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  For Colleen


  and


  in memory of my father




  


 


And we forget because we must


And not because we will.




Matthew Arnold, ‘Absence’




  The idea of the false self was put forward by R. D. Laing,

  adapting some theories of Jean-Paul Sartre. The false self was an artificially created self-image designed to concur with expectations, while the true self remained hidden and protected.




  Brian Masters, Killing for Company
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  Prologue




  WITH HER SHARP little face set in lines of dissatisfaction, the twelve-year-old girl sat up and searched for her knickers among the forest

  leaves. It had finally begun to dawn on her that sex with Bobby Franklyn wasn’t all it could be. She put on her shoes and kicked him hard. ‘Get up, Bobby,’ she snapped.

  ‘It’s your turn to find the bloody dog.’




  He rolled over on to his back. ‘In a minute,’ he muttered sleepily.




  ‘No, now. Mum’ll skin me alive if Rex gets home before me again. She’s not stupid, you know.’ She stood up and dug the heel of her shoe into his naked

  thigh, twisting it back and forth in a childish desire to hurt. ‘Get up.’




  ‘OK, OK.’ He rose sulkily to his feet, tugging at his trousers. ‘But this is pissing me off, you know. It’s hardly worth doing if we have to go looking for

  the dog every time.’




  She moved away from him. ‘It’s not Rex that makes it hardly worth doing.’ There were tears of angry humiliation in her eyes. ‘I should have listened to Mum.

  She always says it takes a real man to do it properly.’




  ‘Yeah, well,’ he said, zipping his fly, ‘it’d be a damn sight easier if I didn’t have to pretend you were Julia Roberts. What would your sodding Mum

  know about it, anyway? It’s years since anyone gave her a good shagging.’ He had few feelings for these girls beyond the purely animal, but he grew to hate them very quickly when they

  gave him lip about his performance. The urge to smash their jeering little faces in was becoming irresistible.




  The girl started to walk away. ‘I hate you, Bobby. I really hate you, and I’m going to tell on you.’ She tapped her watch. ‘Three minutes.

  That’s as long as you can keep it up. Three lousy minutes. Is that what you call a good shagging?’ She gave a triumphant glance over her shoulder, saw something in his face that alerted

  her to the danger she was in, and took to her heels in sudden fear. ‘REX!’ she screamed. ‘RE-EX! He’ll kill you if you touch me,’

  she sobbed, her small wiry body darting through the trees.




  But it was Bobby who was going to do the killing. His anger was out of control. He threw himself at her back and brought her crashing to the ground, breathing heavily as he tried to

  get astride her thrashing legs. ‘Bitch!’ he grunted. ‘Bloody bitch!’




  Fear lent her strength. She scrambled away from him, crying for her dog, slithering and sliding in a flurry of decomposing leaves into a broad ditch that scored the forest bed. She

  landed on her feet, only yards from the huge Alsatian, who stood, hackles up and growling. ‘I’ll set him on you, and he’ll rip you to pieces. And I won’t care, and I

  won’t stop him.’ She saw with satisfaction that Bobby had turned white to the gills. ‘You’re such a CREEP!’ she yelled.




  And then she saw that Rex was growling at her and not at Bobby, and that what had drained the colour from her boyfriend’s face was not his fear of the dog but stunned horror at

  what the dog was guarding. She had a glimpse of something half-unearthed and repulsively human, before panic drove her up the slope again in sobbing, wide-eyed terror.




  


 




  

    

  




  Chapter One




  SHE CLUNG TO sleep tenaciously, wrapped in beguiling dreams. It was explained to her afterwards that they weren’t dreams

  at all, only reality breaking through the days of confusion as she rose from deep unconsciousness to full awareness, but she found that difficult to accept. Reality was too depressing to give birth

  to such contentment. Her awakening was painful. They propped her on pillows and she caught glimpses of herself from time to time in the dressing-table mirror, a waxen-faced effigy with shaven head

  and bandaged eye – hardly recognizable – and she had an instinctive desire to withdraw from it and leave it to play its part alone. It wasn’t her. A huge bear of a

  man with close-cropped hair and close-cropped beard leant over her and told her she’d been in a car accident. But he didn’t tell her where or when. You’re a lucky young woman, he

  said. She remembered that. Forgot everything else. She had a sense of time passing, of people talking to her, but she preferred to drowse in sleep where dreams beguiled.




  She was aware. She saw. She heard. And she felt safe with the pleasant female voices that smoothed and soothed and petted. She answered them in her head but never out loud, for she

  clung to the spurious protection of intellectual absence. ‘Are you with us today?’ the nurses asked, pressing their faces up to hers. I’ve been with you all along.

  ‘Here’s your mother to see you, dear.’ I don’t have a mother. I have a stepmother. ‘Come on, love, your eyes are open. We know you can hear us, so when are you

  going to talk to us?’ When I’m ready . . . when I’m ready . . . when I want to remember . . .
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  Chapter Two




  SHE AWOKE ONE night with fear sucking the breath from her lungs. She opened her eyes and strained them into the blackness. She

  was in a dark room – her dark room? – and she wasn’t alone. Someone – something? – prowled the shadows beyond her vision.




  WHAT?




  Fear . . . fear . . . FEAR . . .




  She sat bolt upright, sweat pouring down her back, screams issuing in a tumult of sound from her gaping mouth.




  Light flooded the room. Comfort came in the shape of a woman’s soft breasts, strong arms and sweet voice. ‘There, there, Jane. It’s all right. Come on, love, calm

  down. You had a nightmare.’




  But she knew that was wrong. Her terror was real. There was something in the dark room with her. ‘My name’s Jinx,’ she whispered. ‘I’m a

  photographer, and this isn’t my room.’ She laid her shaven head against the starched white uniform and knew the bitterness of defeat. There would be no more sweet dreams. ‘Where

  am I?’ she asked. ‘Who are you? Why am I here?’




  ‘You’re in the Nightingale Clinic in Salisbury,’ said the nurse, ‘and I’m Sister Gordon. You were in a car accident, but you’re safe now.

  Let’s see if we can get you back to sleep again.’




  Jinx allowed herself to be tucked back under the sheets by a firm pair of hands. ‘You won’t turn the light off, will you?’ she begged. ‘I can’t see in

  the dark.’




  


 




  Query prosecution of


  Miss J. Kingsley /driving


  with 150mg per 100ml




  




  Date:      22 June, 1994




  From:     Sergeant Geoff Halliwell




  




  Miss Kingsley was thrown from her vehicle before it impacted against a concrete stanchion in one corner of the airfield. She was unconscious when

  she was found at 21.45 on Monday, 13 June, by Mr Andrew Wilson and Miss Jenny Ragg. Miss Kingsley suffered severe concussion and bruising/laceration of her arms and face when she was thrown from

  the car. She remained unconscious for three days and was very confused when she finally came round. She has no recollection of the accident and claims not to know why she was at the airfield. Blood

  samples taken at 00.23 (14.6.94) show 150mg per 100ml. Two empty wine bottles were recovered from the floor of the car when it was examined the following day.




  PCs Gregg and Hardy had one brief interview with Miss Kingsley shortly after she regained consciousness, but she was too confused to tell them

  anything other than that she appeared to believe it was Saturday, 4 June, (i.e. some 9 days before the incident on 13.6.94) and that she was on her

  way from London to Hampshire. Since the interview (5 days) she has remained dazed and uncommunicative and visits have been suspended on the advice of her doctors. They have diagnosed post-traumatic

  amnesia, following concussion. Her parents report that she spent the week 4–10 June with them (though Miss Kingsley clearly has no memory of this) before returning to Richmond on the evening

  of Friday, 10 June, following a telephone call. They describe her as being in good spirits and looking forward to her forthcoming wedding on 2 July. She was expected at work on Monday, 13 June, but

  did not show. She runs her own photographic studio in Pimlico and her employees say they were concerned at her non-appearance. They left several messages on her answerphone on the 13th but received

  no reply.




  Interviews by Richmond police with her neighbours in Glenavon Gdns, Colonel and Mrs Clancey, reveal that she made an attempt on her life on Sunday, 12

  June. Col. Clancey, whose garage adjoins Miss Kingsley’s, heard her car engine running with the door closed. When he went to investigate, he found her garage full of fumes and Miss Kingsley

  half-asleep at the wheel. He dragged her outside and revived her, but did not report the incident because Miss Kingsley asked him not to. He and his wife are deeply upset that she has ‘tried

  to do it again’.




  Both Col. and Mrs Clancey and Mr and Mrs Adam Kingsley made reference to a Mr Leo Wallader who was until recently Miss Kingsley’s fiancé.

