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‘Unexpressed emotions will never die. They are buried alive and will come forth later in uglier ways.’

SIGMUND FREUD







Thursday 1 May

It’s late afternoon when Ruby Travis sets off on her weekly visit to the only man she’s ever loved. This could be her last opportunity to see her father, so she’s determined to treasure each minute. The Tube feels airless and unforgiving while she thinks about him. Craig Travis raised her alone, and never let her down, yet the tabloids’ version of his chiselled face haunts a million nightmares. She prefers to remember his smile when he collected her from school. He was the best dad ever, making up for her mother’s absence, with endless gifts and surprises. He made her feel invincible, until the police stole him from her. News reporters call him a monster, but she knows different. Six of Ruby’s nineteen years have been spent apart from him, yet her father remains her biggest influence. He taught her everything she knows.

Crowthorne High Security Psychiatric Hospital lies straight ahead once she leaves the Tube station. The building resembles a fortified castle, its facade blackened by a hundred and fifty London winters. She hesitates before going inside. Her father trained her to be emotionless, but her feelings are too strong to ignore. She hates seeing him losing his power, yet still longs for his company. She hands over her bag and jacket before being body-searched. The man behind the counter exchanges her coat and bag for a token, then gives the same sympathetic smile he wears each week, before stowing her belongings in a locker. Ruby can’t tell if he pities her because her father is dying, or because society considers him evil.

Crowthorne’s sterile smell hits her as a warden guides her through corridors stinking of bleach, stale coffee and panic. Every metal door is locked, and a man’s voice echoes from the walls, screaming to be set free.

A nurse speaks to Ruby in the infirmary, her voice slow, like she’s explaining something complex to a child. ‘Your dad wants to see you, but he’s struggling to stay awake.’

‘Is he in pain?’

‘The morphine’s helping.’ Her hand settles on Ruby’s shoulder. ‘I’m sorry, but there’s nothing more we can do.’

‘Can we be alone, just this once, to say goodbye?’

‘I’m sorry, love. You know the rules.’

Ruby makes her voice soft and childlike, allowing a tear to roll down her cheek. ‘Please, it would mean the world to me.’

The nurse considers her request, then gives a slow nod. ‘It might get me in trouble, but you can have ten minutes.’

Ruby smiles when she turns away; manipulation is the greatest skill her father ever shared. If she plays the victim, she can unlock any door, but no trick or strategy can reduce her father’s suffering now. Craig Travis is lying in a hospital bed, his right hand manacled to the side rail, a last act of cruelty by the prison regime. Ruby barely recognises his gaunt face, until his eyes flick open, so dark they seem all pupil. His gaze feels deep enough to read her soul. His voice is a raw whisper when he beckons her closer.

‘Come into the light, princess, where I can see you.’ His fingers close around her wrist, the pain instant. His dying grip is as strong as a vice. ‘It’s time. Follow the plan, Ruby. I’m counting on you.’

‘Let me stay in London, please. I can’t leave you like this, Dad.’

‘I won’t rest till you begin. Remember to stick to my plan.’

‘I’ve memorised it. Your friends helped me with everything, but it can wait.’

‘Start today, Ruby. Get the bastards that put me away; nothing else matters. If you struggle, take their families. Blaze a trail so no one forgets us.’

‘I promise not to let you down.’

‘Don’t lose your nerve. We’re better than them, sweetheart. Never forget it, will you?’

‘How could I? You taught me that no one else matters.’

‘We’re the moon and stars, looking down on those idiots.’

The light in his eyes is dwindling. It breaks her heart, but she knows his mental strength is so powerful he could linger for days, until his last wishes are honoured.

Ruby repeats the plan in her mind; it will end on a tiny island, with DI Ben Kitto, who destroyed her father’s empire. She can still picture the man who worked as her dad’s driver for over a year, built like a giant, with a face that gave nothing away. Kitto wormed his way into her father’s confidence, then betrayed all his secrets. He deserves to suffer most of all. She’s determined to work fast so her dad can follow her progress through the radio at his bedside. She stays until the nurse makes her leave, hoping for more words of love, but Travis is only semi-conscious when she kisses him goodbye.

Ruby feels stronger when she’s spat back onto the pavement, with her father’s dream of vengeance quickening her pulse. She walks back to the station on autopilot, her mind no longer her own.






PART ONE
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My working day has been spent on tedious police paperwork, so it’s a relief to take a stroll across my native island to see a brand-new building project. I’ve been summoned by the architect for reasons unknown, but she’s an old friend, so I’ve got no complaints. A walk on Bryher is always a pleasure in early summer. The island unfolds before me as I head north from the Town, through a network of small fields where goats bleat for food, more in hope than expectation. I take my favourite path over Shipman Head Down. The site was once a Neolithic burial ground, but the only sign that I’m standing on ancient graves is a scattering of cairns rising from the moss, heather and ferns that lie underfoot.

Badplace Hill fills the sky, where Maeve Trenwith stands near the top, waving her arms in a vigorous greeting. Her long black hair is striking even from a distance. Maeve looked different at school; she was head girl back then, a brainy geek with frizzy curls and braces on her teeth. She was born on Bryher a couple of years before me, but her career has taken a different path. Maeve is a ground-breaking architect now, with her own TV show. She has designed glittering apartment blocks in Dubai, a prize-winning theatre in LA and hideaways for billionaires worldwide, but her latest project is small-scale. She and her husband are devoting six months to building an outdoor activities centre on Bryher. It’s mainly self-funded, yet it’s caused huge anger in the community. Many are afraid it will spoil an area of outstanding natural beauty. The Trenwiths only managed to get planning permission by stressing that a hundred per cent of the profits will be ploughed back into the island’s infrastructure.

