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            To my husband Geoffrey
 and
 my children Aaron and Rachel
            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
   
         
            ‘For what is marriage?

            A little joy, and then a chain of sorrows’
            

            
                

            

            Maria Magdalena van Beethoven (1746–1787 [Mother of Ludwig van Beethoven]  to Cäcilia Fischer, a neighbour  
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            Autumn: Prologue

         
 
         Up the path beside the graveyard, skirting puddles which never dried out from one rainstorm to the next, John Jones went with the edgy gait of an old dog, cursing as his ankle turned on a loose stone, and mud spattered over the toe of his boot and up his trouser leg. He looked behind him for the hundredth time, but saw only dripping trees and rank undergrowth, heard only wind in the deep woods, whining through creaking, snapping branches. He prayed it was only the wind, and not the white-faced man come to breathe the dirty stink of death in his frightened old face.
         
 
         At the top of the path, where the tarmac lane stopped dead by the church gates, he leaned against the wall to get his breath, thinking his life a sorry mess if he was too afraid to stay in his own house and must seek some human company; even his dreary nagging wife better company than the monsters of the imagination. He peered down the lane, past the school with its yard and classrooms empty for the weekend, to the row of low cottages beyond, where his wife was doubtless gossiping with her cronies over cups of tea in Mary Ann’s parlour. Pushing his scrawny body away from the wall, he slid off along the lane, wondering who the man might be, knowing, as night followed day, that such pursuit boded ill for the health of John Jones. The man had been told to follow him, told to worry him like a rogue dog after sheep, told to wait until Chance smirked, then told to pick up a stone or a heavy branch and smash the living daylights out of his head.
         
 
         He rubbed his scalp, the skull so thin and fragile beneath its pelt of matted dirt-grey hair, knowing how easily he could be destroyed; head crushed and all of himself inside obliterated, along with all the secrets: secrets locked away from the prying noses of his wife and the rest of the world, secrets known only to God. But that was the root of his trouble and terror, because not only God was privy to some of those secrets.
         
 
         Thumping on Mary Ann’s door with a huge fist at the end of his skinny long arm, still looking behind him, John Jones wondered how much money the man had demanded to do the deed, how much it was worth to have John Jones’s mouth and eyes and ears shut for ever. Was he worth more dead than alive, like a carcase at Clutton’s slaughterhouse? He shivered, waiting for the old woman to creep on her fat rheumaticky legs to open her door, thinking his pursuer might be a gippo from the site down the main road, happy to crunch an old man’s skull to bloody splinters for the price of a packet of baccy, or even for nothing and just for the hell of it. John Jones decided, as he heard Mary Ann fumbling with her lock, it was time to put a stop to it all, to redeem the time the other one planned to steal. Time to take the lid off the can of worms. He snickered to himself, for it was more a can of maggots by now.
         
 
         ‘She’s not here,’ Mary Ann said. ‘She’s doing messages for me.’
 
         ‘Where’s she gone then, old woman?’
 
         ‘Less of the old woman from you!’ Mary Ann snarled. ‘Whore’s dog!’ She spat at him, and slammed the door in his face, leaving him marooned on her polished doorstep. He deliberately scuffed his dirty boots on the purply slate, scarring the sheen with filth, before trailing off down the lane, away from the church, towards the main road. He looked behind again, then sat on the garden wall of somebody’s house, making a roll-up, cogitating on his plight, and the fear scouring like poison through his bowels.
         
 
         Sunshine cut the tattered rags of storm cloud, warming his face, making the sweat rise. He lit his cigarette, pungent smoke curling in the air with the stink of his body, remembering what he had seen in those dark woods. The memory stirred him from the wall, gave his feet a life of their own, to pace the square of weedy grass at the roadside, and to kick their owner for his stupidity. He could have rid himself of his job, thrown the pittance of a wage back in the arrogant face of the castle gentry, abandoned the rancid hovel in which he lived, and the poverty suffocating his smallest dream, trampling it into the dirt before it even took shape. And best of all, he could be rid of his wife, the one ugly enough to frighten the Devil from his den.
         
 
         He sat again on sun-warmed stone, smelling the scents of late-blooming roses in the garden behind him, watching leaves flutter down from the trees to lie in drifts of gold and copper-brown against walls and tree boles, and looked at the manicured acreage lavished with flowering shrubs and succulent roses in pinks and yellows and ivory white. He stared at the cottage within the garden and felt envy enough to break the stoutest heart, recalling the other cottage, its reek of wealth, the rich fat furniture, deeper and more tempting than the breasts and thighs of any wench. He sighed, shaking his head to nudge the memories out of the darkness where he thrust them long months before. It was not too late even now. John Jones ground his jaw, stumps of teeth crunching together, and called himself worse than a fool. He spat on the ground, a phlegmy globule which lay glistening in the sunshine before sliding off the edge of a dead leaf. In his mind’s eye, he saw the man staring at him from the night-dark trees, eyes glittering like black coals, face white as death. He shivered violently, thinking the man might have set a trap in the deepest woods, a gin-trap big enough to snare him, strong enough to hold him until his death throes ceased.
         
 
         Jumping to his feet, he loped back to the village, sticking up two fingers as he passed Mary Ann’s cottage, and on to the path to his own place, head high, fear quenched by resolve and the prospect of a brighter dawn to come. Time for the other one to have some shocks, he said to himself. A taste of their own bitter medicine might sicken enough to stop the flaunting and the sneering, the swaggering in that fancy car. He licked his lips, tasting revenge. Folk said money stank, and it was time the stench in John Jones’s house and about his person took on another flavour. He started whistling, a shrill rendering of ‘Bread of Heaven’, his ugly wife’s favourite hymn, and scuffed his way back down the path beside the graveyard. 
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Spring: Chapter 1

         
 
         Tall and dark and, in the eyes of most of the women and not a few of the men who saw him about his daily business, more than a little handsome, Dewi Prys, twenty-seven years old come June, when he would have been a policeman for exactly eight years, a detective for almost three, and reared on the big council estate just outside Bangor city, hastily folded up the Daily  Post  and pushed it under a sheaf of files when he heard Jack Tuttle walking up the stairs from the cell block. Dewi had little time for the inspector. Born and bred in gentler territory near the English border, Jack knew nothing of hardship and isolation, of melancholia scavenging a man’s soul through long days and nights when rain and wind stalked the mountains, beating against doors and rattling draughty windows, threatening invasion like marauding English, or when God wrapped village and chapel and earth and trees in a pall of mountain mist as stifling as all the guilt in Christendom.
         
 
         Dewi looked up. ‘What did our young friend in the cells want, sir?’ he asked. ‘Did he confess? Did he say “Yes sir, it was me nicked the video from Dixon’s in Caernarfon and took it back a week later to Dixon’s in Bangor for a refund?” I’ll bet he didn’t, did he?’
         
 
         Jack sat down. ‘He wanted to speak to the chief inspector. So he could speak Welsh.’
         
 
         ‘Mr McKenna’s not on duty ’til Monday, is he?’ Dewi said. ‘Wouldn’t he tell you, then?’
         
 
         ‘Well,’ Jack said, ‘in among a lot of garbage about how it was his right to be able to speak in his own language – the language of the hearth, as he calls it – your mate Ianto told me Jamie Thief has two ladyfriends and a fancy car.’
         
 
         ‘Very into nationalism, is Ianto,’ Dewi said. ‘Been known to do his fair share of rabble-rousing with the Welsh Language lot.’ He leaned back, and crossed his legs. ‘He’s not really a mate of mine, sir. I just happen to know him because he lives on the estate; so I can’t help it if I hear he’s bragging about spraying paint on walls by the new road, can I? Ianto reckons it was him wrote that rude message about the Queen just before she opened Conwy Tunnel.’ 
         
 
         ‘Did you hear me, Prys?’ Jack snapped. ‘He said Jamie has a new car. What d’you know about it?’
         
 
         ‘Nothing,’ Dewi said. ‘You actually said, sir, that Ianto said Jamie has a fancy car. Or, maybe, a ladyfriend with a fancy car.’ He paused. ‘Or even, two ladyfriends.’
         
 
         ‘Well?’ Jack snapped; Dewi thought, like an evil-tempered little dog.
 
         ‘Well Jamie’s never had a problem pulling the women,’ Dewi observed.
         
 
         ‘What’s that got to do with it?’
 
         ‘Nothing, most probably. He’s making hay. He’ll be inside again before long.’
         
 
         ‘Why? What for?’
 
         ‘Don’t know yet, do we? But Jamie’s always done something.  It’s just a matter of waiting to find out what, then dropping on him.’
         
 
         Jack tapped a pencil tip on the desk. ‘I suppose I should’ve asked your mate for a few details.’
         
 
         ‘Wouldn’t be much point to that. He’d only tell you a tale … in any language. He’s probably hoping to set us on Jamie to pay him back for something. Anyway,’ Dewi continued, ‘Jamie hasn’t got a car. I’d know, wouldn’t I, seeing how he only lives a few doors from my nain. Somebody wants to see us, by the way. The duty officer called through.’
         
 
         ‘Who?’
 
         ‘John Beti.’
 
         ‘Who’s he?’
 
         ‘John Jones. Beti Gloff’s husband.’
 
         ‘And who, Prys, is Beti Gloff?’
 
         ‘Lame Beti, sir. From Salem village,’ Dewi said. ‘Beti Gloff.’
 
         ‘Why’s she called Beti Gloff and not Beti Jones?’
 
