned the error of his ways, so Cadan didn’t try to silence the bird. Instead he said, ‘You tell ’em, Pooh,’ to which the parrot cried, ‘Blow holes in the attic!’ an expression whose provenance was a mystery to his master.


  Had he been out working with the bicycle instead of using it as a means of transport, Cadan wouldn’t have had the parrot with him. In the early days, he’d taken Pooh along, finding a perch for him near the side of the empty swimming pool while he ran through his routines and developed strategies for improving not only his tricks but the area in which he practised them. But some damn teacher from the infants’ school next door to the leisure centre had raised the alarm about Pooh’s vocabulary and what it was doing to the innocent ears of the seven-year-olds whose minds she was trying to mould, and Cadan had been given the word. Leave the bird at home if he couldn’t keep him quiet and if he wanted to use the empty pool. So there had been no choice in the matter. Until today, he’d had to use the pool because so far he’d made not the slightest inroad with the town council about establishing trails for air jumping on Binner Down. Instead, they’d looked at him the way they would have looked at a psycho, and Cadan knew what they were thinking, which was just what his father not only thought but said: Twenty-two years old and you’re playing with a bicycle? What the hell’s the matter with you?


  Nothing, Cadan thought. Not a sodding thing. You think this is easy? Tabletop? Tailwhip? Try it sometime.


  But of course, they never would. Not the town councillors and not his dad. They’d just look at him and their expression would say, Make something of your life. Get a job, for God’s sake.


  And that was what he had to tell his father: Gainful employment was his. Pooh on his shoulder or not, he’d actually managed to acquire another job. Of course, his dad didn’t need to know how he’d acquired it. He didn’t need to know it was really all about Cadan asking if Adventures Unlimited had thought about the use to which its decrepit crazy golf course could be put and ending up with a brokered deal of maintenance work in the old hotel in exchange for utilising the crazy golf course’s hills and dales – minus their windmills, barns, and other assorted structures, naturally – for perfecting air tricks. All Lew Angarrack had to know was that, sacked once again, for his myriad failures in the family business – and who the hell wanted to shape surfboards anyway? – Cadan had gone out and replaced Job A with Job B within seventy-two hours. Which was something of a record, Cadan decided. He usually gave his dad an excuse to remain in a state of cheesed-off-at-him for five or six weeks at least.


  He was jouncing along the unpaved lane behind Victoria Road and wiping the rain from his face when his father drove past him on the way to the house. Lew Angarrack didn’t look at his son although his expression of distaste told Cadan his father had clocked the sight he presented, not to mention been given a reminder of why his progeny was on a bicycle in the rain and no longer behind the wheel of his car.


  Up ahead of him, Cadan saw his father get out of the RAV4 and open the garage door. He reversed the Toyota into the garage and when Cadan wheeled his bicycle through the gate and into the back garden, Lew had already hosed off his surfboard. He was heaving his wetsuit out of the 4 x 4 to wash it off as well, while the hosepipe burbled fresh water onto the patch of lawn.


  Cadan watched him for a moment. He knew that he looked like his father, but their similarities ended with the physical. They had the same stocky bodies, with broad chests and shoulders so they were built like wedges, and the same surfeit of dark hair, although his father was growing more and more of it over his body so that he was starting to look like what Cadan’s sister privately called him, which was Gorilla Man. But that was it. As to the rest, they were chalk and cheese. His father’s idea of a good time was making sure everything was permanently in its place with nothing changing one iota till the end of his days while Cadan’s was . . . well, decidedly different. His father’s world was Casvelyn start to finish and if he ever made it to the north shore of Oahu – big dream, Dad, and you just keep dreaming – that would be the world’s biggest all time miracle. Cadan, on the other hand, had miles to go before he slept and the end of those miles was going to be his name in lights, the X-games, gold medals, and his grinning mug on the cover of Ride BMX.


  He said to his father, ‘Onshore wind today. Why’d you head out?’


  Lew didn’t reply. He streamed the water over his wetsuit, flipped it over, and did the same to the other side. He washed out the boots, the hood, and the gloves before he looked at Cadan and then at the Mexican parrot on his shoulder.


  ‘Best get that bird out of the rain.’


  Cadan said, ‘It won’t hurt him. It rains where he comes from. You didn’t get any waves, did you? Tide’s just now coming in. Where’d you go?’


  ‘Didn’t need waves.’ His father scooped the wetsuit from the lawn and hung it where he always hung it: over an aluminium lawn chair whose webbed seat caved in with the ghost weight of a thousand bums. ‘I wanted to think. Don’t need waves for thinking, do I?’


  Then why go to the trouble of getting the kit ready and hauling it down to the sea? Cadan wanted to ask. But he didn’t because if he asked the question, he’d get an answer and the answer would be what his father had been thinking of. There were three possibilities, but since one of them was Cadan himself and his list of transgressions, he decided to forego further conversation in this area. Instead, he followed his father into the house, where Lew dried his hair off with a limp towel left hanging for this purpose on the back of the door. Then he went to the kettle and switched it on. He’d have instant coffee, one sugar, no milk. He’d drink it in a mug that said Newquay Invitational on it. He’d stand at the window and look at the back garden and when he’d finished the coffee, he’d wash the mug. Mr Spontaneity himself.


  Cadan waited till Lew had the coffee in hand and was at the window as usual. He used the time to establish Pooh in the sitting room at his regular perch. He returned to the kitchen himself to say, ‘Got a job, then, Dad.’


  His father drank. He made no sound. No slurp of hot liquid and no grunt of acknowledgement. When he finally spoke, it was to say, ‘Where’s your sister, Cade?’


  Cadan refused to allow the question to deflate him. He said, ‘Did you hear what I told you? I’ve got a job. A decent one.’


  ‘And did you hear what I asked you? Where’s Madlyn?’


  ‘As it’s a workday for her, I expect she’s at work.’


  ‘I stopped there. She’s not.’


  ‘Then I don’t know where she is. Moping into her soup somewhere. Crying into her porridge. Whatever she might be doing instead of pulling herself together like anyone else would. You’d think the bloody world has ended.’


  ‘Is she in her room?’


  ‘I told you—’


  ‘Where?’ Lew still hadn’t turned from the window, which was maddening to Cadan. It made him want to down six pints of lager right in front of the man, just to get his attention.


  ‘I said I didn’t know where—’


  ‘Where’s the job?’ Lew pivoted, not just a turn of his head but of his whole body. He leaned against the window sill. He watched his son and Cadan knew he was being read, evaluated, and found wanting. It was an expression on his father’s face he’d been looking at since he was six years old.


  ‘Adventures Unlimited,’ he said. ‘I’m to do maintenance on the hotel till the season starts.’


  ‘What happens then?’


  ‘If things work out, I’ll became an instructor.’ This last bit was a stretch, but anything was possible, and they were in the process of interviewing instructors for the summer, weren’t they? Abseiling, cliff climbing, sea kayaking, swimming, sailing . . . He could do all of that and even if they didn’t want him in those activities, there was always freestyle BMX and his plans for altering the crazy golf course. He didn’t mention this to his father, though. One word about the freestyle bicycle and Lew would read Ulterior Motive as if the words were tattooed on Cadan’s forehead.


  ‘“If things work out.”’ Lew blew a short breath through his nose, his version of a derisive snort, which said more than a dramatic monologue and all of it based upon the same subject. ‘How’re you intending to get there, then? On that thing outside?’ By which he meant the bike. ‘Because you won’t be getting your car keys back from me, nor your driving licence. So don’t start thinking a job’ll make a difference.’


  ‘I’m not asking for my keys back, am I?’ Cadan said. ‘I’m not asking for my licence. I’ll walk. Or I’ll ride the bike if I have to. I don’t care what I look like. I rode it there today, didn’t I?’


  That breath again. Cadan wished his father would just say what he was thinking instead of always telegraphing it through facial expressions and not-so-subtle sounds. If Lew Angarrack just came out and declared You’re a loser, lad, Cadan would at least have something to row with him about: failures as son set against a different sort of failure as father. But Lew always took the indirect route, and this was one that generally used the vehicle of silence, heavy breathing, and, at a pinch, outright comparisons of Cadan and his sister. She was the sainted Madlyn, of course, a world class surfer, headed for the top. Until recently, that is.


  Cadan felt bad for his sister and what had happened to her, but a small, nasty part of him crowded in joy. For such a small girl, she’d been casting a large shadow for far too many years. He said, ‘So that’s it, then? No, “Good job of it, Cade,” or “Congratulations,” or even “Well, you’ve surprised me for once.” I find a job – and it’s going to pay good money, by the way – but that’s sod all to you because . . . what? It’s not good enough? It’s got nothing to do with surfing? It’s—’


  ‘You had a job, Cade. You cocked it up.’ Lew downed the rest of his coffee and took his mug to the sink. There, he scoured it out as he scoured out everything. No stains, no germs.


  ‘That’s bollocks,’ Cadan said. ‘Working for you was always a bad idea, and we both know that, even if you won’t admit it. I’m not a detail person. I never was. I don’t have the . . . I don’t know . . . the patience or whatever.’


  Lew dried the mug and the spoon. He put them both away. He wiped down the scratched, old stainless steel work top, although there wasn’t a crumb upon it. ‘Your trouble is you want everything to be fun. But life’s not that way, and you don’t want to see it.’


  Cadan gestured outside, towards the back garden and the surfing kit that his father had just rinsed off. ‘And that’s not fun? You’ve spent all your free time for your entire life riding waves, but I’m supposed to see that as what? Some noble endeavour like curing AIDS? Putting an end to world poverty? You give me aggro about doing what I want to do, but haven’t you done the very same? But wait. Don’t answer. I already know. What you do’s all about grooming a champion. Having a goal. While what I do—’


  ‘There’s nothing wrong with having a goal.’


  ‘Right. Yes. And I have mine. It’s just not the same as yours. Or Madlyn’s. Or what Madlyn’s were.’


  ‘Where is she?’ Lew asked.


