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  PROLOGUE


  AUGUST 1967


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


  I made the journey only a few months after Ronald and I had returned from one of our frequent long spells abroad. Spells which had suited me well for many years. Ronald, too, had suited me well.
  He was a decent man and a good husband, quite willing to accept that our marriage was one of convenience. I believe he saw me as an asset in his diplomatic career, though it was certainly neither
  my dazzling beauty nor my sparkling wit that snared him. I was, however, presentable and intelligent, in addition to being an exceptionally good dancer.


  Whatever the reason, I became adept at playing the minor diplomats wife. It seemed a small price to pay. In a way, I was Ronalds passport to career success and promotion, and
   though I never told him this  he was my passport to flight and escape. I married him because I knew we would spend our lives far away from England, and I wanted to be as far away
  from England as possible. Now, after more than ten years abroad, it doesnt seem to matter very much. I shall be quite content to live out the rest of my days in the Belsize Park flat.
  Ronald, always a shrewd investor, also left me a tidy sum of money. Enough, at least, to live on for some years and to buy myself a new Triumph sports car. A red one. With a radio.


  And so, singing along with All You Need is Love, Itchycoo Park and See Emily Play, listening to the occasional news bulletins about Joe Ortons
  murder and the closing-down of the offshore pirate radio stations, I headed back to Hobbs End for the first time in over twenty years. For some reason I have never been able to explain, I
  enjoyed the raw, naive and whimsical new music the young people were listening to, even though I was in my early forties. It made me long to be young again: young without the complications of my
  own youth; young without the war; young without the heartbreak; young without the terror and the blood.


  I dont think I saw another car after I left the main road outside Skipton. It was one of those perfect summer days when the air smells sweet with the perfume of cut grass and wild
  flowers. I fancied I could even smell the warm exhalations of the dry-stone walls. Berries shone like polished garnets on the rowan trees. Tewits soared and tumbled over the meadows and sheep
  bleated their pitiful calls from the far dalesides. The colours were all so vibrant  the green greener than ever, the blue of the sky cloudless and piercingly bright.


  Not far beyond Grassington I lost my way. I stopped and asked two men carrying out repairs to a dry-stone wall. It was a long time since I had heard the characteristic broad speech of the Dales
  and at first it sounded foreign to me. Finally, I understood, thanked them and left them scratching their heads over the strange middle-aged lady with the sunglasses, the pop music and the flashy
  red sports car.


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


  At last I broke out of the woods and stood at the edge of the reservoir. My heart started to pound and I had to lean against one of the trees. The bark felt rough on my palms. For a moment, skin
  flushed and fingers tingling, I thought I was going to faint. But it passed.


  There had been trees long ago, of course, but not as many, and most of them had been to the north of the village, in Rowan Woods. When I had lived there, Hobbs End had been a village in a
  valley. Now I gazed upon a lake surrounded by forest.


  The waters surface, utterly still, reflected the trees and the occasional shadow of a gull or a swallow flying over. To my right, I could see the small dam where the old river narrowed as
  it flowed into Harksmere. Confused, unsure what I was feeling, I sat on the bank and stared over the scene.


  I was sitting where the old railway branch line used to run, the train I had travelled on so often during my childhood. A single track that ran to and from Harrogate, the railway had provided
  our only real access to the larger world beyond Hobbs End during the war. Dr Beeching had done away with it three or four years ago, of course, and already the lines were overgrown with
  weeds. The council had planted weeping willows on the spot where the old station had stood, where many a time I had bought tickets from Mrs Shipley and waited on the platform with rising excitement
  to hear the distant chugging and whistling of the old steam engine.


  As I sat there remembering, time went by. I had started out late and the journey from London was a long one. Soon, darkness infused the woods around me, filling the spaces between the branches
  and the silences between the bird calls. A whisper of a breeze sprang up. The water caught the fading light in such a way that its slightly ruffled surface looked as if it had been sprinkled with
  salmon-pink powder. Slowly, even this darkened, until only a deep inky blue remained.


  Then a full moon rose, scattering its bone-white light, in which I fancied I could see clear through the water to the village that used to be there, like an image preserved in water-glass. There
  it was, spread out below me, darkly glittering and shimmering under the barely perceptible rippling of the surface.


  As I stared, I began to feel that I could reach out and touch it. It was like the world beyond the mirror in Cocteaus Orpheus. When you reach out and touch the glass, it turns to
  water and you can plunge through it into the Underworld.


  What I saw there was a vision of the village as it had been when I lived there, smoke curling from chimneys over the slate and flagstone roofs, the dark mill on the hillock at the west end, the
  squat church tower, the High Street curving beside the narrow river. The longer I looked, the more I imagined I could see the people going about their daily business: shopping, making deliveries,
  gossiping. In my vision, I could even see our little shop, where I met her for the first time that blustery spring day in 1941. The day it all began.
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  Adam Kelly loved to play in the derelict houses, loved the musty smell of the old rooms, the way they creaked and groaned as he moved around inside them, the way the sunlight
  shone through the laths, casting striped shadows on the walls. He loved to leap the gaps between the broken stairs, heart in his mouth, and hop from rafter to rafter, kicking up plaster dust and
  watching the motes dance in the filtered light.


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


  He stood at the rim of the shallow valley, staring at the ruins below and anticipating the adventure to come. This was the day he had been waiting for. Maybe a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.
  Anything could happen down there. The future of the universe depended on Adam today; the village was a test, one of the things he had to conquer before advancing to the Seventh Level.


  The only other people in sight stood at the far end, near the old flax mill: a man in jeans and a red T-shirt and a woman all dressed in white. They were pretending to be tourists, pointing
  their video camera here and there, but Adam suspected they might be after the same thing he was. He had played the game often enough on his computer to know that deception was everywhere and things
  were never what they seemed. Heaven help us, he thought, if they got to it first.


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


  Adam paused and listened. Even the birds were silent. The sun beat down and made him sweat behind his ears, at the back of his neck and in the crack of his bum. His glasses kept slipping down
  his nose. The dark, ruined cottages wavered in the heat like a wall behind a workmans brazier.


  Anything could happen now. The Talisman was here somewhere, and it was Adams job to find it. But where to begin? He didnt even know what it looked like, only that he would know it
  when he found it and that there must be clues somewhere.


  He crossed the old stone bridge and walked into one of the half-demolished cottages, aware of the moist, cool darkness gathering around him like a cloak. It smelled like a bad toilet, or as if
  some gigantic alien creature had lain down to die in a hot, fetid swamp.


  Sunlight slanted in through the space where the roof had been, lighting the far wall. The dark stones looked as slick and greasy as an oil spill. In places, the heavy stone flags that formed the
  floor had shifted and cracked, and thick gobbets of mud oozed up between them. Some of the slabs wobbled when Adam stood on them. He felt poised over a quicksand ready to suck him down to the
  earths core if he made one wrong move.


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


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


  Adam noticed an outbuilding near the bridge, the kind of place that had perhaps once been used to store coal or keep food cold. He had heard about the old days before electric fires and fridges.
  It might even have been a toilet. Hard to believe, he knew, but once people had to go outside to the toilet, even in winter.


  Whatever it had been, The Destructors had left it largely alone. About seven feet high, with a slanting flagstone roof still intact, it seemed to beckon him to come and vanquish it. Here, at
  least, was a structure he could mount to get a clear view. If the pretend-tourists were hiding nearby, he would see them from up there.


  Adam walked around the outbuilding and was pleased to see that on one side a number of stones stuck out farther than others, like steps. Carefully, he rested his weight on the first one. It was
  slippy, but it held fast. He started to climb. Every step seemed solid enough, and soon he was at the top.


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


  To the west stood the flax mill, and the strangers were now nowhere in sight. The land to both the north and south was covered in woods, so it was hard to see anything through the dense green
  foliage. To the east lay the teardrop shape of Harksmere Reservoir. On The Edge, which ran along the south side of Harksmere, a couple of car windscreens flashed in the sun. Other than that, there
  was hardly any movement in the world at all, hardly a leaf trembling.


  Satisfied he wasnt being watched, Adam struck out over the roof. It was only about four or five feet wide, but when he got to the middle he felt the faintest tremor, then, before he could
  dash the short distance to the other side, the thick stone slabs gave way beneath him. For a moment, he hung suspended in air, as if he might float there for ever. He stuck his arms out and flapped
  them like wings, but to no avail. With a scream, he plunged down into the darkness.


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


  As he lay there, winded, looking up at the square of blue sky above him, he saw two of the remaining roof slabs tilt and fall towards him. Each one was about three feet square and six inches
  thick, enough to smash him to a pulp if it hit him. But he couldnt move; he felt trapped there, spellbound by the falling slabs.


  They seemed to drift down in slow motion, like autumn leaves on a windless day. His mind emptied of everything. He felt no panic, no fear, just a sort of acceptance, as if he had reached a
  turning point in his short life, and it was out of his hands now. He couldnt have explained it if hed tried, but at that moment, lying on his cot of warm mud watching the dark stone
  flags wheel down across the blue of the sky, young as he was, he knew there was nothing he could do to avoid whatever fate had in store for him; whichever way it went, he could only go with it.


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


  One slab fell to his left, embedded itself in the mud and tilted against the wall like an old gravestone. The other fell to his right and cracked in two against one of the floor flags. One half
  tipped towards him, just grazing his upper arm, which was sticking out of the mud, and raising a few drops of blood.


  Adam took a few deep breaths and looked up through the roof at the sky. No more slabs. So he had been spared; he was alive. He felt light-headed. There was nothing seriously damaged, he thought,
  as he started to move his limbs slowly. His left wrist hurt a lot, and it would probably come up in one hell of a bruise, but it didnt feel broken. His right arm was still thrust deep in the
  mud, and the slab chafed against his grazed elbow. He tried to wiggle his fingers under the mud to find out if he could still feel them, and they brushed against something hard.


  It felt like a cluster of smooth, hard spindles, or a bundle of short rods. Curious, he pushed his arm in deeper and grasped it tightly, the way he used to hold his mothers hand in town
  when he was very small and frightened of all the crowds; then he leaned his weight back over to the left, gritting his teeth as the pain seared through his injured wrist, and tugged.


  Inch by inch, he dragged his arm free, keeping a firm grasp on his prize. The mud made sucking, slurping sounds as he pulled. Finally, he was able to free the object he was holding. He rested it
  against the slab and edged back towards the far wall to study it.


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


  


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


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


  He particularly liked the colour. The man at the do-it-yourself centre in Eastvale said it was calming, and after the year Banks had just suffered through, he needed all the calming he could
  get. The shade of blue he had chosen was supposed to resemble that of oriental tapestries, but once it was on the wall it reminded Banks more of the Greek island of Santorini, which he and his
  estranged wife Sandra had visited during their last holiday together. He hadnt bargained for that memory, but he thought he could live with it.


  Pleased with himself, Banks pulled a packet of Silk Cut from his top pocket. First, he counted the contents. Only three gone since morning. Good. He was trying to restrict himself to ten a day
  or less, and he was doing well so far. He walked into the kitchen and put on the kettle for a cup of tea.


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


  Dad?


  Brian, is that you? Ive been trying to get in touch with you.


  Yeah, well . . . weve been on the road. I didnt think youd be in. Why arent you at work?


  If you didnt expect me to be in, why did you call?


  Silence.


  Brian? Where are you? Is anything wrong?


  Nothings wrong. Im staying at Andrews flat.


  Where?


  Wimbledon. Look, Dad . . .


  Isnt it about time your exam results were out?


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


  Brian?


  Yeah, well, thats why I was calling you. You know . . . I thought Id just leave a message.


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


  About the exams, like . . .


  How bad is it? What did you get?


  Well, thats it . . . I mean . . . you wont like it.


  You did pass, didnt you?


  Course I did.


  Well?


  Its just that I didnt do as well as I expected. It was really hard, Dad. Everyone says so.


  What did you get?


  Brian almost whispered. A third.


  A third? Thats a bit of a disappointment, isnt it? Id have thought you could have done better than that.


  Yeah, well, its more than you ever got.


  Banks took a deep breath. It doesnt matter a damn what I did or didnt get. Its you were talking about. Your future. Youll never get a decent job with a
  third-class degree.


  What if I dont want a decent job?


  What do you want to be then? Another statistic? Another clich? Another unemployed yobbo?


  Thanks a lot, Dad. Nice to know you believe in me. Anyway, as a matter of fact, Im not on the dole. Were going to try and make a go of it. Me and the band.


  Youre what?


  Were going to make a go of it. Andrew knows this bloke who runs an indie label, and hes got a studio, like, and hes said we can go down and make a demo of some of my
  songs. You might not believe it, but people actually like us. Weve got gigs coming out of our ears.


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


  The Spice Girls did it, and look how much talent theyve got.


  So did Tiny Tim, but thats not the point. Talents got nothing to do with it. For every one that makes it, theres thousands who get trampled on the way.


  Were making plenty of money.


  Moneys not everything. What about the future? What are you going to do when youve peaked at twenty-five and you dont have a penny in the bank?


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


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


  I was getting pretty bored with architecture anyway.


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


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


  Thats a laugh, Banks thought. Him talk to Sandra? They couldnt even discuss the weather these days without it turning into an argument.


  I think youd better ring her yourself, he said. Better still, why dont you pay her a visit? Shes only in Camden Town.


  But shell go spare!


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


  The kettle started whistling.


  Thanks a lot, Dad, Brian said, his voice hard-edged with bitterness. I thought youd understand. I thought I could depend on you. I thought you liked music. But
  youre just like the rest. Go see to your fucking kettle!


  Brian


  But Brian hung up. Hard.


  The blue of the living room did nothing to soothe Bankss mood. Pretty sad, he thought, when you turn to DIY as therapy, house decoration to keep the darkness at bay. He sat for a moment
  staring at a brush hair stuck to the paint above the mantelpiece, then he stormed into the kitchen and turned off the kettle. He didnt even feel like a cup of tea any more.


  Money isnt everything. What about your future? Banks couldnt believe he had said those things. Not because he thought that money was everything, but because
  that was exactly what his parents had said to him when he told them he wanted a weekend job in the supermarket to earn some extra money. It frightened him how deeply instinctive his whole response
  to Brians news was, as if someone else  his own parents  had spoken the words and he was only the ventriloquists dummy. Some people say that the older we get, the more
  we come to resemble our parents, and Banks was beginning to wonder if they were right. If so, it was a frightening idea.


  Money isnt everything, his father had said, though in a way it was everything to him because he had never had any. What about your future? his mother had said, her
  way of telling him that he would be far better off staying at home studying for his exams than wasting his weekends making money he would only use to go hanging around billiard halls or bowling
  alleys. They wanted him to go into a nice, respectable, secure white-collar job like banking or insurance, just like his older brother Roy. With a good degree behind him, they said, he could
  better himself, which meant he could do better than they had done. He was bright, and that was what bright working-class kids were supposed to do back in the sixties.


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


  This time it was Chief Constable Jeremiah Jimmy Riddle. Must be my lucky day, Banks thought. Not only was it not Brian, the new call also meant that Banks couldnt
  even dial 1471 to get Brians Wimbledon phone number, which he had neglected to ask for. 1471 only worked for the last one call you received. He cursed and reached for his cigarettes
  again. At this rate hed never stop. Bugger it. Extraordinary circumstances call for extraordinary measures. He lit up.


  Skiving off again, are you, Banks?


  Holiday, said Banks. Its official. You can check.


  Doesnt matter. Ive got a job for you to do.


  Ill be back in the morning.


  Now.


  Banks wondered what kind of job Jimmy Riddle would call him off his holidays for. Ever since Riddle had had to reinstate him reluctantly after dishing out a hasty suspension the previous year,
  Banks had been in career Siberia, his life a treadmill of reports, statistics and more reports. Everything short of going around to the schools giving road-safety talks. Not one active
  investigation in nine months. He was so far out of the loop he might as well have been on Pluto; even the few informers he had cultivated since arriving in Eastvale had deserted him. Surely the
  situation wasnt going to change this easily? There had to be more to it; Riddle never made a move without a hidden agenda.


  Weve just got a report in from Harkside, Riddle went on. A young lad found some bones at the bottom of Thornfield Reservoir. Its one of the ones that dried up
  over the summer. Used to be a village there, I gather. Anyway, theres nothing but a section station in Harkside, and all theyve got is a lowly DS. I want you down there as senior
  investigating officer.


  Old bones? Cant it wait?


  Probably. But Id rather you get started right away. Any problem with that?


  What about Harrogate or Ripon?


  Too busy. Dont be such an ungrateful bastard, Banks. Heres the perfect opportunity for you to drag your career out of the slump its fallen into.


  Sure, Banks thought, and pigs can fly. He hadnt fallen into the slump, he had been pushed, and, knowing Jimmy Riddle, this case was only going to push him even deeper into it.
  Human bones?


  We dont know yet. In fact, we know nothing at all so far. Thats why I want you to get down there and find out.


  Harkside?


  No. Thornfield bloody Reservoir. Youll find the local DS already at the scene. Cabbots the name.


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


  A skeleton in a dried-up reservoir?


  A detective chief inspector would not, under normal circumstances, be dispatched to the remote borders of the county simply to examine a pile of old bones. Also, chief constables never
  assigned cases to detectives. That was a job for the superintendent or chief superintendent. In Bankss experience, CCs usually restricted their activities to waffling on the telly, opening
  farm shows and judging brass-band competitions. Except for bloody Jimmy Riddle, of course, Mr Hands-On himself, who would never miss an opportunity to rub salt in Bankss wounds.


  However busy Harrogate and Ripon were, Banks was certain they could spare someone qualified to do the job. Riddle obviously thought the case would be boring and unpleasant, or both, and
  that it would lead to certain failure and embarrassment; otherwise, why give it to Banks? And this DS Cabbot, whoever he was, was probably as thick as pigshit or he would have been left to handle
  things himself. Besides, why else was a detective sergeant stuck in a section station in Harkside, of all places? Hardly the crime capital of the north.


  And, Banks.


  Sir?


  Dont forget your wellies.