         ‘She is called Beti Jones, sir.’ Dewi sighed. ‘Gloff means lame in Welsh.’
         
 
         ‘Oh,’ Jack said. ‘So what does her husband want with us?’
 
         ‘Don’t know, do I? Nobody said.’
 
         ‘We’d better find out, then, hadn’t we? Bring him into my office.’
 
         ‘Yes, sir.’
 
         ‘Prys?’ Jack stopped by the door. ‘What do we know about this John Jones? Does he have a record? Always as well to know your villains, isn’t it?’
         
 
         ‘I wouldn’t call John Beti a villain. Don’t reckon he’s got the belly for it. He’s been done for this and that over the years, mostly thieving … we thought he pinched some detonators from Dorabella Quarry a while back, but it wasn’t him.’
         
 
         ‘Who was it, then?’ Jack asked. ‘One of the terrorist lot? What’s the expression, Prys? The joke about fire-bombing Welsh properties so the English can’t buy them?’ 
         
 
         Dewi sighed again. ‘Something along the lines of “Come home to a nice warm fire in a Welsh cottage”, sir,’ he said. ‘A local farmer nicked the detonators to blow up a tree-stump in the middle of his best arable field.’
         
 
         ‘That’s bloody typical, isn’t it?’ Jack said. ‘Why on earth didn’t he just go out and buy some?’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         John Jones sat in the chair beside Jack’s desk, making a roll-up. In between spreading shreds of tobacco on grubby paper, licking the edge of the paper with flicks of a thin and pointed tongue, he smirked at Dewi. Dropping a match into the wastebin, after dousing its flame with a calloused thumb, he said, ‘Put you in long pants now, have they, Dewi Prys?’
         
 
         ‘Why did you want to see us, Mr Jones?’ Jack asked.
 
         ‘Got something for you, haven’t I?’
 
         ‘Have you?’ Jack said.
 
         ‘Yes.’ He smirked again. ‘Doing your job for you, I am.’
 
         ‘Are you?’ Dewi intervened. ‘How’s that, then?’
 
         ‘Found you a body, didn’t I?’ John Jones looked from Jack to Dewi, looking for a pat on the back, Dewi thought, and thought he would rather send him back to his hovel with a flea in his ear to keep company with those infesting his bed.
         
 
         ‘Where is it, then, John Betti?’ Dewi asked. ‘Where’s this body you’ve so kindly found for us?’
         
 
         John Jones turned to Jack. ‘You should do something with him,’ he said, flicking a thumb towards Dewi. ‘Got a gob on him like a parish oven.’
         
 
         Jack fidgeted. ‘Where’s the body?’
 
         ‘In the woods, isn’t it?’
 
         ‘We don’t know, do we?’ Dewi said. ‘We’re trying to find out. Which woods is it supposed to be in?’
         
 
         ‘What d’you mean? “Supposed to be”?’ John Jones screeched. ‘It’s not supposed  to be anywhere! It’s in Castle Woods. I’ve seen it there, haven’t I?’
         
 
         ‘If you say so,’ Dewi said.
 
         ‘Who is it?’ Jack demanded.
 
         ‘Who is it?’ John Jones repeated, raising meagre eyebrows. ‘How the fuck should I know? It’s all bones and rags.’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Dewi and John Beti in the car with him, Jack turned off the expressway on to the narrow old road by Salem village, crossed Telford’s graceful bridge spanning the river, and stopped outside high blue gates guarding one of the private entrances to Snidey Castle Estate. Glimpsing John Jones’s thin face as he suddenly shifted on the seat, Jack thought the man like a fairy-tale character: wizened and strange and not quite real.
         
 
         ‘I see the crime-scene lot beat us to it,’ he said, pointing towards the white van parked over the road. He turned to John Jones. ‘How far into the woods were you when you saw the body?’
         
 
         ‘Dunno. Maybe a mile from here. Maybe a bit more. I wasn’t taking much notice, just wandering round.’
         
 
         ‘Doing what?’ Dewi asked. ‘Poaching?’
 
         ‘Minding my own fucking business, Dewi Prys! You should try it sometime.’
         
 
         Dewi unbuckled his seat belt. ‘You  should try minding your mouth!’ He climbed out of the car, and looked back up the road. As night drew near, cloud again massed behind the mountains, in the wake of a gale still not spent. Broken twigs littered the verges, drops of rain spattered here and there. The wind, turned during the night, carried a harsh chill from the north-west, and in the distance, drifts of snow left over from earlier storms lay deep and treacherous in mountain hollows and crevices. By morning, Dewi thought, the mountains above Dorabella Quarry would be capped with a fresh fall.
         
 
         Anxious to be out of a car beginning to smell of something odd and stale and rather unwholesome, Jack followed. Taking Wellingtons from the boot, he changed, placing his shoes neatly in their own space, eyeing the nut-brown leather with distaste as a spiteful jibe, mouthed by Ianto in the cells under the police station, returned to taunt him. A brown nose, Ianto called him, and accused him of trying to trample McKenna into the mud to gain promotion. Then, staring long and hard at Jack’s shoes, Ianto had said, ‘Come to think of it, Mr Inspector, I daresay folk has problems seeing anything but the soles of your fancy shoes at times.’
         
 
         ‘Are we to wait for the chief inspector, sir?’ Dewi asked.
 
         ‘I haven’t been in touch,’ Jack said. ‘No need to disturb him until we know what’s what. Let’s get on with it. It’ll be dark before long.’
         
 
         ‘We’d better mark the way with this, then,’ Dewi said, pulling a roll of Dayglo plastic tape from the van. ‘Like Theseus in the maze, going after the Minotaur. Wouldn’t want to get lost, would we?’
         
 
         ‘Fat chance!’ John Jones sneered. ‘Could smell you lot under fifty fucking feet of water, never mind in a few trees!’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         A short way along a gravelled lane driven through ranks of tall Scotch pine, John Jones stopped to get his bearings before plunging down a muddy slope into the trees. Knotting tape round a tree trunk, Dewi followed the others into the deep woods where pine gave way to slender columns of birch and alder, close-grown elm trees rotten with disease, their branches tangled into crippled distortions, as if the struggle for light had proved beyond their strength. John Jones moved hesitantly forward, standing now and then to look for signs of earlier passage, while dead leaves from a hundred autumn falls lay sodden underfoot, mouldering and dirty, the stench of decay filling the air. 
         
 
         ‘How often d’you reckon people come down here?’ Jack asked him. He shrugged, and ploughed on without a word, down a steep incline towards the river, its slimy banks littered with outcrops of pale marbled rock. Wellingtons skidding, Jack almost tumbled in, and Dewi caught his arm, hauling him upright.
         
 
         ‘You could hide a hundred bodies down here and nobody’d ever find them,’ Dewi observed. He turned to John Jones. ‘Funny how you managed, isn’t it?’
         
 
         By the river, waters creaming in spate over rock debris and glittering gravel on the river-bed, the light was magnificent, filled with steely-blue and grey-white tones, the sun long obscured behind thick winter cloud driven hard and fast by winds off the sea. Branches creaked in the heavy silence, yet the air remained so still it was like, Jack fancied, being submerged. Wherever he looked, he saw trees: sombre, dark trees, some frosted with the sharp livid green of budding foliage, others dying, life choked out by dark tendrils of ivy. Along the riverbanks, lichen-covered rocks tumbled, wrapped in fronds of dead bracken. No birdcall broke the stillness, no small animals scuttered in the undergrowth; nothing relieved the grandeur and symmetry of nature reclaiming its own. His eye caught the drift of a shadow within the phalanx of trees directly ahead, and he stared, trying to make sense of the mass of grey and mouldy green splashed in his line of sight like drab colour running from a painter’s careless brush strokes.
         
 
         John Jones moved forward, boots squelching. ‘It’s there. I can see it.’ Slowly, almost reluctantly, they followed the crabbed figure. On a mound within the woods, amid a convolution of dead trees throttled with ivy, the body, barely more substantial than the shadow of a shadow, swung on the end of frayed rope, clothes which had once been black hanging in grey tatters about its limbs. Little fillets of dried flesh still clung here and there; a few tufts of matted hair sprouted from its head. The eyes were long gone, a feast for the crows and magpies. Jack looked upon their find, and his scalp crawled. How many days and nights had she hung there, drenched by rain, scalded by the summer sun, scoured by the winds, and made brittle by deep mid-winter frost?
         
 
         The corpse dangled close to the ground, rope and neck and spine and legs stretched by gravity and damp: elongated into some surrealistic form, feet pointing like those of a dancer, motion frozen in mid jump. A ragged skirt swung with a life of its own, giving off heady puffs of some strange scent. Touching nothing, in fear of damaging the frail remains, Jack examined the body. As he moved around, it seemed to swing after him, attracted by a strange magnetism, the head leaning forward to watch his progress. He felt its hip brush his shoulder, and almost screamed with terror.
         
 
         A suicide, he decided, and a typical way for a woman to kill herself. He stood behind her, that strange scent drying the back of his throat, and looked at what remained of her hands, crippled and clawed below the thick leather strap which bound her wrists tight together like those of the convict ready for execution.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Chapter 2

         
 
         ‘Have you told McKenna yet?’ Emma Tuttle asked her husband.
 
         ‘Couldn’t raise him. Been trying all afternoon and evening.’ Jack yawned.
         
 
         ‘D’you want me to call Denise?’
 
         ‘No, love. I’ll ring again before we go to bed. Nothing to be done tonight, anyway.’
         