  ‘I told you . . .’


  ‘I know what you told me. But you must have some idea where your own sister might have taken herself off to if she didn’t go to work. You know her. And him. You know him as well, if it comes down to it.’


  ‘Hey. Don’t put that on me. She knew his reputation. Everyone knows it. But she wasn’t having any words of wisdom from anyone. And anyway, what you really care about is not where she is at this exact moment but that she got derailed. Just like you.’


  ‘She isn’t derailed.’


  ‘She bloody well is. And where does that leave you, Dad? You pinned your dreams on her instead of living your own.’


  ‘She’ll get back to it.’


  ‘Don’t put money on that.’


  ‘And don’t you—’ Abruptly, Lew bit off whatever it was he’d intended to say.


  They faced each other then across the width of the kitchen. It was an expanse of less than ten feet, but it was also a chasm that grew wider every year. Each of them stood at his respective edge, and it seemed to Cadan that the time would come when one of them was going to topple over the side.


  Selevan Penrule took his time about getting over to Clean Barrel Surf Shop, having quickly decided it would be unseemly to bolt out of the Salthouse Inn the moment the whisper went round about Santo Kerne. He certainly had reason to bolt, but he knew it wouldn’t look good. Apart from that, at his age he was beyond bolting anywhere. Too many years milking cows, not to mention herding the bloody bovines in and out of pastures, and his back was permanently bent and his hips were done for. Sixty-eight years old, he felt like eighty. He should have sold out and opened up the caravan park thirty-five years earlier, and he would have done so had he only had the cash, the bollocks, the vision, no wife, and no kids. They were all gone now, the house was torn down, and the farm was converted. Sea Dreams, he’d called it. Four neat rows of holiday caravans like shoe boxes perched on the cliffs above the sea.


  In his car, he was careful. There were dogs occasionally on the country lanes. Cats, too. Rabbits. Birds. Selevan hated the thought of hitting something, not so much because of the guilt or responsibility he might feel having brought about a death but because of the inconvenience it would cause him. He’d have to stop and he hated to stop once he set out on a course of action. In this case, the course of action was getting himself over to Casvelyn and into the surf shop where his granddaughter worked. He wanted Tammy to hear the news from him.


  When he reached the town, he parked on the wharf, the nose of his antique Land Rover pointing towards the Casvelyn Canal, a narrow cut that had once connected Holsworthy and Launceston with the sea but that now meandered inland for seven miles before ending abruptly like an interrupted thought. This put him across the River Cas from the centre of town where the surf shop was, but finding a spot for the car was always too much trouble over there, no matter the weather or the time of year, and, anyway, he wanted the walk. Tracing a path back along the crescent of road that defined the south-west edge of the town, he would have time to think. He had to have an approach that would play the information out and allow him to gauge her reaction to it. For what Tammy said she was and who Tammy really was were, as far as Selevan Penrule was concerned, in outright contradiction to each other. She just didn’t know that yet.


  He set off into the heart of town, going towards it along a string of shops. He stopped for a takeaway coffee at Jill’s Juices and then again for a packet of Dunhills and a roll of breath mints at Pukkas Pizza Slices Et Cetera (the accent being on the et cetera, for their pizza was rubbish in a shoe), which was where the Crescent made its turn up into the Strand. Here the road created a slow climb to the top of the town, and Clean Barrel Surf Shop stood on a corner half the distance up, just along a route that offered a hair salon, a decrepit nightclub, two extremely down-at-heel hotels, and a fish and chip shop.


  He finished his coffee before he got to the surf shop. There was no bin nearby, so he folded the takeaway cup and put it in the pocket of his rain jacket. Ahead of him, he could see a young man with Julius Caesar hair having an earnest conversation with Nigel Coyle, Clean Barrel’s owner. This would be Will Mendick, Selevan thought. He’d had high hopes of Will, but so far they’d come to nothing.


  Selevan heard Will saying to Nigel Coyle, ‘I admit I was wrong, Mr Coyle. I shouldn’t even have suggested it. But it’s not like it’s something I ever did before,’ to which Coyle replied, ‘You’re not a very good liar, are you,’ before walking off with his car keys jingling in his hand.


  Will said darkly, ‘Sod you, man.’ And as Selevan came up to him, ‘Hullo, Mr Penrule. Tammy’s inside.’


  Selevan found his granddaughter restocking a rack with colourful brochures. He observed her the way he always observed her, like a species of mammal he’d never come upon before. Most of what he saw he disapproved of: She was skin and bones in black: black shoes, black tights, black skirt, black jersey. Hair too thin and cut too short and not even a bit of that sticky goo in it to make it do something other than lie lifelessly against her skull.


  Selevan could have coped with the black and the skin and bones of the girl if she’d given the slightest bit of evidence that she might be normal. Ring her eyes with kohl and plant silver rings through her eyebrows and her lips and a stud in her tongue, and he understood that. Mind, he didn’t like it, but he understood. That was the fashion among certain people her age and they’d come to their senses, one hoped, before they disfigured themselves entirely. When they hit twenty-one or maybe twenty-five and they discovered that gainful employment wasn’t beating a path to their doorsteps, they’d sort themselves out. Like Tammy’s father. And what was he now? Lieutenant colonel in the Army with a posting in Rhodesia or wherever because Selevan could never keep track of him (and it would always be Rhodesia to Selevan, never mind what it wanted to call itself) and a distinguished career stretching out before him.


  But as for Tammy? Can we send her to you, Dad? her father had asked Selevan, his voice coming over the phone line as true as if he’d been standing in the very next room and not in an African hotel where he’d parked his daughter prior to flying her out to England. And what was her granddad to do, then? She had her ticket. She was on her way. We can send her to you, can’t we, Dad? This isn’t the right environment for her. She sees too much. We think that’s the problem.


  Selevan himself had his own ideas of what the problem was, but he liked the idea of a son relying on his father’s wisdom. Send her, Selevan told David. But mind, I’ll not have any of her nonsense if she’s going to stop with me. She’ll eat her meals and clean up after herself and—


  That, his son told him, would not be a problem.


  True enough. The girl barely left a wake behind her. If Selevan had thought she would cause him trouble, what he’d come to learn was that the trouble she caused came from not causing trouble at all. That wasn’t normal, which was the heart of the matter. For damn it all, she was his granddaughter. And that meant she was meant to be normal.


  She tapped the final brochure into place and straightened the rack. She stepped back as if to see its effect just as Will Mendick came into the shop. He said to Tammy, ‘No bloody good. Coyle won’t take me back,’ and then to Selevan, ‘You’re early today, Mr Penrule.’


  Tammy swung round at this. She said, ‘Grandie. Didn’t you get my message?’


  ‘Haven’t been home,’ Selevan told her.


  ‘Oh. I was . . . Will and I were meaning to have a coffee after closing.’


  ‘Were you now?’ Selevan was pleased. Perhaps, he thought, he’d been incorrect in his assessment of Tammy’s regard for the younger man.


  ‘He was going to drive me home afterwards.’ Then she frowned as she seemed to realise it was too early for her grandfather to be there to fetch her home anyway. She looked at a watch that flopped round on her thin wrist.


  ‘Come from the Salthouse Inn,’ Selevan said. ‘Been an accident out round Polcare Cove.’


  ‘Are you all right?’ she asked. ‘Did you get in a smash with the car or something?’ She sounded concerned, and this gratified Selevan. Tammy loved her old granddad. He might be short with her, but she never held it against him.


  ‘Not me,’ he said, and here he began to watch her closely. ‘It was Santo Kerne.’


  ‘Santo? What’s happened to him?’


  Was there a rise to her voice? Panic? A warding off of bad news? Selevan wanted to think so, but he couldn’t reconcile the tone of her voice with the look that she exchanged with Will Mendick.


  ‘Fell off the cliff, way I understand it,’ he said. ‘Down Polcare Cove. Ms Trahair brought some coast walker to the inn to phone the police. This bloke – the walker – he found the boy.’


  ‘Is he all right?’ Will Mendick asked even as Tammy said, ‘Santo’s all right, though, isn’t he?’


  Selevan was definitely gratified at this: the rush of Tammy’s words and what that indicated about her feelings. No matter that Santo Kerne was about as worthless an object for a young girl’s affections as could be found. If affection was present, that was a positive sign, and Selevan Penrule had recently allowed the Kerne boy access to his property at Sea Dreams for just this reason. Give him a shortcut across to the sea cliffs or the sea itself and who knew what might blossom in Tammy’s heart? And that had been the objective, hadn’t it? Tammy, blossoming, and a diversion.


  ‘Don’t know,’ Selevan told her. ‘Just that Ms Trahair came in and told Brian over Salthouse that Santo Kerne was down on the rocks ’n Polcare Cove. That’s all I know.’


  ‘That doesn’t sound good,’ Will Mendick said.


  ‘Was he surfing, Grandie?’ Tammy asked. But she didn’t look at her grandfather when she spoke; she kept her eyes on Will.


  This made Selevan look more closely at the young man. Will, he saw, was breathing oddly, a bit like a runner, but his face had lost colour. He was a ruddy boy naturally, so it was noticeable when the blood drained away.


  ‘Don’t know what he was doing, do I?’ Selevan said. ‘But something’s happened to him, that’s for certain. And it looks bad.’


  ‘Why?’ Will asked.


  ‘Cos they’d’ve hardly left the boy on the rocks alone if he’d only been hurt and not . . .’ He shrugged.


  ‘Not dead?’ Tammy said.


  ‘Dead?’ Will repeated.


  Tammy said, ‘Go, Will.’


  ‘But how can I—’


  ‘You’ll think of something. Just go. We’ll have coffee another time.’


  That was apparently all he needed. Will nodded at Selevan and headed for the door. He touched Tammy on the shoulder as he passed her. He said, ‘Thanks, Tam. I’ll ring you.’


  Selevan tried to take this as a positive sign.


