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            Prologue
            

         

         ‘HUSH NOW. THAT’S quite enough of your noise. I swear I’ve never known such a teasy child! We’re going out to meet your father but if you keep up that noise he’ll be in an even worse mood than the one he’s had these last few weeks.’
         

         Completing the task of wrapping a woollen shawl about her baby, Kerensa Morgan picked him up so roughly that, taken by surprise, he ceased his grizzling immediately.

         ‘That’s better. You stay quiet like that and I won’t feel so inclined to throw you in the river when we cross over the bridge.’

         Despite her stern warning and rough handling of him, Kerensa hugged the two-month-old baby to her and kissed his smooth-skinned forehead. When he responded with a lop-sided smile, she said happily, ‘That’s much better. You keep that smile when you grow-up and you’ll capture the heart of every young maid you meet up with, Albert Morgan.’
         

         Unimpressed by his mother’s forecast of what life might have in store for him in the future, baby Albert began to protest once again about the restrictions placed upon the movement of his limbs by the tightly bound shawl. However, moments later he was carried from the house and, captivated by the sounds and movement of rooks that had their nests in a tall elm tree that towered above the lane outside the cottage occupied by the Morgan family, immediately became quiet.
         

         The lane led to the wooded slopes of Bodmin Moor from the tiny, scattered hamlet of Trelyn, which was at the heart of the vast country estate from which it drew its name.

         There were only two isolated cottages between the Morgans’ home and the River Lynher. Beyond the river a belt of thick woodland covered the north eastern slope of the moor for as far as could be seen.

         Kerensa walked past the second of the cottages with the baby, keeping her glance firmly fixed ahead of her, aware that the occupier, the elderly spinster Jemima Rowe, would be watching from behind the lace curtain of the sitting-room window. If she thought Kerensa had seen her Jemima would beckon for her to come inside with the baby and keep her talking for far longer than she could afford to be held up.
         

         Jemima was a tall, autocratic woman who until her retirement had been housekeeper at Trelyn Hall. An inveterate gossip, she missed nothing that happened around her and no one who passed by her isolated retirement cottage. Kerensa tried to tell herself the retired housekeeper meant well, but there always seemed to be a thinly disguised malicious element in whatever she said about anyone. It was a trait with which Kerensa felt uncomfortable.

         At the lowest point of the lane, Kerensa stopped to look over the bridge which crossed the river there. Only a short distance upstream from where she was standing, the waters of the Lynher were augmented by the Witheybrook which tumbled from the moor in a series of chuckling cataracts, adding an urgency to the river’s progress which had hitherto been lacking.

         For a minute or two she watched a dipper, bobbing obeisance to the river before deserting its precarious perch on a water-polished rock to plunge into the fast moving waters and walk against the current on the shallow river-bed, searching for sustenance.
         

         Moving off, Kerensa continued along the lane for only a short distance before turning onto a path that climbed between the trees, heading up a steep slope towards an impressive outcrop comprised of giant slabs of weathered granite piled one upon another and known as Hawk’s Tor, which dominated the outline of the moor above her.

         Dusk was not very far away but the path here was easy to follow, its centuries-old course having been further defined by horses owned by the Trelyn estate, as they dragged off huge tree trunks, felled by woodsmen in a tree-felling operation on the upper fringes of the wood.

         Kerensa had no fear of losing her way, she knew this path well and had walked it on very many occasions before today.

         Emerging on to the high moor from the shadow of the trees, she paused for a few moments to regain her breath and look about her. It had been a steep climb, especially with a baby in her arms. The path continued across the moor, but when Kerensa regained her breath she turned off it, to wander in a seemingly aimless manner across the carpet of coarse grass that lay between her and the tor that soon towered like a non-accessible fortress high above her.

         The warm rays of the sun had not yet abandoned the upland and she enjoyed its warmth until she detected a movement in the shadows immediately below the tor. Increasing her pace, she hurried towards the spot.

         Entering the ribbon of shadow she paused for a moment having lost the movement among the scattering of free-standing granite boulders, some of which were twice the height of a man.
         

         When she arrived at the place where she thought she had seen the movement, she paused, puzzled, and called out, startling the baby she carried in her arms.

         Albert, frightened, began to cry and for a few moments Kerensa turned her attention to the baby, anxious to pacify him.

         He stopped momentarily and, suddenly, she heard a sound behind her.

         Turning abruptly, a greeting on her lips, she stopped before it was uttered and her eyes opened wide in an expression of disbelief … which quickly turned to horror.
         

         She opened her mouth again, this time to scream, but it was already too late. A fiercely wielded rock struck her a bone-shattering blow on the forehead … and Kerensa knew no more.
         