 
         Emma threw another log on the fire. ‘Is anyone still down in that awful place? On a night like this?’ she asked. ‘You haven’t left anyone there on his own, have you?’
         
 
         ‘No point. We don’t know how long the body’s been there until Eifion Roberts does the post-mortem … if then. From the looks of it, she died at least before winter set in.’
         
 
         Emma shuddered. ‘Poor woman!’ she said. ‘It’s absolutely dreadful, isn’t it?’
         
 
         ‘I suppose….’ Jack yawned again. ‘Are the twins all right?’
 
         ‘Of course they are,’ Emma said. ‘Why shouldn’t they be?’
 
         ‘They’re very quiet.’
 
         Emma smiled. ‘Typical policeman, aren’t you?’ she said. ‘Just because they’re not making a noise, you presume they’re up to no good.’
         
 
         ‘Well, that’s usually the case with them, isn’t it?’
 
         
             

         
 
         Full darkness fell before police and forensic officers left the woods, trailing after stretcher-bearers and the pathologist. Cutting down this anonymous woman was a delicate task, two people needed to hold her as Dewi climbed up to untie the rope. The knots too tight, the rope too sodden to unravel, he was forced to saw it through, while the others steadied the convulsive swinging and jerking of the body below.
         
 
         ‘Well, we can be sure it’s not suicide,’ Eifion Roberts observed. ‘Nobody could strap up their own hands like that…. That belt might tell us something eventually.’ He straightened up, pulling off surgical gloves. ‘Don’t envy you this one. Looks more like an execution than a common or garden murder. You might well find yourselves looking at a terrorist link.’
         
 
         
            * * *

         
 
          
         ‘What sort of day did you have?’ Jack asked his wife.
 
         ‘Not very enjoyable, to be honest,’ Emma admitted. ‘Chester was terribly crowded. I don’t know why we bother going on a Saturday afternoon, except Denise seemed to need some time to herself … she bought a lovely suit from Browns.’
         
 
         ‘And how is our elegant Mrs McKenna?’
 
         ‘I do wish you wouldn’t talk about her in that nasty tone,’ Emma snapped. ‘She’s very unhappy.’
         
 
         ‘So is her husband,’ Jack said.
 
         ‘Is he?’ Emma asked. ‘Well, that doesn’t give him the right to make her life a misery. She was actually crying today. In public! They’d had another row this morning. And d’you know what about?’ Emma demanded. ‘Religion, of all things. How can any normal person row about religion?’
         
 
         Jack sighed. ‘He’s Catholic, she’s Chapel.’
 
         ‘So?’
 
         ‘So she keeps harping on about him going to chapel with her even though she knows he won’t.’
         
 
         ‘I suppose that’s his story, is it?’
 
         ‘What’s hers, then?’ Jack said.
 
         ‘Oh, don’t be so bloody spiteful!’ Emma exclaimed. ‘For Denise of all people to sit in a café crying….’
         
 
         Jack stood up. ‘And we’ve all seen Denise cry when it suits her, haven’t we? Tears welling out of those baby-blue eyes … how did you describe it, Em? Like glass beads, you said, sliding down porcelain cheeks, then shattering on the ground. Very fanciful. How long d’you think she spent rehearsing that?’
         
 
         ‘Why must you be so absolutely horrible about her? What’s she done to you?’
         
 
         ‘Emma!’ Anger put an edge to Jack’s voice. ‘Denise McKenna is spoilt. Have you ever wondered what she does with herself all day? Except spend his hard-earned money? No kids, no pets, every gadget you can think of in that house. And a cleaner! She’s bored! And women like her,’ he added, ‘are bloody dangerous, because they make everybody else as bored and dissatisfied as they are.’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Jack arrived at the police station early on Sunday morning to find house-to-house enquiries in Salem village already organized, and McKenna seated at one of the computers, trawling the missing persons index.
         
 
         ‘Roberts is already doing the post-mortem, so he can go sailing this afternoon,’ McKenna said. 
         
 
         ‘Did he tell you his theory?’
 
         McKenna looked up. ‘Terrorists? A possibility, I suppose, but unlikely.’ He pushed his chair away from the desk. ‘Our local outlaws haven’t killed anybody yet. They seem quite content with arson and the odd letter bomb.’ Reaching for his cigarettes, he added, ‘Anyway, you expect a bullet in the back of the neck from proper terrorists. After the knee-capping, of course.’
         
 
         Jack said, ‘You’re not supposed to smoke near the computers, sir.’
 
         ‘Why not?’
 
         ‘It says so on that notice on the wall.’
 
         ‘I know that, Jack. Why not?’
 
         ‘I dunno … I suppose the smoke buggers up the works or something.’
 
         McKenna stood up. ‘Well, we wouldn’t want to do that, would we?’
 
         Expecting one of the mercurial changes of temper which characterized McKenna’s personality and made those around him feel they blundered with shrouded eyes through a minefield, Jack forebore to ask why McKenna preferred to work on a precious weekend off. Some things, he told himself, were best unsaid, for such questions might draw a response no one could ignore.
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Demons of folklore and wraiths of legend danced the twisting narrow lanes of Salem village, padded on silent feet in the wake of the living, and weaved threads of dark magic through the woods. Its dwellings built within sight of the squat-towered church and graveyard, the village inhabited the dark shadow of Castle Woods: acres of impenetrable growth along the foreshore of Menai Straits and beyond the bluff of land on which Snidey Castle stood.
         
 
         Fashioned by local skills, local labour, more than a century before for an Englishman gorged on the slave trade, fat with riches and cruelty, the castle swallowed the ruins of an ancient manor. The Englishman named his grotesque folly Castell Eborgofiant – the Castle of Oblivion – and the slate quarry gouging a huge wound in the distant mountain, where Welsh slavery further bloated his riches, he named for his wife Dorabella.
         
 
         Castell Eborgofiant became Snidey Castle almost as soon as the last stone was bedded into place, a small revenge for a huge injustice: Snidey because it hid itself within the shroud of trees, only the top of a battlemented keep in view; Snidey because it was bogus, a fake castle, embellished beyond all reason or sense. Every time he glimpsed those grey battlements, Dewi Prys wished upon that long-dead Englishman and his Dorabella all the torments of imagination, prayed for the ghosts of all the souls, black and Welsh, from which greed had stripped dignity in life, to lie entwined with them in death in their ornate and vulgar tomb in the village graveyard. 
         
 
         His colleagues interviewing people at the castle and in the houses near the main road, Dewi wandered around the easterly side of the village, past the old schoolhouse, the vicarage, and the little row of single-storey dwellings next to the primary school, before making his way down the path beside the graveyard, under dripping trees and branches dragging low and heavy. The path debouched eventually at a small gateway in high stone walls marking the estate’s southern boundary, beyond which a little drinking fountain still trickled with brackish water pooling stagnant and spotted with slime.
         
 
         Smells of rotting leaf mould curled in the air, reminding Dewi of the riverbank and the deep woods and the poor ravaged body dangling from its rope. ‘There’ll be some story behind that,’ his nain had observed. The old ones on the council estate, safe from whatever horrors languished less than a mile up the road, relished long into the early hours of Sunday morning, on ghosts and tragedy and those secret things, just out of sight of this world, lying in ambush for the unwary.
         
 
         Lame Beti, out on her wanderings, her perambulations around the countryside, yawed from side to side up the path towards Dewi. She was never still, as if her crippled frame could not rest with its deformity, or bear to contemplate its ugliness. She grinned, showing teeth more crooked than the gravestones in the churchyard next to where they stood. ‘Hiya, del.  No need to ask what you’re doing here.’
         
 
         Her voice, mangled by a cleft palate, grated on the ear. No one could look Beti in the eye: one bulbous muddy eye, to quote Nain’s picturesque description, looked towards Bethesda, the other to Caernarfon: east and west. She was the most extravagantly ugly person Dewi had ever seen: more grotesque than any gargoyle leering from the church walls, as ugly as a gathering of all the sins in the world.
         
 
         ‘Nain and her cronies were up half the night jangling,’ he said.
 
         She cackled. ‘John Jones given folk something to talk about, has he?’
 
         ‘You could say that,’ Dewi agreed.
 
         ‘Was you on your way to see me, del?’  she asked. ‘Only I’m not there, like. What did you want to know?’
         
 
         ‘Anything you’ve got to tell me.’
 
         She started off up the path, moving with surprising speed, lame legs swinging out each side of her body. Dewi went with her. ‘I’m going to see if Mary Ann wants any messages. You come with me. She’s always glad of a bit extra company.’
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            Chapter 3

         

         At lunchtime, when a spiteful north-easterly wind, the back end of recent storms lashing its tail like an angry cat about to spring, splashed squally rain against the windows of Eifion Roberts’ laboratory, he abandoned all notions of an afternoon’s sailing on the Straits.
         

         The post-mortem on the unknown woman was undemanding, cause of death apparently throttling at the end of a rope. The rope, grown thin with time, its running noose tightened almost horizontally around the neck by the weight of her body’s descent, shedded bits of stringy fibre on the bench where it now lay. Dr Roberts photographed and X-rayed the body, giving particular attention to an old and complex fracture he found on the left ankle bone. Too little flesh remained, except for where clothing had protected her from the elements, to show evidence of injury prior to death. The skull, stripped almost clean, by birds and nature and insects, bore no fracture. Putrefaction was long complete; the internal organs shrivelled, almost mummified. He removed, with tremendous care, the major organs and uterus, sealing them in jars ready for dissection.
         

