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  PROLOGUE




  AUGUST 1967




  It was the Summer of Love and I had just buried my husband when I first went back to see the reservoir that had flooded my childhood village.




  I made the journey only a few months after Ronald and I had returned from one of our frequent long spells abroad. Spells which had suited me well for many years. Ronald, too, had suited me well.

  He was a decent man and a good husband, quite willing to accept that our marriage was one of convenience. I believe he saw me as an asset in his diplomatic career, though it was certainly neither

  my dazzling beauty nor my sparkling wit that snared him. I was, however, presentable and intelligent, in addition to being an exceptionally good dancer.




  Whatever the reason, I became adept at playing the minor diplomat’s wife. It seemed a small price to pay. In a way, I was Ronald’s passport to career success and promotion, and

  – though I never told him this – he was my passport to flight and escape. I married him because I knew we would spend our lives far away from England, and I wanted to be as far away

  from England as possible. Now, after more than ten years abroad, it doesn’t seem to matter very much. I shall be quite content to live out the rest of my days in the Belsize Park flat.

  Ronald, always a shrewd investor, also left me a tidy sum of money. Enough, at least, to live on for some years and to buy myself a new Triumph sports car. A red one. With a radio.




  And so, singing along with ‘All You Need is Love’, ‘Itchycoo Park’ and ‘See Emily Play’, listening to the occasional news bulletins about Joe Orton’s

  murder and the closing-down of the offshore pirate radio stations, I headed back to Hobb’s End for the first time in over twenty years. For some reason I have never been able to explain, I

  enjoyed the raw, naive and whimsical new music the young people were listening to, even though I was in my early forties. It made me long to be young again: young without the complications of my

  own youth; young without the war; young without the heartbreak; young without the terror and the blood.




  I don’t think I saw another car after I left the main road outside Skipton. It was one of those perfect summer days when the air smells sweet with the perfume of cut grass and wild

  flowers. I fancied I could even smell the warm exhalations of the dry-stone walls. Berries shone like polished garnets on the rowan trees. Tewits soared and tumbled over the meadows and sheep

  bleated their pitiful calls from the far dalesides. The colours were all so vibrant – the green greener than ever, the blue of the sky cloudless and piercingly bright.




  Not far beyond Grassington I lost my way. I stopped and asked two men carrying out repairs to a dry-stone wall. It was a long time since I had heard the characteristic broad speech of the Dales

  and at first it sounded foreign to me. Finally, I understood, thanked them and left them scratching their heads over the strange middle-aged lady with the sunglasses, the pop music and the flashy

  red sports car.




  The old lane stopped at the edge of the woods, so I had to get out and walk the rest of the way along a crooked dirt path. Clouds of gnats whined above my head, wrens flitted through the

  undergrowth and blue tits hopped from branch to branch.




  At last I broke out of the woods and stood at the edge of the reservoir. My heart started to pound and I had to lean against one of the trees. The bark felt rough on my palms. For a moment, skin

  flushed and fingers tingling, I thought I was going to faint. But it passed.




  There had been trees long ago, of course, but not as many, and most of them had been to the north of the village, in Rowan Woods. When I had lived there, Hobb’s End had been a village in a

  valley. Now I gazed upon a lake surrounded by forest.




  The water’s surface, utterly still, reflected the trees and the occasional shadow of a gull or a swallow flying over. To my right, I could see the small dam where the old river narrowed as

  it flowed into Harksmere. Confused, unsure what I was feeling, I sat on the bank and stared over the scene.




  I was sitting where the old railway branch line used to run, the train I had travelled on so often during my childhood. A single track that ran to and from Harrogate, the railway had provided

  our only real access to the larger world beyond Hobb’s End during the war. Dr Beeching had done away with it three or four years ago, of course, and already the lines were overgrown with

  weeds. The council had planted weeping willows on the spot where the old station had stood, where many a time I had bought tickets from Mrs Shipley and waited on the platform with rising excitement

  to hear the distant chugging and whistling of the old steam engine.




  As I sat there remembering, time went by. I had started out late and the journey from London was a long one. Soon, darkness infused the woods around me, filling the spaces between the branches

  and the silences between the bird calls. A whisper of a breeze sprang up. The water caught the fading light in such a way that its slightly ruffled surface looked as if it had been sprinkled with

  salmon-pink powder. Slowly, even this darkened, until only a deep inky blue remained.




  Then a full moon rose, scattering its bone-white light, in which I fancied I could see clear through the water to the village that used to be there, like an image preserved in water-glass. There

  it was, spread out below me, darkly glittering and shimmering under the barely perceptible rippling of the surface.




  As I stared, I began to feel that I could reach out and touch it. It was like the world beyond the mirror in Cocteau’s Orpheus. When you reach out and touch the glass, it turns to

  water and you can plunge through it into the Underworld.




  What I saw there was a vision of the village as it had been when I lived there, smoke curling from chimneys over the slate and flagstone roofs, the dark mill on the hillock at the west end, the

  squat church tower, the High Street curving beside the narrow river. The longer I looked, the more I imagined I could see the people going about their daily business: shopping, making deliveries,

  gossiping. In my vision, I could even see our little shop, where I met her for the first time that blustery spring day in 1941. The day it all began.
















  1




  Adam Kelly loved to play in the derelict houses, loved the musty smell of the old rooms, the way they creaked and groaned as he moved around inside them, the way the sunlight

  shone through the laths, casting striped shadows on the walls. He loved to leap the gaps between the broken stairs, heart in his mouth, and hop from rafter to rafter, kicking up plaster dust and

  watching the motes dance in the filtered light.




  This afternoon, Adam had a whole village to play in.




  He stood at the rim of the shallow valley, staring at the ruins below and anticipating the adventure to come. This was the day he had been waiting for. Maybe a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

  Anything could happen down there. The future of the universe depended on Adam today; the village was a test, one of the things he had to conquer before advancing to the Seventh Level.




  The only other people in sight stood at the far end, near the old flax mill: a man in jeans and a red T-shirt and a woman all dressed in white. They were pretending to be tourists, pointing

  their video camera here and there, but Adam suspected they might be after the same thing he was. He had played the game often enough on his computer to know that deception was everywhere and things

  were never what they seemed. Heaven help us, he thought, if they got to it first.




  He half-slid and half-ran down the dirt slope, skidding to a halt when he reached the red, baked earth at the bottom. There were still patches of mud around; all that water, he supposed,

  wouldn’t just evaporate over a few weeks.




  Adam paused and listened. Even the birds were silent. The sun beat down and made him sweat behind his ears, at the back of his neck and in the crack of his bum. His glasses kept slipping down

  his nose. The dark, ruined cottages wavered in the heat like a wall behind a workman’s brazier.




  Anything could happen now. The Talisman was here somewhere, and it was Adam’s job to find it. But where to begin? He didn’t even know what it looked like, only that he would know it

  when he found it and that there must be clues somewhere.




  He crossed the old stone bridge and walked into one of the half-demolished cottages, aware of the moist, cool darkness gathering around him like a cloak. It smelled like a bad toilet, or as if

  some gigantic alien creature had lain down to die in a hot, fetid swamp.




  Sunlight slanted in through the space where the roof had been, lighting the far wall. The dark stones looked as slick and greasy as an oil spill. In places, the heavy stone flags that formed the

  floor had shifted and cracked, and thick gobbets of mud oozed up between them. Some of the slabs wobbled when Adam stood on them. He felt poised over a quicksand ready to suck him down to the

  earth’s core if he made one wrong move.




  There was nothing in this house. Time to move on.




  Outside, he could still see no one. The two tourists seemed to have left now, unless they were hiding, lying in wait for him behind the ruined mill.




  Adam noticed an outbuilding near the bridge, the kind of place that had perhaps once been used to store coal or keep food cold. He had heard about the old days before electric fires and fridges.

  It might even have been a toilet. Hard to believe, he knew, but once people had to go outside to the toilet, even in winter.




  Whatever it had been, The Destructors had left it largely alone. About seven feet high, with a slanting flagstone roof still intact, it seemed to beckon him to come and vanquish it. Here, at

  least, was a structure he could mount to get a clear view. If the pretend-tourists were hiding nearby, he would see them from up there.




  Adam walked around the outbuilding and was pleased to see that on one side a number of stones stuck out farther than others, like steps. Carefully, he rested his weight on the first one. It was

  slippy, but it held fast. He started to climb. Every step seemed solid enough, and soon he was at the top.




  He pulled himself on to the roof. It only slanted at a slight angle, so it was easy enough to walk on. First, he stood near the edge, cupped his hand over his eyes to shield out the harsh sun

  and looked in every direction.




  To the west stood the flax mill, and the strangers were now nowhere in sight. The land to both the north and south was covered in woods, so it was hard to see anything through the dense green

  foliage. To the east lay the teardrop shape of Harksmere Reservoir. On The Edge, which ran along the south side of Harksmere, a couple of car windscreens flashed in the sun. Other than that, there

  was hardly any movement in the world at all, hardly a leaf trembling.




  Satisfied he wasn’t being watched, Adam struck out over the roof. It was only about four or five feet wide, but when he got to the middle he felt the faintest tremor, then, before he could

  dash the short distance to the other side, the thick stone slabs gave way beneath him. For a moment, he hung suspended in air, as if he might float there for ever. He stuck his arms out and flapped

  them like wings, but to no avail. With a scream, he plunged down into the darkness.




  He landed on his back on a cushion of mud; his left wrist cracked against a fallen flagstone and his right arm, stretched out to break his fall, sank up to the elbow.




