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      Lost in the desart wild


      Is your little child.


      How can Lyca sleep


      If her mother weep?


      
        . . .

      


      Sleeping Lyca lay


      While the beasts of prey,


      Come from caverns deep,


      Viewd the maid asleep.


      
        William Blake


        The Little Girl Lost

      

    

  




  
    
  


  1


  ONE


  The room was a tip, the woman was a slattern. On the floor, near the door to the kitchen, a childs doll with one eye missing lay naked on its back, right arm
  raised above its head. The carpet around it was so stained with ground-in mud and food, it was hard to tell what shade of brown it had been originally. High in one corner, by the front window, pale
  flowered wallpaper had peeled away from a damp patch. The windows were streaked with grime, and the flimsy orange curtains needed washing.


  When Detective Chief Inspector Alan Banks perched at the edge of the scuffed olive-green armchair, he felt a spring dig into the back of his left thigh. He noticed Detective Constable Susan Gay
  turn up her nose as she looked at a garish oil painting of Elvis Presley above the mantelpiece. The King was wearing a jewelled white cape with a high collar and held a microphone in
  his ringed hand.


  In contrast to the shabby decor, a compact music centre in mint condition stood against one wall, a green and yellow budgie in a cage nonchalantly sharpened its bill on a cuttlefish, and an
  enormous matt black colour television blared out from one corner. Blockbusters was on, and Banks heard Bob Holness ask, What B is the name of an African country
  bordering on South Africa?


  Could you turn the sound down, please, Mrs Scupham? Banks asked the woman.


  She looked at him blankly at first, as if she didnt understand his request, then she walked over and turned off the TV altogether. You can call me Brenda, she said when she
  sat down again.


  Banks took a closer look at her. In her late twenties, with long dirty-blonde hair showing dark roots, she possessed a kind of blowzy sexuality that hinted at concupiscent pleasure in bed. It
  was evident in the languor of her movements, the way she walked as if she were in a hot and humid climate.


  She was a few pounds overweight, and her pink polo-neck sweater and black miniskirt looked a size too small. Her full, pouty lips were liberally coated in scarlet lipstick, which matched her
  long, painted fingernails, and her vacuous, pale blue eyes, surrounded by matching eyeshadow, made Banks feel he had to repeat every question he asked.


  Seeing the ashtray on the scratched coffee table in front of him, Banks took out his cigarettes and offered the woman one. She accepted, leaning forward and holding back her hair with one hand
  as he lit it for her. She blew the smoke out through her nose, emulating some star she had seen in a film. He lit a cigarette himself, mostly to mask the peculiar smell, redolent of boiled cabbage
  and nail-polish remover, that permeated the room.


  When did you first get the feeling something was wrong? he asked her.


  She paused and frowned, then answered in a low voice, husky from too many cigarettes. Just this afternoon. I phoned them, and they said theyd never heard of Mr Brown and Miss
  Peterson.


  And you got worried?


  Yes.


  Why did you wait so long before checking up?


  Brenda paused to draw on her cigarette. I dont know, she said. I thought shed be all right, you know . . .


  But you could have called this morning. Thats when they said theyd bring her back, isnt it?


  Yes. I dont know. I suppose so. I just . . . Besides, Id got things to do.


  Did the visitors show you any identification?


  They had cards, like, all official.


  What did the cards say?


  Mrs Scupham turned her head to one side, showing only her profile. I didnt really get a good look. It all happened so fast.


  Did the cards have photographs on them?


  No, I dont think so. Im sure I would have noticed.


  What exactly did they say to you? Banks asked.


  They told me their names and said they was from the social, like, and then they showed their cards . . .


  This was at the door, before you let them in?


  Yes. And then they said theyd come to see me about my Gemma. Well, I had to let them in, didnt I? They were from the authorities.


  Her voice cracked a little when she mentioned her daughters name, and she sucked her lower lip. Banks nodded. What happened next?


  When I let them in, they said theyd had reports of Gemma being . . . well, being abused . . .