         Emrys, his assistant, carefully unwound the belt which had bound the woman’s wrists. Made of dark brown cowhide, without ornamentation of any kind, it was three and a half inches wide, its colour bleached where rain and sun and wind had touched. Someone had cut off the buckle, leaving a jagged end.
         

         Spread on a table, the woman’s ragged garments gave off a faint scent. Dr Roberts sniffed at the clothing, trying to place the smell in memory. Redolent of funerals, but not the scent of death, it was a dry mustiness catching in the throat, and would, he thought, make him feel terribly and inexplicably depressed if it became too cloying.
         

         Emrys looked up from a thick manual detailing garment makers and labels. ‘The clothes are German in origin, Dr Roberts,’ he said. ‘Only problem is, they’re sold through at least a hundred outlets in Britain. Middling expensive, but nothing special.’
         

         ‘Bugger!’ Eifion Roberts fingered the garments. ‘Not much hope of finding out where she bought them, then?’ 
         

         ‘I’ll fax some photos to Germany, anyway. They should be able to tell us when they were made, where they were sold … might narrow it down a bit.’
         

         ‘Fat chance! When did we last strike gold with that line of enquiry? Women’s clothes, they’re like I don’t know what…. Like grains of sand, they are, millions and millions of the bloody things. Makes you depressed just thinking about them…. We’d need Princess Di on the slab before we stood a chance of getting an ID off her clothes.’
         

         Emrys smiled. ‘If Princess Di went missing for as long as this lady, somebody might notice.’ He fingered the belt. ‘I’ll send a photo of this as well. It’s very good quality leather.’
         

         
             

         

         Dewi’s two colleagues returned to Bangor in mid-afternoon, with odds and ends of information, but nothing apparently relevant or of real interest.
         

         ‘They’ll have to go out again tomorrow,’ Jack said to McKenna. ‘Half the village was off somewhere for the day.’
         

         ‘Any decent programmes on TV tonight?’ McKenna asked. ‘Because if not, we’ll send a team out from the evening shift. Nothing like entertaining people of a dull Sunday evening.’ He lit a cigarette. ‘Pity none of the missing women had an injury like the one Dr Roberts found on this lady’s ankle.’
         

         ‘Hard graft time again then, isn’t it?’ Jack said.

         By late afternoon, each police force reporting missing women had received a faxed package of description, X-rays and photographs of teeth, injury and sinuses, and a request for enquiries to be made of hospitals, doctors and dentists in their areas. Dr Roberts tentatively, as he told McKenna, put the dead woman’s age at between twenty-five and forty-five, but probably around thirty-five. She had probably, but only probably, he emphasized, been dead some eighteen to forty-eight months, but most likely somewhere in between.
         

         ‘May as well put the file in pending now, Jack,’ McKenna said. ‘If it wasn’t for the bound wrists, we’d simply have an unfortunate suicide. Where’s young Dewi? He should have been back with the others.’
         

         ‘He called in a while ago. He’s talking to some of the old women in the village. Reckons they might know something useful.’
         

         ‘Doubt it. Still, no harm in trying … has anyone talked to Jamie Thief yet?’
         

         ‘Sorry, no. Slipped my mind with all the excitement.’

         ‘He’ll keep. You get off home, Jack. We’ll start again in the morning.’

         Driving home, Jack wondered how McKenna would avoid Denise when excuses about pressure of work were finally exhausted, and why so many policemen’s marriages ended in disaster, with bitterness and drunken violence sadly commonplace. Management maintained a bland public image, fed on the misapprehension that admission of imperfection would damage public confidence. Complaints against the police multiplied, but became muddied and obfuscated, the complainant often victimized, while the media railed about accountability, made allegations of rank-closing and wilful disinformation. Word had travelled about the woman’s bound hands, as Jack knew it would: two London journalists simply insulted him when he refused to comment on possible terrorist involvement.
         

         Emma was pleased to see him, last night’s anger dissipated. Jack was less than delighted to find Denise McKenna draped elegantly across the sofa, sipping white wine, looking as if she intended to stay, questions about her husband, his whereabouts, hanging unspoken between them.
         

         
             

         

         The inspector was too abrasive, too dismissive of things not neatly fitting his own views, Dewi told himself, relieved to find Jack Tuttle gone. He liked and respected McKenna, even if others said the chief inspector was difficult, too prone to heed his imagination.
         

         ‘Sorry I’m late back, sir. Been talking to the old ladies in the village.’

         ‘And?’

         ‘They had a lot to say, but then, they always do…. Beti took me to Mary Ann’s. Then Faith and Mair Evans turned up, probably’ – Dewi looked up and grinned – ‘because they saw me going into Mary Ann’s and couldn’t wait to nosey-parker. Anyway, they were jangling about this and that, then Faith says did I know about the woman who lived at Gallows Cottage some time back, and Mary Ann says, “I told you! Didn’t I tell you last night? Didn’t I say she’d gone the same way as the other one?” So I said, “What other one?” and nobody took a blind bit of notice of me for ages ’cos they were going on about what happens to women living at Gallows Cottage. Fair made my flesh crawl with their tales, sir.’
         

         ‘And where’s Gallows Cottage?’

         Spreading a large-scale map of the estate on the desk, Dewi traced his finger along the seaward boundary, bringing it to rest on a small spur of land jutting into the Straits. ‘The cottage is here, at the edge of the woods, according to the ladies. They reckon you can’t see it except from the sea, and if you don’t know about it, you’d never find it. It’s almost as old as the village church, and it’s called Gallows Cottage, they say, because women who live there end up swinging off a gibbet somewhere.’
         

         McKenna pulled a notepad in front of him. ‘Who was the woman living there recently?’
         

         ‘They don’t exactly know, which rankles … she was definitely a foreigner – er, a foreigner like from England, sir. No idea what she was called. Beti says she saw her the odd time, in a car. No one knows anybody who spoke to her. Beti reckons she was about thirty odd, fair haired.’ 
         

         Making notes in his loose, rapid handwriting, McKenna asked, ‘How long ago?’
         

         ‘They can’t make up their minds. From what they said, three years ago – three years ago last autumn. Beti said the weather was turning cold when she first saw her, and doesn’t remember seeing her during the spring or summer.’
         

         ‘Well,’ McKenna observed, ‘the time ties in with what Dr Roberts has come up with so far. Did you see the cottage?’
         

         ‘No, sir. There’s a path through the woods from the village, but it’s quite a long way and none of the old ladies would come with me because it was getting dark and they reckon it’s haunted. There’s a track you can get a car down, but that starts on the estate somewhere.’
         

         ‘What kind of car did this woman have?’

         ‘Beti doesn’t know. Modern, she says, then says all modern cars look the same to her. She thinks it was some sort of grey colour, but she can’t be sure of that either, on account of the light being poor ’cos of all those trees and the time of year.’
         

         McKenna sat smoking. ‘Tell me about Gallows Cottage,’ he said.

         ‘To tell the truth, sir, I feel a bit of a divvy going on about ghosts and what-have-you….’ Dewi sounded uncomfortable. ‘I mean, it doesn’t seem to have much to do with anything, does it?’
         

         ‘Don’t know yet, do we? Who’s to say someone didn’t decide to recreate history or whatever it was the old ladies were talking about?’
         

         ‘Bit far-fetched, sir, if you ask me,’ Dewi commented. ‘Anyway, centuries past, this man and his wife lived at Gallows Cottage. He was called Simeon the Jew, and his wife was called Rebekah, and they had a baby daughter. Nobody seems to know what he did for a living, but one day, he came back from wherever they went in those days, and found the baby dead. Fallen down the stairs, so the wife reckoned.’
         

         ‘Nasty. What happened then?’

         ‘Dunno, sir. Not exactly,’ Dewi said. ‘But next thing anybody knows, Rebekah’s up at Caernarfon getting tried for murdering her baby. She’s found guilty, so they cart her off to Twt Hill and string her up. Then, legend has it, Simeon comes along and cuts her down. Nobody tries to stop him on account of they’re all scared of him ’cos he’s foreign, and he takes her body away and disappears. Not a word of what happened to him after. Never seen again. And nobody knows where Rebekah is buried.’
         

         ‘Probably threw her body in Menai Straits and himself after it, Dewi,’ McKenna said. ‘Poor bugger didn’t have much to live for, did he?’
         

         ‘Well, no, sir. I suppose not. Not if you look at it like that. But it’s not the end of the story, not quite. Simeon’s said to have done a fair bit of cursing when they hung his wife, and also threatened to walk. Like in ghosts walking,’ Dewi said. ‘Haunting. They say he threatened to walk the earth ’til he found his wife again. That’s what the old ladies were getting at, you see. They reckon Simeon lit on this woman living at Gallows Cottage, decided she’d do, and strung her up in the woods so he could have her soul … say her hands were tied up because Rebekah’s would’ve been when she was topped at Twt Hill. Mary Ann says any woman living at the cottage is likely to go the same way,’ he added. ‘She says the place should be burnt down ’cos it’s cursed.’
         

         ‘I daresay our terrorist friends would oblige if they were asked,’ McKenna grinned. ‘Has anyone ever seen Simeon?’
         

         ‘Well, a few of them would have you believe he’s around, but they’re bound to, aren’t they? It’s a good yarn, sir, especially for a dark night, or some poor sod just moved into the village.’ Dewi paused, frowning slightly. ‘There’s a funny atmosphere in that village. It’s a sort of woman’s world, if you understand what I mean, and the men don’t count for much. I didn’t hear a word about John Beti actually finding the body. To listen to Beti and the others, you’d not know he existed.’
         