  As he lay there, winded, looking up at the square of blue sky above him, he saw two of the remaining roof slabs tilt and fall towards him. Each one was about three feet square and six inches

  thick, enough to smash him to a pulp if it hit him. But he couldn’t move; he felt trapped there, spellbound by the falling slabs.




  They seemed to drift down in slow motion, like autumn leaves on a windless day. His mind emptied of everything. He felt no panic, no fear, just a sort of acceptance, as if he had reached a

  turning point in his short life, and it was out of his hands now. He couldn’t have explained it if he’d tried, but at that moment, lying on his cot of warm mud watching the dark stone

  flags wheel down across the blue of the sky, young as he was, he knew there was nothing he could do to avoid whatever fate had in store for him; whichever way it went, he could only go with it.




  This must be the Seventh Level, he thought as he held his breath, waiting for the impact, waiting to feel his bones breaking, grinding against one another.




  One slab fell to his left, embedded itself in the mud and tilted against the wall like an old gravestone. The other fell to his right and cracked in two against one of the floor flags. One half

  tipped towards him, just grazing his upper arm, which was sticking out of the mud, and raising a few drops of blood.




  Adam took a few deep breaths and looked up through the roof at the sky. No more slabs. So he had been spared; he was alive. He felt light-headed. There was nothing seriously damaged, he thought,

  as he started to move his limbs slowly. His left wrist hurt a lot, and it would probably come up in one hell of a bruise, but it didn’t feel broken. His right arm was still thrust deep in the

  mud, and the slab chafed against his grazed elbow. He tried to wiggle his fingers under the mud to find out if he could still feel them, and they brushed against something hard.




  It felt like a cluster of smooth, hard spindles, or a bundle of short rods. Curious, he pushed his arm in deeper and grasped it tightly, the way he used to hold his mother’s hand in town

  when he was very small and frightened of all the crowds; then he leaned his weight back over to the left, gritting his teeth as the pain seared through his injured wrist, and tugged.




  Inch by inch, he dragged his arm free, keeping a firm grasp on his prize. The mud made sucking, slurping sounds as he pulled. Finally, he was able to free the object he was holding. He rested it

  against the slab and edged back towards the far wall to study it.




  The thing lay against the flagstone in the dim light, fingers hooked over the top, as if it were trying to pull itself out of the grave. It was the skeleton of a hand, the bones crusted with

  moist, dark earth.




   




  •




  Banks stepped back to survey his handiwork, whistling along with the habanera from Carmen, which was playing loudly on the stereo: Maria Callas past her best but still

  sounding fine.




  Not bad for an amateur, he thought, dropping the paintbrush in a bowl of turpentine, and a definite improvement over the mildewed wallpaper he had stripped from the walls of his new home

  yesterday.




  He particularly liked the colour. The man at the do-it-yourself centre in Eastvale said it was calming, and after the year Banks had just suffered through, he needed all the calming he could

  get. The shade of blue he had chosen was supposed to resemble that of oriental tapestries, but once it was on the wall it reminded Banks more of the Greek island of Santorini, which he and his

  estranged wife Sandra had visited during their last holiday together. He hadn’t bargained for that memory, but he thought he could live with it.




  Pleased with himself, Banks pulled a packet of Silk Cut from his top pocket. First, he counted the contents. Only three gone since morning. Good. He was trying to restrict himself to ten a day

  or less, and he was doing well so far. He walked into the kitchen and put on the kettle for a cup of tea.




  The telephone rang. Banks turned off the stereo and picked up the receiver.




  ‘Dad?’




  ‘Brian, is that you? I’ve been trying to get in touch with you.’




  ‘Yeah, well . . . we’ve been on the road. I didn’t think you’d be in. Why aren’t you at work?’




  ‘If you didn’t expect me to be in, why did you call?’




  Silence.




  ‘Brian? Where are you? Is anything wrong?’




  ‘Nothing’s wrong. I’m staying at Andrew’s flat.’




  ‘Where?’




  ‘Wimbledon. Look, Dad . . .’




  ‘Isn’t it about time your exam results were out?’




  More silence. Christ, Banks thought, getting more than a few words in a row out of Brian was as tough as getting the truth out of a politician.




  ‘Brian?’




  ‘Yeah, well, that’s why I was calling you. You know . . . I thought I’d just leave a message.’




  ‘I see.’ Banks knew what was going on now. He looked around in vain for an ashtray and ended up using the hearth. ‘Go on,’ he prompted.




  ‘About the exams, like . . .’




  ‘How bad is it? What did you get?’




  ‘Well, that’s it . . . I mean . . . you won’t like it.’




  ‘You did pass, didn’t you?’




  ‘’Course I did.’




  ‘Well?’




  ‘It’s just that I didn’t do as well as I expected. It was really hard, Dad. Everyone says so.’




  ‘What did you get?’




  Brian almost whispered. ‘A third.’




  ‘A third? That’s a bit of a disappointment, isn’t it? I’d have thought you could have done better than that.’




  ‘Yeah, well, it’s more than you ever got.’




  Banks took a deep breath. ‘It doesn’t matter a damn what I did or didn’t get. It’s you we’re talking about. Your future. You’ll never get a decent job with a

  third-class degree.’




  ‘What if I don’t want a decent job?’




  ‘What do you want to be then? Another statistic? Another cliché? Another unemployed yobbo?’




  ‘Thanks a lot, Dad. Nice to know you believe in me. Anyway, as a matter of fact, I’m not on the dole. We’re going to try and make a go of it. Me and the

  band.’




  ‘You’re what?’




  ‘We’re going to make a go of it. Andrew knows this bloke who runs an indie label, and he’s got a studio, like, and he’s said we can go down and make a demo of some of my

  songs. You might not believe it, but people actually like us. We’ve got gigs coming out of our ears.’




  ‘Have you any idea how tough it is to succeed in the music business?’




  ‘The Spice Girls did it, and look how much talent they’ve got.’




  ‘So did Tiny Tim, but that’s not the point. Talent’s got nothing to do with it. For every one that makes it, there’s thousands who get trampled on the way.’




  ‘We’re making plenty of money.’




  ‘Money’s not everything. What about the future? What are you going to do when you’ve peaked at twenty-five and you don’t have a penny in the bank?’




  ‘What makes you an expert on the music business all of a sudden?’




  ‘Is that why you got such a poor degree? Because you were too busy wasting your time rehearsing and going out on the road?’




  ‘I was getting pretty bored with architecture anyway.’




  Banks flicked his cigarette butt in the hearth. It scattered sparks against the dark stone. ‘Have you talked to your mother about this?’




  ‘Well, I sort of thought, maybe . . . you know . . . you could do that.’




  That’s a laugh, Banks thought. Him talk to Sandra? They couldn’t even discuss the weather these days without it turning into an argument.




  ‘I think you’d better ring her yourself,’ he said. ‘Better still, why don’t you pay her a visit? She’s only in Camden Town.’




  ‘But she’ll go spare!’




  ‘Serves you right. You should have thought of that before.’




  The kettle started whistling.




  ‘Thanks a lot, Dad,’ Brian said, his voice hard-edged with bitterness. ‘I thought you’d understand. I thought I could depend on you. I thought you liked music.

  But you’re just like the rest. Go see to your fucking kettle!’




  ‘Brian—’




  But Brian hung up. Hard.




  The blue of the living room did nothing to soothe Banks’s mood. Pretty sad, he thought, when you turn to DIY as therapy, house decoration to keep the darkness at bay. He sat for a moment

  staring at a brush hair stuck to the paint above the mantelpiece, then he stormed into the kitchen and turned off the kettle. He didn’t even feel like a cup of tea any more.




  ‘Money isn’t everything. What about your future?’ Banks couldn’t believe he had said those things. Not because he thought that money was everything, but because

  that was exactly what his parents had said to him when he told them he wanted a weekend job in the supermarket to earn some extra money. It frightened him how deeply instinctive his whole response

  to Brian’s news was, as if someone else – his own parents – had spoken the words and he was only the ventriloquist’s dummy. Some people say that the older we get, the more

  we come to resemble our parents, and Banks was beginning to wonder if they were right. If so, it was a frightening idea.




  Money isn’t everything, his father had said, though in a way it was everything to him because he had never had any. What about your future? his mother had said,

  her way of telling him that he would be far better off staying at home studying for his exams than wasting his weekends making money he would only use to go hanging around billiard halls or bowling

  alleys. They wanted him to go into a nice, respectable, secure white-collar job like banking or insurance, just like his older brother Roy. With a good degree behind him, they said, he could

  better himself, which meant he could do better than they had done. He was bright, and that was what bright working-class kids were supposed to do back in the sixties.




  Before Banks had a chance to think any further, the phone rang again. Hoping it was Brian ringing back to apologize, he dashed into the living room and picked up the receiver.




  This time it was Chief Constable Jeremiah ‘Jimmy’ Riddle. Must be my lucky day, Banks thought. Not only was it not Brian, the new call also meant that Banks couldn’t

  even dial 1471 to get Brian’s Wimbledon phone number, which he had neglected to ask for. 1471 only worked for the last one call you received. He cursed and reached for his cigarettes

  again. At this rate he’d never stop. Bugger it. Extraordinary circumstances call for extraordinary measures. He lit up.




  ‘Skiving off again, are you, Banks?’




  ‘Holiday,’ said Banks. ‘It’s official. You can check.’




  ‘Doesn’t matter. I’ve got a job for you to do.’




  ‘I’ll be back in the morning.’




  ‘Now.’