  Did they say where theyd heard this?


  She shook her head.


  Didnt you ask them?


  I didnt think to. They seemed so . . . I mean, he was wearing a nice suit and his hair was all short and neatly brushed down, and she was dressed proper smart, too. They just
  seemed so sure of themselves. I didnt think to ask anything.


  Was there any truth in what they said?


  Mrs Scupham flushed. Of course not. I love my Gemma. I wouldnt harm her.


  Go on, Banks said. What did they say next?


  Thats about it really. They said they had to take her in, just overnight, for some tests and examinations, and if everything was all right theyd bring her back this morning,
  just like I told you on the phone. When they didnt come, I got so worried . . . I . . . How could anyone do something like that, steal someone elses child?


  Banks could see the tears forming in her eyes. He knew there was nothing he could say to console her. In fact, the best thing he could do was keep quiet about how bloody stupid shed been,
  and not ask her if she hadnt heard about the cases, just a few years ago, when bogus social workers had visited homes all around England with stories just like the one theyd given
  her. No, best keep quiet.


  She had a fear of authority, probably bred into her, that meant she would believe just about anything that someone in a suit with a card, a nice haircut and an educated accent told her. She
  wasnt unique in that. Most often, the phoney social workers had simply asked to examine the children in the home, not to remove them. For all the mothers who had sent them packing, Banks
  wondered how many had allowed the examination and had then been too afraid or ashamed to admit it.


  How old is Gemma? Banks asked.


  Seven. Just seven.


  Wheres your husband?


  Mrs Scupham crossed her legs and folded her hands on her lap. Im not married, she said. You might as well know. Well, theres no shame in it these days, is
  there, what with so much divorce about.


  What about Gemmas father?


  Terry? She curled her upper lip in disgust. Hes long gone.


  Do you know where he is?


  Mrs Scupham shook her head. He left when Gemma was three. I havent seen or heard from him since. And good riddance.


  We need to contact him, Banks pressed. Can you give us any information at all that might help?


  Why? You dont . . . surely you dont think Terry could have had anything to do with it?


  We dont think anything yet. At the very least he deserves to know whats happened to his daughter.


  I dont see why. He never cared when he was around. Why should he care now?


  Where is he, Brenda?


  Ive told you, I dont know.


  Whats his full name?


  Garswood. Terry Garswood. Terence, I suppose, but everyone called him Terry.


  What was his job?


  He was in the army. Hardly ever around.


  Is there anyone else? A man, I mean.


  Theres Les. Weve been together nearly a year now.


  Where is he?


  She jerked her head. Where he always is, the Barleycorn round the corner.


  Does he know whats happened?


  Oh, aye, he knows. We had a row.


  Banks saw Susan Gay look up from her notebook and shake her head slowly in disbelief.


  Can I have another fag? Brenda Scupham asked. I meant to get some more, but it just slipped my mind.


  Of course. Banks gave her a Silk Cut. Where do you work, Brenda?


  I dont . . . I . . . I stay home. He lit the cigarette for her, and she coughed when she took her first drag. Patting her chest, she said, Must stop.


  Banks nodded. Me, too. Look, Brenda, do you think you could give us a description of this Mr Brown and Miss Peterson?


  She frowned. Ill try. Im not very good with faces, though. Like I said, he had a nice suit on, Mr Brown, navy blue it was, with narrow white stripes. And he had a white
  shirt and a plain tie. Im not sure what colour that was, dark anyways.


  How tall was he?


  About average.


  Whats that? Banks stood up. Taller or shorter than me? At around five foot nine, Banks was small for a policeman, hardly above regulation height.


  About the same.


  Hair?


  Black, sort of like yours, but longer, and combed straight back. And he was going a bit thin at the sides.


  How old would you say he was?


  I dont know. He had a boyish look about him, but he was probably around thirty, Id say.


  Is there anything else you can tell us about him? His voice, mannerisms?