  It appears he left 12 Glenavon Gdns on Friday, 10 June, after telling Miss Kingsley he couldn’t marry her because he had plans to marry her closest friend, Meg Harris, instead. Mr Wallader

  and Ms Harris are unavailable for interview at the moment. According to Sir Anthony Wallader (father) they are currently travelling in France but plan to return some time in July.




  In view of a recent MOT certificate on Miss Kingsley’s vehicle, which tends to rule out malfunction, and the fact that the chances of hitting

  the concrete stanchion by accident are virtually nil, it seems clear that she drove her car into it deliberately. Therefore, unless she recovers enough of her memory to give an explanation of the

  events leading up to the incident, Gregg and Hardy incline to the view that this was a second attempt at suicide after a drinking session in her car. Mr Adam Kingsley, her father, has offered to

  pay the costs of the emergency services, meanwhile Miss Kingsley has been transferred to the Nightingale Clinic where she is receiving treatment from Dr Alan Protheroe. Mr Kingsley’s

  solicitor is pressing for a decision on whether or not we intend to proceed against Miss Kingsley. My view is to do nothing in view of her father’s willingness to pick up the tab, her

  disturbed state of mind and the fact that she chose such a deserted location. Please advise.




  


 




  

    

  




  Chapter Three




 



  Wednesday, 22 June, Nightingale Clinic, Salisbury,


  Wiltshire – 8.30 a.m.








  HOW DRAB REALITY was. Even the sun shining through her windows was less vivid than her dreams. Perhaps it had something to do with the bandage over

  her right eye, but she didn’t think so. Consciousness itself was leaden and dull, and so restrictive that she felt only a terrible depression. The big bear of a doctor came in as she toyed

  with her breakfast, told her again that she’d been in an accident and said the police would like to talk to her. She shrugged. ‘I’m not going anywhere.’ She would have added

  that she despised policemen if he’d stayed to listen, but he went away again before she could put the thought into words.




  She had no memory of the first police interview at Odstock Hospital and politely denied ever having met the two uniformed constables who came to her room. She explained that she

  could not remember the accident, indeed could remember nothing at all since leaving her house and her fiancé in London the previous morning. The policemen resembled each other, tall, stolid

  men with sandy hair and florid complexions, who showed their discomfort at her answers by turning their caps in unison between their fingers. She labelled them Tweedledum and Tweedledee and

  chuckled silently because they were so much more amusing than her sore head, bandaged eye and hideously bruised arms. They asked her where she had been going, and she replied that she was on her

  way to stay with her parents at Hellingdon Hall. ‘I have to help my stepmother with wedding preparations,’ she explained. ‘I’m getting married on the second of July.’

  She heard herself announce the fact with pleasure, while the voice of cynicism murmured in her brain. Leo will run a mile before he hitches himself to a bald, one-eyed bride.




  They thanked her and left.




  




  Two hours later, her stepmother dissolved into tears at her bedside, blurted out that the wedding was off, it was Wednesday, the twenty-second of June, Leo had left her for Meg

  twelve days previously and she had, to all intents and purposes, driven her car at a concrete pillar four days later in a deliberate attempt to kill herself.




  Jinx stared at her ugly, scarred hands. ‘Didn’t I say goodbye to Leo yesterday?’




  ‘You were unconscious for three days and very confused afterwards. You were in the hospital until Friday, and I went to see you, but you didn’t know who I was. I’ve

  come here twice and you’ve looked at me, but you didn’t want to talk to me. This is the first time you’ve recognized me. Daddy’s that upset about it.’ Her mouth

  wobbled rather pathetically. ‘We were so afraid we’d lost you.’




  ‘I’ve come to stay with you. That’s why I’m here. You and I are going to confirm the arrangements for the wedding.’ If she said it slowly and clearly

  enough, Betty must believe her. But no, Betty was a fool. Betty had always been a fool. ‘The week beginning the fourth of June. It’s been in the diary for months . . .’




  Mrs Kingsley’s tears poured down her plump cheeks, scoring tiny pink rivulets in her over-powdered face. ‘You’ve already been, my darling. You came down a fortnight

  and a half ago, spent the week with Daddy and me, did all the things you were supposed to do, and then went home to find Leo packing his bags. Don’t you remember? He’s gone to live with

  Meg. Oh, I could murder him, Jinx, I really could.’ She wrung her hands. ‘I always told you he wasn’t a nice man, but you wouldn’t listen. And your father was just as bad.

  “He’s a Wallader, Elizabeth . . .”’ She rambled on, her huge chest heaving tragically inside a woollen dress that was far too tight.




  The idea that nearly three weeks had passed without her being able to recollect a single day was so far beyond Jinx’s comprehension that she fixed her attention on what was

  real. Red carnations and white lilies in a vase on her bedside table. French windows looking out on to a flag-stoned terrace, with a carefully tended garden beyond. Television in the corner.

  Leather armchairs on either side of a coffee table – walnut, she decided, and a walnut dressing table. Bathroom to her left. Door to the corridor on her right. Where had Adam put her this

  time? Somewhere very expensive, she thought. The Nightingale Clinic, the nurse had told her. In Salisbury. But why Salisbury when she lived in London?




  Betty’s plaintive wailing broke into her thoughts. ‘I wish it hadn’t upset you so much, my darling. You’ve no idea how badly Daddy’s taken it all. He

  sees it as an insult to him, you know. He never thought anyone could make his little girl do something so’ – she cast about for a word – ‘silly.’




  Little girl? What on earth was Betty talking about? She had never been Adam’s little girl – his performing puppet perhaps – never his little girl. She felt

  very tired suddenly. ‘I don’t understand.’




  ‘You got drunk and tried to kill yourself, my poor baby. Your car’s been written off.’ Mrs Kingsley fished a newspaper photograph out of her handbag and pressed it

  into her stepdaughter’s lap. ‘That’s what it looked like afterwards. It’s a mercy you survived, it really is.’ She pointed to the date in the top left-hand corner of

  the clipping. ‘The fourteenth of June, the day after the accident. And today’s date’ – she pushed forward another newspaper – ‘there, you see, the twenty-second,

  a whole week later.’




  Jinx examined the picture curiously. The writhing mass of twisted metal, backlit by police arc lights, had the fantastic quality of surrealist art. It was a stark silhouette and, in

  the distortions of the chassis and the oblique angle from which the photographer had taken his shot, it appeared to portray a gleaming metal gauntlet clasped about the raised sword of the pillar.

  It was a great picture, she thought, and wondered who had taken it.




  ‘This isn’t my car.’




  Her stepmother took her hand and stroked it gently. ‘Leo’s not going to marry you, Jinx. Daddy and I have had to send out notices to everyone saying the wedding’s

  been cancelled. He wants to marry Meg instead.’




  She watched a tear drip from the powdered chin on to her own upturned palm. ‘Meg?’ she echoed. ‘You mean Meg Harris?’ Why would Leo want to marry

  Meg? Meg was a whore. You whore . . . you whore . . . YOU WHORE! Some horror – what? – lurched through her mind, and she clamped a hand to her

  mouth as bile rose in her throat.




  ‘She’s been out for what she can get as long as you’ve known her, and now she’s taken your husband. You always were too trusting, baby. I never liked

  her.’




  Jinx dragged her wide-eyed stare back to her stepmother. That wasn’t true. Betty had always adored Meg, largely because Meg was so uncritical in her affections. It made no

  difference to her if Betty Kingsley was drunk or sober. ‘At least Meg thinks I’ve something sensible to say,’ was her stepmother’s aggressive refrain whenever she was deep

  in her cups and being ignored by everybody else. The irony was that Meg couldn’t tolerate her own strait-laced mother for more than a couple of hours. ‘You and I should swap,’ she

  often said. ‘At least Betty doesn’t play the martyr all the time.’




  ‘When was this decided?’ Jinx managed at last. ‘After the accident?’




  ‘No, dear. Before. You went back to London a week ago last Friday after Leo phoned you during the afternoon. Horrible, horrible man. He called every day, pretending he still

  loved you, then dropped the bombshell on the Friday night. I don’t suppose he was at all kind in the way he did it either.’ She held the handkerchief to her eyes again. ‘Then on

  the Sunday, Colonel Clancey from next door rescued you from your garage before you could gas yourself, but didn’t have the sense to ring us and tell us you needed help.’ She swallowed

  painfully. ‘But you were so cool about it all on the Saturday when you phoned home to tell Daddy the wedding was off that it never occurred to us you were going to do something

  silly.’




