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Dry bones that dream are bitter.


They dream and darken our sun.


W. B. Yeats


The Dreaming of the Bones












  1


  ONE


  The uniformed constable lifted the tape and waved Detective Chief Inspector Banks through the gate at two forty-seven in the morning.


  Banks’s headlights danced over the scene as he drove into the bumpy farmyard and came to a halt. To his left stood the squat, solid house itself, with its walls of thick limestone and

  mossy, flagstone roof. Lights shone in both the upstairs and downstairs windows. To his right, a high stone wall buttressed a copse that straggled up the daleside, where the trees became lost in

  darkness. Straight ahead stood the barn.


  A group of officers had gathered around the open doors, inside which a ball of light seemed to be moving. They looked like the cast of a fifties sci-fi film gazing in awe on an alien spaceship

  or lifeform.


  When Banks arrived, they parted in silence to let him through. As he entered, he noticed one young PC leaning against the outside wall dribbling vomit on his size twelves. Inside, the scene

  looked like a film set.


  Peter Darby, the police photographer, was busy videotaping, and the source of the light was attached to the top of his camera. It created an eerie chiaroscuro and sudden, sickening illuminations

  as it swept around the barn’s interior. All he needed, Banks thought, was for someone to yell ‘Action!’ and the place would suddenly be full of sound and motion.


  But no amount of yelling would breathe life back into the grotesque shape on the floor, by which a whey-faced young police surgeon, Dr Burns, squatted with a black notebook in his hand.


  At first, the position of the body reminded Banks of a parody of Moslem prayer: the kneeling man bent forward from the waist, arms stretched out in front, bum in the air, forehead touching the

  ground, perhaps facing Mecca. His fists were clenched in the dirt, and Banks noticed the glint of a gold cufflink, initialled ‘KAR’, as Darby’s light flashed on it.


  But there was no forehead to touch the ground. Above the charcoal suit jacket, the bloodsoaked collar of the man’s shirt protruded about an inch, and after that came nothing but a dark,

  coagulated mass of bone and tissue spread out on the dirt like an oil stain: a shotgun wound, by the look of it. Patches of blood, bone and brain matter stuck to the whitewashed stone walls in

  abstract-expressionist patterns. Darby’s roving light caught what looked like a fragment of skull sprouting a tuft of fair hair beside a rusty hoe.


  Banks felt the bile rise in his throat. He could still smell the gunpowder, reminiscent of a childhood bonfire night, mixed with the stink of urine and faeces and the rancid raw meat smell of

  sudden violent death.


  ‘What time did the call come in?’ he asked the PC beside him.


  ‘One thirty-eight, sir. PC Carstairs from Relton was first on the scene. He’s still puking up out front.’


  Banks nodded. ‘Do we know who the victim was?’


  ‘DC Gay checked his wallet, sir. Name’s Keith Rothwell. That’s the name of the bloke who lived here, all right.’ He pointed over to the house. ‘Arkbeck Farm,

  it’s called.’


  ‘A farmer?’


  ‘Nay, sir. Accountant. Some sort of businessman, any road.’ One of the constables found a light switch and turned on the bare bulb, which became a foundation for the brighter light

  of Darby’s video camera. Most regions didn’t use video because it was hard to get good enough quality, but Peter Darby was a hardware junkie, forever experimenting.


  Banks turned his attention back to the scene. The place looked as if it had once been a large stone Yorkshire barn, with double doors and a hayloft, called a ‘field house’ in those

  parts. Originally, it would have been used to keep the cows inside between November and May, and to store fodder, but Rothwell seemed to have converted it into a garage.


  To Banks’s right, a silver-grey BMW, parked at a slight angle, took up about half the space. Beyond the car, against the far wall, a number of metal shelf units held all the tools and

  potions one would associate with car care: anti-freeze, wax polish, oily rags, screwdrivers, spanners. Rothwell had retained the rural look in the other half of the garage. He had even hung old

  farm implements on the whitewashed stone wall: a mucking rake, a hay knife, a draining scoop and a Tom spade, among others, all suitably rusted.


  As he stood there, Banks tried to picture what might have happened. The victim had clearly been kneeling, perhaps praying or pleading for his life. It certainly didn’t look as if he had

  tried to escape. Why had he submitted so easily? Not much choice, probably, Banks thought. You usually don’t argue when someone is pointing a shotgun at you. But still . . . would a man

  simply kneel there, brace himself and wait for his executioner to pull the trigger?


  Banks turned and left the barn. Outside, he met Detective Sergeant Philip Richmond and Detective Constable Susan Gay coming from around the back.


  ‘Nothing there, sir, far as I can tell,’ said Richmond, a large torch in his hand. Susan, beside him, looked pale in the glow from the barn entrance.


  ‘All right?’ Banks asked her.


  ‘I’m okay now, sir. I was sick, though.’


  Richmond looked the same as ever. His sang-froid was legendary around the place, so much so that Banks sometimes wondered if he had any feelings at all or whether he had come to resemble one of

  those computers he spent most of his time with.


  ‘Anyone know what happened?’ Banks asked.


  ‘PC Carstairs had a quick word with the victim’s wife when he first got here,’ said Susan. ‘All she could tell him was that a couple of men were waiting when she got home

  and they took her husband outside and shot him.’ She shrugged. Then she became hysterical. I believe she’s under sedation now, sir. I fished his wallet from his pocket, anyway,’

  she went on, holding up a plastic bag. ‘Says his name’s—’


  ‘Yes, I know,’ said Banks. ‘Have we got an Exhibits Officer yet?’


  ‘No, sir,’ Susan answered, then both she and Phil Richmond looked away. Exhibits Officer was one of the least popular jobs in an investigation. It meant keeping track of every piece

  of possible evidence and preserving a record of continuity. It usually went to whoever was in the doghouse at the time.


  ‘Get young Farnley on the job, then,’ Banks said. PC Farnley hadn’t offended anyone or cocked up a case, but he lacked imagination and had a general reputation around the

  station as a crashing golf bore.


  Clearly relieved, Richmond and Susan wandered off towards the Scene of Crime team, who had just pulled into the farmyard in a large van. As they piled out in their white boiler suits, they

  looked like a team of government scientists sent to examine the alien landing spot. Pretty soon, Banks thought, if they weren’t all careful, there would be a giant spider or a huge gooey blob

  rolling around the Yorkshire Dales gobbling up everyone in sight.


  The night was cool and still, the air moist, tinged with a hint of manure. Banks still felt half asleep, despite the shock of what he had seen in the garage. Maybe he was dreaming. No. He

  thought of Sandra, warm at home in bed, and sighed.


  Detective Superintendent Gristhorpe’s arrival at about three-thirty brought him out of his reverie. Gristhorpe limped over from his car. He wore an old donkey-jacket over his shirt, and he

  clearly hadn’t bothered to shave or comb his unruly thatch of grey hair.


  ‘Bloody hell, Alan,’ he said by way of greeting, ‘tha looks like Columbo.’


  There’s the pot calling the kettle black, Banks thought. Still, the super was right. He had thrown on an old raincoat over his shirt and trousers because he knew the night would be

  chilly.


  After Banks had explained what he had found out so far, Gristhorpe took a quick look in the barn, questioned PC Carstairs, the first officer at the scene, then rejoined Banks, his usually ruddy,

  pockmarked face a little paler. ‘Let’s go in the house, shall we, Alan?’ he said. ‘I hear PC Weaver’s brewing up. He should be able to give us some

  background.’


  They walked across the dirt yard. Above them, the stars shone cold and bright like chips of ice on black velvet.


  The farmhouse was cosy and warm inside, a welcome change from the cool night and the gruesome scene in the barn. It had been renovated according to the yuppie idea of the real rustic look, with

  exposed beams and rough stone walls in an open, split-level living room, all earthy browns and greens. The remains of a log fire glowed in the stone hearth, and beside it stood a pair of antique

  andirons and a matching rack holding poker and tongs.