  Not really. Brenda flicked some ash at the ashtray and missed. Like I said, he had a posh accent. Oh, there was one thing, though I dont suppose itd be any
  help.


  Whats that?


  He had a nice smile.


  And so it went. When they had finished, Banks had a description of Mr Brown that would match at least half the young businessmen in Eastvale, or in the entire country, for that matter, and one
  of Miss Peterson  brunette, hair coiled up at the back, well-spoken, nice figure, expensive clothes  that would fit a good number of young professional women.


  Did you recognize either of them? he asked. Had you seen them around before? Banks didnt expect much to come from this  Eastvale was a fair-sized town
   but it was worth a try.


  She shook her head.


  Did they touch anything while they were here?


  I dont think so.


  Did you offer them tea or anything?


  No. Of course I didnt.


  Banks was thinking of fingerprints. There was a slight chance that if they had drunk tea or coffee, Mrs Scupham might not have washed the cups yet. Certainly any prints on the door handles, if
  they hadnt been too blurred in the first place, would have been obscured by now.


  Banks asked for, and got, a fairly recent school photograph of Gemma Scupham. She was a pretty child, with the same long hair as her mother  her blonde colouring was natural, though
   and a sad, pensive expression on her face that belied her seven years.


  Where could she be? Brenda Scupham asked. What have they done to her?


  Dont worry. Well find her. Banks knew how empty the words sounded as soon as he had spoken them. Is there anything else you can tell us?


  No, I dont think so.


  What was Gemma wearing?


  Wearing? Oh, those yellow overall things, what do you call them?


  Dungarees?


  Yes, thats right. Yellow dungarees over a white T-shirt: it had some cartoon animal on the front. Donald Duck, I think. She loved cartoons.


  Did the visitors mention any name other than Brown or Peterson?


  No.


  Did you see their car?


  No, I didnt look. You dont, do you? I just let them in and we talked, then they went off with Gemma. They were so nice, I . . . I just cant believe it. Her
  lower lip trembled and she started to cry, but it turned into another coughing fit.


  Banks stood up and gestured for Susan to follow him out into the hall. Youd better stay with her, he whispered.


  But, sir


  Banks held his hand up. Its procedure, Susan. And she might remember something else, something important. Id also like you to get something with Gemmas fingerprints
  on it. But first I want you to radio in and tell Sergeant Rowe to phone Superintendent Gristhorpe and let him know whats going on. Youd better get someone to contact all the Yorkshire
  social services, too. You never know, someone might have made a cock-up of the paperwork and wed look right wallies if we didnt check. Ask Phil to organize a house-to-house of the
  neighbourhood. He handed her the photograph. And arrange to get some copies of this made.


  Susan went out to the unmarked police Rover, and Banks turned back into the living room, where Brenda Scupham seemed lost in her own world of grief. He touched her lightly on the shoulder.
  I have to go, he said. DC Gay will be back in a moment. Shell stay with you. And dont worry. Were doing all we can.


  He walked down the short path to the patrol car and tapped on the window. You told me you searched the place, right? he said to the constable behind the wheel, pointing back up the
  path with his thumb.


  Yes, sir, first thing.


  Well, do it again, just to be certain. And send someone to get Mrs Scupham a packet of fags, too. Silk Cutll do. Im off to the pub. He headed down the street leaving
  a puzzled young PC behind him.


  TWO


  Detective Superintendent Gristhorpe squatted by his dry-stone wall in the back garden of his house above the village of Lyndgarth and contemplated retirement. He would be
  sixty in November, and while retirement was not mandatory, surely after more than forty years on the job it was time to move aside and devote himself to his books and his garden, as the wise old
  Roman, Virgil, had recommended.


  He placed a stone, then stood up, acutely aware of the creak in his knees and the ache in his lower back as he did so. He had been working at the wall for too long. Why he bothered, the Lord
  only knew. After all, it went nowhere and closed in nothing. His grandfather had been a master waller in the dale, but the skill had not been passed down the generations. He supposed he liked it
  for the same reason he liked fishing: mindless relaxation. In an age of technocratic utilitarianism, Gristhorpe thought, a man needs as much purposeless activity as he can find.


