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      15th September 1976

      
      ‘We have your son.’

      
      Anna Fallbrook found it hard to focus on the words as her eyes filled with tears.

      
      As her heart pounded in her chest like a warning drum, she closed her eyes and gulped air into her lungs. But the intake of
         oxygen had no effect. She felt as though she could pass out at any moment and sink to the ground like some Victorian invalid.
      

      
      A warm tear ran down her cheek, tickling the flesh. She wiped it away with the back of her hand and tried hard to concentrate
         on the letters swimming before her eyes behind a film of tears. ‘We have your son. If you obey our instructions to the letter,
         he won’t be harmed. But if you tell the police we won’t hesitate to cut his throat. Await instructions.’
      

      
      It wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. Things like that happened to somebody else . . . to stars . . . to celebrities . . . to multimillionaires.
         Not to families like the Fallbrooks. Marcus – her little Marcus – would be with Jenny. He would be on his way home now from
         his prep school with his nanny, Jenny. Someone was playing a joke on her. A nasty joke in very bad taste.
      

      
      Anna didn’t know how long she’d sat there in the cool shade of the late summer garden staring at the words neatly printed
         in black ballpoint on the sheet of pale yellow paper. She felt as though her body didn’t quite belong to her. As if she was
         in some cruel and frustrating dream.
      

      
      She could see the river through the trees at the end of the garden; the sun reflected on the rippling water like sparks of
         silver fire. That sort of thing didn’t happen in a place like this. Derenham was a refuge from urban life; somewhere you could
         leave your doors unlocked without fear of being robbed. Perhaps that’s why they had been off their guard. Perhaps their complacency
         had made it easy for a snake to slither unseen into their Eden.
      

      
      But she took another deep, gulping breath, trying to convince herself that it was all a sick joke. When Marcus and Jenny returned
         she’d laugh about it. And then she should really mention it to the police.
      

      
      She walked round the house to the drive and waited by the front door, watching for Jenny’s Mini to appear at the gate. For
         the next ten minutes she paced to and fro, swinging between hope and despair, between telling herself it was all a wicked hoax and battling a crushing, trembling fear that the note might be
         genuine.
      

      
      Then when Jenny’s Mini sped up the drive and the nanny emerged from the car with tears streaming down her pale, pretty face
         saying that Marcus hadn’t been at school since lunchtime and nobody knew where he was, Anna realised it was for real.
      

      
      Marcus was gone.

      
      Thirty years later

      
      It was so familiar, the view of the low, stone house through the overhanging branches; the open French windows giving a glimpse
         of a comfortable, slightly old-fashioned interior; the manicured lawn stretching down to the wide fringe of trees at the water’s
         edge; and the small paned windows twinkling in the weak September sun. The smell was familiar too; the damp scent of undergrowth
         after the rain, the faint salty tang of the river.
      

      
      Marcus staggered up the bank, ignoring the nettles and thorns that snatched at his legs and stung the flesh exposed by the
         tears in his tattered jeans. He had reached the top of the bank now and he stood perfectly still, shielded by the leafy oak
         trees.
      

      
      This was it. This was home. He hadn’t seen it for three decades but it had hardly changed, as though it had been waiting for
         him, frozen in time.
      

      
      Slowly and reluctantly, he retraced his steps and made for the wooden jetty where he’d tied up the small motor boat he’d hired
         in Tradmouth. He’d have to think. He couldn’t just barge in and announce his return as though nothing had happened.
      

      
      He knew he’d have to face it soon – but he dreaded seeing the disbelief, the bewilderment, on their faces as he tried to explain.

      
      Returning from the dead is never easy.

   



      
      
      Chapter One

      

      
      
         TO BE HELD AT THE GEORGE INN, DUKESBRIDGE
ON THE 24TH DAY OF APRIL 1814

         A MEETING AT WHICH WILL APPEAR
THE AMAZING DEVON MARVEL
WHO, BEING BUT 10 YEARS OLD, WILL ASTOUND
ALL PRESENT WITH HIS PRODIGIOUS
CALCULATIONS

         Admission 1d

      

      
      Leah Wakefield was in full view now.

      
      Watching from the shelter of the trees, the stalker shifted from foot to foot. The time had to be right. The conditions had
         to be perfect for the operation.
      

      
      The little bitch was strutting down the green velvet lawn behind the house, making for the azure rectangle of the swimming
         pool wearing a bikini that left little to the imagination. There was a fixed scowl on her lightly tanned, baby pretty face
         and she kept throwing contemptuous glances at the older woman trotting beside her, trying to keep up.
      

      
      The stalker recognised the woman, the small, plump blonde with too much make-up on her hatchet face and a skirt too brief
         for her years. Leah’s pushy mother, Suzy Wakefield – a face that had graced every tabloid and celebrity magazine in recent
         months. And for once it looked as though the newshounds at the lower end of the market had struck a rare and rich vein of
         accuracy. The body language and the never-ending barrage of carping from the older woman targeted at the half naked girl with the California tan and the gym-honed body said it all.
      

      
      The rift between mother and daughter was deep. As deep as the cut the stalker would make in the victim’s throat if the family
         didn’t come up with the goods.
      

      
      The girl was in the pool now, floating on her back, her bronzed limbs spread out like a sacrificial victim. She was vulnerable;
         oblivious to the outside world. And completely unaware of what lay ahead.
      

      
      ‘There’s been another taxi attack. That’s the second in two weeks.’

      
      Detective Constable Steve Carstairs looked up from the open copy of the Daily Galaxy he was reading underneath his desk and saw Detective Sergeant Rachel Tracey looking down at him.’
      

      
      ‘Sorry, Sarge. What was that?’

      
      Rachel pushed her blond hair back off her face, trying to conceal her impatience. ‘Another woman’s been abducted by a bogus
         taxi driver . . . same as before.’
      

      
      Steve looked at her blankly.

      
      ‘Forget it. Everyone else seems to be out so I thought you could come with me to interview the victim. But if you’re busy
         . . . ’ She said the words with heavy irony as she stared down at the newspaper. ‘Anything interesting?’
      

      
      Steve felt his cheeks reddening. ‘Er . . . I was just reading about that singer Leah Wakefield. She’s a right little slapper
         by the sound of it.’
      

      
      Rachel unfroze for a second and allowed herself a grudging grin. She too had followed the musical career and personal life
         of the teenage singing sensation, Leah Wakefield, with some interest – along with a substantial proportion of the population.
         But she was hardly ready to admit this weakness to Steve.
      

      
      ‘If I were you, Steve, I wouldn’t believe everything you read in that paper of yours. They usually make it up as they go along.’

      
      By the time Steve had opened his mouth to protest, Rachel was heading towards DI Peterson’s office with the determination
         of a guided missile. Steve watched her retreating back and saw her hesitate for a second by the office door to smooth her
         hair. Any excuse, he thought, to talk to Peterson. Sometimes she made it so obvious.
      

      
      
      As his office door opened, Wesley Peterson looked up. ‘Anything new?’

      
      ‘Another taxi abduction,’ Rachel began as she made herself comfortable in the visitor’s chair. ‘Early morning this time, would
         you believe. Woman on her way to Neston Station to catch the London train. She rang for a cab and one turned up. Then after
         a while she noticed the driver wasn’t taking the right route for Neston. She told him but he just carried on and parked the
         taxi in an isolated country lane somewhere – she wasn’t sure where. Anyway, it was exactly the same MO as before. He took
         out a pair of scissors and cut off her hair.’
      

      
      ‘The boss thinks he fancies himself as a hairdresser. Or he used to be a hairdresser and he got the sack.’

      
      Rachel shook her head. ‘I don’t think even a defrocked hair-dresser would make the sort of mess this bastard does. I’ve seen
         the other victims. He just hacks their hair off. No marks for artistic merit.’ She looked up. ‘The papers are starting to
         call him the Barber. Do you reckon it’s sexual . . . a power thing?’
      

      
      Wesley shrugged. ‘I think it’s a distinct possibility. But we won’t know for sure until we catch him. Where did he drop off
         his latest victim?’
      

      
      ‘Just like the others. He dropped her off at the station. He leaves them wherever they’ve asked to go.’

      
      ‘Description?’