  In front of the fire, Banks noticed two hardbacked chairs facing one another. One of them had fallen over, or had been pushed on its side. Beside both of them lay coils of rope. One of the chair

  seats looked wet.


  Banks and Gristhorpe walked through into the ultramodern kitchen, which looked like something from a colour supplement, where PC Weaver was pouring boiling water into a large red teapot.


  ‘Nearly ready, sir,’ he said when he saw the CID officers. ‘I’ll just let it mash a couple of minutes.’


  The kitchen walls were done in bright red and white patterned tiles, and every available inch of space had been used to wedge fitted microwave, oven, fridge, dishwasher, cupboards and the like.

  It also boasted a central island unit, complete with tall pine stools. Banks and Gristhorpe sat down.


  ‘How’s his wife?’ Gristhorpe asked.


  ‘There’s a wife and daughter here, sir,’ said Weaver. ‘The doctor’s seen them. They’re both unharmed, but they’re suffering from shock. Hardly

  surprising when you consider they found the body. They’re upstairs with WPC Smithies. Apparently there’s also a son rambling around America somewhere.’


  ‘Who was this Rothwell bloke?’ Banks asked. ‘He must have had a bob or two. Anything missing?’


  ‘We don’t know yet, sir,’ Weaver said. He looked around the bright kitchen. ‘But I see what you mean. He was some sort of financial whizz-kid, I think. These newfangled

  kitchens don’t come cheap, I can tell you. The wife’s got in the habit of leaving the Mail on Sunday supplement open at some design or another. Her way of dropping hints, like,

  and about as subtle as a blow on the head with a hammer. The price of them makes me cringe. I tell her the one we’ve got is perfectly all right, but she—’


  As he talked, Weaver began to pour the tea into the row of cups and mugs he had arranged. But after filling the second one, he stopped and stared at the door. Banks and Gristhorpe followed his

  gaze and saw a young girl standing there, her slight figure framed in the doorway. She rubbed her eyes and stretched.


  ‘Hello,’ she said. ‘Are you the detectives? I’d like to talk to you. My name’s Alison Rothwell and someone just killed my father.’


  TWO


  She was about fifteen, Banks guessed, but she made no attempt to make herself look older, as many teenagers do. She wore a baggy, grey sweatshirt advertising an American

  football team, and a blue tracksuit bottom with a white stripe down each side. Apart from the bruiselike pouches under her light blue eyes, her complexion was pale. Her mousy blonde hair was parted

  in the centre and hung in uncombed strands over her shoulders. Her mouth, with its pale, thin lips, was too small for her oval face.


  ‘Can I have some tea, please?’ she asked. Banks noticed she had a slight lisp.


  PC Weaver looked for direction. ‘Go ahead, lad,’ Gristhorpe told him. ‘Give the lass some tea.’ Then he turned to Alison Rothwell. ‘Are you sure you wouldn’t

  rather be upstairs with your mum, love?’


  Alison shook her head. ‘Mum’ll be all right. She’s asleep and there’s a policewoman sitting by her. I can’t sleep. It keeps going round in my mind, what happened. I

  want to tell you about it now. Can I?’


  ‘Of course.’ Gristhorpe asked PC Weaver to stay and take notes. He introduced Banks and himself, then pulled out a stool for her. Alison gave them a sad, shy smile and sat down,

  holding the mug of tea to her chest with both hands as if she needed its heat. Gristhorpe indicated subtly that Banks should do the questioning.


  ‘Are you sure you feel up to this?’ Banks asked her first.


  Alison nodded. ‘I think so.’


  ‘Would you like to tell us what happened, then?’


  Alison took a deep breath. Her eyes focused on something Banks couldn’t see.


  ‘It was just after dark,’ she began. ‘About ten o’clock, quarter past or thereabouts. I was reading. I thought I heard a sound out in the yard.’


  ‘What kind of sound?’ Banks asked.


  ‘I . . . I don’t know. Just as if someone was out there. A thud, like someone bumping into something or something falling on the ground.’


  ‘Carry on.’


  Alison hugged her cup even closer. ‘At first I didn’t pay it any mind. I carried on reading, then I heard another sound, a sort of scraping, maybe ten minutes later.’


  ‘Then what did you do?’ Banks asked.


  ‘I turned the yard light on and looked out of the window, but I couldn’t see anything.’


  ‘Did you have the television on, some music?’


  ‘No. That’s why I could hear the sounds outside so clearly. Usually it’s so quiet and peaceful up here. All you can hear at night is the wind through the trees, and sometimes a

  lost sheep baa-ing, or a curlew up on the moors.’


  ‘Weren’t you scared being by yourself?’


  ‘No. I like it. Even when I heard the noise I just thought it might be a stray dog or a sheep or something.’


  ‘Where were your parents at this time?’


  ‘They were out. It’s their wedding anniversary. Their twenty-first. They went out to dinner in Eastvale.’


  ‘You didn’t want to go with them?’


  ‘No. Well . . . I mean, it was their anniversary, wasn’t it?’ She turned up her nose. ‘Besides, I don’t like fancy restaurants. And I don’t like

  Italian food. Anyway, it’s not as if it was Home Alone or something. I am nearly sixteen, you know. And it was my choice. I’d rather stay home and read. I don’t

  mind being by myself.’


  Perhaps, Banks guessed, they hadn’t invited her. ‘Carry on,’ he said. ‘After you turned the yard light on, what did you do?’


  ‘When I couldn’t see anything, I just sort of brushed it off. Then I heard another noise, like a stone or something, hitting the wall. I was fed up of being disturbed by then, so I

  decided to go out and see what it was.’


  ‘You still weren’t frightened?’


  ‘A bit, maybe, by then. But not really scared. I still thought it was probably an animal or something like that, maybe a fox. We get them sometimes.’


  ‘Then what happened?’


  ‘I opened the front door, and as soon as I stepped out, someone grabbed me and dragged me back inside and tied me to the chair. Then they put a rag in my mouth and put tape over it. I

  couldn’t swallow properly. It was all dry and it tasted of salt and oil.’


  Banks noticed her knuckles had turned white around the mug. He worried she would crush it. ‘How many of them were there, Alison?’ he asked.


  ‘Two.’


  ‘Do you remember anything about them?’


  She shook her head. ‘They were both dressed all in black, except one of them had white trainers on. The other had some sort of suede slip-ons, brown I think.’


  ‘You didn’t see their faces?’


  Alison hooked her feet over the crossbar. ‘No, they had balaclavas on, black ones. But they weren’t like the ones you’d buy to keep you warm. They were just made of cotton or

  some other thin material. They had little slits for the eyes and slits just under the nose so they could breathe.’


  Banks noticed that she had turned paler. ‘Are you all right, Alison?’ he asked. ‘Do you want to stop now and rest?’


  Alison shook her head. Her teeth were clenched. ‘No. I’ll be all right. Just let me . . .’ She sipped some tea and seemed to relax a little.


  ‘How tall were they?’ Banks asked.


  ‘One was about as big as you.’ She looked at Banks, who at only five foot nine was quite small for a policeman – just over regulation height, in fact. ‘But he was fatter.

  Not really fat, but just not, you know, wiry . . . like you. The other was a few inches taller, maybe six foot, and quite thin.’


  ‘You’re doing really well, Alison,’ Banks said. ‘Was there anything else about them?’


  ‘No. I can’t remember.’


  ‘Did either of them speak?’


  ‘When he dragged me back inside, the smaller one said, “Keep quiet and do as you’re told and we won’t hurt you.”’


  ‘Did you notice his accent?’


  ‘Not really. It sounded ordinary. I mean, not foreign or anything.’


  ‘Local?’


  ‘Yorkshire, yes. But not Dales. Maybe Leeds or something. You know how it sounds different, more citified?’


  ‘Good. You’re doing just fine. What happened next?’