         Twenty minutes later Hawk’s Tor and the surrounding moor was silent and deserted, as though nothing untoward had ever occurred there. But hidden among the boulders beneath the tor and cloaked by the deepening shadow of darkness, the body of Kerensa Morgan lay still, her life’s blood soaking into the earth that lay beneath the coarse grass of Bodmin Moor.

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            Chapter 1
            

         
   
         THE WEEKLY REPORTS from Cornwall’s police districts to the Bodmin headquarters rarely contained anything of great interest and Superintendent Amos Hawke found the task of sifting through them one of his more boring tasks. The vast majority of arrests listed were for vagrancy offences, committed by penniless and homeless veterans of the Crimean War, drawn to Cornwall in increasing numbers recently, the county’s perceived warmer climate attracting those who were forced by circumstances to live at the mercy of the elements.
         

         Other offences involved drunkenness among the hardworking, hard-living miners who were also responsible for fifteen cases of assaulting constables, this being one of their most popular diversions, especially on pay days when much of their money changed hands in the many grog-shops, beerhouses and kiddleywinks which had sprung up like weeds around the often remote mines. There were also many petty thefts – usually blamed on the vagrants – and reports of absconding apprentices.
         

         Amos also noted three reports of missing persons. One was an old man with failing mental faculties, who he remembered as having gone missing on a number of previous occasions. Another was a young woman believed to have eloped with a gypsy lover. 

         But it was the third missing person’s report which claimed his attention. A young married woman had gone missing with her two-month-old baby and this report was only a few hours old, having been hastily added to the Launceston police district’s return that very morning, just before it was despatched by mounted messenger to the Bodmin headquarters.
         

         It was possible Amos took particular interest in this item in the first instance because there was so little of note in any of the other reports, but the scanty details of the report informed him that the twenty-four year-old missing woman was the wife of the estate steward responsible for Trelyn, an estate owned by one of Cornwall’s most influential landowners and who was also a county magistrate.

         Amos had just finished reading the sketchy details and was giving it some thought when there came a knock upon the open door of his office and Sergeant Tom Churchyard, the headquarters superintendent’s clerk who was also Amos’s right-hand man, entered the office with a batch of papers in his hand.
         

         ‘Ah! You are just the man I was thinking about, Tom,’ Amos said, by way of a greeting, ‘Are you particularly busy at the moment?’

         Tom Churchyard shrugged, ‘Not really, I have been dealing with two sheep-stealers from up on the moor, but now they’ve been committed to the Assizes and remanded in custody I can forget them for a few weeks. There is a complaint from a mine manager up at Caradon Consuls about someone deliberately damaging mine machinery and tampering with the man-engine, which he says could endanger the lives of his miners. I was thinking of going up there tomorrow but I believe the sergeant at Rilla Mill is already dealing with it.’

         ‘Caradon, you say? That’s not very far from Trelyn, the private estate owned by Magistrate Trethewy. A woman went missing from there last night, taking a baby with her. I have an uneasy feeling about it.’
         

         Tom looked at him in surprise, ‘Any particular reason why?’

         Amos shook his head, ‘Nothing that makes any sense. Call it an ex-detective’s intuition if you like. Of course, I could be wrong. She might just have gone off to visit her mother, or something similar, thinking she’d told her husband about it, but as her husband’s employer is a magistrate it won’t do any harm to show we’re taking the report seriously.’
         

         Looking at the clock on the wall of his office, Amos said, ‘Let’s go out there together right now, Tom. I haven’t had the horse out for almost a week and a gallop across the moor is just what it needs. You can take the new pony that was bought last week for the chief constable – but don’t get too reckless on it. Hurt yourself or the pony and we’ll both have some awkward questions to answer.’
         

         The Cornwall Constabulary was a force formed only four years before, in 1857, and all members below the rank of superintendent were expected to go about their duties on foot. Indeed, one constable had actually been dismissed for accepting a lift on a farm cart when on his way to investigate an incident.
         

         Nevertheless, Tom Churchyard held a unique position in the force. Officially Amos’s sergeant clerk, he was unofficially a detective, carrying out investigations on his superior’s behalf. It was work not approved of by the county’s police authority, being considered an unethical intrusion into the lives of the residents of the county, many of whom were still resentful of a constabulary forced upon them by a government in London.
         

         Although after four years it was now grudgingly recognized by some as serving a useful purpose, when Amos had raised the question of having a small detective force, the police authority had declared firmly that ‘policemen were there to be recognized, wearing an official uniform in order to prevent crime, not skulking about spying upon innocent people’.
         

         Nevertheless, the Metropolitan Police’s Scotland Yard had already proven the value of such a unit within a police force; Amos had himself been working for them when called to Cornwall to help solve a series of brutal murders before the Cornwall Constabulary’s formation. It was his success in this investigation that had led to his appointment as the new Cornwall Constabulary’s senior superintendent.

         He had later recruited Tom Churchyard from London to help him with another difficult case, making use of Tom’s extensive knowledge of the criminal world.