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


  He dug out a map of the Yorkshire Dales and checked the lie of the land. Thornfield was the westernmost in a chain of three linked reservoirs built along the River Rowan, which ran more or less
  east from its source high in the Pennines until it turned south and joined the River Wharfe near Otley. Though Thornfield was only about twenty-five miles away as the crow flies, there was no fast
  way, only minor unfenced roads for the most part. Banks traced a route on the map with his forefinger. He would probably be best heading south over the moors and along Langstrothdale Chase to
  Grassington, then east towards Pateley Bridge. Even then it would probably take an hour or more.


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


  Before setting off, he stood for a moment, resting his hands on the warm stone wall and looked down at the bare rocks where Gratly waterfalls should be. A quote from a T. S. Eliot poem he had
  read the previous evening came to his mind: Thoughts of a dry brain in a dry season. Very apt. It had been a long drought; everything was dry that summer, including Bankss
  thoughts.


  His conversation with Brian still nagged on his mind; he wished it hadnt ended the way it had. Though Banks knew he fretted more about his daughter Tracy, who was at present travelling
  around France in an old van with a couple of girlfriends, that didnt mean he wasnt concerned about Brian.


  Because of his job, Banks had seen so many kids go wrong, that it was beyond a joke. Drugs. Vandalism. Mugging. Burglary. Violent crime. Brian was too sensible to do anything like that, Banks
  had always told himself; he had been given every possible middle-class advantage. More than Banks had ever got. Which was probably why he felt more hurt than anything by his sons
  comments.


  A couple of ramblers passed by the front of the cottage, heavy rucksacks on their backs, knotted leg muscles, shorts, sturdy hiking boots, Ordnance Survey maps hanging in little plastic holders
  around their necks in case it rained. Some hope. Banks said hello, remarked on the good weather and got into the Cavalier. The upholstery was so hot he almost jumped out again.


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


  At least Banks had a real job to do. Jimmy Riddle had made a mistake this time. No doubt he believed he had given Banks a filthy, dead-end job, full of opportunities for cock-ups; no doubt the
  dice were loaded against him; but anything was better than sitting in his office. Riddle had overlooked the one overriding characteristic Banks possessed, even at his lowest ebb:
  curiosity.


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


  


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


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


  Though her reputation and her sales had grown steadily over the years, her Detective Inspector Niven series, which accounted for fifteen of the twenty books, had recently made it to the small
  screen with a handsome lead actor, glossy production values and a big budget. The first three episodes had been shown, to great critical acclaim  especially given how bored many television
  critics had become with police dramas recently  and as a result Vivian had become, over the past month or so, about as familiar a face to the general public as a writer ever is.


  She had been on the cover of Night & Day, had been interviewed by Melvyn Bragg on the South Bank Show and featured prominently in Womans Own magazine.
  After all, becoming an overnight success in ones seventies was quite newsworthy. Some people even recognized her in the street.


  Adrian, the event organizer, gave her a glass of red wine, while Thalia arranged the books on the low table in front of the settee. At half past six on the dot, Adrian introduced her by saying
  that she needed no introduction, and to a smattering of applause she picked up her copy of the latest Inspector Niven story, Traces of Sin, and began to read from the opening section.


  About five minutes was enough, Vivian reckoned. Anything less made her look as if she couldnt wait to get away; anything more risked losing the audiences attention. The settee was
  so soft and deep that it seemed to enfold her as she read. She wondered how she would ever get out of it. She was hardly a spry young thing any more.


  After the reading, people formed an orderly queue, and Vivian signed their books, pausing to chat briefly with everyone, asking if they wanted any specific sort of dedication and making sure she
  spelled their names right. It was all very well if someone said he was called John, but how were you to know it wasnt spelled Jon? Then there were the more
  complex variations: Donna, or Dawna? Janice, or Janis?


  Vivian looked down at her hand as she signed. Talonlike, she thought, almost skeletal, dotted with liver spots, skin shrivelled and wrinkled over the knuckle joints, puffs of flesh around the
  wedding ring she could never remove even if she wanted to.


  Her hands were the first to go, she thought. The rest of her was remarkably well preserved. For a start, she had remained tall and lean. She hadnt shrunk or run to fat like so many
  elderly women, or generated that thick, hard, matronly carapace.


  Steel-grey hair pulled back tightly and fastened at the back created a widows peak over her strong, thin face; her deep blue eyes, networked with crows-feet, were almost oriental
  in their slant, her nose was slightly hooked and her lips thin. Not a face that smiled often, people thought. And they were right, even though it had not always been so.


  A steely, unblinking gaze into the depths of evil, one reviewer had written of her. And was it Graham Greene who had noted that there is a splinter of ice in the heart of the
  writer? How right he was, though it hadnt always been there.


  You used to live up north, didnt you?


  Vivian looked up, startled at the question. The man appeared to be about sixty, thin to the point of emaciation, with a long, gaunt pale face and lank fair hair. He was wearing faded jeans and
  the kind of gaudy, short-sleeved shirt you would expect to see at a seaside resort. As he held the book out for her to sign, she noticed that his hands were unnaturally small for a mans.
  Something about them disturbed her.


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


  What was the name of the place where you lived?


  It was a long time ago.


  Did you go by the same name then?


  Look, I


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


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


  When it was all over, Adrian and the staff suggested dinner, but Vivian was tired, another sign of her advancing years. All she wanted to do was go home to a long hot bath, a gin and tonic and
  Flauberts Sentimental Education, but first she needed a little exercise and some air. Alone.


  Ill drive you home, said Wendi.


  Vivian laid her hand on Wendis forearm. No, my dear, she said. If you dont mind, Id just like a little walk by myself first, then Ill take the
  tube.


  But, really, its no trouble. Thats what Im here for.


  No. Ill be perfectly all right. Im not over the hill yet.


  Wendi blushed. She had probably been told that Vivian was prickly. Someone always warned the publicists and media escorts. Im sorry. I didnt mean to suggest anything
  like that. But its my job.


  A pretty young girl like you must have far better things to do than drive an old lady home in the London traffic. Why dont you go to the pictures with your boyfriend, go dancing,
  or something?


  Wendi smiled and looked at her watch. Well, I did tell Tim I wouldnt be able to meet him until later. Perhaps if I phoned him now and went to queue at the half-price ticket booth,
  we could get some last-minute theatre tickets. But only if youre sure.


  Quite sure, my dear. Good night.


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


  London. She still sometimes found herself unable to believe that she actually lived in London. She remembered her first visit  how vast, majestic and overwhelming the city
  had felt. She had gazed in awe at landmarks she had only heard of, read about or seen in pictures: Piccadilly Circus, Big Ben, St Pauls, Buckingham Palace, Trafalgar Square. Of course, that
  was a long time ago, but even today she felt that same magic when she recited the names or walked the famous streets.


  Charing Cross Road was crowded with people leaving work late or arriving early for the theatres and cinemas, meeting friends for a drink. Before getting on the tube, Vivian crossed the road
  carefully, waiting for the pedestrian signal, and strolled around Leicester Square.


  A small choir was singing Men of Harlech just beside the Burger King. How it had all changed: the fast-food places, the shops, even the cinemas. It wasnt far from here, on
  the Haymarket, that she had been to her first London cinema, the Carlton. What had she seen? For Whom the Bell Tolls. Of course, that was it.


  As she walked back to the Leicester Square tube entrance, Vivian thought again about the strange man in the bookshop. She didnt like to dwell on the past, but he had pushed her into a
  reminiscent mood, as had the recent newspaper photographs of the dried-up Thornfield Reservoir.


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


  
    
  


  2


  Banks paused for breath after his walk through the woods. From where he stood on the edge of Thornfield Reservoir, the entire elongated bowl of ruins lay open below him like a
  cupped hand, about a quarter of a mile wide and half a mile long. He didnt know the full story, but he knew that the site had been covered with water for many years. This was its first
  reappearance, like an excavated ancient settlement, or a sort of latter-day Brigadoon.


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


  The most dramatic part of the scene lay directly below: the sunken village itself. Bracketed by a ruined mill on a hillock to the west, and by a tiny packhorse bridge to the east, the whole
  thing resembled the skeleton of a giants torso. The bridge formed the pelvic bone, and the mill was the skull, which had been chopped off and placed slightly to the left of the body. The
  river and High Street formed the slightly curving backbone, from which the various ribs of side-streets branched off.


  There was no road surface, but the course of the old High Street by the river was easy enough to make out. It eventually forked at the bridge, one branch turning towards Rowan Woods, where it
  soon narrowed to a footpath, and the other continuing over the bridge, then out of the village along the Harksmere embankment, presumably all the way to Harkside. It struck Banks as especially odd
  that there should have been a fully intact bridge there, under water for all those years.


  Below him, a group of people stood by the other side of the bridge, one of them in uniform. Banks scampered down the narrow path. It was a warm evening, and he was sweating by the time he got to
  the bottom. Before approaching the group, he took a handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his brow and the back of his neck. There was nothing he could do about the damp patches under his
  arms.


  He wasnt overweight, or even especially unfit. He smoked, he ate lousy food and he drank too much, but he had the kind of metabolism that had always kept him lean. He didnt go in
  for strenuous exercise, but since Sandra left he had got into the habit of taking long solitary walks every weekend, and he swam half a mile at the Eastvale public baths once or twice a week. It
  was this damn hot weather that made him feel so out of shape.


  The valley bottom wasnt as muddy as it looked. Most of the exposed reddish-brown earth had been caked and cracked by the heat. However, there were some marshy patches with reeds growing
  out of them, and he had to jump several large puddles on his way.


  As he crossed the packhorse bridge, a woman walked towards him and stopped him in the middle. Excuse me, sir, she said, arm extended, palm out. This is a crime scene.
  Im afraid you cant come any further.


  Banks smiled. He knew he didnt look like a DCI. He had left his sports jacket in the car and wore a blue denim shirt open at the neck, with no tie, light tan trousers and black wellington
  boots.


  Why isnt it taped off, then? he asked.


  The woman looked at him and frowned. She was in her late twenties or early thirties, by the look of her, long-legged, tall and slim, probably not much more than an inch shorter than
  Bankss five foot nine. She was wearing blue jeans and a white blouse made of some silky material. Over the blouse she wore a herringbone jacket that followed the contours of her waist and
  the gentle outward curve of her hips. Her chestnut hair was parted in the middle and fell in layered, casual waves to her shoulders. Her face was oval, with a smooth, tanned complexion, full lips,
  and a small mole to the right of her mouth. She was wearing black-rimmed sunglasses, and when she took them off, her serious almond eyes seemed to appraise Banks as if he were a hitherto
  undiscovered species.


  She wasnt conventionally good-looking. Hers wasnt the kind of face youd find on the pages of a magazine, but her looks showed character and intelligence. And the red wellies
  set it all off nicely.


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


  I think youll find it was the other way round, but you could try it, she said. Then, after they had scrutinized one another for a few seconds, she squinted, frowned, and
  said, Youll be DCI Banks, then?


  She didnt appear nervous or embarrassed about mistaking him for a sightseer; there was no hint of apology or deference in her tone. He didnt know whether he liked that. DS
  Cabbot, I presume?


  Yes, sir. She smiled. It was no more than a twitch of one corner of her mouth and a brief flash of light behind her eyes, but it left an impression. Many people, Banks mused,
  probably thought it was nice to be smiled at by DS Cabbot. Which made him all the more suspicious of Jimmy Riddles motives for sending him out here.


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


  Colleen Harris and James OGrady, sir. They were scouting the location for a TV programme when they saw the boy fall through the roof. They ran to help him. Seems they also had
  their camera handy. I suppose itll make a nice little item on the evening news. She scratched the side of her nose. Wed run out of crime-scene tape, sir. At the section
  station. To be honest, Im not sure we ever had any in the first place. She toyed with the sunglasses as she spoke, but Banks didnt think it was out of nervousness. She had a
  slight West Country burr, not very pronounced, but clear enough to be noticeable.


  Theres nothing we can do about the TV people now, Banks said. They might even be useful. Youd better explain what happened. All I know is that a boy discovered
  some old bones here.


  DS Cabbot nodded. Adam Kelly. Hes thirteen.


  Where is he?


  I sent him home. To Harkside. He seemed a bit shaken up, and hed bruised his wrist and elbow. Nothing serious. Anyway, he wanted his mummy, so I got PC Cameron over there to drive
  him and then come back. Poor kidll be having nightmares for months as it is.


  What happened?


  Adam was walking on the roof and it gave way under him. Lucky he didnt break his back, or get crushed to death. She pointed at the outbuilding. The rafters that
  helped support the flagstones must have rotted, all those years under water. It didnt take much weight. I should think the demolition men were supposed to pull the whole place down before it
  was flooded, but they must have knocked off early that day.


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


  Why not? They probably thought no one would ever see the place again. Who can tell whats there when its all under water? Anyway, the mud broke Adams fall, his arm got
  stuck in it, and he pulled up a skeleton of a hand.


  Human?


  Dont know, sir. I mean, it looks human to me, but well need an expert to be certain. Ive read that its easy to mistake bear paws for human
  hands.


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


  Why, just last week, sir.


  Banks paused a moment, saw the glint in her eye and smiled. There was something about this woman that intrigued him. Nothing in her tone hinted at self-doubt or uncertainty about her actions.
  Most junior police officers, when questioned about their actions by a senior, generally either let a little of the Did I do the right thing, sir? creep into their tone, or they became
  defensive. Susan Gay, his old DC, had been like that. But there was none of this with DS Cabbot. She simply stated things as they had occurred, decisions as she had made them, and something about
  the way she did it made her sound completely self-assured and self-possessed without being at all arrogant or insubordinate. Banks found her disconcerting.


  Right, he said, lets go have a look.


  DS Cabbot folded up her sunglasses, slipped them in her shoulder bag and led the way. Banks followed her to the outbuilding. She moved with a sort of loose-limbed grace, the way cats do whenever
  its not feeding time.


  On his way, he stopped and talked briefly to the TV people. They couldnt tell him much, except that theyd been exploring the area when they saw the lad fall through the roof. They
  rushed over immediately, and when they got to him they saw what hed pulled up out of the earth. He hadnt seemed particularly grateful for their assistance, they said, or even pleased
  to see them, but they were relieved he wasnt seriously hurt. True to their profession, they asked Banks if he would mind giving them a comment for the tape. He declined politely, citing lack
  of information. As soon as he had turned away, the woman was on her mobile to the local news channel. It didnt sound like the first time shed called, either.


  The outbuilding was about six or seven feet square. Banks stood in the doorway and looked at the depression in the mud where the boy had landed, then at the two heavy slabs of stone on either
  side. DS Cabbot was right; Adam Kelly had been very lucky indeed. There were more slabs strewn around on the floor, too, many of them broken, some just fragments sticking up out of the mud. He
  could easily have landed on one and snapped his spine. Still, when youre that young, you think youre immortal. Banks and his friends certainly had, even after Phil Simpkins wrapped
  his rope all the way around a tree trunk, jumped off the top branch and spiralled all the way down on to the pointed metal railings.


  Banks shook off the memory and concentrated on the scene before him. The sun shone on the top part of the far wall; the stone glistened, moist and slimy. There was a brackish smell about the
  place, Banks noticed, though there was no salt water for miles, and a smell of dead fish, which were probably a lot closer.


  See what I mean, sir? said DS Cabbot. Because the roof kept the sun out, its a lot more muddy in here than outside. She swept some stray tresses from her cheek
  with a quick flick of her hand. Probably saved the kids life.


  Bankss gaze alighted on the skeletal hand curled around the edge of a broken stone slab. It looked like a creature from a horror film trying to claw its way out of the grave. The bones
  were dark and clotted with mud, but it looked like a human hand to Banks.


  Wed better get some experts in to dig this place out, he said. Then well need a forensic anthropologist. In the meantime, I havent had my tea yet. Is
  there somewhere nearby we might be able to get a bite?


  The Black Swan in Harksides your best bet. Will you be wanting Adam Kellys address?


  Have you eaten?


  No, but


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


  DS Cabbot glanced down at the skeletal hand.


  Come on, Banks said. Theres nothing more we can do here. This poor buggers probably been dead longer than weve been alive.


  


  Vivian Elmsley felt bone-weary when she finally got home from the signing. She put her briefcase down in the hall and walked through to the living room. Most people would have
  been surprised at the modern chrome-and-glass decor in the home of a person as old as Vivian, but she far preferred it to all the dreadfully twee antiques, knick-knacks and restored woodwork that
  cluttered up most old peoples houses  at least the ones she had seen. The only painting that adorned her plain white walls hung over the narrow glass mantelpiece, a framed print of a
  Georgia OKeeffe flower, overwhelming in its yellowness and intimidating in its symmetry.


  First, Vivian opened the windows to let in some air, then she poured a stiff gin and tonic and made her way to her favourite armchair. Supported by chrome tubes, upholstered in black leather, it
  leaned back at just the right angle to make reading, drinking or watching television sinfully comfortable.


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


  She reached for the remote control. After the best part of a lifetimes writing in longhand, with only an old walnut-cabinet wireless to provide entertainment, she had given in to
  technology five years ago. In one glorious shopping spree the day after she received a large advance from her new American publisher, she went out and bought herself a television, a VCR, a stereo
  system and the computer she now used to write her books.


  She put her feet up and clicked on the remote control. The news was the usual rubbish. Politics, for the most part, a little murder, famine in Africa, a botched assassination attempt in the
  Middle East. She didnt know why she bothered watching it. Then, towards the end, came one of those little human-interest bites they use to fill up the time.


  This one made Vivian sit up and take notice.


  The camera panned a cluster of familiar ruins as the voice-over explained that the drought had brought this lost Dales village of Hobbs End to light for the first time since it had been
  officially flooded in 1953. She already knew that  this was the same film footage they had used when the story first made it to television about a month ago  but suddenly the angle
  changed, and she could see a group of people standing by the bridge, one of them a uniformed policeman.


  Today, the voice-over went on, a young boy exploring the scene discovered something he hadnt bargained for.


  The narrators tone was light, fluffy, the way so many of the cosy mysteries Vivian detested made light of the real world of murder. It was a mystery worthy of Miss Marple, he went on, a
  skeleton discovered, not in a cupboard, folks, but under the muddy floor of an old outbuilding. How could it have got there? Was foul play suspected?