  Perhaps she’d been lying . . . Jinx always lied . . . lying was second nature to her . . . Jinx looked down at the newspaper clipping again and noticed amidst the

  wreckage in the photograph the JIN of the personalized number plate that her father had given her for her twenty-first birthday present. J.I.N. Kingsley. Jane

  Imogen Nicola – her mother’s names – the most hated names in the world. JINXED! She had to accept it was her car featured there. You got drunk

  . . . Colonel Clancey rescued you . . . ‘There’s no gas in my garage,’ Jinx said, fixing on something she could understand. ‘No one has gas in their garage.’




  Mrs Kingsley sobbed loudly. ‘You were running your car engine with the doors closed. If the Colonel hadn’t heard it, you’d have died on the Sunday.’ She

  plucked at the girl’s hand again, her warm fat fingers seeking the very comfort she was trying to impart. ‘You promised him you wouldn’t do it again and now he wishes he’d

  reported it to somebody. Don’t be angry with me, Jinx.’ The tears rolled on relentlessly in rivers of grief, and Jinx wondered, basely, how genuine they were. Betty had always reserved

  her affections for her own two sons and never for the self-contained little girl who was the product of Adam’s first wife. ‘Someone had to tell you, and Dr Protheroe thought it should

  be me. Poor Daddy’s been knocked sideways by it all. You’ve broken his heart. “Why did she do it, Elizabeth?” he keeps asking me.’




  But Jinx had no answer to that. For she knew Betty was lying. No one, least of all Leo, could drive her to kill herself. Instead she dwelt on the incongruities of life. Why

  did she call her father Adam while his wife of twenty-seven years called him Daddy? For some reason it had never seemed significant before. She stared past her stepmother’s head to her

  reflection in the dressing-table mirror and wondered suddenly why she felt so very little about so very much.




  




  A young man came into her room uninvited, a tall gangling creature with shoulder-length ginger hair and spots. ‘Hi,’ he said, wandering aimlessly to the french windows

  and flicking the handle up and down, before abandoning it to throw himself into one of the armchairs in the bay. ‘What are you on?’




  ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘Heroin, crack, coke, MDMA? What?’




  She stared at him blankly. ‘Am I in a drug rehabilitation centre?’




  He frowned at her. ‘Don’t you know?’




  She shook her head.




  ‘You’re in the Nightingale Clinic where therapy costs four hundred quid a day and everyone leaves with their heads screwed on straight.’




  Oh, but her anger was COLOSSAL. It wheeled around her brain like a huge bird of prey, waiting to strike. ‘So who runs this place?’ she asked

  calmly.




  ‘Dr Protheroe.’




  ‘Is he the man with the beard?’




  ‘Yeah.’ He stood up abruptly. ‘Do you want to go for a walk? I need to keep moving or I go mad.’




  ‘No thanks.’




  ‘OK.’ He paused by the door. ‘I found a fox in a trap once. He was so scared he was trying to bite his leg off to free himself. He had eyes like yours.’




  ‘Did you rescue him?’




  ‘He wouldn’t let me. He was more afraid of me than he was of the trap.’




  ‘What happened to him?’




  ‘I watched him die.’




  




  Some time afterwards, Dr Protheroe returned.




  ‘Do you remember talking to me before?’ he asked her, pulling up one of the armchairs and sitting in it.




  ‘Once. You told me I was lucky.’




  ‘In fact we’ve talked a few times. You’ve been conscious for several days but somewhat unwilling to communicate.’ He smiled encouragement. ‘Do you

  remember talking to me yesterday, for example?’




  How many yesterdays were there when she had functioned without any awareness of what she was doing? ‘No, I don’t. I’m sorry. Are you a

  psychiatrist?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘What are you then?’




  ‘I’m a doctor.’




  The waxen image in the mirror smiled politely. He was lying. ‘Am I allowed to smoke?’ He nodded and she plucked a cigarette from one of the packets Betty had

  brought in, lighting it with clumsy inefficiency because it was hard to focus with one eye. ‘May I ask you something?’




  ‘Of course.’




  ‘Wouldn’t it have been courteous to tell me before I spoke to the policemen that the accident happened several days ago?’ He had a rather charming face, she

  thought, a little weary, but lived in and comfortable. Like his sports jacket, which had seen better days, and the cavalry twill trousers that drooped at the hem where his heel had caught it. He

  was the sort of man whom, in other circumstances, she might have chosen for a friend because he seemed careless of convention. But she was afraid of him and sought refuge in pomposity.




  He balanced his fountain pen between his forefingers. ‘In the circumstances, I thought it better to let you speak the truth as you understood it.’




  ‘What circumstances?’




  ‘You had almost twice the legal limit of alcohol in your blood when you crashed your car. The police are considering whether to charge you but I think they may let the matter

  drop after this morning. They tend to be somewhat sceptical of a doctor’s diagnosis, less so of the patients themselves. I could see no harm in wringing a little sympathy out of PCs Gregg and

  Hardy.’




  Her reflection smiled at him in the mirror. ‘That was a kind thought.’ She had never been drunk in her life because she had watched Betty stagger about the house too

  often to want to emulate her. ‘Could you pass me the ashtray?’ ‘You got drunk and tried to kill yourself . . .’ ‘Thank you.’ She placed it on the bed

  in front of her. ‘What exactly has happened to me, Dr Protheroe?’




  He leaned forward, clamping his large hands between his knees. ‘In a nutshell, you left a car travelling at approximately forty miles per hour, gave yourself the sort of

  knock-out blow that would have felled an ox, then continued under your own impetus, grazing your scalp, eye and arms as you did so. The first miracle is that you’re here at all, the second

  miracle is that you didn’t fracture anything in the process and the third miracle is that you’ll be as good as new before you know it. Once your hair grows back over the flaps of skin

  that had to be stitched, no one will know you’ve had an accident. The price you paid for all that, however, was concussion, one symptom of which is post-traumatic amnesia. You have been

  conscious but deeply confused for the last five days, and that confusion may persist on and off for some time to come. Think of your brain as a computer. Any memory that is safely filed has a good

  chance of reinstatement, but memories that you were too confused to store properly may never return. So, for example, despite the fact you were conscious, you’re unlikely to recollect your

  transfer here from Odstock Hospital, or indeed your first interview with the police.’




  She looked past him towards the gardens that lay beyond her window. ‘And is pre-traumatic amnesia equally normal?’ she asked him. ‘I have no memory of the accident

  or what led up to it.’




  ‘Don’t be confused by the term “post”. That’s simply referring to amnesia after trauma. But with regard to what you don’t remember before the

  accident, that’s usually referred to as retrograde amnesia. It’s not uncommon and seems to depend on the severity of the head injury. We talk about loss of memory,’ he went on,

  ‘when we should talk about temporary loss. Bit by bit you’ll remember events before the accident, though it may take a little while to understand how the pieces fit together

  because you may not remember them in chronological order. You may also, although it’s less likely, remember things that never happened, simply because your memory will have stored plans of

  future events and you may recollect the plans as real. The trick is to avoid worrying about it. Your brain, like the rest of your body, has taken a knock and needs time to heal itself. That’s

  all this amnesia is.’




  ‘I understand. Does that mean I can go home quite soon?’




  ‘To your parents?’ he asked.




  ‘No. To London.’




  ‘Is there anyone there who can look after you, Jinx?’




  She was about to say Leo before she remembered that, according to her stepmother, he wasn’t there any more. Do me a favour, said the intrusive voice of cynicism, Leo

  look after you? Ha! Ha! Ha! Instead, she said nothing and continued to stare out of the window. She resented the way this man called her Jinx, as if he and she were well acquainted, when her

  entire knowledge of him resided in an avuncular chat about a condition that was rocking her to her very foundations. And she resented his assumption that she was a willing participant in this

  conversation, when the only emotion she felt was a seething anger.




  ‘Your father’s keen for you to remain here where he feels you’ll be properly looked after. However, it’s entirely your choice and, if you think you’ll

  be happier in London, then we can arrange to transfer you as long as you understand that you do need to be looked after. In the short term anyway.’




  Her reflection examined him. ‘Is Adam paying you?’




  He nodded. ‘This is a private clinic.’




  ‘But not a hospital?’




  ‘No. We specialize in addiction therapy,’ he told her. ‘But we do offer convalescent care as well.’




  ‘I’m not addicted to anything.’ ‘You got drunk . . .’




  ‘No one’s suggesting you are.’




  She drew on her cigarette. ‘Then why is my father paying four hundred pounds a day for me to be here?’ she asked evenly. ‘I could have convalescent care in a

  nursing home for a fraction of that.’




  He studied her as she sat like a dignified, one-eyed Buddha upon her bed. ‘How did you know it costs four hundred pounds a day?’