         Now, putting the remaining police district reports to one side, Amos was confident that if there was anything suspicious about the disappearance of the wife and child of the Trelyn estate steward, Tom Churchyard was the best man to help him investigate the matter.
         

         
             

         

         It was mid-afternoon when the two policemen arrived at the small hamlet and Tom declared it to be the prettiest place he had seen since coming to Cornwall from London, two years before. Comprised of no more than ten tidily thatched cottages, some hidden among the trees but each with a neat and well-tended garden, Trelyn possessed an air of settled tranquillity.

         Making their way to Trelyn Hall, a very imposing house built in the river valley immediately below the hamlet, they slowed their horses as they rode up the driveway to the house and, inconsequentially, Amos counted the windows on the front of the house. There were thirty-nine and thinking about the number there must be on the other three sides of the house, he decided a full-time window cleaner must be employed to work on them.
         

         When the two policemen reached the building Amos hesitated for only a moment before choosing to ride up to the front entrance and not to the kitchen door. He wanted Magistrate Trethewy to see them and know they were taking the report of his estate steward’s missing wife seriously. The influential landowner would also no doubt wish to know what action they intended taking in order to find her and the steward’s baby son.

         The door was opened by the family’s butler who made it clear by his frosty manner when Amos and Tom identified themselves that he felt it beneath his dignity to open the door to policemen. However, when Mrs Trethewy put in an appearance, she immediately invited them inside the house, informing Amos that Colonel Trethewy was absent on magisterial duties but before leaving had expressed serious misgivings about the missing woman and child. Despite her own evident concern, Amos gained the impression she did not entirely approve of the estate steward’s wife.
         

         During conversation with Mrs Trethewy the two policemen were surprised to learn that a police sergeant had recently been stationed in the village by the inspector in charge of the district and after assuring Mrs Trethewy the police would do everything in their power to find the missing woman and child, Amos and Tom made their way to the sergeant’s home.

         Sergeant Dreadon lived close to the village farm with his wife and two sons, in a house that had a separate lock-up cell built at the rear of the building. Amos quickly learned the policeman had been one of the first to join the Cornwall Constabulary when it was formed, four years earlier, and had been quickly promoted to his present rank.

         When Tom expressed his surprise that at a time when the force was experiencing problems in recruiting enough constables to bring it up to strength, a sergeant should have been detached to serve in such a tiny, out of the way hamlet, Francis Dreadon smiled. ‘Out of the way Trelyn certainly is, but Colonel Trethewy lives here and he is not only an important landowner but also a magistrate; Deputy Lieutenant; former High Sheriff of Cornwall – and a member of the police authority. Need I say more? The chief constable makes certain he is well looked after.’
         

         ‘Of course!’ Amos was fully aware just how important the goodwill of Colonel Trethewy was to the Cornwall Constabulary, ‘but what do you know of the missing woman, Kerensa Morgan, is she a local girl?’

         ‘Very much so, she was born less than a mile from here, at North Hill, and has lived in the area all her life.’

         ‘What about her husband, the estate steward? Is he local too?’

         ‘Horace Morgan? No, he was brought in from Wales by Colonel Trethewy, a couple of years back. He was working as a land steward there, although I believe he spent some years in India before that. It didn’t go down very well with the men around here when he was appointed. As far as I can gather the estate steward at Trelyn has always been a Cornishman, so Morgan has never really been accepted by the locals.’

         ‘But that didn’t stop Kerensa from marrying him?’

         Giving a short laugh, Sergeant Dreadon replied, ‘I never knew her before she was married, but from all I’ve learned while I’ve been stationed here she would never have caught one of the local men … not to marry, anyway, she’d built up too much of a reputation for herself … but you’ll need to speak to some of the local men or women to find out about her. By all accounts she has had a fling with most of the single men in this corner of Cornwall, and one or two of the married ones as well, or so I’ve heard. Of course, it’s all hearsay, she was already married to Horace Morgan by the time I was posted here.’
         

         ‘Do you think her husband knew of the reputation she had when he married her?’

         ‘I doubt it. Nobody spends very much time talking to him and apparently he has never gone out of his way to get to know any local folk. But he was so besotted with his wife it would probably have made no difference anyway.’
         

         ‘What if he found out later … very recently, perhaps?’

         Giving Amos a searching look, Sergeant Dreadon said, ‘I can see where your questions are leading, and Horace Morgan is not a man to be trifled with, but as far as I know he has never laid a hand on Kerensa – and he thinks the world of that baby of theirs.’

         Putting aside that line of questioning for the moment, Amos asked, ‘Is there anyone she and the baby might be staying with? A relative, or a close friend?’