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


  The camera focused on the outbuilding, and Vivian saw the man and woman standing on the threshold. The narrator went on about the police arriving at the scene and refusing to comment at this
  early stage, then he brought the piece to a close by saying theyd be keeping an eye on the situation.


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


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


  When she felt a little calmer, she went into the study and dug through her filing cabinet for the manuscript she had written in the early 1970s, three years after her last visit to Thornfield
  Reservoir. She found the sheaf of papers and carried it back through to the living room.


  It had never been intended for publication. In many ways, it had been a practice piece, one she had written when she became interested in writing after her husbands death. She had written
  it when she thought the old adage Write about what you know meant Write about your own life, your own experiences. It had taken her a few years to work out that that was
  not the case. She still wrote about what she knew  guilt, grief, pain, madness  only now she put it into the lives of her characters.


  As she started to read, she realized she wasnt sure exactly what it was. A memoir? A novella? Certainly there was some truth in it; at least she had tried to stick to the
  facts, had even consulted her old diaries for accuracy. But because she had written it at a time in her life when she had been unclear about the blurred line between autobiography and fiction, she
  couldnt be sure which was which. Would she see it any more clearly now? There was only one way to find out.


  


  Banks had never been to Harkside before. DS Cabbot led the way in her metallic purple Astra, and he followed her along the winding one-way streets lined with limestone and
  gritstone Dales cottages with small, colourful gardens behind low walls. Many of the houses that opened directly on to the street had window boxes or baskets of red and gold flowers hanging
  outside.


  They parked beside the village green, where a few scattered trees provided shade for the benches. Old people sat in the late-summer dusk as the shadows grew long, wrinkled hands resting on
  knobbly walking sticks, talking to other old people or just watching the world go by. At the centre of the green stood a small, obelisk-style war memorial listing the names of Harksides dead
  over the two world wars.


  The essentials were arrayed around the green: a KwikSave minimart, which from its oddly ornate faade looked as if it had once been a cinema, a Barclays Bank, newsagents,
  butchers, grocers, betting shop, Oddbins Wines, a fifteenth-century church and three pubs, one of them the Black Swan. Though Harkside had a population of only between two and three
  thousand, it was the largest place for some miles, and people from the more remote farms and hamlets still viewed it as the closest thing to the big city, full of sin and temptation. It was simply
  a large village, but most local people referred to it as town.


  Wheres the section station? Banks asked.


  DS Cabbot pointed down a side-street.


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


  Thats the one. Ugliest building in town.


  Do you live here?


  For my sins, yes, sir.


  It was just a saying, Banks knew, but he couldnt help wondering what those sins were. Just imagining them gave him a little thrill of delight.


  They walked over to the Black Swan, a whitewash-and-timber faade with gables and a sagging slate roof. It was dim inside, but still too warm, despite the open door and windows. Though a
  few tourists and ramblers lingered over after-dinner drinks at the rickety wooden tables, it was long past their bedtime. Banks walked to the bar with DS Cabbot, who asked the bartender if they
  could still get food.


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


  Banks sighed. The guessing game. He had played it often enough before. You walk in about ten minutes after opening time and ask for something on the menu, only to be told that its
  off. After about four or five alternatives, also declared off, you finally find something that they just might have. If youre lucky.


  This time Banks went through tandoori chicken and chips, venison medallions in a red-wine sauce and chips, and fettucine alfredo and chips before striking gold: beef and Stilton pie. And chips.
  He hadnt been eating much beef for the past few years, but he had stopped worrying about mad-cow disease lately. If his brain was going to turn to sludge, there wasnt much he could do
  to stop it at this stage. Sometimes it felt like sludge already.


  DS Cabbot ordered a salad sandwich, no chips.


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


  No, sir. I dont eat meat. And the chips are cooked in animal fat. Theres not a lot of choice.


  I see. Drink?


  Like a fish. She laughed. Actually, Ill have a pint of Swans Down Bitter. Id recommend it very highly. Its brewed on the premises.


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


  Ill bring your food over when its ready, dearies, the woman said. Banks and DS Cabbot took their pints over to a table by the open window. It looked out on the twilit
  green. The scene had changed: a group of teenagers had supplanted the old men. They leaned against tree trunks smoking, drinking from cans, pushing and shoving, telling jokes, laughing, trying to
  look tough. Again, Banks thought of Brian. It wasnt such a bad thing, was it, neglecting his architectural studies to pursue a career in music? It didnt mean hed end up a
  deadbeat. And if it was a matter of drugs, Brian had probably had enough opportunities to try them already. Banks certainly had by his age.


  What really bothered him was his realization that he didnt really know his son very well any more. Brian had grown up over the past few years away from home, and Banks hadnt
  seen much of him. Truth be told, he had spent far more time and energy on Tracy. He had also had his own preoccupations and problems, both at work and at home. Maybe they were on the wane, but they
  certainly hadnt gone away yet.


  If DS Cabbot felt uncomfortable with Bankss brooding silence, she didnt show it. He fished out his cigarettes. Still not bad; he had smoked only five so far that day, despite his
  row with Brian and Jimmy Riddles phone call. Cutting out the ones he usually had in the car was a good idea. Do you mind? he asked.


  She shook her head.


  Sure?


  If youre asking whether itll make me suffer, it will, but I usually manage to control my cravings.


  Reformed?


  A year.


  Sorry.


  You neednt be. Im not.


  Banks lit up. Im thinking of stopping soon myself. Ive cut down.


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


  No.


  She leaned forward and touched the hair at his right temple. Whats that?


  What? The scar?


  No. The blue bit. I didnt think DCIs went in for dye jobs.


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


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


  Maybe I should get an earring to go with it?


  Better not go too far.


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


  The kids? Nah, not a lot. Bit of glue-sniffing, some vandalism. Mostly theyre bored. Its just adolescent high spirits.


  Banks nodded. At least Brian wasnt bored and shiftless. He had a direction he passionately wanted to head in. Whether it was the right one or not was another matter. Banks tried to
  concentrate on the job at hand. I called my sergeant on the way here, he said. Hell organize a SOCO team to dig out the bones tomorrow morning. A bloke called John Webb
  will be in charge. Hes studied archaeology. Goes on digs for his holidays, so he ought to know what hes doing. Ive also phoned our odontologist, Geoff Turner, and asked him to
  have a look at the teeth as soon as it can be arranged. You can phone around the universities in the morning, see if you can come up with a friendly forensic anthropologist. These people are pretty
  keen, as a rule, so I dont think thatll be a problem. In the meantime, he said as his smoke curled and twisted out of the window, tell me all about Thornfield
  Reservoir.


  DS Cabbot leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs at the ankles, resting the beer glass against her flat stomach. She had swapped her red wellies for a pair of white sandals, and her jeans
  rode up to reveal tapered ankles, bare except for a thin gold chain around the left one. Banks had never seen anyone manage to look quite so comfortable in a hard pub chair. He wondered again what
  she could possibly have done to end up in such a God-forsaken outpost as Harkside. Was she another of Jimmy Riddles pariahs?


  Its the most recent of the three reservoirs built along the River Rowan, she began. Linwood and Harksmere were both created in the late-nineteenth century to supply
  Leeds with extra water. Its piped from the reservoirs to the big waterworks just outside the city, then its purified and pumped into peoples homes.


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


  I dont know how it came about, but some sort of deal was struck between North Yorkshire and the Leeds City Council for the land use. Thats why were not part of the
  park.


  What do you mean?


  Rowandale. Nidderdale, too. Were not part of the Yorkshire Dales National Park, though we should be if you go by geography and natural beauty. Its because of the water.
  Nobody wanted to have to deal with National Parks Commissions rules and regulations, so it was easier just to exclude us.


  Like Eastvale, Banks thought. Because it was just beyond the parks border, the severe building restrictions that operated inside the Yorkshire Dales National Park didnt
  apply. Consequently, you ended up with monstrosities like the East Side Estate, with its ugly tower blocks and maisonettes, and the new council estate just completed down by Gallows View:
  Gibbet Acres, as everyone was calling it at the station.


  Their meals arrived. Banks stubbed out his cigarette. What about Thornfield? he asked after he had swallowed his first bite. The pie was good, tender beef and just enough Stilton
  to complement it. How long has it been there? What happened to the village?


  Thornfield Reservoir was created in the early fifties, around the time the national parks system was established, but the village had already been empty a few years by then. Since the end
  of the war, I think. Used to have a population of around three or four hundred. It wasnt called Thornfield; it was called Hobbs End.


  Why?


  Beats me. Theres no Hobb in its history, as far as anyone knows, and it wasnt the end of anything  except maybe civilization as we know it.


  How long was the village there?


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


  Why was it empty? What drove people away?


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


  Yes.


  That was the flax mill. It was the villages raison dtre in the nineteenth century. The mill owner, Lord Clifford, also owned the land and the cottages. Very
  feudal.


  You seem to be an expert, but you dont sound as if you come from these parts.


  I dont. I read up on the area when I came here. Its got quite an interesting history. Anyway, the flax mill started to lose business  too much competition from bigger
  operations and from abroad  then old Lord Clifford died and his son wanted nothing to do with the place. This was just after the Second World War. Tourism wasnt such big business in
  the Dales back then, and you didnt get absentees buying up all the cottages for holiday rentals. When someone moved out, if nobody else wanted to move in, the cottage was usually left empty
  and soon fell to rack and ruin. People moved away to the cities or to the other dales. Finally, the new Lord Clifford sold the land to Leeds Corporation Waterworks. They rehoused the remaining
  tenants, and that was that. Over the next few years, the engineers moved in and prepared the site, then they created the reservoir.


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


  Not really. Its partly because the other two were nearby and it was easier for the engineers to add one to the string. That way they could control the levels better. But mostly I
  imagine its to do with water tables and bedrock and such. Theres a lot of limestone in the Dales, and apparently you cant build reservoirs on that sort of limestone. Its
  permeable. The Rowan Valley bottoms made of something else, something hard. Its all to do with faults and extrusions. Im afraid Ive forgotten most of my school
  geology.


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


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


  Please. Banks paused and tasted some beer. So our body, if indeed there is one, and if its human, has to have been down there since before the early
  fifties?


  Unless someone put it there this summer.


  Im no expert, but from what Ive seen so far, it looks older than that.


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


  I suppose its possible.


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


  Whoever buried it?


  Oh, yes, sir. Id say it was buried, wouldnt you?


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


  The stone slabs. Maybe the body could have got covered by two or three feet of earth without much help. Maybe. I mean, we dont know how much things shifted and silted down
  there over the last forty years or more. We also dont know yet whether the victim was wearing concrete wellies. But it beats me how a body could have got under those stone slabs on the
  outbuilding floor without a little human intervention, dont you think, sir?


  


  It was a blustery afternoon in April 1941, when she appeared in our shop for the first time. Even in her land girl uniform, the green V-neck pullover, biscuit-coloured blouse,
  green tie and brown corduroy knee breeches, she looked like a film star.


  She wasnt very tall, perhaps about five foot two or three, and the drab uniform couldnt hide the kind of figure Ive heard men whistle at in the street. She had a pale,
  heart-shaped face, perfectly proportioned nose and mouth, and the biggest, deepest, bluest eyes I had ever seen. Her blond hair cascaded from her brown felt hat, which she wore at a jaunty angle
  and held on with one hand as she walked in from the street.


  I was immediately put in mind of Hardys novel, A Pair of Blue Eyes, which I had read only a few weeks previously. Like Elfride Swancourts, this land girls eyes were
  a sublimation of her. They were a misty and shady blue, that had no beginning or surface . . . looked into rather than at. Those eyes also had a way of
  making you feel you were the only person in the world when she talked to you.


  Nasty out, isnt it? I dont suppose youve got five Woodbines for sale, have you? she asked.


  I shook my head. Sorry, I said. We dont have any cigarettes at all. It was one of the toughest times wed had in the war thus far: the Luftwaffe was
  bombing our cities to ruins; the U-boats were sinking Atlantic convoys at an alarming rate; and the meat ration had just been dropped to only one and tenpence a week. But here she was, bold as
  brass, a stranger, walking into the shop and without a by-your-leave asking for cigarettes!


  I was lying, of course. We did have cigarettes, but what small supply we had we kept under the counter for our registered customers. We certainly didnt go selling them to strange and
  beautiful land girls with eyes out of Thomas Hardy novels.


  I was just on the point of telling her to try fluttering her eyelashes at one of the airmen knocking about the village  holding my tongue never having been my strongest point  when
  she totally disarmed me with a sequence of reactions.


  First she thumped the counter with her little fist and cursed. Then, a moment later, she bit the corner of her lower lip and broke into a bright smile. I didnt think you would
  have, she said, but it was worth asking. I ran out the day before yesterday and Im absolutely gasping for a fag. Oh, well, cant be helped.


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


  She smiled again. Word gets around quickly, doesnt it?


  Its a small village.


  So I see. Anyway, thats me. Gloria Stringer. Then she held her hand out. I thought it rather an odd gesture for a woman, especially around these parts, but I took it. Her
  hand was soft and slightly moist, like a summer leaf after rain. Mine felt coarse and heavy wrapped around such a delicate thing. I always was an ungainly and awkward child, but never did I feel
  this so much as during that first meeting with Gloria. Gwen Shackleton, I muttered, more than a trifle embarrassed. Pleased to meet you.


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


  I smiled. Not a lot. I knew what she meant, of course, but it still struck me as an odd, even insensitive, thing to say. I got up at six oclock every morning to run the
  shop, and on top of that I spent one night a week fire-watching  a bit of a joke around these parts until the Spinners Inn was burned down by a stray incendiary bomb in February and
  two people were killed. I also helped with the local Womens Voluntary Service. Most days, after the nine oclock news, I was exhausted and ready to fall asleep the minute my head hit
  the pillow.


  I had heard how hard a land girls job was, of course, but to judge by her appearance, especially those soft hands, you would swear that Gloria Stringer had never done a days hard
  physical labour in her life. My first thought was an uncharitable one. Knowing farmer Kilnseys wandering eye, I thought that, perhaps, when his wife wasnt around, he was teaching
  Gloria a new way of ploughing the furrow. Though I wasnt quite sure what that meant, being only sixteen at the time, I had heard more than one or two farmers use the phrase when they thought
  I was out of earshot.


  But in this, as in most of my first impressions about Gloria, I was quite wrong. This freshness in her appearance was simply one of her many remarkable qualities. She could spend the day
  hay-making, threshing, pea-pulling, milking, snagging turnips, yet always appear fresh and alive, with energy to spare, as if, unlike the rest of us mere mortals, she had some sort of invisible
  shield around her through which the hard diurnal toil couldnt penetrate.


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


  Then, wouldnt you know it, but right in the middle of our conversation, Michael Stanhope had to walk in.


  Michael Stanhope was something of a character around the village, to put it mildly. A reasonably successful artist, somewhere, Id guess, in his early fifties, he affected a rakish
  appearance and seemed deliberately to go out of his way to offend people.


  That day, he was wearing a rumpled white linen suit over a grubby lavender shirt and a crooked yellow bow-tie. He also wore his ubiquitous broad-brimmed hat and carried a cane with a snake-head
  handle. As usual, he looked quite dissipated. His eyes were bloodshot, he had at least three days stubble on his face, and he emanated a sort of general fug of stale smoke and alcohol.


  A lot of people didnt like Michael Stanhope because he wasnt afraid to say what he thought and he spoke out against the war. I quite liked him, in a way, though I didnt
  agree with his views. Half the time he only said what he did to annoy people, like complaining that he couldnt get canvas for his paintings because the army was using it all. That
  wasnt true at all.


  But he would have to walk in right then.


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


  Er, sorry, Mr Stanhope, I stammered. Were all out.


  All out? Come, come now, girl, that cant be. He grinned and looked over at Gloria mischievously. Then he winked at her.


  Im sorry, Mr Stanhope.


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


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


  Thatll be one and eight, please, I said.


  Outrageous, Mr Stanhope complained as he dug out the coins, the way this government is taxing us to death to make war. Dont you think so, my cherub?


  I muttered something noncommittal.


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


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


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


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


  Well, said Mr Stanhope, putting the brass snake-head of his cane to his chin as he reflected, Ill tell you what. As I very much approve of women smoking, perhaps we
  can come to some sort of arrangement. I have but one stipulation.


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


  That you smoke in the street every now and then.


  Gloria stared at him for a moment, then she started to laugh. That wont be a problem, she said. I can assure you.


  And he handed her one of the packets.


  I was flabbergasted. There were ten cigarettes in each packet and they werent cheap or easy to get.


  Instead of protesting that she couldnt possibly accept them but thanking him for his generosity anyway, as I would have done, Gloria simply took the packet and said, Why, thank you
  very much, Mr . . .?


  He beamed at her. Stanhope. Michael Stanhope. At your service. And its my pleasure. Believe me, my dear, its a rare treat indeed to meet a woman as comely as thyself around
  these parts. Then he moved a step closer and scrutinized her, quite rudely, I thought, rather like a farmer looking over a horse he was about to buy.


  Gloria stood her ground.


  When Mr Stanhope had finished, he turned to go, but before the door shut behind him he cast a quick glance over his shoulder at Gloria. You know, you really must visit my studio, my dear.
  See my etchings, as it were. And with that he was gone, chuckling as he went.


  In the silence that followed, Gloria and I stared at one another for a moment, then we both burst out giggling. When we had managed to control ourselves, I told her I was sorry for deceiving her
  over the cigarettes, but she waved the apology aside. You have your regulars to attend to, she said. And these are difficult times.


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


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


  She opened the packet and offered me a cigarette. I shook my head; I didnt smoke then. She put one in the corner of her mouth and lit it with a small silver lighter she took from her
  uniform pocket. Just as well, she said. I can see these will have to last me a while.


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


  Would you? Oh, yes, please! That would be wonderful. Now if I might just have a look at that copy of Picture Goer over there, the one with Vivien Leigh on the cover. I do so admire
  Vivien Leigh, dont you? Shes so beautiful. Have you seen Gone With the Wind? I saw it in the West End before I went on my months training. Absolutely


  But before I could get the magazine for her or tell her that Gone With the Wind hadnt reached this far north yet, Matthew dashed in.