  ‘My stepmother told me,’ she lied. ‘I know my father very well, Dr Protheroe, so, predictably, it was the first thing I asked her.’




  ‘He did warn me you’d take nothing for granted.’




  The reflection smiled at him. ‘I certainly don’t like being lied to,’ she murmured. ‘My stepmother told me I tried to commit suicide.’ She

  watched him for a reaction, but there was none. ‘I don’t believe it,’ she went on dispassionately, ‘but I do believe that Adam would pay a psychiatrist to straighten me out

  if he believed it. So what sort of therapy is he buying for me?’




  ‘No one’s lying to you, Jinx. Your father was very concerned that you should be in an environment where you could recover at your own speed and in your own way. Certainly

  we have psychiatrists on the premises, and certainly we offer therapy to those who want it, but I am precisely what I said I was, a doctor pure and simple. My role is largely administrative, but I

  also take an interest in our convalescent patients. There is nothing sinister about your being here.’




  Was that right? It didn’t feel right. Even the woman in the mirror found that one hard to swallow. ‘Did Adam tell you I am very hostile to psychiatrists and

  psychiatry?’




  ‘Yes he did.’




  ‘Why does he think I tried to kill myself?’




  ‘Because that’s the conclusion the police have reached after their investigation into your crash.’




  ‘They’re wrong,’ she said tightly. ‘I would never commit suicide.’




  ‘OK,’ Protheroe said easily. ‘I’m not arguing with you.’




  She closed her eye. ‘Why would I suddenly want to kill myself when I’ve never wanted to before?’ Anger roared in her ears.




  He didn’t say anything.




  ‘Please,’ she said harshly. ‘I would like to know what’s being said about me.’




  ‘All right, if you accept that there’s a good deal of physical evidence to support the police theory, then the rationale behind it seems to be that you were upset by your

  broken engagement. Your last real memory is saying goodbye to Leo when you left London two and a half weeks ago to stay with your parents at Hellingdon Hall. You probably don’t remember doing

  it, but you’ve repeated that memory several times – to the police and to my colleagues at Odstock Hospital – and they have concluded, possibly wrongly, that it’s important

  to you to preserve a happy memory over the memory of the night a week later when Leo told you he was leaving you for your friend, Meg Harris.’




  She considered this in silence for a long time. ‘Then they’re saying my amnesia isn’t entirely physical. There’s an element of face-saving in it. Because I

  can’t bear to think of Leo rejecting me, I’ve wiped his shabbiness out of my mind and then gone on to forget my own weakness in being unable to face life without him.’




  Her choice of words was fascinating. ‘In substance, that’s what your father’s been told.’




  ‘All right’ – he saw tears glistening on her lashes – ‘if I was so distraught about Leo deserting me two weeks ago that I had to wipe the whole thing

  out of my memory, then why am I not equally distraught learning about it all over again?’




  ‘I don’t know. It’s interesting, isn’t it? How would you explain it?’




  She looked away. ‘I was having too many problems adjusting to the whole idea of marriage. The only thing I feel now is relief that I don’t have to go through with it.

  I’d say I wasn’t distraught the first time.’




  He nodded. ‘I’m prepared to accept that. So, let’s talk about it. Was the wedding your idea or Leo’s?’




  ‘The wedding was my father’s idea, but if you’re asking me whose idea it was to get married, then that was Leo’s. He sprang it on me out of the blue a couple

  of months ago, and I said yes because at the time I thought it was what I wanted.’




  ‘But you changed your mind.’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Did you tell anyone?’




  ‘I don’t think so.’ She felt his scepticism as strongly as if he’d reached out and touched her with it. Oh God, what a bloody awful situation this was.

  ‘But I’m sure Leo must have known,’ she said quickly. ‘Does he say I was unhappy about him leaving?’




  Dr Protheroe shook his head. ‘I don’t know.’




  She looked at the telephone on her bedside table. ‘I know Meg’s home number. We could phone him and ask him.’ But did she want to do that? Would Leo ever admit

  that it was she who didn’t want to marry him?




  ‘At the moment he’s not available. The police have tried. He’s out of the country for a few weeks.’




  Not available. She already knew that. How? She licked her lips nervously. ‘What about Meg?’




  ‘She’s with him. I’m told they’ve gone to France.’ He watched her hands writhe in her lap and wondered what complicated emotions had driven the other

  two to betray her. ‘You were telling me why you changed your mind,’ he prompted her. ‘What happened? Was it a sudden decision or something that developed gradually?’




  She struggled to remember. ‘I came to realize that the only reason he wanted to marry me was because I’m Adam Kingsley’s daughter and Adam’s not poor.’

  But was that true? Wasn’t it Russell who had wanted to marry her for her money? She fell silent and thought about what she’d said. ‘“He that diggeth a pit shall fall

  into it,”’ she murmured.




  ‘Why do you say that?’




  ‘Because you’re going to ask me if Meg Harris’s family is wealthy.’




  He didn’t say anything.




  ‘They’re not. Her father earns a pittance as a rural vicar.’ She ground her cigarette into the ashtray and fixed a smile to her lips. ‘So presumably Leo has

  discovered true love at last.’




  ‘Are you angry with Meg? Your stepmother tells me you’ve known her a long time.’




  ‘We were at Oxford together.’ She looked up. ‘And no, I’m not, as a matter of fact, but that’s only because I’m finding it all rather difficult to

  believe at the moment. I only have Betty’s word for it.’




  ‘Don’t you believe her?’




  ‘Not often, but that’s not an indication of an Electra complex. She’s the only mother I’ve ever known and I’m very fond of her.’




  He raised an amused eyebrow. ‘What did you read at Oxford? Classics?’




  She nodded. ‘And a complete waste of time they were, too, for someone who was only ever interested in photography. I can do crosswords and decipher the roots of words, but

  apart from that my education was wasted.’




  ‘What is that?’ He gave his beard a thoughtful scratch. ‘A defence mechanism against anyone who thinks you’re over-privileged?’




  ‘Just habit,’ she said dismissively. ‘My father finds my qualifications rather more impressive than anyone else does.’




  ‘I see.’




  She doubted that very much. Adam’s pride in his only daughter bordered on the obsessional, which was why there was so little love lost between any of the inhabitants of

  Hellingdon Hall. How much did this doctor know? she wondered. Had he met Adam? Did he understand the tyranny under which they lived?




  ‘Look,’ she said abruptly, ‘why don’t I make this easy for you? I mean, I know this routine off by heart. How old were you when your mother died? Two. How old

  were you when Adam remarried? Seven. Did your stepmother resent you? I’ve no idea, I was too young to notice. Did you resent her? I’ve no idea, I was too young to know what resentment

  was. Have you any brothers or sisters? Two half-brothers, Miles and Fergus. Do you resent them? No. Do they resent you? No. How old are they? Twenty-six and twenty-four. Are they

  married? No, they still live at home. Do you love your father? Yes. Does he love you? Yes.’




  Protheroe’s laugh, a great booming sound that would bring reluctant smiles whenever she heard it, bounced around the room. ‘My God,’ he said, ‘what do you do

  for an encore? Bite psychiatrists’ heads off? I came to find out if you were comfortable, Jinx. As far as possible, I would like your stay here to be a happy one.’




  She lit another cigarette. He knew nothing. ‘I’m sure it will be. Adam wouldn’t pay four hundred pounds a day unless he’d checked you out very

  thoroughly.’




  ‘You’re the one who’ll be calling the shots, not your father.’




  She flicked him a sideways glance. ‘I wouldn’t count on that if I were you,’ she said quietly. ‘Adam hasn’t made his millions by sitting idly by while

  other people express themselves. He’s a very manipulative man.’




  Protheroe shrugged. ‘He certainly seems to have your best interests at heart.’




  She blew a smoke ring into the air. ‘Show me his heart, Dr Protheroe, and I might believe you.’




  


 




  

    

  




  Chapter Four




  Wednesday, 22 June, 53 Lansing Road, Salisbury – 8.05 p.m.




  THE YOUNG MAN was in no hurry to get up. He lay on the bed, his limbs sprawled in satiated contentment upon the rumpled bedclothes, watching the woman button her

  blouse in front of the mirror. Her reflected eyes stared warily back at him. Despite his airs and graces, and his liberal use of ‘please’ and ‘thank you’, she knew exactly

  what she was dealing with here, and it terrified her. She’d seen every type there was to see – or thought she had – but this one was in a class of his own. This one was mad.




  ‘You’ll have to go now,’ she said, trying to hide her nervousness. ‘I’ve another customer due in a minute.’




  ‘So? Tell him to go away. I’ll pay you double.’




  ‘I can’t do that, love. He’s a regular.’




  ‘You’re lying,’ he said lazily.