         ‘She has no close family – no family at all, so I’m told – and no close friends either. There’s always the chance there’s a man involved somehow, in view of her past record, but I can’t think of any man in Trelyn who would care to cuckold Horace Morgan, he carries too much power on the estate. Besides, this is a small community, if she’d been seeing someone from outside it would be common knowledge … and no one would keep a secret in order to protect Kerensa Morgan!’

         ‘Well, she has posed us quite a problem and at the moment I can’t see there being a happy ending to it, but Sergeant Churchyard and I had better speak to Horace Morgan before returning to Bodmin. As you’ve said, his employer is a very important man in the county, the chief constable will want it to be seen that everything possible is being done to find Mrs Morgan and her baby.’
         

         ‘You’ll find Morgan in the woods on the other side of the bridge across the Lynher, down by the old mill. It seems Kerensa liked taking the baby there sometimes to hear the birds, or so she said. He believes it’s possible she went there yesterday and met with an accident. He’s taken some of the estate workers up there to carry out a search.’

         ‘You didn’t consider going with them?’ Amos’s question implied criticism of Sergeant Dreadon.

         ‘He has plenty of men with him who know the woods better than I do and before you arrived I sent someone to Launceston to ask the inspector in charge if he could spare a few men to help with a search up on the moor. I don’t think it a good idea to concentrate on a single area unless there is something to go on, and at the moment her disappearance remains a complete mystery. I decided I should stay here in case someone comes in with information about Kerensa and the baby, otherwise there would be no one around to do anything about it.’
         

         Nodding acceptance of the other man’s reasoning, Amos said, ‘If you can point Sergeant Churchyard and me in the right direction we’ll go off and find Horace Morgan and see whether he and his men have had any success.’
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            Chapter 2
            

         
   
         RIDING THEIR HORSES carefully along the narrow and steep lane which led down to the equally narrow bridge spanning the Lynher river, the two policemen were passing a small cottage built inside a niche cut into the rocky hillside when they saw a tall elderly woman on her knees in the garden, weeding a colourful flowerbed. She looked up at the sound of the horses and, rising to her feet, watched the riders approaching, at the same time kneading her aching back with the knuckles of one hand.
         

         Smiling in her direction, Amos said, ‘Good afternoon, ma’am, gardening on such a steep slope must be hard work, but you have a wonderful display of flowers to show for it.’

         ‘There have been better years,’ came the reply, ‘but then, I’ve also had worse. Who are you?’

         Both men brought their horses to a halt and Amos said, ‘I’m Police Superintendent Amos Hawke from Bodmin and this is Sergeant Tom Churchyard, ma’am.’

         ‘What have you come all this way from Bodmin for? We already have a policeman in Trelyn … he’s a sergeant too.’

         ‘We’re here because Mrs Morgan and her baby have gone missing and everyone’s worried about them.’

         ‘Mrs Morgan … are you talking of Kerensa Tonks, as was? I saw her only last evening taking that baby of hers up towards the place that has a name the same as yours, Hawk’s Tor and although the baby was wrapped in a shawl it was far too late to have it out. I’m not surprised she got herself lost; it would have been nigh on dark by the time she got to wherever it was she was going. Not that it would have stopped her from doing what it was she wanted, Kerensa Tonks got up to more than most in the dark and having a baby hasn’t put a stop to her ways, nor has having a husband, much as he might have hoped it would. It’s in the blood, her mother was no better … and they used to say her mother looked more like the master up at the hall than any of his own children.’
         

         The two policemen exchanged glances, aware that the woman to whom they were talking probably knew more about Kerensa Morgan and everything that went on in the hamlet than anyone else they were likely to meet up with.

         Dismounting from his horse, and signalling for Tom to do the same, Amos said, ‘I’d like Sergeant Churchyard to make a few notes about what you’ve just told me, ma’am. It’s quite likely you’re the last person to have seen Mrs Morgan and it could prove a great help in finding her.’

         ‘You’ll only find Kerensa Tonks – or Morgan, as she’s called now – if she wants to be found, though you’re both presentable young men, so you might stand more chance than most.’

         Choosing for the moment to ignore the woman’s implication, Amos said, ‘Do you mind if I ask your name, and whether you know more or less what time it was when you saw Mrs Morgan and the baby?’

         ‘I’m Jemima Rowe, Miss Rowe, although everybody calls me Jemima. Until I retired nigh on twenty years ago I was housekeeper up at the Hall, though it was a different place in my young days. The master up there then was a colonel too, same as the one who’s there now, but he’d no more think of taking on a “foreigner” as his estate steward than he would of allowing any of his servants to marry one.’
         

         ‘Can you give me an idea of what time it was when you saw Mrs Morgan?’ Amos persisted.

         ‘I wasn’t watching the clock, but it must have been half an hour or so before dark. Immediately after she passed by I went out to fetch in my washing and saw her take the track that leads up to the moor.’

         ‘Are you quite certain of that? She wouldn’t have been going into the woods? That’s where her husband seems to think she might have gone, to meet him.’