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


  


  The first thing Banks did when he got back to the cottage that night was check the answering machine. Nothing. Damn it. He wanted to put things right after his miserable cock-up
  on the phone earlier that day, but he still had no access to Brians number in Wimbledon. He didnt even know Andrews last name. He could find out  after all, he was
  supposed to be a detective  but it would take time, and he could only do it during office hours. Sandra might know, of course, but the last thing he wanted to do was talk to her.


  Banks poured himself a whisky, turned off the bright overhead light and switched on the reading lamp by his armchair. He picked up the book he had been reading over the past week, an anthology
  of twentieth-century poetry, but he couldnt concentrate. The blue walls distracted him, and the smell of paint in the deep silence of the countryside made him feel lonely and restless. He
  turned on the radio. Someone was playing the first movement of Tchaikovskys Violin Concerto.


  Banks glanced around the room. The walls did look good; they harmonized well with the ceiling, which he had painted the colour of ripe Brie. Maybe they were just a little too cold, he thought,
  though he needed all the air-conditioning he could get in this weather. He could always repaint them orange or red in winter, when the ice and snow came, and that would give the illusion of
  warmth.


  He lit the last cigarette of the day and took his drink outside. The cottage stood on a narrow, unpaved laneway about fifty yards west of Gratly. Opposite Bankss front door was a sort of
  bulge in the low wall that ran between the lane and Gratly Beck. In the daytime, it was an ideal spot for ramblers to stop for a moment and admire the falls, but at night there was never anyone
  there. The lane wasnt a through road, and there was plenty of room for Banks to park his car there. Just beyond the cottage, it dwindled to a public footpath, which ran between the woods and
  the side of Gratly Beck.


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


  Tonight, the stone was still warm; the smoke on his tongue tasted sweet as fresh-mown hay. A sheep bleated high on the daleside, where the silhouetted falls were only a shade or two blacker than
  the night itself. Sharp starlight pricked the satin sky, along with the lights of a distant farmhouse; a gibbous moon hung over Helmthorpe, in the valley bottom, and the square church tower, with
  its ancient weather-vane, stood solid against the night. This must have been what the blackout was like, Banks thought, remembering his mothers stories of getting around London during the
  Blitz.


  As Banks sat by the dried-up waterfalls, he thought again about the odd way he had come to live in this isolated limestone cottage. It was a dream cottage in more than one way:
  though he had never told anyone this, he had actually bought it because of a dream.


  Over his last few months alone in the Eastvale semi, Banks had drifted so far from himself that he hadnt even cleaned or tidied the place since Christmas. Why bother? He spent most of his
  evenings out in pubs or driving the countryside alone, anyway, and his nights falling asleep half-drunk on the sofa, listening to Mozart or Bob Dylan, fish-and-chips wrappers and take-away cartons
  piling up in an ever-widening circle around him.


  In April he seemed to reach his lowest ebb. Tracy, who had been to visit her mother in London that Easter weekend, let it slip over the telephone that there was a new man in Sandras life,
  a photojournalist called Sean, and that they seemed serious. He looked young, Tracy said. Which was a hell of a compliment coming from a nineteen-year-old. Banks immediately began to wonder
  just how long this affair had been going on before he and Sandra separated last November. He asked Tracy, but she said she didnt know. She also seemed upset that Banks would even
  suggest it, so he backed off.


  As a result, Banks was more full of anger and self-pity than usual that night. Whenever he thought of Sean, which was far more often than he would have liked, he wanted to kill him. He even
  considered phoning an old mate on the Met and asking if they couldnt put the bastard away for something. There were plenty of coppers on the Met who would jump at the chance to put someone
  called Sean away. But while he had certainly bent the rules occasionally, Banks had never yet abused his position for his own ends, and even at his lowest ebb he wasnt going to
  start.


  His hatred was unreasonable, he knew, but when was hatred ever reasonable? He had never even met Sean. Besides, if Sandra wanted to pick up some toy boy and take him home to her bed, it was
  hardly the toy boys fault, was it? More likely hers. But reason didnt stop Banks from wanting to kill the bastard.


  That night, after several whiskies too many, he had fallen asleep on the sofa as usual, with Dylans Blood on the Tracks playing on the CD. Long after the music had finished, he
  woke from a dream peculiar only for its emotional intensity.


  He was sitting alone at a pine table in a kitchen, and sunlight flooded through the open curtains, bathing everything in its warm and honeyed glow. The walls were off-white, with a strip of red
  tiles over the sink and counter area; matching red canisters for coffee, tea and sugar stood on the white Formica countertops, and copper-bottomed pots and pans hung from a wooden rack beside the
  set of kitchen knives. The clarity of detail was extraordinary; every grain and knot-hole in the wood, every nuance of light on steel or copper shone with a preternatural brightness. He could even
  smell the warm pine from the table and the fitted cupboards, the oil on the hinges.


  That was it. Nothing happened. Just a dream of light. But the intense feeling of well-being it gave him, as warm and bright as the sunlight itself, still suffused him when he awoke, disappointed
  to find himself alone and hung over on the sofa in the Eastvale semi.


  When Sandra decided a few weeks later that their separation was to be permanent  or at least that reconciliation wasnt imminent  they sold the semi. Sandra got the
  television and VCR; Banks got the stereo and the lions share of the CD collection. That was fair; he had collected them in the first place. They split the kitchenware, and for some obscure
  reason, Sandra also took the tin opener. Books and clothes were easily divided, and they sold most of the furniture. All in all, there hadnt been a hell of a lot to show for over twenty
  years of marriage. Even after the sale, Banks didnt care much where or how he lived, until a few weeks in a bed-and-breakfast place straight out of Bill Bryson changed his mind.


  He began to seek isolation. When he first saw the cottage from the outside, he didnt think much of it. The view of the dale was terrific, as was the seclusion afforded by the woods, the
  beck, and the ash grove between the cottage and Gratly itself, but it was a squat, ugly little place that needed a lot of work.


  A typical Dales mix of limestone, grit and flag, it had originally been a farm labourers cottage. Carved into the gritstone doorhead was the date 1768 and the initials
  J.H., probably the time it was built and the initials of the first owner. Banks wondered who J.H. was and what had become of him. Mrs Perkins, the present owner, had lost both her two
  sons and her husband, and she was finally leaving to move in with her sister in Tadcaster.


  Inside, the place didnt make much more of an impression at first, either; it smelled of camphor and mould, and all the furniture and decor seemed dark and dingy. Downstairs was a living
  room with a stone fireplace at one end; upstairs, only two small bedrooms. The bathroom and toilet had been tacked on to the kitchen at the back, as they often were in such old houses. Plumbing was
  pretty primitive back in 1768.


  Banks was not a believer in visions and prescience, but he would have been a fool to deny that when he walked into the kitchen that day he experienced the same feeling of well-being and of peace
  that he had experienced in the dream. It looked different, of course, but he knew it was the same place, the one in his dream.


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


  He didnt think he would be able to afford it; properties in the Dales were fetching astronomical prices. But fortune and human eccentricity proved to be on his side for once. Mrs Perkins
  had no love whatsoever for the holiday-cottage trade and no particular greed for mere money. She wanted to sell to someone who would actually live in the cottage. As soon as she found out
  that Banks was looking for just such a place, and that his name was the same as her maiden name, the deal was as good as done. The only black mark against Banks was that he wasnt born
  a Yorkshireman, but she took to him anyway, convinced they were related, and she even flirted with him in that way some old ladies have.


  When she let him have the place for 50,000, probably about half of what she could have got, telling him it would be enough to see her to her grave, Dimmoch, the estate agent, groaned and
  shook his head in disbelief. Afterwards, Banks always had the impression that Dimmoch suspected him of exerting undue pressure on Mrs Perkins.


  The cottage became Bankss long-term project  his therapy, his refuge and, he hoped, his salvation. In an odd way he felt working on the cottage was like working on himself. Both
  needed renovating, and both had a long way to go. It was all new to him; he had never had the faintest interest in DIY or gardening before; nor had he been much inclined to self-analysis or
  introspection. But somehow he had lost his way over the past year, and he wanted to find a new one; he had also lost something of himself, and he wanted to know what it was. So far, he had fitted
  some pine cupboards in the kitchen, like the ones in his dream, installed a shower unit to replace the claw-footed Victorian bathtub, and painted the living room. It hadnt kept the
  depression away completely, but made it more manageable; at least he always managed to drag himself out of bed in the morning now, even if he didnt always view the day ahead with any real
  relish.


  A night bird called out far in the distance  a broken, eerie cry, as if perhaps some predator was threatening its nest. Banks stubbed out his cigarette and went back inside. As he got
  ready for bed, he thought of the skeletal hand, possibly human; he thought of DS Cabbot, definitely human; he thought of Hobbs End, that lost, ruined village suddenly risen from the depths
  with its secrets; and somewhere in his mind, in the darkness way beyond the realms of logic and reason, he heard an echo, a click, felt something intangible connect across the years.
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  Banks watched from the edge of the woods the next morning as the SOCOs slowly lifted the skeleton from its muddy grave under the expert direction of John Webb.


  First, they had to take down the wall next to which the bones were buried, then they made a trench around the area and dug down until the bones were exposed, about three feet below the surface.
  Next, they slipped a thin sheet of metal into the earth under the bones, and finally they got it in place, ready to lift out.


  The bones came up on the metal sheet, still packed in earth, and four SOCO pallbearers carried it up the slope, where they laid it out on the grass at Bankss feet like a burnt offering.
  It was just eleven, and DS Cabbot still hadnt shown up. Banks had already talked to Adam Kelly, who hadnt been able to add anything to his previous statement.


  Adam was still shaken, but Banks sensed a resilience in him that he had also possessed as an early adolescent. Banks, too, had loved playing in derelict houses, of which there had been plenty in
  postwar Peterborough. The worst he had ever come away with was a scraped knee, but a pupil from the girls school had been killed by a falling rafter, so he knew how dangerous they could be.
  The council was always boarding them up. Anyway, Adams little adventure had done no lasting harm, and it would give him stories to tell well into the school term. He would enjoy celebrity
  status of a kind among his pals for a while.


  Banks stared at the filthy, twisted shape at his feet. It hardly looked human. The bones had taken on the muddy brown colour of the earth they had lain in for so long; they were also
  crusted with dark, grungy muck. It stuck to the ribs the way a hearty stew was supposed to do, and it clung to various joints, clogging the cavities and crevices. The skull looked full of it
   mud in the mouth, the nose, the eye sockets  and some of the long bones looked like old rusted metal pipes that had been underground for years.


  The sight of it made Banks feel vaguely sick. He had seen much worse without throwing up, of course  at least there were no gaping red holes, no spilled intestines, no legs cut off at the
  thighs, skin riding up over the raw edges like a tight skirt  but he hadnt seen much uglier.


  The SOCOs had already photographed the skeleton during every stage of its excavation, and once they had finished carrying it up the hill they went back down and started their detailed search of
  the area, digging deeper and farther afield, leaving John Webb to give it a poke here and a scrape there. Webb also searched through the dirt for any objects that had been buried at the same time
   buttons, jewellery, that sort of thing.


  Banks leaned back against a tree trunk, as if on sentry duty, kept his nausea under control and watched Webb work. He was tired; he had not slept well after his late-night musings. Most of the
  night he had tossed and turned, waking up often from fragments of nightmares that scuttled off into dark corners when he woke, like cockroaches when you turn on the light. The morning heat made him
  drowsy. Giving in to the feeling for a moment, he closed his eyes and rested his head on the tree. He could feel the rough bark against his crown, and the sunlight made kaleidoscopic patterns
  behind his eyelids. He was at the edge of sleep when he heard a rustling behind him, then a voice.


  Morning, sir. Rough night?


  Something like that, said Banks, moving away from the tree trunk.


  DS Cabbot stared down at the bones. So this is what we all come to in the end, is it? She didnt sound particularly concerned about it; no more troubled than she seemed about
  turning up so late.


  Any luck? Banks asked.


  Thats what took me so long. The university year hasnt started yet and a lot of profs are still away on holiday, or busy running research projects overseas. Anyway,
  Ive tracked down a Dr Ioan Williams, University of Leeds. Hes a physical anthropologist with a fair bit of experience in forensic work. He sounded pretty excited by what weve
  found. Must be having a dull summer.


  How quickly can he get to it?


  He said if we could get the remains to the university lab as soon as possible, hed have his assistants clean them up, then hed manage a quick look by early evening. Only a
  preliminary look, mind you.


  Good, said Banks. The sooner we know what were dealing with here, the better.


  If the skeleton had been lying there for a hundred years or more, the investigation wouldnt really be worth pursuing with any great vigour, as they would be hardly likely to catch a
  living criminal. On the other hand, if it turned out to be a murder victim, and if it had been buried there during or since the war, there was a chance that somebody still living
  might remember something. And there was also a chance that the killer was still alive.


  Want me to supervise the move? Webb asked.


  Banks nodded. If you would, John. Need an ambulance?


  Webb held his hand over his eyes to shield the sun as he looked up. A few of the silver hairs in his beard caught the light. My old Range Rover will do just fine. Ill get one of
  the lads to drive while I stay in the back and make sure our friend here doesnt fall to pieces. He looked at his watch. With any luck, we can have it in the lab by one
  oclock.


  DS Cabbot leaned back against a tree, arms folded, one leg crossed over the other. Today she was wearing a red T-shirt and white Nikes with her jeans, her sunglasses pushed up over her hairline.
  Pretty loose dress codes at Harkside, it seemed to Banks, but then he was one to talk. He had always hated suits and ties, right from his early days as a business student at London Polytechnic. He
  had spent three years there on a sandwich course  six months college and six months work  and the student life fast made encroachments on his dedication to the business
  world. Everyone at the Poly was joining up with the sixties thing back then, even though it was the early seventies; it was all caftans, bell-bottoms and Afghans, bright embroidered Indian
  cheese-cloth shirts, bandannas, beads, the whole caboodle. Banks had never committed himself fully to the spirit of the times, neither in philosophy nor in dress, but he had let his hair grow over
  his collar, and he was once sent home from work for wearing sandals and a flowered tie.


  I need to know a lot more about the village, he said to DS Cabbot. Some names would be a great help. Try the Voters Register and the Land Registry. He pointed towards
  the ruins of the cottage near the bridge. The outbuilding clearly belonged to that cottage, so Id like to know who lived there and who the neighbours were. It seems to me that
  weve got three possibilities. Either were dealing with someone who used the empty village as a dumping spot to bury a body during the time it was in disuse


  Between May 1946 and August 1953. I checked this morning.


  Right. Either then, or the body was buried while the village was still occupied, before May 1946, and the victim wasnt buried too far from home. Or it was put there this summer, as
  you suggested earlier. Its too early for speculation, but we do need to know who lived in that cottage before the village emptied out, and if anyone from the village was reported
  missing.


  Yes, sir.


  What happened to the church? Im assuming there was one.


  A church and a chapel. St Bartholomews was deconsecrated, then demolished.


  Where are the parish records now?


  I dont know. Never had cause to seek them out. I imagine they were moved to St Judes in Harkside, along with all the coffins from the graveyard.


  They might be worth a look if you draw a blank elsewhere. You never know what you can find out from old church records and parish magazines. Theres the local newspaper, too.
  Whats it called?


  The Harkside Chronicle.


  Right. Might be worth looking there too if our expert can narrow the range a bit this evening. And, DS Cabbot?


  Sir?


  Look, I cant keep calling you DS Cabbot. Whats your first name?


  She smiled. Annie, sir. Annie Cabbot.


  Right, Annie Cabbot, do you happen to know how many doctors or dentists there were in Hobbs End?


  I shouldnt imagine there were many. Most people probably went to Harkside. Maybe there were a few more around when everyone was working in the flax mill. Very altruistic, very
  concerned about their workers welfare, some of these old mill owners.


  Very concerned they were fit to work a sixteen-hour shift without dropping dead, more like, said Banks.


  Annie laughed. Bolshevik.


  Ive been called worse. Try to find out, anyway. Its a long shot, but if we can find any dental records matching the remains, well be in luck.


  Ill look into it, sir. Anything else?


  Utilities, tax records. They might all have to be checked.


  And what should I do next year?


  Banks smiled. Im sure you can conscript one of your PCs to help. If we dont get a break soon, Ill see what I can do about manpower, though somehow I doubt this is a
  high-priority case.


  Thank you, sir.


  For now, lets concentrate on the identity of the victim. Thats crucial.


  Okay.


  Just a thought, but do you happen to know if theres anyone who lived in Hobbs End still alive, maybe living in Harkside now? It doesnt seem an unreasonable
  assumption.


  Ill ask Inspector Harmond. He grew up around these parts.


  Good. Ill leave you to it and see these bones off to Leeds with John.


  Do you want me to go down there this evening?


  If you like. Meet me at the lab at six oclock. Where is it?


  Annie told him.


  In the meantime, he said, heres my mobile number. Give me a ring if you come up with anything.


  Right you are, sir. Annie just seemed to touch her sunglasses and they slid down perfectly into place on her nose. With that, she turned and strode off into the woods.


  


  Banks was an odd fish, Annie thought as she drove back to Harkside. Of course, before shed met him shed heard a few rumours. She knew, for example, that Chief
  Constable Riddle hated him, that Banks was under a cloud, almost lost in the clouds, though she didnt know why. Someone had even hinted at fisticuffs between the two. Whatever the
  reason, his career was on hold and he was not a good horse to hitch ones wagon to.


  Annie had no particular liking for Jimmy Riddle, either. On the one or two occasions she had met him, she had found him arrogant and condescending. Annie was one of Millies projects
   ACC Millicent Cummings, new Director of Human Resources, dedicated to bringing more women into the ranks and seeing that they were well treated  and the antagonism between Millie and
  Riddle, who had opposed her appointment from the start, was well known. Not that Riddle was especially for the ill treatment of women, but he preferred to avoid the problem altogether by
  keeping their presence among the ranks to an absolute minimum.


  Annie had also heard that Bankss wife had left him for someone else not too long ago. Not only that, but there were stories going around that he had a woman in Leeds, had had for some
  time, even before his wife left. She had heard him described as a loner, a skiver and a Bolshie bastard. He was a brilliant detective gone to seed, they said, over the hill since his wife left,
  past it, burned out, a shadow of his former self.