  ‘They tied me to the chair with some rope and just sat and watched television. First the news was on, then some horrible American film about a psycho slashing women. They seemed to like

  that. One of them kept laughing when a woman got killed, as if it was funny.’


  ‘You heard them laugh?’


  ‘Just one of them, the tall one. The other one told him to shut up. He sounded like he was in charge.’


  ‘The smaller one?’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘That’s all he said: “Shut up”?’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘Was there anything unusual about the taller man’s laugh?’


  ‘I . . . I don’t . . . I can’t remember.’ Alison wiped a tear from her eye with the sleeve of her sweatshirt. ‘It was just a laugh, that’s all.’


  ‘It’s all right. Don’t worry about it. Did they harm you in any way?’


  Alison reddened and looked down into her half-empty mug. ‘The smaller one came over to me when I was tied up, and he put his hand on my breast. But the other one made him stop. It was the

  only time he said anything.’


  ‘How did he make him stop? What did he do?’


  ‘He just said not to, that it wasn’t part of the deal.’


  ‘Did he use those exact words, Alison? Did he say, “It’s not part of the deal”?’


  ‘Yes. I think so. I mean, I’m not completely sure, but it was something like that. The smaller man didn’t seem to like it, being told what to do by the other, but he left me

  alone after that.’


  ‘Did you see any kind of weapon?’ Banks asked.


  ‘Yes. The kind of gun that farmers have, with two barrels. A shotgun.’


  ‘Who had it?’


  ‘The smaller man, the one in charge.’


  ‘Did you hear a car at any time?’


  ‘No. Only when Mum and Dad came home. I mean, I heard cars go by on the road sometimes, you know, the one that goes through Relton and right over the moors into the next dale. But I

  didn’t hear anyone coming or going along our driveway.’


  ‘What happened when your parents came home?’


  Alison paused and swirled the tea in the bottom of her mug as if she were trying to see into her future. ‘It must have been about half past eleven or later. The men waited behind the door

  and the tall one grabbed Mum while the other put his gun to Dad’s neck. I tried to scream and warn them, honest I did, but the rag in my mouth . . . I just couldn’t make a sound . . .’ She ran her sleeve across her eyes again and sniffled. Banks gestured to PC Weaver, who found a box of tissues on the window-sill and brought them over.


  ‘Thank you,’ Alison said. ‘I’m sorry.’


  ‘You don’t have to go on if you don’t want,’ Banks said. ‘It can wait till tomorrow.’


  ‘No. I’ve started. I want to. Besides, there’s not much more to tell. They tied Mum up the same as me and we sat there facing each other. Then they went outside with Dad. Then

  we heard the bang.’


  ‘How long between the time they went out and the shot?’


  Alison shook her head dreamily. She held the mug up close to her throat. The sleeves of her sweatshirt had slipped down, and Banks could see the raw, red lines where the rope had cut into her

  flesh. ‘I don’t know. It seemed like a long time. But all I can remember is we just sat looking at each other, Mum and me, and we didn’t know what was happening. I remember a

  night-bird calling somewhere. Not a curlew. I don’t know what it was. And it seemed like forever, like time just stretched out and Mum and I got really scared now looking at one another not

  knowing what was going on. Then we heard the explosion and . . . and it was like it all snapped and I saw something die in Mum’s eyes, it was so, so . . .’ Alison dropped the mug, which

  clipped the corner of the table then fell and spilled without breaking on the floor. The sobs seemed to start deep inside her, then she began to shake and wail.


  Banks went over and put his arms around her, and she clung on to him for dear life, sobbing against his chest.


  THREE


  ‘It looks like his office,’ Banks said, when Gristhorpe turned on the light in the last upstairs room.


  Two large desks formed an L-shape. On one of them stood a computer and a laser printer, and on a small table next to them stood a fax machine with a basket attached at the front for collecting

  the cut-off sheets. At the back of the computer desk, a hutch stood against the wall. The compartments were full of boxes of disks and software manuals, mostly for word processing, spreadsheets and

  accounting programmes, along with some for standard utilities.


  The other desk stood in front of the window, which framed a view of the farmyard. Scene of Crime officers were still going about their business down there: taking samples of just about

  everything in sight, measuring distances, trying to get casts of footprints, sifting soil. In the barn, their bright arc lamps had replaced Darby’s roving light.


  This was the desk where Rothwell dealt with handwritten correspondence and phone calls, Banks guessed. There was a blotter, which looked new – no handy wrong-way-around clues scrawled

  there – a jam jar full of pens and pencils, a blank scratch-pad, an electronic adding machine of the kind that produces a printed tape of its calculations and an appointment calendar open at

  the day of the murder, 12 May.


  The only things written there were ‘Dr Hunter’ beside the 10:00 a.m. slot, ‘Make dinner reservation: Mario’s, 8:30 p.m.’ Below that, and written in capitals all

  across the afternoon, ‘FLOWERS?’ Banks had noticed a vase full of fresh flowers in the living room. An anniversary present? Sad when touching gestures like that outlive the giver. He

  thought of Sandra again, and suddenly he wanted very much to be near her, to bridge the distance that had grown between them, to hold her and feel her warmth. He shivered.


  ‘All right, Alan?’ Gristhorpe asked.


  ‘Fine. Someone just walked over my grave.’


  ‘Look at all this.’ Gristhorpe pointed to the two metal filing cabinets and the heavy-duty shelves that took up the room’s only long, unbroken wall. ‘Business records, by

  the looks of it. Someone’s going to have to sift through it.’ He looked towards the computer and grimaced. ‘We’d better get Phil to have a look at this lot tomorrow,’

  he said. ‘I wouldn’t trust myself to turn the bloody thing on without blowing it up.’


  Banks grinned. He was aware of Gristhorpe’s Luddite attitude towards computers. He quite liked them, himself. Of course, he had only the most rudimentary skills and never seemed to be able

  to do anything right, but Phil Richmond, ‘Phil the Hacker’ as he was known around the station, ought to be able to tell them a thing or two about Rothwell’s system.


  Finding nothing else of immediate interest in the office, they walked out to the rear of the house, which faced north, and stood in the back garden, the hems of their trousers damp with dew. It

  was after five now, close to dawn. A pale sun was slowly rising in the east behind a veil of thin cloud that had appeared over the last couple of hours, mauve on the horizon, but giving the rest of

  the sky a light grey wash and the landscape the look of a water-colour. A few birds sang, and occasionally the sound of a farm vehicle starting up broke the silence. The air smelled moist and

  fresh.


  It was certainly a garden they stood in, and not just a backyard. Someone – Rothwell? His wife? – had planted rows of vegetables – beans, cabbage, lettuce, all neatly

  marked – a small area of herbs and a strawberry patch. At the far end, beyond a dry-stone wall, the land fell away steeply to a beck that coursed down the daleside until it fed into the River

  Swain at Fortford.


  The village of Fortford, about a mile down the hillside, was just waking up. Below the exposed foundations of the Roman fort on its knoll to the east, the cottages with their flagstone roofs

  huddled around the green and the square-towered church. Already, smoke drifted from some of the chimneys as farm labourers and shopkeepers prepared themselves for the coming day. Country folk were

  early risers.


  The whitewashed front of the sixteenth-century Rose and Crown glowed pink in the early light. Even in there, someone would soon be in the kitchen, making bacon and eggs for the paying guests,

  especially for the ramblers, who liked to be off early. At the thought of food, his stomach rumbled. He knew Ian Falkland, the landlord of the Rose and Crown, and thought it might not be a bad idea

  to have a chat with him about Keith Rothwell. Though he was an expatriate Londoner, like Banks, Ian knew most of the local dalesfolk, and, given his line of work, he picked up a fair amount of

  gossip.


  Finally, Banks turned to Gristhorpe and broke the silence. ‘They certainly seemed to know what was what, didn’t they?’ he said. ‘I don’t imagine it was a lucky

  guess that the girl was in the house alone.’


  ‘You’re thinking along the same lines as I am, aren’t you, Alan?’ said Gristhorpe. ‘An execution. A hit. Call it what you will.’