  Banks wondered what kind of job Jimmy Riddle would call him off his holidays for. Ever since Riddle had had to reinstate him reluctantly after dishing out a hasty suspension the previous year,

  Banks had been in career Siberia, his life a treadmill of reports, statistics and more reports. Everything short of going around to the schools giving road-safety talks. Not one active

  investigation in nine months. He was so far out of the loop he might as well have been on Pluto; even the few informers he had cultivated since arriving in Eastvale had deserted him. Surely the

  situation wasn’t going to change this easily? There had to be more to it; Riddle never made a move without a hidden agenda.




  ‘We’ve just got a report in from Harkside,’ Riddle went on. ‘A young lad found some bones at the bottom of Thornfield Reservoir. It’s one of the ones that dried up

  over the summer. Used to be a village there, I gather. Anyway, there’s nothing but a section station in Harkside, and all they’ve got is a lowly DS. I want you down there as senior

  investigating officer.’




  ‘Old bones? Can’t it wait?’




  ‘Probably. But I’d rather you get started right away. Any problem with that?’




  ‘What about Harrogate or Ripon?’




  ‘Too busy. Don’t be such an ungrateful bastard, Banks. Here’s the perfect opportunity for you to drag your career out of the slump it’s fallen into.’




  Sure, Banks thought, and pigs can fly. He hadn’t fallen into the slump, he had been pushed, and, knowing Jimmy Riddle, this case was only going to push him even deeper into it.

  ‘Human bones?’




  ‘We don’t know yet. In fact, we know nothing at all so far. That’s why I want you to get down there and find out.’




  ‘Harkside?’




  ‘No. Thornfield bloody Reservoir. You’ll find the local DS already at the scene. Cabbot’s the name.’




  Banks stopped to think. What the hell was going on here? Riddle was clearly not doing him any favours; he must have got tired of confining Banks to the station and thought up some new and

  interesting way to torture him.




  A skeleton in a dried-up reservoir?




  A detective chief inspector would not, under normal circumstances, be dispatched to the remote borders of the county simply to examine a pile of old bones. Also, chief constables never

  assigned cases to detectives. That was a job for the superintendent or chief superintendent. In Banks’s experience, CCs usually restricted their activities to waffling on the telly, opening

  farm shows and judging brass-band competitions. Except for bloody Jimmy Riddle, of course, Mr Hands-On himself, who would never miss an opportunity to rub salt in Banks’s wounds.




  However busy Harrogate and Ripon were, Banks was certain they could spare someone qualified to do the job. Riddle obviously thought the case would be boring and unpleasant, or both, and

  that it would lead to certain failure and embarrassment; otherwise, why give it to Banks? And this DS Cabbot, whoever he was, was probably as thick as pigshit or he would have been left to handle

  things himself. Besides, why else was a detective sergeant stuck in a section station in Harkside, of all places? Hardly the crime capital of the north.




  ‘And, Banks.’




  ‘Sir?’




  ‘Don’t forget your wellies.’




  Banks could have sworn he heard Riddle snicker like a school bully.




  He dug out a map of the Yorkshire Dales and checked the lie of the land. Thornfield was the westernmost in a chain of three linked reservoirs built along the River Rowan, which ran more or less

  east from its source high in the Pennines until it turned south and joined the River Wharfe near Otley. Though Thornfield was only about twenty-five miles away as the crow flies, there was no fast

  way, only minor unfenced roads for the most part. Banks traced a route on the map with his forefinger. He would probably be best heading south over the moors and along Langstrothdale Chase to

  Grassington, then east towards Pateley Bridge. Even then it would probably take an hour or more.




  After a quick shower, Banks picked up his jacket and tapped his pockets by habit to make certain he had car keys and wallet, then walked out into the afternoon sunshine.




  Before setting off, he stood for a moment, resting his hands on the warm stone wall and looked down at the bare rocks where Gratly waterfalls should be. A quote from a T. S. Eliot poem he had

  read the previous evening came to his mind: ‘Thoughts of a dry brain in a dry season’. Very apt. It had been a long drought; everything was dry that summer, including Banks’s

  thoughts.




  His conversation with Brian still nagged on his mind; he wished it hadn’t ended the way it had. Though Banks knew he fretted more about his daughter Tracy, who was at present travelling

  around France in an old van with a couple of girlfriends, that didn’t mean he wasn’t concerned about Brian.




  Because of his job, Banks had seen so many kids go wrong, that it was beyond a joke. Drugs. Vandalism. Mugging. Burglary. Violent crime. Brian was too sensible to do anything like that, Banks

  had always told himself; he had been given every possible middle-class advantage. More than Banks had ever got. Which was probably why he felt more hurt than anything by his son’s

  comments.




  A couple of ramblers passed by the front of the cottage, heavy rucksacks on their backs, knotted leg muscles, shorts, sturdy hiking boots, Ordnance Survey maps hanging in little plastic holders

  around their necks in case it rained. Some hope. Banks said hello, remarked on the good weather and got into the Cavalier. The upholstery was so hot he almost jumped out again.




  Well, he thought, fumbling for a cassette to play, Brian was old enough to make his own decisions. If he wanted to chuck everything in for a shot at fame and fortune, that was up to him,

  wasn’t it?




  At least Banks had a real job to do. Jimmy Riddle had made a mistake this time. No doubt he believed he had given Banks a filthy, dead-end job, full of opportunities for cock-ups; no doubt the

  dice were loaded against him; but anything was better than sitting in his office. Riddle had overlooked the one overriding characteristic Banks possessed, even at his lowest ebb:

  curiosity.




  Feeling, for a moment, like a grounded pilot suddenly given permission to fly again, Banks slipped Love’s Forever Changes in the cassette player and drove off, spraying

  gravel.




   




  •




  The book-signing started at half past six, but Vivian Elmsley had told her publicist, Wendi, that she liked to arrive early, get familiar with the place and have a chat with

  the staff.




  There was already a crowd at quarter past. Still, it was only to be expected. All of a sudden, after twenty novels in as many years, Vivian Elmsley was a success.




  Though her reputation and her sales had grown steadily over the years, her Detective Inspector Niven series, which accounted for fifteen of the twenty books, had recently made it to the small

  screen with a handsome lead actor, glossy production values and a big budget. The first three episodes had been shown, to great critical acclaim – especially given how bored many television

  critics had become with police dramas recently – and as a result Vivian had become, over the past month or so, about as familiar a face to the general public as a writer ever is.




  She had been on the cover of Night & Day, had been interviewed by Melvyn Bragg on the ‘South Bank Show’ and featured prominently in Woman’s Own magazine.

  After all, becoming an ‘overnight success’ in one’s seventies was quite newsworthy. Some people even recognized her in the street.




  Adrian, the event organizer, gave her a glass of red wine, while Thalia arranged the books on the low table in front of the settee. At half past six on the dot, Adrian introduced her by saying

  that she needed no introduction, and to a smattering of applause she picked up her copy of the latest Inspector Niven story, Traces of Sin, and began to read from the opening section.




  About five minutes was enough, Vivian reckoned. Anything less made her look as if she couldn’t wait to get away; anything more risked losing the audience’s attention. The settee was

  so soft and deep that it seemed to enfold her as she read. She wondered how she would ever get out of it. She was hardly a spry young thing any more.




  After the reading, people formed an orderly queue, and Vivian signed their books, pausing to chat briefly with everyone, asking if they wanted any specific sort of dedication and making sure she

  spelled their names right. It was all very well if someone said he was called ‘John’, but how were you to know it wasn’t spelled ‘Jon’? Then there were the more

  complex variations: ‘Donna’, or ‘Dawna’? ‘Janice’, or ‘Janis’?




  Vivian looked down at her hand as she signed. Talon-like, she thought, almost skeletal, dotted with liver spots, skin shrivelled and wrinkled over the knuckle joints, puffs of flesh around the

  wedding ring she could never remove even if she wanted to.




  Her hands were the first to go, she thought. The rest of her was remarkably well preserved. For a start, she had remained tall and lean. She hadn’t shrunk or run to fat like so many

  elderly women, or generated that thick, hard, matronly carapace.




  Steel-grey hair pulled back tightly and fastened at the back created a widow’s peak over her strong, thin face; her deep blue eyes, networked with crow’s-feet, were almost oriental

  in their slant, her nose was slightly hooked and her lips thin. Not a face that smiled often, people thought. And they were right, even though it had not always been so.




  ‘A steely, unblinking gaze into the depths of evil,’ one reviewer had written of her. And was it Graham Greene who had noted that there is a splinter of ice in the heart of the

  writer? How right he was, though it hadn’t always been there.




  ‘You used to live up north, didn’t you?’




  Vivian looked up, startled at the question. The man appeared to be about sixty, thin to the point of emaciation, with a long, gaunt pale face and lank fair hair. He was wearing faded jeans and

  the kind of gaudy, short-sleeved shirt you would expect to see at a seaside resort. As he held the book out for her to sign, she noticed that his hands were unnaturally small for a man’s.

  Something about them disturbed her.




  Vivian nodded. ‘A long time ago.’ Then she looked at the book. ‘Who would you like me to sign this to?’




  ‘What was the name of the place where you lived?’




  ‘It was a long time ago.’




  ‘Did you go by the same name then?’




  ‘Look, I—’




  ‘Excuse me, sir.’ It was Adrian, politely asking the man to move along. He did as he was asked, cast one backward glance at Vivian, then he slapped her book down on a pile of John

  Harveys and left.




  Vivian carried on signing. Adrian brought her another glass of wine, people told her how much they loved her books, and she soon forgot about the strange man and his prying questions.




  When it was all over, Adrian and the staff suggested dinner, but Vivian was tired, another sign of her advancing years. All she wanted to do was go home to a long hot bath, a gin and tonic and

  Flaubert’s Sentimental Education, but first she needed a little exercise and some air. Alone.