      
      ‘Nondescript. Middle aged. Baseball cap pulled down over his face. Droopy moustache. Average build. Average height. Average
         everything.’
      

      
      ‘Last time it was a clean-shaven man with long mousy hair.’

      
      ‘Perhaps he’s disguising himself . . . or it’s a different man?’

      
      Wesley looked up. ‘Surely there can’t be more than one of them. What about the taxi firm she booked?’

      
      ‘Again the bona fide cab arrived to find the client already gone. Our friend’s listening in to the taxi frequency for likely
         victims and getting in there first. All the victims swear that the car bore the name of the correct taxi company and a licence
         plate. It all looked kosher.’
      

      
      ‘He’s organised. I’m just worried that he’s going to move on from chopping his victim’s hair off to doing some real harm.’

      
      Rachel looked at Wesley. ‘I wondered if you’d like to come with me to see this latest victim.’ She felt herself blushing.
         ‘She might have seen something the others didn’t. I mean, as you said, he’s got to be stopped before someone gets hurt.’
      

      
      ‘Where does she live?’

      
      ‘Stokeworthy. Next to the village school.’ She hesitated, the mention of schools bringing something uncomfortable to mind.
         ‘How’s your wife by the way? Has term started yet?’ She couldn’t help asking the question, like picking at a scab.
      

      
      ‘She went back last Tuesday.’ Wesley smiled. ‘And she’s looking forward to half term already.’ Pam Peterson taught in a primary
         school and Rachel had worked out long ago that Wesley’s domestic life tended to follow a pattern – agreeable in the school
         holidays and strained in term time.
      

      
      Wesley stood up and looked at his watch. ‘The DCI’s in a meeting with the Chief Super which means he’ll be like a bear with
         piles when he gets back. I think we should make ourselves scarce, don’t you?’
      

      
      Rachel smiled. Wesley’s assessment of DCI Gerry Heffernan’s mood was probably all too accurate. She followed Wesley Peterson
         out of the office. It looked as if it was her lucky day.
      

      
      The stalker watched Leah Wakefield disappear into the house. A big house. Neo-Georgian. Vulgar as its residents and built
         on the outskirts of Neston in the days before the South Hams became an area of outstanding natural beauty and the planning
         authorities became too fussy.
      

      
      He felt he knew the house. The interior was familiar from a four page spread in a well known celebrity magazine. And then
         it had featured on the TV series Star Homes. Cameras had followed the scantily clad Leah around the house . . . to the gold and cream lounge with the massive plasma
         TV occupying one wall like a cinema screen; to the sumptuous bedroom with its walk-in wardrobe and en suite with corner spa
         bath with solid gold taps; to the kitchen with its acres of polished wood and granite. The stalker had played the video through
         again and again until he knew the layout of the house and the contents of each opulent room off by heart.
      

      
      He’d seized the opportunity to have a good look round when the house was empty during Leah’s last nationwide tour and he’d
         paid particular attention to the security system, noting each PIR detector and every lock on the doors and windows. Emboldened,
         he had called at the house pretending to sell alarm systems and struck lucky with Leah’s cleaner. She was a garrulous woman who,
         in her pride at being connected with a celebrity, had talked far too much. When the stalker had feigned the excited interest
         of a genuine fan, Mrs Cleaner had played to the gallery, impressing him with her intimate knowledge of the Shining One, bathing
         in her reflected glory. As far as she was concerned it was only natural for someone to be awed and fascinated by someone who
         had appeared regularly on the TV and whose every action was reported in newspapers and magazines.
      

      
      Leah and her mother had been staying in Devon for a week now and the stalker had watched her from his well-concealed hiding
         place in the woodland – in the wild area between her grounds and the adjoining farmland. There had been a close shave when
         a brace of paparazzi came stamping through the undergrowth in hope of capturing a shot of the star off her guard and doing
         something that might be worth a headline or two. But they had given up after a few hours. If they’d stuck it out, they would
         have got an eyeful.
      

      
      The weather forecast for tomorrow was good. She would be in the pool again. Half naked and vulnerable.

      
      If he was to take her, it would have to be soon. But the moment had to be right.

      
      It was a strange symbol, one Dr Neil Watson of the County Archaeological Unit had never come across before. Seven boldly carved
         rays radiated from a seven-pointed star with a flower, possibly a rose, at its centre.
      

      
      ‘It’s on several graves . . . all dating from the early nineteenth century.’ The Reverend John Ventnor, Rector of St Merion’s
         church, Stoke Beeching, gave a nervous smile. ‘I’ve no idea what it means. Do you . . . ?’
      

      
      Neil shook his head. ‘Contrary to rumour, archaeologists don’t know everything. I’ve never seen anything like it before in
         my life.’
      

      
      ‘There’s been quite a bit of opposition, you know.’ The Rector saw that Neil looked puzzled. ‘To the church extension . .
         . the new parish room. A lot of people don’t like the idea of disturbing the dead.’
      

      
      Neil assumed what he considered to be a suitably solemn expression. ‘No. I suppose some people are squeamish about . . . ’

      
      
      ‘They’ll be disinterred respectfully, of course, and reburied in another part of the churchyard but . . . ’

      
      ‘Yeah.’ Neil gave an impatient smile, trying to think of something intelligent to say. He just wanted to get on with the job.
         The authorities had insisted that the delicate work of disinterring the old graves and digging the foundations for the new
         parish room at the north-west end of the church should be supervised by an experienced archaeological team, due to the thirteenth-century
         church’s historical significance. And now it looked as though part of his job would be to soothe the nerves of a jumpy clergyman.
      

      
      The Reverend John Ventnor leaned towards him confidentially. ‘To be honest, this has caused so much ill feeling in the parish
         that I almost wish Miss Worth hadn’t specified that the money she left should be spent on building an extension to the church.
         Half the parish think it’s the best thing since sermons were cut from three hours to the requisite fifteen minutes but the
         other half seem to imagine that we’ve hired Beelzebub himself as the architect. You just can’t win, can you?’
      

      
      Neil smiled, suddenly finding himself sympathetic to the man’s predicament. ‘Don’t worry,’he said. ‘It’ll all be done as discreetly
         and quickly as possible. We’re erecting screens today so nobody’ll be able to see what’s going on. I presume all the relevant
         families have been informed? It’s not going to come as a nasty surprise to anyone that Great Uncle Albert’s being shifted
         to another part of the churchyard?’
      

      
      John Ventnor nodded earnestly. ‘That’s all been dealt with. Fifteen burials will be disturbed and only one family couldn’t
         be traced . . . a burial dating back to 1791. Of course there’s the Bentham family vault – the tomb you were looking at before
         with the odd symbol – but that’s not a problem.’ He leaned forward confidentially. ‘Miss Worth was their only surviving relative.’
      

      
      ‘And she suggested that her nearest and dearest be shifted to make way for the parish room.’

      
      ‘Miss Worth was a very practical woman,’ the Rector said with a twinkle in his eye. ‘Sentimentality was hardly her forte.
         She lived till she was ninety, ran a smallholding single handed and rode to hounds until she was eighty-two. Salt of the earth.’
      

      
      ‘A formidable lady.’

      
      ‘You didn’t argue with Miss Worth,’ said the Rector with feeling. Neil suspected he’d had one or two altercations with the
         formidable lady in his time.
      

      
      
      Neil looked around. The contractors were arriving to erect the screening, their thoughtlessly parked lorry blocking the main
         street through the village. Some of the archaeological team had already turned up in an old camper van and they’d started
         to unload equipment from the back. John Ventnor turned and gazed upon this scene of industry but showed no sign of moving
         and leaving Neil to his work.
      

      
      Neil had never considered making conversation to be one of his strengths but, as he wasn’t in a position to do much else just
         yet, he thought he’d give it a try. ‘Do you know the new Vicar of Belsham?’
      

      
      ‘Mark? Yes, of course.’

      
      ‘I was at university with his wife’s brother.’

      
      The Rector’s eyes lit up. ‘Really? I’ve met Maritia a few times . . . lovely lady. She told me that her brother’s a policeman
         in Tradmouth.’
      

      
      ‘That’s right. Wes studied archaeology with me at Exeter before he joined the force. He’s a detective inspector now.’