  Banks nodded. ‘I can’t see any other lines to think along yet. Everything points to it. The way they came in and waited, the position of the body, the coolness, the professionalism

  of it all. Even the way one of them said touching the girl wasn’t part of the deal. It was all planned. Yes, I think it was an execution. It certainly wasn’t a robbery or a random

  killing. They hadn’t been through the house, as far as we could tell. Everything seems in order. And if it was a robbery, they’d no need to kill him, especially that way. The question

  is why? Why should anyone want to execute an accountant?’


  ‘Hmm,’ said Gristhorpe. ‘Unhappy client, maybe? Someone he turned in to the Inland Revenue?’ Nearby, a peewit sensed their closeness to its ground nest and started

  buzzing them, piping its high-pitched call. ‘One of the things we have to do is find out how honest an accountant our Mr Rothwell was,’ Gristhorpe went on. ‘But

  let’s not speculate too much yet, Alan. We don’t know if there’s anything missing, for a start. Rothwell might have had a million in gold bullion hidden away in his garage for all

  we know. But you’re right about the execution angle. And that means we could be dealing with something very big, big enough to contract a murder for.’


  ‘Sir?’


  At that moment, one of the SOC officers came into the garden through the back door.


  Gristhorpe turned. ‘Yes?’


  ‘We’ve found something, sir. In the garage. I think you’d both better come and have a look for yourselves.’


  FOUR


  They followed the officer back to the brightly lit garage. Rothwell’s body had, mercifully, been taken to the morgue, where Dr Glendenning, the Home Office pathologist,

  would get to work on it as soon as he could. Two men from the SOC team stood by the barn door. One was holding something with a pair of tweezers and the other was peering at it closely.


  ‘What is it?’ Banks asked.


  ‘It’s wadding, sir. From the shotgun,’ said the SOCO with the tweezers. ‘You see, sir, you can buy commercially made shotgun cartridges, but you can also reload the

  shells at home. Plenty of farmers and recreational shooters do it. Saves money.’


  ‘Is that what this bloke did?’ Banks asked.


  ‘Looks like it, sir.’


  ‘To save money? Typical Yorkshireman. Like a Scotsman stripped of his generosity.’


  ‘Cheeky southern bastard,’ said Gristhorpe, then turned to the SOCO. ‘Go on, lad.’


  ‘Well, sir, I don’t know how much you know about shotguns, but they take cartridges, not bullets.’


  Banks knew that much, at least, and he suspected that Gristhorpe, from Dales farming stock, knew a heck of a lot more. But they usually found it best to let the SOCOs show off a bit.


  ‘We’re listening,’ said Gristhorpe.


  Emboldened by that, the officer went on. ‘A shotgun shell’s made up of a primer, a charge of gunpowder and the pellets, or shot. There’s no slug and there’s no rifling in

  the barrel, so you can’t get any characteristic markings to trace back to the weapon. Except from the shell, of course, which bears the imprint of the firing and loading mechanisms. But we

  don’t have a shell. What we do have is this.’ He held up the wadding. ‘Commercial wadding is usually made of either paper or plastic, and you can sometimes trace the shell’s

  manufacturer through it. But this isn’t commercial.’


  ‘What exactly is it?’ asked Banks, reaching out.


  The SOCO passed him the tweezers and said, ‘Don’t know for certain yet, but it looks like something from a colour magazine. And luckily, it’s not too badly burned inside, only

  charred around the edges. It’s tightly packed, but we’ll get it unfolded and straightened out when we get it to the lab, then maybe we’ll be able to tell you the name, date and

  page number.’


  ‘Then all we’ll have to do is check the list of subscribers,’ said Banks, ‘and it’ll lead us straight to our killer. Dream on.’


  The SOCO laughed. ‘We’re not miracle workers, sir.’


  ‘Has anyone got a magnifying glass?’ Banks asked the assembly at large. ‘And I don’t want any bloody cracks about Sherlock Holmes.’


  One of the SOCOs passed him a glass, the rectangular kind that came with the tiny-print, two-volume edition of the Oxford English Dictionary. Banks held up the wadding and examined it

  through the glass.


  What he saw was an irregularly shaped wad of crumpled paper, no more than about an inch across at its widest point. At first he couldn’t make out anything but the blackened edge of the

  wadded paper, but it certainly looked as if it were from some kind of magazine. He looked more closely, turning the wadding this way and that, holding it closer and farther, then finally the

  disembodied shapes coalesced into something recognizable. ‘Bloody hell,’ he muttered, letting his arm fall slowly to his side.


  ‘What is it, Alan?’ Gristhorpe asked.


  Banks handed him the glass. ‘You’d better have a look for yourself,’ he said. ‘You won’t believe me.’


  Banks stood back and watched Gristhorpe scrutinize the wadding, knowing that it would be only a matter of moments before he noticed, as Banks had done, part of a pink tongue licking a dribble of

  semen from the tip of an erect penis.









  2


  ONE


  Traditional police wisdom has it that if a case doesn’t yield leads in the first twenty-four hours, then everyone is in for a long, tough haul. In

  practice, of course, the period doesn’t always turn out to be twenty-four hours; it can be twenty-three, nine, fourteen, or even forty-eight. That’s the problem: when do you scale down

  your efforts? The answer, Banks reminded himself as he dragged his weary bones into the ‘Boardroom’ of Eastvale Divisional Police Headquarters at ten o’clock that morning, is that

  you don’t.


  The Suzy Lamplugh case was a good example. It started as a missing-persons report. One lunch-time, a young woman left the estate agent’s office in Fulham, where she worked, and

  disappeared. Only after over a year’s intensive detective work, which resulted in more than six hundred sworn statements, thousands of interviews, 26,000 index cards and nobody knew how many

  man-hours, was the investigation wound down. Suzy Lamplugh was never found, either alive or dead.


  By the time Banks arrived at the station, Superintendent Gristhorpe had appointed Phil Richmond Office Manager and asked him to set up the Murder Room, where all information regarding the Keith

  Rothwell case would be carefully indexed, cross-referenced and filed. At first, Gristhorpe thought it should be established in Fortford or Relton, close to the scene, but later decided that they

  had better facilities at the Eastvale station. It was only about seven miles from Fortford, anyway.


  Richmond was also the only one among them who had training in the use of the HOLMES computer system – acronym for the Home Office Major Enquiry System, with a superfluous ‘L’

  for effect. HOLMES wasn’t without its problems, especially as not all the country’s police forces used the same computer languages. Still, if no developments occurred before long,

  Richmond’s skill might prove useful.


  Gristhorpe had also given a brief press conference first thing in the morning. The sooner photographs of Keith Rothwell and descriptions of the killers, balaclavas and all, were sitting beside

  the public’s breakfast plates or flashing on their TV screens, the sooner information would start to come in. The news was too late for that morning’s papers, but it would make local

  radio and television, the Yorkshire Evening Post and tomorrow’s national dailies.


  Of course, Gristhorpe had given hardly any details about the murder itself. At first, he had even resisted the idea of releasing Rothwell’s name. After all, there had been no formal

  identification, and they didn’t have his fingerprints on file for comparison. On the other hand, there was little doubt as to what had happened, and they were hardly going to drag Alison or

  her mother along to the mortuary to identify the remains.


  Gristhorpe had also been in touch with the anti-terrorist squad at Scotland Yard. Yorkshire was far from a stranger to IRA action. People still remembered the M62 bomb in 1974, when a coach

  carrying British servicemen and their families was blown up, killing eleven and wounding fourteen. Many even claimed to have heard the explosion from as far away as Leeds and Bradford. More

  recently, two policemen had been shot by IRA members during a routine traffic check on the A1.


  The anti-terrorist squad would be able to tell Gristhorpe whether Rothwell had any connections, however tenuous, that would make him a target. As an accountant, he could, for example, have been

  handling money for a terrorist group. In addition, forensic information and details of the modus operandi would be made known to the squad, who would see if the information matched

  anything on file.