         ‘She was heading up towards the moor, whatever her husband thought. He’d be the last one to know where she was going off to, whatever time of day or night it was.’

         ‘What makes you say that?’ Tom stopped writing and looked searchingly at her.

         ‘Because I’ve seen him coming past here looking for her more than once,’ Jemima said, scornfully, ‘and heard them arguing about it when he found her and they were on their way home together. Him demanding to know where she’d been when she should have been at home preparing a meal for him when he finished work, and Kerensa telling him she was fed up with being tied to the house all day and had gone out for a walk and forgotten what time it was.’
         

         ‘When was the last time you heard such an argument?’

         ‘Some time last week, Thursday, I think. It was getting dark then too. But if she’s gone missing she’ll come back in her own time, baby or no baby, but she’ll do it once too often, you mark my words. She has that man of hers under her thumb now because she’s young and pretty, but she’ll get old like the rest of us and find she has nothing else to keep him.’

         ‘You didn’t see her husband going up that way looking for her?’
         

         ‘No one else came past the cottage before dark, although I have no idea what might have happened after that, I had my curtains drawn and the bolt on the door.’
         

         Tom had been taking notes in his pocket-book while she was talking, now, at a signal from Amos, he closed the book and slipped it into an inside pocket of his frock coat, as Amos said, ‘Thank you very much, Jemima. The next time I’m around this way I’ll call in to say “Hello” and admire this lovely garden of yours once more.’

         Secretly pleased with his praise for her garden, Jemima said, ‘I don’t doubt you have better things to do than waste time on an old lady, but if you need to know anything about Trelyn, or the folk who live here then you’re very welcome to call in and ask me about them. I’ve lived hereabouts for close to ninety years and I know more than anyone else you’re likely to talk to about what goes on, or has gone on here.’
         

         Leaving the old woman lowering herself gingerly to her knees, Amos said to Tom, ‘In view of what Miss Rowe said, you’d better go up on the moor and have a look around, Tom. I’ll join you when I’ve spoken to Morgan … but be careful, I’ve heard a lot about the marshland up there. If Kerensa Morgan wandered into it in the dark she and her baby may never be found.’

         
             

         

         Once over the narrow, single arch bridge spanning the river the two policemen parted company and Amos found Horace Morgan about half a mile along the side of the wooded slope of the moor. He had formed the estate workers into a spaced-out line, and they were making their way through the woods as though beating for a shooting party. It was easy to locate them because of the noise they were making, calling out either ‘Kerensa’, or ‘Mrs Morgan’ as they went.
         

         Horace Morgan was a big, heavily-built man and Amos was surprised to find he was in his forties, or perhaps even early fifties. Knowing him to be the father of a young baby Amos had imagined he would be a younger man.

         Restlessly distraught at the disappearance of his wife and baby, the estate steward seemed convinced his wife would be found somewhere in the woods, even when he was informed that Jemima Rowe claimed to have seen her taking the path to the moor.

         ‘Jemima Rowe is getting old,’ he said, ‘These days she is seeing less and imagining more. She probably thought that was where Kerensa was going with the baby because just recently she’s sometimes met me when I was on my way home from checking on work at Trewortha, a farm way out on the moor. But I told Kerensa I wouldn’t be out there yesterday because I was supervising replanting at the far edge of this strip of woodland. If she had decided to meet me she’d have expected me to come back through the woods. That’s why I’m concentrating my search here, although I sent someone out to Trewortha earlier this morning, because she doesn’t always remember what I tell her. The moor isn’t a good place to be at night, especially with a baby and had she gone there she’d have no doubt stayed the night and not tried to get home.’
         

         ‘That would have been the sensible thing to do,’ Amos agreed, ‘I’ve heard there are some particularly deep bogs to be found up there.’

         Horace Morgan shook his head, ‘That’s true enough, but Kerensa knows where they all are. She wouldn’t be likely to wander into any of them, not even in the dark – but if you listened  to the tales the older folk hereabouts tell about the moor you’d think there was far more to worry about than the odd marsh, or two. If you believed some of them you’d find more dragons up there than we’ve ever had in Wales … or something every bit as fierce. They are convinced there’s a mysterious animal that roams the moor at night killing sheep and foals – and humans too, if they’re foolish enough to be up there after dark!’
         

         After maintaining a thoughtful silence for some moments, Amos asked, ‘When did the stories begin about this mysterious beast? Was there something particular that happened to give credence to such a belief?’
         

         ‘As far as I can tell there have always been such stories around the moor. Every so often we come across a half-eaten sheep, or the bones of a foal might be found picked clean, but it’s only to be expected. Animals die of natural causes, same as humans and you’ve always got foxes, buzzards, ravens – and even dogs – scavenging around up there. The moorland bogs are far more dangerous. I wouldn’t fancy the chances of anyone, or anything, wandering into one of them, day or night but, as I said, Kerensa knows the moor as well as anyone and she wouldn’t put Albert’s life at risk…. No, if she’s hurt herself somewhere it’ll be here, in the woods.’