Maeve’s appearance may be sophisticated, but up close her eyes sparkle with naive pleasure. She appears to be dancing on the spot, shifting her weight from foot to foot. The excitement on her face reminds me of a kid at Christmas. Maeve looks the same when she presents her architecture programme on TV. Her strong features are highlighted by crimson lipstick, and she’s dressed head to toe in black despite the day’s warmth.

‘Thanks for climbing up here, Ben. Come and see our progress.’

‘How are the foundations going?’

‘Great so far, but it’s complex work. The building will project from the cliffs like it’s floating on air. It’ll look like a cascade of glass running down to the shore.’

‘If it matches your drawings, it’ll be impressive.’

‘The TV team are coming back tomorrow to film the next stage. You’ll have design nerds flocking here all year round.’

‘I can’t wait for my island’s peace to be shattered.’

She grins at me. ‘No sarcasm, please. This project means a lot to me and Danny.’

‘Is that why you called my police number to get me here?’

‘The building will affect everyone on Bryher. I need your help to persuade the doubters.’

‘Why? You’ve got planning permission, you can go full steam ahead.’

‘It doesn’t work like that here, as you well know. People can refuse to work for us, and block our supplies. We need everyone on board.’

‘That won’t happen overnight. Your plans only scraped through when the island council voted.’

‘Don’t they remember the hotel chain that wanted to build on the same spot? We moved heaven and earth to stop them dumping tons of concrete here.’

‘People don’t like change, that’s all.’

‘It irritates the hell out of me. Our team will learn precision building skills, the community gets the profits, and six islanders will have full-time jobs when the centre opens. What more do they want?’ She musters her widest smile. ‘Everyone trusts the deputy commander of the island police. If you support us, they’ll follow suit.’

‘I’m not that influential.’

‘They respect you, Ben. Your opinion matters.’

‘You brought me here to twist my arm?’

‘Come and see our work. I promise you’ll be blown away.’

Maeve enthuses about her project as we approach the cliff edge, but most of her words pass me by while I enjoy the scenery. The island is only two miles long and half a mile wide, yet the landscape never bores me, because it’s ever changing. We’re standing on Bryher’s northernmost tip, where sunshine bleaches the stones underfoot as pale as chalk. When we reach the building site, there’s only one house looking down from the peak of the hill. Retired businessman Louis Hayle lives in the imposing granite property; it’s three storeys high, commanding a bird’s-eye view of the entire island. His home is situated just fifty metres above Maeve’s building site. Shipman Head lies directly beyond it, the open land littered with boulders. It’s the island’s last piece of solid terrain before the Atlantic takes over.

Danny Trenwith stands inland, consulting a clipboard. His appearance is the opposite of his wife’s glamour. His clothes look grubby, his padded jacket and jeans spattered with mud. He was born here too, but unlike Maeve, he’s still recognisable from our school days, when his uniform was always messy. Evidence of the builders’ hard work lies everywhere I look. Giant moles appear to have left a trail of devastation across the downs, with earth heaped in huge piles, a mechanical digger parked near the cliff edge.

The ocean can play cruel tricks at this time of year, with storms rising from water that seems unnaturally calm, but there’s no breeze today, the gulls wheeling overhead in slow circles. It’s peak breeding season for the island’s birds, and no one can visit Shipman Head until the fledglings depart in mid-August. Sabine’s gulls and shearwaters are nest-building on the cliffs, dozens of them hovering over the dark green Atlantic Ocean.

It’s only when I look over my shoulder that the scale of Maeve’s project hits home. Huge steel pylons jut out from the rock like the prongs of a forklift truck.

‘How do you stop the whole thing tumbling into the sea?’

‘Computer modelling, and tough materials. The place will last for centuries, despite tidal erosion, thanks to reinforced steel. Those supports penetrate eight metres into the rock. You could drop the Houses of Parliament on them and they still wouldn’t buckle.’

‘Pity. Most politicians deserve a good dousing.’

‘Our site beats all their ecology targets. The design’s carbon neutral, there’ll be nothing like it anywhere in the world.’

‘I voted for it, remember? Save your breath for the diehards.’

She releases a slow laugh. ‘Sorry, it’s my new obsession. Can Danny and I buy you and Nina dinner at the Rock tonight? I want Zoe to come too, I haven’t seen her for ages.’

‘You’re charming everyone with free meals so we stay loyal?’

‘That could be a tiny part of it,’ she admits, grinning.

‘I’ll text Zoe and see if she’s free.’

Zoe Morrow was my closest friend when I was growing up, but her life’s in India now. She’s only home for a short break.

‘I promise not to rant about the build tonight, Ben.’

‘Why do I feel like I’m being recruited?’

‘Because you are. Can’t you see it’s exciting? Don’t you feel like rolling up your sleeves and getting involved?’

‘I’d sooner relax with a book.’

‘We’ll change your mind tonight. Is eight okay?’

‘That should work.’

I’m already waving goodbye. My cottage lies half a mile away, a ten-minute walk from the hotel owned by Zoe’s parents. Hell Bay Hotel has expanded over the years to accommodate guests that flock here each summer to birdwatch, walk, or dive the local shipwrecks. I feel a pang of guilt for not rushing over to greet Zoe and her husband Dev when they arrived from India two days ago, but tonight’s dinner will make up for my neglect. It’s lucky that Zoe’s always been hard to offend.

The coastline opens out when I reach the path down to the beach, and the reason for Hell Bay’s name becomes obvious. The shoreline is guarded by a dozen jagged outcrops that vanish underwater at high tide, causing many ships to founder over the centuries. I’m about to head home when a man’s cultured voice calls out my name.

‘Benesek Kitto, I thought it was you. Can I have a word?’