  While Gristhorpe handled the news media and Richmond set up the Murder Room, Banks and Susan Gay had conducted a breakfast-time house-to-house of Relton and Fortford – including a visit to

  the Rose and Crown and a generous breakfast from Ian Falkland – trying to find out a bit about Rothwell, and whether anyone had seen or heard anything unusual on the night of the murder.


  Gristhorpe, Richmond and Susan Gay were already in the room when Banks arrived and poured himself a large black coffee. The conference room was nicknamed the ‘Boardroom’ because of

  its well-polished, heavy oval table and ten stiff-backed chairs, not to mention the coarse-textured burgundy wallpaper, which gave the room a constant aura of semi-darkness, and the large oil

  painting (in ornate gilt frame) of one of Eastvale’s most successful nineteenth-century wool merchants, looking decidedly sober and stiff in his tight-fitting suit and starched collar.


  ‘Right,’ said Gristhorpe, ‘time to get up to date. Alan?’


  Banks slipped a few sheets of paper from his briefcase and rubbed his eyes. ‘Not much so far, I’m afraid. Rothwell was trained as an accountant. At least we’ve got that much

  confirmed. Some of the locals in Relton and Fortford knew him, but not well. Apparently, he was a quiet sort of bloke. Kept himself to himself.’


  ‘Who did he work for?’


  ‘Self-employed. We got this from Ian Falkland, landlord of the Rose and Crown in Fortford. He said Rothwell used to drop by now and then for a quick jar before dinner. Never had more than

  a couple of halves. Well-liked, quiet, decent sort of chap. Anyway, he used to work for Hatchard and Pratt, the Eastvale firm, until he started his own business. Falkland used him for the

  pub’s accounts. I gather Rothwell saved him a bob or two from the Inland Revenue.’ Banks scratched the small scar by his right eye. ‘There’s a bit more to it than that,

  though,’ he went on. ‘Falkland got the impression that Rothwell owned a few businesses as well, and that accountancy was becoming more of a sideline for him. We couldn’t get any

  more than that, but we’ll be having a close look at his office today.’


  Gristhorpe nodded.


  ‘And that’s about it,’ Banks said. ‘The Rothwell family had been living at Arkbeck Farm for almost five years. They used to live in Eastvale.’ He looked at his

  watch. ‘I’m going out to Arkbeck Farm again after this meeting. I’m hoping Mrs Rothwell will have recovered enough to tell us something about what happened.’


  ‘Good. Any leads on the two men?’


  ‘Not yet, but Susan spoke to someone who thinks he saw a car.’


  Gristhorpe looked at Susan.


  ‘That’s right, sir,’ she said. ‘It was around sunset last night, before it got completely dark. A retired schoolteacher from Fortford was coming back home after visiting

  his daughter in Pateley Bridge. He said he liked to take the lonely roads over the moors.’


  ‘Where did he see this car?’


  ‘At the edge of the moors above Relton, sir. It was parked in a turn-off, just a dip by the side of the road. I think it used to be an old drovers’ track, but it’s not used any

  more, and only the bit by the road is clear. The rest has been taken over by moorland. Anyway, sir, the thing is that the way the road curves in a wide semicircle around the farm, this spot would

  only be about a quarter of a mile away on foot. Remember that copse opposite the farmhouse? Well, it’s the same one that straggles up the daleside as far as this turn-off. It would provide

  excellent cover if someone wanted to get to the farm without being seen, and Alison wouldn’t have heard the car approaching if it had been parked way up on the road.’


  ‘Sounds promising,’ said Gristhorpe. ‘Did the witness notice anything about the car?’


  ‘Yes, sir. He said it looked like an old Escort. It was a light colour. For some reason he thought pale blue. And there was either rust or mud or grass around the lower chassis.’


  ‘It’s hardly the bloody stretch-limousine you associate with hit men, is it?’ Gristhorpe said.


  ‘More of a Yorkshire version,’ said Banks.


  Gristhorpe laughed. ‘Aye. Better follow it up, then, Susan. Get a description of the car out. I don’t suppose your retired schoolteacher happened to see two men dressed in black

  carrying a shotgun, did he?’


  Susan grinned. ‘No, sir.’


  ‘Rothwell didn’t do any farming himself, did he?’ Gristhorpe asked Banks.


  ‘No. Only that vegetable patch we saw at the back. He rented out the rest of his land to neighbouring farmers. There’s a fellow I know farms up near Relton I want to talk to. Pat

  Clifford. He should know if there were any problems in that area.’


  ‘Good,’ said Gristhorpe. ‘As you know, a lot of locals don’t like newcomers buying up empty farms and not using them properly.’


  Gristhorpe, Banks knew, had lived in the farmhouse above Lyndgarth all his life. Perhaps he had even been born there. He had sold off most of the land after his parents died and kept only enough

  for a small garden and for his chief off-duty indulgence, a dry-stone wall he worked on periodically, which went nowhere and fenced nothing in.


  ‘Anyway,’ Gristhorpe went on, ‘there’s been some bad feeling. I can’t see a local farmer hiring a couple of killers – people like to take care of their own

  around these parts – but stranger things have happened. And remember: shotguns are common as cow-clap around farms. Anything on that wadding yet?’


  Banks shook his head. ‘The lab’s still working on it. I’ve already asked West Yorkshire to make a few inquiries at the kind of places that sell that sort of magazine. I talked

  to Ken Blackstone at Millgarth in Leeds. He’s a DI there and an old mate.’


  ‘Good,’ said Gristhorpe, then turned to Richmond. ‘Phil, why don’t you go up to Arkbeck Farm with Alan and have a look at Rothwell’s computer before you get bogged

  down managing the office?’


  ‘Yes, sir. Do you think we should have it brought in after I’ve had a quick look?’


  Gristhorpe nodded. ‘Aye, good idea.’ He scratched his pockmarked cheek. ‘Look, Phil, I know you’re supposed to be leaving us for the Yard at the end of the week,

  but—’


  ‘It’s all right, sir,’ Richmond said. ‘I understand. I’ll stick around as long as you need me.’


  ‘Good lad. Susan, did you find anything interesting in the appointment book?’


  Susan Gay shook her head. ‘Not yet, sir. He had a doctor’s appointment for yesterday morning with Dr Hunter. I called the office and it appears he kept it. Routine physical. No

  problems. I’m working my way through. He didn’t write much down – or maybe he kept it on computer – but there’s a few names to check out, mostly local businesses. I

  must say, though, sir, he didn’t exactly have a full appointment book. There are plenty of empty days.’


  ‘Maybe he didn’t need the money. Maybe he could afford to pick and choose. Have a word with someone at his old firm, Hatchard and Pratt. They’re just on Market Street. They

  might be able to tell us something about his background.’ Gristhorpe looked at his watch. ‘Okay, we’ve all got plenty to do, better get to it.’


  TWO


  ‘I’m afraid my mother’s still in bed,’ Alison told Banks at Arkbeck Farm. ‘I told her you were here . . .’ She shrugged.


  That was odd, Banks thought. Surely a mother would want to comfort her daughter and protect her from prying policemen? ‘Have you remembered anything else?’ he asked.


  Alison Rothwell looked worn out and worried to death. She wore her hair, unwashed and a little greasy, tied back, emphasizing her broad forehead, a plain white T-shirt and stonewashed designer

  jeans. She sat with her legs tucked under her, and as she talked, she fiddled with a ring on the little finger of her right hand. ‘I don’t know,’ she said. The lisp made her sound

  like a little girl.


  They sat in a small, cheerful room at the back of the house with ivory-painted walls and Wedgwood blue upholstery. A bookcase stood against one wall, mostly full of paperbacks, their spines a

  riot of orange, green and black. Against the wall opposite stood an upright piano with a highly lacquered cherry-wood finish. On top of it stood an untidy pile of sheet music. WPC Smithies, who had

  stayed with the Rothwells, sat discreetly in a corner, notebook open. Phil Richmond was upstairs in Keith Rothwell’s study, clicking away on the computer.