  On first impressions, Annie didnt really know what to make of him. She thought she liked him. She certainly found him attractive, and he didnt look much older than his
  mid-thirties, despite the scattering of grey at the temples of his closely cropped black hair. As far as being burned out was concerned, he seemed tired and he seemed to carry a burden of sadness
  in him, but she could sense that the fire still smouldered somewhere behind his sharp blue eyes. A little diminished in power, perhaps, but still there.


  On the other hand, perhaps he really had lost it, and he was simply going through the motions, content to shuffle papers until retirement. Perhaps the fire she sensed in him was simply
  embers, not fully extinguished yet, just about to cave in on themselves. Well, if Annie had learned one thing over the past couple of years, it was not to jump to conclusions about anyone: the
  brave man often appears weak; the wise man often seems foolish. After all, enough people thought she was weird, too, and it wouldnt be hard to argue that she had been merely going through
  the motions lately, either. She wondered if there were any rumours about her going around the region. If there were, she had a good guess what they would be: dyke bitch.


  Annie parked on the strip of Tarmac beside the ugly brick section station and walked inside. Only four of them worked directly out of the station: Inspector Harmond, Annie and PCs Cameron and
  Gould. Apart from Samantha, their civilian clerk, Annie was the only woman. That was okay with her; they seemed a pretty decent bunch of men, as men go. She certainly felt no threat from any of
  them. PC Cameron was married with two kids, to whom he was clearly devoted. Gould seemed to be one of those rare types who have no sexual dimension whatsoever, content to live at home with his mum,
  play with his model trains and add stamps to his album. She knew that in books such types often turn out to be the most dangerous of all, the serial killers and sexual deviants, but Gould was
  harmless. Even if he liked to wear womens underwear in private, Annie didnt care. Inspector Harmond was, well, avuncular. He liked to think of himself as a bit like Sergeant
  Blaketon out of Heartbeat, but he didnt even come close, in Annies opinion.


  Harkside police station might be ugly on the outside but at least inside it was a sparsely populated open-plan office area  apart from Inspector Harmonds office, partitioned off at
  the far end  and there was plenty of room to spread oneself around. Annie liked that. Her L-shaped desk was the messiest of all, but she knew where everything was and could put her hands on
  anything anyone asked her for so quickly that even Inspector Harmond had given up teasing her about it.


  Annies desk also took up a corner, part of which included a side window. It wasnt much of a view, only the cobbled alley, a gate and the back wall of the Three Feathers, but at
  least she was close to a source of light and air, and it was good to be able to see something of the outside world. Even if there was hardly any breeze these days, she loved each gentle waft
  of warm air through the window; it lifted her spirits. These little things mattered so much, Annie had discovered. She had had her shot at the big time, the fast track, with all its excitement, but
  it had ended badly for her. Now she was slowly rediscovering what mattered in life.


  Harkside was generally a law-abiding sort of community, so there wasnt a lot for a detective sergeant to do. There was plenty of paperwork to keep her occupied, make her feel shed
  earned her pay, but it was hardly a high-overtime posting, and there were slack periods. That also suited her fine. Sometimes it was good to do nothing. And why should she complain if enough people
  werent getting robbed, killed or beaten up?


  At the moment she had two domestic-violence cases and a spate of after-dark vandalism on her plate. And now the skeleton. Well, the others could wait. Inspector Harmond had increased patrols in
  the area most often hit by the vandals, who would probably be caught red-handed before long, and just now the wife-beaters were contrite and arranging to seek help.


  Annie headed first to the coffee machine and filled her mug, the one with She Who Must Be Obeyed written on it, then she walked over and knocked on Inspector Harmonds door.
  He asked her to come in.


  Sir?


  Harmond looked up from his desk. Annie. What is it, lass?


  Got a minute?


  Aye. Sit down.


  Annie sat. Harmonds was a plain office, with only his merit awards on the wall for decoration, and framed photos of his wife and children on the desk. In his early fifties, he seemed
  perfectly content to be a rural inspector for the rest of his working life. His head was too large for his gangly frame, and Annie always worried it might fall off if he tilted it too far to one
  side. It never had; not yet. He had a pleasant round, open face. The features were a bit coarse, and a few black hairs grew out of the end of his misshapen potato nose, but it was the kind of face
  you could trust. If eyes really were the windows of the soul, then Inspector Harmond had a decent soul.


  Its this skeleton thing, she said, crossing her legs and cradling her coffee mug on her lap.


  What about it?


  Well, thats just it, sir. We dont know anything about it just yet. DCI Banks wanted to know how many doctors and dentists lived in Hobbs End, and if anyone who used
  to live there lives here now.


  Harmond scratched his temple. I can answer your last question easily enough, he said. You remember Mrs Kettering, the one whose budgie escaped that time she was having a new
  three-piece suite delivered?


  How could I forget? It had been one of Annies first cases in Harkside.


  Inspector Harmond smiled. She lived in Hobbs End. I dont know exactly when or for how long, but I know she lived there. She must be pushing ninety if shes a
  day.


  Anyone else?


  Not that I can think of. Not off-hand, at any rate. Leave it with me, Ill ask around. Remember where she lives?


  Up on The Edge, isnt it? The corner house with the big garden?


  The Edge was what the locals called the fifty-foot embankment that ran along the south side of Harksmere Reservoir, the road that used to lead over the packhorse bridge to Hobbs End. Its
  real name was Harksmere View, and it didnt lead anywhere now. Only one row of cottages overlooked the water, separated from the rest of Harkside village by about half a mile of open
  countryside.


  What about doctors and dentists? Annie asked.


  Thats a bit trickier, Harmond said. There must have been a few over the years, but Lord knows whats happened to them. Seeing as the village cleared out after
  the war, theyre probably all dead now. Remember, lass, Im not that old. I were still a lad myself when the place emptied out. As far as I remember, there wasnt any village
  bobby, either. Too small. Hobbs End was part of the Harkside beat.


  How many schools were there?


  Inspector Harmond scratched his head. Just infants and junior, I think. Grammar school and secondary modern were here in Harkside.


  Any idea where the old records would be?


  Local education authority, most likely. Unless they were destroyed somehow. A lot of records got destroyed back then, after the war and all. Is there anything else?


  Annie sipped some coffee and stood up. Not right now, sir.


  Youll keep me informed?


  I will.


  And, Annie?


  Yes, sir?


  Harmond scratched the side of his nose. This DCI Banks. Ive never met him myself, but Ive heard a bit about him. Whats he like?


  Annie paused at the door and frowned as she thought. Do you know, sir, she said finally, I havent got a clue.


  Bit of an enigma, then, eh?


  Yes, Annie said, a bit of an enigma. I suppose you could say that.


  Better watch yourself, then, lass, she heard him say as she turned to leave.


  


  Before I tell you what happened next, let me tell you a little about myself and my village. My name, as you already know, is Gwen Shackleton, which is short for Gwynneth, not
  for Gwendolyn. I know this sounds Welsh, but my family has lived in Hobbs End, Yorkshire, for at least two generations. My father, God bless his soul, died of cancer three years before the
  war began, and by 1940 my mother was an invalid, suffering from rheumatoid arthritis. Sometimes she was able to help out in the shop, but not often, so the brunt of the work fell to me.


  Matthew helped me as much as he could, but university kept him busy most of the week and the Home Guard took up his weekends. He was twenty-one, but despite the call-up, the Ministry was
  encouraging him to finish the third year of his engineering degree at the University of Leeds. They believed, I suppose, that his training would come in useful in the forces.


  Our little shop was a newsagents-cum-general store about halfway along the High Street, near the butchers and the greengrocers, and we lived above it. We didnt sell
  perishable goods, just things like newspapers, sweets, cigarettes, stationery, jam and other odds and ends, tea and tinned goods  depending, of course, on what was available at the time. I
  was especially proud of the little lending library I had built up. Because paper was getting scarce and books were in short supply, I rented them out for tuppence a week. I kept a good selection of
  Worlds Classic editions: Anthony Trollope, Jane Austen and Charles Dickens in particular. I also stocked a number of the more sensational novels, Agatha Christie and the Mills and Boon
  romances, for those who liked such things  unfortunately, the majority of my customers!


  Though most of the able-bodied men in the village had joined up and put on one uniform or another, the place had never seemed busier. The old flax mill was operating at full strength again and
  most of the married women worked there. Before the war, it had practically come to a standstill, but now the military wanted flax to make webbing for parachute harnesses and other things where a
  tough fibre was needed, like gun tarpaulins and fire hoses.


  There was also a big RAF base about a mile or so away through Rowan Woods, and the High Street was often busy with Jeeps and lorries honking their horns and trying to pass one another in the
  narrow space. The airmen sometimes came to the village pubs  the Shoulder of Mutton just down the High Street, and the Duke of Wellington over the river  except when they went to
  Harkside, where there was much more to do. We didnt even have one cinema in Hobbs End, for example, but there were three in Harkside.


  These things aside, though, it remains difficult to say exactly how much the war affected us in Hobbs End. I think that at first it impinged upon us very little. For those of us left
  behind, daily life went on much as normal. The first wave of evacuees came in September 1939, but when nothing happened for ages, they all started drifting home again, and we didnt get any
  more until the bombing started the following August.


  Even with rationing, our diets didnt change as much as those of the city folks, for we had always been used to eating plenty of vegetables, and in the country there were always eggs,
  butter and milk. Our neighbour, Mr Halliwell, the butcher, was probably the most popular man in town, so we were occasionally able to swap any tea and sugar we might put aside for an extra piece of
  mutton or pork.


  Apart from the feeling of waiting, the sense that normal life was suspended until all this was over, perhaps the hardest thing to get used to was the blackout. But even in that we were more
  fortunate than many, as Hobbs End had no street-lights to begin with, and the countryside is dark enough at the best of times. Still, that pinprick of light on the distant hillside was often
  the only thing to guide you home.


  In the blackout, we had to tape up our windows to prevent damage from broken glass, and we also had to hang up the heavy blackout curtains. Every night, Mother used to send me outside to check
  that not a sliver of light showed because our local ARP man was a real stickler. I remember the whole village laughing the day we heard Mrs Darnley got a visit from him for blacking out only the
  front of her house, but not the back windows. Dont be so daft, she told him. If the Germans come to bomb Hobbs End, young lad, theyll come from the east,
  wont they, not by Grassington way. Stands to reason.


  On moonlit nights, especially if there was a full moon, the effect could be spectacular: the hills were dusted with silver powder, the stars glittered like cut diamonds on black velvet, and the
  whole landscape looked like one of those black-and-white engravings or woodcuts you see in old books. But on cloudy or moonless nights, which seemed far more frequent, people bumped into trees and
  even cycled into the river with alarming regularity. You could use a torch if you wrapped the light with several layers of tissue paper, but batteries were scarce. All car and bicycle lights had to
  be hooded and masked with a variety of gadgets that let the light through only in muddied, useless slits. Needless to say, there were a lot of car accidents, too, until petrol became too scarce and
  nobody drove any more except on business.


  Several events made the war more personal for us, such as the Spinners Inn fire, or the Jowett boy getting killed at Dunkirk, but the day before Gloria Stringer arrived, something hit
  even closer to home: Matthew got his call-up papers. He was due to report for his medical in Leeds in two weeks.


  


  Jimmy Riddle had once accused Banks of skiving off to Leeds to go shagging his mistress and shopping at the Classical Record Shop. He had been wrong that time, but if he had
  seen Banks nipping out of the Merrion Centre late that afternoon, a new recording of Herbert Howellss Hymnus Paradisi clutched in his sweaty palm, Riddle would have felt vindicated at
  least on one count. Not that Banks gave a toss. He didnt even bother to look furtive as he walked out past Morrisons on to Woodhouse Lane.


  It was gone half past five. Shops were closing and office workers were heading home. Banks had driven to Leeds behind John Webbs Range Rover and stayed with him until they got the
  skeleton set up and secured in Dr Williamss lab, which turned out to be the first floor of a large red-brick house off the main campus. While there, he had called the forensic odontologist
  Geoff Turner again and persuaded him  at the cost of at least one pint  to drop by the following morning to examine the skeletons teeth.


  After that, Banks had watched the lab assistants start cleaning the bones, then he had gone out for a quick sandwich at a caf on Woodhouse Lane, making a slight detour to the Classical
  Record Shop. He had been gone for about an hour and a half.


  DS Cabbot was just parking her Astra when Banks arrived back at the lab. She didnt spot him. He watched her get out and look up at the building, checking with the sheet of paper in her
  hand and frowning.


  He stepped up behind her. Its the right place.


  She turned. Ah, sir. I was expecting something a bit more . . . well . . . I dont know really. But not like this.


  More labby?


  She smiled. Yes. I suppose so. Whatever that means. More hi-tech. This place looks like my old student digs.


  Banks nodded towards the building. The university bought up a lot of these old houses when the families and their servants couldnt afford to live there any more. Youd be
  surprised how many odd and eccentric departments are hidden away in them. Lets go inside.


  Banks followed her up the steps. This evening she was wearing black tights and shoes, a mid-length black skirt and matching jacket over a white blouse. She was also carrying a black leather
  briefcase. Much more businesslike. Banks caught a brief whiff of jasmine as he walked behind her. It reminded him of the jasmine tea that Jem, his friend and neighbour in the Notting Hill bedsit,
  used to pour so fastidiously, as if he were performing the Japanese tea ceremony.


  Banks pressed the intercom and got them buzzed in. The lab was on the first floor, up one flight of creaky, uncarpeted stairs. Their footsteps echoed from the high ceiling.


  Dr Ioan Williams waited for them on the landing. He was a tall, rangy fellow with long, greasy blond hair. Wire-rimmed glasses magnified his grey eyes, and his Adams apple looked like a
  gobstopper stuck halfway down his throat. Much younger than Banks had expected, Dr Williams wasnt wearing a white lab coat but was dressed casually in torn jeans and a black T-shirt
  advertising Guinness. His handshake was firm, and judging by the way he lingered over DS Cabbot, his mind was not one hundred per cent focused on science. Or maybe it was. Biology.


  Come in, he said, leading the way down the corridor and opening the lab door. Im afraid it isnt much to write home about. Despite his name, Williams had
  no trace of a Welsh accent. He sounded pure Home Counties to Banks, or Oxbridge. Posh, at any rate, as Bankss mother would say.


  The lab consisted of two rooms knocked into one. Apart from the long table at the centre, where the skeleton lay, there was nothing much to distinguish it. Bookcases lined one wall, a long lab
  bench another. On it lay various measuring instruments and pieces of bone with tags on them like shop-window goods.


  Still, Banks thought, what more did Williams need? All he looked at was bones. No mess. No blood and guts to clean up, no need for dissecting knives, scalpels or brain knives. All he really
  needed were saws, chisels and a skull key. And, thank God, they didnt have to worry about the smell, though the air was certainly redolent of loam and stagnant mud.


  There were a couple of posters on the walls, one of Pamela Anderson Lee in her Baywatch swimsuit and another of a human skeleton. Perhaps, Banks speculated, the juxtaposition meant
  something to Dr Williams. A reflection on mortality? Or maybe he just liked tits and bones.


  The bones on the table certainly looked different now that Williamss assistants had been to work on them. Much of the crusting remained, especially in the hard-to-get-at crevices, but the
  skull, ribs and long bones were easier to examine. They were still far from the sparkling white of the typical laboratory skeleton, more of a dirty yellow-brown in colour, like a bad nicotine
  stain, but at least the whole resembled something more like a human being. There was even a little matted red hair on the back of the skull. Banks had come across this sort of thing before, so he
  knew it didnt mean the victim had been a redhead; hair turns red when the original pigment fades, and even many of the bog men, Iron Age corpses preserved in peat bogs, had red
  hair.


  There are a number of odds and ends my lads found while they were cleaning up, Williams said. Theyre over there on the bench.


  Banks looked at the collection of filthy objects. It was hard to make out what they were: pieces of corroded metal, perhaps? A ring? Shreds of old clothing?


  Can you get them cleaned up and sent over to me? he asked.


  No problem. Now lets get down to work.


  Annie took out her notebook and crossed her legs.


  First of all, Williams began, let me confirm, just for the record, that we are dealing with human remains, most likely Caucasian. Ill check a few things under
  the microscope tomorrow, do some more work on the skull dimensions, for the sake of scientific accuracy, but you can take my word on it at the moment.


  What about DNA analysis? Banks asked.


  Williams grunted. People seem to think DNA analysis is some sort of miracle answer. Its not. Right now, I can tell you a hell of a lot more about what you want to know than any DNA
  could. Believe me, Ive had plenty of experience in this field. May I continue?


  Please do. But get a DNA analysis done, anyway. It might be useful for determining identity, or identifying any living descendants.


  Williams nodded. Very well.


  And what about radiocarbon dating?


  Really, Chief Inspector, shouldnt you leave the science to the scientists? Theres too big a margin for error in radiocarbon dating. Its mostly useful for
  archaeological finds, and I think youll find our friend here is a little more recent than that. Now, if theres nothing else . . .? He turned back to the skeleton. The
  height of the subject was easy enough to determine in this case by simple measurement once we got the bones arranged in their original positions. A metre and a half  between a hundred and
  fifty-four and a hundred and fifty-five centimetres.


  Whats that in feet and inches? Banks asked.


  Five foot two. Dr Williams looked over and smiled at DS Cabbot. But I cant be sure about the eyes of blue.


  Annie gave him a chilly smile. Banks noticed her roll her eyes and tug her skirt lower over her knees when Williams had turned away.


  Also, Williams went on, you are dealing with the remains of a young woman. He paused for dramatic effect.


  Annie shot him a quick glance, then looked down at her notebook again.


  Go on, Banks said. Were listening.


  In general, Williams explained, a male skeleton is larger, the bone surfaces rougher, but the main differences are in the skull and the pelvic area. The male skull is
  thicker.


  Well, what do you know? Annie muttered without looking up.