      
      ‘Did you go to the wedding?’

      
      Neil nodded. Then he turned away. The mention of Maritia Peterson’s wedding conjured uncomfortable memories.

      
      His eyes focused once more on the strange carving that adorned the Bentham family tomb. The past, to Neil, was a safe and
         comfortable country . . . unlike the present. ‘Odd symbol that. Wonder what it means.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll have a look through the church records if you like . . . see if there’s any mention of it.’

      
      ‘Thanks,’ said Neil as the builders were making their way noisily up the church path carrying various unrecognisable pieces
         of equipment.
      

      
      It was time to make a start.

      
      The Barber’s latest victim lived in the increasingly pricey village of Stokeworthy, in a cottage straight off a chocolate
         box. Pink cob and thatch, it stood next to a small village school which, unlike many such schools in the area, was still open
         for business, just. It seemed like every town dweller’s dream of rural living And Sienna Calder had acquired that dream. But
         now, maybe, her idyll had turned into a nightmare.
      

      
      Rachel Tracey lifted the heavy knocker, formed in the shape of a Cornish pixie, and let it fall. As she waited for her knock to be answered she turned around and gave Wesley a shy smile
         which he returned automatically.
      

      
      After half a minute the door opened, just a little at first as though the resident was a nervous old lady, terrified of bogus
         callers. After Rachel had done the introductions and poked her ID round the door for examination, the door was opened wider
         to admit them.
      

      
      As they stepped straight into the low-beamed sitting room, Wesley caught his first glimpse of their hostess and what he saw
         shocked him. Sienna Calder had an attractive face, mature but, as yet, unmarked by the ravages of age. Wesley guessed she
         was in her thirties and the clothes she wore had a well-cut simplicity that marked them out as expensive. But the sleek image
         was marred by her hair, hacked inexpertly almost to the scalp like some Victorian workhouse child who’d been found to be crawling
         with lice. He averted his eyes, feeling that it would be rude to stare.
      

      
      ‘How are you feeling?’ Rachel asked sympathetically.

      
      Sienna slumped into a brown leather armchair. ‘It was a bit of a shock but at least he didn’t . . . .I suppose it could have
         been worse. A lot worse.’ She put her hand tentatively to her head. ‘I expect it’ll grow back.’ The words were brave but Rachel
         could detect a tremble in her voice.
      

      
      ‘Can you tell us exactly what happened?’ Wesley said gently.

      
      Sienna nodded and invited them to sit.

      
      ‘My partner, Guy, works in London during the week. I work from home here for two days – I’m in IT – and I go up to London
         on Wednesdays and stay in the apartment with Guy. Then we both come down here on Fridays.’
      

      
      ‘Rather a lot of toing and froing,’ said Rachel with a hint of disapproval. Her family had farmed the Devon earth for generations
         and she felt the native’s resentment of wealthy Londoners who bought up weekend places and priced local youngsters out of
         the housing market. But she tried to concentrate on the matter in hand. The woman had been attacked and her attacker had to
         be caught.
      

      
      Either Sienna hadn’t heard Rachel’s remark or she’d chosen to ignore it. She carried on. ‘I was catching the London train
         from Neston and I ordered a taxi from the firm I usually use. A cab turned up, no problem. Everything seemed normal then .
         . . ’
      

      
      ‘Go on,’ said Wesley quietly.

      
      
      ‘He started driving towards Neston. Then he turned off down a little lane . . . very narrow. Only room for one car.’

      
      ‘That could describe most lanes round here,’ said Rachel sharply. ‘Did you notice any signposts or . . . ?’

      
      ‘No, I was sitting on the back seat reading some business papers so I wasn’t really concentrating. I assumed he was just taking
         a short cut.’
      

      
      ‘Then it became clear he wasn’t?’ said Wesley.

      
      Sienna nodded. ‘It seemed to be taking rather a long time so I said something like, “I did say Neston railway station, didn’t
         I?” But he said nothing. He just kept on driving down these lanes. That’s when I started to get really worried. I kept asking
         him where he was going. I was going to tell him to stop the car then I thought better of it. We were in the middle of nowhere.’
      

      
      ‘Go on,’ Wesley prompted gently.

      
      Sienna glanced at Rachel, as though for support, but Rachel avoided her eyes. It would be up to Wesley to do the tea and sympathy
         bit.
      

      
      ‘He stopped the car. Then he got out. I tried the back doors but the child locks were on. I was trapped. I really started
         to panic then, believe me.’ She looked Wesley in the eye. ‘Well, you can imagine what I thought. It’s amazing how everything
         you learn at self-defence classes goes out of the window when you’re faced with . . . ’
      

      
      ‘You thought he was going to rape you?’ Wesley was surprised at the lack of sympathy in Rachel’s voice.

      
      ‘Of course. I saw he had something in his hand. I thought it was a knife but now I know it was a pair of scissors. I remember
         crouching on the floor of the car thinking that if he couldn’t drag me out, he wouldn’t be able to . . . But he was stronger
         than me. I tried everything . . . biting . . . hitting out. But he dragged me out of the car onto the ground and pinned my
         arms behind me and bound them with tape – I think it was that brown tape you use on parcels. I was so terrified that I couldn’t
         even scream. Then I saw the flash of a blade and I thought, “this is it. He’s going to kill me.’’’ She took a deep breath.
         Wesley could see her hands were shaking. ‘I closed my eyes and prayed. I’m not religious but I prayed.’
      

      
      ‘Go on,’ Wesley said quietly.

      
      ‘Then I just felt my hair being pulled and I heard . . . All I heard was cutting. He was cutting my hair off. It seemed to go on for ever and . . . ’
      

      
      Rachel leaned forward. ‘Did he say anything?’

      
      ‘Not till it was over. He must have used the scissors to cut the tape round my wrists then he just told me to get back in
         the car. To tell you the truth, I was so relieved that he hadn’t raped me and that I was still alive, I just did as he said.’
      

      
      ‘Did you get the impression the motive was sexual?’

      
      Sienna thought for a few moments. ‘I honestly don’t know. It might have been but he never tried to . . . ’ The sentence trailed
         off.
      

      
      ‘What happened next?’

      
      ‘He drove fast and before I knew it we were on the outskirts of Neston. When we reached the station he got out and opened
         the door and I jumped out. Before I had a chance to think about alerting anyone, he sped off.’ She gave Wesley a shy smile.
         ‘But I did get the registration number.’
      

      
      Wesley and Rachel looked at each other. The other victims had taken the number too but when it had been checked out, it had
         become clear that the attacker used a variety of false number plates along with his selection of false taxi stickers. But
         the car was the same each time; an old dark-blue saloon, possibly a Ford – common as seagulls on Tradmouth waterfront.
      

      
      ‘What did he do with the hair,’ Wesley asked suddenly, although he knew the answer already from interviewing the other victims.

      
      Sienna frowned and put her hand to her head, as though trying to conceal her attacker’s handiwork. ‘It was strange,’ she said
         slowly. ‘He had a plastic bag . . . one of those self-sealing ones. He picked it up very carefully and put it in.’ There was
         a long pause while she tried to find the right words to explain. ‘It was as if it wasn’t an attack on me personally. It was
         as if there was some purpose to it. Does that make sense?’
      

      
      Wesley smiled, reluctant to say that it didn’t make any sense to him. And, from the puzzled look on Rachel’s face, it perplexed
         her too.
      

      
      ‘You’ve already given a description to the officer who took your statement. Average height, average build, baseball hat, droopy
         moustache . . . ’
      

      
      She nodded.

      
      ‘The other victims have given us different descriptions. It could be that he changes his appearance every time. Please think carefully: is there anything else you can remember? His accent, for instance?’
      

      
      Sienna shook her head. ‘He didn’t say much but I’m sure he wasn’t local. I’d say he sounded northern.’

      
      Wesley leaned forward. ‘What sort of northern? Manchester? Liverpool? Yorkshire? Newcastle?’

      
      ‘I’m not sure. I’m sorry. Just northern.’

      
      ‘Well, that could be very helpful,’ said Wesley with an optimism he didn’t feel. ‘Do you think you could find the place where
         he took you again?’
      