  The large bay window, open about a foot to let in the birdsongs and fresh air, looked out over Fortford and the dale beyond. It was a familiar enough view to Banks. He had seen it from

  ‘Maggie’s Farm’ on the other side of Relton, and from the house of a man called Adam Harkness on the valley bottom. The sight never failed to impress, though, even on a dull day

  like today, with the grey-brown ruins of Devraulx Abbey poking through the trees of its grounds, the village of Lyndgarth clustered around its lopsided green and, towering over the patchwork of

  pale green fields and dry-stone walls that rose steeply to the heights, the forbidding line of Aldington Edge, a long limestone scar streaked with fissures from top to bottom like gleaming

  skeleton’s teeth.


  ‘I know it’s painful to remember,’ Banks went on, ‘but we need all the help we can get if we’re to catch these men.’


  ‘I know. I’m sorry.’


  ‘Do you remember hearing any sounds between the time they went outside and when you heard the bang?’


  Alison frowned. ‘I don’t think so.’


  ‘No sounds of a struggle, or screaming?’


  ‘No. It was all so quiet. That’s what I remember.’


  ‘No talking?’


  ‘I didn’t hear any.’


  ‘And you don’t know how long they were out there before the explosion?’


  ‘No. I was scared and I was worried. Mum was sitting facing me. I could see how frightened she was, but I couldn’t do anything. I just felt so powerless.’


  ‘When it was all over, did you hear any sounds then?’


  ‘I don’t think so.’


  ‘Try to remember. Did you hear what direction they went off in?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Any sounds of a car?’


  She paused. ‘I think I heard a car door shut, but I can’t be sure. I mean, I didn’t hear it drive away, but I think I kept sort of drifting in and out. I think I heard a sound

  like the slam of a car door in the distance.’


  ‘Do you know which direction it came from?’


  ‘Farther up the daleside, I think. Relton way.’


  ‘Good. Now, can you remember anything else about the men?’


  ‘One of them, the one who touched me. I’ve been thinking about it. He had big brown eyes, a sort of light hazel colour, and watery. There’s a word for it. Like a

  dog.’


  ‘Spaniel?’


  ‘Yes. That’s it. Spaniel eyes. Or puppy dog. He had puppy-dog eyes. But they’re usually . . . you know, they usually make you feel sorry for the person, but these didn’t.

  They were cruel.’


  ‘Did either of the men say anything else?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Did they go anywhere else in the house? Any other rooms?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Did you see them take anything at all?’


  Alison shook her head.


  ‘When your father saw them and later went outside with them, how did he seem?’


  ‘What do you mean?’


  ‘Was he surprised?’


  ‘When he first came in and they grabbed him, yes.’


  ‘But after?’


  ‘I . . . I don’t know. He didn’t do anything or say anything. He just stood there.’


  ‘Do you think he recognized the men?’


  ‘How could he? They were all covered up.’


  ‘Did he seem surprised after the immediate shock had worn off?’


  ‘I don’t think he did, no. Just . . . resigned.’


  ‘Was he expecting them?’


  ‘I . . . I don’t know. I don’t think so.’


  ‘Do you think he knew them, knew why they were there?’


  ‘How could he?’


  She spoke with such disbelief that Banks wondered if she had noticed that her father really wasn’t so shocked or surprised and it confused her. ‘Do you think he knew what

  was happening?’ he pressed. ‘Why it was happening?’


  ‘Maybe. No. I don’t know. He couldn’t possibly, could he?’ She screwed up her eyes. ‘I can’t see it that clearly. I don’t want to see it

  clearly.’


  ‘All right, Alison. It’s all right. I’m sorry, but I have to ask.’


  ‘I know. I don’t mean to be a cry-baby.’ She rubbed her bare arm over her eyes.


  ‘You’re being very brave. Just one more question about what happened and then we’ll move on. Okay?’


  ‘Okay.’


  ‘Did your father go quietly or did they have to force him?’


  ‘No, he just walked out with them. He didn’t say anything.’


  ‘Did he look frightened?’


  ‘He didn’t look anything.’ She reddened. ‘And he didn’t do anything. He just left Mum and me all tied up and let them take him and . . . and kill him like

  an animal.’


  ‘All right, Alison, calm down. How did you get free from the chair after they’d gone?’


  Alison sniffled and blew her nose. ‘It was a long time,’ she said finally. ‘Hours maybe. Some of the time I just sat there, but not really there, if you know what I mean. I

  think Mum had fainted. They’d really tied us tight and I couldn’t feel my hands properly.’


  As she spoke, she rubbed at her wrists, still ringed by the burn marks. ‘In the end, I tipped my chair and crawled over near the table where my mother’s sewing basket was. I knew

  there were scissors in there. I had to rub my hands for a long time, so they could feel properly, and I don’t know how . . . but in the end I cut the rope, then I untied Mum.’ She

  shifted her position. ‘I’m worried about Mum. She’s not herself. She doesn’t want to eat. What’s going to happen to her?’


  ‘I’m all right, Alison, dear. There’s no need to worry.’


  The voice came from the doorway, and Banks turned for his first glance of Mrs Rothwell. She was a tall woman with short grey hair and fine-boned, angular features, the small nose perhaps just a

  little too sharply chiselled. There seemed an unusually wide space, Banks thought, between her nose and her thin upper lip, which gave her tilted head a haughty, imperious aspect. Banks could see

  where Alison got her small mouth from.


  Her chestnut-brown eyes looked dull. Tranquillizers prescribed by Dr Burns, Banks guessed. They would help to explain her listless movements, too. Her skin was pale, as if drained of blood,

  though Banks could tell she had put some make-up on. In fact, she had made a great effort to look her best. She wore black silk slacks over her thin, boyish hips, and a cable-knit jumper in a

  rainbow pattern, which looked to Banks’s untutored eye like an exclusive design. At least he had never seen one like it before. Even in her sedated grief, there was something controlled,

  commanding and attention-demanding about her, a kind of tightly reined-in power.


  She sat down in the other armchair, crossed her legs and clasped her hands on her lap. Banks noticed the chunky rings on her fingers: diamond clusters, a large ruby and a broad gold wedding

  band.


  Banks introduced himself and expressed his condolences. She inclined her head slightly in acceptance.


  ‘I’m afraid I have some difficult questions for you, Mrs Rothwell,’ he said.


  ‘Not about last night,’ she said, one bejewelled hand going to her throat. ‘I can’t talk about it. I feel faint, my voice goes and I just can’t talk.’


  ‘Mummy,’ said Alison. ‘I’ve told him about . . . about that. Haven’t I?’ And she looked at Banks as if daring him to disagree.


  ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Actually, it wasn’t that I wanted to ask about specifically. It’s just that we need more information on your husband’s movements and

  activities. Can you help?’


  She nodded. ‘I’m sorry, Chief Inspector. I’m not usually such a mess.’ She touched her hair. ‘I must look dreadful.’


  Banks murmured a compliment. ‘Did your husband have any enemies that you knew of?’ he asked.


  ‘No. None at all. But then he didn’t bore me with the details of his business. I really had no idea what kind of people he dealt with.’ Her accent, Banks noticed, was Eastvale

  filtered through elocution lessons. Elocution lessons. He hadn’t thought people took those in this day and age.


  ‘So he never brought his business home, so to speak?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Did he travel much?’


  ‘Do you mean abroad?’


  ‘Anywhere.’


  ‘Well, he did go abroad now and then, on business, and of course, we’d holiday in Mexico, Hawaii or Bermuda. He also travelled a lot locally in the course of business. He was away a

  lot.’


  ‘Where did he go?’


  ‘Oh, all over. Leeds, Manchester, Liverpool, Birmingham, Bristol. Sometimes to London, Europe. He had a very important job. He was a brilliant financial analyst, much in demand. He could

  pick and choose his clients, could Keith, he didn’t have to take just any old thing that came along.’