         ‘We men don’t count for much anywhere, Dewi. It just suits the women to let us think we do.’
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Chapter 4

         
 
         In a mood as foul and dismal as the weather, Jack arrived at the police station on Monday morning to find McKenna haunting his office as Denise haunted his home. Eyeing Jack’s sour countenance, McKenna wondered what it was about rain which made people so evil-tempered.
         
 
         ‘Dewi Prys heard some interesting gossip yesterday, Jack. We might have a lead on the woman.’ McKenna handed over Dewi’s report, and disappeared to the canteen.
         
 
         Jack trailed behind, glancing through the report. Dewi Prys plagued him like a thorn in the side of a dog, yet there was no fault to be had with his work. ‘Don’t underestimate him,’ McKenna was saying. ‘He lets people talk, lets them relax, and just points them in the right direction now and then with a question.’
         
 
         Waiting with ill-concealed impatience for McKenna to drink two mugs of tea and smoke two cigarettes, Jack asked, ‘What’s on the agenda for today?’
         
 
         ‘I want to have a look at Gallows Cottage. And another visit to the old ladies might be useful, while you get someone to talk to Jamie about this car. Nothing’s come in on the missing women, but I don’t expect it to for some time.’ McKenna lit his third cigarette.
         
 
         ‘Don’t you think you should cut down on the smoking a bit, sir? Bad for you, you know.’
         
 
         McKenna took off his glasses to rub his eyes, and Jack noticed the smudge of shadow beneath them. ‘Kind of you to think of my health, Jack, but are you doing yourself any favours? You know promotion in this force is usually a matter of dead men’s shoes.’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         A sombre place on the brightest summer day, under a pall of rain and heavy cloud, the wet blue slate of its cottage roofs livid in the dull light, Salem village took upon itself a sinister aura. Densely massed trees, tall and overbearing, surrounded cottages, school and church, suffocating and oppressive. McKenna parked in the lane beside the row of cottages next to the school. The air was still, sodden with rain, and he was struck by an absence of noise, although he could see children at their desks in classrooms bright with fluorescent lighting. The trees were empty of birds, rooks’ nests in the high branches abandoned. Only half a mile from the shoreline, no gulls wheeled and screeched in the sky. He pulled his coat around him, and walked quickly to Mary Ann’s front door, rapping at its fox-head knocker.
         
 
         Lame Beti whipped open the door, a brilliant smile lighting her gargoyle face. ‘Hiya, del,’  she greeted him. ‘You want to see Mary Ann, do you?’
         
 
         People made jokes about Beti, the most cruel to be given currency that she had never been quite pretty enough, even when young, to stop the traffic, and that was why she looked as if mown down by a juggernaut. Following, as she weaved her way into Mary Ann’s parlour, McKenna wondered on the sins she had committed in a past life to carry with her through this one for all the world to see.
         
 
         Mary Ann’s cottage smelt of old damp in walls and floors, seeped into furniture and fabrics. The walls, once painted in pale emulsion, were stained yellowy brown with nicotine, a huge gas fire burned in the opening of an old range covering half the chimney wall, adding its fumes to an atmosphere drying McKenna’s throat more each time he drew breath.
         
 
         Squashed tight into an old armchair, Mary Ann held court, fluffy white hair as yellowed above her forehead as the walls. A tin ashtray overflowed on the chair arm, and her feet in grubby pink carpet slippers pointed at him from the end of swollen, varicosed legs. Cruel cold daylight filtered into the room through old-fashioned lace curtains, to light on her face, the make-up peeling away from her nose like old varnish.
         
 
         ‘Dewi’s boss, aren’t you?’ she asked. ‘He had us all in stitches yesterday. Isn’t that right, Beti?’
         
 
         Beti bobbed her head, then went to the kitchen, where McKenna heard the sound of a kettle being filled.
         
 
         ‘Didn’t you wed Eileen Owen’s youngest?’ Mary Ann asked. ‘Denise, isn’t it?’
         
 
         McKenna nodded, accepting her interrogation as a necessity if he wanted anything from her. ‘We went to school with Eileen.’ She looked sly, McKenna thought; mischievous. ‘Nasty piece of work she was. Always snitching on people.’
         
 
         McKenna said, ‘I didn’t know her very well, Mrs Edwards. She died not long after I married Denise.’
         
 
         ‘You didn’t miss much. You can call me Mary Ann, by the way, then I can call you Michael.’ She chuckled. ‘I shouldn’t tell you this, but that family of your Denise’s doesn’t half put on the airs and graces, what with Eileen’s eldest nearly born the wrong side of the blanket. Seven months gone was our Eileen going to the altar.’ She grinned. ‘She got religion afterwards, and went respectable. Well, at least, she pretended to. No better than she should be, that one, for all her going off to chapel every Sunday with a posh hat on her head. Don’t let me go jangling on, young man. You’ll want to be knowing about that woman and the cottage, won’t you? We told Dewi all we can remember, though it won’t hurt to tell it again, will it?’
         
 
         
            The children were out in the schoolyard on their lunch break before McKenna left Mary Ann’s cottage, their shrieks and shouts muffled by the weight of trees. The rain had eased a little, to what his mother called a ‘mizzle’, the old Irish name for mountain rain. His clothes smelt of the damp in Mary Ann’s cottage, and he had learnt nothing new, yet the time with the two women was restful with the comfort to be found in old age when it threatened nothing more than quiet decay.
            
 
            Once out of the village, the day seemed brighter, although heavy-bellied cloud festooned the distant mountains, promising more rain. Cars swished past on the roads, water spurting from under their tyres as McKenna parked outside the entrance to the estate office, beside Jack’s car, aware of a sense of depression and futility trying to creep upon him like dark cloud off the mountains.
            
 
            ‘Any news?’ he asked.
 
            ‘Nothing much,’ Jack said. ‘Jamie’s away somewhere, his mam reckons. Doesn’t know when he’ll be back. I had the impression the longer he stays away, the happier she’ll be.’
            
 
            McKenna locked his car. ‘Having a child like Jamie must be a burden.’
 
            ‘I suppose so. But you can’t avoid blaming the parents, can you? Somebody must’ve done something wrong to end up with a villain like him.’
            

         
 
         The manager of the estate office sighed. ‘We’re going back some time, gentlemen. Maybe three years, if not more. Gallows Cottage no longer belongs to the estate: it was sold several months ago as part of a rationalization programme.’ He sat at his desk, twiddling paper clips. ‘It really will take a while for me to find what you want … quite a while.’ He smiled brightly. ‘Why don’t you leave it with me, and I’ll get in touch as soon as I locate the documents?’
         
 
         McKenna crossed his legs and lit a cigarette. ‘I would much prefer you to look now, Mr Prosser. And I want to visit the cottage today. You realize we are engaged on a murder investigation?’
         
 
         Capitulating with ill-grace, Prosser pulled a stack of ledgers from the shelves beside his desk and began to leaf through them, glancing up every so often at the two police officers.
         
 
         ‘I’m surprised you records aren’t computerized, Mr Prosser,’ Jack said. ‘Makes life so much easier, don’t you think?’ 
         
 
         ‘They will be, once the rationalization is complete,’ Prosser said, with some acerbity. ‘Hardly worth it at the moment.’
         
 
         McKenna stood up, and began to wander round the dusty, untidy office. ‘What exactly does this rationalization programme entail?’ he asked.
         
 
         Prosser leaned back in his chair, his finger marking the place in the heavy ledger. ‘Oh, didn’t you know, gentlemen? The trust took over the estate some time ago. Or rather, it was handed over by the family in lieu of death duties after the old lord passed away. Naturally, the trust is anxious to have the estate run on a viable basis, whilst still, of course, retaining it for the nation, preserving it as part of our heritage. That has meant,’ he continued pompously, ‘cutting away a certain amount of dead wood, so to speak.’
         
 
         ‘I see,’ McKenna said. ‘Don’t you remember this woman? You must have dealt with her at the time.’
         
 
         ‘This is a very busy office. You’ve no idea of the amount of business we have to deal with. I can’t be expected to remember everything, can I?’
         
 
         McKenna leaned over and removed one of the ledgers. ‘Perhaps we might help? Three pairs of hands, you know…. What are we looking for? Do you have a separate file for each property?’
         
 
         ‘This really is most irregular. These transactions are confidential. And no, the records are simply chronological.’
         
 
         Jack picked up another ledger, spreading it open on his knee. ‘Don’t you worry, Mr Prosser. We deal with highly confidential matters every day.’
         
 
         Handwritten in a variety of scripts ranging from neat copperplate to almost illegible scrawl, ledger entries covered years of business transactions, and Jack was struck by the fundamental inefficiency of such an archaic system. He found the entry as the old clock set into the pediment above the main door struck three, its delicate chime faint and leisurely. An entry dated 29 August, almost four years previously, showed Gallows Cottage leased, for a six-month period, to a Ms R Cheney at a Derbyshire address. An unusual name, he thought. And not one which he could remember seeing on the list of missing persons. He passed the ledger to McKenna.
         
 
         ‘Ms R Chainey, or Cheeney, Mr Prosser. C-H-E-N-E-Y. Do you remember her?’ McKenna asked. Prosser looked where McKenna pointed. ‘Oh, dearie me, gentlemen. This is not my writing, so I’m afraid I can’t help you.’
         
 
         ‘Whose writing is it, then?’ Jack asked.
 