Louis Hayle must have marched down from his hilltop property. His reputation as one of the island’s wealthiest benefactors is long established, even though he’s only lived here full-time for the past few years. He was a big presence in the days when he only summered here, investing heavily in the local economy and setting up a mentoring scheme for local kids. He made his millions from haulage, with vans, lorries and planes travelling all over the world. I remember the huge yacht he owned when I was small, and the helicopter he flew down to Bryher. He looked like a movie star back then, tall and athletic, with a wife who avoided the limelight. He’s in his seventies now, but still well groomed. His expensive windcheater is zipped up to his chin, despite the mild weather, his grey monobrow giving him a look of permanent fury.

‘How can I help, Mr Hayle?’

‘I saw you talking to Maeve Trenwith; I hope you’re not taking her side. Her husband was a protégé of mine, years ago, but now he’s tormenting me.’

‘Meaning what, exactly?’

‘I’ve warned them to move their wretched building away from my property. If they don’t, I’ll sue their company.’

‘Your case won’t succeed, I’m afraid. The council approved the build.’

‘I objected then and I object now. My view will be ruined, and the islanders who claim to be spiritual will be horrified.’

‘Why’s that?’

‘Ancient settlers climbed up Badplace Hill for rituals, and to bury their dead. We’re standing on thousands of graves.’

‘I know it was a burial site, but the Archaeology Council says that’s well away from the cliff edge. They agreed the designs.’

‘It’s pushing the margins, don’t you think? Graveyards should be respected no matter how old. I’ve even heard a folk tale about the perils of digging on Badplace Hill.’

‘That’s news to me.’

‘I’m no great believer in myths, but the story goes that disturbing sacred ground here brings bad luck. The Trenwiths will live to regret their actions if there’s any justice in the world.’

He marches away before I can say goodbye. His manner was just as arrogant when I was a kid, which is why I only attended one of his summer schools. He expected every child to follow his edicts slavishly. I preferred the clear rules of rugby and boxing, or to spend my weekends running wild around the island with Zoe. Something’s changed, though. I don’t remember him being so angry back then. His complaints are a reminder that the building divides my community down the middle, between passionate supporters and those who resist change. Maeve Trenwith may have plenty of charisma, but she’s been away too long to command much loyalty. She’s forgotten how determined the islanders can be. If her building fails to win them over, their outcry will wake the dead, without any need to dig up the ground.
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Ruby feels a new sense of purpose when she enters her one-bedroom bungalow. The rented place has been her home since leaving care three years ago at sixteen, after drifting from one foster home to the next, without making any deep connections. Social workers tried to break her loyalty and stop her prison visits. They said her father was evil; he was the worst gang overlord ever seen in London. Ruby hated them for it. Her dad was just taking care of business. He hired killers for hits, ran extortion gangs and organised cyber-crime on a massive scale. The people he had killed were the scum of the earth; he did it to protect the empire he’d built for her.

She’s ignored most of the social workers’ advice – apart from using an assumed name and maintaining a low profile. That fitted the plan her dad taught her years ago, in case he ever got caught. The police agreed that she must avoid the prying eyes of journalists. Her home is shabby and little bigger than a caravan, but it’s been her sanctuary. It’s a far cry from the mansion she lived in with her dad as a child, where her playroom was filled with every imaginable toy.

Ruby has spent many solitary evenings here, drawing in her sketchbook, or reading. But she’s also kept busy, researching how to achieve her dad’s wishes. She’s carried out many visits over the past three years, and taken evening classes in combat judo, to be fully prepared. Her existence has gone unnoticed in this anonymous south London suburb, where she’s held down a job in the kitchen of a local café without making a single friend. She has no concerns about abandoning her routine at last, to get even for her father’s incarceration.

She scans the pages of notes he wrote years ago, remembering every word, before going into the bathroom to complete the first step. Ruby applies the hair dye she bought months ago. She peers through the net curtains as the colour develops. There’s no one in sight; it’s lucky the house is surrounded by high privet hedges, which hide it from view. One of the biggest lessons her father taught her is to trust no one, except his closest allies. A handful of his gang members remain loyal, but many have abandoned him now he’s no longer in command.

A stranger peers back from the mirror once the bleach is rinsed off. Ruby’s dark hair has been replaced by blonde tresses that fall to her shoulders in soft waves. She normally wears mascara, lipstick and foundation, but not anymore. The girl she’s become looks younger and more vulnerable.

Ruby sifts through a shoebox full of documents to find her old passport and driving licence, and the ones bearing her new name. She places the old letters, books and personal items on the sofa, keeping one photo of her dad in her purse with her new ID. Now all that’s needed is to wipe away every trace of his plan and her own involvement. She empties a can of paraffin on the worn carpet, then strikes a match. Fire dances across the floor in moments. Soon the hallway is full of flames that leap higher, making paint blister from the walls.

She throws one more match before stepping outside, with her backpack slung over her shoulder. It’s 7 p.m. and the neighbourhood is quiet. Ruby has reached the end of the road before there’s an explosion and the sound of glass shattering. She glances back at her home going up in smoke, with no regrets. Safety is a state of mind, her dad says; you must adapt fast wherever you land. There’s excitement on Ruby’s face when she hears a siren blaring in the distance. Her pace is rapid as she begins her new journey.
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My dog is on the doorstep when I get home. He gives a single bark of greeting, but not his usual ecstatic welcome. Shadow has had divided allegiances since Nina moved into my house. The wolfdog became her loyal follower the minute she unpacked her suitcase, unwilling to leave her side.

‘Are you going to let me indoors?’ I ask.