  ‘I’ll drive you home,’ said Wendi.




  Vivian laid her hand on Wendi’s forearm. ‘No, my dear,’ she said. ‘If you don’t mind, I’d just like a little walk by myself first, then I’ll take the

  tube.’




  ‘But, really, it’s no trouble. That’s what I’m here for.’




  ‘No. I’ll be perfectly all right. I’m not over the hill yet.’




  Wendi blushed. She had probably been told that Vivian was prickly. Someone always warned the publicists and media escorts. ‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to suggest

  anything like that. But it’s my job.’




  ‘A pretty young girl like you must have far better things to do than drive an old lady home in the London traffic. Why don’t you go to the pictures with your boyfriend, go dancing,

  or something?’




  Wendi smiled and looked at her watch. ‘Well, I did tell Tim I wouldn’t be able to meet him until later. Perhaps if I phoned him now and went to queue at the half-price ticket booth,

  we could get some last-minute theatre tickets. But only if you’re sure.’




  ‘Quite sure, my dear. Good night.’




  Vivian walked out into the warm autumn dusk on Bedford Street.




  London. She still sometimes found herself unable to believe that she actually lived in London. She remembered her first visit – how vast, majestic and overwhelming the

  city had felt. She had gazed in awe at landmarks she had only heard of, read about or seen in pictures: Piccadilly Circus, Big Ben, St Paul’s, Buckingham Palace, Trafalgar Square. Of course,

  that was a long time ago, but even today she felt that same magic when she recited the names or walked the famous streets.




  Charing Cross Road was crowded with people leaving work late or arriving early for the theatres and cinemas, meeting friends for a drink. Before getting on the tube, Vivian crossed the road

  carefully, waiting for the pedestrian signal, and strolled around Leicester Square.




  A small choir was singing ‘Men of Harlech’ just beside the Burger King. How it had all changed: the fast-food places, the shops, even the cinemas. It wasn’t far from here, on

  the Haymarket, that she had been to her first London cinema, the Carlton. What had she seen? For Whom the Bell Tolls. Of course, that was it.




  As she walked back to the Leicester Square tube entrance, Vivian thought again about the strange man in the bookshop. She didn’t like to dwell on the past, but he had pushed her into a

  reminiscent mood, as had the recent newspaper photographs of the dried-up Thornfield Reservoir.




  The ruins of Hobb’s End were exposed to the light of day for the first time in over forty years, and the memories of her life there had come crowding back. Vivian shuddered as she walked

  down the steps to the underground.





  








  2




  Banks paused for breath after his walk through the woods. From where he stood on the edge of Thornfield Reservoir, the entire elongated bowl of ruins lay open below him like a

  cupped hand, about a quarter of a mile wide and half a mile long. He didn’t know the full story, but he knew that the site had been covered with water for many years. This was its first

  reappearance, like an excavated ancient settlement, or a sort of latter-day Brigadoon.




  He could see tangles of tree roots sticking out of the slope on the opposite embankment. The difference in soil colours showed where the waterline had been. Beyond the high bank, Rowan Woods

  straggled away to the north.




  The most dramatic part of the scene lay directly below: the sunken village itself. Bracketed by a ruined mill on a hillock to the west, and by a tiny packhorse bridge to the east, the whole

  thing resembled the skeleton of a giant’s torso. The bridge formed the pelvic bone, and the mill was the skull, which had been chopped off and placed slightly to the left of the body. The

  river and High Street formed the slightly curving backbone, from which the various ribs of side-streets branched off.




  There was no road surface, but the course of the old High Street by the river was easy enough to make out. It eventually forked at the bridge, one branch turning towards Rowan Woods, where it

  soon narrowed to a footpath, and the other continuing over the bridge, then out of the village along the Harksmere embankment, presumably all the way to Harkside. It struck Banks as especially odd

  that there should have been a fully intact bridge there, under water for all those years.




  Below him, a group of people stood by the other side of the bridge, one of them in uniform. Banks scampered down the narrow path. It was a warm evening, and he was sweating by the time he got to

  the bottom. Before approaching the group, he took a handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his brow and the back of his neck. There was nothing he could do about the damp patches under his

  arms.




  He wasn’t overweight, or even especially unfit. He smoked, he ate lousy food and he drank too much, but he had the kind of metabolism that had always kept him lean. He didn’t go in

  for strenuous exercise, but since Sandra left he had got into the habit of taking long solitary walks every weekend, and he swam half a mile at the Eastvale public baths once or twice a week. It

  was this damn hot weather that made him feel so out of shape.




  The valley bottom wasn’t as muddy as it looked. Most of the exposed reddish-brown earth had been caked and cracked by the heat. However, there were some marshy patches with reeds growing

  out of them, and he had to jump several large puddles on his way.




  As he crossed the packhorse bridge, a woman walked towards him and stopped him in the middle. ‘Excuse me, sir,’ she said, arm extended, palm out. ‘This is a crime scene.

  I’m afraid you can’t come any further.’




  Banks smiled. He knew he didn’t look like a DCI. He had left his sports jacket in the car and wore a blue denim shirt open at the neck, with no tie, light tan trousers and black wellington

  boots.




  ‘Why isn’t it taped off, then?’ he asked.




  The woman looked at him and frowned. She was in her late twenties or early thirties, by the look of her, long-legged, tall and slim, probably not much more than an inch shorter than

  Banks’s five foot nine. She was wearing blue jeans and a white blouse made of some silky material. Over the blouse she wore a herringbone jacket that followed the contours of her waist and

  the gentle outward curve of her hips. Her chestnut hair was parted in the middle and fell in layered, casual waves to her shoulders. Her face was oval, with a smooth, tanned complexion, full lips,

  and a small mole to the right of her mouth. She was wearing black-rimmed sunglasses, and when she took them off, her serious almond eyes seemed to appraise Banks as if he were a hitherto

  undiscovered species.




  She wasn’t conventionally good-looking. Hers wasn’t the kind of face you’d find on the pages of a magazine, but her looks showed character and intelligence. And the red wellies

  set it all off nicely.




  Banks smiled. ‘Do I have to throw you off the bridge into the river before I can cross, like Robin Hood did to Little John?’




  ‘I think you’ll find it was the other way round, but you could try it,’ she said. Then, after they had scrutinized one another for a few seconds, she squinted, frowned, and

  said, ‘You’ll be DCI Banks, then?’




  She didn’t appear nervous or embarrassed about mistaking him for a sightseer; there was no hint of apology or deference in her tone. He didn’t know whether he liked that. ‘DS

  Cabbot, I presume?’




  ‘Yes, sir.’ She smiled. It was no more than a twitch of one corner of her mouth and a brief flash of light behind her eyes, but it left an impression. Many people, Banks mused,

  probably thought it was nice to be smiled at by DS Cabbot. Which made him all the more suspicious of Jimmy Riddle’s motives for sending him out here.




  ‘And these people?’ Banks pointed to the man and woman talking to the uniformed policeman. The man was aiming a video camera at the outbuilding.




  ‘Colleen Harris and James O’Grady, sir. They were scouting the location for a TV programme when they saw the boy fall through the roof. They ran to help him. Seems they also had

  their camera handy. I suppose it’ll make a nice little item on the evening news.’ She scratched the side of her nose. ‘We’d run out of crime-scene tape, sir. At the section

  station. To be honest, I’m not sure we ever had any in the first place.’ She toyed with the sunglasses as she spoke, but Banks didn’t think it was out of nervousness. She had a

  slight West Country burr, not very pronounced, but clear enough to be noticeable.




  ‘There’s nothing we can do about the TV people now,’ Banks said. ‘They might even be useful. You’d better explain what happened. All I know is that a boy discovered

  some old bones here.’




  DS Cabbot nodded. ‘Adam Kelly. He’s thirteen.’




  ‘Where is he?’




  ‘I sent him home. To Harkside. He seemed a bit shaken up, and he’d bruised his wrist and elbow. Nothing serious. Anyway, he wanted his mummy, so I got PC Cameron over there to drive

  him and then come back. Poor kid’ll be having nightmares for months as it is.’




  ‘What happened?’




  ‘Adam was walking on the roof and it gave way under him. Lucky he didn’t break his back, or get crushed to death.’ She pointed at the outbuilding. ‘The rafters that

  helped support the flagstones must have rotted, all those years under water. It didn’t take much weight. I should think the demolition men were supposed to pull the whole place down before it

  was flooded, but they must have knocked off early that day.’




  Banks looked around. ‘It does seem as if they cut a few corners.’




  ‘Why not? They probably thought no one would ever see the place again. Who can tell what’s there when it’s all under water? Anyway, the mud broke Adam’s fall, his arm got

  stuck in it, and he pulled up a skeleton of a hand.’




  ‘Human?’




  ‘Don’t know, sir. I mean, it looks human to me, but we’ll need an expert to be certain. I’ve read that it’s easy to mistake bear paws for human

  hands.’




  ‘Bear paws? When was the last time you saw a bear around these parts?’




  ‘Why, just last week, sir.’




  Banks paused a moment, saw the glint in her eye and smiled. There was something about this woman that intrigued him. Nothing in her tone hinted at self-doubt or uncertainty about her actions.

  Most junior police officers, when questioned about their actions by a senior, generally either let a little of the ‘Did I do the right thing, sir?’ creep into their tone, or they became

  defensive. Susan Gay, his old DC, had been like that. But there was none of this with DS Cabbot. She simply stated things as they had occurred, decisions as she had made them, and something about

  the way she did it made her sound completely self-assured and self-possessed without being at all arrogant or insubordinate. Banks found her disconcerting.