      
      Sienna shook her shorn head vehemently. ‘It could have been anywhere around here. All these narrow lanes look exactly the
         same, don’t they?’
      

      
      ‘You don’t remember passing any houses or crossroads or farms?’

      
      After more negative answers, Wesley and Rachel took their leave with a plea for Sienna to get in touch if she remembered anything
         more.
      

      
      ‘What do you think?’ Wesley asked as they climbed into the car.

      
      ‘I haven’t a clue,’ Rachel replied.

      
      ‘That makes two of us.’

      
      Marcus returned his hired boat early that afternoon. The rain had held off, which was lucky, and as he sat on the quiet quayside
         watching the car ferry scuttle to and fro across the river in the fading light, he wondered whether he should summon the courage
         to go back there. It was late now and it would soon be dark. But there was no right time for something like this.
      

      
      He wasn’t sure whether it was fear of rejection that was holding him back, or the simple possibility that nobody would believe
         him in the first place. He had been out of their lives since 1976. How could he just turn up and say, ‘Hi, I’m home?’ Perhaps
         he should send a letter. Or make a phone call. But that would be just as bad as turning up in person. However the news was
         broken, it would come as a shock.
      

      
      He had to face his return to life some time.

      
      His guesthouse was up one of the steep streets that led away from the river front to the higher part of the town and the uphill
         walk made him breathless. He decided not to go in – the landlady was the nosey type. Instead he climbed into his battered
         red car and backed it out of the front drive before heading for the main road out of Tradmouth.
      

      
      Having studied the maps over and over again, he knew how to get to the house by road. He drove slowly down the narrow, unfamiliar
         lanes. Last time he had been down them, he had been far too young to drive and he barely recognised the cottages and farm
         gates that lined the route. The signposts to Derenham told him he was on the right road and as he pulled in to let a tractor
         squeeze by, he realised he was on the brow of the hill that overlooked the village. Soon he’d be heading down the steep streets
         past the church and down to the glittering ribbon of the River Trad. Then he’d branch off and head out of the village towards
         the house. He remembered it best from the river of course – the river had been part of his life all those years ago. But he
         thought he could find it from the road. He had to find it.
      

      
      He drove through Derenham’s barely remembered streets, taking two wrong turnings. He was reluctant to ask for directions,
         reluctant to involve strangers in this, the most momentous occasion of his adult life. He found himself wondering whether
         anybody in Derenham would recognise him. But then time changes everything and everyone.
      

      
      It took him fifteen minutes to find the house. He recognised the gates at once. And the name. Mirabilis. Over the past few
         weeks he’d wondered whether they would have changed the name to something more sombre in view of what had happened there.
         But it seemed they had kept it. Perhaps they’d been waiting for a miracle. The one they were about to experience.
      

      
      He parked the car by the gate. It seemed right to go the rest of the way on foot. To walk back into their lives as he’d walked
         out all those years ago.
      

      
      It was dark now. Country dark without the jaundiced glow of street lighting. Instead the full moon and the pin-point stars
         cast a silvery pall over the countryside. His eyes adjusted to the dimness as he walked up the drive, his footsteps on the
         gravel crackling like gunfire in the silence.
      

      
      The doorbell was new, he could tell. Plastic, not like the old brass bell push that had been there before. He placed his forefinger
         on it and heard a buzzing noise from somewhere within the house. Then footsteps. There was no turning back now.
      

      
      The door opened and a man stood there in the hallway, holding the latch. There was something familiar about his face and Marcus realised that he was looking at himself, only changed .
         . . different; younger; better groomed; taller; blue eyes rather than his own green. But the same shape of face; the same
         mouth. The two men stood, staring at each other for a while, weighing each other up, neither wanting to break the spell.
      

      
      It was Marcus who spoke first. ‘Does Mr Fallbrook still live here?’

      
      The man in the hallway gave a brief nod, his eyes never leaving the newcomer’s face. ‘I’m Adrian Fallbrook.’

      
      The newcomer looked confused. ‘No I meant . . . Mr Fallbrook. Mr Jacob Fallbrook.’

      
      ‘That’s my father. Look, I’m afraid he . . . ’

      
      But Marcus wasn’t listening. His eyes were shining as the words spilled out. ‘You must be . . . ’ He hesitated. ‘My brother?’

      
      Adrian Fallbrook looked confused. ‘What are you talking about. I haven’t got a brother.’

      
      ‘You don’t know who I am, do you? I’m Marcus. Marcus Fallbrook.’

      
      Adrian Fallbrook’s mouth fell open and he stared at the visitor with disbelief.

      
      ‘I’m back.’ He hesitated, nervous. ‘I’m back from the dead. You going to ask me in or what?’

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
    
      
      
         Letter from the Reverend Charles Boden, Rector of Stoke Beeching to Squire John Bentham, 7th May 1815

         Sir,

         It has come to my attention that the boy, Peter Hackworthy, is displayed around the county at halls and fairs like some common
               sideshow. I have also heard it said that he performs at inns where the company is not fit for one of such tender years.

         I put it to you, sir, that you bear some responsibility for this sorry situation for it was at your urging that Matthew Hackworthy
               did embark upon this unfortunate path of displaying the boy’s rare and God given talents as though he were some performing
               dog or dancing bear.

         I beg you, sir, to spare the boy this indignity and allow him to use the gifts the Lord has given him in some respectable
               manner. A gentleman of my acquaintance from Oxford would be willing to admit him to his school where he would receive an education
               appropriate to his undoubted abilities. I took the liberty of mentioning this to Matthew and he would have none of it, but
               I know you to have much influence with him and I entreat you to do all in your power, for the boy’s sake, to put an end to
               this unfortunate state of affairs.

         I am, sir, your servant, Charles Boden

      

      
      DCI Gerry Heffernan feared he’d be late for work.

      
      He had seen Joyce Barnes the previous night: they had visited the cinema and he had consumed more than his fair share of red
         wine with his meal because Joyce had to drive home. Joyce had had a lot on her mind and it had all come pouring out as they
         sat drinking coffee after their meal. Joyce’s little problem. The thing that was bringing her to the edge of despair. Gerry had
         listened – he had never considered himself a good listener but on this occasion he could think of nothing to say so he’d had
         no choice.
      

      
      Joyce had two options. To struggle on caring for her mother, holding down her full time job at Morbay Register Office and
         making herself ill or to do as her doctor suggested and find a place where her mother could be looked after by professionals.
         But it had to be Joyce’s decision. Gerry couldn’t make her mind up for her, much as he’d have liked to.
      

      
      Because of his late and rather emotional night, he had overslept that morning. And, after throwing on yesterday’s clothes,
         he’d arrived at the police station hot and bothered even though the September weather had cooled down considerably in the
         past twelve hours, prompting fears that the Indian summer was at an end.
      

      
      As he entered the CID office to a chorus of mumbled greetings he looked at his watch. Only fifteen minutes behind schedule
         and nothing too urgent to command his attention. Only the spate of strange abductions by someone impersonating a taxi driver
         who seemed to fancy himself as the next Vidal Sassoon. No doubt when they caught up with the joker in question, he’d have
         some explanation for his bizarre activities. But in the meantime Gerry’s chief fear was that the attacks would escalate –
         that next time it wouldn’t only be the woman’s hair that got cut.
      

      
      Before gathering the troops for their morning briefing, he wanted to catch up on the latest news and gossip – official and
         unofficial. So he made straight for Wesley’s desk.
      

      
      Wesley, who’d been engrossed in his paperwork, looked up, eager for a distraction – any distraction. ‘Morning Gerry. Late
         night last night?’
      

      
      Gerry Heffernan felt himself blushing. ‘Me and Joyce went to the flicks then out for a meal. We got talking and . . . I had
         to creep in so Rosie wouldn’t hear me.’
      

      
      The DCI’s daughter, Rosie, had returned home after finishing her degree course at the Royal Northern College of Music in Manchester.
         Having made no attempt to secure any sort of permanent job, she had settled to a summer of seasonal bar work combined with
         a regular slot playing piano in an exclusive Tradmouth restaurant. Although Heffernan was glad of his daughter’s company, he hadn’t yet told her about his dates with Joyce. It was his guilty secret, his little rebellion against the tyranny
         of the young.
      