  Williams laughed. Anyway, in this case, the pelvis is intact, and thats the easiest way for the trained eye to tell. Williams reached over and put his hand between the
  skeletons legs. The female pelvis is wider and lower than the males, to facilitate child-bearing. Banks watched as Williams ran his hand over the bone. This pubic
  curve is definitely female, and here, the sciatic notch. He touched it with his forefinger. Also unmistakably female. Much wider than a males. He hooked his finger in
  the sciatic notch, then looked at DS Cabbot again as he caressed the skeletons pelvic area. Annie kept her head down.


  Williams turned back to Banks. The symphyseal area here, as you can see, is rectangular. In males its triangular. I could go on, but I think you get the point.


  Definitely female, Banks said.


  Yes. And theres one more thing. He picked up a small magnifying glass from the lab bench and handed it to Banks. Look at this. Williams pointed to where the
  two pelvic bones joined at the front of the body. Banks leaned over, holding the glass. On the bone surface he could just about make out a small groove, or pit, maybe about half an inch long.


  Thats the dorsal margin of the pubiss articular surface, Williams said, and what youre looking at is a parturition scar. Its caused by the
  stresses that attached ligaments put on the bone.


  So shed given birth to at least one child?


  Williams smiled. Ah, youre familiar with the technical terms?


  Some of them. Go on.


  Annie raised her eyebrows at Banks, then got back to her notes before Williams could nail her with his leering gaze.


  Well, Williams went on, theres only a single pit on either side of the pubis, which would strongly suggest that she only gave birth once in her life. Usually, the
  more times a woman has given birth, the more apparent the parturition scars are.


  How old was she when she died?


  Id have to do more comprehensive tests to be certain of that. With X-rays of the ossification centres  the centres that basically produce the calcium and other
  minerals that make up bone  we can make a reasonably accurate determination. We can also do a spectrographic analysis of bone particles. But all that takes time, not to mention money. I
  imagine youd like a rough estimate as quickly as possible?


  Yes, said Banks. What do you have to go on at the moment?


  Well, theres epiphyseal union, for a start. Let me explain. He looked over towards Annie like a professor beginning his lecture. She ignored him. He seemed unperturbed.
  Maybe this sort of ogling was just a habit with him, Banks guessed, and he didnt even notice he was doing it. Here, Dr Williams went on, at the very ends of the long
  bones in both the arms and the legs, the epiphyses have all firmly united with the shafts, which doesnt usually happen until the age of twenty or twenty-one. But look here. He pointed
  towards the collar-bone. The epiphysis at the sternal end of the clavicle, which doesnt unite until the late twenties, has not united yet.


  So what age are we looking at? Roughly?


  Williams scratched his chin. Id say about twenty-two to twenty-eight. If you take in the skull sutures, too, you can see here that the sagittal suture shows some signs of
  endocranial closure, but the occipital and the lambdoid sutures are still wide open. That would also suggest somewhere in the twenties.


  How accurate is this?


  It wouldnt be very far off. I mean, this is definitely not the skeleton of a forty-year-old or a fourteen-year-old. You can also take into account that she was in pretty good
  general physical shape. There is no indication of any old healed fractures, nor of any skeletal anomalies or deformities.


  Banks looked at the bones, trying to imagine the young woman who had once inhabited them, the living flesh surrounding them. He failed. Any idea how long shes been down
  there?


  Oh dear. I was wondering when youd get around to asking that, Williams folded his arms and placed his forefinger over his lips. Its very difficult. Very
  difficult indeed to be at all accurate about something like that. To the untrained eye, a skeleton that has been buried for ten years might look indistinguishable from one that has been buried,
  say, a thousand years.


  But you dont think this one has been buried a thousand years?


  Oh, no. I said to the untrained eye. No, there are certain indications that were dealing with recent remains here, as opposed to archaeological.


  These being?


  What do you notice most about the bones?


  The colour, said Banks.


  Right. And what does that tell you?


  Banks wasnt too sure about the usefulness of the Socratic method at a time like this, but he had found from experience that it is usually a good idea to humour scientists. That
  theyre stained or decayed.


  Good. Good. Actually, the discoloration is an indication that they have taken on some of the colour of the surrounding earth. Then theres this. Have you noticed? He pointed
  to several places on the bone surfaces where the exterior seemed to be flaking off like old paint.


  I thought that was just the crusting, Banks said.


  No. Actually, the bone surface is crumbling, or flaking. Now if you take all this into account, along with the complete absence of any soft or ligamentous tissue, then Id estimate
  its been down there for a few decades. Certainly more than ten years, and, as we already know, its unlikely she was buried after 1953. Id go back about ten years from
  there.


  1943?


  Hold on. This is a very rough guess. The rate of skeletal decay is wildly unpredictable. Obviously, your odontologist will be able to tell you a bit more, narrow things down,
  perhaps.


  Is there anything else you can do to get a little closer to the year of death?


  Ill do my best, of course, but it could take some time. There are a number of tests I can carry out on the bones, tests we use in cases of relatively recent remains as opposed to
  archaeological finds. Theres carbonate testing, I can do an ultraviolet fluorescence test, histologic determination and Uhlenhut reaction. But even theyre not totally accurate. Not
  within the kind of time frame youre asking for. They might tell you, at a pinch, that the bones are either under or over fifty years old, but you seem to want year, month, date and time. The
  best you can realistically hope for is between thirty and fifty or fifty and a hundred. I dont want to appear to be telling you your job, but probably your best chance of finding out who she
  was and when she was killed is by checking old missing-persons files.


  I appreciate that, said Banks.


  Anyway, Ill need more information about soil, mineral content, bacterial content, temperature fluctuations and various other factors. Buried under an outbuilding floor, then
  flooded under a reservoir, you say?


  Thats right.


  Ill visit the site first thing in the morning and take some samples, then Ill get working on the tests. He looked at Annie. Perhaps DS Cabbot here would be
  willing to escort me there?


  Sorry, said Annie. Far too busy.


  His eyes lingered on her. Pity.


  Visiting the sites no problem, Banks said. Ill arrange for a car and make sure the SOCOs are expecting you. Look, were already a bit suspicious from the
  way and the place the body was buried. I know you dont have a lot to go on, but can you tell us anything at all about cause of death?


  I think I can help you a little with that, though its not really my area of expertise, and you should definitely get your Home Office pathologist to confirm this.


  Of course. Well ask Dr Glendenning to have a look as soon as he can. I doubt that itll be top of his list, though. What have you found to be going on with?


  See those markings on the bones there? Dr Williams pointed to several of the ribs and the pelvic area. As Banks looked more closely, he noticed a number of triangular notches. They
  werent easy to spot because of the flaking and crusting, but once he saw them he knew hed seen them before on bones.


  Stab wounds, he muttered.


  Exactly.


  Cause of death? Banks leaned over and peered.


  Id say so. See those little curls of bone there, like wood shavings?


  Yes.


  Theyre still attached to the bone, and that only happens with living bone. Also, theres no sign of healing, is there? If shed remained alive after these injuries, the
  bones would have healed to some extent, starting about ten days after the injury. So, technically, she could have been stabbed anywhere from one to ten days before she died of something
  else. But, as I said, its unlikely. Especially since the position of some of these wounds indicates the blade would most certainly have pierced vital organs. In fact, Id conclude that
  she was stabbed quite viciously, more than once, almost certainly causing death. But please dont quote me on that.


  Banks looked at Annie Cabbot. Murder, then, she said.


  Well, Id hardly imagine the poor woman did it herself, Williams agreed. Yes, unless Im very much mistaken, it looks like youve definitely got yourselves
  a murder victim here.


  
    
  


  4


  Annie drove up Long Hill the following morning to interview Mrs Ruby Kettering. It was another scorcher, she noted, rolling her window down. Devil-may-care this morning, she
  had decided not to bother wearing tights. They were damned uncomfortable in the heat. Youd certainly never catch men wearing anything quite so ridiculous.


  Long Hill began at the village green and linked Harkside to the edge of Harksmere Reservoir. Close to the centre of the village, it was the busiest shopping street, with a jumbled mix of shops
  and pubs and most of the public buildings, including the borough council offices, the library, the Womens Institute and the Mechanics Institute. It was early for tourists, but the shops were
  open and the locals were doing the rounds, shopping bags hooked over their arms, standing gossiping in little knots along the pavement. The road was narrow and double yellow lines ran along each
  side. Towards the end, the buildings dwindled and finally gave way to half a mile of open countryside before the T-junction with The Edge.


  Annie parked on the grass verge opposite the junction. From there, she could see the ruins of Hobbs End in the distance. Several tiny figures stood clustered around the outbuilding where
  the skeleton had been discovered, and Annie realized it must be the SOCO team still searching the area. She wondered if Dr Williams the skeleton-groper was there, too.


  Annie crossed the road and opened the gate. Mrs Kettering was squatting in the garden spraying her dahlias. She looked up. Annie introduced herself.


  I know who you are, the old lady said, placing her hands on her thighs and pushing herself to her feet. I remember you. Youre that nice policewoman who found my
  Joey.


  Annie accepted the compliment with a brief nod. She hadnt actually found Joey herself. The budgie had been innocently standing on the village green, accepting the crumbs an old man
  was scattering, blissfully unaware that it was being watched by a gang of sparrows up in one of the trees and by a ginger tom lurking behind a bush not more than ten yards away. One of the
  local kids had noticed, though, and remembering the poster offering a five-pound reward for a missing budgie, he had carefully scooped up Joey and carried him to the police station. Annie had
  simply delivered Joey back safely into Mrs Ketterings hands. One of the many exciting jobs she had done since arriving in Harkside. It was, however, through this incident that Annie had
  received her first on-the-job injury. Joey pecked the base of her thumb and drew blood, but Inspector Harmond wouldnt accept her injury compensation claim.


  Mrs Kettering was wearing a red baseball cap, a loose yellow smock and baggy white shorts down to her knees. Below them, her legs were pale as lard, mottled red and marbled with varicose veins.
  On her feet she wore a pair of black plimsolls without laces. Though a little stooped, she looked sturdy enough for her age.


  Oh dear, she said, wiping the streaks of sweat and soil from her brow with her forearm. I hope you havent come to arrest me. Has someone reported me?


  Reported you? What for? Annie asked.


  Mrs Kettering glanced guiltily at the hose coiled near the front door. I know theres supposed to be a water shortage, but I cant just let my garden die. A garden
  needs a lot of watering when the weathers like this. I dont own a car, so I dont waste any on washing one, and I thought, well, if I used just a little . . .?


  Annie smiled. She hadnt washed her car in weeks, either, but that was nothing to do with the water shortage. Dont worry, Mrs Kettering, she said with a wink, I
  wont report you to Yorkshire Water.


  Mrs Kettering sighed and put a gnarled, veiny hand to her heart. Oh, thank you, dear, she said. Do you know, I dont think I could stand going to gaol at my age.
  Ive heard that the food in there is absolutely terrible. And with my stomach . . . Anyway, please call me Ruby. What can I do for you?


  Its about Hobbs End.


  Hobbs End?


  Yes. I understand you used to live there.


  Mrs Kettering nodded. Seven years Reg and me lived there. From 1933 to 1940. It was our first home together, just after we got married.


  You didnt stay there till the end of the war?


  Oh, no. My Reg went off to fight  he was in the navy  and I went to work at a munitions factory near Sheffield. I lived with my sister in Mexborough during the war. When Reg
  came back in 1945, we stayed on there for a while, then he got a job on a farm just outside Harkside, so we moved here. We always did like the country. Listen, dear, would you like a cold drink?
  Lemonade, perhaps?


  Thank you.


  Im afraid theres not much shelter from the sun, Mrs Kettering said, but we can sit over there.


  She pointed to the side of the garden that abutted Long Hill. A short path led to a flagstone patio where two red-and-green-striped deck-chairs sat, half in the sun and half out of it. Various
  creeping plants coiled around the trellises fixed to the wall, which provided a little shade.


  Thatll be just fine, Annie said, walking over and taking off her sunglasses.


  Mrs Kettering disappeared inside the house. Annie settled herself into one of the deck-chairs, stretched out her legs and luxuriated. She could feel the heat on her bare shins, warm and sensuous
  as a lovers caress. The sensation took her back to the beach at St Ives, where she had grown up and spent many a summers day with her father, whose job it had been to rent out
  deck-chairs to the holidaymakers. The memory of those summers took her back to Rob, too: his days off, when they used to go for walks along the cliff tops, sail around the headland in his small
  boat and make love in secluded coves as the sunset colours emblazoned the horizon and waves crashed on the beach. How romantic it had all been, and how long ago it seemed.


  Annie inhaled the sweet scent of the flowers. Bees droned around her, gathering pollen. She opened her eyes again and saw gulls circling over Harksmere.


  Here we are, dear, said Mrs Kettering, coming back out with a tray. First she offered a tall glass to Annie, then she took the other for herself, set the tray aside and sat down.
  The deck-chairs faced each other at an angle, so it was easy to talk without straining ones neck.


  Hobbs End, Mrs Kettering said. That takes me back. I cant say Ive really given the place much thought in years, though I can see it from the bottom of
  the garden now, of course. What do you want to know?


  As much as you can tell me, Annie said. Then she told Mrs Kettering about the skeleton.


  Yes, I saw something about that on the news. Id been wondering who all the people were, coming and going. Mrs Kettering thought for a moment. Annie watched her and sipped
  lemonade. A robin alighted on the lawn for a few seconds, cocked an eye at them, shat on the grass and took off again.


  A young woman, about five foot two, with a baby? Mrs Kettering repeated, brow knotted in concentration. Well, there was the McSorley lass, but that was when we arrived. I
  mean, shed have been well over thirty by the time we left, and she had three children by then. No, dear, I cant honestly say anyone comes to mind. The far cottage, you say, the one by
  the fairy bridge?


  Fairy bridge?


  Thats what we used to call it. Because it was so small, only fairies could cross over it.


  I see. Thats right. Under the outbuilding.


  Mrs Kettering pulled a face. Reg and me lived at the far end, just down from the mill. Still, I must have passed the place a hundred times or more. Sorry, love, its a blank. I
  certainly dont remember any young woman living there.


  Never mind, said Annie. What can you tell me about the village itself?


  Well, however close to Harkside it was, it had its own distinct identity, I can tell you that for a start. Harksiders looked down on the Hobbs End people because it was a mill
  village. Thought they were a cut above us. She shrugged. Still, I suppose everyones got to have someone to look down on, dont they?


  Do you remember any doctors and dentists who used to practise there?


  Oh, yes. Dr Granville was the village dentist. Terrible man. He drank. And if I remember correctly there were two doctors. Ours was Dr Nuttall. Very gentle touch.


  Do you know what happened to his practice? Im assuming hes dead now?


  Oh, long since, I should imagine. And Granville was probably pushing sixty when the war started, too. Youll be after medical and dental records, I suppose?


  Yes.


  I doubt youll have much luck there, love, not after all this time.


  Probably not. What other sorts of people lived in the village?


  All sorts, really. Let me see. We had shopkeepers, milkmen, publicans  we had three village pubs  farm labourers, dry-stone wallers, van drivers, travelling salesmen of one
  sort or another, a number of retired people, colonels and the like. Teachers, of course. We even had our very own famous artist. Well, not exactly Constable or Turner, you understand, and
  hes not very fashionable these days. Come with me a minute.


  She struggled out of her deck-chair and Annie followed her into the house. It was hot inside and Annie felt the sweat trickle down the tendons at the backs of her ears. It itched. She was glad
  she wasnt wearing tights.


  Because of the sudden contrast between bright sunlight and dim interior, she couldnt make out the furnishings at first, except that they seemed old-fashioned: a rocking chair, a
  grandfather clock, a glass-fronted china cabinet full of crystalware. The room into which Mrs Kettering led her smelled of lemon-scented furniture polish.


  They came to a halt in front of the dark wood mantelpiece, and Mrs Kettering pointed to the large watercolour that hung over it. Thats one of his, she said. He gave
  it me as a going-away present. Dont ask me why, but he took a bit of a shine to me. Maybe because I wasnt a bad-looking lass in my time. Bit of a rogue, Michael Stanhope, if truth be
  told. Most artists are. But a fine painter. You can see for yourself.


  Annies eyes had adjusted to the light, and she was able to take in Stanhopes painting. She had a passion for art, inherited from her father. She smiled to herself at Mrs
  Ketterings remark. Bit of a rogue. Yes, she supposed that fitted her father, too. Annie also painted as a hobby, so she was intrigued to look upon the work of Hobbs
  Ends neglected genius.


  Is that Hobbs End before the war?


  Yes, said Mrs Kettering. Just after war broke out, actually. It was painted from the fairy bridge, looking towards the mill.


  Annie stood back and examined the work carefully. The first thing she noticed was Stanhopes peculiar use of colour. The season was autumn, and he seemed to take the hues and tones hidden
  deep in stone, fields, hillsides and water and force them out into the open, creating such a pattern of purples, blues, browns and greens as you never saw in a real Yorkshire village. But it made
  perfect sense to the eye. Nothing seemed to be its true colour, yet everything seemed right somehow. It was uncanny, almost surreal in its effect.


  Next, she noticed the subtly distorted perspective, probably a result of cubist influences. The mill was there, perched on the rise in the top left corner, and though it looked as if it
  should dominate the scene, somehow, by some trick of perspective over size, it didnt. It was just there. The church, just to the right of the river, managed much more prominence
  through its dark and subtly menacing square tower and the rooks or ravens that seemed to be circling it.


  The rest of the composition appeared simple and realistic enough: a village high-street scene whose people reminded her of Brueghels. There was a lot of detail; an art teacher might even
  describe the work as too busy.


  The villagers were doing the normal things  shopping, gossiping, pushing prams. Someone was painting a front door; a man straddled a roof repairing a chimney, shirtsleeves rolled up; a
  tall girl stood arranging newspapers in a rack outside the newsagents shop; a butchers boy was cycling down the High Street beside the river with his basket full of brown-paper
  packages, blood-streaked apron flapping in the wind.


  The rows of houses on each side differed in size and design. Some were semis or terraces, front doors opening directly on to the pavement, while some of the larger, detached houses stood back
  behind low stone walls enclosing well-kept gardens. Here and there, on the High Street side, a row of shops broke up the line of houses. There was also a pub, the Shoulder of Mutton, and its sign
  looked crooked, as if it were swinging in the wind.