  ‘No, love, honestly.’ She forced a smile to her sore lips. ‘Look, I’ve really enjoyed this. It’s years since I’ve come with a client. You

  wouldn’t believe that, would you? A pro like me and it takes a man like you to give her something to remember.’ She offered her raddled face to the mirror and applied eyeliner to her

  lids, watching him carefully while she did it. ‘But it’s a tough old world and I need my income just like any other girl. If I tell him to bugger off, he won’t come again’

  – she gave a wretched giggle – ‘in every sense of the word. Know what I mean? So do us a favour, love, and leave me to my regular. He’s not a patch on you, and that’s

  God’s honest truth, but he pays me weekly and he pays me handsome. OK?’




  ‘Did I really make you come?’




  ‘Sure you did, love.’




  ‘You fat slag,’ he said, surging off the bed with terrifying speed and hooking his arm about her neck. ‘It’d take a bloody bulldozer to make an impression on

  you.’ He levered his arm closed. ‘I hate slags who lie to me. Tell me you’re a lying whore.’




  But she’d been on the game long enough to learn that you never told psychopaths the truth. She reached for his penis instead and set about rearousing him, knowing that if she

  came out of this alive, she’d be lucky. So far, his only real pleasure had been to beat her about the face while he reached his climax, and she knew he was going to do it again.




  As he twisted his hand in her hair and yanked her backwards on to the bed, she had time to reflect on the awful irony of it all. She was so used to servicing old and inadequate men

  that when the voice on the phone had translated itself into an Adonis at her door, she couldn’t believe her luck. God, but she was a stupid bitch!




  Nightingale Clinic, Salisbury – 8.20 p.m.




  The phone rang beside Jinx’s bed, setting her nerves jangling with its insistent summons to a world outside that she wasn’t sure she was ready to face. She was tempted

  to leave it until it occurred to her that it might be an internal call. If she didn’t answer it, said the voice of paranoia inside her head, then a little black mark would go down

  in a book somewhere and her mental equilibrium would be called into question. She lifted the receiver and held it against her ear on the pillow. ‘Jinx Kingsley,’ she said

  guardedly.




  ‘Thank God,’ said a man’s voice. ‘I’ve had the devil’s own job trying to find you. It’s Josh Hennessey. I finally got through to your

  stepmother, who gave me this number. She says you’re OK to talk but that you’ve lost bits of your memory.’




  ‘Josh Hennessey?’ she echoed in surprise. ‘As in Harris and Hennessey? You sound so close. Where are you?’




  He gave a rumble of laughter at the other end. ‘The very same, except that it’s all Hennessey at the moment and remarkably little Harris. She’s buggered off to

  France and left me nursing the office. I’m in a call-box in Piccadilly.’ He paused briefly and she heard the sound of traffic in the background. ‘I’m damn glad the memory

  loss doesn’t extend to your mates. There’s a few of us eating our hearts out over this.’ He paused again. ‘We were really sorry to hear about your accident, Jinx, but your

  stepma says you’re progressing well.’




  She smiled weakly. Typical Josh, she thought. Always we and never I. ‘I’m not sure I’d agree with her. I feel like something the dog threw up. I suppose you know

  about Leo and Meg?’




  He didn’t say anything.




  ‘It’s all right, you don’t have to spare my feelings. Matter of fact, I’m quite glad Leo found a good home.’ Was she telling the truth?

  ‘They’re welcome to each other.’




  ‘Well, if it’s of any consolation to you, I can’t see it lasting. You know Meg and her brief enthusiasms. She’ll have some French guy in tow by the time she

  comes back, and poor old Leo will be on the scrap heap along with all the others. She’s a two-timing bitch, Jinx. I’ve always said so.’




  Liar, she thought. You adore her. ‘She hasn’t changed just because Leo prefers her to me,’ she said. ‘I don’t bear any grudges, so why should

  you?’




  He cleared his throat. ‘How are you coping after the – well, you know?’




  ‘You mean my suicide attempt? I don’t remember it, so I’m fine.’




  There was a short silence.




  ‘Good, well, listen, the reason I phoned is that I’ve been trying to get hold of Meg for the last eight days and I’m getting zilch response from her answerphone.

  She swore on her sainted granny’s grave that she’d call in for her messages every day but, if she’s doing it, then she sure as hell isn’t replying to any of them, and

  I’m going slowly ape-shit with all the work that’s piling up. I’ve tried her brother and a few of her other friends to see if they know where she and Leo went, but they’re

  as much in the dark as I am. You’re my last hope, Jinx. Have you any ideas at all how I can contact her? Believe me, I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t desperate. I’ve got a sodding

  contract here that needs her signature and I’ve got to fax it through post-haste.’ He gave an angry grunt. ‘I tell you, the way I feel at the moment, I could wring her neck. And

  Leo’s, too.’




  Jinx jabbed her fingers against the vein above her eye that was pounding and rushing like a swollen river. A strangely murky image had floated into her mind as he spoke, a

  meaningless, dark negative that relayed nothing to her at all except an intense frustration. She sought to hold on to it but, like a drowning man, it slipped away and left her cheated. ‘Well,

  if it’s France,’ she said slowly, ‘then they’ve probably gone to Leo’s house in Brittany, but I’m afraid I can’t remember the phone number, Josh, and I

  doubt he’s got a fax either.’




  ‘That doesn’t matter. Do you know the address?’




  She dug deep into her memory. ‘I think so. It’s Les Hirondelles, rue St Jacques, Trinité-sur-mer.’




  ‘You’re a brick, Jinx. Remind me to take you out to dinner one day.’




  She gave a shaky laugh. ‘It’s a date,’ she told him. ‘Assuming I can remember to remind you.’ She paused. ‘Did you really want Meg’s

  address?’




  He avoided an answer. ‘I could come and see you at the weekend,’ he suggested. ‘Or are you hibernating?’




  ‘Sort of,’ she said, unsure if she wanted to see anyone. ‘I’m vegetating.’




  ‘Is that a yes or a no?’




  The vein above her eye throbbed mercilessly. ‘It’s a yes. I’d love to see you,’ she lied.




  




  For fifteen minutes paranoia held Jinx’s hand. Ten times she had reached it out towards the telephone on the bedside table and ten times she had withdrawn it again. Her nerve

  had abandoned her along with her memory. She was afraid of eavesdroppers listening in. And what could she say that wouldn’t sound foolish? At eight-thirty, as credits rolled on the television

  in the corner, she muted the sound, seized the telephone with sudden decision and dialled a number.




  ‘Hello?’ said a brisk voice that belied its eighty-three years.




  ‘Colonel Clancey?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘It’s Jinx Kingsley. I wondered – are you busy or can I talk to you for a moment?’




  ‘My dear girl, of course you can talk. How are you?’




  ‘Fine. You?’




  ‘Worried,’ he barked. ‘Damned worried, if I’m honest. I feel responsible, Jinx. Daphne, too. We should have done more. Hold on a minute while I close the

  door. Bloody television’s going full blast. Usual old rubbish, of course, but Daphne likes it.’ She heard the receiver clatter on to their hall table, followed by the slam of a door and

  the distant yapping of Goebbels, their mild-mannered Yorkshire terrier. ‘You still there?’ he said a moment or two later.




  She felt tears of affection pricking at the back of her eyelids. He made himself out to be so much more ferocious than his funny little dog and, in her mind, he was always Colonel

  Goebbels and the dog was Clancey. ‘Yes. It’s nice to hear you.’ She paused a moment, unsure what to say. ‘How’s Goebbels?’ She wondered why they’d called

  their dog that. Was it something she knew and had forgotten, or was it something she had simply accepted as she had accepted all their other eccentricities?




  ‘Flea-ridden as usual. Daphne gave him a bath and he’s looking like a mohair sweater. Absurd creature.’




  She wondered if he was referring to the dog or to his wife. ‘I’m worried about my plants,’ she said, seeking neutral territory and remembering the Clanceys had her

  spare key. ‘Would it be an awful bore for you or Mrs C to water them for me?’




  ‘We go in every day, Jinx. Assumed it’s what you’d want. Plants are fine, bit of cleaning up done. It’s all ready for you as soon as you’re well enough

  to come home.’




  ‘That’s very kind. Thank you.’




  ‘Least we could do in the circumstances.’




  There was an awkward pause while she sought for something more to say. ‘Let me give you my phone number. I’m at the Nightingale Clinic in Salisbury.’ She squinted

  at the dial. ‘I don’t know the code but the number’s two-two-one-four-two-zero. Just in case anything unexpected crops up.’




  ‘Got it,’ he told her. ‘And you say you’re fine. Glad to hear it. Looking after you all right then, are they?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Well, you sound cheerful enough.’