  ‘Right,’ he said, ‘let’s go have a look.’




  DS Cabbot folded up her sunglasses, slipped them in her shoulder bag and led the way. Banks followed her to the outbuilding. She moved with a sort of loose-limbed grace, the way cats do whenever

  it’s not feeding time.




  On his way, he stopped and talked briefly to the TV people. They couldn’t tell him much, except that they’d been exploring the area when they saw the lad fall through the roof. They

  rushed over immediately, and when they got to him they saw what he’d pulled up out of the earth. He hadn’t seemed particularly grateful for their assistance, they said, or even pleased

  to see them, but they were relieved he wasn’t seriously hurt. True to their profession, they asked Banks if he would mind giving them a comment for the tape. He declined politely, citing lack

  of information. As soon as he had turned away, the woman was on her mobile to the local news channel. It didn’t sound like the first time she’d called, either.




  The outbuilding was about six or seven feet square. Banks stood in the doorway and looked at the depression in the mud where the boy had landed, then at the two heavy slabs of stone on either

  side. DS Cabbot was right; Adam Kelly had been very lucky indeed. There were more slabs strewn around on the floor, too, many of them broken, some just fragments sticking up out of the mud. He

  could easily have landed on one and snapped his spine. Still, when you’re that young, you think you’re immortal. Banks and his friends certainly had, even after Phil Simpkins wrapped

  his rope all the way around a tree trunk, jumped off the top branch and spiralled all the way down on to the pointed metal railings.




  Banks shook off the memory and concentrated on the scene before him. The sun shone on the top part of the far wall; the stone glistened, moist and slimy. There was a brackish smell about the

  place, Banks noticed, though there was no salt water for miles, and a smell of dead fish, which were probably a lot closer.




  ‘See what I mean, sir?’ said DS Cabbot. ‘Because the roof kept the sun out, it’s a lot more muddy in here than outside.’ She swept some stray tresses from her cheek

  with a quick flick of her hand. ‘Probably saved the kid’s life.’




  Banks’s gaze alighted on the skeletal hand curled around the edge of a broken stone slab. It looked like a creature from a horror film trying to claw its way out of the grave. The bones

  were dark and clotted with mud, but it looked like a human hand to Banks.




  ‘We’d better get some experts in to dig this place out,’ he said. ‘Then we’ll need a forensic anthropologist. In the meantime, I haven’t had my tea yet. Is

  there somewhere nearby we might be able to get a bite?’




  ‘The Black Swan in Harkside’s your best bet. Will you be wanting Adam Kelly’s address?’




  ‘Have you eaten?’




  ‘No, but—’




  ‘You can come with me, then, fill me in over a meal. I can have a chat with young Adam in the morning, when he’s had time to collect himself. PC Cameron can hold the fort

  here.’




  DS Cabbot glanced down at the skeletal hand.




  ‘Come on,’ Banks said. ‘There’s nothing more we can do here. This poor bugger’s probably been dead longer than we’ve been alive.’




   




  •




  Vivian Elmsley felt bone-weary when she finally got home from the signing. She put her briefcase down in the hall and walked through to the living room. Most people would have

  been surprised at the modern chrome-and-glass decor in the home of a person as old as Vivian, but she far preferred it to all the dreadfully twee antiques, knick-knacks and restored woodwork that

  cluttered up most old people’s houses – at least the ones she had seen. The only painting that adorned her plain white walls hung over the narrow glass mantelpiece, a framed print of a

  Georgia O’Keeffe flower, overwhelming in its yellowness and intimidating in its symmetry.




  First, Vivian opened the windows to let in some air, then she poured a stiff gin and tonic and made her way to her favourite armchair. Supported by chrome tubes, upholstered in black leather, it

  leaned back at just the right angle to make reading, drinking or watching television sinfully comfortable.




  Vivian glanced at the clock, all its polished brass-and-silver inner workings exposed by the glass dome. Almost nine. She would watch the news first. After that, she would have her bath and read

  Flaubert.




  She reached for the remote control. After the best part of a lifetime’s writing in longhand, with only an old walnut-cabinet wireless to provide entertainment, she had given in to

  technology five years ago. In one glorious shopping spree the day after she received a large advance from her new American publisher, she went out and bought herself a television, a VCR, a stereo

  system and the computer she now used to write her books.




  She put her feet up and clicked on the remote control. The news was the usual rubbish. Politics, for the most part, a little murder, famine in Africa, a botched assassination attempt in the

  Middle East. She didn’t know why she bothered watching it. Then, towards the end, came one of those little human-interest bites they use to fill up the time.




  This one made Vivian sit up and take notice.




  The camera panned a cluster of familiar ruins as the voice-over explained that the drought had brought this lost Dales village of Hobb’s End to light for the first time since it had been

  officially flooded in 1953. She already knew that – this was the same film footage they had used when the story first made it to television about a month ago – but suddenly the angle

  changed, and she could see a group of people standing by the bridge, one of them a uniformed policeman.




  ‘Today,’ the voice-over went on, ‘a young boy exploring the scene discovered something he hadn’t bargained for.’




  The narrator’s tone was light, fluffy, the way so many of the cosy mysteries Vivian detested made light of the real world of murder. It was a mystery worthy of Miss Marple, he went on, a

  skeleton discovered, not in a cupboard, folks, but under the muddy floor of an old outbuilding. How could it have got there? Was foul play suspected?




  Vivian clutched the cool chrome tubes at the sides of her armchair as she watched, gin and tonic forgotten on the glass table beside her.




  The camera focused on the outbuilding, and Vivian saw the man and woman standing on the threshold. The narrator went on about the police arriving at the scene and refusing to comment at this

  early stage, then he brought the piece to a close by saying they’d be keeping an eye on the situation.




  The programme was well into the weather by the time Vivian had recovered from the shock. Even then, she found that her hands were still gripping the chrome so tightly, even her liver spots had

  turned white.




  She let go, let her body sag in the chair, and took a deep breath. Then she reached for her gin and tonic, hands shaking now, and managed to take a gulp without spilling it. That helped.




  When she felt a little calmer, she went into the study and dug through her filing cabinet for the manuscript she had written in the early 1970s, three years after her last visit to Thornfield

  Reservoir. She found the sheaf of papers and carried it back through to the living room.




  It had never been intended for publication. In many ways, it had been a practice piece, one she had written when she became interested in writing after her husband’s death. She had written

  it when she thought the old adage ‘Write about what you know’ meant ‘Write about your own life, your own experiences.’ It had taken her a few years to work out that that was

  not the case. She still wrote about what she knew – guilt, grief, pain, madness – only now she put it into the lives of her characters.




  As she started to read, she realized she wasn’t sure exactly what it was. A memoir? A novella? Certainly there was some truth in it; at least she had tried to stick to

  the facts, had even consulted her old diaries for accuracy. But because she had written it at a time in her life when she had been unclear about the blurred line between autobiography and fiction,

  she couldn’t be sure which was which. Would she see it any more clearly now? There was only one way to find out.




   




  •




  Banks had never been to Harkside before. DS Cabbot led the way in her metallic purple Astra, and he followed her along the winding one-way streets lined with limestone and

  gritstone Dales cottages with small, colourful gardens behind low walls. Many of the houses that opened directly on to the street had window boxes or baskets of red and gold flowers hanging

  outside.




  They parked beside the village green, where a few scattered trees provided shade for the benches. Old people sat in the late-summer dusk as the shadows grew long, wrinkled hands resting on

  knobbly walking sticks, talking to other old people or just watching the world go by. At the centre of the green stood a small, obelisk-style war memorial listing the names of Harkside’s dead

  over the two world wars.




  The essentials were arrayed around the green: a KwikSave minimart, which from its oddly ornate façade looked as if it had once been a cinema, a Barclay’s Bank, newsagent’s,

  butcher’s, grocer’s, betting shop, Oddbins Wines, a fifteenth-century church and three pubs, one of them the Black Swan. Though Harkside had a population of only between two and three

  thousand, it was the largest place for some miles, and people from the more remote farms and hamlets still viewed it as the closest thing to the big city, full of sin and temptation. It was simply

  a large village, but most local people referred to it as ‘town’.




  ‘Where’s the section station?’ Banks asked.




  DS Cabbot pointed down a side-street.




  ‘The place that looks like a brick garage? The one with the flat roof?’




  ‘That’s the one. Ugliest building in town.’




  ‘Do you live here?’




  ‘For my sins, yes, sir.’




  It was just a saying, Banks knew, but he couldn’t help wondering what those sins were. Just imagining them gave him a little thrill of delight.




  They walked over to the Black Swan, a whitewash-and-timber façade with gables and a sagging slate roof. It was dim inside, but still too warm, despite the open door and windows. Though a

  few tourists and ramblers lingered over after-dinner drinks at the rickety wooden tables, it was long past their bedtime. Banks walked to the bar with DS Cabbot, who asked the bartender if they

  could still get food.




  ‘Depends what you want, love,’ she said, and pointed to a list on the blackboard.




  Banks sighed. The guessing game. He had played it often enough before. You walk in about ten minutes after opening time and ask for something on the menu, only to be told that it’s

  ‘off’. After about four or five alternatives, also declared ‘off’, you finally find something that they just might have. If you’re lucky.




  This time Banks went through tandoori chicken and chips, venison medallions in a red-wine sauce and chips, and fettucine alfredo and chips before striking gold: beef and Stilton pie. And chips.

  He hadn’t been eating much beef for the past few years, but he had stopped worrying about mad-cow disease lately. If his brain was going to turn to sludge, there wasn’t much he could do

  to stop it at this stage. Sometimes it felt like sludge already.