  Normal life. But there was something sinister about it. Partly it was the facial expressions. Annie could detect the smug, supercilious smiles of moral rectitude or the malicious grins of sadism
  on the faces of so many people. And Stanhope had included so much detail that the effect had to be deliberate. How he must have hated them.


  If you looked long enough, you could almost believe that the man on the roof was about to drop a flagstone on some passer-by, and that the butchers boy was wielding a cleaver ready to
  chop off someones head.


  The only characters who looked in any way attractive were the children. The River Rowan was neither very wide nor very deep where it ran through the village. Children were playing in the
  shallows, splashing one another, paddling, the girls with their skirts gathered around their thighs, boys in short trousers. Some of them looked angelic; all of them looked innocent.


  The more Annie looked, the more she recognized that there was something religious, ecstatic, in the childrens aspects, and the link with the water also brought to mind baptism. It was a
  sort of religious symbolism reminiscent of Stanley Spencer, though not quite so blatant. Over it all, the church brooded with its sense of menace and evil. The mill was nothing but a husk.


  Annie looked away. When she turned back, the scene appeared more normal, and she noticed the strange colours the most again. It was a powerful work. Why had she not heard of Stanhope before?


  In the bottom right, just above the artists signature, stood the outbuilding where the skeleton had been found, next to a small, semi-detached cottage. Beside the door, a wooden sign
  announced the name: BRIDGE COTTAGE.


  What do you think? Mrs Kettering asked.


  Have you noticed the way everyone looks? As if


  As if they were all either hypocrites or sadists? Yes, I have. Thats Stanhopes vision. I must say I didnt see Hobbs End like that at all. We had our share of
  unpleasant characters, of course, but Id hardly say they dominated the place. Michael Stanhope was, in some ways, a very disturbed individual. Would you like to go back out to the
  garden?


  Annie looked at the painting once more, seeing nothing that she had missed, then she followed Mrs Kettering outside.


  The sunlight came as a shock. Annie shielded her eyes until she got to the chair and sat down again. There was still an inch or so of lemonade in the bottom of her glass. She drank it down in
  one. Warm and sweet. For some reason, the painting had unsettled her in the same way some of her fathers more disturbed works did; she wanted to know more about it, more about Michael
  Stanhopes vision of Hobbs End.


  How old was Stanhope at that time?


  Hed be in his late forties when I knew him.


  What became of him?


  I think he stayed in the village until the bitter end, and then I heard he moved to a small studio in London. But he didnt do much after that. Didnt achieve much, I
  should say. I saw his name in the papers once or twice, but I think he was like a fish out of water when he left Hobbs End. I dont think he managed to find a foothold in the big city
  art world. I heard he was in and out of mental institutions during the fifties, and the last I saw was his obituary in 1968. He died of lung cancer. The poor man always seemed to have a cigarette
  hanging out of the corner of his mouth. It made him squeeze his eyes almost shut against the drifting smoke when he painted. I was convinced that must have affected his perspective.


  Probably, said Annie. What happened to his paintings?


  I wouldnt know, dear. All over the place, I suppose. Private collectors. Small galleries.


  Annie sat quietly for a moment, taking it all in. Bridge Cottage, she said, where we found the skeleton. It looked neglected in the painting.


  I noticed that, too, said Mrs Kettering, and it made me remember something. Now, I cant be certain of this, not after so much time, but I think an old lady lived
  there. Bit of a recluse.


  An old lady, you said?


  Yes, I think so. Though I cant tell you anything about her. I just remembered, looking at the painting, that some of the children thought she was a witch. She had a long, hooked
  nose. She used to scare them away. I think it was her, anyway. Im sorry I cant be of much help.


  Annie leaned forward and touched Mrs Ketterings arm. You have been helpful. Believe me.


  Is there anything else you want to know?


  Annie stood up. Not that I can think of. Not right now.


  Please call again if you do think of anything. Its so nice to have a visitor.


  Annie smiled. I will. Thank you.


  Back in her car, Annie sat drumming on the steering wheel and watching the gulls reflections on the waters surface. She had learned that the place was called Bridge Cottage and an
  old woman may have been living there in the autumn of 1939. Of course, she still had no idea how long the body had lain under the outbuilding floor, so she didnt know whether this new
  information helped or not.


  Perhaps more important, though, she had got her first real feel for Hobbs End from the Stanhope painting, and that might come in useful farther down the road. Annie had always
  thought it important to develop a feel for a case, though she had never expounded her philosophy to any of her male colleagues. Why was it that feminine intuition sounded as insulting to her
  as hysterical and time of the month?


  She turned round and headed back down towards the station, a long day on the telephone looming ahead of her.


  


  When Matthew met Gloria that first time, I could feel their immediate attraction like that eerie electric sensation you get before a storm, when you feel jumpy and ill at ease
  for no apparent reason. It scared me; I dont know why.


  Something about Gloria changed when a man entered the room. It was as if she were suddenly on, the way I feel when the curtain goes up on one of our amateur dramatic productions and the
  real audience is there to watch us at last. I dont mean to indicate that there was anything deliberate about this, just that a change came over her and she moved and spoke in a subtly
  different way when there was a man around. I even noticed it with Michael Stanhope. He must have sensed something, too, or he wouldnt have given her those cigarettes.


  But with Matthew it was the real thing. From that first April meeting, events progressed quickly between them. That very afternoon, Matthew showed her around the village, what little there was
  to see. A few days later they went to the pictures in Harkside and then to the Mayday dance at the Mechanics Institute there. I was helping out behind the refreshments counter, and I could see the
  way they danced so close together, the way they looked at one another.


  I wasnt at all surprised when Matthew announced that he had invited Gloria to tea one Sunday. It was the eleventh of May, and Mother was in one of her states, so the preparation all fell
  to me. Im sure I could have got away with a plate of sandwiches, but I was a good cook and, more important, I was good at making the best of what little was available, and I suppose I wanted
  to show off my skills.


  All day we had been hearing disturbing rumours of a terrible air raid on London. Some people claimed that the House of Commons and Westminster Abbey had been completely destroyed and that
  thousands had been killed. I had already learned to take these things with a pinch of salt. After all, one of the first casualties of war is truth, to paraphrase Hiram Johnson.


  I was listening to The Brains Trust after putting the rabbit stew on to simmer. Joad and Huxley were arguing about why you can tickle other people but not yourself, when Gloria
  popped her head round the door, Matthew right behind her. They were a bit early and Mother was still titivating herself in her bedroom.


  Glorias golden hair, parted on the left, tumbled in long wreaths of sausage curls over her shoulders. She wore very little makeup, just a dab of face powder and a trace of lipstick. She
  was wearing a blue blouse with padded shoulders and puffed sleeves tucked into a simple black skirt with silver buttons down the side. I must admit that I was surprised at her restraint; I would
  have expected something far more garish from her. Even so, I felt dowdy in my plain old pinafore dress.


  Look what Glorias brought for us, Matthew said, holding out a pint of milk and half a dozen eggs. I took them and thanked her. As soon as Mother saw the eggs, I knew, her
  eyes would light up. She would put them in water-glass, the way she always did. Suspended in the clear jelly, they would last for months. Seeing them like that always made me uneasy; they looked
  sinister floating there in the transparent space, like wombs forever on the verge of giving birth, but never quite managing it, trapped there instead, frozen for ever in stillborn becoming.


  Sinister or not, though, the water-glass meant we always had fresh eggs as well as the powdered stuff, which was only good for scrambling.


  Hello, Gwen, Gloria said, I should have known youd be a Brains Trust fan. Tell me, whos your favourite? Joad or Campbell? Surely not
  Huxley?


  Joad.


  Why?


  Hes the most intelligent, the best-read, the most eloquent.


  Hmm. Probably, said Gloria, sitting down on the sofa, carefully arranging her skirt as she crossed her legs. Matthew sat next to her looking like the proud new owner of . . . well,
  of something. I like Campbell myself, she said. I think hes far more entertaining.


  I wouldnt have thought you even listened to something like that, I said, regretting my rudeness almost as soon as the words were out of my mouth. After all, this was the
  woman my beloved brother clearly adored.


  Gloria just shrugged. Ive heard it once or twice. Then her eyes lit up in that way they had. But youre right. If I had a wireless, Id listen to nothing
  but music all day long.


  You dont have a wireless? I couldnt believe it. We might have been short of food, but surely everyone had a wireless?


  Mr Kilnsey wont have one in the house. Hes rather a strict sort of Methodist, you know. Thinks theyre the devils loudspeaker.


  I put my hand to my mouth and giggled, then blushed. Oh dear. I am sorry.


  It is rather funny, isnt it? Anyway, I dont mind that much. All I do is work and sleep there. Its sad for Mrs Kilnsey, though. I dont think shed
  mind a bit of music now and then to cheer her up, but, of course, if the wireless is the devils loudspeaker, then music is his voice at its most seductive.


  Oh, good heavens, said Matthew, shaking his head.


  Gloria nudged him. Its true! He really talks like that.


  I must go see to the food, I said.


  First I put the kettle on to make us all some tea, then I peeled a few potatoes and prepared the carrots and parsnips. If I say so myself, it was a good meal I put together that Sunday. Matthew
  had caught the rabbit in Rowan Woods on one of his weekend Home Guard exercises, and there was plenty of meat on it to feed the four of us. We also had some onions from the garden, and some rhubarb
  for a pie. Talk about Dig for Victory!


  The kettle boiled. I made tea and carried it through, along with a plate of biscuits. With rationing, you had to be sparing, and the tea was a lot weaker than we were used to. With sugar
  rationed at only a pound a fortnight, and most of that in the rhubarb pie, the three of us had all stopped taking it. I didnt know about Gloria, so I offered her some.


  I gave it up, she said. Actually, Ive got a far better use for my sugar ration.


  Oh? I said.


  Yes. She shook her curls. If you mix it with warm water, you can use it as a setting lotion.


  That was something I had never thought about, my rather fine and mousy hair being short, in the pageboy style, at the time. It must make your head feel terribly sticky, I said.


  She laughed. Well, sometimes its hard to get my hat off, I can tell you. But that can be quite a blessing in the wind we get up at the farm some days.


  At that moment, Mother made her grand entrance. She walked slowly because of her arthritis and her stick tapped against the bare floorboards, so you could hear her coming long before you saw
  her. She was wearing one of her old flower-patterned frocks and had taken the trouble to curl her hair, though I doubt she had used sugar and warm water. Mother never wore makeup. She was a small,
  rather frail-looking figure, a little stooped, with a round, ruddy, pleasant face. It was a kind face, and she was a kind woman. Like me, though, she had a sharp way with words sometimes. Whatever
  the arthritis had done to the rest of her body, it hadnt progressed as far as her tongue. I expected fireworks when she met Gloria for the first time, but then I had been wrong about a lot
  of things lately.


  What a lovely blouse, my dear, Mother said after the introductions. Did you make it yourself?


  I almost choked.


  Yes, said Gloria. I managed to scrounge a bit of parachute silk, then I dyed it. Im glad you like it. I can make one for you, if you like. Ive got a bit more
  put away up at the farm.


  Mother put her hand to her chest. Good heavens, my dear, you dont want to waste your time making fancy clothes for an old crippled woman like me. No, what Ive got will do to
  see me out. Typical Mother that, the world-weary tone, as if we might well see her out in the next few minutes.


  The Brains Trust ended and a special about Jerome Kern came on. Gloria liked that better, all the songs she had heard in her beloved Hollywood musicals. She hummed along with
  A Fine Romance, You Couldnt Be Cuter and The Way You Look Tonight.


  You could have knocked me over with a feather when Mother and Gloria got talking about how they both loved Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers in Swing Time. It was time to serve tea and I was
  feeling really sick by then.


  Jerome Kern finished and we turned the wireless off while we ate. So, my dear, said Mother when the stew was served, tell us all about yourself.


  Theres not much to tell, really, Gloria said.


  Oh, come, come. Where are you from?


  London.


  Oh, you poor girl. What about your parents?


  They were both killed in the bombing.


  Oh dear, Im so sorry.


  A lot of people have died.


  When was this?


  Last year. September. Im all alone now.


  Nonsense, my dear, said Mother. Youve got us.


  I almost choked on my rabbit. Its not as if were adopting her or anything, Mother, I managed.


  Dont be so rude, Gwen. Its wartime, in case you hadnt noticed. People have to pull together.


  Anyway, Matthew said, Glorias away from all that now, arent you, darling?


  She looked at him with those big beautiful eyes of hers, adoration just dripping out of them like treacle. Yes, she said. I am. And no matter what happens, Im never
  going back.


  Is there no one left?


  No one. I was out visiting a friend a few streets away when the air raid came. We had no warning. My friends had an Anderson shelter in their back garden, so we went down there. I
  wasnt even worried. I thought my family would go to the underground or the church on the corner like we always did in air raids, but they didnt make it in time. Our house went up and
  the ones on either side along with it. My grandparents lived next door, so they were killed, too.


  We were all silent for a few moments, digesting the matter-of-fact horror of what Gloria had just told us. Somehow it made us and our little rationing problems seem insignificant.


  What made you decide on a God-forsaken place like Hobbs End? Mother asked.


  It wasnt my choice. Thats where they sent me, the Land Army. I did my training at Askham Bryan, which isnt far away. Mr Kilnsey needs a lot of help since his boy
  joined up, and hes not getting any younger. I was just glad to get away to the countryside. I just couldnt stand the idea of working in a dirty, smelly munitions factory.


  Still, said Mother, farmings not an easy life.


  Gloria laughed. You can say that again. Its dirty and smelly, too. But I can cope. Ive never minded hard work. Actually, I quite enjoy it. She shot me a sidelong
  glance. This stew is delicious, Gwen. I really mean it. Its the tastiest meal Ive had in a long time. Thank you very much.


  I felt absurdly pleased and struggled to stop myself from blushing, but you cant do it, like you cant tickle yourself. I blushed. My pleasure, I said.


  After the rhubarb pie, which Gloria once again was kind enough to remark upon, Matthew made more tea and we put the wireless on again for The Happidrome.


  I just caught the end of a news bulletin which confirmed that Westminster Abbey, the British Museum and the Houses of Parliament had been bombed, but only damaged, not destroyed. Still, you
  never knew whether to believe newsreaders or not, even though they had to say their names before each bulletin now, so wed know the Germans hadnt taken over the BBC. After all, the
  Germans could listen to the broadcasts, too, and we didnt want them to think we were badly hurt or demoralized in any way. We had enough with Lord Haw-Haw doing that for us. Just the
  previous week he had actually said something about the Germans bombing the flax mill in Hobbs End, which nearly gave our ARP man apoplexy.


  Over a cup of tea, Matthew and Gloria lit cigarettes. I knew Mother didnt approve of women smoking, but she said nothing. Then Matthew cleared his throat and said, Mother, I
  invited Gloria here tonight for a specific reason, because, well, we have something to tell you.


  Mother raised her eyebrows; my heart started to thump against my rib-cage.


  We want to get married.


  I gaped at Matthew: tall, dashing, handsome, that charming lock of dark brown hair always slipping over his eye, the dimples at each side of his mouth when he smiled, the clear eyes and strong
  chin. And then I looked at Gloria, saw her radiance.


  Somehow, it was all so inevitable.


  At that moment, I hated her.


  Ah, said Mother, after a calming sip of tea. You do, do you?


  Yes.


  And you, young lady?


  Very much, said Gloria, leaning over and taking Matthews hand. I know its not been long that weve known one another, but its wartime
  and


  Mother waved her down. Yes, yes, my dear, I know all about that. Have you thought, though, that Matthew might be going far away soon?


  Weve thought about that, Mother, he said. Even though I passed the medical, Ill still have my military training to do after the degree, and theres a
  good chance Ill be able to come home every weekend until after Christmas, probably, at least.


  And the rest of the week?


  Ill be working at the farm, as usual, Gloria said, and Matt will be at university in Leeds until July, then hell go wherever they send him for training. I know
  its not perfect. Wed love nothing more than to be together all the time. They held hands and she gazed at him. But we know thats not realistic. Not yet,
  anyway.


  I couldnt believe it; she called him Matt. How could she? He had always been Matthew to Mother and me.


  What about your studies? Mother asked him.


  Ill be working just as hard as usual.


  Hmph. A lot of couples are waiting to marry, she said. Until times are less uncertain.


  But a lot of people are getting married, too, Matthew argued, making the best of the time they have. Yes, we know life is very uncertain now. But if anything happens to me
  in the forces, Ill die a far happier man for having been married to Gloria. Even if it was only for a day.


  Dont talk like that, Matthew, Mother said, putting her hand to her chest again. Then she glanced at me. What do you think about all this, Gwen?


  I swallowed. Me? Well, I suppose if its what they really want to do, then theres nothing we can say to stop them.


  Good old Gwen, said Matthew. I knew I could depend on you.


  Where will you live? Mother demanded. Have you thought about that? Its not that we wouldnt have you, but theres not enough room here, you know, even if
  you wanted to live with Gwen and me. We dont even have enough room to take in evacuees. And you certainly cant both live at the farm.


  Yes, said Matthew, weve thought about that, too. Thats why we want to get married as soon as possible.


  Mother frowned. Oh?


  Were going to live in Bridge Cottage.


  What? That run-down hovel by the fairy bridge?


  Yes. Itll be big enough for us. And itll be ours. Well, well only be renting it, but you know what I mean. As you know, its been used for housing evacuees
  since old Miss Croft died. Anyway, Ive talked to Lord Cliffords agent in Leeds, and he says that the people there now are moving out next week. Its a woman and her two
  children, evacuees from Birmingham. Apparently theyre homesick and theyre going home. I know itll need a lot of fixing up, but Im good with my hands. And its only
  five shillings a week.


  What about children? Have you thought about that, too?


  Im not having a baby, Mrs Shackleton, if thats what you mean, said Gloria.


  Of course not, my dear. Thats not what I meant at all. I wouldnt suggest such a thing. But if you do have a baby after youre married, the childs father
  will most likely be away and youll have a lot on your hands.