  The sun had set a short while ago, and the sharp line of Aldington Edge cut high on the horizon to the north, underlining a dark mauve and purple sky. As Gristhorpe walked towards the back door,
  he felt the chill in the light breeze that ruffled his thatch of unruly grey hair. Mid-September, and autumn was coming to the dale.


  Inside the house, he brewed a pot of strong black tea, threw together a Wensleydale cheese and pickle sandwich, then went into his living room. The eighteenth-century farmhouse was sturdily
  built, with walls thick enough to withstand the worst a Yorkshire winter could throw at them, and since his wifes death Gristhorpe had transformed the living room into a library. He had
  placed his favourite armchair close to the stone hearth and spent so many an off-duty hour reading there that the heat from the fire had cracked the leather upholstery on one side.


  Gristhorpe had given the television his wife had enjoyed so much to Mrs Hawkins, the lady who did for him, but he kept the old walnut-cabinet wireless so he could listen to the
  news, My Word, cricket and the plays that sometimes came on in the evenings. Two walls were lined with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, and a series of framed prints from Hogarths A
  Rakes Progress hung over the fireplace.


  Gristhorpe set his tea and sandwich beside the books on the small round table, within easy reach, and settled back with a sigh into his chair. The only sounds that broke the silence were the
  wind soughing through the elms and the ticking of the grandfather clock in the hall.


  To retire or not to retire, that was the question that kept him from immediately picking up The Way of All Flesh. Over the past few years he had delegated most of the investigative work
  to his team and spent his time on administrative and co-ordinating duties. He had absolute trust in Alan Banks, his protg, and both DS Richmond and the recently appointed DC Gay
  were coming along well. Should he move aside and clear the space for Bankss promotion? Certainly Alan showed an enthusiasm for work and learning that reminded Gristhorpe of himself as a
  young lad. Both lacked formal education beyond the local grammar school, but neither let it hold them back. Banks was a good detective, despite his anti-authoritarian tendencies, occasional
  rashness and a loathing for the politics that were now becoming so much a part of the job. But Gristhorpe admired him for that. He, himself, hated police politics. Banks, though twenty years
  younger, was a real copper, a man who had come from the street. He also had imagination and curiosity, two qualities that Gristhorpe thought essential.


  And what would he do with his time if he did retire? There was the drystone wall, of course, but that was hardly a full-time occupation. Nor was reading, especially with the way his eyesight had
  been declining of late. He was at an age when every odd ache or pain brought a little more fear than it had before, when colds lingered and settled on the chest. But he was no hypochondriac. The
  Gristhorpes were robust, always had been.


  He would like to travel, he decided, to revisit Venice, Florence, Paris, Madrid, and go somewhere he had never been before  the Far East, perhaps, or Russia. But travel cost money, and a
  policemans pension wouldnt stretch that far. Gristhorpe sighed and picked up Samuel Butler. He didnt have to make his decision tonight; best wait for a while.


  He had hardly got through the first paragraph when the phone rang. Marking the page with a leather strip and putting the book aside, he got up and walked into the hall. It was Sergeant Rowe from
  the station. He had received a message from Susan Gay about a child gone missing from the East Side Estate. Could the superintendent come in as soon as possible? Gristhorpe could get few more
  details over the phone, except that the child had been taken by a man and a woman pretending to be social workers and that she had been gone over a day. As he listened to Sergeant Rowe deliver the
  message in his flat, emotionless voice, Gristhorpe felt a shiver go up his spine.


  Grimly, he put on his tweed jacket and went outside to the car. It was completely dark now, and the lights of Lyndgarth twinkled below on the daleside. Gristhorpe drove through the village, past
  the squat St Marys, and onto the main Eastvale Road. It was a journey he had made hundreds of times, and he drove automatically, without even having to think about the dips and turns.
  Normally, even in the dark, he would glance at certain landmarks  the lights of the old Lister house way up on the opposite slopes of the valley; the six trees bent over by the wind on the
  drumlin to the west  but this time he was too distracted to notice the landscape.