His pale eyes assess me before he finally retreats. I can locate Nina from the sound of a hammer beating on metal, which is an everyday occurrence. I’m still surprised that she finally agreed to give up her independence and move in with me, after endless discussions, but her pregnancy clinched the deal. It’s working fine, on a practical level. I like the way we share the chores without argument, and how she’s made herself at home. The only things that bug me are her obsessive tidiness and her need to keep busy, even when she should be resting. I get the sense that she’s withholding judgement on cohabiting until our baby’s here, because she never raises the subject.

I can’t complain about the DIY miracles she’s been performing every day. She seems to get a thrill from renovating the place. The single-storey house my grandfather built has never looked more prosperous, the kitchen’s quarry tiles gleaming with fresh varnish. Nina is in the bathroom, humming to herself while she sorts through tools. She’s removed the sink from the wall. I can see a U-bend, screws and pieces of copper pipe lying in neat piles.

‘What are you dismantling now?’ I ask.

‘I’m replacing the tap. I can clear the blockage at the same time.’

‘Why not take a siesta? The nurse said your blood pressure was up.’

‘It was just a blip. When she came back today, it was fine.’

‘That’s good news. What kind of reward do you want for all this hard labour?’

She glances up at me. ‘You could say you love me now and then.’

‘Isn’t that meant to be spontaneous?’

‘You emotionless brute.’ I know she’s teasing me, but it’s a fair a point. I can’t explain why the words stick in my throat when I’ve spent the past year trying to convince her to marry me.

‘How did it go at the building site?’ she asks.

‘It’s pretty impressive. They’ve driven these huge metal rods into the cliff face.’

‘Why do men always love big machines?’

‘Too much Lego as kids. Don’t overdo it, okay?’

She pretends not to hear, too immersed in her work to care about health advice. Her chocolate-brown hair is tucked behind her ears as she studies notes printed from the internet. I still fancy her so much, even though she’s eight and a half months pregnant. Her tall silhouette hasn’t changed, apart from her abdomen, which curves in a neat bump. It’s her expression that undoes me. She’s trained as a counsellor, yet she’s giving her plumbing task one hundred per cent focus, like a new apprentice, biting her lip in concentration. Nina applies single-mindedness to everything she does, from arranging my hundreds of novels in alphabetical order to binning half my clothes, claiming they were shabby. I’m certain she’s been trying to fix my personal flaws ever since we got together, using the same stringent approach.

It still bothers me that she got hurt four months ago, thanks to a case I was leading, almost losing the sight in her left eye. There’s no visible sign of it now, except a scar on her temple that’s already faded. It’s a piece of history she chooses to ignore, but my guilt surfaces whenever I see it. I’d like to wrap her in cotton wool until the baby arrives, and Shadow appears to feel the same, yet she’s having none of it.

‘Don’t stand there gawping at me, Ben. I’m dying of thirst.’

‘I’ll put the kettle on.’

‘By the way, someone called Sarah Goldman rang earlier; she wants you to Skype her urgently. Is it about work?’

‘She’s my old boss from London. It’s probably nothing; I’ll make us a drink first.’

I know immediately that something’s wrong. Commander Goldman is a typical senior officer, overseeing four hundred front-line police, including London’s biggest undercover network, from a suite of offices at the Met. She doesn’t have time for social calls to former employees. My old job fills my mind while the kettle boils and I gaze out of the kitchen window. The sea beyond looks unnaturally calm. When I return to the bathroom, Nina is flat on her back, with screwdriver in hand, too busy to notice the mug of tea I place on the lino.

It takes me several minutes to get a Skype connection, which is a feature of island life. The signal in Scilly is unpredictable, and often non-existent in winter, casting us back to a time before the internet ruled the world. Commander Goldman looks older when her face finally appears on my computer screen. She’s on a task force trying to root out institutional racism and sexism in the Met, which could be a tall order. Her hair is white, as if London’s crimes rest on her conscience alone.

‘I’m hearing good things, Kitto. DCI Madron says you’re a fine deputy.’

‘That’s a surprise, ma’am. He’s not big on praise.’

‘Strike while the iron’s hot.’ Her deadpan face cracks into a smile. ‘Ask for a pay grade review.’

‘How are things at headquarters?’

‘Hectic, but that’s not why I called. I’ve got some information. Do you remember the Travis case?’

‘It’s hard to forget.’

Craig Travis ran a massive gang network that I helped to break six years ago, in my last undercover job for the murder squad. I worked alongside two colleagues, Annie Hardwick and Steve Pullen, to enter his inner circle, and the man took a shine to me. I was his minder for a year, before becoming his driver. He treated me gently at first, keeping me away from the sickening violence that kept him in power for so long. Some of his gang members pretended to be hard men to impress their boss, but Travis was the genuine article. He had no conscience at all, killing anyone who crossed him, with no sign of regret. When I finally caught him in action, he had hundreds of employees, from professional hit men and racketeers to hackers and drug traffickers, his complex empire extending to every London postcode.

‘I wanted to keep you informed of developments, given the scale of his network. Travis is dying of cancer in Crowthorne, but we believe he’s still a threat.’

‘How do you mean, ma’am?’

‘A nurse heard him rambling about getting even with police who put him away, and it sounded credible. He’s still got contacts. Old loyalties run deep in gangland, as you know.’

‘I’m a three-hour ferry ride from the mainland. No one can reach me here, ma’am.’

‘Don’t underestimate him.’

‘Most of his cronies are dead or locked away. How would he find us?’

‘Maybe he’s bought the information from someone at Crowthorne.’

‘If it’s taken him this long, it’s out of date.’

‘I want you to treat it seriously. He might just be an ailing psychopath who got what he deserved, but we still need to be cautious. Steve Pullen knows the situation, but I need to inform Annie Hardwick. Are you still in contact?’

‘I called her a few times, but she’d changed her number. She had this plan to move down to the West Country and live off grid on a smallholding after she left the force.’