         ‘When was it you first became anxious about her, Mr Morgan?

         ‘When I got home after dark and found she wasn’t home. She often goes wandering around, even though she has a baby now, but she would rarely keep him out after dark.’

         ‘You said you thought she might have come to meet you from work. If she had remembered where you were working and come to find you wouldn’t you have been likely to run into each other somewhere along the way?’ Amos posed the question mindful that the ex-Trelyn Hall housekeeper had seen Kerensa heading for the high moor and not taking the path through the woods.
         

         ‘Yes – had I been coming back the usual way, but I wanted to check that the tenant in Treveniel Farm had repaired a fence his cattle had knocked down, so I took a short cut there instead of coming back through the woods.’

         ‘What time would that have been?’

         ‘I don’t know, about four o’clock, I suppose. Then I went back to my office in the Hall and caught up with some paperwork.’

         ‘And you stayed working in the office until dark?’

         ‘Yes, I’m used to doing that, although not so often since I’ve been married. It wasn’t until the butler came to the office and asked when I’d be leaving because he wanted to lock up the Hall that I realized how late it was!’

         ‘How late was it?’

         ‘Gone ten o’clock. I knew Kerensa would be worrying – and getting cross too if she’d cooked something for me.’

         ‘What did you do when you found she wasn’t at home?’

         ‘To be honest with you I didn’t know what to do. I left the house and went down past the mill towards the path that goes through the woods. I would have called in to ask Jemima if she’d seen anything of her, but just before I reached the woods I met up with Ivan Bartlett, the estate’s head gamekeeper. He’d just come along the path through the woods and said he’d neither seen nor heard anyone. I knew that if he’d seen no sign of her I would have no chance, so believing she must have gone to Trewortha and decided to stay there, I walked home and went to bed, ’though I didn’t sleep much, I can tell you. But I’m not going to find her while I’m standing here talking to you. If you really want to help you can join the line of beaters – although you’ll need to leave your horse behind, there are places along here where it wouldn’t get through.’
         

         ‘I think we need to follow up every possible lead,’ Amos replied, ‘Even one given by an old lady who might or might not have seen her. I’ve sent my sergeant up to the moor and I’ll go up there to join him … but I’d appreciate having someone with us who knows the moor really well. Is there anyone here you can spare?’
         

         ‘I could do with more men to help me search the wood, not send them off with you on a wild goose chase….’
         

         Even as he was speaking, Horace Morgan caught sight of two young boys at the end of his line of estate employees. The line had stopped, waiting for the search to recommence and the boys, aged about ten and eight had become bored and were having a battle, throwing acorns and oak apples at each other.

         ‘You can take the Coumbe boys. They’re young but since they lost their father some years ago they’ve been allowed to run wild on the moor and know it as well as any man on the estate.’

         
             

         

         The two boys accompanied Amos back through the woods and, after he had refused requests from them to ride on his horse, they began finding small items to throw at each other again. He urged his horse to a faster pace, forcing them to cease their sibling battle in order to keep up and when they reached the steep track that needed to be negotiated in order to reach the moor they ceased their game altogether.

         Once on the moor the path narrowed to pass by the granite height that was Hawk’s Tor. From here Amos could see Tom leading his horse and picking his way around a patch of marshland that was easily discernible now but would have been far less visible in bad light.
         

         Waving to Tom, Amos set the two boys searching among the scattering of large boulders around the tor. He intended riding out on the other side of the path, beyond Tom, in order to cover as much ground as was possible.
         

         Before he could set off, Jenken Coumbe, the older of the two brothers, asked, ‘What exactly are we looking for? Mrs Morgan will hardly have been hiding all night and most of today among the rocks up here.’

         ‘We’re looking for anything that might tell us she has been here,’ Amos replied.

         ‘Do you want me to climb up the tor itself?’ Jenken queried.

         Amos hesitated for a moment then, looking up at the fortress-like granite height, he said, ‘She’d have been hardly likely to take a baby up there … and neither would anyone else. If we don’t find anything down here it might be necessary to search up there, but, if we do, either the sergeant or myself will go, it’s far too dangerous for you boys….’
         

         At that moment a stoat broke cover from a clump of stunted gorse and with outstretched tail ran towards the tor.

         With a shout of glee, Billy, the younger of the two brothers ran after it, ignoring Amos’s call for him to come back. Darting in and out among the rocks scattered about the tor, the small boy kept appearing then disappearing, shouting all the while that he could still see the stoat.

         Suddenly, when he reached the base of the towering tor he disappeared from view and his shouting ceased abruptly. Moments later he came into view once more … but all his excitement had gone and there was a look of wide-eyed horror on his face.
         