      
      Wesley sat back in his chair. ‘Why don’t you just tell her? She won’t mind her dad having a bit of companionship, surely.’

      
      ‘She was very close to her mum. Our Sam reckons she’d think me seeing any other woman was betraying Kathy’s memory.’

      
      Wesley said nothing. In his opinion Rosie Heffernan was being selfish but he knew that sometimes it’s best to keep your opinion
         to yourself.
      

      
      ‘So what happened yesterday? I was trapped with the Assistant Chief Constable and the Nutter discussing long term community
         policing strategy and the role of policing amongst minorities in the twenty-first century – at least I think that’s what they
         were discussing. Don’t ask me what was said ’cause all I can remember is that all that hot air gave me a splitting headache.’
      

      
      Wesley assumed a sympathetic expression. Gerry Heffernan, like himself, held the deeply unfashionable opinion that the police
         were there to protect the innocent and apprehend the guilty. Pam had often hinted at the possibility of Wesley pursuing promotion
         but if it meant enduring a lifetime of time-wasting meetings when he could be using his energies more usefully, he’d rather
         stay where he was.
      

      
      ‘You know our bogus taxi driver’s been at it again?’

      
      ‘Yeah. The report’s on my desk but I haven’t had a chance to read it properly yet. The papers are calling him the Barber.
         They love it, don’t they? Putting the fear of God into every woman in the area.’
      

      
      Wesley decided to give him a brief résumé before the report went the way of most things that ended up on the DCI’s desk, buried
         under a layer of debris that needed someone with Wesley’s archaeological skills to disentangle. ‘Rachel and I saw the latest
         victim yesterday afternoon. Her name’s Sienna Calder and she lives in Stokeworthy. She works in London three days a week and
         she called a taxi as usual yesterday morning to take her to Neston to catch the London train. You can guess the rest, can’t
         you?’
      

      
      ‘Taxi turns up. Everything seems kosher until he starts taking a strange route. He drives to an isolated spot, drags her from
         the back of the car and cuts all her hair off. Then he takes her to where she wants to go.’

      
      ‘She took the registration number.’

      
      ‘False?’

      
      ‘Belongs to a minibus up in Yorkshire that’s used by a local Scout troop. We’ve been in touch with the registered owner and
         he’s as puzzled as we are. And the description’s not much use – seems to be different every time. I reckon he changes his
         appearance.’
      

      
      Heffernan snorted. ‘A Master of Disguise! Didn’t they go out with Sherlock Holmes? And he must know about listening in to
         taxi radio frequencies . . . And he’s able to either get hold of their logos . . .’
      

      
      ‘Or forge them?’

      
      ‘Whatever he does, he’s well organised. Why’s he doing it, Wes? What’s the point?’

      
      Wesley shrugged his shoulders. ‘Your guess is as good as mine. Perhaps it’s a power thing.’

      
      ‘Like rape you mean?’ Gerry Heffernan shuddered. ‘We’ll have to get him before he starts going further. Soon giving them a
         bad hair day won’t be enough for him. That’s when he’ll become a serious danger. Anything from Forensics?’
      

      
      ‘Still waiting. But if it’s anything like the first, it won’t be much use. He leaves no DNA and takes the parcel tape he uses
         to tie them up away with him so there’s no chance of getting fingerprints.’
      

      
      ‘Pity. Surely he must have been caught for something before . . . even if it’s only pinching knickers off washing lines.’

      
      ‘Sienna Calder said he didn’t say much but she thought he had some sort of northern accent.’

      
      Heffernan’s eyes lit up. ‘Maybe there is a link with the Yorkshire minibus after all. Maybe it’s someone who used to own it
         before the Scouts bought it second-hand and he’s still using the number. Get it checked out, will you?’
      

      
      Wesley nodded, putting it on his long mental lists of things to be done.

      
      ‘These women . . . they all had long hair?’

      
      ‘Not when we saw them, they didn’t,’ said Wesley and immediately regretted his flippancy. ‘Yes, I think they did.’

      
      ‘And they were all blondes?’

      
      ‘You think he has a thing about long blond hair?’

	  ‘If he has, we could use our Rach as bait. The tethered goat idea.’

      
      Wesley was about to open his mouth to object but thought better of it. The thought of Rachel Tracey in danger made him uncomfortable.
         But he knew that she was more than capable of taking care of herself.
      

      
      His musings were interrupted by a knock at the door. Gerry Heffernan shouted ‘Come in’ and the door opened to reveal a puzzled
         Trish Walton standing on the threshold.
      

      
      ‘Sir. There’s a man at the front desk wants to see you. He says it’s important. It’s about a kidnapping.’

      
      Heffernan looked at Wesley and they both stood up. Maybe this was the lead on the Barber they needed at last.

      
      ‘What did he say exactly?’ Wesley asked.

      
      Trish frowned, trying to remember the exact details. ‘He said his half brother was kidnapped back in the nineteen seventies
         and they all thought he was dead. But he turned up last night, alive and well.’
      

      
      Trish’s story grabbed Wesley’s interest. ‘Kidnapped?’

      
      ‘That’s what he said. His name’s Adrian Fallbrook. Why don’t you have a word with him?’

      
      Wesley didn’t need asking twice, even if Gerry Heffernan seemed reluctant to add to his work load. Ten minutes later they
         were both sitting in Interview Room One, face to face with a tall man, probably in his thirties, wearing a pristine white
         T-shirt and jeans with neatly ironed creases. He wasn’t fat but he had a well fed, prosperous look about him. His clothes
         looked as though they’d just come out of the packet and his wavy fair hair was longish but well cut. Wesley ordered tea. The
         man looked as if he needed it.
      

      
      ‘I believe you want to talk to us about a visit you received from a man claiming to be your brother?’ Wesley began. Heffernan
         was sitting beside him, listening intently. But he knew it would be up to him to do most of the talking.
      

      
      ‘I didn’t really know what to do but . . . ’

      
      Wesley gave Adrian Fallbrook an encouraging smile. ‘Why don’t you start at the beginning? Tell us what happened to your brother.’

      
      ‘My half-brother,’ the man said quickly. ‘Marcus was my half-brother. My father had been married before, you see, but his
         first wife – Marcus’s mother – died. My mother was a nurse and she looked after her through her illness . . . cancer. That’s
         how my parents met. They married eighteen months after his first wife’s death.’
      

      
      ‘Does your father know Marcus has turned up?’

      
      ‘My father died last month. A stroke.’

      
      ‘I see,’ said Wesley. Something, some vague memory, stirred in the back of his mind. Some mention in a newspaper perhaps,
         of the death of a wealthy retired businessman whose son had been kidnapped many years ago. It had only half registered and
         now he wished he’d taken more notice. ‘Presumably your mother knew Marcus?’
      

      
      ‘No. He’d . . . .he was abducted a year before my father’s first wife fell ill. I’ve heard it said that the stress of the
         kidnapping brought on her illness. They say it can, don’t they? Besides, my own mother died last year. She went into hospital
         for a routine operation and caught an infection. There was nothing they could do.’
      

      
      Wesley could detect a tremor in the man’s voice. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said automatically.

      
      ‘Aye, terrible that,’ Gerry Heffernan chipped in. It was the first time he’d spoken and Adrian Fallbrook looked up and gave
         him the ghost of a smile, acknowledging his attempt at sympathy.
      

      
      ‘You said your half-brother was kidnapped?’

      
      ‘Yes . . . in 1976. Of course it was long before I was born and nobody talked about it when I was young. But when I was about
         eleven, my father . . . I knew he’d been married before and . . . Well, I didn’t know anything about my half-brother. I didn’t
         even know I had one until . . . ’ He took a deep breath. ‘One day my father took me out on the river; on his boat – he had
         a yacht, you see. It must have been May or June. It was sunny and there was a breeze. Perfect sailing weather.’
      

      
      Gerry Heffernan nodded. As a sailor himself he appreciated the niceties.