  As he drove towards the lights of Eastvale, he remembered that long Saturday in October 1965, when he and dozens of other young policemen had stood in the drizzle and the biting wind 1,600 feet
  up the Pennines listening to their orders. There they all stood, in anoraks and wellington boots, shivering in the late autumn cold on the top of Saddleworth Moor, complaining about the Saturday
  afternoon football they were missing. It was eerie enough just being up there in the banshee wind, the rain and inky light, with those outcrops of rocks like decayed teeth on the skyline. All day
  they had searched, dragging their feet through the mud and peat, from nine thirty a.m. until well after three oclock. The rain had stopped by then, and the weather was a little warmer, the
  moor shrouded in a slight mist.


  Suddenly Gristhorpe had heard the shout from a searcher in the distance: a young lad, he remembered, just out of training college, who had taken a break to answer a call of nature. Those nearby,
  Gristhorpe included, hurried towards him, and watched in horror as Detective Sergeant Eckersley came and scraped away the clinging peat from a childs arm bone. A little more digging revealed
  a head. Eckersley stopped at that. He sent for the scene-of-crime officers, and soon they all arrived, out of nowhere, the Assistant Chief Constable, police surgeons, photographers, Joe Mounsey,
  the lot.


  They put up canvas screens and everyone but the brass and the SOCOs had to stand back. As the doctor scraped off the dirt and the flash camera popped, the whole gruesome discovery finally lay
  revealed. Gristhorpe caught only a glimpse of the body through a gap in the canvas, but it was enough.


  They had been looking for a boy called John Kilbride, but what they had found was the near-skeletal body of a girl lying on her side with her right arm raised above her head. Close to her feet,
  her clothes lay bundled  a blue coat, a pink cardigan, a red and green tartan skirt. Instead of John Kilbride, they had found the body of Lesley Ann Downey, aged ten, another victim of the
  couple who came to be called the Moors Murderers, Ian Brady and Myra Hindley.


  Somehow, that day stood engraved in Gristhorpes memory more than any other day in his life. Months, even years, might go by and he wouldnt even think of that October day in 1965,
  but when something like this happened, there it was, every bit as real and as horrifying as if he were back there on the moor seeing that arm sticking up through the quagmire as if it were waving
  or pointing.


  He had thought of it only once in the past few years, and that was when a sixteen-year-old girl had gone missing from one of the Swainsdale villages. And now two people, a man and a woman
   just as Brady and Hindley had been  had walked bold as brass into a house on the East Side Estate and abducted a seven-year-old girl.


  As Gristhorpe drove down narrow North Market Street past the Town Hall, the lit window displays of the tourist shops and the community centre, he gripped the wheel so hard his knuckles turned
  white as he once again heard the girls voice in his head from the tape Brady and Hindley recorded before they murdered her: Lesley Ann whimpering and begging for her mummy and daddy to help
  her; Brady telling her to put something in her mouth and saying he wants to photograph her. And that damn music, that damn music, The Little Drummer Boy. Gristhorpe had never been
  able to listen comfortably to any music since then without hearing the girl screaming and begging for mercy in his head, and he let everyone believe he was tone deaf to avoid awkward
  explanations.


  He turned his car into the parking area at the back of the station, an old Tudor-fronted building, the front of which faced Eastvales market square, and sat for a few moments to calm
  himself down and rid himself of the memory. And before he went inside, he delivered a silent prayer  not without some embarrassment, for he wasnt a religious man  that there
  should be nothing, nothing to compare between this affair and the Moors Murders. No time for thoughts of retirement now.