  Daylight was fast fading by the time Detective Inspector Bea Hannaford arrived in Polcare Cove. She’d been in the midst of buying football boots for her son when her mobile had rung, and she’d completed the purchase without giving Pete a chance to point out that he’d not tried on every style available, as was his habit. She’d said, ‘We buy now or you come back later with your father,’ and that had been enough. His father would force him into the least expensive pair, brooking no arguments.


  They’d left the shop in a hurry and dashed through the rain to the car. She’d rung Ray from the road. It wasn’t his night for Pete, but Ray was flexible. He was a cop as well, and he knew the demands of the job. He’d meet them in Polcare Cove, he said. ‘Got a jumper?’ he’d asked her.


  ‘Don’t know yet,’ she’d said.


  Bodies at the base of cliffs were not rare in this part of the world. People climbed foolishly on the culm, people wandered too near the edge of cliffs and went over, or people jumped. If the tide was high, the bodies sometimes were never found. If it was low, the police had a chance to sort out how they had got there.


  Pete was saying enthusiastically, ‘I bet it’s all bloody. I bet its head cracked open like a rotten egg and its guts ’n’ brains’re all over the place.’


  ‘Peter.’ Bea cast him a glance. He was slouched against the door, the shopping bag containing his boots clutched to his chest as if he thought someone might rip it from him. He had spots on his face – the curse of the young adolescent, Bea remembered, although her own adolescence was forty years long gone – and braces on his teeth. Looking at him at fourteen years old, she found it impossible to imagine the man he might one day become.


  ‘What?’ he demanded. ‘You said someone went over the cliff. I bet he went headfirst and splattered his skull. I bet he took a dive. I bet he—’


  ‘You wouldn’t talk that way if you’d ever seen someone who’s fallen.’


  ‘Wicked,’ Pete breathed.


  He was doing it deliberately, Bea thought, trying to provoke a row. He was angry that he had to go to his father’s and angrier still about the disruption to their plans, which had been the rare treat of takeaway pizza and a DVD. He’d chosen a film about football, which his father would not be interested in watching with him, unlike his mother. Bea and Pete were as one when it came to football.


  She decided to let his anger go unconfronted. There wasn’t time to deal with it and, anyway, he had to learn to cope when plans got changed because no plan was ever written in concrete.


  The rain was coming down in sheets when they finally reached the vicinity of Polcare Cove. This wasn’t a place Bea Hannaford had been to before, so she peered through the windscreen and crawled along the lane. This descended through a woodland in a series of switchbacks before shooting out from beneath the budding trees, climbing up once again into farmland defined by thick earthen hedgerows, and descending a final time towards the sea. Here, the land opened to form a meadow at the northwest edge of which stood a mustard-coloured cottage with two nearby outbuildings, the only habitation in this place.


  A panda car jutted partially into the lane from the cottage drive with another police vehicle sitting directly in front of it, nudging against a white Vauxhall near the cottage, itself. Bea didn’t stop since to do so would have blocked the road entirely, and she knew there would be many more vehicles arriving and needing access to the beach long before the day was done. She went farther along towards the sea and found what went for a car park: a patch of earth that was pot-holed like a piece of Swiss cheese. There she stopped.


  Pete reached for the handle of his door. She said, ‘Wait here.’


  ‘But I want to see—’


  ‘Pete, you heard me. Wait here. Your father’s on his way. If he shows up and you’re not in the car . . . Do I need to say more?’


  Pete threw himself back against the seat, looking sulky. ‘It wouldn’t hurt if I looked. And it’s not my night to stay at Dad’s anyway.’


  Ah. He knew how to choose his moment, so like his father. She said, ‘Flexibility, Pete. As you well know, it’s the key to every game, including the game of life. Now wait here.’


  ‘But, Mum . . .’


  She pulled him towards her. She kissed him roughly against the side of the head. ‘Wait,’ she told him.


  A knock on her window drew her attention. A constable stood there in rain gear, his eyelashes spiked by water, a torch in his hand. She got out into the gusting wind and the rain, zipped her jacket, pulled up her hood, and said, ‘DI Hannaford. What’ve we got?’


  ‘Kid. Dead.’


  ‘Jumper?’


  ‘No. There’s rope attached to the body. I expect he fell during an abseil down the cliff. He’s got a belay device still on the rope.’


  ‘Who’s up at that cottage? There’s another panda car.’


  ‘Duty sergeant from Casvelyn. He’s with the two who found the body.’


  ‘Show me what we’ve got. Who are you, by the way?’


  He introduced himself as Mick McNulty, constable from the Casvelyn station. There were only two of them manning the place: himself and a sergeant. It was a typical set-up for the countryside.


  McNulty led the way. The body lay some thirty yards from the breaking waves, but a good distance from the cliff itself from which it must have fallen. The constable had had the presence of mind to cover the corpse with a sheet of bright blue plastic, and he’d been prescient enough to arrange it so that – with the aid of rocks – the sheet didn’t touch the body.


  Bea nodded and McNulty lifted the sheet to expose the corpse while protecting it from the rain. The plastic crackled and snapped like a blue sail in the wind. Bea squatted, raised her hand for the torch, and shone its light onto the young man, who lay on his back. He was blond, with sun-streaked hair that curled cherubically round his face. His eyes were blue and sightless, and his flesh was excoriated from hitting against the rocks as he fell. He was bruised as well – an eye was blackened – but this looked like an older injury. The colour had yellowed as the skin healed. He was dressed for climbing: He still had his step-in harness fastened round his waist with at least two dozen metal bits and bobs hanging from it, and a rope was coiled on his chest. This remained knotted to a carabiner. But what the carabiner had been attached to, that was the question.


  ‘Who is this?’ Bea asked. ‘Do we have an i.d.?’


  ‘Nothing on him.’


  She looked towards the cliff. ‘Who moved the body?’


  ‘Me and the bloke who found it.’ He went on quickly lest she reprimand him, ‘It was that or drag it, guv. I couldn’t’ve moved it on my own.’


  ‘We’ll want your clothes, then. His as well. He’s up at the cottage, you say?’


  ‘My clothes?’


  ‘What did you expect, Constable?’ She pulled out her mobile and flipped it open. She looked at the screen and sighed. No signal.


  Constable McNulty, at least, wore a radio on his shoulder, and she told him to make the arrangement for a Home Office pathologist to get down here as soon as possible. This, she knew, wasn’t going to be soon at all as the pathologist would have to come from Exeter. And that would be only if he or she was actually in Exeter and not involved in something somewhere else. It was going to be a long evening and a longer night.


  While McNulty radioed as ordered, she gazed once more at the body. He was a teenager. He was very good looking. He was fit, muscular. He was kitted out to climb, but like so many climbers his age, he wore no headgear. That might have saved him, but it might have been superfluous. Only a postmortem would be able to tell.


  Her gaze went from the body to the cliff from which the young man had fallen. She could see that the coastal path – a walking trail in Cornwall that began in Marsland Mouth and ended in Cremyll – marked a twisting passage up from the car park to the top of this rise, just as it did along much of the Cornish coast. The sea cliff climber who lay at her feet had to have left something up there. His identification, one hoped. A car, a motorcycle, a bike. They were out in the middle of nowhere, and it was impossible to believe he’d come here on foot. They’d know who he was soon enough. But one of them was going to have to go up there to see.


  She said to Constable McNulty, ‘You’ll need to climb up and see what he’s left on the cliff top. Have a care, though. That path’s going to be murder in the rain.’


  They exchanged looks at her choice of words: murder. It was too early to tell. But they would know eventually.
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  Since Daidre Trahair lived by herself, she was used to silence, and because at work she was most often surrounded by noise, when she had the opportunity to exist for a while where the only sound was that which was ambient, she experienced no anxiety even when she found herself in a group of people with nothing to say to one another. In the evenings, she rarely turned on a radio or the television. When the phone rang at her Bristol home, she often didn’t bother to answer it. So the fact that at least an hour had passed in which not a word had been spoken by either of her companions did not trouble her.


  She sat near the fire with a book of Gertrude Jekyll’s garden plans. She marvelled at them. The plans themselves were done in watercolours, and where there were gardens available to photograph, those accompanied the plans. The woman had understood much about form, colour, and design, and as such, was Daidre’s goddess. The Idea – and Daidre always thought of it in upper case – was to turn the area round Polcare Cottage into a garden that Gertrude Jekyll might have fashioned. This would be a challenge because of the wind and the weather and it might all come down to succulents in the end, but Daidre wanted to have a go. She had no garden at her home in Bristol, and she loved gardens. She loved the work of them: hands in the soil and something growing as a result. Gardening was to be her outlet. Staying busy at work wasn’t enough.


  She looked up from her book and considered the two men in the sitting room with her. The policeman from Casvelyn had introduced himself as Sergeant Paddy Collins, and he had a Belfast accent to prove the name was genuine. He was sitting upright in a straight-back chair that he’d brought from the kitchen table, as if to take one of the armchairs in the sitting room would have indicated a dereliction of duty. He still had a notebook open on his knee and he was regarding the other man as he’d regarded him from the first: with undisguised suspicion.


  Who could blame him? Daidre thought. The hiker was a questionable character. Aside from his appearance and his odour, which in and of themselves might not have raised doubts in the mind of a policeman querying his presence in this part of the world since the South-West Coast Path was a well-used trail at least in fair weather months, there was the not small detail of his voice. He was obviously well educated and probably well bred, and Paddy Collins had done more than raise an eyebrow when the man had told him he had no identification with him.


  ‘What d’you mean, you’ve no identification? You got no driving licence, man? No bank cards? Nothing?’


  ‘Nothing,’ Thomas said. ‘I’m terribly sorry.’


  ‘So you could be bloody anyone, that it?’


  ‘I suppose I could be.’ Thomas sounded as if he wished that were the case.


  ‘And I’m meant to believe whatever you say about yourself?’ Collins asked him.


  Thomas appeared to take the question as rhetorical. But he hadn’t seemed bothered by the threat implied in the sergeant’s tone. He’d merely gone to the small window and gazed out towards the beach although it couldn’t actually be seen from the cottage. There he’d remained, motionless and looking as if he were barely breathing.