  That sad look came over Glorias face the way it did sometimes, a dark cloud blocking the sun. We havent planned to have children, she said. Not yet, anyway. I
  wouldnt want to bring a child into the world the way things are now, not after what Ive been through. Then the cloud passed and she smiled again. After the war, though,
  well see. Things will be different then.


  Mother was silent for a moment, then she grimaced as if in pain, which she probably was, and said, Youve thought of everything, havent you?


  Matthew beamed. Everything, Mother. We want to start having the banns called next Sunday. Please say youll give us your blessing. Please!


  Mother held her cup out and I poured more tea. Her hand was shaking and the cup rattled on the saucer. She looked at Gloria again. And youre an orphan, my dear? You have no living
  relatives?


  None. But you did say Ive got you, didnt you?


  Mother smiled. Only a little one. Thats all she allowed herself those days. Little ones. I did, didnt I?


  Oh, please, Mrs Shackleton, please give us your permission.


  It doesnt look as if Ive got much choice, does it? Go on, then, you have my blessing. Then she sighed and looked at me. I suppose well have to start
  saving our coupons up, wont we, Gwen, love?


  


  Some mornings, especially when the weather was good, Vivian Elmsley liked to walk up Rosslyn Hill to the High Street, take a table outside one of the cafs and linger
  over her morning coffee. She walked slowly, finding her breath came with more difficulty these days.


  One or two people on the street recognized her from her television and magazine-cover appearances, as usual, but the people of Hampstead took celebrity in their stride, especially the literary
  kind, so no one pestered her for autographs or simply had to tell her how good or how bad her latest book was.


  She found an empty table easily enough, bought her coffee and unfolded the Times. Her routine varied. Some days she found herself thinking about the book she was working on as she walked,
  hardly noticing the people in the street, unaware even of what season it was. On those days, she would sit down with her notebook and scribble a few ideas as she sipped. Today, though, the book was
  much farther from her mind than she would have liked.


  Instead, she opened her newspaper. The brief item she was looking for appeared in a column on one of the inside pages usually reserved for news items from the provinces:


  
    
      FOUL PLAY SUSPECTED IN RESERVOIR SKELETON CASE


      
        In a surprise statement given yesterday evening to local reporters, North Yorkshire Police indicated that the skeletal remains found under Thornfield Reservoir were those
        of a female murder victim. Detective Chief Inspector Alan Banks, in charge of the case, said that while police have not yet discovered the victims identity, they do know that the body
        is that of a woman in her early twenties. All indications are that she was stabbed to death. How long the body has lain there, DCI Banks added, is much more difficult to determine, but
        preliminary information indicates that they are dealing with a twentieth-century crime. Thornfield Reservoir was constructed on the site of a village called Hobbs End, whose remains
        have now come into view for the first time since 1953. The skeleton was found buried under an outbuilding by a thirteen-year-old boy, Adam Kelly, while he was playing in the area. Anyone with
        information is asked to get in touch immediately with the North Yorkshire Police.

      

    

  


  So they knew that much already. Her hand trembling slightly, Vivian put the newspaper down and sucked some of the frothy milk from the top of her coffee. She wouldnt be able to
  concentrate on the rest of the news now, or attempt the crossword. That little item had quite spoiled her day.


  It was funny, she thought, how time played tricks. Over the years she had managed to distance herself from the past: the years with Ronald in Africa, Hong Kong, South America and Malaysia; her
  early struggles as a writer after his death; the rejections and humiliations; the flush of first publication; the slow rise to success; the television series. Before Ronald, she had thought her
  life completely blighted by fate. What she discovered instead, over the years, was that while it had been in some ways diminished, it had also been far more fulfilling than she could ever have
  dreamed. Time might not heal everything, but some things just die, dry up and flake off.


  Of course, after Ronalds death, she had never been involved with another man. (One might say she hadnt even been involved with Ronald in that way.) But there is always a
  price to pay, and that was a relatively small one, far less than the nightmares and the deep, gnawing guilt that, while it fuelled her imaginative flights of fancy, crippled her in just about every
  other way and brought on black moods and sleepless nights she sometimes feared would never end.


  Now this. She watched the innocent pedestrians passing to and fro on the pavement: a young woman in a smart grey business suit talking into her mobile telephone; a young fair-haired couple
  carrying rucksacks, Scandinavian tourists by the look of them, holding hands; a man with a grey beard, wearing a paint-smeared smock; two girls with green and orange hair and rings through their
  noses. Vivian sighed. The streets of Hampstead. All human life is here, as the old News of the World used to proclaim about itself. Well, perhaps not all  not in
  Hampstead, at least  but certainly the more privileged classes.


  Were they all so innocent? Perhaps not. No doubt there walked among the crowds of Hampstead a murderer or two.


  Vivian gave a little shudder. She remembered how she had felt there was someone following her on and off over the past couple of weeks. She had put it down to an overactive imagination. After
  all, she made her living from writing about crime, and the same morbid imagination that made her so good at that also sparked off occasional panic attacks and fits of depression. They were two
  sides of the same coin; she profited from her fears, but she had to live with them, too. So perhaps she had been imagining it all. Who would want to follow her anyway? The police? Surely
  not. If they wanted to talk to her, they would approach her directly.


  Vivian glanced back at her newspaper, folded open at the Hobbs End item, and sighed. Well, it shouldnt take them long now, should it? And then what would become of her hard-earned
  peace?


  


  Banks started with Brians university administration office, and ten minutes later, after a few white lies about the importance of the information he was requesting, he
  had managed to convince the assistant to break her strict code of privacy. On the pad in front of him was the London telephone number of one Andrew Jones.


  He paused before dialling, unsure of what he was going to say to Brian if he did get through. The only thing he knew was that they had to get beyond the argument, get to some position where they
  could talk like reasonable human beings. Still, both he and Brian had always been quick to forgive. Whenever they had disagreements in the past, one or the other would make a conciliatory move
  within minutes, and it was all over. Sandra was the one who kept things on a slow simmer; sometimes it took her a week of cool distance and moody silences before she let you know exactly why
  she was upset with you in the first place.


  Whether Banks could manage reconciliation this time without slipping into the irate-father role, he wasnt sure. Besides, he had damn good reason to be irate. Brian had cocked up three
  years of higher education  which hadnt been easy on Banks and Sandra financially  and then he had bottled out of telling anyone for weeks, practically disappearing off the face
  of the earth.


  As it turned out, Banks neednt have worried. When he dialled the number, no one picked the phone up, and there was no answering machine.


  Next he phoned Annie, who seemed excited about a painting of Hobbs End done by an artist called Michael Stanhope. Banks couldnt share her enthusiasm, though he was glad to find out
  she had discovered the name of the cottage by the outbuilding.


  Waiting for John Webb to call with an inventory of the material recovered at the crime scene, he examined the contents of his in tray. Designs for new uniforms had been approved at
  a conference of the Association of Chief Police Officers. Fascinating stuff. Had they nothing better to do? What the hell did the top brass think the police force was, a bloody fashion statement?
  Soon theyd have PCs and WPCs flouncing down the catwalks in see-through uniforms with feather boas.


  Under that was a copy of the latest report from Ms Millicent Cummings, Assistant Chief Constable, or Director of the Department of Human Resources, as her real title went. North Yorkshire had
  been under fire lately for its excessive number of sexual-harassment claims  accusations of bullying, sexual assault, discrimination and bizarre initiation ceremonies  and Millie had
  been brought in as the new broom. On a broomstick, too, so the lads had it. Banks liked Millie, though; she was a bright, fair woman with a tough job to do. As far as he was concerned, the more
  thugs and yobs kicked off the force, the better all round.


  Banks turned to a report on tightening up alcohol sales. It included an incident report about a ten-year-old kid who got pissed on alco-pop and rode his bicycle through a shoe-shop window. Minor
  cuts and bruises. Lucky bugger. Which was more than could be said for the poor sales clerk who just happened to be bending over a prospective customers feet with a shoehorn at the time.
  Instant haemorrhoid surgery.


  Banks signed off on the reports and memos  including one that informed him CID was having its name changed to Crime Management  then he worked for a while on an article he was
  writing on policing in the nineties. One of the advantages of his new computer and his desk-bound existence was that he had written two of these over the past couple of months, and he found he
  enjoyed the process. He had also given a few talks and lectures and discovered he was good at that, too. There had been times when he had thought it might not be a bad idea to try for some sort of
  police-related teaching career, but the cards were stacked against him in the form of his education  or lack of it. Banks didnt have a university degree, as Brian had so cruelly
  reminded him the other day. He had come out of the Poly with a Higher National Diploma in Business Studies. It was supposed to be the equivalent of a pass degree, but only the equivalent.
  And that had been almost a quarter of a century ago. As far as he knew, such diplomas probably didnt even exist any more. A prospective employer would take one look at it and burst out
  laughing. The thought made Banks flush with shame and anger.


  At least Brian had got a third-class honours, which beat a mere pass, or equivalent. Christ, it sounded like a poker game. Was he in competition with his son all of a sudden?


  Luckily, the phone rang before he could frame an answer. It was John Webb.


  Ive just picked up the stuff we dug up with the Hobbs End skeleton, he said. Dr Williamss lads have given it a good clean.


  What did you find? Not much after all this time, I imagine.


  Actually, youd be amazed at some of the things that do survive. Its all very unpredictable. I found a few buttons and some metal clips that look as if they might have
  come from a brassire or a suspender belt. I also found some small leather shoes which look as though they might have belonged to the corpse.


  So youre saying she was buried in her clothes?


  Looks like it.


  Anything else?


  Yes, some other material, black and heavy. Definitely not clothing.


  Any ideas?


  Some sort of curtains, perhaps?


  Did you find a wedding ring, or anything that looked as if it might have been one? he asked.


  I think so. I wasnt sure at first because of the corrosion, but thats what it looks like all right.


  I dont suppose theres a name and date engraved on the inside, is there?


  Webb laughed. Even if there was, I wouldnt be able to read it after this long.


  Thought not. Any sign of the murder weapon? Most likely some sort of knife.


  Nothing like that.


  Handbag or a purse? Anything with identification.


  Sorry, no. Just what Ive told you. And a locket, no inscription and nothing inside. Nothing that survived the years underground, anyway. If there was a photo or something
  like that, it probably disintegrated.


  Okay, thanks a lot, John.


  No problem. Ill have it sent over to you later today.


  Banks walked over to the window. The heat was still getting to him; he felt sleepy and woolly-headed, as if hed had a couple of drinks, which he hadnt. The cobbled market square
  was chock-a-block with tourists, coaches from Leeds, Wigan and Scunthorpe, cars parked in every available nook and cranny, a riot of primary colours. All summer the tourist hordes had been coming
  to the Dales. Pubs, hotels, shops and B and Bs had all done record business. Of course, it hadnt rained in two months, and even before that there had been nothing much more than minor
  showers since April.


  Though the health fascists had finally succeeded in banning smoking from every police station in the country, Banks lit a cigarette. He had been quietly ignoring the no-smoking order for a while
  now. In the larger open-plan stations, you couldnt get around it, of course; you simply had to go outside. But here, in the old Tudor-fronted warren, he had his own office. With the door
  closed and the window open, who would know? What did he care, anyway? What were they going to do, put him in detention?


  Watching a couple of pretty young tourists dressed in T-shirts and shorts sitting eating ice lollies on the raised parapet of the market cross, Banks started to drift into pleasurable fantasies
  involving Annie Cabbot and her red wellies. He had been fantasizing a lot lately, and he didnt know whether it was a healthy sign or not.


  Officially, of course, fellow police officers did not sleep together. Especially DCIs and sergeants. That was a real no-no. From one perspective it could be called sexual harassment, and from
  the other, sleeping your way to the top.


  In reality, it happened all the time. All over the country, coppers were shagging one another like rabbits, fucking away like minks, regardless of rank. Murder scenes in particular got them
  going: sex and death, the old aphrodisiac combination.


  Dream on, he told himself, snapping out of the fantasy. The truth was that Annie Cabbot wouldnt have him, and he wouldnt try it anyway. Any facility at chatting up women he might
  have had as a teenager had deserted him now. How do you start that sort of thing all over again? He was too old to go out on dates and worry about whether a goodnight kiss would be welcome. Or a
  nightcap. Or an invitation to stay the night. Or who should take care of the condoms. The whole idea made him feel nervous and awkward. He wouldnt know where to begin.


  He had had only one sexual encounter since Sandra left, and that had been a complete disaster. In his cups at Susan Gays farewell party in the Queens Arms, Banks had picked up a
  woman called Karen something-or-other. Or perhaps Karen had picked him up. Either way, the beer was boosting his confidence, and Karen was tipsy and definitely frisky. Instant lust. Without
  much preamble, they went back to his place where, after only the briefest of hesitations, they got into a clinch and fell on to the sofa, clothes flying everywhere. Despite the booze, everything
  worked just fine.


  Somehow, later, they must have crawled up into the bed, because Banks awoke around four in the morning with a pounding headache, a naked woman wrapped around him and a burning desire to be
  alone. He had used Karen  as perhaps she had used him  and now all he wanted to do was discard her. Instead, he lay awake beside her thinking gloomy thoughts until she stirred in the
  early dawn and said she had to go home. He didnt object, didnt show any tenderness on parting, and he never saw her again.


  The telephone dragged him out of his depressing memory and back to his desk. It was Geoff Turner, the forensic odontologist. This reminded Banks that he had a dentists appointment
  looming, and he had hated the dentists since his school days. Maybe he would have an excuse to cancel if this case went anywhere.


  Alan?


  Geoff. Youre fast. Any news?


  Nothing dramatic. Too soon for that. But I was keen to make a start. Ive always been fascinated by skeletal remains.


  Banks thought of Dr Williams caressing the skeletons pelvic region. Pervert.


  Turner laughed. Scientifically, I mean.


  Go on.


  Im calling from the lab. What I wanted to do first of all was confirm Dr Williamss estimate of her age at the time of death. Hes right. The third molars are up
   thats wisdom teeth to you laymen  but the apexes havent quite closed yet, nor have the medial sides of the incisal sutures. The third molars dont usually come up
  until your early twenties, so theres our first clue. Then the apexes are usually closed by the age of twenty-five and medials by thirty. Which makes her mid-twenties, give or take a year or
  two.


  Thanks, Geoff. Any idea how long shes been down there?


  Hold your horses. I told you Ive only managed a quick look so far. What few fillings there are seem to indicate fairly recent dental work, if thats of any interest to you.
  And by recent, I mean twentieth-century.


  Any closer? A rough guess?


  By the look of the material and techniques, probably not later than the fifties, if thats any help.


  Are you sure its not more recent? Like nineties?


  No way. You might not believe it when youre sitting in the chair, but dentistrys come a hell of a long way in the past thirty years or so, and this mouth shows no signs of
  that. No modern techniques or materials. And there are several missing teeth.


  Could that have happened after death?


  You mean could the killer have pulled her teeth out?


  Could he?


  Possible, but unlikely. They look like pretty clean extractions to me.


  She cant have been buried between 1953 and this summer, if thats any help.


  Then Id say definitely before 1953.


  Are you sure it couldnt just be someone who neglected her teeth?


  Its not a matter of neglect, Alan, though Ill get back to that in a moment. Its materials and procedures.


  Go on.


  Theres not much more to tell, really. Just a couple of vague ideas.


  Where would we be in our business without vague ideas?


  Turner laughed. You shouldnt say that to a scientist. Its heresy. Anyway, I cant be certain until the X-rays, but were not talking top-quality dental work here
  and were also not talking regular visits. If I had to guess, Id say this lass only went to the dentists when she had a problem.


  What do you mean? asked Banks, who was beginning to feel even more empathy with the victim. He felt exactly the same way about dentists.


  The fillings might have lasted a few years longer, had she lived, but in one case the decay wasnt quite eradicated. That sort of thing. A bit sloppy. Also, as I said, there are
  signs of neglect, which may indicate were dealing with someone from a poor background, someone who couldnt afford the best treatment. Quite often, you know, girls had all their teeth
  pulled out in their twenties and wore dentures for the rest of their lives.


  Right. Thanks, Geoff. Banks had always thought that the idea of paying for so much pain was the quintessence of masochism.


  Another possibility is wartime.


  Really? Why do you say that?


  Think about it. Most of the good young dentists and doctors were in the forces, and there were only old dodderers left. Poor equipment. Repairs were hard to get done. Military got
  priority over everything.


  Right. I didnt think of that.


  And theres another thing.


  There is?


  We didnt get the National Health Service until 1948. Before that you had to pay for dental work. Naturally, the working class had the hardest time of it.


  Didnt they always, said Banks, remembering his father coming home silent and exhausted after long shifts at the steel factory and his mother falling asleep in the evenings
  after spending her day cleaning other peoples houses. So possibly wartime, possibly poor?


  Right.


  Thanks again. I owe you, Geoff.


  Itll be my pleasure to collect. Of course, if you could track down her actual dentist, if there are still records . . .


  Were trying, said Banks. But it happened a long time ago. How long is a dentist likely to hang on to old records, even if he is still alive?


  True enough. Best of luck, Alan. Talk to you later.


  Banks put down the receiver and leaned back in his chair to think about what he had just heard. Both Ioan Williams and Geoff Turner agreed that the skeleton had not been put there after
  Thornfield Reservoir dried up earlier in the summer, and Dr Williams had estimated the late thirties at the earliest. So the skeleton wasnt a hundred years old or more; it was more like
  fifty or sixty. Which meant that if the victim had been between twenty-two and twenty-eight when she was killed, she would probably have been between seventy and eighty had she lived. Not only
  might she still have been alive, then, but so might her killer, and so might a witness, or at least someone who remembered her.


  This was quickly turning into a real case. What had been dug up from Thornfield Reservoir was no longer just a collection of filthy old bones; in Bankss mind, the woman was slowly
  assuming flesh. He had no idea what she had really looked like, but in his minds eye he could already see a sort of amalgam of the wartime film stars in the fashions of the period: Greer
  Garson, Deanna Durbin, Merle Oberon. What he needed to know next was her name; that would make her even more real to him.


  He looked at his watch. Just turned four. If he set off now, he could be in Harkside in an hour or so. Plenty of time to compare notes with Annie.
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