  THREE


  As Banks walked down the street towards the Barleycorn, he glanced at the rows of identical red-brick houses. There was no doubt about it, the East Side Estate was a
  disaster. True, some tenants had bought the houses when the Thatcher government sold them off, and many had added a white fence here, a lick of paint there, or even a dormer window. But it was a
  shabby area, with junk-littered lawns, childrens tricycles left in the street, and mangy dogs running free, fouling the pavements, barking and snapping at passers-by.


  And the Barleycorn was a typical estate pub, right from its unimaginative name and its squat, flat-roofed exterior to its jukebox, video games and poorly kept keg beer.


  Banks pushed open the door and glanced around. Little Richards Good Golly Miss Molly was playing too loudly on the jukebox. The cash register rang up another sale. Most of
  the tables were empty, and only a few diehard drinkers stood at the bar.


  As the door shut behind him, Banks noticed the people look in his direction, and suddenly one man took off towards the back. Banks dashed after him, bumping his knee on a chair and knocking it
  over as he went. He caught the man by the shoulder just before he had reached the exit. The man tried to pull free, but Banks kept his grip, spun him around and hit him hard, just once, in the
  solar plexus. The man groaned and doubled up. Banks took him by the elbow and helped him to a table the way one escorts an elderly relative.


  As soon as they had sat down, the barman rushed over.


  Look, mister, I dont want no trouble, he said.


  Good, Banks answered. Neither do I. But Id like a small brandy for my friend here, just to settle his stomach.


  What do you think I am, a bloody waitress?


  Banks looked at the man. He was about six feet tall and gone to fat. His nose looked as if it had been broken a few times, and old scar tissue hooded his left eye.


  Just bring the drink, Banks said. I wont have anything myself. Not while Im on duty.


  The barman stared at Banks, then his jaw dropped. He shrugged and turned back to the bar. In a few seconds he came back with the brandy. Its on the house, he mumbled.


  Banks thanked him and passed the glass over to his companion, who sat rubbing his stomach and gasping for breath. Heres to your health, Les.


  The man glared at him through teary eyes, knocked back the brandy in one and banged the glass down hard on the table. You didnt need to have done that, he said. I was
  only off for a piss.


  Bollocks, Les, said Banks. The only time Ive seen anyone run as fast as that to the bog they had dysentery. Why were you running?


  I told you.


  I know, but I want you to tell me the truth.


  Les Poole was well known to the Eastvale police and had been a frequent guest at the station. He had congenitally sticky fingers and couldnt stand the idea of anything belonging to anyone
  else but him. Consequently, he had been in and out of jail since Borstal, mostly for burglary. No doubt, Banks thought, had he the intelligence, he might also have risen to the dizzy heights of
  fraud and blackmail. Les had never held a job, though rumour had it that he had, in fact, once worked as a dustbin man for six weeks but got the sack for wasting too much time rummaging through
  peoples rubbish looking for things he could keep or sell. In short, Banks thought, Les Poole was little more than a doodle in the margin of life. At least until now.


  Les was an odd-looking character, too, like someone who had fallen through a time warp from the 1950s. He had greased-back hair, complete with quiff, sideboards and ducks arse, a
  triangular face with a Kirk Douglas dimple on his chin, a long, thin nose, and eyes as flat and grey as slate. About Bankss height, he was wearing a black leather jacket, red T-shirt and
  jeans. His beer belly bulged over the belt. He looked as if he should be playing stand-up bass in a rockabilly band. Why he had always been so attractive to women, Banks couldnt fathom.
  Maybe it was his long dark eyelashes.


  Well? prompted Banks.


  Well what?


  Banks sighed. Lets start this again, Les. What well do is well back up and lead nice and slowly to the question. Maybe that way youll be able to understand it,
  all right?


  Les Poole just glared at him. Banks lit a cigarette and went on. I came down here to ask if you know anything about young Gemmas disappearance. Do you?


  She was taken away, thats all I know. Brenda told me.


  Where were you when it happened?


  Eh?


  Where were you yesterday afternoon?


  Out and about.


  Doing what?


  Oh, this and that.