  Daidre wanted to ask him what his injuries were. When she’d first come upon him in her cottage, it hadn’t been blood on his face or his clothes nor had it been anything obvious about his body that had prompted her to offer him her aid as a doctor. It had been the expression in his eyes. He was in inconceivable agony: an internal injury but not a physical one. She could see that now. She knew the signs.


  When Sergeant Collins stirred, rose, and made for the kitchen – probably for a cuppa as Daidre had shown him where her supplies were kept – Daidre took the opportunity to speak to the hiker. She said, ‘Why were you walking along the coast alone and without identification, Thomas?’


  Thomas didn’t turn from the window. He made no reply although his head moved marginally, which suggested that he was listening.


  She said, ‘What if something had happened to you? People fall from these cliffs. They put a foot wrong, they slip, they—’


  ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I’ve seen the memorials, all along the way.’


  They were up and down the coast, these memorials: sometimes as ephemeral as a bunch of dying flowers laid at the site of a fatal fall, sometimes a bench carved with a suitable phrase, sometimes something as lasting and permanent as a marker akin to a tombstone with the deceased’s name engraved upon it. Each was something to note the eternal passage of surfers, climbers, walkers, and suicides. It was impossible to be out hiking along the coastal path and not to come upon them.


  ‘There was an elaborate one that I saw,’ Thomas said, as if this were the one subject above all that she wished to discuss with him. ‘A table and a bench, this was, both done in granite. Granite’s what you want if standing the test of time is important, by the way.’


  ‘You haven’t answered me,’ she pointed out.


  ‘I rather thought I just had.’


  ‘If you’d fallen—’


  ‘I still might fall,’ he said. ‘When I walk on. When this is over.’


  ‘Wouldn’t you want your people to know? You have people, I dare say.’ She didn’t add ‘Your sort usually do,’ but the remark was implied.


  He didn’t respond. The kettle clicked off in the kitchen with a loud snap. The sound of pouring water came to them. She’d been correct: a cuppa for the sergeant.


  She said, ‘What about your wife, Thomas?’


  He remained completely motionless. ‘My wife.’


  ‘You’re wearing a wedding ring, so I presume you have a wife. I presume she’d want to know if something happened to you. Wouldn’t she?’


  Collins came out of the kitchen then. But Daidre had the impression that the other man wouldn’t have responded, even had the sergeant not returned.


  Collins said with a gesture of his teacup that sloshed liquid into its saucer, ‘Hope you don’t mind.’


  Daidre said, ‘No. It’s fine.’


  From the window Thomas said, ‘Here’s the detective.’ He sounded indifferent to the reprieve.


  Collins went to the door. From the sitting room, Daidre heard him exchange a few words with a woman. She was, when she came into the room, an utterly unlikely sort.


  Daidre had only ever seen detectives on the television on the rare occasions when she watched one of the police dramas that littered the airwaves. They were always coolly professional and dressed in a tediously similar manner that was supposed to reflect either their psyches or their personal lives. The women were compulsively perfect, tailored to within an inch of their lives and not a hair out of place, and the men were dishevelled. One group had to make it in a man’s world. The other had to find a good woman to act the role of saviour.


  This woman, who introduced herself as DI Beatrice Hannaford, didn’t fit that mould. She wore an anorak, muddy trainers, and jeans, and her hair – a red so flaming that it very nearly preceded her into the room and shouted ‘Dyed and what do you have to say about it?’ – stood up in spikes that were second cousins to a mohawk, despite the rain. She saw Daidre examining her and she said, ‘As soon as someone refers to you as gran, you rethink the whole growing old gracefully thing.’


  Daidre nodded thoughtfully. There was sense to this. ‘And are you a gran?’


  ‘I am.’ The detective made her next remark to Collins. ‘Get outside and let me know when the pathologist gets here. Keep everyone else away, not that anyone’s likely to show up in this weather, but you never know. I take it the word’s gone out?’ This last she said to Daidre as Collins left them.


  ‘We phoned from the inn, so they’ll know up there.’


  ‘And everywhere else no doubt, by now. You know the dead boy?’


  Daidre had considered the possibility that she might be asked this question again. She decided to base her answer on her personal definition of the word know. ‘I don’t,’ she said. ‘I don’t actually live here, you see. The cottage is mine, but it’s my getaway. I live in Bristol. I come here for a break when I have time off.’


  ‘What d’you do in Bristol?’


  ‘I’m a doctor. Well, not actually a doctor. I mean, I am a doctor, but it’s . . . I’m a veterinarian.’ Daidre felt Thomas’s eyes on her, and she grew hot. This had nothing to do with shame about being a vet, a fact about which she was inordinately proud, considering how difficult it had been to reach that goal. Rather, it was the fact that she’d led him to believe she was another sort of doctor when she’d first come upon him. She wasn’t quite sure why she had done it although to tell someone she could help him with his supposed injuries because she was a vet had seemed ludicrous at the time. ‘I do larger animals mostly.’


  DI Hannaford had drawn her eyebrows together. She looked from Daidre to Thomas, and she seemed to be testing the waters between them. Or perhaps she was testing Daidre’s answer for its level of veracity. She looked like someone who was good at that, despite her incongruous hair.


  Thomas said, ‘There was a surfer. I couldn’t tell if it was male or female. I saw him – I’ll call him him – from the cliff top.’


  ‘What? Off Polcare Cove?’


  ‘In the cove before Polcare. Although he could have come from here, I suppose.’


  ‘There was no car, though,’ Daidre pointed out. ‘Not in the car park. So he had to have gone into the water at Buck’s Haven. That’s the cove to the south. Unless you meant the north cove. I’ve not asked you what direction you were walking in.’


  ‘From the south,’ he said. And to Hannaford, ‘The weather didn’t seem right to me. For surfing. The tide was wrong as well. The reefs weren’t covered completely. If a surfer came to close to them . . . Someone could get hurt.’


  ‘Someone did get hurt,’ Hannaford pointed out. ‘Someone got killed.’


  ‘But not surfing,’ Daidre said. Then she wondered why she’d said it because it sounded to her as if she were interceding for Thomas when that hadn’t been her intention.


  Hannaford said to both of them, ‘Like to play detectives, do you? Is it a hobby of yours?’ She didn’t seem to expect a response to this. She went on to Thomas, saying, ‘Constable McNulty tells me you helped him move the body. I’ll want your clothes for forensics. Your outer clothes. Whatever you had on at the time, which I presume is what you have on now.’ And to Daidre, ‘Did you touch the body?’


  ‘I checked for a pulse.’


  ‘Then I’ll want your outer clothing as well.’


  ‘I’ve nothing to change into, I’m afraid,’ Thomas said.


  ‘Nothing?’ Again, Hannaford looked from the man to Daidre. It came to Daidre that the detective had assumed that she and the stranger were a couple. She supposed there was some logic in this. They’d gone for help together. They were together still. And neither of them had said anything to dissuade her from this conclusion. Hannaford said, ‘Exactly who might you two be and what brings you to this corner of the world?’


  Daidre said, ‘We’ve given our details to the sergeant.’


  ‘Humour me.’


  ‘I’ve told you. I’m a veterinarian.’


  ‘Your practice?’


  ‘At the zoo in Bristol. I’ve just come down this afternoon for a few days. Well, for a week this time.’


  ‘Odd time of year for a holiday.’


  ‘For some, I suppose. But I prefer my holidays when there are no crowds.’


  ‘What time did you leave Bristol?’


  ‘I don’t know. I didn’t actually look. It was morning. Perhaps nine. Ten. Half past.’


  ‘Stop along the way?’


  Daidre tried to work out how much the detective needed to know. She said, ‘Well . . . briefly, yes. But it hardly has to do with—’


  ‘Where?’


  ‘What?’


  ‘Where did you stop?’


  ‘For lunch. I’d had no breakfast. I don’t, usually. Eat breakfast, that is. I was hungry so I stopped.’


  ‘Where?’


  ‘There was a pub. It’s not a place I usually stop, but there was a pub and I was hungry and it said “pub meals” out front, so I went in. This would be after I left the M5. I can’t remember its name. The pub’s. I’m sorry. It was somewhere outside of Crediton. I think.’


  ‘You think. Interesting. What did you eat?’


  ‘A ploughman’s.’


  ‘What sort of cheese?’


  ‘I don’t know. I didn’t pay attention. It was a ploughman’s. Cheese, bread, pickle, onion. I’m a vegetarian.’


  ‘Of course you are.’


  Daidre felt her temper flare. She hadn’t done anything, but the detective was making her feel as if she had. She said with some attempt at dignity, ‘I find that it’s rather difficult to care for animals on the one hand and eat them on the other, Inspector.’


  ‘Of course you do,’ DI Hannaford said thinly. ‘Do you know the dead boy?’


  ‘I believe I already answered that question.’


  ‘I seem to have lost the plot on that one. Tell me again.’


  ‘I didn’t get a good look at him, I’m afraid.’


  ‘And I’m afraid that isn’t what I asked you.’


  ‘I’m not from around here. As I said, this is a getaway place for me. I come on the occasional weekend. Bank holidays. Longer holidays. I know a few people but mostly those who live close by.’


  ‘This boy doesn’t live close by?’


  ‘I don’t know him.’ Daidre could feel the perspiration on her neck and she wondered if it was on her face as well. She wasn’t used to speaking to the police, and speaking to the police under these circumstances was especially unnerving.


  A sharp double knock sounded on the front door, then. But before anyone made a move to answer it, they heard it open. Two male voices – one of them Sergeant Collins – came from the entry, just ahead of the men themselves. Daidre was expecting the other to be the pathologist who Inspector Hannaford had indicated was on the way, but this was apparently not the case. Instead, the newcomer – tall, grey haired, and attractive – nodded to them and said to Hannaford, ‘Where’ve you got him stowed, then?’ to which she answered, ‘He’s not in the car?’


  The man shook his head. ‘As it happens, no.’