         ‘It looks like Miss Naylor’s.’ Prosser held up his hand and smiled. ‘I know what you’re going to ask me. And the answer is no. She left last year to get married, and I have absolutely no idea where she lives, or even what she’s called.’ He closed the ledgers, and began to put them back on the shelving.
         
 
         McKenna stood up. ‘I’m afraid we shall have to take the ledgers with us, to have them searched properly. And it may be necessary to examine other documents. We’ll give you a receipt, and return them as soon as possible. And now, Mr Prosser, you can do us one final favour for today and escort us to the cottage.’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Following Prosser in Jack’s car, McKenna could not rid himself of the mental image of the little office manager flouncing out of the building. ‘Right little twerp, isn’t he?’ Jack said, as they trailed the cumbersome red Volvo along a narrow tarmac lane, then over a graceful little bridge under which a small lock had been built for boats collecting slate from Dorabella Quarry. Prosser drove through a massive gateway leading out of the estate and took a gravelled lane leading to the left, the ever present trees soon thick around them, darkening the meandering lane.
         
 
         ‘I hate this bloody estate!’ Jack muttered. ‘Turn a corner, and you get lost in the sodding woods! You’re lucky you didn’t have to go traipsing down to the river on Saturday. What are these trees anyway?’ he added, peering through the windscreen. ‘They look like great overgrown weeds.’
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            Chapter 5

         

         Gallows Cottage, at the bottom of a track hedged with tangles of bramble and hawthorn, was surrounded on three sides by the waters of Menai Straits, its gardens falling to the sea, which suckled and slithered against the rocky boundaries. The building seemed to have grown from the soil on which it stood, walls thick and ponderous, rendered with scabbed and salt-stained plaster. Little sash windows, sixteen tiny panes of glass to each, stared blindly from the walls. Rank grass and scrubby bushes straggled round its footings. An empty bird’s nest, torn down by winter gales, tumbled gently in the wind.
         

         Jack drew to a halt on a patch of heathland. Prosser was already waiting for them, one hand brushing a veil of rain from his thinning hair. ‘I don’t have a key, so I don’t know how you think you’re going to get in.’
         

         The woods formed a dense semi-circle, a windbreak of sorts, behind the cottage exposed to the elements on its other sides. Across the water, misted by rain, the island of Anglesey lay to the north, the humped shape of Puffin Island off its most easterly point. The sea was grey, choppy, pitted with raindrops, its gentle sucking the only sound apart from the patter of rain on the car roofs. McKenna wondered if the trees had been planted by some erstwhile landscaper, or if their seeds had merely been borne on the winds, come to rest in this desolate place.
         

         A man in stained and dusty overalls emerged from the front of the cottage, through a low door set in the middle of the wall. Above him, a small triangular canopy protected the doorway from the ravages of rain and snow, its projection supported by a carving. ‘Can I help you?’ he called.
         

         Prosser went to his car. ‘You won’t need me anymore, will you? I’m sure you can find your own way back. I’ll be expecting you to return the ledgers very soon, Chief Inspector.’ As McKenna thanked him for his help, Prosser disappeared in a swirl of exhaust fumes.
         

         ‘Doing up the place for the guy who’s bought it off the estate,’ the builder said. ‘Not,’ he continued, leading them into a dark hallway, ‘that it needs all that much doing. Somebody’s already done the donkey work, and didn’t ruin the place by modernizing too much, if you know what I mean.’ 
         

         McKenna lingered, reaching up to trace his fingers over the worn stone of the carving above the door: a dog with three heads. Cerberus, he remembered, legendary guardian of the entrance to the underworld, the Queen of Poisons distilled from its saliva. He drew his hand away, a little worm of dread slithering and sliding in his mind, some portent of the nastiness of it all which lay in wait.
         

         Treads worn hollow in the middle, the ancient stone staircase climbed the centre of the building. McKenna had a sudden vision of a child’s broken body lying at its foot, the stone bloody and daubed with bits of brain and splinters of bone.
         

         Taking Jack and McKenna into the kitchen, the builder gave them seats on upturned crates. ‘What can I do for you, then?’
         

         Jack said, ‘We’re trying to find out about a woman who lived here around three and half years ago. She rented from the estate.’
         

         ‘Oh, yes? Probably who did the repairs and suchlike,’ the builder said. ‘The place has been empty at least three years. That’s why it’s a bit of a mess.’
         

         ‘Odd for someone to spend money on a place they’re only renting,’ McKenna said.
         

         ‘Well,’ the builder said, lighting a pipe, ‘unless she didn’t mind living in a slum, she wouldn’t’ve had much choice. A lot of properties on the estate’ve gone to rack and ruin over the years. Nobody bothered with them. And you can take my word for it, the estate wouldn’t argue with a person willing to spend a bit of their own cash.’
         

         Another man walked into the kitchen, nodded to Jack and McKenna, and put a kettle on a Primus stove. ‘This here’s my mate, Dave. He’s deaf, so don’t expect him to talk to you.’ The builder looked at the other man, and gestured for him to make tea for all of them. McKenna wondered how it felt to be stuck in this place with only a deaf man for company. ‘Who’s bought the cottage?’ he asked.
         

         ‘Bloody English!’ the builder sneered. ‘For letting out to the tourists. That’s if,’ he smirked, ‘it doesn’t get torched by the arsonists first!’
         

         ‘Careful what you say,’ Jack warned.

         The builder stared at Jack. ‘I’ll say what I think, whether you like it or not. Not from these parts, are you? Otherwise,’ he went on, ‘you’d know how folk feel about that bloody great castle up the road and the huge great rooms and the posh curtains and carpets, and furniture you couldn’t buy with a million-pound win on the pools. And,’ he added, ‘you’d know about the dirty little hovels the quarrymen lived in, cottages owned by that lot who had the castle built, cottages a man and his wife and kiddies got thrown out of on to the streets when it suited the lord of the manor, or when a man’s lungs’d rotted to pulp from the quarry dust.’ He stopped to draw breath, chewing at the pipe. ‘So don’t be surprised if we don’t want the English coming buying houses the locals should be living in, especially if they’re just going to use them for holidays. There’s too many young families round here can’t even afford one roof over their heads, never mind two!’
         

         ‘What’s to stop them getting a mortgage for one of these places?’ Jack asked.
         

         The builder said, ‘This dump fetched about three times what a normal person could afford.’
         

         ‘Why?’

         ‘Because it’s on the estate, and the estate decides how much the properties get sold for. After all,’ he added with some bitterness, ‘they wouldn’t want any local riff-raff living here now when they’ve managed to keep them out for so long, would they?’
         

         Dave passed tin mugs of tea around, and took his to sit at the bottom of the stairs. McKenna said to the builder, ‘I suppose you wouldn’t by any chance know who did the other building work?’
         

         ‘No, but I’ll ask around. Doesn’t that little fart from the estate office know? Expect he has trouble finding his backside to give it a wipe when he’s had a crap!’ He cackled gleefully, puffing out little belches of smoke. The cottage was cold, a chill of age and time, trapped within its walls, coming at you, McKenna thought, like fingers. The builder said, ‘Why d’you want to know, anyway?’
         

         ‘We’re trying to locate the woman who rented the house,’ Jack said.

         ‘Why? D’you think it was her you found in the woods the other day?’

         ‘We don’t know,’ McKenna said. ‘Tell me, was anything left behind, in the way of furniture or clothes or whatever?’ He watched Dave, come back into the kitchen to rinse his mug.
         

         ‘Nothing. The place was stripped.’

         ‘What work are you doing?’ Jack asked.

         ‘There’s a bit of damp to be got rid of … thorough clean-up, decorating…. The only big job is building proper sewers. The drains just go straight into the sea, so the council’s making the new owner do a decent job with a septic tank. We’d have started today but for the weather.’
         

         Dave stared at McKenna, then tapped the builder on the shoulder, pointed to McKenna, then to somewhere beyond the kitchen walls. He made sounds in his throat, guttural and gulping, about a carpet in the parlour, taken up and put in the outhouse.
         

         Little more than a shed with a sloping roof built on to the side of the cottage, the outhouse was once a scullery. A stone sink mouldered under the single window, the remains of a copper tub beside it. The carpet, rolled up and placed upright in the far corner, stank of must. Dave and Jack heaved it to the dirt floor, unrolling it as best they could. ‘Good bit of carpeting,’ the builder said, fingering the edge. ‘Wool, by the feel of it. Must have cost a fair bit. Somebody must’ve dropped a fag end and burnt it. There’s a big stain as well. Probably why it was left.’ 
         

         He tugged at the carpet until the burnt part came into view. Nearby, a large dark stain spread through the fibres. McKenna felt a little tingle of excitement. Where discoloured, the wool felt matted and stiff under his fingers. Jack looked at the stain, then at McKenna.
         

         ‘Look,’ McKenna said to the builder, ‘leave everything as it is until we can get people here to have a good look round, Can you lock this shed?’
         

         ‘Think it’s blood, do you?’ The builder eyed the carpet. ‘Could be, I suppose. Mind you, could be anything, couldn’t it? Been there a fair while. Could just be some English arsehole spilling a glass of wine.’
         

         ‘Yes, well we won’t know that until we examine it properly.’ Jack’s irritation was obvious. ‘And in the meantime, you keep quiet.’
         

         ‘Don’t bully me!’ the builder snapped. ‘I’m quite capable of knowing when to keep my mouth shut!’
         