  DS Cabbot ordered a salad sandwich, no chips.




  ‘Diet?’ Banks asked, remembering the way Susan Gay used to nibble on rabbit food most of the time.




  ‘No, sir. I don’t eat meat. And the chips are cooked in animal fat. There’s not a lot of choice.’




  ‘I see. Drink?’




  ‘Like a fish.’ She laughed. ‘Actually, I’ll have a pint of Swan’s Down Bitter. I’d recommend it very highly. It’s brewed on the premises.’




  Banks took her advice and was glad that he did. He had never met a vegetarian beer aficionado before.




  ‘I’ll bring your food over when it’s ready, dearies,’ the woman said. Banks and DS Cabbot took their pints over to a table by the open window. It looked out on the twilit

  green. The scene had changed: a group of teenagers had supplanted the old men. They leaned against tree trunks smoking, drinking from cans, pushing and shoving, telling jokes, laughing, trying to

  look tough. Again, Banks thought of Brian. It wasn’t such a bad thing, was it, neglecting his architectural studies to pursue a career in music? It didn’t mean he’d end up a

  deadbeat. And if it was a matter of drugs, Brian had probably had enough opportunities to try them already. Banks certainly had by his age.




  What really bothered him was his realization that he didn’t really know his son very well any more. Brian had grown up over the past few years away from home, and Banks

  hadn’t seen much of him. Truth be told, he had spent far more time and energy on Tracy. He had also had his own preoccupations and problems, both at work and at home. Maybe they were on the

  wane, but they certainly hadn’t gone away yet.




  If DS Cabbot felt uncomfortable with Banks’s brooding silence, she didn’t show it. He fished out his cigarettes. Still not bad; he had smoked only five so far that day, despite his

  row with Brian and Jimmy Riddle’s phone call. Cutting out the ones he usually had in the car was a good idea. ‘Do you mind?’ he asked.




  She shook her head.




  ‘Sure?’




  ‘If you’re asking whether it’ll make me suffer, it will, but I usually manage to control my cravings.’




  ‘Reformed?’




  ‘A year.’




  ‘Sorry.’




  ‘You needn’t be. I’m not.’




  Banks lit up. ‘I’m thinking of stopping soon myself. I’ve cut down.’




  ‘Best of luck.’ DS Cabbot raised her glass, took a sip of beer and smacked her lips. ‘Ah, that’s good. Do you mind if I ask you something?’




  ‘No.’




  She leaned forward and touched the hair at his right temple. ‘What’s that?’




  ‘What? The scar?’




  ‘No. The blue bit. I didn’t think DCIs went in for dye jobs.’




  Banks felt himself blush. He touched the spot she had indicated. ‘It must be paint. I was painting my living room when Jimmy Riddle phoned. I thought I’d washed it all

  off.’




  She smiled. ‘Never mind. Looks quite nice, actually.’




  ‘Maybe I should get an earring to go with it?’




  ‘Better not go too far.’




  Banks gestured out of the window. ‘Get much trouble?’ he asked.




  ‘The kids? Nah, not a lot. Bit of glue-sniffing, some vandalism. Mostly they’re bored. It’s just adolescent high spirits.’




  Banks nodded. At least Brian wasn’t bored and shiftless. He had a direction he passionately wanted to head in. Whether it was the right one or not was another matter. Banks tried to

  concentrate on the job at hand. ‘I called my sergeant on the way here,’ he said. ‘He’ll organize a SOCO team to dig out the bones tomorrow morning. A bloke called John Webb

  will be in charge. He’s studied archaeology. Goes on digs for his holidays, so he ought to know what he’s doing. I’ve also phoned our odontologist, Geoff Turner, and asked him to

  have a look at the teeth as soon as it can be arranged. You can phone around the universities in the morning, see if you can come up with a friendly forensic anthropologist. These people are pretty

  keen, as a rule, so I don’t think that’ll be a problem. In the meantime,’ he said as his smoke curled and twisted out of the window, ‘tell me all about Thornfield

  Reservoir.’




  DS Cabbot leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs at the ankles, resting the beer glass against her flat stomach. She had swapped her red wellies for a pair of white sandals, and her jeans

  rode up to reveal tapered ankles, bare except for a thin gold chain around the left one. Banks had never seen anyone manage to look quite so comfortable in a hard pub chair. He wondered again what

  she could possibly have done to end up in such a God-forsaken outpost as Harkside. Was she another of Jimmy Riddle’s pariahs?




  ‘It’s the most recent of the three reservoirs built along the River Rowan,’ she began. ‘Linwood and Harksmere were both created in the late-nineteenth century to supply

  Leeds with extra water. It’s piped from the reservoirs to the big waterworks just outside the city, then it’s purified and pumped into people’s homes.’




  ‘But Harksmere and Thornfield are in North Yorkshire, not West Yorkshire. West Riding, I suppose it was back then. Even so, why should they be supplying water to Leeds?’




  ‘I don’t know how it came about, but some sort of deal was struck between North Yorkshire and the Leeds City Council for the land use. That’s why we’re not part of the

  park.’




  ‘What do you mean?’




  ‘Rowandale. Nidderdale, too. We’re not part of the Yorkshire Dales National Park, though we should be if you go by geography and natural beauty. It’s because of the water.

  Nobody wanted to have to deal with National Parks Commission’s rules and regulations, so it was easier just to exclude us.’




  Like Eastvale, Banks thought. Because it was just beyond the park’s border, the severe building restrictions that operated inside the Yorkshire Dales National Park didn’t

  apply. Consequently, you ended up with monstrosities like the East Side Estate, with its ugly tower blocks and maisonettes, and the new council estate just completed down by Gallows View:

  ‘Gibbet Acres’, as everyone was calling it at the station.




  Their meals arrived. Banks stubbed out his cigarette. ‘What about Thornfield?’ he asked after he had swallowed his first bite. The pie was good, tender beef and just enough Stilton

  to complement it. ‘How long has it been there? What happened to the village?’




  ‘Thornfield Reservoir was created in the early fifties, around the time the national parks system was established, but the village had already been empty a few years by then. Since the end

  of the war, I think. Used to have a population of around three or four hundred. It wasn’t called Thornfield; it was called Hobb’s End.’




  ‘Why?’




  ‘Beats me. There’s no Hobb in its history, as far as anyone knows, and it wasn’t the end of anything – except maybe civilization as we know it.’




  ‘How long was the village there?’




  ‘No idea. Since medieval times, probably. Most of them have been.’




  ‘Why was it empty? What drove people away?’




  ‘Nothing drove them away. It just died. Places do, like people. Did you notice that big building at the far west end?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘That was the flax mill. It was the village’s raison d’être in the nineteenth century. The mill owner, Lord Clifford, also owned the land and the cottages. Very

  feudal.’




  ‘You seem to be an expert, but you don’t sound as if you come from these parts.’




  ‘I don’t. I read up on the area when I came here. It’s got quite an interesting history. Anyway, the flax mill started to lose business – too much competition from bigger

  operations and from abroad – then old Lord Clifford died and his son wanted nothing to do with the place. This was just after the Second World War. Tourism wasn’t such big business in

  the Dales back then, and you didn’t get absentees buying up all the cottages for holiday rentals. When someone moved out, if nobody else wanted to move in, the cottage was usually left empty

  and soon fell to rack and ruin. People moved away to the cities or to the other dales. Finally, the new Lord Clifford sold the land to Leeds Corporation Waterworks. They rehoused the remaining

  tenants, and that was that. Over the next few years, the engineers moved in and prepared the site, then they created the reservoir.’




  ‘Why that site in particular? There must be plenty of places to build reservoirs.’




  ‘Not really. It’s partly because the other two were nearby and it was easier for the engineers to add one to the string. That way they could control the levels better. But mostly I

  imagine it’s to do with water tables and bedrock and such. There’s a lot of limestone in the Dales, and apparently you can’t build reservoirs on that sort of limestone. It’s

  permeable. The Rowan Valley bottom’s made of something else, something hard. It’s all to do with faults and extrusions. I’m afraid I’ve forgotten most of my school

  geology.’




  ‘Me, too. When did you say all this happened?’




  ‘Between the end of the Second World War and the early fifties. I can check the exact dates back at the station.’




  ‘Please.’ Banks paused and tasted some beer. ‘So our body, if indeed there is one, and if it’s human, has to have been down there since before the early

  fifties?’




  ‘Unless someone put it there this summer.’




  ‘I’m no expert, but from what I’ve seen so far, it looks older than that.’




  ‘It could have been moved from somewhere else. Maybe when the reservoir dried up, someone found a better hiding place for a body they already had.’




  ‘I suppose it’s possible.’




  ‘Whatever happened, I doubt that whoever buried it there would have put on a frogman’s outfit and swum down.’




  ‘Whoever buried it?’




  ‘Oh, yes, sir. I’d say it was buried, wouldn’t you?’




  Banks finished his pie and pushed the rest of the chips aside. ‘Go on.’




  ‘The stone slabs. Maybe the body could have got covered by two or three feet of earth without much help. Maybe. I mean, we don’t know how much things shifted and silted down

  there over the last forty years or more. We also don’t know yet whether the victim was wearing concrete wellies. But it beats me how a body could have got under those stone slabs on the

  outbuilding floor without a little human intervention, don’t you think, sir?’




   




  •




  It was a blustery afternoon in April 1941, when she appeared in our shop for the first time. Even in her land girl uniform, the green V-neck pullover, biscuit-coloured blouse,

  green tie and brown corduroy knee breeches, she looked like a film star.