  Another awkward pause. They spoke together.




  ‘Best be going then—’




  ‘Colonel—’




  ‘Yes?’




  ‘Please don’t go, not yet.’ She rushed her words. ‘My stepmother said you rescued me from my garage. Is that true? She said I had the car engine running and

  you found me before I could – well – finish myself off.’




  His voice grew gruff with emotion. ‘Don’t you remember?’




  ‘No.’ She swallowed painfully. ‘I’m really sorry, but I don’t. I don’t remember anything – at least – not since I left to stay with my

  parents two weeks ago. Is Leo really not there any more? I don’t know who else to ask – and I’m so, so sorry if it’s embarrassing but I do need to be sure. They keep telling

  me . . . things . . . that don’t make sense. They say I’ve got amnesia – that I got drunk and tried to kill myself. But – I just – oh, God . . .’ She clamped her

  hand over her mouth because tears were flooding her throat. Hang up, you stupid woman.




  ‘There, there,’ said his comforting elderly voice, ‘no need for embarrassment. Good lord, I’ve had six-foot-tall men weep on my shoulder before now. Clear

  answers, eh, that’s what you want. Your stepmother’s a nice enough woman, I expect, but, if she’s anything like Daphne, she’ll have managed to confuse the message somehow.

  Not that I know all that much,’ he warned. ‘Never been one to poke my nose in where it’s not wanted, as you know.’




  ‘Quite. Best sort of neighbour always.’ Odd, she thought, how she picked up his shorthand when she spoke to him. Perhaps everyone did.




  ‘Leo’s been gone over a week, Jinx. Left the night you came home from Hampshire. Hope it’s not an impertinence, but I’d say you’re well shot of him.

  Never did like the cut of his jib much. You were far too good for him. Funny thing is, I spoke to you on the Saturday and you didn’t turn a hair. “The bastard’s jilted me,

  Colonel,” you said, “and the only bugger is he beat me to it.”’ He chortled at the memory. ‘And then, on the Sunday, there you were in your garage with the engine

  running. Fact is, it was Goebbels who spotted something was up. Parked himself in front of your garage door and barked his little head off.’ He paused for a moment and she could picture him,

  fluffing his moustache and squaring his shoulders. ‘Upshot was, pulled you out PDQ and got some fresh air into you. Should have done more, though. Called a doctor, got a friend round. Rather

  upset about that, to tell you the truth.’




  ‘I wish you wouldn’t be. Did I say anything? I mean, explain or something?’ Her fingers tightened involuntarily around the handset. ‘I just don’t

  believe – well, you know. Not over Leo . . .’




  ‘Matter of fact, I agree with you. Personally, thought it was an accident, garage doors slammed after you started the engine, that sort of thing. Not as though you had a hose

  pipe attached to the exhaust, is it? Truth is, you weren’t feeling too clever afterwards, not surprising in the circumstances. But you can’t have been in there very long. Back to normal

  in no time, cracking jokes and telling Daphne not to fuss. Even made a phone call to some friends you were off to see. The old girl was all for a doctor but you wouldn’t have it.

  “I’m perfectly all right, Mrs C,” you said, “and if I don’t get going I’ll be late.” Worst thing was, thought you were going to squash poor Goebbels, the

  way you hugged and petted him.’ He gave a gravelly laugh. ‘Hah! You said dogs were the only things worth having in your bed from then on.’




  She dabbed at her cheeks. ‘Then why does Betty think I was trying to kill myself?’ Her voice was remarkably steady.




  ‘On the principle that one swallow doesn’t make a summer but two probably do, dear girl. Dare say it’s our fault. Bobbies turned up a week ago, telling us

  you’d driven your car at a wall in what looked like a deliberate attempt at suicide, and did we know of any other attempts? So Daphne piped up about the garage and how you promised

  you’d be more careful in future, then told them what a rat Leo had been and, hey presto, conclusions being drawn all over the place. Silly old woman,’ he said fondly. ‘Practically

  ga-ga, though, let’s face it, and awfully worried about you. Matter of fact, I did try to stem the breach by pointing out you weren’t the type, but I might have been banging my head

  against the proverbial wall for all the good it did.’ He cleared his throat. ‘Must say, Jinx, talking to you now, more inclined than ever to think it’s all nonsense. Never struck

  me as the type to throw in the towel.’




  She couldn’t speak for a moment. ‘Thank you,’ she managed. ‘I don’t think I am either. Will you give Mrs C and Goebbels a hug from me?’




  ‘Certainly will. Coming home soon, I trust?’




  ‘I’d like to but I’m bandaged to the hilt at the moment. You should see me, Colonel. I look like Boris Karloff in The Mummy.’




  ‘Hah!’ he harrumphed again. ‘Kept your sense of humour, I see. Visitors keeping you chirpy, dare say.’




  ‘No,’ she said honestly. ‘It’s talking to you that’s cheered me up. Thank you for getting me out of my car. I’ll ring you the minute I’m

  demobbed and give you my ETA.’




  ‘We’ll be waiting for you, dear girl. Meanwhile chin up and best foot forward, eh?’




  ‘Will do. Goodbye, Colonel.’




  Jinx cut the line but held the receiver to her chest for several minutes as if, by doing so, she could maintain the link with him, for the comfort that the conversation had given her

  was all too ephemeral. Depression swept in behind it like an engulfing tide when it occurred to her that, of all the people she knew, the only one she had felt able to telephone was a man whose

  first name she was too shy to use. Had she felt as lonely as this a week ago? Could she have done it? God help her if she had . . .




  ‘Your brother’s come to see you, Miss Kingsley,’ said a black nurse, pushing wide the half-open door. ‘I’ve told him ten minutes. Visitors out by nine

  o’clock, that’s the rule, but as it’s your brother and he’s come all the way from Fordingbridge, well – just so long as you don’t make too much noise.’ She

  noticed Jinx’s pallor suddenly and clicked her tongue anxiously. ‘Are you all right, my lovely? You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.’




  ‘I’m fine.’




  ‘OK,’ she said cheerfully. ‘Not too much noise, then, or my job will be on the line.’




  Miles, exuding his usual boyish charm, took the nurse’s hand in his and smiled into her face. ‘I really appreciate this, Amy. Thank you.’




  Her dark skin blushed. ‘That’s all right. I’d best be getting back to the desk.’ She withdrew her fingers from his with clear reluctance and closed the door

  behind her.




  ‘God,’ he said, flopping into the armchair, ‘she really thought I fancied her.’ He eyed Jinx. ‘Ma tells me you’re back in the land of the living,

  so I thought I’d come and check for myself. You look bloody awful, but I expect you know that.’




  She reached for her cigarettes. ‘I’d hate to disappoint you, Miles.’




  ‘She says you can’t remember anything since the fourth. Is that true?’




  She didn’t answer.




  ‘Which means it is.’ He giggled suddenly. ‘So you don’t remember the week you spent at the Hall?’




  She eyed him coldly as she felt for her lighter.




  ‘You borrowed two hundred quid off me that week, Jinxy, and I want it back.’




  ‘Bog off, Miles.’




  He grinned. ‘You sound pretty on the ball to me. So what’s with this amnesia crap? You trying to get yourself off the hook with Dad?’




  ‘What hook?’




  ‘Whatever it is you’ve done that you shouldn’t have done.’




  ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’




  He shrugged indifferently. ‘Then why did you try to top yourself? Dad’s been worse than usual this last week. You might have thought of that before you started playing

  silly buggers.’




  She ignored him and lit a cigarette.




  ‘Are you going to talk to me or have I wasted my time coming here?’




  ‘I doubt you’ve wasted your time,’ she said evenly, ‘as I imagine seeing me was the last thing on your list.’ She was watching his face, saw the flash

  of intense amusement in his eyes, and knew she was right. ‘You must be mad,’ she continued. ‘Adam wasn’t bluffing when he said you’d be out on your ear the next time.

  Why on earth do you do it?’




  ‘You think you know everything, don’t you?’




  ‘When it comes to you, Miles, I do.’




  He grinned. ‘OK then, it gives me a buzz. Come on, Jinxy, a couple of hands of poker in a hotel bedroom, it’s hardly major gambling. And who’s going to tell Dad

  anyway? You certainly won’t and neither will I.’ He giggled again. ‘I scored’ – he tapped his jacket pocket – ‘so no lectures, all right? I’m not

  planning to run up any more debts. The old bastard’s made it clear enough he won’t bail me out again.’




  He was more hyped up than usual, she thought, and wondered how much he’d won. She changed the subject. ‘How’s Fergus?’