         Sighing, McKenna thanked the builder and Dave, trying to soothe ruffled feathers. Glaring at Jack, the builder said to McKenna, ‘Anything we can do to help you.  I’ll ask around in the pub tonight about the other builders. Where can I get hold of you?’
         

         
            Taking his car slowly up the lane, avoiding as many pot-holes as possible, Jack said, ‘You realize we don’t even know what the man’s called, don’t you, sir? He could be anybody.’
            

            ‘Oh, give it a rest, Jack!’ McKenna snapped. ‘The man’s a builder. Who d’you think he is? Simeon come back looking for another bride?’
            

            ‘Who the devil’s Simeon?’

            ‘If you’d read Dewi’s report properly, you’d know!’

         

         Jack sulked through tea-break, ostentatiously reading Dewi Prys’s report. McKenna, with a strong urge to shake his deputy, shut himself in his office instead with other reports and papers, to find no novelty anywhere, even Dr Roberts’ report devoid of further interest. Asking Derbyshire police to find and interview Ms Cheney, he suspected the investigation would simply move sluggishly around, for a few weeks or months, to end up where it began. Death wrought violently in these parts was usually fashioned by kith or kin: a farmer run amok with a shot-gun, made crazy by years of servitude to a harsh and barren land; young men settling age-old tribal feuds with a flash of sharp blade or the pounding of studded boots against the face and skull of the enemy. This woman’s death had the feel of coldness and deliberation, undignified by the heat of any passion, however aberrant.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            Chapter 6

         

         Driving slowly down the main road of the council estate, Dewi Prys thought the weather might at last be improving. Winter, seemingly interminable, followed an autumn cold and damp enough to eat through bone. Vicious storms, driven in off the sea, had raged week after week since New Year, tearing slates from roofs, snapping telephone and power lines like so much rotted string. On Snidey Castle Estate, the huge bulk of castle keep, pale grey in morning sunshine, rose through trees clothed in bright new leaves. High fluffy clouds ran before a wind freshening out at sea, piling up towards the mountains behind him. Jamie Thief, dressed in a brown leather jacket and black jeans, ran across the road in front of Dewi’s car, on his way to the local shop.
         

         Dewi drew into the kerb, and followed, waiting outside the shop until Jamie, tall, his fair hair lifting in the wind, emerged with a copy of the Sun  tucked under his arm.
         

         ‘Hiya, Jamie,’ Dewi greeted him. ‘Where’s your car?’

         Jamie glanced around as if to start running in autonomic reflex. Only four months out of prison after a long stretch for aggravated burglary, Jamie wore an aura of innocence unless you looked, Dewi once told McKenna, into his eyes; eyes as grey and cold and treacherous as the sea on a stormy day.
         

         ‘What car, Dewi?’

         ‘Oh, some posh new vehicle you’ve been seen in,’ Dewi said. ‘Where is it?’
         

         Jamie grinned, exhaling breath as if in relief. ‘Oh, that!’ He smiled brilliantly. ‘You want to get yourselves some new snitches. Not mine, Dewi, old mate.’
         

         ‘Whose is it, then?’

         Jamie tapped the side of his nose with a forefinger, still grinning. ‘That’s for me to know and you to find out. A kind person lent it to me. For services rendered, you might say.’
         

         He began to walk away. Dewi caught his arm. ‘Don’t get too clever, Jamie,’ he warned. ‘You might find Mr McKenna wanting chapter and verse on this kind person.’ 
         

         ‘Why?’ The smile disappeared, leaving menace crawling the pale features. God alone knew what evils Jamie might eventually put his hands to, Dewi thought. Time-served already in juvenile custody and prison, Jamie began his criminal career, people said, literally the moment he learned to walk.
         

         ‘Well,’ Dewi said. ‘That’s for me to know and you to find out, isn’t it? See you around, Jamie.’
         

         
             

         

         ‘Something might turn up from the cottage, sir,’ Jack offered. ‘And Derbyshire police might have some information.’
         

         ‘They haven’t. They called back last night. The person living at that address bought the house three years ago from a bloke by the name of’ – McKenna rummaged under piles of folders and retrieved a notebook – ‘Robert Allsopp, and has no idea where Mr Allsopp might be now. Anyway, I’ve asked them to find him via building societies, solicitors and whatnot. Somebody must have a forwarding address.’
         

         ‘Could’ve been living with Ms Cheney.’

         ‘That occurred to me, too,’ McKenna said. ‘I was also struck by the time factor. Everything seems to have happened around three and a half years ago.’
         

         ‘Well,’ Jack hesitated. ‘I – er – daresay a lot of things happened around then. I mean, they don’t necessarily have to have anything to do with our body.’
         

         ‘You can be really pedantic at times.’ McKenna scowled. ‘Did you know that?’ He lit a cigarette, exhaling smoke through his nostrils. ‘I want you to go and have a chat with Special Branch this afternoon.’
         

         ‘Do I have to? I had a bellyful of that lot during the royal visit.’

         ‘They might know something about this woman.’

         ‘Yes,’ Jack said. ‘And if they do, they won’t tell us.’

         ‘You know we have to ask. If we don’t, and Eifion Roberts is right about a terrorist connection, we’ll be in the shit.’
         

         ‘Amazing how the smooth progress of a police investigation might depend on the say-so of a bunch of spies, isn’t it?’ Jack remarked.
         

         McKenna straightened the papers on his desk. ‘Looks like it, doesn’t it?’
         

         ‘And what am I supposed to say?’

         ‘Oh, use your brains!’ McKenna snapped. ‘Just find out if they know anything useful.’
         

         ‘Oh, I see.’ Jack considered. ‘Whose brilliant idea was this, then?’

         McKenna glared at his deputy. ‘Mine,’ he said. ‘I thought it up all by myself.’
         

         ‘You surprise me. I thought it might be an order from on high.’

         
             

         

         ‘You  should  really  have  gone  yourself,  Michael.’   Superintendent Griffiths lounged in McKenna’s office. ‘Jack doesn’t have the experience to deal with Special Branch.’
         

         ‘Do him good to get some, then, won’t it?’ McKenna said. ‘Look good on his service record when he comes up for promotion.’
         

         ‘Don’t you like Jack?’

         McKenna shrugged. ‘He’s all right … gets on my nerves sometimes.’

         ‘Usually, you either hate somebody, or like them so much you’re blind to any faults. Like with young Dewi.’
         

         ‘Don’t exaggerate, Owen,’ McKenna said.

         The superintendent rubbed his finger along the edge of McKenna’s desk. ‘How are things at home?’ he asked quietly.
         

         ‘I don’t want to discuss Denise.’

         ‘I’m not one to pry into things which aren’t my concern, Michael, but I don’t want it said your personal life is interfering with your job.’
         

         ‘It won’t.’

         ‘We’ve got enough on our plate without that sort of thing.’

         ‘Like what?’

         ‘Oh, the usual,’ Griffiths said. ‘Complaints about this, that and the other…. Poor performance, poor clear-up rates, and a sodding awful public image. And,’ he added bitterly, ‘instructions from the top to put it all right.’
         

         ‘I see.’ McKenna lit a cigarette. ‘And how d’you propose to do that?’

         ‘I thought you might have some ideas.’

         ‘Me?’ McKenna looked amused.

         ‘You’re the one with the university degree. Education’s supposed to teach you how to deal with problems.’
         

         McKenna grinned. ‘Some problems, Owen, are beyond solving.’

         The superintendent sighed. ‘You might be right,’ he said. ‘I blame it on the miners’ strike. That’s when the rot set in. We should never’ve got involved. That wasn’t police business, and somebody should’ve had the guts to tell the government to get somebody else to do their dirty work. And then, of course,’ he went on, ‘the bad apples you get in any police force saw what they could get away with at the pit heads, and others’ve just followed suit. I reckon policing’s taken on a different colour since then.’
         

         
             

         

         After lunch, McKenna returned to Gallows Cottage, finding it no less desolate in bright sunshine than under dismal cloud and rain. The builder, knee deep in the beginnings of the drainage trench, waved, and scrambled out.
         

         ‘Your lot are tearing the cottage apart, so we’re making ourselves useful out here.’ He looked up at the sky. ‘Nice day, for a change, isn’t it?’
         

         ‘It is indeed.’ McKenna smiled at him. ‘What’s your name? I forgot to ask yesterday.’
         

         ‘Wil Jones. You can call me Wil. You Irish, are you?’ 
         

         ‘A long way back,’ McKenna said.

         ‘I’m from the noble Jones family of Wales.’ Wil grinned. ‘I’ve been asking around, but nobody seems to know who worked here before.’
         

         Inside the cottage, three forensic specialists foraged for information, white overalls rustling and crackling in the still air. ‘This is a bit of a waste of time, Mr McKenna,’ their senior said. ‘If there was anything here to find, dust and damp’s got at it.’
         

         ‘What about the carpet?’

         The man scuffed his feet on the tiled floor. ‘I’ve done a patch test on the stain, but it definitely isn’t blood. We’re taking the carpet away to have a proper look, but it’ll probably be a waste of time.’
         

         ‘You sure?’ McKenna asked. ‘Yes, of course you are…. What is it?’

         ‘Dunno … could be anything. Probably red wine, by the feel of it.’

         McKenna called on Mary Ann before returning to Bangor. Having afternoon tea, she offered him a drink and a wedge of fresh cream cake. ‘Beti got me the cake in town this morning. A body needs a little treat now and then.’
         

         ‘D’you know Jamie Wright?’ McKenna asked.