  Hannaford said, ‘That bloody child. I swear. Thanks for coming at such short notice, Ray.’ Then she spoke to Daidre and Thomas. To Daidre she repeated, ‘I’ll want your clothes, Ms Trahair. Sergeant Collins will bag them, so sort yourself out about that.’ And to Thomas, ‘When SOCO arrives, we’ll get you a boiler suit to change into. In the meantime, Mr . . . I don’t know your name.’


  ‘Thomas,’ he said.


  ‘Mr Thomas, is it? Or is Thomas your Christian name?’


  He hesitated. Daidre thought for a moment that he meant to lie because that was what it looked like. And he could lie, couldn’t he, since he had no identification with him. He could say he was absolutely anyone. He looked at the coal fire as if meditating on all the possibilities. Then he looked back at the detective. ‘Lynley,’ he said. ‘It’s Thomas Lynley.’


  There was a silence. Daidre looked from Thomas to the detective, and she saw the expression alter on Hannaford’s face. The face of the man she’d called Ray altered as well, and oddly enough, he was the one to speak. What he said was completely baffling to Daidre:


  ‘New Scotland Yard?’


  Thomas Lynley hesitated once again. Then he swallowed. ‘Until recently,’ he said. ‘Yes. New Scotland Yard.’


  ‘Of course I know who he is,’ Bea Hannaford said tersely to her former husband. ‘I don’t live under a stone.’ It was just like Ray to make the pronouncement as if from on high. Impressed with himself, he was. Devon and Cornwall Constabulary. Middlemoor. Mr Assistant Chief Constable. A pencil pusher, really, as far as Bea was concerned. Never had a promotion affected anyone’s demeanour so maddeningly. ‘The only question is what the hell is he doing here, of all places?’ she went on. ‘Collins tells me he isn’t even carrying identification with him. So he could be anyone, couldn’t he?’


  ‘Could be. But he isn’t.’


  ‘How d’you know? Have you met him?’


  ‘I don’t need to have met him.’


  Another indication of self-satisfaction. Had he always been like this and had she never seen it? Had she been so blinded by love or whatever it had been that had propelled her into marriage with this man? She hadn’t been ageing and Ray her only chance at having a home and family. She’d been twenty-two. And they had been happy, hadn’t they? Until Pete, they’d had their lives in order: one child only – a daughter – and that had been something of a disappointment but Ginny had given them a grandchild soon enough into her own marriage and she was at this moment on her way to giving them more. Retirement had been beckoning them from the future and all the things they planned to do with retirement had been beckoning as well. And then there was Pete, a complete surprise. Pleasant to her, unpleasant to Ray. The rest was history.


  ‘Actually,’ Ray said in that way he had of outing himself, which had always made her forgive him in the end for his worst displays of self-importance, ‘I saw in the paper that he comes from round here. His family are in Cornwall. The Penzance area.’


  ‘So he’s come home.’


  ‘Hmm. Yes. Well, after what happened, who can blame him for wanting to be done with London?’


  ‘Bit far from Penzance, here, though.’


  ‘Perhaps home and family didn’t give him what he needed. Poor sod.’


  Bea glanced at Ray. They were walking from the cottage to the car park, skirting past his Porsche, which he’d left – foolishly, she thought, but what did it matter since she wasn’t responsible for the vehicle – half on and half off the lane. His voice was moody and his face was moody. She could see that in the dying light of the day.


  ‘It touched you, all that, didn’t it?’ she said.


  ‘I’m not made of stone, Beatrice.’


  He wasn’t, at that. The problem for her was that his all too compelling humanity made hating him an impossibility. And she would have vastly preferred to hate Ray Hannaford. Understanding him was far too painful.


  ‘Ah,’ Ray said. ‘I think we’ve located our missing child.’ He indicated the cliff rising ahead of them to their right, beyond the Polcare Cove car park. The coastal path climbed in a narrow stripe sliced into the rising land, and descending from the top of the cliff were two figures. The one in front was lighting the way through the rain and the gloom with a torch. Behind him a smaller figure picked out a route among the rain-slicked stones that jutted from the ground where the path had been inadequately cleared.


  ‘That bloody child,’ Bea said. ‘He’s going to be the death of me.’ She shouted, ‘Get the hell down from there, Peter Hannaford. I told you to stay in the car and I damn well meant it and you bloody well know it. And you, Constable. What’re the hell are you doing, letting a child—’


  ‘They can’t hear you, love,’ Ray said. ‘Let me.’ He bellowed Pete’s name. He gave an order only a fool would have failed to obey. Pete scurried down the remainder of the path and had his excuse ready by the time he joined them.


  ‘I didn’t go near the body,’ he said. ‘You said I wasn’t meant to go near and I didn’t. Mick c’n tell you that. All I did was go up the path with him. He was—’


  ‘Stop splitting hairs with your mother,’ Ray told him.


  Bea said, ‘You know how I feel when you do that, Pete. Now say hello to your father and get out of here before I wallop you.’


  ‘Hullo,’ Pete said. He stuck out his hand for a shake. Ray accommodated him. Bea looked away. She wouldn’t have allowed a handshake. She would have grabbed the boy and kissed him.


  Mick McNulty came up behind them. ‘Sorry, guv,’ he said. ‘I didn’t know—’


  ‘No harm done.’ Ray put his hands on Pete’s shoulders and firmly turned him in the direction of the Porsche. ‘I thought we’d do Thai food,’ he said to his son.


  Pete hated Thai food, but Bea left them to sort that out for themselves. She shot Pete a look that he could not fail to read: Not here, it said. He made a face.


  Ray kissed Bea on the cheek and said, ‘Take care of yourself.’


  She said, ‘Mind how you go, then. Roads’re slippery.’ And then because she couldn’t help herself, ‘I didn’t say before. You’re looking well, Ray.’


  He replied, ‘Lot of good it’s doing me,’ and walked off with their son. Pete stopped at Bea’s car. He brought forth his football boots. Bea didn’t call out to tell him to let them be.


  Instead she said to Constable McNulty, ‘So. What’ve we got?’


  McNulty gestured towards the top of the cliff. ‘Rucksack up there for SOCO to bag. I expect it’s the kid’s.’


  ‘Anything else?’


  ‘Evidence of how the poor sod went down. I left it for SOCO as well.’


  ‘What is it?’


  ‘There’s a stile up top, some ten feet or so back from the edge of the cliff. Marks the far west end of a cow pasture up there. He’d put a sling round it, which was supposed to be what his carabiner and rope were fixed to for the abseil down the cliff.’


  ‘What sort of sling?’


  ‘Made of nylon webbing. Looks like fishing net if you don’t know what you’re looking at. It’s supposed to be a long loop. You drape it round a fixed object and each end is fastened with the carabiner, making the loop into a circle. You attach your rope to the carabiner and off you go.’


  ‘Sounds straightforward.’


  ‘Should have been. But the sling’s been taped together, presumably over a weak spot to strengthen it, and that’s exactly where it’s failed.’ McNulty gazed back the way he’d come. ‘Bloody idiot. I can’t think why anyone’d just not get himself another sling.’


  ‘What kind of tape was used for the repair?’


  McNulty looked surprised by the question. ‘Electrical tape, this was.’


  ‘Kept your digits off it?’


  ‘Course.’


  ‘And the rucksack?’


  ‘It was canvas.’


  ‘I reckoned as much,’ Bea said patiently. ‘Where was it? Why do you presume it was his? Did you have a look inside?’


  ‘Next to the stile, so I reckon it was his all right. He probably carried his kit in it. Nothing in it now but a set of keys.’


  ‘Car?’


  ‘I reckon.’


  ‘Did you have a look for it?’


  ‘Thought it best to report back to you.’


  ‘Think again Constable. Get back up there and find me the car.’


  He looked towards the cliff. His expression told her how little he wanted to make a second climb up there in the rain. Well, that couldn’t be helped. ‘Up you go,’ she told him pleasantly. ‘The exercise will do you a world of good.’


  ‘Thought p’rhaps I ought to go by way of the road. It’s a few miles, but—’


  ‘Up you go,’ she repeated. ‘Keep an eye out along the trail as well. There may be footprints not already destroyed by the rain.’ Or by you, she thought.


  McNulty did not look happy, but he said, ‘Will do, guv,’ and set off back the way he’d come with Pete.


  Kerra Kerne was exhausted and soaked to the skin because she’d broken her primary rule: Head into the wind on the first half of the ride; have the wind at your back on your route home. But she’d been in a hurry to be gone from Casvelyn, so for the first time in longer than she could remember, she hadn’t checked the internet before donning her cycling kit and pedalling out of town. She’d just set off in her Lycra and her helmet. She’d clicked into the pedals and pumped so furiously that she was ten miles out of Casvelyn before she actually clocked her location. Then it was the location alone that she took into consideration and not the wind, which had been her error. She’d just kept riding vaguely east. When the weather rolled in, she was too far away to do anything to escape it other than seek shelter, which she did not want to do. Hence, muscle weary and wet to the bone, she struggled with the last of the thirty-five miles she needed to cover on her return.


  She blamed Alan, blind and foolish Alan Cheston, who was supposed to be her life partner with all that being a life partner implied but who’d decided to go his own bloody-minded way in the one situation that she couldn’t countenance. And she blamed her father who was also blind and foolish – as well as stupid – but in a completely different manner and for a completely different set of reasons.


  At least ten months earlier, she’d said to Alan, ‘Please don’t do this. It won’t work out. It’ll be—’


  And he’d cut into her words, which he rarely did, which should have told her something about him that she hadn’t yet learned, but which did not. ‘Why won’t it work out? We won’t even see each other much, if that’s what worries you.’


  It wasn’t what worried her. She knew what he was saying was true. He’d be doing whatever one did in the marketing department – which was less a department and more an old conference room located behind what used to be the reception desk in the mouldy hotel – and she’d be doing her thing with the trainee instructors. He’d be sorting out the chaos that her mother had wrought as the nominal director of the non-existent marketing department while she, Kerra, tried to hire suitable employees. They might see each other at morning coffee or at lunch, but they might well not. So rubbing elbows with him at work and then rubbing other body parts later in the day was not what concerned her.