  ‘You mentioned financial analysis. What exactly did he do?’


  She picked at the wool on her sleeve with long, bony fingers. ‘As I said, he didn’t tell me much about work, not about the details, anyway. He qualified as a chartered accountant, of

  course, but that was only part of it. He had a genius for figures. He advised people what to do with their money, helped businesses out of difficulties. I suppose he was a kind of troubleshooter,

  if you like. A very exclusive one. He didn’t need any new clients and people only found out about him by word of mouth.’


  That all sounded sufficiently vague to be suspicious to Banks. On the other hand, what did he do? Investigate crimes, yes. But to do so, he chatted with locals over a pint, interviewed

  bereaved relatives, pored over fingerprints and blood samples. It would all sound rather nebulous and aimless to an outsider.


  ‘And you never met any of his business associates?’


  ‘We had people for dinner occasionally, but we never talked business.’


  ‘Maybe, if you have a moment later, you could make a list of those you entertained most frequently?’


  She raised her eyebrows. ‘If you want.’


  ‘Now, Mrs Rothwell,’ Banks said, wishing he could have a cigarette in what was obviously a non-smoking household, ‘this next question may strike you as rather indelicate, but

  were there any problems in the family?’


  ‘Of course not. We’re a happy family. Aren’t we, Alison?’


  Alison looked at Banks. ‘Yes, Mother,’ she said.


  Banks turned back to Mrs Rothwell. ‘Had your husband been behaving at all unusually recently?’ he asked. ‘Had you noticed any changes in him?’


  She frowned. ‘He had been a bit edgy, tense, a bit more preoccupied and secretive than usual. I mean, he was always quiet, but he’d been even more so.’


  ‘For how long?’


  She shrugged. ‘Two or three weeks.’


  ‘But he never told you what was wrong?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Did you ask?’


  ‘My husband didn’t appreciate people prying into his private business affairs, Chief Inspector.’


  ‘Not even his wife?’


  ‘I assumed that if and when he wanted to tell me, he would do so.’


  ‘What did you talk about over dinner yesterday?’


  She shrugged. ‘Just the usual things. The children, the house extension we wanted to have done . . . I don’t know, really. What do you talk about when you’re out for

  dinner with your wife?’


  Good question, Banks thought. It had been so long since he and Sandra had gone out to dinner together that he couldn’t remember what they talked about. ‘Did you have any idea what he

  might have been worried about?’ he asked.


  ‘No. I suppose it was one of the usual business problems. Keith really cared about his clients.’


  ‘What business problems? I thought he didn’t talk to you about business.’


  ‘He didn’t, Chief Inspector. Please don’t twist what I say. He just made the occasional offhand comment. You know, maybe he’d read something in the Financial

  Times or something and make a comment. I never understood what he meant. Anyway, I think one of the companies he was trying to help was sinking fast. Things like that always upset

  him.’


  ‘Do you know which company?’


  ‘No. It’ll be on his computer. He put everything on that computer.’ Suddenly, Mrs Rothwell put the back of one ringed hand to her forehead in what seemed to Banks a gesture

  from a nineteenth-century melodrama. Her forehead looked clammy. ‘I’m afraid I can’t talk any more,’ she whispered. ‘I feel a bit faint and dizzy. I . . .

  Alison.’


  Alison helped her up and they left the room. Banks glanced over at WPC Smithies. ‘Have you picked up anything at all from them?’ he asked.


  ‘Sorry, sir,’ she said. ‘Nothing. I’ll tell you one thing, though, they’re a weird pair. It’s an odd family. I think they’re both retreating from

  reality, in their own ways, trying to deny what happened, or how it happened. But you can see that for yourself.’


  ‘Yes.’


  Banks listened to a clock tick on the mantelpiece. It was one of those timepieces with all its brass and silver innards showing inside a glass dome.


  A couple of minutes later, Alison came back. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘Mummy’s still weak and in shock. The doctor gave her some pills.’


  ‘That’s understandable, Alison,’ said Banks. ‘I’d almost finished, anyway. Just one last question. Do you know where your brother is? We’ll have to get in

  touch with him.’


  Alison picked up a postcard from the top of the piano, gave it to Banks and sat down again.


  The card showed the San Francisco Golden Gate Bridge, which looked orange to Banks. He flipped it over. Postmarked two weeks ago, it read,


  Dear Ali,


  Love California, and San Francisco is a great city, but it’s time to move on. I’m even getting used to driving on the wrong side of the road! This sightseeing’s a

  tiring business so I’m off to Florida for a couple of weeks just lying in the sun. Ah, what bliss! Also to check out the motion picture conservatory in Sarasota. I’m driving down the

  coast highway and flying to Tampa from LA on Sunday. More news when I get there. Love to Mum,


  Tom


 


  ‘How long has he been gone?’


  ‘Six weeks. Just over. He left on the thirty-first of March.’


  ‘What does he do? What was that about a motion picture conservatory?’


  Alison gave a brief smile. ‘He wants to work in films. He worked in a video shop and saved up. He’s hoping to go to film college in America and learn how to become a

  director.’


  ‘How old is he?’


  ‘Twenty-one.’


  Banks stood up. ‘All right, Alison,’ he said. ‘Thanks very much for all your help. WPC Smithies will be staying here for a while, so if you need anyone . . . And I’ll ask

  the doctor to pay your mother another visit.’


  ‘Thank you. Please don’t worry about us.’


  Banks looked in on Richmond, who sat bathed in the bluish glow of Rothwell’s monitor, oblivious to the world, then went out to his car and lit a cigarette. He rolled the window down and

  listened to the birds as he smoked. Birds aside, it was bloody quiet up here. How, he wondered, could a teenager like Alison stand the isolation? As WPC Smithies had said, the Rothwells were an odd

  family.


  As he drove along the bumpy track to the Relton road, he slipped in a tape of Dr John playing solo New Orleans piano music. He had developed a craving for piano music – any kind

  of piano music – recently. He was even thinking of taking piano lessons; he wanted to learn how to play everything – classical, jazz, blues. The only thing that held him back

  was that he felt too old to embark on such a venture. His forty-first birthday was coming up in a couple of weeks.


  In Relton, a couple of old ladies holding shopping baskets stood chatting outside the butcher’s shop, probably about the murder.


  Banks thought again about Alison Rothwell and her mother as he pulled up outside the Black Sheep. What were they holding back? And what was it that bothered him? No matter what Mrs Rothwell and

  Alison had said, there was something wrong in that family, and he had a hunch that Tom Rothwell might know what it was. The sooner they contacted him the better.


  THREE


  Laurence Pratt delved deep in his bottom drawer and pulled out a bottle of Courvoisier VSOP and two snifters.


  ‘I’m sorry,’ he apologized to DC Susan Gay, who sat opposite him at the broad teak desk. ‘It’s not that I’m a secret tippler. I keep it for emergencies, and

  I’m afraid what you’ve just told me most definitely constitutes one. You’ll join me?’


  ‘No, thank you.’


  ‘Not on duty?’


  ‘Sometimes,’ Susan said. ‘But not today.’


  ‘Very well.’ He poured himself a generous measure, swirled it and took a sip. A little colour came back to his cheeks. ‘Ah . . . that’s better.’


  ‘If we could get back to Mr Rothwell, sir?’


  ‘Yes. Yes, of course. But you must understand Miss, Miss . . .?’


  ‘Gay, sir. DC Gay.’


  She saw the inadvertent smile flash across his face. People often smiled like that when she introduced herself. ‘Gay’ had been a perfectly good name when she was a kid – her

  nickname for a while had been ‘Happy’ Gay – but now its meaning was no longer the same. One clever bugger had actually asked, ‘Did you say AC or DC Gay?’ She comforted

  herself with the thought that he was doing three to five in Strangeways, thanks largely to her court evidence.