  Right. So while you were out and about doing this and that, a man and a woman, both well dressed and official-looking, called at your house, said they were child-care workers, talked
  their way inside and persuaded Brenda to hand over her daughter for tests and further examination. Now what I want to know, Les, is do you know anything about that?


  Les shrugged. Its not my kid, is it? I cant help it if shes so fucking daft shell give her kid away.


  The barman appeared at Bankss shoulder and asked if they wanted anything else.


  Ill have a pint, Sid, Les said.


  Bring me one too, this time, Banks added. I feel like I bloody well need it.


  After the barman had brought the beer, which tasted more like cold dishwater than real ale, Banks carried on.


  Right, he said, so weve established you dont give a damn about the child one way or another. That still doesnt answer my questions. Where were you, and
  do you know anything about it?


  Now come on, Mr Banks. I know Ive been in a bit of bother now and then, but surely even you cant suspect me of doing a thing like that? This is what they call persecution,
  this is. Just because Ive got a record you think you can pin everything on me.


  Dont be a silly bugger, Les. Im not trying to pin anything on you yet. For a start, I couldnt picture you in a suit, and even if youd managed to nick one from
  somewhere, I think Brenda might still have recognized you, dont you?


  You dont have to take the piss, you know.


  Lets make it simple, then. Do you know anything about what happened?


  No.


  Right. Another one: what were you doing?


  Whats that got to do with anything? I dont see what thats got to do with anything. I mean, if you dont suspect me, why does it matter where I was?


  Got a job, Les?


  Me? Nah.


  I dont suppose youd want me to know if you did have, would you? I might tell the social and theyd cut off your benefits, wouldnt they?


  I dont have a job, Mr Banks. You know what its like these days, all that unemployment and all.


  Join the rest of us in the 90s, Les. Maggies gone. The three million unemployed are a thing of the past.


  Still . . .


  Okay. So you dont have a job. What were you doing?


  Just helping a mate move some junk, thats all.


  Thats better. His name?


  John.


  And where does he live, this John?


  Hes got a shop, second-hand stuff, down Rampart Street, over by the Oak . . .


  I know it. So you spent the afternoon with this bloke John, helping him in his shop?


  Yeah.


  I suppose hed confirm that?


  Come again?


  If I asked him, hed tell me you were with him.


  Course he would.


  Whered you get the nice new television and stereo, Les?


  What do you mean? Theyre Brendas. She had them before she met me. Ask her.


  Oh, Im sure shell back you up. The thing is, they dont look that old. And Fletchers electronics warehouse got broken into last Friday night. Someone took off
  with a van full of stereos and televisions. Did you know that?


  Cant say as I did. Anyway, whats all this in aid of? I thought you were after the kid.


  I cast a wide net, Les. A wide net. Why did Brenda wait so long before calling us?


  How should I know? Because shes a stupid cow, I suppose.


  Sure it was nothing to do with you?


  What do you mean?


  She said you had a row. Maybe you didnt want the police coming to the house and seeing that television, or the new music centre.


  Look, I told you


  I know what you told me, Les. Why dont you answer the question? Was it you persuaded Brenda to wait so long before calling us?


  Poole looked away and said nothing.


  Do you know Gemma could be dead?


  Poole shrugged.


  For Christs sake, dont you care?


  I told you, shes not my kid. Bloody nuisance, if you ask me.


  You ever hit her, Les?


  Me? Course I didnt. Thats not my style.


  Ever see Brenda do it?


  Poole shook his head. Banks stood up, glanced at the beer in his glass and decided to leave it.


  Im off now, Les, he said, but Ill be around. Youll be seeing so much of the police in the next few days youll think youve died and gone to
  hell. And I want you to stick around, too. Know what I mean? Be seeing you.


  Banks left the Barleycorn for the dark autumn evening. He was wearing only his sports jacket over his shirt, and he felt the chill in the air as he walked back to Brenda Scuphams with a
  terrier yapping at his heels. Television screens flickered behind curtains, some pulled back just an inch or two so the neighbours could watch all the excitement at number twenty-four.