  ‘About as pissed off as I am. A couple of days ago, Dad reduced him to tears. You know what my guess is? The worm’ll turn when Dad least expects it and then it’ll

  be your precious Adam who gets the thrashing.’ He was fidgeting with the lapels of his jacket, brushing them, smoothing them. ‘Why did you do it? He hates you now, hates us, hates

  everyone. Poor old Ma most of all.’




  Jinx lay back and stared at the ceiling. ‘You know as well as I do what the solution is,’ she said.




  ‘Oh, God, not more bloody lectures. Anyone would think you were forty-four not thirty-four.’ He raised his voice to a falsetto, mimicking her. ‘You’re old

  enough to stand on your own two feet, Miles. You can’t expect your mother to give you Porsches all your life. It’s time to move out, find your own place, start a family.’




  ‘I don’t understand why you don’t want to.’




  ‘Because Dad refuses to ante-up, that’s why. You know the score. If we want to live in reasonable comfort we stay at home where he can keep his eye on us. If we want out,

  we do it the hard way and graft for ourselves.’




  ‘Then welcome to the human race,’ she said scathingly. ‘What the hell do you think the rest of us do?’




  His voice rose again, but this time in anger. ‘You damn well never had to graft. You stepped straight into Russell’s money without lifting a finger. Jesus, you’re

  so bloody patronizing. “Welcome to the human race, Miles.” You piss me off, Jinx, you really do.’




  She was dog-tired. Why didn’t the nurse come back to rescue her? She stubbed out her cigarette and turned to look at him. ‘Surely anything has to be better than letting

  Adam treat you like dirt. When did he last beat you?’ There was something wrong with him, she thought. He was like an addict waiting for a fix, twitched, unable to sit still, fidgeting,

  fingering, eyes overbright. Oh, God, not drugs . . . not drugs . . . But as she fell asleep, she was thinking that, yes, of course it was drugs, because self-indulgence was the one thing

  Miles was good at. If nothing else, his father had taught him that.




  Odstock Hospital, Salisbury – 9.00 p.m.




  The Casualty doctor was barely out of medical school and nothing in his training had prepared him for this. He smiled tentatively at the woman in the cubicle. It was worse than the

  Elephant Man, he was thinking, as he took his place beside the nurse whose hand the wretched woman was clutching. Her face was so swollen that she looked barely recognizable as a human being. She

  had given her name as Mrs Hale. ‘You’ve been in the wars,’ he said vacuously.




  ‘My husband – belt . . .’ she croaked through lips that could hardly move.




  He looked at the bruising on her throat where the marks of someone’s fingers were clearly visible. ‘Is it just your face that’s been hurt?’




  She shook her head and, with a pathetic gesture of apology, raised her skirt and revealed knickers saturated with blood. ‘He’ – tears squeezed between her swollen

  lids – ‘cut me.’




  




  Three hours later, a sympathetic policewoman tried to persuade her to make a statement before she was transferred to the operating theatre for surgery to her rectum. ‘Look,

  Mrs Hale, we know your husband didn’t do this. We’ve checked and he’s currently serving eighteen months in Winchester for handling stolen property. We also know you’re on

  the game, so the chances are that the animal responsible was one of your customers. Now, we’re not interested in how you make your money. We’re only interested in stopping this bastard

  doing the same thing to some other poor girl. Will you help us?’




  She shook her head.




  ‘But he could kill next time. Do you want that on your conscience? All we need is a description.’




  A faint laugh croaked in her throat. ‘Do me a favour, love.’




  ‘You’ve got two fractured cheekbones, severe bruising of the throat and larynx, a dislocated wrist, and internal bleeding from having a hairbrush rammed up your back

  passage,’ said the policewoman brutally. ‘You’re lucky to be alive. The next woman he attacks may not be so lucky.’




  ‘Too right. It’ll be yours bloody truly if I open my mouth. He swore he’d come back.’ She closed her eyes. ‘The hospital shouldn’t have called

  you. I never gave them leave, and I’m not pressing no charges.’




  ‘Will you think about it at least?’




  ‘No point. You’ll never pin it on him and I’m not running scared for the rest of my life.’




  ‘Why won’t we pin it on him?’




  She gave another croak of laughter. ‘Because it’ll be my word against his, love, and I’m a fat old slag and he’s little Lord Fauntleroy.’




  Thursday, 23 June, Nightingale Clinic, Salisbury – 3.30 a.m.




  As he did every night at about this time, the security guard emerged from the front door of the Nightingale Clinic and strolled towards a bench on the moonlit lawn. It was a little

  treat he gave himself halfway through his shift, a quiet smoke away from the nagging lectures of the nursing staff. He wiped the seat with a large handkerchief then lowered himself with a sigh of

  contentment. As he fished his cigarettes from his jacket pocket he had the distinct impression that someone was behind him. Startled, he glanced round, then lumbered awkwardly to his feet and went

  to investigate the trees bordering the driveway. There was no one there, but he couldn’t rid himself of a sense that he was being watched.




  He was a phlegmatic man, and put the experience down to the cheese he’d eaten at supper. As his wife always said: Too much cheese isn’t good for anyone. But he

  didn’t linger over his smoke that night.




  




  Jane Kingsley was floating in dark water, eyes open, straining for the sunlight that dappled the surface above her. She wanted to swim, but the desire was all in her mind and she

  was too weary to make it happen. A terrible hand was upon her, pulling her down to the weeds below – insistent, persuasive, compelling – she opened her mouth to let death in . . .




  She burst out of sleep in a threshing frenzy, sweat pouring down her back. She was drowning . . . Oh, Jesus, sweet Jesus, somebody help her! The moon beamed through a gap in

  her curtains, lighting a path through the room. Where was she? She didn’t know this place. She stared in terror from one dark shadow to the other until she saw the lilies beside her,

  gleaming white and pure against the black of the carnations. Memory returned. Jane was her mother . . . she was Jinx . . . Jane was her mother . . . she was Jinx . . .




  With shaking fingers, she switched on her bedside light and looked on things she recognized. The door to the bathroom, television in the corner, mirror against the wall, armchair,

  flowers – but it was a long time before the thudding of her heart slowed. She slid slowly down between the sheets again, as rigid and as wide-eyed as a painted wooden doll, and tried to stem

  the fear that grew inside her. But it was a vain attempt because she couldn’t put a name to what she was afraid of.




  Two miles away, in another hospital bed, her terror had its haunting echo in the battered face of a prostitute who had supped with the devil.
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  Chapter Five




  Thursday, 23 June, Canning Road Police Station, Salisbury – 9.00 a.m.




  ‘LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY,’ echoed a sceptical sergeant the next morning. ‘You think that’s relevant, do you?’




  ‘Yes,’ said WPC Blake stoutly. ‘I reckon he’s a lot younger than she is and probably quite well spoken, otherwise why would she have chosen that analogy? She

  obviously thinks he’d make a far better impression in court than she would.’




  ‘It’s not much to go on.’




  ‘I know. So I thought – if I went through the files, I might find someone else. The chances are high he’s done it before. If I could get two of them to support each

  other’ – she shrugged – ‘they might find the confidence to talk to us and give us a description. You should see her, Guv.’




  He nodded. He’d read the report. ‘You’ll be doing it in your own time, Blake,’ he warned, ‘because there’s no way I’m going to explain to

  them upstairs why you’re shirking your other responsibilities to chase a prosecution that doesn’t exist.’ He winked at her. ‘Still, have a go and see how you get on.

  I’ve been nicking Flossie’s old man for years. She never bears grudges. She’s a good old soul.’




  Nightingale Clinic, Salisbury – 10.30 a.m.




  Jinx had been abandoned in an armchair by the window. ‘Time you were up and about, dear,’ coaxed a terrifying nurse with the hair of Margaret Thatcher and the nose of

  Joseph Stalin. ‘You need to get some of those muscles working again.’




  Jinx smiled falsely and promised to have a little walk later, then lapsed into quiet contemplation of the garden when the bossy woman had gone. Her ginger-haired visitor of yesterday

  – he of the fox obsession – made signs to her from a bench on the lawn, but she moved her head to stare in a different direction and he abandoned his half-hearted attempts at

  communication. She could see a wing of the building, projecting out at the far end of the terrace, and she guessed she was in a Georgian mansion, built for some wealthy family of two centuries

  earlier. What had become of them? she wondered. Had they, like the family who had built and inhabited Hellingdon Hall, simply faded away?




  ‘Hello, Jinx,’ said a quiet voice from the open doorway into the corridor. ‘Can you stand a visitor, or should I make polite excuses and leave?’




  Her shock was so extreme that her heart surged into frantic activity.