  ‘Yes,’ he went on, a frown quickly displacing the smile. ‘I’d heard about Keith’s death, of course, on the radio this lunchtime, but they didn’t say

  how it happened. That’s a bit of a shock, to be honest. You see, I knew Keith quite well. I’m only about three years older than he, and we worked here together for some

  years.’


  ‘He left the firm five years ago, is that right?’


  ‘About right. A big move like that takes quite a bit of planning, quite a bit of organizing. There were client files to be transferred, that sort of thing. And he had the house to think

  of, too.’


  ‘He was a partner?’


  ‘Yes. My father, Jeremiah Pratt, was one of the founders of the firm. He’s retired now.’


  ‘I understand the family used to live in Eastvale, is that right?’


  ‘Yes. Quite a nice house out towards the York roundabout. Catterick Street.’


  ‘Why did they move?’


  ‘Mary always fancied living in the country. I don’t know why. She wasn’t any kind of nature girl. I think perhaps she wanted to play Lady of the Manor.’


  ‘Oh? Why’s that?’


  Pratt shrugged. ‘Just her nature.’


  ‘What about her husband?’


  ‘Keith didn’t mind. I should imagine he liked the solitude. I don’t mean he was exactly antisocial, but he was never a great mixer, not lately, anyway. He travelled a lot,

  too.’


  Pratt was in his mid-forties, Susan guessed, which did indeed make him just a few years older than Keith Rothwell. Quite good-looking, with a strong jaw and grey eyes, he wore his white shirt

  with the sleeves rolled up and his mauve and green tie clipped with what looked like a silver American dollar sign. His hairline was receding and what hair remained was grey at the temples. He wore

  black-framed glasses, which sat about halfway down his nose.


  ‘Did you ever visit him there?’


  ‘Yes. My wife and I dined with the Rothwells on several occasions.’


  ‘Were you friends?’


  Pratt took another sip of cognac, put his hand out and waggled it from side to side. ‘Hmm. Somewhere between friends and colleagues, I’d say.’


  ‘Why did he leave Hatchard and Pratt?’


  Pratt broke eye contact and looked into the liquid he swirled in his snifter. ‘Ambition, maybe? Straightforward accountancy bored him. He was fond of abstractions, very good with figures.

  He certainly had a flair for financial management. Very creative.’


  ‘Does that imply fraudulent?’


  Pratt looked up at her. She couldn’t read his expression. ‘I resent that implication,’ he said.


  ‘Was there any bad feeling?’


  ‘I don’t know what you mean.’


  ‘When he left the firm. Had there been any arguments, any problems?’


  ‘Good lord, this was five years ago!’


  ‘Even so.’


  Pratt adopted a stiffer tone. ‘No, of course there hadn’t. Everything was perfectly amicable. We were sorry to lose him, of course, but . . .’


  ‘He wasn’t fired or anything?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Did he take any clients with him?’


  Pratt shuffled in his chair. ‘There will always be clients who feel they owe their loyalty to an individual member of the firm rather than to the firm as a whole.’


  ‘Are you sure this didn’t cause bad feeling?’


  ‘No, of course not. While it’s unprofessional to solicit clients and woo them away, most firms do accept that they will lose some business whenever a popular member leaves

  to set up on his own. Say, for example, you visit a particular dentist in a group practice. You feel comfortable with him. He understands how you feel about dentists, you feel safe with him. If he

  left and set up on his own, would you go with him or stay and take your chances?’


  Susan smiled. ‘I see what you mean. Do you think you could provide me with a list of names of the clients he took?’


  Pratt chewed his lower lip for a moment, as if debating the ethics of such a request, then said, ‘I don’t see why not. You could find out from his records anyway.’


  ‘Thank you. He must have made a fair bit of money somehow,’ Susan said. ‘How did he do it?’


  Pratt, who if truth be told, Susan thought, suppressing a giggle, might not be entirely happy about his name, either, made a steeple of his hairy hands. ‘The same way we all do, I

  assume,’ he said. ‘Hard work. Good investments. Excellent service. Arkbeck Farm was in pretty poor shape when they bought it, you know. It didn’t cost a fortune, and he’d no

  trouble arranging a fair mortgage. He put a lot into that house over the years.’


  Susan looked at her notes and frowned as if she were having trouble reading or understanding them. ‘I understand Mr Rothwell actually owned a number of businesses. Do you know anything

  about this?’


  Pratt shook his head. ‘Not really. I understand he was interested in property development. As I said, Keith was an astute businessman.’


  ‘Did Mrs Rothwell work?’


  ‘Mary? Good heavens, no! Well, not in the sense that she went out and made money. Mary was a housewife all the way. Well, perhaps “house manager” or “lady of

  leisure” would be a more appropriate term, as she didn’t actually do the work herself. Except for the garden. You must have seen Arkbeck, how clean it is, how well appointed?’


  ‘I’m afraid I had other things on my mind when I was there, sir,’ Susan said, ‘but I know what you mean.’


  Pratt nodded. ‘For Mary,’ he went on, ‘everything centred around the home, the family and the immediate community. Everything had to be just so, to look just right, and it had

  to be seen to look that way. I imagine she was a hard taskmaster, or should that be taskmistress? Of course, she didn’t spend all her time in the house. There were the

  Women’s Institute, the Church committees, the good works and the charities. Mary kept very busy, I can assure you.’


  ‘Good works? Charities?’ There was something positively Victorian about this. Susan pictured an earnest woman striding from hovel to hovel in a flurry of garments, long dress

  trailing in the mud, distributing alms to the peasants and preaching self-improvement.


  ‘Yes. She collected for a number of good causes. You know, the RSPCA, NSPCC, cancer, heart foundation and the like. Nothing political – I mean, no ban the bomb or anything –

  and nothing controversial, like AIDS research. Just the basics. She was the boss’s daughter, after all. She had certain Conservative standards to keep up.’


  ‘The boss’s daughter?’


  ‘Yes, didn’t you know? Her maiden name was Mary Hatchard. She was old man Hatchard’s daughter. He’s dead now, of course.’


  ‘So Keith Rothwell married the boss’s daughter,’ Susan mused aloud. ‘I don’t suppose that did his career any harm?’


  ‘No, it didn’t. But that was more good luck than good management, if you ask me. Keith didn’t just marry the boss’s daughter, he got her pregnant first, with Tom, as it

  turns out, then he married her.’


  ‘How did that go over?’


  Pratt paused and picked up a paperclip. ‘Not very well at first. Old man Hatchard was mad as hell. He kept the lid on it pretty well, of course, and after he’d had time to consider

  it, I think he was glad to get her off his hands. He could hardly have her married to a mere junior, though, so Keith came up pretty quickly through the ranks to full partner.’


  Pratt twisted the paperclip. He seemed to be enjoying this game, Susan thought. He was holding back, toying with her. She had a sense that if she didn’t ask exactly the right questions,

  she wouldn’t get the answers she needed. The problem was, she didn’t know what the right questions were.


  They sat in his office over Winston’s Tobacconists, looking out on north Market Street, and Susan could hear the muted traffic sounds through the double-glazing. ‘Look,’ Pratt

  went on, ‘I realize I’m the one being questioned, but could you tell me how Mary is? And Alison? I do regard myself as something of a friend of the family, and if there’s anything

  I can do . . .’


  ‘Thank you, sir. I’ll make sure they know. Can you think of any reason anyone might have for killing Mr Rothwell?’


  ‘No, I can’t. Not in the way you described.’


  ‘What do you mean?’


  ‘Well, I suppose I could imagine a burglar, say, perhaps killing someone who got in the way. You read about it in the papers, especially these days. Or an accident, some kids joyriding.

  But this . . .? It sounds like an assassination to me.’


  ‘When was the last time you saw him?’


  ‘About a month ago. No, earlier. In March, I think. Shortly after St Patrick’s Day. The wife and I went for dinner. Mary’s a splendid cook.’
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