  He’d said, ‘Don’t you see, Kerra, that I’ve got to get some solid employment in Casvelyn? And this is it. Jobs aren’t dangling from trees round here, and it was decent of your dad to offer it to me. I’m not about to look a gift horse.’


  Her father was hardly a gift horse, Kerra thought, and decency had nothing to do with why he’d offered the marketing job to Alan. He’d made the offer because they needed someone to promote Adventures Unlimited to the masses but they also needed a certain kind of someone to do that marketing, and Alan Cheston appeared to be the kind of someone Kerra’s father had been looking for.


  Her father was deciding based on appearance. To him, Alan was a type. Or perhaps better said, Alan was not a type. Her father thought the type to be avoided at Adventures Unlimited was a manly sort: grit under the fingernails, throw a woman across the bed, and have her till she saw stars. What he didn’t understand, and had never understood, was that there actually was no type. There was just maleness. And despite the rounding of his shoulders, the spectacles, the bobbing Adam’s apple, the delicate hands with those long probing spatulate fingers, Alan Cheston was male. He thought like a male, he acted like a male, and most important, he reacted like a male. That was why Kerra had put her foot down, which had ultimately done no good because she wouldn’t say more than, ‘It won’t work out.’ That proving useless, she’d done the only thing she could do in the situation, which was to tell him they’d likely have to end their relationship. To this, he’d calmly replied without the slightest tinge of panic to his words, ‘So that’s what you do when you don’t get what you want? You just cut people off?’


  ‘Yes,’ she’d declared, ‘that’s what I do. And it’s not when I don’t get what I want. It’s when they won’t listen to what I’m saying for their own good.’


  ‘How can it be for my own good not to take the job? It’s money. It’s a future. Isn’t that what you want?’


  ‘Apparently not,’ she’d told him.


  Still, she hadn’t quite been able to make good on her threat because in part she couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have to work with Alan daily but not see him nightly. She was weak in this and she despised her weakness, especially when she’d chosen him primarily because he’d seemed like the weak one: considerate, which she’d taken for malleable, and gentle, which she’d taken for diffident. That he’d proved himself exactly the opposite since coming to work at Adventures Unlimited scared the hell out of her.


  One way to terminate her fear was to confront it, which meant confronting Alan himself. But really, how could she? So at first she’d fumed, and then she’d waited, watched, and listened. The inevitable was just that – inevitable – and since it had always been that way, she spent the time attempting to harden herself, becoming remote within while playing the part of certain without.


  She’d carried the act off until today when his announcement of ‘I’ll be gone a few hours down the coast’ set the alarm off in her brain. At that point her only choice was to ride fast and far, to exhaust herself beyond thinking so that she exhausted herself beyond caring as well. Thus, despite her other responsibilities that day, she’d gone on her way: along St Mevan Crescent and over to Burn View, down the slope of Lansdown Road and the Strand, and from there out of town.


  She’d kept riding eastward, long after she should have turned back for home. For this reason, darkness had fallen by the time she’d geared down to make the final climb up the Strand. Shops were closed; restaurants were open although meagerly peopled at this time of year. A dispirited line of bunting crisscrossed the street, dripping water, and the lone traffic light at the crest of the hill cast a streak of red in her direction. No one was out on the soaked pavement, but in another two months that would all change when summer visitors filled Casvelyn to take advantage of its two broad beaches, of its surf, of its sea pool, of its fun fair, and, one hoped, of the experiences offered by Adventures Unlimited.


  This holiday business was her father’s dream: taking the abandoned hotel – a 1933 derelict structure sitting on a promontory above St Mevan Beach – and turning it into an activities-oriented destination. It was an enormous risk for the Kernes, and if it didn’t work out, they’d be destitute. But her father was a man who’d taken risks in the past and had seen them bear fruit because the one thing he wasn’t afraid of in life was hard work. As to other things in her father’s life . . . Kerra had spent too many years asking why and receiving no answers.


  At the top of the hill, she turned into St Mevan Crescent. From there, along a line of old B & B’s, older hotels, a Chinese takeaway, and a newsagent’s shop, she reached the drive to what had once been the Promontory King George Hotel and what was now Adventures Unlimited. The old hotel stood, barely illuminated, with scaffolding fronting it. Lights were on in the ground floor, but not at the top where the family quarters were.


  In front of the entry a police car was parked. Kerra drew her eyebrows together when she saw it. At once she thought of Alan. She didn’t consider her brother at all.


  Ben Kerne’s office at Adventures Unlimited was on the first floor of the old hotel. He’d fashioned it out of a single room that had once undoubtedly been used by a lady’s maid since directly next door to it – and formerly with an adjoining door – was a suite. That, he’d had converted to a unit suitable for one of the holidaying families upon whom he’d bet his economic future.


  The time had seemed right to Ben for this, his biggest venture ever. His children were older and at least one of them – Kerra – was self-sufficient and completely capable of obtaining gainful employment elsewhere should this venture go under. Santo was a different matter for more than one reason that Ben preferred not to consider, but he had become more dependable of late, thank God, as if he finally understood the weighty nature of their undertaking. So Ben had felt the family was with him. It wouldn’t be just himself upon whose shoulders the responsibility rested. They were fully two years into it now: the conversion complete save for the exterior painting and a few final interior details. By the middle of June, they would be up and running. The bookings had been coming in for several months.


  Ben was looking through these when the police arrived. Although the bookings represented the fruits of his family’s labours, he hadn’t been thinking of the bookings. Instead he’d been thinking of red. Not red as being in the red, which he certainly was and would be for any number of years until the business earned back what he’d spent upon it, but red as the colour of nail varnish or lipstick, of a scarf or a blouse, of a dress that hugged the body.


  Dellen had been wearing red for five days. First had come the nail varnish. Lipstick had followed. Then a jaunty beret over her blonde hair when she went out. Soon, he expected a red sweater would top snug black trousers as it also revealed just a bit of cleavage. Ultimately, she would wear the dress, which would show more cleavage as well as her thighs, and by that time, she’d be in full sail and his children would be looking at him as they had looked at him forever: waiting for him to do something in a situation in which he could do nothing at all. Despite their ages – eighteen and twenty-two – Santo and Kerra persisted in thinking that he was capable of changing their mother. When he did not do so, having failed at the effort when he was even younger than they were now, he saw the why in their eyes, or at least in Kerra’s eyes. Why do you put up with her?


  When Ben heard the slam of a car door, then, he thought of Dellen. When he went to the window and saw it was a police car below and not his wife’s old BMW, he still thought of Dellen. Later, he realised that thinking of Kerra would have been more logical since she’d been gone for hours on her bicycle in weather that had been growing ever worse since two o’clock. But Dellen had been the centre of his thoughts for twenty-eight years and since Dellen had gone off at noon and had not yet returned, he assumed she’d got herself into trouble.


  He left his office and went to the ground floor. When he got to reception, a uniformed constable was standing there. The constable was male, young, and vaguely familiar. He’d be from the town, then. Ben was getting to know who lived in Casvelyn and who was from the outlying area.


  The constable introduced himself: Mick McNulty, he said. And you are, sir?


  Benesek Kerne, Ben told him. Was something wrong? Ben switched on more lights. The automatic ones had come on with the end of daylight, but they cast shadows everywhere, and Ben found he wanted to dispel those shadows.


  Ah, McNulty said. Could he speak to Mr Kerne, then?


  Ben realised the constable meant could they go somewhere that was not the reception area, so he took him one floor above to the lounge. This overlooked St Mevan Beach, where the swells were of a decent size and the waves were breaking on the sand bars in rapid sets. They were coming in from the southwest, but the wind made them rubbish. No one was out there, not even the most desperate of the local surfers.


  Between the beach and the hotel, the landscape was much changed from what it had been during the heyday of the Promontory King George. The pool was still there, but in place of the bar and the outdoor restaurant, a rock climbing wall now stood. As did the rope wall, the swinging bridges, and the pulleys, gears, cords, and cables of the Canopy Experience. A neat cabin housed the sea kayaks and another contained the diving equipment. Constable McNulty took all of this in, or at least he appeared to be doing so, which gave Ben Kerne time to prepare himself to hear what the policeman had come to say. He thought about Dellen in bits of red, about the slippery roads and Dellen’s intentions, which likely had been to get out of town entirely, to go along the coast, and perhaps to end up at one of the coves or bays. But getting there in this weather, especially if she hadn’t stuck to the main road, would have exposed her to danger. Of course danger was what she loved and wanted, but not the sort that led to cars skidding off roads and down the side of cliffs.


  When the question came, it was not what Ben expected. McNulty said, ‘Is Alexander Kerne your son?’


  Ben said ‘Santo?’ and he thought, Thank God. It was Santo who had got himself into trouble, no doubt arrested for trespassing, which Ben had warned him about time and again. He said, ‘What’s he done, then?’


  ‘He’s had an accident,’ the constable said. ‘I’m sorry to tell you that a body’s been found that appears to be Alexander’s. If you have a photo of him . . .’


  Ben heard the word body but did not allow it to penetrate. He said, ‘Is he in hospital, then? Which one? What happened?’ He thought of how he would have to tell Dellen, of what route the news would send her down.


  ‘ . . . awfully sorry,’ the constable was saying. ‘If you’ve a photo, we—’


  ‘What did you say?’


  Constable McNulty looked flustered. He said, ‘He’s dead, I’m afraid. The body. The one we found.’


  ‘Santo? Dead? But where? How?’ Ben looked out at the roiling sea just as a gust of wind hit the windows and rattled them against their sills. He said, ‘Good Christ, he went out in this. He was surfing.’


  ‘Not surfing,’ McNulty said.


  ‘Then what happened?’ Ben asked. ‘Please. What happened to Santo?’


  ‘He’s had a climbing accident. Equipment failure. On the cliffs at Polcare Cove.’