‘She’s vanished completely, which is a concern. I can’t offer her protection if things escalate.’

‘Annie can look after herself; she’s as tough as they come.’

‘Not if she’s unprepared.’

‘Thanks for letting me know, ma’am.’

‘Stay alert, Kitto, until we speak again.’ Commander Goldman’s face dissolves into a blur of pixels.

I remember Craig Travis’s casual delight in hurting anyone who questioned his authority, but it’s his daughter I pity most. I got to know Ruby during my time working for her father; the kid was only twelve or thirteen when his empire crumbled. She was his princess, the only person he showed any tenderness. The girl must have been totally unprepared for life outside her ivory tower. Travis seemed like a typical devoted dad when he fussed over her, yet his lack of empathy for the rest of humanity was terrifying.

Suddenly the house is so quiet you could hear a pin drop. I developed hypervigilance when I worked on the case, but it only returns when I’m under pressure; it’s like a sixth sense, warning me of potential danger. Nina has stopped hammering, and the only thing I can see in the window opposite is my own reflection. I’m hunched over my computer like a giant trapped inside a doll’s house, with messy black hair, my expression mystified.
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London lies in darkness as Ruby Travis follows the river path through Greenwich. She knows this area like the back of her hand. She grew up in Southwark before her father’s operation took them from a council flat in Bermondsey to a mansion in Blackheath. He told her stories about how royalty used to exercise their horses in the park, and promised that she would live like a princess too, for the rest of her days. She believed they would always be together, yet he was snatched away, and her life has been on hold ever since. Now she must honour her promises.

Fear and excitement make her heart rate quicken as she comes to a halt, then places her hands on the rail, gazing across the Thames to Canary Wharf. The buildings gleam with money, scattering gold coins of light on the slow-moving river. The walkway is empty apart from a few couples taking an evening stroll, too absorbed in each other to notice the slim blonde teenager who appears to be waiting for somebody. No one sees her descend the steps, taking care not to slip on the dark green algae. Her dad brought her mudlarking here as a kid, looking for clay pipes and old glass bottles. The river’s odour reminds her of afternoons spent gazing down at the silt, going home with pockets full of history, his arm around her shoulders. The Thames smells the same as ever, of spices, salt and effluent. It will carry away every trace of her old existence, apart from her devotion to her father.

Ruby glances up at the walkway again before undoing her backpack. She takes out a jacket, shoes, her old passport and a folded sheet of paper, then places them on the steps, weighed down by a stone, just above the high-water mark. She takes a final look at her face stamped on the passport. Leaving her belongings by the river is a little too neat for her liking, but the police love simple solutions. They will believe that she took her own life. From now on, she will be Chloe Moore, a budding art student from Brighton.

When a man’s heavy footsteps pass overhead, she keeps her back pressed to the wall until the sound dies away. Once the pathway empties, she hurries back up the steps, abandoning her former existence like a butterfly shedding its chrysalis.
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Exercise is a fact of life on Bryher, and tonight it feels good to let off steam after my tense conversation with Goldman. The island boasts a few jeeps and tractors, golf buggies and bikes, but most people walk to their chosen destination. There’s only one tarmacked road, which runs from Hell Bay Hotel on the west coast up to Kitchen Porth in the east, where my godmother, Maggie Nancarrow, has run the island’s only pub for forty years. Nina and I make the short journey to the Rock on foot, following a path I know so well I could sprint along it with eyes closed.

We’re in no hurry tonight, which suits me fine. The pace of life is one of the things that drew me home from London years ago, and Nina has adjusted to it well. She doesn’t bother making conversation as we walk, too busy admiring the poppies and agapanthus blooming between cracks in the dry-stone walls around the fields. She enjoys silence, but I’d like to know more about how she’s feeling. She seems to be taking pregnancy in her stride, but she’s a stoic, rarely complaining about anything, and I might not guess if she was hating every minute. The nurse has warned her to rest. It concerns me that she ignores the advice, even though I’d probably do the same. She hates following orders, which is a trait we share.

‘Have you thought any more about baby names?’ she asks.

‘Not again, please.’ It’s the one issue we can’t resolve; I can’t face revisiting it tonight. ‘Let’s decide when he’s here.’

‘We need to be ready.’

‘Engelbert, maybe?’

‘God, you’re annoying. What if it’s a girl?’

‘Veronica? Or Delilah?’

‘We’ll come back to the name issue, Ben. It’s not going away.’

‘I can handle a daughter so long as she’s not the needlework type.’

Nina releases a slow laugh. ‘And if she is? I enjoy a bit of craft now and again.’

‘I’ll cope, but I’d prefer a kid who likes outdoor stuff.’

‘We’ll get what we’re given, Ben. Right now, they know we’re talking about them. Our kid wants your undivided attention.’

She takes my hand and places it on her bump. I can feel the steady kick of our child’s feet pulsing through her linen top, dancing to a rhythm we can’t hear.

‘He’s doing a workout.’

‘I love feeling it,’ she says. ‘But I want my body back, soon. I could murder a vodka and lime.’

I recognise almost everyone in the Rock when we join the crowd. Maggie’s inn has overlooked New Grimsby Sound for two centuries; it was a drinking den for smugglers back then, with low ceilings and a huge inglenook fireplace. Some old fishermen are passing the time of day in the corner. Maggie is behind the bar, chatting on the phone, her expression animated. She’s a powerhouse, even though she’s only five feet tall and well into her sixties. Her appearance hasn’t changed much since I was a kid. Her petite build is still trim, grey hair worn in a mass of ringlets, her eyes shielded by round-framed glasses.

Billy Reese serves us, without raising a smile. Maggie’s partner should be collecting his pension too, but he’s dressed like a biker, with grey hair and a long beard, Guns N’ Roses emblazoned across his T-shirt. It doesn’t take him long to broach the island’s hottest topic as he pours our drinks.