  Fear . . . fear . . . FEAR! But what was there to be afraid of?




  She recognized the voice and turned away from the window. ‘Oh, God, Simon,’ she said angrily, ‘you gave me such a fright. Why on earth would I want you to

  leave?’ She held a hand to her chest. ‘I can’t breathe. I think I’m having a panic attack. Don’t you ever dare do that to me again.’




  ‘I’d better call someone.’




  ‘No!’ She waved him inside and took deep breaths. ‘I’m OK.’ She leaned back, drawing the air into her lungs. ‘I don’t know why, but

  I’m really on edge at the moment. I keep thinking – no, forget it – it doesn’t matter. How are you?’




  Simon Harris stood half-in and half-out of the doorway, looking irresolutely down the corridor. ‘Let me call someone, Jinx. I really think I should. You don’t look at all

  well.’ He had the fine-boned, rather ascetic face of the clergyman he was, and he was as different from his sister as chalk was from cheese. Meg would have told her: ‘Sod it,

  sweetheart, be it on your own head. Don’t blame me if you die.’ Simon could only peer through his glasses with well-meant but impotent concern.




  ‘Sit down, Simon,’ she said wearily. She wanted to scream. ‘I’m OK. Why wouldn’t I want to see you?’




  Reluctantly, he abandoned the doorway and made his way to the other chair. ‘Because it struck me as I was walking along the corridor that I had deliberately shut my eyes to the

  potential embarrassment my visit might cause.’




  Why do you always have to be so pompous, Simon? ‘To you or to me?’




  ‘To you,’ he said. ‘I’m more angry than embarrassed. I still can’t believe my sister would steal her best friend’s fiancé.’




  ‘Well, I’m neither embarrassed nor angry, just very lethargic and rather sore.’ She eyed his dog-collar and cassock with disfavour. ‘Mind you,’ she

  grumbled, ‘I don’t go a bundle on the uniform. Couldn’t you have worn jeans and a T-shirt like everyone else? They all think I’m suicidal as it is, so having a vicar visit

  me will destroy any credibility I’ve managed to salvage.’




  He smiled, reassured by her feeble attempts at humour. ‘No choice, I’m afraid. I’m doing an official stint in the Cathedral in approximately two hours so, if I

  wanted to visit you as well, I wasn’t going to have time to change.’




  ‘How did you know I was here?’




  ‘Josh Hennessey told me,’ he said, squeezing his knees with bony fingers. ‘I managed to get through to Betty once during the week but she hung up as soon as I said

  who it was. The name Harris is nomen non gratis at Hellingdon Hall at the moment,’ he finished ruefully, ‘and I can’t say I’m altogether surprised.’




  ‘Then how did Josh persuade her? She knows quite well he’s Meg’s partner not mine.’




  Simon pulled a face. ‘He got the same treatment I did until he realized deception was the better part of valour. He lied, said he was Dean Jarrett and needed to talk to you

  urgently on business.’




  Dean was Jinx’s number two at the photographic studio and he played his homosexuality for all it was worth because it amused him. Jinx massaged her aching head. ‘She must

  have been drunk as a skunk to fall for that. Josh doesn’t sound anything like Dean.’




  ‘In vino absolutely, but don’t be too harsh on her. Josh says she sounded genuinely upset for you.’




  Sudden irritation seethed in Jinx’s soul. Why shouldn’t she be harsh on the silly woman? By what right did anyone suggest that she temper her scorn? ‘You

  will never speak about your stepmother like that again,’ her father had said, when, at the age of ten, she had pointed out with genuine anxiety that Betty was so stupid she thought the moon

  orbited the sun and that Vietnam shared a border with America, which was why they were fighting a war there. ‘She does nothing but paint her fingernails and go shopping,’ she had told

  him severely.




  But all she said now was: ‘She was very sweet to me yesterday,’ before plucking a cigarette from the packet on the arm of her chair and lighting it. ‘So has Josh

  managed to track down Meg? I gather he’s pretty annoyed with her for leaving him in the lurch.’




  Simon shook his head. ‘Not as far as I know, but I haven’t spoken to him since last night.’




  She studied his face through the smoke from her cigarette and saw he’d been lying when he said he wasn’t embarrassed. He looked deeply uncomfortable – almost as

  drained and wretched as she felt herself – with his thin fingers smoothing and pleating the black serge of his cassock and his eyes looking anywhere but at her. Her irritation mounted.

  ‘I couldn’t give a toss about Leo,’ she said harshly. ‘If you want the truth, he was beginning to get on my nerves.’ A tear glittered along her lashes. ‘The only

  thing that’s upsetting me is the embarrassment of everyone thinking I tried to kill myself over him.’ She gave a hollow laugh. ‘I don’t envy Meg at all. Believe me, Leo will

  be absolutely insufferable if he thinks I couldn’t bear to lose him.’ Oh, stupid, stupid woman! No one will believe the grapes weren’t sour.
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Location: Disused airfield, Stoney Bassetst, Hants
One vohicle involved. Black Rover Cabriolet automatic
Reg No: JIN 1X — vehicle written off

Driver: Miss Jane Imogen Nicola Kingsley

Unconscious and in need of emergency treatment

Driving lcence gives date of birth: 26.09.59 and
registered address: 12 Glenavon Gans, Richmond,
Surrey
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Property tycoon’s daughter
in mystery pile-up

[ eponed b b it
that Jane Kingsley, 34, the
fashion photographer and only
daughter of Adam Kingsley, 66,
millionaire_chairman of Fran-
chise Holdings Lid, was found
unconscious following a mystery
car crash on the disused airfeld
at Stoney Bassett, 15 miles south
of Salisbury. Mr  Andrew
Wilson, 23, and his girlriend,
Miss Jenny Rage, 19, happened
upon the scene by chance at 9.45
pm. and_immediately sum-
‘moned assistance for the uncon-
“The car was a write-off, said
Mr Wilson. ‘Miss Kingsley's
very lucky to be alive. If she'd
been in it when it hit the con-
crete pillar, she'd have been
crushed to death in the wreck.
I'megladwewere able o help.
Police describe Miss Kings-
ley's escape as a miracle. The
car, a black Rover Cabriolet
automatic, had collided head-on
with a solid concrete stanchion,
which was once the corner sup-
port fora hangar. Police believe
Miss Kingsley was thrown

through the open door of her car
shortly before the impact.

“That pillar is the only struc-
ture stil standing on the air-
field, said PC Gavin Hardy
‘and we don't understand yet
how she came to hit it. There
wasno one else in the car and no
evidence of another vehicle
beinginvolved.

Jane’s stepmother, Mrs Betty
Kingsley, 65, was shocked by the
news, which comes only days
after the surprise cancellation of
her stepdaughter's wedding. At
home this morning in Helling-
don Hall, where she and Mr
Kingsley have lived for the last
15 years, she wept bitterly and
said she would blame Miss King-
sley’s fiancé, Leo Wallader, 35, if
Miss Kingsley didn't recover.
“He's treated hersobadly.”

Police admitted this morning
that Miss Kingsley had been
drinking prior to the accident.
“She had a high level of alcohol
in her blood, said a spokes
man. Miss Kingsley is uncon-
scious in Odstock  Hospital,
Salisbury

Wessex Post— 14 June
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f anyone needed a re-

minder that investments
can go down as well as up,
they received it yesterday
when Franchise Holdings
(FH), the property develop-
ment group, suffered a tem-
porary drop in the value
of its shares, following a
rumour that Adam Kingsley,
66, founder and chairman,
was about to resign. FH has
been a rare success story
amidst the spectacular prop-
erty group failures of the
nineties.

The rumour was appar-
ently generated by a remark
made by Kingsley in a BBC
interview on Tuesday night.
Referring to his daughter
Jane’s recent car accident
he said: “There are always
times in one’s life when one
asks, has it all been worth
7 But Kingsley, nick-
named the Great White when
he snapped up  Charford

A case of ‘caveat investor'?

Gordon  Associates eight
years ago, has now sunk his
jaws intothe BBC.

It is his policy to make
private tape-recordings of
interviews, and he has issued
a typescript of the one on
Tuesday. This includes a
follow-up _sentence which
was edited out of the broad-
cast. “This is not one of those
times, he went on to say.
‘The matter is under investi-
gation by the Broadcasting
Complaints Commission.

However, the_extraordi-
nary episode has highlighted
City fears about the long-
term future of Franchise
Holdings. As one_analyst
said: *Adam Kingsley is a
master juggler. No one
knows how many balls there
are in the air at any one time.
Frankly, it’s difficult to imag-
ine who will catch them
safely when he finally leaves
thestage.”

Daily Telegraph—23 June
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