  ‘He was climbing?’ Ben said stupidly. ‘Santo was climbing? Who was with him? Where—’


  ‘No one, as it seems at the moment.’


  ‘No one? He was climbing alone? At Polcare Cove? In this weather?’ It seemed to Ben that all he could do was repeat the information like an automaton being programmed to speak. To do more meant he would have to embrace it, and he couldn’t bear that because he knew what embracing it was going to mean. ‘Answer me,’ he said to the constable. ‘Bloody answer me, man.’


  ‘Have you a picture of Alexander?’


  ‘I want to see him. I must. It might not be—’


  ‘That’s not possible just now. That’s why I need the photo. The body . . . He’s been taken to hospital in Truro.’


  Ben leapt at the word. ‘So he’s not dead, then.’


  ‘Mr Kerne, I’m sorry. He’s dead. The body—’


  ‘You said hospital.’


  ‘To the mortuary, for postmortem,’ McNulty said. ‘I’m very sorry.’


  ‘Oh my God.’


  The front door opened below. Ben went to the lounge doorway and called out, ‘Dellen?’ Footsteps came in the direction of the stairs. But it was Kerra and not Ben’s wife who appeared. She dripped rainwater onto the floor, and she’d removed her bicycle helmet. The very top of her head was the only part of her that appeared to be dry.


  She looked at the constable, then said to Ben, ‘Has something happened?’


  ‘Santo.’ Ben’s voice was hoarse. ‘Santo’s been killed.’


  ‘Santo.’ Then, ‘Santo?’ Kerra looked round the room in a kind of panic. ‘Where’s Alan? Where’s Mum?’


  Ben found he couldn’t meet her eyes. ‘Your mother’s not here.’


  ‘What’s happened, then?’


  Ben told her what little he knew.


  She said as he had, ‘Santo was climbing?’ and she looked at him with an expression that said what he himself was thinking: If Santo had gone climbing, he’d likely done so because of his father.


  ‘Yes,’ Ben said. ‘I know. I know. You don’t need to tell me.’


  ‘Know what, sir?’ It was the constable speaking.


  It came to Ben that these initial moments were critical ones in the eyes of the police. They would always be critical because the police didn’t yet know what they were dealing with. They had a body and they reckoned having a body equated to an accident, but on the chance that it wasn’t an accident, they had to be ready to point the finger and ask relevant questions and for the love of God, where was Dellen?


  Ben rubbed his forehead. He thought, uselessly, that all of this was down to the sea, coming back to the sea, never feeling completely at ease unless the sound of the sea was not far off and yet being forced into feeling at ease for years and years while all the time longing for it and the great open heaving mass of it and the noise of it and the excitement of it and now this. It was down to him that Santo was dead.


  No surfing, he had said. I do not want you surfing. D’you know how many blokes throw their lives away just hanging about, waiting for waves? It’s mad. It’s a waste.


  ‘ . . . act as liaison,’ Constable McNulty was saying.


  Ben said, ‘What? What’s that? Liaison?’


  Kerra was watching him, her blue eyes narrowed. She looked speculative, which was the last way he wanted his daughter to look at him just now. She said carefully, ‘The constable was telling us they’ll send a liaison officer round. Once they have the picture of Santo and they know for certain.’ And then to McNulty, ‘Why d’you need a picture?’


  ‘He had no identification on him.’


  ‘Then how—’


  ‘We found the car. A lay-by near Stowe Wood. His driving licence was in the glove box, and the keys in his rucksack fitted the door lock.’


  ‘So this is just a formality,’ Kerra pointed out.


  ‘Essentially, yes. But it has to be done.’


  ‘I’ll fetch a photo then.’ She went off to do so.


  Ben marvelled at her. All business, Kerra. She wore her competence like a suit of armour. It broke his heart.


  He said, ‘When can I see him?’


  ‘Not until after the postmortem, I’m afraid.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘It’s regulations, Mr Kerne. They don’t like anyone near the . . . near him . . . till afterwards. Forensics, you see.’


  ‘They’ll cut him up.’


  ‘You won’t see. It won’t be like that. They’ll fix him up after. They’re good at what they do. You won’t see.’


  ‘He’s not a God damn piece of meat.’


  ‘’Course he’s not. I’m sorry, Mr Kerne.’


  ‘Are you? Have you children of your own?’


  ‘A boy, yes. I’ve got a boy, sir. Your loss is the worst a man can experience. I know that, Mr Kerne.’


  Ben stared at him, hot eyed. The constable was young, probably under twenty-five. He thought he knew the ways of the world, but he had no clue, absolutely not the slightest idea, what was out there and what could happen. He didn’t know that there was no way to prepare and no way to control. At a gallop, life came at you on horseback and there you were with two options only. You either climbed up or you were mown down. Try to find the middle ground and you failed.


  Kerra returned, a snapshot in hand. She gave it to Constable McNulty, saying, ‘This is Santo. This is my brother.’


  ‘Handsome lad,’ he said.


  ‘Yes,’ Ben said heavily. ‘He favours his mother.’


  


  


  4


  ‘Formerly.’ Daidre chose her moment when she was alone with Thomas Lynley, when Sergeant Collins had ducked into the kitchen to brew himself yet another cup of tea. Collins had so far managed to swill down four of them. Daidre hoped he had no intention of sleeping that night because, if her nose was not mistaken, he’d been helping himself to her very best Russian Caravan tea.


  Thomas Lynley roused himself from staring at the coal fire. He was seated near it, not comfortably with his long legs stretched out as one might expect of a man enjoying the warmth of a fire, but elbows on knees and hands dangling loosely in front of him. ‘What?’ he said.


  ‘When he asked you, you said formerly. He said New Scotland Yard and you said formerly.’


  ‘Yes,’ Lynley said. ‘Formerly.’


  ‘Have you quit your job? Is that why you’re in Cornwall?’


  He looked at her. Once again she saw the injury that she had seen before in his eyes. He said, ‘I don’t quite know. I suppose I have. Quit, that is.’


  ‘If you don’t mind my asking, what sort of policeman were you?’


  ‘A fairly good sort, I think.’


  ‘Sorry. I meant, well, there’re lots of different sorts, aren’t there? Special Branch, protecting the Royals, vice, walking the beat . . .’


  ‘Murder,’ he said.


  ‘You investigated murders?’


  ‘Yes. That’s exactly what I did.’ He looked back at the fire.


  ‘That must have been difficult. Disheartening.’


  ‘Seeing man’s inhumanity? It is.’


  ‘Is that why you quit? I’m sorry. I’m being intrusive. But, had you had enough trials on your heart?’


  He didn’t reply.


  The front door opened with a thud, and Daidre felt the wind gust into the room. Collins came out of the kitchen with his cup of tea as Detective Inspector Hannaford returned to them. She carried a white boiler suit over her arm. This she thrust at Lynley.


  ‘Trousers, boots, and jacket,’ she said. It was clearly an order. And to Daidre, ‘Where’re yours, then?’


  Daidre indicated the carrier bag into which she’d deposited her outer clothing when she’d changed into blue jeans and a yellow jumper. She said, ‘But he’ll have no shoes.’


  ‘It’s all right,’ Lynley said.


  ‘It isn’t. You can’t go round—’


  ‘I’ll get another pair.’


  ‘He won’t need them just yet anyway,’ Hannaford said. ‘Where can he change?’


  ‘My bedroom. Or the bathroom.’


  ‘See to it, then.’


  Lynley had already risen when the DI had joined them. Less anticipation, this seemed, than years of breeding and good manners. The DI was a woman. One rose politely when a woman came into the room.


  ‘SOCO’s arrived?’ Lynley said to her.


  ‘And the pathologist. We’ve a photo of the dead boy as well. He’s called Alexander Kerne. A local boy from Casvelyn. D’you know him?’ She was speaking to Daidre. Sergeant Collins hovered in the kitchen doorway, as if not quite sure he was meant to be having tea while on duty.


  ‘Kerne? The name’s familiar, but I can’t say why. I don’t think I know him.’


  ‘Have a vast acquaintance round here, do you?’


  ‘What d’you mean?’ Daidre was pressing her fingernails into her palms, and she made herself stop. She knew the detective was attempting to read her.


  ‘You say you don’t think you know him. It’s a strange way of putting it. Seems to me, you either know him or you don’t. Are you getting changed?’ This last to Lynley, an abrupt shift that was as disconcerting as her steady and inquisitive gaze.


  He cast a quick look at Daidre and then away. He said, ‘Yes. Of course,’ and ducked through the low doorway that separated the sitting room from a passage created by the depth of the fireplace. Beyond it lay a tiny bathroom and a bedroom big enough for a bed and a wardrobe and nothing else. The cottage was small and safe and snug. It was exactly the way Daidre wanted it.


  She said to the detective, ‘I believe one can know someone by sight – actually have a conversation with him, if it comes down to it – without ever knowing that person’s identity. Their name, their details, anything. I expect your sergeant here can say the same and he’s a local man.’


  Collins was caught, teacup halfway to his mouth. He shrugged. Agreeing or discounting. It was impossible to tell.


  ‘Takes a bit of exertion, that, wouldn’t you say?’ Hannaford asked Daidre shrewdly.


  ‘I’ve found the exertion worth it.’


  ‘So you knew Alexander Kerne by sight?’


  ‘I may have done. But as I said earlier and as I’ve told the other policeman, Sergeant Collins here, and you as well, I didn’t get a good look at the boy when I first saw the body.’


  Thomas Lynley returned to them, then, sparing Daidre any further questions as well as any further exposure to DI Hannaford’s penetrating stare. He handed over the clothing the DI had asked for. It was absurd, Dairdre thought. He was going to catch his death if he wandered round like that: no jacket, no shoes, and just a thin white boiler suit of the type worn at crime scenes to ensure the official investigators did not leave trace evidence behind. It was ridiculous.


  DI Hannaford spoke to him. ‘I’m going to want to see your identification as well, Mr Lynley. It’s form and I’m sorry, but there’s no way round it. Can you get your hands on it?’