‘Where do you two stand on this building nonsense?’ he asks. ‘Surely we get enough visitors without a bloody outdoor activities centre?’

‘Locals will use it too,’ Nina says.

‘Can’t people birdwatch without an expert holding their hand? It’s Louis Hayle I pity; it’ll be right under his nose.’

‘At least the Trenwiths are funding it,’ I reply. ‘Our economy could do with a boost.’

Billy’s weather-beaten face forms a scowl. ‘They’ve brainwashed you, mate. Have you visited Louis’ place lately?’

‘Not for twenty years, but we had a chat earlier. He thinks I’ve sided with the enemy.’

‘I play chess with him sometimes, and it’s getting him down. How would you feel if someone parked a monstrosity in your front garden when you retired?’

‘Talk to Maeve, Billy. She’ll be here soon with Danny.’

‘Those two don’t care. They’ll bugger off once the place is up.’

‘Ignore him,’ Maggie says, once her call ends. ‘His kitchen hand resigned today; he’s been a nightmare ever since.’

Billy gives a sigh. ‘The lad’s found some flash job on the mainland without giving me notice. I can’t find a replacement, and that building project’s a thorn in my side.’

‘Get over it,’ Maggie tells him. ‘Let’s move with the times.’

‘It’ll be a bloody eyesore.’

‘Stay in your kitchen till you cheer up.’ She gives us a long-suffering smile. ‘Find a table, you two, I’ll get you some grub.’

‘We’ll wait for Danny and Maeve, if that’s okay?’

‘No problem. I’ll bring it over when they get here.’

‘Perfect.’

She gives a cheery wave before serving her next punter. My godmother loves plying us with food and drink; she rarely gives us a choice, but I’m not complaining. Her default reaction in good times and bad is to feed the whole community, keeping the pub open in winter, when the population dwindles. I suspect that her relationship with Billy only lasts because of the kindness that runs through her like the letters in a stick of rock.

Nina and I find a table in the corner, beside some computer-generated images of the building plans displayed on the wall. It’s a shrewd move on Maeve’s part. Everyone on the island has seen the drawings, because the pub serves as a village hall, with music nights every week, as well as yoga classes and birthday parties. They show a structure that looks too fragile to survive a gale. It’s a miracle of glass and steel that appears to be held together by confidence alone, which is a hallmark of Maeve’s work. I’ve seen photos of her most famous apartment block online. It looks as fragile as tissue paper, with panels reflecting the intense sun of Dubai.

I scan the crowded room as we sit down, looking for Zoe, but there’s no sign of her and Dev yet. My friend has kept a low profile since flying back from India. She hasn’t answered my texts either, which is unusual. My gaze falls on a woman sitting alone in a corner; she’s around sixty, attractive, with high cheekbones and carefully styled dark hair. Sandra Trescothick spends her weekdays at the town hall on St Mary’s. It’s her job to register births, marriages and deaths, so she knows every detail about local families. Her body language interests me. She’s watching the world go by as she sips her wine. It’s unusual to see anyone quite so relaxed in a public place, without feeling the need to read a book or check their phone.

The pub falls quiet when the Trenwiths arrive, as if everyone has been gossiping behind their backs, but the volume soon returns to normal once they join our table. They still strike me as an unlikely couple. Maeve looks like a rock chick in her leather jacket and jeans, black hair tumbling over her shoulders in loose waves. Danny’s appearance is more low-key. He’s in his forties, wearing a shabby corduroy jacket, and baggy jeans. He peers at us through glasses so thick his eyes look like wet chips of slate.

‘Sorry we’re late,’ he says. ‘DCI Madron called about indemnity insurance. He wants me to sail over to St Mary’s tomorrow with our forms.’

‘My boss loves paperwork. You’ve been warned.’

‘Thank God he’s not my problem,’ says Maeve. ‘People like that drive me nuts.’

Their roles appear clearly defined. Maeve enjoys the spotlight, while Danny is happy to project manage and stay out of the public eye, orchestrating every practical detail. I barely remember him from school, but he attended one of Louis Hayle’s summer camps with me and my brother when I was around twelve. He seemed to love sailing on Hayle’s boat, and building kites on the beach. He appears much less upbeat now, as if hard work has drained his joie de vivre.

I listen while Maeve quizzes Nina about what drew her to Bryher; I can see she’s intrigued by the twisting path that brought her here. My girlfriend had to choose between training as a doctor or going to music school to study violin. She opted for medical training, but withdrew after her first husband died. Then she trained as a chiropractor, finally pursuing counselling as her career. She’s secured a part-time job at St Mary’s Hospital, to begin once her maternity leave ends. Nina falls silent once all the questions are answered, happier to listen than talk, like Danny. He sits back while Maeve shares anecdotes, her smile burning at full strength.

The evening passes easily, with a few beers and some excellent seafood risotto, which is one of the Rock’s specialities. My gaze lands on Maeve’s hands as we eat. Heavy silver rings adorn each of her fingers; some are set with stones, the others bearing symbols or letters.

‘That’s unusual jewellery,’ I comment.

‘Ugly, you mean?’ Maeve says, smiling. ‘I made the rings myself; each one has its own meaning. Silversmithing keeps my creativity flowing between building projects.’

‘Ben’s terrified our baby might be artistic,’ Nina says, laughing.

‘He’s keeping his own skills quiet,’ Maeve replies. ‘Ben was top of the class in English. If he wasn’t playing rugby, or boxing at the gym, he was reading some big American novel.’

The conversation keeps returning to the couple’s architectural work. It sounds like they’ve been on a roller-coaster ride, with mishaps as well as victories. Our talk only returns to the activities centre as we finish our coffee.