         ‘What is it?’ Amos demanded. ‘What have you seen?’

         ‘I … It’s … I think it’s her … Mrs Morgan!’

         ‘You think?’ Amos swung down from his horse. ‘Is it a woman … is she all right?’
         

         Gulping in air, Billy shook his head. ‘It’s a woman, but I can’t tell anything about her properly…. Her face …!’ He suddenly burst into tears and ran to his brother and clung to him, sobbing uncontrollably.
         

         ‘Stay with him,’ Amos said to Jenken, ‘… and keep an eye on my horse.’

         Running to the spot from where Billy had appeared, he saw why the young boy had been so shocked. The body lying on the ground immediately beneath an almost sheer cliff face was that of a woman – or so it would appear from her clothing, but the face had been so disfigured it was virtually impossible to distinguish any features.
         

         After confirming the woman was dead, something that was never really in doubt, Amos returned to where Billy still clung to his older brother. Attracting the attention of Tom, and waving for him to come to him Amos spoke to the older of the two boys.

         ‘Jenken, take Billy home to your mother. When things have settled down go along and see Sergeant Dreadon, he’ll have a little reward for you both.’

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            Chapter 3
            

         
   
         DURING HIS POLICE service in London’s East End, before coming to Cornwall, Tom Churchyard had witnessed violence and its consequences on numerous occasions and been forced to deal with death in many forms but, called to the tor by Amos, he winced when he saw the disfigured face of the woman lying at the foot of the steep rock face.
         

         Looking up towards the summit of the tor he said to Amos, ‘It looks as though she must fallen from the top, poor woman.’

         ‘If that’s the case, then where’s her baby?’ Amos countered.

         Looking up at the tor once more, Tom said, ‘It could still be up there … but if it is I doubt whether it would have survived the night, it isn’t very old.’

         ‘You’d better find a way up there and go and check,’ Amos said, ‘Although I doubt if it’s there – or that Kerensa Morgan was ever there either, if this is her. But whoever she is, she certainly didn’t fall to her death. Someone killed her.’

         Startled, Tom said, ‘What makes you think that?’

         ‘I don’t think it, Tom … I know!’ Amos replied grimly. Pointing to an irregularly shaped chunk of granite, about half the size of a man’s head, which was balancing on a flat rock several paces from where they stood, he added, ‘There’s blood on that rock, lots of it. There’s no doubting it’s what was used to batter her to death.’
         

         ‘But why?’ Tom queried. ‘Who’d want to kill a young woman who has just had a baby?’
         

         ‘Perhaps we’ll learn more when we find the baby. You’d better climb to the top of the tor and make quite certain the baby isn’t there, then ride down to Trelyn and tell Sergeant Dreadon to arrange to have the body carried down to his house and put in the cell. It can stay there until we can have it taken into Launceston for an autopsy. When that’s done we’ll see if Horace Morgan can identify her from the clothes she’s wearing. Dreadon’s already sent to Launceston asking for help in searching the moor but see if he can hurry things up. I’d like to cover as much ground as possible before dark if you don’t find the baby on the tor – and I doubt very much if you will.’
         

         
             

         

         Baby Albert Morgan was not on the tor and when Tom had ridden off to Trelyn, Amos made a detailed search of the area surrounding Hawk’s Tor. Any doubts he might have entertained about the cause of the woman’s death were quickly dispelled. There was what appeared to be a large bloodstain on hard ground close to one of the huge granite boulders some distance from the tor. By walking in a direct line between this spot and the body Amos found a number of bloodstains on the rocky ground.
         

         Whoever had attacked the as yet unidentified woman had killed her a little distance away then dragged her body to a spot where it was less likely to be seen by anyone passing along the nearby path. It was a feat requiring considerable strength, but his discoveries brought him no closer to solving the mystery of what had happened to the baby, or finding why the woman had been killed.
         

         Had it been a random killing, or one with a sexual motive, the murderer would hardly have taken the baby off with him, unless perhaps it was felt its crying would attract someone to the scene. But would not a vicious murderer have killed the baby and left its body with that of its mother?
         

         Of course, there was a remote possibility that the body was not that of Kerensa, or that the baby had been carried away by some unknown creature….
         

         Amos rejected both these ideas. What was more certain was that this was not going to be an easy crime to solve. However, he was determined it would be solved, and the first step was to have the body identified.
         

         
             

         

         Horace Morgan did not wait for the body to be brought down to Trelyn for identification. The two Coumbe boys had met a gardener from Trelyn Hall when they reached the hamlet on their way home and told him what they had found on the moor. The gardener immediately hurried away to the wooded slopes to pass on the news to the estate steward.
         

         Tom was returning to Amos after speaking to Sergeant Dreadon when he saw Horace Morgan toiling up the slope to Hawk’s Tor. Urging his reluctant pony to a faster pace up the steep slope, Tom caught up with him and found him fighting for breath but still doggedly pursuing a course towards the tor.