      
      Adrian continued. ‘When he took her out to sea he hardly said a word for a while. Then he said he had something to tell me
         . . . something important. He’d had another little boy a long time ago and he’d disappeared one day. He’d been taken off by
         wicked people and he’d never come home. I could tell he found it painful to talk about it but he said he wanted to tell me
         before I heard about it from someone else.’ He paused, swallowing hard. ‘I must admit, I didn’t really understand the enormity
         of it then. I mean, you don’t at eleven, do you? I remember asking why the police hadn’t caught the wicked people.’ He gave another sad smile. ‘The
         young have a very naive concept of justice, don’t they?’
      

      
      ‘Simple maybe, but not altogether naive,’ said Wesley with a frown. ‘How did you feel about your father’s revelation?’

      
      ‘Feel?’ He inclined his head to one side. ‘I don’t know. It was hard to take in at first, I suppose. Then gradually things
         began to make sense. It explained so much. Why my father was overprotective. And why people – grown-ups – whispered behind
         my back as though they had some secret that I wasn’t allowed to hear. I’d been sent away to school at seven. I suppose it
         was thought that if I’d gone to a local school I might have found out. Parents gossip and their kids overhear and put two
         and two together, don’t they?’
      

      
      ‘You can’t keep much from kids,’ said Heffernan. ‘So this missing half-brother’s turned up on your doorstep?’

      
      ‘Last night.’

      
      ‘Where is he now?’

      
      ‘I don’t know where he is at this very moment but I presume he went back to Tradmouth last night.’ He hesitated. ‘If he is
         . . . if he is who he says he is, there’s quite a bit of money involved. My father, understandably, was reluctant to make
         the final acknowledgement that Marcus was dead so his will stipulated that if he was ever to turn up, he would have a half
         share of the family property. Nobody thought he actually would, of course.’
      

      
      ‘Did he know your father was dead?’

      
      ‘He said he didn’t. But there were obituaries in some national newspapers. My father was a very successful businessman,’ he
         added with a hint of pride.
      

      
      ‘You suspect this man who’s claiming to be Marcus could be an impostor?’ Wesley asked. The mention of money had suddenly added
         another dimension to the story . . . and not an attractive one.
      

      
      ‘When he was with me – when I was talking to him – I believed him. He seemed to remember things that nobody outside the family
         could know. And he recognised things in the house. He asked if we still had the pianola – said it had fascinated him as a
         boy, watching the piano keys move by themselves as if a ghost was playing. How could he have known about that if he wasn’t
         who he said he was? And he asked about Dad’s yacht, the Anna’s Pride – she was named after Dad’s first wife . . . his mother. I told him Dad had sold it shortly before his death. He said he remembered
         Dad taking him out on it.’
      

      
      ‘You didn’t ask him to stay with you last night?’

      
      Adrian shook his head. ‘No. He said it must have come as a shock to me and that it was best if he gave me some space. And
         of course I had Carol, my wife, to think of. It’s hardly fair on her if a stranger turns up out of the blue like that. He’s
         staying at a guesthouse in Tradmouth. He gave me his mobile number and told me to get in touch when I’m ready.’ He looked
         Wesley in the eye. ‘He must be genuine, mustn’t he?’
      

      
      Gerry Heffernan leaned forward. ‘There’s just one problem with your long-lost brother, Mr Fallbrook. Where’s he been since
         1976? I presume you asked him.’
      

      
      ‘Yes. Of course I did.’

      
      ‘And what was the answer?’

      
      ‘He said he doesn’t remember much about the abduction. It’s all a haze. He vaguely remembers being with some sort of commune
         then he thinks he was taken away from them . . . ’
      

      
      ‘Officially? By social services?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. It was all very vague.’

      
      Heffernan and Wesley looked at each other. For an impostor vagueness was good . . . the vaguer the better.

      
      ‘He told me he had an accident fairly recently – he was knocked down by a car and he had concussion for a while. That’s when
         it started to come back to him. He started to remember Devon. Tradmouth. And the name Marcus Fallbrook. He came down here
         to try and put the pieces together. And he said that when he came to Tradmouth and took a boat on the river everything started
         to flood back. Just the bit before his abduction . . . what happened afterwards is still a blur at the moment.’
      

      
      ‘How old was he when he was abducted?’

      
      Adrian frowned. ‘About seven, I think.’

      
      ‘And is he calling himself Fallbrook?’

      
      ‘No, Jones. Mark Jones. My half-brother’s name was Marcus but it seems that he became known as Mark.’

      
      ‘You’re convinced he’s who he says he is, aren’t you?’ said Wesley gently.

      
      Gerry Heffernan sniffed. It all sounded suspicious to him. But then so did a lot of things. His years in the police force
         had destroyed much of his faith in human nature. ‘So why has he waited so long before trying to find his family?’
      

      
      Adrian looked a little confused. ‘As I said, he didn’t remember. People block out traumatic events, don’t they? I suppose
         it took the accident to bring it all back. We didn’t talk for that long. I’m supposed to be getting in touch with him again
         and . . . ’
      

      
      ‘And you thought you’d just put us in the picture?’ Heffernan said, watching the man’s face.

      
      Adrian Fallbrook nodded. ‘To be honest I didn’t really know what to do. But as it’s connected with a crime – albeit an old
         one – I thought I’d better have a word with someone. He’ll be a witness to an unsolved crime, won’t he? Or . . . ’
      

      
      ‘Or if he’s an impostor, he’s committing one.’ In Gerry Heffernan’s opinion the man sitting there in front of him didn’t know
         what he believed.
      

      
      It was Wesley who spoke, the voice of reason. ‘Perhaps we’d better have a chat with this Mark Jones. If he was the victim
         of a kidnapping we’ll need to talk to him anyway. Kidnapping’s a serious offence. And if he won’t talk to us . . . ’
      

      
      ‘Then he’s probably an impostor.’ Adrian finished the sentence for him. ‘But how did he know about the house? The pianola?
         How did he . . .?’
      

      
      ‘There could be any number of explanations. Maybe he had a relative who worked for the family or . . . ’

      
      Adrian nodded. ‘Yes. We always had cleaners, nannies, gardeners and what have you. I suppose . . . ’

      
      ‘Just tell him we want a word. That should settle the matter once and for all,’ said Heffernan confidently. In his experience
         most villains never spoke to the police voluntarily.
      

      
      Adrian Fallbrook looked as though a weight had been taken from his shoulders. ‘Yes. I’ll do that. Thank you.’

      
      ‘And of course there’s one way to find out if he’s who he claims to be. Is he willing to take a DNA test?’

      
      Adrian considered the question for a moment. ‘I’ll ask him,’ he said before turning to go.

      
      ‘Nice to have a satisfied customer for a change,’ Heffernan whispered as Fallbrook disappeared down the corridor.

      
      Moving the dead is a delicate matter. And Neil Watson didn’t like it. He didn’t like the sight of the soil-covered coffins
         emerging from the ground. And he was in constant fear that the wood, having been under the damp Devon earth for so long, would disintegrate
         before his eyes, revealing the corpse within. The previous night he had dreamed that when a coffin was lifted, it fell away
         and a stinking cadaver had tumbled to the ground on top of him, suffocating him with its terrible embrace. He had awoken sweating
         with panic, wrestling with his duvet, relieved that the nightmare wasn’t real.
      

      
      He was used to excavating burials but somehow this was different. He knew their names. They were loved ones whose nearest
         and dearest had recorded details of their lives on the lichen-covered headstones. And worst of all there were the babies and
         children; death had claimed the very young in those days as regularly as it now claims the very old.
      

      
      Once the coffins were out of the ground they were reburied, with John Ventnor’s solemn prayers, in the place at the edge of
         the churchyard which had been prepared for them. Neil found himself hoping that the Rector was getting paid for all the extra
         work . . . but he doubted it.
      

      
      As soon as Ventnor had done his bit, the ground was Neil’s, to investigate as he wished. According to old records there had
         been an earlier church on the site. But he would have to wait until all the eighteenth- and nineteenth-century burials were
         moved before he could dig deeper. He knew there might be medieval bones down there still, but somehow they didn’t bother him
         as much.
      

      
      He watched as a fragile coffin emerged from the ground. The contractors’ faces were masks of neutrality, as though they were
         trying to demonstrate their indifference in the face of death. Neil looked over to the lych gate where his archaeological
         colleagues were in a huddle, chatting amongst themselves, awaiting his signal to start work.
      