  She wasn’t very tall, perhaps about five foot two or three, and the drab uniform couldn’t hide the kind of figure I’ve heard men whistle at in the street. She had a pale,

  heart-shaped face, perfectly proportioned nose and mouth, and the biggest, deepest, bluest eyes I had ever seen. Her blond hair cascaded from her brown felt hat, which she wore at a jaunty angle

  and held on with one hand as she walked in from the street.




  I was immediately put in mind of Hardy’s novel, A Pair of Blue Eyes, which I had read only a few weeks previously. Like Elfride Swancourt’s, this land girl’s eyes were

  ‘a sublimation of her’. They were ‘a misty and shady blue, that had no beginning or surface . . . looked into rather than at’. Those eyes also had a way of

  making you feel you were the only person in the world when she talked to you.




  ‘Nasty out, isn’t it? I don’t suppose you’ve got five Woodbines for sale, have you?’ she asked.




  I shook my head. ‘Sorry,’ I said. ‘We don’t have any cigarettes at all.’ It was one of the toughest times we’d had in the war thus far: the Luftwaffe was

  bombing our cities to ruins; the U-boats were sinking Atlantic convoys at an alarming rate; and the meat ration had just been dropped to only one and tenpence a week. But here she was, bold as

  brass, a stranger, walking into the shop and without a by-your-leave asking for cigarettes!




  I was lying, of course. We did have cigarettes, but what small supply we had we kept under the counter for our registered customers. We certainly didn’t go selling them to strange and

  beautiful land girls with eyes out of Thomas Hardy novels.




  I was just on the point of telling her to try fluttering her eyelashes at one of the airmen knocking about the village – holding my tongue never having been my strongest point – when

  she totally disarmed me with a sequence of reactions.




  First she thumped the counter with her little fist and cursed. Then, a moment later, she bit the corner of her lower lip and broke into a bright smile. ‘I didn’t think you would

  have,’ she said, ‘but it was worth asking. I ran out the day before yesterday and I’m absolutely gasping for a fag. Oh, well, can’t be helped.’




  ‘Are you the new land girl at Top Hill Farm?’ I asked, curious now, and beginning to feel more than a little guilty about my deceit.




  She smiled again. ‘Word gets around quickly, doesn’t it?’




  ‘It’s a small village.’




  ‘So I see. Anyway, that’s me. Gloria Stringer.’ Then she held her hand out. I thought it rather an odd gesture for a woman, especially around these parts, but I took it. Her

  hand was soft and slightly moist, like a summer leaf after rain. Mine felt coarse and heavy wrapped around such a delicate thing. I always was an ungainly and awkward child, but never did I feel

  this so much as during that first meeting with Gloria. ‘Gwen Shackleton,’ I muttered, more than a trifle embarrassed. ‘Pleased to meet you.’




  Gloria rested her hand palm down on the counter, cocked one hip forward and looked around. ‘Not a lot to do around here, is there?’ she said.




  I smiled. ‘Not a lot.’ I knew what she meant, of course, but it still struck me as an odd, even insensitive, thing to say. I got up at six o’clock every morning to run the

  shop, and on top of that I spent one night a week fire-watching – a bit of a joke around these parts until the Spinner’s Inn was burned down by a stray incendiary bomb in February and

  two people were killed. I also helped with the local Women’s Voluntary Service. Most days, after the nine o’clock news, I was exhausted and ready to fall asleep the minute my head hit

  the pillow.




  I had heard how hard a land girl’s job was, of course, but to judge by her appearance, especially those soft hands, you would swear that Gloria Stringer had never done a day’s hard

  physical labour in her life. My first thought was an uncharitable one. Knowing farmer Kilnsey’s wandering eye, I thought that, perhaps, when his wife wasn’t around, he was teaching

  Gloria a new way of ploughing the furrow. Though I wasn’t quite sure what that meant, being only sixteen at the time, I had heard more than one or two farmers use the phrase when they thought

  I was out of earshot.




  But in this, as in most of my first impressions about Gloria, I was quite wrong. This freshness in her appearance was simply one of her many remarkable qualities. She could spend the day

  hay-making, threshing, pea-pulling, milking, snagging turnips, yet always appear fresh and alive, with energy to spare, as if, unlike the rest of us mere mortals, she had some sort of invisible

  shield around her through which the hard diurnal toil couldn’t penetrate.




  On first impressions, I have to confess that I did not like Gloria Stringer; she struck me as being vain, common, shallow and selfish. Not to mention beautiful, of course. That hurt,

  especially.




  Then, wouldn’t you know it, but right in the middle of our conversation, Michael Stanhope had to walk in.




  Michael Stanhope was something of a character around the village, to put it mildly. A reasonably successful artist, somewhere, I’d guess, in his early fifties, he affected a rakish

  appearance and seemed deliberately to go out of his way to offend people.




  That day, he was wearing a rumpled white linen suit over a grubby lavender shirt and a crooked yellow bow-tie. He also wore his ubiquitous broad-brimmed hat and carried a cane with a snake-head

  handle. As usual, he looked quite dissipated. His eyes were bloodshot, he had at least three days’ stubble on his face, and he emanated a sort of general fug of stale smoke and alcohol.




  A lot of people didn’t like Michael Stanhope because he wasn’t afraid to say what he thought and he spoke out against the war. I quite liked him, in a way, though I didn’t

  agree with his views. Half the time he only said what he did to annoy people, like complaining that he couldn’t get canvas for his paintings because the army was using it all. That

  wasn’t true at all.




  But he would have to walk in right then.




  ‘Good morning, my cherub,’ he said, as he always did, though I felt far from cherubic. ‘I trust you have my usual?’




  ‘Er, sorry, Mr Stanhope,’ I stammered. ‘We’re all out.’




  ‘All out? Come, come now, girl, that can’t be.’ He grinned and looked over at Gloria mischievously. Then he winked at her.




  ‘I’m sorry, Mr Stanhope.’




  ‘I’ll bet if you looked in the usual place,’ he said, leaning forward and rapping on the counter with his cane, ‘you would find them.’




  I knew when I was beaten. Mortified, blushing to the roots of my being, I reached under the counter and brought out the two packets of Piccadilly I had put aside for him, the way I always did

  whenever we were lucky enough to get some in.




  ‘That’ll be one and eight, please,’ I said.




  ‘Outrageous,’ Mr Stanhope complained as he dug out the coins, ‘the way this government is taxing us to death to make war. Don’t you think so, my cherub?’




  I muttered something noncommittal.




  All the while Gloria had been watching our little display with growing fascination. When I glanced at her guiltily as I handed over the cigarettes to Mr Stanhope, she smiled at me and

  shrugged.




  Mr Stanhope must have caught the gesture. He was always quick to sense any new nuance or current in the atmosphere. He fed on that sort of thing.




  ‘Ah, I see,’ he said, turning his gaze fully towards Gloria and admiring her figure quite openly. ‘Do I take it that you were inquiring after cigarettes yourself, my

  dear?’




  Gloria nodded. ‘As a matter of fact, I was.’




  ‘Well,’ said Mr Stanhope, putting the brass snake-head of his cane to his chin as he reflected, ‘I’ll tell you what. As I very much approve of women smoking, perhaps we

  can come to some sort of arrangement. I have but one stipulation.’




  ‘Oh,’ said Gloria, crossing her arms and narrowing her eyes. ‘And what might that be?’




  ‘That you smoke in the street every now and then.’




  Gloria stared at him for a moment, then she started to laugh. ‘That won’t be a problem,’ she said. ‘I can assure you.’




  And he handed her one of the packets.




  I was flabbergasted. There were ten cigarettes in each packet and they weren’t cheap or easy to get.




  Instead of protesting that she couldn’t possibly accept them but thanking him for his generosity anyway, as I would have done, Gloria simply took the packet and said, ‘Why, thank you

  very much, Mr . . .?’




  He beamed at her. ‘Stanhope. Michael Stanhope. At your service. And it’s my pleasure. Believe me, my dear, it’s a rare treat indeed to meet a woman as comely as thyself around

  these parts.’ Then he moved a step closer and scrutinized her, quite rudely, I thought, rather like a farmer looking over a horse he was about to buy.




  Gloria stood her ground.




  When Mr Stanhope had finished, he turned to go, but before the door shut behind him he cast a quick glance over his shoulder at Gloria. ‘You know, you really must visit my studio, my dear.

  See my etchings, as it were.’ And with that he was gone, chuckling as he went.




  In the silence that followed, Gloria and I stared at one another for a moment, then we both burst out giggling. When we had managed to control ourselves, I told her I was sorry for deceiving her

  over the cigarettes, but she waved the apology aside. ‘You have your regulars to attend to,’ she said. ‘And these are difficult times.’




  ‘I must apologize for Mr Stanhope, too,’ I said. ‘I’m afraid he can be quite rude.’




  ‘Nonsense,’ she said, with that little pixie-ish grin of hers. ‘I rather liked him. And he did give me these.’




  She opened the packet and offered me a cigarette. I shook my head; I didn’t smoke then. She put one in the corner of her mouth and lit it with a small silver lighter she took from her

  uniform pocket. ‘Just as well,’ she said. ‘I can see these will have to last me a while.’




  ‘I can put some aside for you in future,’ I said. ‘I mean, I can try. Depending on how many we can get, of course.’




  ‘Would you? Oh, yes, please! That would be wonderful. Now if I might just have a look at that copy of Picture Goer over there, the one with Vivien Leigh on the cover. I do so

  admire Vivien Leigh, don’t you? She’s so beautiful. Have you seen Gone With the Wind? I saw it in the West End before I went on my month’s training.