  He nodded. ‘I’ll phone—’


  ‘Good. Have it sent. You’re not going anywhere for a few days, anyway. This looks like a straightforward accident, but till we know for certain . . . Well, I expect you know the drill. I’ll want you where I can find you.’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘You’ll need clothing.’


  ‘Yes.’ He sounded as if he didn’t care one way or the other. He was something windblown, not flesh, bone, and determination, but rather an insubstantial substance, desiccated and helpless against the forces of nature.


  The detective looked round the cottage sitting room, as if assessing its potential to produce a set of clothes for the man as well as to house him. Daidre said hastily, ‘He’ll be able to get clothing in Casvelyn. Not tonight, of course. Everything’ll be closed. But tomorrow. He can stay there as well. Or at the Salthouse Inn. They’ve rooms. Not many. Nothing special. But they’re adequate. And it’s closer than Casvelyn.’


  ‘Good,’ Hannaford said. And to Lynley, ‘I’ll want you there at the inn, then. I’ll have more questions. Sergeant Collins can drive you.’


  ‘I’ll drive him,’ Daidre said. ‘I expect you’ll want everyone you can get your hands on to do whatever it is you do at the scene when someone dies. I know where the Salthouse Inn is, and if they’ve no rooms, he’ll need to be taken to Casvelyn.’


  ‘Don’t trouble—’ Lynley began.


  ‘It’s no trouble,’ Daidre said. What it was was a need to get Sergeant Collins and DI Hannaford out of her cottage, something that she could effect only if she had a reason to get out of the cottage herself.


  After a pause, DI Hannaford said, ‘Fine,’ and, handing over her card to Lynley, ‘Phone me when you’re established somewhere. I’ll want to know where to find you, and I’ll be along directly we have matters sorted out here. It’ll be some time.’


  ‘I know,’ he said.


  ‘I expect you do.’ She nodded and left them, taking with her their clothing stuffed into bags. Sergeant Collins followed her. Police cars were blocking Daidre’s access to her own Vauxhall. They would have to be moved if she was to get Thomas Lynley to the Salthouse Inn.


  Silence swept into the cottage with the departure of the police. Daidre could feel Thomas Lynley looking at her, but she was finished with being looked at. She went from the sitting room into the entry, saying over her shoulder, ‘You can’t go out in your stocking feet like that. I have wellies out here.’


  ‘I doubt they’ll fit,’ he said. ‘It doesn’t matter. I’ll take the socks off for now. Put them back on when I get to the inn.’


  She stopped. ‘That’s sensible. I hadn’t thought of it. If you’re ready, then, we can go. Unless you’d like something . . . ? A sandwich? Soup? Brian does meals at the inn, but if you’d rather not have to eat in the dining area . . .’ She didn’t want to make the man a meal, but it seemed the proper thing to do. They were somehow bound together in this matter: partners in suspicion, perhaps. It felt that way to her, because she had secrets and he seemed to have them, too.


  ‘I expect I can have something sent up to my room,’ Lynley said, ‘providing they have rooms available tonight.’


  ‘Let’s be off then,’ Daidre said.


  They made their second drive to the Salthouse Inn more slowly as there was no rush, and they encountered two more police vehicles and an ambulance on the way. They didn’t speak and when Daidre glanced over at her companion, she saw that his eyes were closed and his hands rested easily on his thighs. He looked asleep, and she didn’t doubt that he was. He’d seemed exhausted. She wondered how long he’d been hiking along the coastal path.


  At the inn, she stopped the Vauxhall in the car park, but Lynley didn’t move. She touched him gently on the shoulder.


  He opened his eyes and blinked slowly as if clearing his head of a dream. He said, ‘Thank you. It was kind—’


  ‘I didn’t want to leave you in the clutches of the police,’ she cut in. Then, ‘Sorry. I forget you’re one of them.’


  ‘After a fashion, yes, I am.’


  ‘Well, anyway, I thought you might like a respite from them. Although from what the inspector said it doesn’t appear you’ve escaped them for long.’


  ‘No. They’ll want to talk to me tonight. The first person on the scene is always suspect. They’ll be intent on gathering as much information as possible as quickly as possible. That’s the way it’s done.’


  They were silent then. A gust of wind, stronger than any so far, rocked the car. It stirred Daidre to words once more. She said, ‘I’ll come round for you tomorrow, then.’ She made the declaration without thinking through all the ramifications of what it meant, what it could mean, and what it would look like. This wasn’t like her, and she shook herself mentally. But the words were out there, and she let them lie. ‘You’ll need to get things from Casvelyn, I mean. I don’t expect you want to walk round in that boiler suit for long. You’ll need shoes as well. And other things. Casvelyn’s the closest place to get them.’


  ‘That’s good of you,’ Lynley told her. ‘But I don’t want to trouble you.’


  ‘You said that earlier. But it isn’t and you’re not. It’s very strange, but I feel that we’re in this together although I don’t quite know what this is.’


  ‘I’ve caused you a problem,’ he said. ‘More than one. The window in your cottage. Now the police. I’m sorry about it.’


  ‘What else were you to do? You could hardly walk on once you’d found him.’


  ‘No. I couldn’t walk on, could I?’


  He sat for a moment. He seemed to be watching the wind play with the sign hanging above the inn’s front door.


  He finally said, ‘May I ask you something?’


  ‘Certainly.’


  ‘Why did you lie?’


  She heard an unexpected buzzing in her ears. She repeated the last word, as if she’d misheard him when she’d heard him only too clearly.


  He said, ‘The first time we came here, you told the publican that the boy in the cove was Santo Kerne. You said his name. Santo Kerne. But when the police asked you . . .’ He gestured, a movement saying finish the rest for yourself.


  The question reminded Daidre that this man, dishevelled and filthy though he was, was himself a policeman and a detective at that. From this moment, she needed to take extraordinary care.


  She said, ‘Did I say that?’


  ‘You did. Quietly, but not quietly enough. And now you’ve told the police at least twice that you didn’t recognise the boy. When they’ve said his name, you’ve said you don’t know him. I’m wondering why.’


  He looked at her, and she instantly regretted her offer to take him into Casvelyn for clothing in the morning. He was more than a sum of his parts, and she hadn’t seen that in time.


  She said, ‘I’ve come for a holiday. At the time what I said to the police seemed the best way of ensuring I have one. A holiday. A rest.’


  He said nothing.


  She added, ‘Thank you for not betraying me to them. Of course, I can’t stop you from betraying me when you speak to them again. But I’d appreciate it, if you’d consider . . . There’re things the police don’t need to know about me. That’s all, Mr Lynley.’


  He didn’t reply. But he didn’t look away from her and she felt the heat rising up her neck to her cheeks. The door of the inn banged open, then. A man and a woman stumbled into the wind. The woman twisted her ankle, and the man put his arm round her waist and then kissed her. She shoved him away. The gesture was playful. He caught her up again and they staggered in the wind towards a line of cars.


  Daidre watched them as Lynley watched her. She finally said, ‘I’ll come for you at ten, then. Will that do for you, Mr Lynley?’


  His response was a long time in coming. Daidre thought he must be a good policeman.


  ‘Thomas,’ he said to her. ‘Please call me Thomas.’


  It was like an old time film about the American west, Lynley thought. He ducked into the inn’s public bar, where the local drinkers were gathered, and silence fell. This was a part of the world where you were a visitor until you had become a permanent resident and you were a newcomer until your family had lived in the place for two generations. So he went down as a stranger among them. But he was more than that. He was also a stranger dressed in a white boiler suit and wearing nothing but socks on his feet. He had no coat against the cold, the wind, and the rain, and if that were not enough to make him a novelty, had anyone other than a bride entered this establishment in the past wearing white from shoulder to ankle, it probably hadn’t happened in the living memory of anyone present.


  The ceiling – stained with the soot of fires and the smoke of cigarettes and crossed with black oak beams from which horse brasses were nailed – hung less than twelve inches above Lynley’s head. The walls bore a display of ancient farm implements, given mostly to scythes and pitchforks, and the floor was stone. This last was uneven, pockmarked, scored and scoured. Thresholds made of the same material as the floor were cratered by hundreds of years of entrances and exits, and the room itself that defined the public bar was small and divided into two sections described by fireplaces, one large and one small, which seemed to be doing more to make the air unbreathable than to warm the place. The body heat of the crowd was seeing to that.


  When he’d been at the Salthouse Inn earlier with Daidre Trahair, just a few late afternoon drinkers had been present. Now, the place’s nighttime crowd had arrived, and Lynley had to work his way through them and through their silence to get to the bar. He knew it was more than his clothing that made him an object of interest. There was the not small matter of his smell: unwashed from head to toe for seven weeks now. Unshaven and unshorn as well.


  The publican – Lynley recalled that Daidre Trahair had referred to him as Brian – apparently remembered him from his earlier visit because he said abruptly into the silence, ‘Was it Santo Kerne out there on the cliffs?’


  ‘I’m afraid I don’t know who it was. But it was a young man. An adolescent or just older than that. That’s all I can tell you.’


  A murmur rose and fell at this. Lynley heard the name Santo repeated several times. He glanced over his shoulder. Dozens of eyes – young and old and in between – were fixed on him.


  He said to Brian, ‘The boy, Santo, he was well-known?’


  ‘He lives hereabouts,’ was the unhelpful reply. That was the limit of what Brian appeared to be willing to reveal to a stranger. He said, ‘Are you after a drink, then?’


  When Lynley asked for a room instead, he recognised in Brian a marked reluctance to accommodate him. He put this down to a logical unwillingness to allow an unsavoury stranger such as himself access to the inn’s sheets and pillows. God only knew what vermin might be crawling upon him. But the novelty he represented at the Salthouse Inn was in his favour. His appearance was in direct conflict with his accent and his manner of speaking and if that were not enough to make him an object of fascination, there was the intriguing matter of his finding the body that had likely been the subject of conversation inside the inn before he entered.
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