      
      Suddenly Neil heard a voice at his shoulder which made him jump. ‘I’ve found out what it is, by the way.’

      
      His heart was pounding. He hadn’t realised the place was getting to him so much. He swung round and saw John Ventnor standing
         just beside him, smiling.
      

      
      ‘I found an old book on local history in the vestry. Apparently the symbol on the headstones was used by a strange sect who
         called themselves the Shining Ones.’
      

      
      Neil took a deep, calming breath. ‘So the people buried here were members?’

      
      
      ‘It’s a possibility. Why else would they go to the trouble of putting the symbol on their memorials.’

      
      ‘But would members of some sect be buried in the parish church?’

      
      The Rector shrugged. ‘Who knows?’

      
      At that moment the coffin, held just above the ground by straps prior to being placed onto something more substantial, began
         to break up. First one side fell away, and the bottom began to creak and crumble, revealing the bones within, still festooned
         with fragments of rotting cloth.
      

      
      Neil stared, horrified, as the bones fell away one by one and tumbled back into the grave.

      
      The Trad View Guesthouse was situated some way away from the river, up one of the steep, narrow streets that wound away from
         the town centre towards the outer suburbs. It wasn’t one of Tradmouth’s most sumptuous guesthouses. But although it was short
         on luxurious trimmings, it was clean, well run and reasonably priced. Wesley walked through the neat front garden and when
         he rang the doorbell he was greeted by a plump woman with a fixed smile on her face. But her eyebrows shot upwards in alarm
         when he showed her his ID and when he said he was looking for one of her guests, she began to assure him emphatically that
         she kept a respectable establishment. The police had never come calling before in all the time she’d been in business.
      

      
      Wesley was quick to reassure her that her guest, Mr Jones, had, as far as he knew, committed no crime. All he wanted was an
         amicable chat. This seemed to put the landlady’s mind at rest and she became eager to co-operate, telling Wesley that Mr Jones
         had gone out. He had told her at breakfast that morning that he wasn’t sure what he’d be doing that day but, as he’d taken
         his car, she suspected he’d gone off sightseeing. Some people were like that on holiday, she said. They didn’t like to be
         tied to definite plans like they were in their everyday life.
      

      
      Wesley nodded in agreement at her psychological assessment of the average holiday-maker and asked her to call him when Mr
         Jones returned.
      

      
      He decided to return to the police station. It was high time he found out about the kidnapping of Marcus Fallbrook. Presumably
         it would have been dealt with by the Tradmouth CID officers of the day. There would be records somewhere. And it would be best to speak to Mark Jones with the facts clear in his mind.
      

      
      He found Gerry Heffernan at his desk, looking through the statements made by the Barber’s victims. Looking for something,
         anything, that would betray the man’s identity before he did more than just hack his victims’ hair off. Wesley knew Gerry
         well and he could sense his fear, his dreadful foreboding that next time somebody might get seriously hurt.
      

      
      ‘Anything new?’ Wesley asked as he entered the chief inspector’s office and sat himself down.

      
      Gerry Heffernan let out a large sigh, like a balloon slowly deflating. ‘Nothing. I’ve had people checking out all the leads
         and every patrol in the area’s been looking out for dark-blue saloons.’ He rolled his eyes to heaven. ‘Do you know how many
         dark-blue saloons there are in South Devon?’
      

      
      ‘I can imagine.’ Wesley was anxious to change the subject. ‘Look, Gerry, what do you know about the Marcus Fallbrook kidnapping?’

      
      Heffernan shook his head. ‘Before my time, I’m afraid, Wes. I joined the force about eighteen months later.’ He blushed. ‘While
         all that was going on I was at sea.’ He smiled at the memory. ‘Happy days. In fact it must have been around that time I had
         appendicitis and had to be winched off and taken to Tradmouth Hospital.’ Another smile. ‘Every cloud has a silver lining,
         eh.’
      

      
      Wesley smiled dutifully. He had heard the story of how Gerry had abandoned the sea for the nurse he later married many times
         before. Kathy had died several years ago but Gerry still thought of her . . . often.
      

      
      Heffernan continued. ‘When I joined the force I remember people mentioning a little lad who’d been kidnapped and never found.
         But, as I said, it was before my time so I don’t know the details.’ He thought for a moment. ‘There’ll be the case files of
         course. But if I were you, I’d have a word with Barry Houldsworth. He used to have my job in those days and he’d have been
         in charge of the case. DCI Houldsworth – bit of a legend, he was.’
      

      
      Wesley leaned forward, curious. ‘Why’s that?’

      
      Heffernan grinned. ‘You’ll see. Did you see this man who’s claiming to be Marcus Fallbrook?’

      
      ‘I went to the guesthouse but he was out for the day. The landlady promised to ask him to get in touch when he gets back.’ 
      

      
      ‘And if he’s genuine he will and if he’s not . . . ’

      
      ‘We won’t see him for dust.’

      
      ‘Just a matter of waiting, then.’

      
      ‘And finding out everything I can about the case in the meantime. Where can I find this ex-DCI Houldsworth?’

      
      ‘Try the Bentham Arms in Stoke Beeching.’

      
      Wesley didn’t reply. He didn’t fancy hanging around a country pub on his own, enduring the stares of curious locals just on
         the off chance someone might be there. ‘Where does he live?’
      

      
      ‘I told you, try the Bentham Arms. I heard his wife left him a few years ago. Said she couldn’t compete.’

      
      ‘With the job?’

      
      ‘That and the nation’s breweries and distilleries.’

      
      Wesley thought for a few moments. ‘If this Marcus Fallbrook business is a hoax, it’s a cruel one. What if the mother had still
         been alive?’
      

      
      ‘But she isn’t, is she? And the dad died recently. Maybe he knows that. Maybe he’s done his homework.’

      
      Wesley stood up. ‘It’s about time I did mine.’

      
      ‘Take care,’ said Heffernan as Wesley left the room, his words heavy with meaning.

      
      Wesley turned to look at him, puzzled and saw that he was smiling.

      
      The newspapers were calling him ‘the Barber’. He didn’t like that. They didn’t understand. They didn’t realise that it was
         necessary.
      

      
      He stared at the computer screen. He had hoped there would be something new . . . more instructions. But there had been nothing
         today so he left the homepage with its image of a yellow beach beneath an unnaturally blue sky and walked over to the window.
      

      
      He looked out at the row of shabby Georgian houses opposite, their stucco façades flaking with age and the salt breeze from
         the sea. They would have been there when she walked the earth for the first time. She might have seen them: she might even
         have stood there on that very street. She had attracted crowds in Morbay back then.
      

      
      A woman with long fair hair was walking down the street, displaying too much midriff and a lot of leg. He licked his lips.
         The hair didn’t look natural but she would do. If circumstances presented her to him.
      

      
      
      As soon as she disappeared from sight, he shuffled over to the table which stood next to the computer desk. He had laid out
         his trophies carefully, having tied the ends with white ribbon neatly – with love – and the hair lay in skeins like newly
         spun flax. He picked each one up carefully and put them back in their special box. Velvet lined. The best.
      

      
      He would go to the lock up garage later and take the car out. Tonight he might get lucky again.

      
      Pam Peterson put the local newspaper down on the coffee table. With this Barber about, for the first time in her life she
         was glad she wasn’t blond.
      

      
      She thought of her husband’s colleague, Rachel Tracey – the woman who saw far more of him than she did – and couldn’t resist
         a wicked smile. Rachel was just the Barber’s type, she thought before telling herself that jealousy wasn’t an attractive quality.
         And since her ill-advised little fling in the early summer, she had let the moral high ground slip from her grasp.
      

      
      She remembered it now with a shudder of bitter embarrassment. Flirting with Wesley’s future brother-in-law’s old schoolfriend,
         Jonathan, who’d come up for the wedding, had seemed like a great idea at the time – a respite from work, motherhood and a
         husband whose job seemed more important to him than she did. A bit of harmless fun that lifted her spirits and made her feel
         attractive again. And what woman doesn’t want to feel desirable? But things had gone too far; had slipped from her control
         like a kite in a hurricane.
      