  Absolutely—’




  But before I could get the magazine for her or tell her that Gone With the Wind hadn’t reached this far north yet, Matthew dashed in.




  Gloria turned at the sound of the bell, eyebrows raised in curiosity. When he saw her, my brother stopped in his tracks and fell into her eyes so deeply you could hear the splash.




   




  •




  The first thing Banks did when he got back to the cottage that night was check the answering machine. Nothing. Damn it. He wanted to put things right after his miserable

  cock-up on the phone earlier that day, but he still had no access to Brian’s number in Wimbledon. He didn’t even know Andrew’s last name. He could find out – after all, he

  was supposed to be a detective – but it would take time, and he could only do it during office hours. Sandra might know, of course, but the last thing he wanted to do was talk to her.




  Banks poured himself a whisky, turned off the bright overhead light and switched on the reading lamp by his armchair. He picked up the book he had been reading over the past week, an anthology

  of twentieth-century poetry, but he couldn’t concentrate. The blue walls distracted him, and the smell of paint in the deep silence of the countryside made him feel lonely and restless. He

  turned on the radio. Someone was playing the first movement of Tchaikovsky’s Violin Concerto.




  Banks glanced around the room. The walls did look good; they harmonized well with the ceiling, which he had painted the colour of ripe Brie. Maybe they were just a little too cold, he thought,

  though he needed all the air-conditioning he could get in this weather. He could always repaint them orange or red in winter, when the ice and snow came, and that would give the illusion of

  warmth.




  He lit the last cigarette of the day and took his drink outside. The cottage stood on a narrow, unpaved laneway about fifty yards west of Gratly. Opposite Banks’s front door was a sort of

  bulge in the low wall that ran between the lane and Gratly Beck. In the daytime, it was an ideal spot for ramblers to stop for a moment and admire the falls, but at night there was never anyone

  there. The lane wasn’t a through road, and there was plenty of room for Banks to park his car there. Just beyond the cottage, it dwindled to a public footpath, which ran between the woods and

  the side of Gratly Beck.




  Banks had come to see this area as his personal veranda, and he liked to stand out there or sit on the low wall dangling his legs over the edge late in the evening, when it was quiet. It helped

  him think, get things sorted.




  Tonight, the stone was still warm; the smoke on his tongue tasted sweet as fresh-mown hay. A sheep bleated high on the daleside, where the silhouetted falls were only a shade or two blacker than

  the night itself. Sharp starlight pricked the satin sky, along with the lights of a distant farmhouse; a gibbous moon hung over Helmthorpe, in the valley bottom, and the square church tower, with

  its ancient weather-vane, stood solid against the night. This must have been what the blackout was like, Banks thought, remembering his mother’s stories of getting around London during the

  Blitz.




  As Banks sat by the dried-up waterfalls, he thought again about the odd way he had come to live in this isolated limestone cottage. It was a ‘dream cottage’ in more than one way:

  though he had never told anyone this, he had actually bought it because of a dream.




  Over his last few months alone in the Eastvale semi, Banks had drifted so far from himself that he hadn’t even cleaned or tidied the place since Christmas. Why bother? He spent most of his

  evenings out in pubs or driving the countryside alone, anyway, and his nights falling asleep half-drunk on the sofa, listening to Mozart or Bob Dylan, fish-and-chips wrappers and take-away cartons

  piling up in an ever-widening circle around him.




  In April he seemed to reach his lowest ebb. Tracy, who had been to visit her mother in London that Easter weekend, let it slip over the telephone that there was a new man in Sandra’s life,

  a photojournalist called Sean, and that they seemed serious. He looked young, Tracy said. Which was a hell of a compliment coming from a nineteen-year-old. Banks immediately began to

  wonder just how long this affair had been going on before he and Sandra separated last November. He asked Tracy, but she said she didn’t know. She also seemed upset that Banks would

  even suggest it, so he backed off.




  As a result, Banks was more full of anger and self-pity than usual that night. Whenever he thought of Sean, which was far more often than he would have liked, he wanted to kill him. He even

  considered phoning an old mate on the Met and asking if they couldn’t put the bastard away for something. There were plenty of coppers on the Met who would jump at the chance to put someone

  called Sean away. But while he had certainly bent the rules occasionally, Banks had never yet abused his position for his own ends, and even at his lowest ebb he wasn’t going to

  start.




  His hatred was unreasonable, he knew, but when was hatred ever reasonable? He had never even met Sean. Besides, if Sandra wanted to pick up some toy boy and take him home to her bed, it was

  hardly the toy boy’s fault, was it? More likely hers. But reason didn’t stop Banks from wanting to kill the bastard.




  That night, after several whiskies too many, he had fallen asleep on the sofa as usual, with Dylan’s Blood on the Tracks playing on the CD. Long after the music had finished, he

  woke from a dream peculiar only for its emotional intensity.




  He was sitting alone at a pine table in a kitchen, and sunlight flooded through the open curtains, bathing everything in its warm and honeyed glow. The walls were off-white, with a strip of red

  tiles over the sink and counter area; matching red canisters for coffee, tea and sugar stood on the white Formica countertops, and copper-bottomed pots and pans hung from a wooden rack beside the

  set of kitchen knives. The clarity of detail was extraordinary; every grain and knot-hole in the wood, every nuance of light on steel or copper shone with a preternatural brightness. He could even

  smell the warm pine from the table and the fitted cupboards, the oil on the hinges.




  That was it. Nothing happened. Just a dream of light. But the intense feeling of well-being it gave him, as warm and bright as the sunlight itself, still suffused him when he awoke, disappointed

  to find himself alone and hung over on the sofa in the Eastvale semi.




  When Sandra decided a few weeks later that their separation was to be permanent – or at least that reconciliation wasn’t imminent – they sold the semi. Sandra got the

  television and VCR; Banks got the stereo and the lion’s share of the CD collection. That was fair; he had collected them in the first place. They split the kitchenware, and for some obscure

  reason, Sandra also took the tin opener. Books and clothes were easily divided, and they sold most of the furniture. All in all, there hadn’t been a hell of a lot to show for over twenty

  years of marriage. Even after the sale, Banks didn’t care much where or how he lived, until a few weeks in a bed-and-breakfast place straight out of Bill Bryson changed his mind.




  He began to seek isolation. When he first saw the cottage from the outside, he didn’t think much of it. The view of the dale was terrific, as was the seclusion afforded by the woods, the

  beck, and the ash grove between the cottage and Gratly itself, but it was a squat, ugly little place that needed a lot of work.




  A typical Dales mix of limestone, grit and flag, it had originally been a farm labourer’s cottage. Carved into the gritstone doorhead was the date ‘1768’ and the initials

  ‘J.H.’, probably the time it was built and the initials of the first owner. Banks wondered who J.H. was and what had become of him. Mrs Perkins, the present owner, had lost both her two

  sons and her husband, and she was finally leaving to move in with her sister in Tadcaster.




  Inside, the place didn’t make much more of an impression at first, either; it smelled of camphor and mould, and all the furniture and decor seemed dark and dingy. Downstairs was a living

  room with a stone fireplace at one end; upstairs, only two small bedrooms. The bathroom and toilet had been tacked on to the kitchen at the back, as they often were in such old houses. Plumbing was

  pretty primitive back in 1768.




  Banks was not a believer in visions and prescience, but he would have been a fool to deny that when he walked into the kitchen that day he experienced the same feeling of well-being and of peace

  that he had experienced in the dream. It looked different, of course, but he knew it was the same place, the one in his dream.




  What it all meant, he had no idea, except that he had to have the cottage.




  He didn’t think he would be able to afford it; properties in the Dales were fetching astronomical prices. But fortune and human eccentricity proved to be on his side for once. Mrs Perkins

  had no love whatsoever for the holiday-cottage trade and no particular greed for mere money. She wanted to sell to someone who would actually live in the cottage. As soon as she found out

  that Banks was looking for just such a place, and that his name was the same as her maiden name, the deal was as good as done. The only black mark against Banks was that he wasn’t

  born a Yorkshireman, but she took to him anyway, convinced they were related, and she even flirted with him in that way some old ladies have.




  When she let him have the place for £50,000, probably about half of what she could have got, telling him it would be enough to see her to her grave, Dimmoch, the estate agent, groaned and

  shook his head in disbelief. Afterwards, Banks always had the impression that Dimmoch suspected him of exerting undue pressure on Mrs Perkins.




  The cottage became Banks’s long-term project – his therapy, his refuge and, he hoped, his salvation. In an odd way he felt working on the cottage was like working on himself. Both

  needed renovating, and both had a long way to go. It was all new to him; he had never had the faintest interest in DIY or gardening before; nor had he been much inclined to self-analysis or

  introspection. But somehow he had lost his way over the past year, and he wanted to find a new one; he had also lost something of himself, and he wanted to know what it was. So far, he had fitted

  some pine cupboards in the kitchen, like the ones in his dream, installed a shower unit to replace the claw-footed Victorian bathtub, and painted the living room. It hadn’t kept the

  depression away completely, but made it more manageable; at least he always managed to drag himself out of bed in the morning now, even if he didn’t always view the day ahead with any real

  relish.




  A night bird called out far in the distance – a broken, eerie cry, as if perhaps some predator was threatening its nest. Banks stubbed out his cigarette and went back inside. As he got

  ready for bed, he thought of the skeletal hand, possibly human; he thought of DS Cabbot, definitely human; he thought of Hobb’s End, that lost, ruined village suddenly risen from the depths

  with its secrets; and somewhere in his mind, in the darkness way beyond the realms of logic and reason, he heard an echo, a click, felt something intangible connect across the years.
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