         ‘Jamie Thief?’ she frowned. ‘Everybody knows him! The little bugger robbed Mair’s electric meter when he was barely out of nappies. He used to come to the school here, ’til Social Services put him in care. Didn’t stop him thieving, did they?’
         

         ‘Have you seen him around the village recently?’

         ‘Well, not recent. He’s careful where he shows his face these days. Why?’
         

         ‘Somebody told us he’s driving a fancy new car,’ McKenna said, wiping cream off his fingers. ‘Jamie reckons someone lent it to him. I just wondered if you might know who.’
         

         ‘What kind of car is it?’

         ‘Dunno, Mary Ann, and Jamie isn’t volunteering any information.’

         ‘I’ll ask Beti. I don’t get out much except when my son comes of a Sunday with his car. My legs, you know.’ She smiled. ‘And old age. Beti might know something. Not much gets past her, for all she can’t see straight.’
         

         
             

         

         McKenna sent Dewi to search for the buckle missing from the belt around the dead woman’s wrists. ‘You’ve got about five hours of daylight left’
         

         ‘Couldn’t somebody else go, sir?’ Dewi ventured. ‘I’ve not finished ringing the builders in Yellow Pages.’
         

         ‘They’ll keep. You’re to look for a buckle to fit a three and a half inch wide belt. Probably something fancy and expensive. And bring back anything else that looks interesting.’
         

         Already formless, the investigation lacked any focus, and until the woman was identified, much expensive police time would be frittered away. Checking on the search of the estate ledgers, McKenna found only that Ms Cheney had paid six months’ rent in advance on Gallows Cottage: £1820. £70 a week for what must have been little more than a derelict hovel. He looked at the little notation beside the record for some moments before realizing it indicated a cash payment, unusual for such a large sum.
         

         ‘No, Chief Inspector.’ Mr Prosser was adamant. ‘I did not take up references. I didn’t ask for any.’
         

         ‘D’you do all your business that way?’

         ‘Really, Chief Inspector, I don’t think you have any call to ask such questions about the estate’s business.’
         

         ‘Do you know, Mr Prosser,’ McKenna said, ‘I’m beginning to think the estate’s business might bear a little scrutiny. All this strikes me as being somewhat irregular, to say the least. How could Ms Cheney, or anyone else come to that, know the cottage was for rent?’
         

         There was a silence at the end of the telephone line. McKenna waited patiently. ‘Well,’ Prosser volunteered eventually, ‘she probably saw an advertisement.’
         

         ‘Where do you advertise?’

         ‘I don’t advertise anywhere.’ Smug satisfaction coloured Prosser’s voice.
         

         ‘Mr Prosser, are you aware I could arrest you now for obstruction? How d’you fancy swapping your cosy office for a cell?’
         

         Prosser’s laugh tinkled over the line. ‘Oh, Chief Inspector, no need to be like that. Indeed, no … always willing to help. Why not call the trust headquarters? They deal with all the advertising. A lot of properties are let out during the summer months, and again from autumn until Easter. Quite normal procedure, I do assure you.’
         

         ‘Why did Ms Cheney pay in cash?’

         ‘Did she?’ Prosser asked. ‘I really couldn’t say, Chief Inspector. Why don’t you ask her?’ McKenna heard Prosser put down the receiver very gently.
         

         Clearly implying errands for other forces were of minimal importance, Derbyshire police grudgingly promised a response on Robert Allsopp’s current whereabouts by the end of the week, by which time, McKenna thought, the investigation would have lost what little impetus remained. Curiosity about the dead woman nudged at him, posing questions to which he had no answers: why had no one missed her, how could she be so solitary that her disappearance had gone totally unremarked. If she was indeed the erstwhile tenant of that haunted cottage, she had spent thousands of pounds on a place she would never own simply to live in comfort for a few months.
         

         
            * * *

         

         
         Jack returned empty handed from his visit to Special Branch. ‘They weren’t exactly helpful.’

         ‘They never are,’ McKenna said. ‘Unless they want something. What did they say?’
         

         Jack’s eyes flashed with anger. ‘Well, apart from implying we should go forth and multiply instead of bothering them, nothing! Who the bloody hell,’ he added, jaw muscles bunching, ‘do they think they are?’
         

         ‘Special Branch.’ McKenna said. ‘With the emphasis on the special bit. We’re just old PC Plod….’ He leaned back in his chair. ‘Rude, were they?’ he asked.
         

         ‘Rude?’ Jack almost shouted. ‘Bloody insulting!’

         ‘Oh, well,’ McKenna said. ‘Our turn will come.’ He grinned at Jack. ‘I’d like you to fax the package about our body to the police in Ireland. On both sides of the border.’
         

         ‘Why?’

         ‘She doesn’t seem to be missing in Britain, so she might be missing from Ireland, mightn’t she?’ McKenna said. ‘It’s but a short hop over the Irish Sea.’
         

         ‘Oh, I see.’ Jack frowned. ‘D’you think the body’s this woman from Gallows Cottage?’
         

         ‘I hope so,’ McKenna said. ‘If she isn’t, we may as well stop bothering now.’ He eyed Jack speculatively. ‘Don’t you?’
         

         ‘Ms Cheney at Gallows Cottage doesn’t appear on any missing list, does she?’ Jack said. ‘Ms Cheney’s most probably happily going about her usual business somewhere, in total ignorance anybody’s looking for her. She rents that dump for a while, spends pots of money on it ’cos she’s not short of a bob or two … and who’s to say it was her money anyway? She might’ve rented it for the specific purpose of having a nice little place in the middle of nowhere for her dirty weekends … her and a married boyfriend … both of them married. Having it off when they got the chance down in the woods and nobody any the wiser. Beats the back seat of a car any day.’ Jack grinned. ‘Then, back home on a Monday morning, all respectable. That’s probably why she paid the rent in cash. No records that way, no cheques to be explained to her husband or his wife.’
         

         Disgust with Jack’s graphic analysis of Ms Cheney’s weekend sport pulled at McKenna’s face. ‘We’ve still got a body,’ he said. ‘And unless we can put a name to it, we’ll never find out who killed her.’
         

         
             

         

         Dr Roberts telephoned, excitement sparkling in his voice. ‘I removed various organs, Michael, and tried to reconstitute them for section,’ he said. ‘With some success, I might add, even though I do say so myself!’ 
         

         ‘Oh, yes?’ McKenna sounded sour. ‘And what have you found?’

         ‘No heart disease, no liver disease, no kidney disease.’

         ‘That’s very interesting,’ McKenna commented. ‘We know she was healthy until somebody decided to string her up. Should aid the identification process no end.’
         

         ‘God, McKenna, you’re a sarcastic bugger! I gave you the bad news first,’ Eifion Roberts snapped. ‘I actually called to say the woman had had at least one, and possibly more than one, pregnancy.’
         

         ‘Are you sure?’ McKenna asked. ‘How could you possibly tell from the state she was in?’
         

         ‘You don’t listen, do you? I reconstituted the organs. You may not know the uterus is the last one to decompose, because it’s made as tough as old boots … came up almost as good as new…. So good, in fact, it set me thinking of a way to provide donor organs.’
         

         ‘Donor organs?’

         Eifion Roberts’ throaty laugh rumbled in McKenna’s ear. ‘Hundreds of graveyards choc-a-bloc with bodies, and their innards all going to waste.’
         

         
             

         

         Dewi, too, returned empty-handed, and long before dusk.

         ‘I told you to stay there until dark, Dewi Prys,’ McKenna said. ‘Why are you back so early? Have you found the buckle?’
         

         ‘No, sir,’ Dewi muttered. ‘I don’t reckon anyone’d be able to find anything down there.’
         

         ‘Why not?’

         Dewi looked at Jack, who stood feeding sheet after sheet of paper into the fax machine, then back to McKenna. ‘Well, sir, I mean, we don’t even know what this buckle looks like, do we?’
         

         ‘So?’

         ‘So, it makes things a bit difficult….’ Dewi paused. ‘And,’ he added, ‘the whole place got really trampled about on Saturday, sir. If the buckle was around in the first place, it’s probably under a load of mud by now….’
         

         McKenna looked at the mud and grass-stains streaking Dewi’s jeans. ‘How did you get so dirty?’ he asked.
         

         ‘Because it’s filthy dirty down there, sir,’ Dewi said. ‘You haven’t seen it, have you? All mud and dead leaves and God knows what.’
         

         Looking up from the fax machine, Jack said, ‘Did you fall in the river, Prys?’
         

         ‘No, sir,’ Dewi said.

         ‘Get lost then, did you?’ Jack asked.

         ‘Sort of,’ Dewi admitted. His face flushed. ‘Some stupid bugger’s moved all that tape we left at the weekend, haven’t they?’
         

         ‘There’s your answer, then,’ Jack said to McKenna. ‘He’s back early because he was scared of getting lost in the woods. And I don’t blame him, either.’
         

      

      
    

  


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/9780709093374_cover_epub.jpg
A brilliantly original mystery in the P. D. James

tradition

ALISON G.TAYLOR





OPS/insertSpan.js
function setSpanIGP(){var clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-num');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-sub');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-author');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-contributor');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-other');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('caption');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);}function setSpaninPara(pClassList){for(i=0;i<=pClassList.length;i++){if(pClassList[i]){var para_html=pClassList[i].innerHTML;para_html='<span>'+para_html+'</span>';pClassList[i].innerHTML=para_html;}}}function init(){setSpanIGP();}window.onload=init;




OPS/robert_hale_online.jpg
ROBERT HALE - LONDON