      
      Then Neil Watson had caught them together and in that heart-shrinking moment of guilt and regret she had suddenly seen things
         clearly. Jonathan was shallow and maybe a touch amoral. A purely temporary temptation. She realised then what she could lose
         and from that time on she’d tried her best to make amends. To be patient and understanding. And not to complain about the
         hours Wesley spent at work. But it wasn’t always easy.
      

      
      As soon as she heard Wesley’s key in the door, she rushed into the hall to greet him, making an effort. He stepped into the
         house, bending to kiss her. ‘How are things? School OK?’
      

      
      ‘As well as can be expected with an inspection in a couple of weeks. And my class isn’t the easiest I’ve had. I’ve got four
         kids with special needs. And some of my year six girls are right little madams – doing those Leah Wakefield dance routines in the playground. If they put as much effort into their work as . . .
         ’
      

      
      ‘Leah Wakefield?’ Wesley made a point of not keeping abreast of popular culture.

      
      ‘She’s that tarty teenage singer who writhes about showing all she’s got – hardly a suitable role model for eleven-year-olds.’

      
      Wesley gave her what he considered to be a sympathetic smile, hoping that fashions would change by the time Amelia reached
         that age. ‘Kids OK?’
      

      
      ‘They’ll be glad you’re back before their bed time for a change,’ she said, then immediately regretted her sharpness.

      
      ‘I’ll make the supper if you like,’ said Wesley with just a hint of martyrdom.

      
      ‘Already done. It’ll be ready in five minutes.’

      
      Wesley kissed his wife again before making for the living room to entertain his children who greeted him enthusiastically
         – almost as though he’d been away for months.
      

      
      It wasn’t until the supper had been eaten and the children tucked up in bed that Wesley made his dreadful confession with
         the wary guilt of a man confessing to an affair. He would have to go the Bentham Arms for an hour or so to talk to a retired
         DCI about the Fallbrook kidnapping case but he’d be back as soon as he could. By the time he’d finished his speech, he was
         aware that he was grovelling like some Victorian servant. But he felt a little grovelling was just what was called for.
      

      
      He found himself promising that he would find ex-DCI Houldsworth, arrange a meeting at a more congenial time and come straight
         home. It would only take half an hour. No problem.
      

      
      ‘You’re not bloody drinking again. Give that to me.’ Leah Wakefield’s mother snatched the bottle of champagne from her daughter’s
         hands and marched off into the kitchen as the bubble-filled girl sprawled on the white leather sofa emitted a loud burp.
      

      
      Suzy Wakefield, being naturally thrifty due to an upbringing in which money was in short supply and luxuries like champagne
         as rare as snow in the Sahara, put a stopper in the champagne bottle and stood it up carefully in the door of the massive
         American style fridge.
      

      
      As the fridge door closed with a discreet whisper of rubber meeting rubber, Suzy heard footsteps behind her on the slate floor. She swung round and saw Leah standing there, swaying slightly and reaching for the nearest granite worktop to steady
         herself.
      

      
      ‘Give me that bottle, you old cow.’ Leah’s words were slurred. ‘You’ve no right . . . ’

      
      ‘I’ve every right. It’s not good for you all this drinking.’ She had a sudden flash of inspiration. ‘It’s not good for your
         voice . . . your career . . . ’
      

      
      ‘Fuck my career. I want a fucking drink. You’re treating me like some fucking kid. I’ve got a platinum fucking disc.’

      
      Suzy took a step back as the girl came towards her. ‘And if you carry on like this you’ll end up in the gutter.’

      
      Leah stopped in her tracks and a malicious smile spread across her painted lips. ‘Well, you’d know all about the gutter. That’s
         where you belong, you old slag. That’s why Dad left you.’
      

      
      It was an automatic reaction. Suzy raised her right hand and slapped her daughter across the face, the sound echoing like
         a gunshot off the tiled walls.
      

      
      Leah held her cheek, half bent in theatrical agony, her eyes ablaze with spite. ‘You’ll regret that, you jealous old bitch.
         If you think you’re getting one more penny of my money . . . And you can get out of this house. My house. It was bought with
         my money. The money I earned.’
      

      
      Suzy squared up to her, more confident now. ‘Until you’re twenty-one everything needs my signature . . . and your Dad’s. You
         can’t do anything without my say so.’
      

      
      She looked the girl in the eye. Her daughter. The little girl she’d taken to singing and dancing lessons in spite of her husband,
         Darren – now her ex-husband – telling her it was a waste of their hard-earned money. The little girl she’d pushed and encouraged.
         The little girl on whose behalf she’d even slept with men of influence to make the right connections in the business. The
         little girl for whom she’d sacrificed her dignity and her marriage so that she could reach the top.
      

      
      Her combination of fierce maternal love and overarching ambition had been a potent one. But now it had turned sour. She had
         created a monster. One look at Leah’s sneering face, at her glazed, drunken eyes, told her that. She felt warm tears trickle
         down her cheeks.
      

      
      ‘I’m calling Brad.’

      
      
      Leah laughed. ‘My wonderful bloody manager. Good in bed, is he?’

      
      Suzy ignored the last question. ‘He should know what you’re doing to yourself . . . How you’re throwing away everything we’ve
         worked for . . . ’
      

      
      Leah stared at her mother and drew herself up to her full height. Suddenly she seemed to have sobered up. ‘Everything you’ve
         worked for, you mean.’ She turned unsteadily on her stiletto heels. ‘I’m out of here. I can’t stand this any more.’
      

      
      ‘Where are you going?’ Suzy asked, trying hard to keep the nascent hysteria she was feeling out of her voice. She had to
         stay calm. It was the only way to deal with the situation. ‘You’ve got to understand, Leah. I’m only thinking of you.’
      

      
      The generous lips that had smiled out from the covers of Leah Wakefield’s four best-selling albums, formed a snarl as she
         turned back to face her mother. ‘I’m going.’ She tossed her mane of blond hair. ‘I’ll be in touch when I’m ready.’
      

      
      ‘But there’s that magazine interview coming up. You’ll have to . . . ’

      
      ‘I haven’t got to do anything. Tell them I’m not well.’ She span round. ‘Tell them I’m dead.’

      
      She marched out of the kitchen without looking back.

      
      The man driving the dark-blue minicab pulled his woolly hat down so that his bearded face was in shadow. The registration
         number had been changed again. That was good. And he had the peel-off logos in the glove box ready. He was prepared and there
         was no way anybody would be able to track him down. No way anybody could halt his mission.
      

      
      He listened to the radio, crackling on the dashboard. He knew their voices by now, the men and women in the control rooms:
         he had started to think of them almost as friends as he listened to their banter and their feeble jokes.
      

      
      He slouched back in his seat. Some nights he had no luck and it looked as if this would be one of them. Then suddenly everything
         changed. A name. Female. Could Eddie pick her up and she wanted to go into Morbay.
      

      
      The man’s heart started to pound as he started the engine. He had the equipment in the glove box. Everything was ready . .
         . if she was what he was looking for.
      

      
      * * *

      
      
      Leah Wakefield knew that she was in no fit state to drive. Although a drink-driving charge on top of everything else hardly
         seemed an alarming prospect at that moment. If that happened she’d get someone to drive for her. A chauffeur, she thought,
         as she tottered down the drive on her precarious heels. A good-looking one – dark with rippling muscles.
      

      
      She started to laugh and, as the huge electronic gates came into view, she stopped and took a deep breath. She’d been meant
         to drive to the meeting place – that had been the arrangement – but she didn’t think she was capable of putting the key in
         the ignition, never mind negotiating the narrow Devon lanes. Maybe she’d go back now. She’d made her point to the old bitch,
         fired warning shots across her bow.
      

      
      But, after a moment’s hesitation, she continued walking. An arrangement was an arrangement and publicity was oxygen to keep
         the flames of her fame alive and crackling. It wasn’t far to the main road. She’d walk it. Pick up a taxi. It’d clear her
         head.
      

      
      She looked up at the stars and laughed out loud, the sound breaking the still silence of velvet night, before walking very
         slowly, towards the road.
      

      
      Lost in her own thoughts, she was unaware of someone behind her, approaching silently across the neatly trimmed lawn.

      
      When the strong hand locked over her mouth, she collapsed against the warm body of her assailant, unable to scream. Helpless.
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