         Guessing the Coumbe brothers had been unable to keep silent about Billy’s gruesome discovery, Tom slowed his horse to match Morgan’s pace when he drew alongside him.

         ‘You’ve heard a body’s been found up by Hawk’s Tor, Mr Morgan?’

         Morgan nodded without slowing his pace, not replying until the path levelled out slightly, enabling speech to come easier.

         ‘Is it … Kerensa?’

         ‘We can’t be certain. I am afraid she’s suffered very severe injuries, Mr Morgan. It will be necessary to identify her by her clothes, or any jewellery she might be wearing.’
         

         ‘Albert … the baby … what of him?’

         ‘He hadn’t been found when I left Superintendent Hawke but I’ll go ahead to find out what’s been happening while I’ve been away. I’d like to offer to take you behind me, but it’s as much as the pony can manage to carry me up this slope. I suggest you take it a little more slowly too. Sadly there’s nothing you can do for Mrs Morgan – if it is her – and when we find the baby he’ll need his father.’

         Kneeing his pony forward, Tom went on ahead to tell Amos that Morgan was on his way and in his understandably distraught state might prove difficult to reason with.
         

         
             

         

         Amos and Tom left the shadow of the tor together to meet Morgan before he reached them and his first words were, ‘Where is she? Where’s Kerensa? Have you found Albert?’

         ‘It’s not absolutely certain yet that it is Mrs Morgan,’ Amos replied, blocking the path of the desperate man, ‘and there is no sign of a baby … but please wait a moment and listen to me, Mr Morgan. I want to warn you that, whoever the woman is, she has suffered severe facial injuries. I would much rather you did not see her at all just yet, but she needs to be identified, even if only by her clothing.’

         ‘What sort of injuries – and how did she come by them? Has she had a fall … and why isn’t Albert with her?’

         ‘I can’t answer the last question and the cause of her death will not be fully known until an autopsy has been carried out, but it would be better if you stayed here while I find something with which to cover her face.’

         ‘You’ll do no such thing. I want to see what’s happened to her and if it is Kerensa I’ll get every man from the Trelyn Estate up here to search for Albert.’
         

         ‘That would be a great help. I have already sent to Launceston for all available constables to help in the search for him. We will be able to make use of anyone else who can join them but, with all due respect, I feel it would be far better if you did not see her face until the doctor who will carry out an autopsy has been able to examine her and perhaps clean her up….’

         ‘Why does there have to be an autopsy? Isn’t it enough that she should have fallen and disfigured herself, if that’s what has happened to her? Does her body have to be mutilated as well?’

         ‘I am afraid it is necessary, Mr Morgan, because I do not believe her injuries to have been caused by an accident.’

         Startled, it was some moments before Morgan seemed able to take in what Amos had said, then, in a strangled voice he queried, ‘Not an accident … what do you mean?’

         ‘I mean that she appears to have been murdered. Now, I regret the need for this, but do you mind coming up to the tor with us and checking whether the body is that of your wife but, if it is, please don’t touch her?’

         
             

         

         Horace Morgan was able to confirm that the body lying on the moor at the base of Hawk’s Tor was that of his wife, Kerensa. He not only recognized the clothes she was wearing, but also identified the wedding ring which, when removed from the stiff third finger of her left hand revealed the inscription, ‘K & H’ engraved inside the gold band.
         

         Trying hard not to look at her disfigured face, he demanded tearfully, ‘Who would do such a thing to her, and why … and where can Albert be? What would they have done with him?’

         The Trelyn estate steward glanced up at the tor towering above them and, correctly reading his thoughts, Amos said, ‘Sergeant Churchyard has been up there and found nothing, but as soon as policemen from Launceston arrive here we will organize a thorough search of the rest of the moor.’
         

         Seemingly grateful for an opportunity to do something positive, Morgan said, ‘There’s no need to wait for them, I’ll bring every man from the estate up here and begin the search right away. If Albert is on the moor he’ll have been out in the open all night, that’s already far too long for a helpless baby.’
         

         ‘That’s a splendid idea,’ Amos agreed. ‘Take Sergeant Churchyard’s pony and gather all the men you can. We will wait here until Sergeant Dreadon comes to take your wife’s body down to Trelyn.’

         ‘What do you intend doing about finding Kerensa’s killer?’ Some of Horace Morgan’s natural aggression returned when he posed the question to Amos.

         ‘While you’re away we will see if we can find anything up here that might help us, but our main investigation will begin when we have the results of the autopsy and know exactly how and when she died. We will also have to obtain a statement from you, Mr Morgan, distressing though it might be for you. We will find your wife’s killer, and your son too, but I am afraid nothing we are able to do is going to bring your wife back to you.’
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