‘Why did you come back?’ Nina asks. ‘You could be building palaces for the super-rich in some exotic city.’

‘We couldn’t let a hideous four-storey hotel get built on Bryher,’ says Maeve. ‘It’s personal too. We had to leave the islands because there was no decent work. The activities centre means we can help some of the local kids stay here into the future.’

‘The building’s legacy doesn’t bother me as much,’ Danny says, his face tense. ‘I just want it up and running. Our next project is a huge conference centre in Madrid, but Maeve won’t rest till her precious activities centre is finished.’ He ends his speech with a frown. It’s the first time the couple have seemed out of step.

Maeve prods his arm. ‘It was your idea, remember? We’ve been lucky, so why not pay it forwards? Leaving Scilly broke my heart. I dreamed about the islands for years; the big skies and cairns shaped my imagination.’

‘It’s odd that Louis Hayle objects so strongly. I know it will affect his view, but his reaction’s pretty extreme. Your building’s way better than a hotel complex,’ I say. ‘He told me about mentoring you years ago, Danny.’

‘He helped Maeve too, but Louis was a hero of mine as a kid,’ he replies. ‘I keep trying to win him over, but he’s having none of it, which is a pity. He seemed like James Bond back in the day, with his helicopter and that ocean-going yacht. You were here, Ben, you must remember his glamour.’

‘My brother and I only joined one summer camp. It was fun for a few days, but his rules were too strict for us. I preferred running wild with Zoe. You two spent weeks up there, didn’t you?’

‘He taught us to sail. It’s sad when old role models let you down,’ Danny replies, his voice solemn. ‘Louis can’t see that we’re doing something positive. Everyone on Bryher will benefit, but his bloody view is his only concern.’

‘Maybe’s he’s used to getting his way,’ Nina says. ‘We all lose power as we age, and he must still be grieving for his wife.’

‘We’d never do anything to spoil this place. I want to live here again one day,’ Maeve says. ‘We’re keeping my parents’ old cottage as our holiday home.’

‘It’s good to have a base here.’ Danny lifts his gaze to mine. ‘How come Zoe never showed up tonight?’

‘I don’t know, but you’ll see her before she flies back to India, I’m sure. They’re here for ten days.’

‘She’s another one that had to leave Bryher to achieve her potential,’ says Maeve.

The couple look thoughtful as we say goodnight, as if discussing the past hit a raw nerve. We’re heading for the door when my godmother scurries over, clutching a carrier bag. She rises onto her toes to kiss Nina’s cheek then mine, telling us to open the present when we get home. Maggie rushes away before either of us can thank her, leaving a trail of energy fizzing in her wake. When I glance at Sandra Trescothick’s table, my uncle is keeping her company, which surprises me. Ray is famously solitary, a boatbuilder who avoids small talk like the plague, yet he appears relaxed tonight. Sandra’s smiling like he’s told a first-class joke. Ray’s oilskin is draped across a chair, proving that he intends to stay for a while. I’ve never seen him drinking with a woman before. I file the idea away to tease him about later.

It’s eleven o’clock when we finally get outside. My eyes struggle to adjust from the pub’s brightness to complete dark; there’s hardly any light pollution in Scilly, with nothing to detract from the night sky. I’m not prepared when a wave of panic suddenly hits me. The darkness is so complete, anyone could be watching us from the shadows, and Goldman’s warning rings in my ears. A memory arrives before I can stop it, of driving Craig Travis to a meeting in some abandoned flats at night, before I understood the scale of his violence. I could only see shapes in the dark, but the sound will stay with me for ever. Once you’ve heard a man screaming for his life, it’s hard to forget. The cries lasted a long time. Two of Travis’s thugs were wielding machetes; it looked like they were slicing him apart.

‘Are you okay, Ben? You seem preoccupied.’ Nina’s question jerks me back into the present.

‘It’s just an old memory.’

‘You’re anxious about the baby coming, aren’t you? I feel the same. It’ll change everything. Some days it scares the shit out of me.’

‘I’m looking forward to it.’

She looks amused. ‘The same old Ben, showing no sign of human weakness.’

‘I’ve got plenty, but I want a family with you more than anything. I’m prepared to make sacrifices.’

‘That’s a good answer. Maybe it’s just my hormones running riot.’

We come to a halt when we reach the first stile, tipping our heads back to watch the constellations, her hand in mine. My eyes fix on the North Star. It’s easily the brightest thing in the sky, neon white against a glittering backdrop. The immensity of the view is humbling, yet my head’s full of tension. There’s still no breeze rising from the sea. I’m happier with Nina than I’ve ever been, but scared to exhale, in case the fragile bridge we’ve built between us collapses without warning.
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Ruby has spent her evening in a cinema, watching action movies, to kill time. It’s after midnight when she reaches Soho and heads for a private members’ club that stays open late into the night, to keep watch. The evening crowd is thinner as she buys a coffee from a stall that’s just closing. People are flagging down taxis or waiting for night buses when she positions herself outside the bar’s main entrance. She takes a few breaths to steady herself, hoping that the man she’s seeking is ready to go home.

When he comes barrelling down the steps ten minutes later, she walks into his path with calm deliberation. He blunders into her so hard she almost falls, and coffee splashes her jacket. Ruby feels a quick pulse of hatred as she gazes up at one of her dad’s old henchmen. She hasn’t seen Malcolm Pierce in years, and it’s clear he doesn’t recognise her. He was a powerful member of her dad’s gang, but now he’s just a middle-aged drunk in a cheap suit, the fabric shiny with wear.

‘Sorry, love, I’ve had a few beers. Are you okay?’

‘I’ll survive.’ She puts on the Eastern European accent she’s practised many times, in case anyone’s listening. ‘Have you been celebrating?’

‘Drowning my sorrows more like. I spend too much time in that damn place.’ His gaze focuses on her again. ‘You’re too pretty to be out this late.’

‘I’m going home from work.’

‘Take some cash to replace your jacket first.’ He takes a step closer, fumbling for his wallet.

‘No need, it’ll come clean in the wash.’ Her smile is forgiving.

‘At least let me buy you a drink.’

‘I should be on my way.’

‘Just a quick one, please. Don’t make me beg.’

Ruby can see misery in his eyes. She remembers her father saying that he often slipped into self-pity. ‘One coffee, that’s all.’

He beams in reply. ‘I knew you were an angel the minute I saw you.’

Pierce leans on Ruby’s shoulder as she leads him inside a fast-food café that stinks of bacon and cooking fat. The guy has shared all his sorrows before their drinks arrive. He messed up a crucial decision and now his friends have cut him adrift; his life’s been in free fall ever since. It’s even cost him his marriage. He sees his kids once in a blue moon.

‘Poor them. Children need their fathers,’ she whispers.

‘You’ve got a lovely voice. Where are you from exactly?’

‘Riga, but I had to leave. I came to London for a better chance.’

‘You’ll get it, love, with looks like yours.’

‘That’s very sweet.’

Ruby focuses on the next step, now that she’s reeled him in. She prepares to leave, saying that her room in a shared flat is only a few streets away. Pierce protests loudly, his speech still slurred.

‘Let me walk you there, love,’ he says. ‘You’re not safe at this time of night.’

She makes a show of refusing, then finally agrees. He’s still telling her his woes when she leads him outside. They follow the road until they reach the alleyway she chose months ago, on one of her research trips, with no CCTV in sight. It appears empty, apart from litter bins and boarded-up windows.

‘This is the quickest way.’

Pierce rushes after her, unwilling to say goodbye. She waits until they’re surrounded by darkness before coming to a halt.

‘Aren’t you going to kiss me?’ she asks. ‘That’s what you want, isn’t it?’

He looks happy for the first time tonight. He lunges closer, but never receives his kiss. He’s still smiling when Ruby drives a blade into his chest, then withdraws it, the flick knife clutched tightly in her hand. She’s done it before, as an initiation ritual for her dad, but this part always sickens her. The sound he makes is more animal than human, a guttural scream when he hits the ground, until she gives his head a vicious kick.

Thankfully he takes less than a minute to die. There’s no blood on her clothes, just a coffee stain that’s almost dried. Her father’s pride in her success floods through her veins. Ruby pulls on latex gloves before removing Pierce’s wallet, his watch and signet ring, then stows them in her bag, taking care not to dirty her shoes. Now the police will struggle to identify him. She considers cutting her father’s symbol into his skin, but it’s too early for calling cards. When Ruby looks down at her victim’s body, all she feels is hatred. Pierce was the first to squeal, giving names to the police; he was instrumental in condemning her father to a lifetime behind bars. Her dad’s knife is filthy with blood, so she wipes it clean on Pierce’s jacket, then walks away.


OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398510326/images/f0006-01.jpg
Round
Island

St Helens
St Martin’s
(3
Bryher
s
Northern Rock: o?
Jorthern Rocks TrCSCO % %
< a®
o
267 o
Samson Eastern
Isles
4
o <
b
St Mary’s

N
...B.-

Bishop Rock

/ Annet
% ¥ "~ Gugh ISLES OF

SCILLY

Western Rocks  ©.

29
St Agnes





OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/PTSans-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/Roboto-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398510326/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Maps


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Prologue


		Part One

		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24







		Part Two

		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46







		Part Three

		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51


		Chapter 52


		Chapter 53


		Chapter 54


		Chapter 55


		Chapter 56


		Chapter 57


		Chapter 58


		Chapter 59


		Chapter 60


		Chapter 61


		Chapter 62


		Chapter 63


		Chapter 64


		Chapter 65


		Chapter 66


		Chapter 67


		Chapter 68


		Chapter 69


		Chapter 70


		Chapter 71


		Chapter 72


		Chapter 73


		Chapter 74


		Chapter 75


		Chapter 76


		Chapter 77


		Chapter 78


		Chapter 79


		Chapter 80


		Chapter 81


		Chapter 82


		Chapter 83


		Chapter 84


		Chapter 85


		Chapter 86


		Chapter 87







		Acknowledgements


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Maps


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Prologue


		Acknowledgments


		Copyright








		I


		III


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438








OEBPS/e9781398510326/images/f0007-01.jpg
Bryher

Shipman Head

Badplace Hill

Louis Hayle’s
Site of activities

house
centre
%
Hell Bay Hotel %,
oA
<>6 Z

Hell Bay

Hangman Island

Tresco

Ben's
house
TheRock Pub

Porthcawls’ Cottage

b

Lucy Boston’s shop)

ThcToum Arthur Penwithick's
house
Boatyard

Church Quay

Trenwiths

y Cottage

Pen\ny Cadgwith's
house

Green Bay

Nathan Kernow's

house O

Samson Hill

b Rushy Bay





OEBPS/e9781398510326/images/9781398510326.jpg
THE PAST CASTS LONG
SHADOWS....

e ot - - - = == f y S8
= » — . - = ¥ 1 4 (3 /3
e R B — - b g . 4
o= ‘ % = e - 8]
. i s
o g7
. ’ &y v !
: o - . - R e i :
~ SRR, bR 1
I

‘An absolute master of pace
ELLY GRIFFITHS - i





OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/PTSans-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398510326/images/title.jpg
-0
<0
X T

THE

BRUTAL

TIDE

SIMON &
SCHUSTER
London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781398510326/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