  As he turned up the path, he thought of Brenda and the enormity of what she had allowed. He could have told her about the recent Childrens Act, designed to protect parents from
  overzealous social workers, but he knew he would only get a blank stare in return. Besides, telling her that was as clear an example as you can get of bolting the stable door after the horse has
  gone.


  He thought again about Les Poole and wondered what he was hiding. Maybe it had just been the criminals typical nervousness at an encounter with the police. Whatever it was, it had been
  evident in his clipped answers, his evasions, his nervous body language, and most of all in the guilty thoughts Banks could see skittering about like tiny insects behind the slate eyes.


  FOUR


  Gristhorpe tried to recall whether he had left anything undone. He had informed the ACC, made sure the press had all the information they needed, set up a mobile unit on a
  patch of waste ground at the end of Brenda Scuphams street, drawn up a search plan, arranged to draft in extra personnel, and got someone working on a list of all known local
  child-molesters. Also, he had faxed the bare details and a copy of Gemmas photograph to the paedophile squad, which operated out of Vine Street police station, in London. Soon, every
  policeman in the county would be on the alert. In the morning, the searchers would begin. For now, though, there was nothing more he could do until he had discussed developments with Banks.


  His stomach rumbled, and he remembered the cheese and pickle sandwich left uneaten on the table at home, the tea going cold. Leaving a message for Banks, he went across the street to the
  Queens Arms and persuaded Cyril, the landlord, to make him a ham sandwich, which he washed down with a half-pint of bitter.


  He had been sitting hunched over his beer at a dimpled, copper-topped table for about ten minutes, oblivious to the buzz of conversation around him, when a voice startled him out of his dark
  thoughts.


  Sir?


  Gristhorpe looked up and saw Banks standing over him. Everything all right, Alan? Gristhorpe asked. You look knackered.


  I am, said Banks, sitting down and reaching for his cigarettes. This Gemma Scupham business . . .


  Aye, said Gristhorpe. Get yourself a drink and well see what we can come up with.


  Banks bought a packet of cheese and onion crisps and a pint, then told Gristhorpe about his suspicions of Les Poole.


  Gristhorpe rubbed his chin and frowned. Well keep an eye on him, then, he said. Give him a bit of slack. If we bring him in over that Fletchers warehouse job
  itll do us no good. Besides, we can hardly cart off the poor womans telly when someones just abducted her child, can we?


  Agreed, said Banks. OK. So far weve got six men working on the house-to-house, questioning the neighbours. Phil and Susan are with them. At least theres a
  chance someone might have seen the car.


  What about the mother? Whos with her?


  Susan stayed for a while, then she offered to get a WPC to come in, but Mrs Scupham didnt want one. I dont think either she or Les feel comfortable with the police around.
  Anyway, shes got a friend in.


  I suppose wed better start with the obvious, hadnt we? Gristhorpe said. Do you believe the mothers story?


  Banks took a sip of beer. I think so. She seemed genuinely shocked, and I dont think shes bright enough to make up a story like that.


  Oh, come on, Alan. It doesnt take much imagination. She could have hurt the child, gone too far and killed her  or Poole could have  then they dumped the body and
  made up this cock and bull story.


  Yes, she could have. All Im saying is the story seems a bit over-elaborate. It would have been a hell of a lot easier just to say that Gemma had been snatched while she was out
  playing, wouldnt it, rather than having to make up descriptions of two people and risk us finding it odd that no one in the street saw them. Theyre a nosy lot down on the East Side
  Estate. Anyway, I had the officers on the scene search the house thoroughly twice and they didnt come up with anything. Weve got a SOCO team there now doing their bit. If
  theres any sign Gemma was harmed in the house, then taken somewhere else, theyll find it.


  Gristhorpe sighed. I suppose we can rule out kidnapping?


  Brenda Scuphams got no money. She might be fiddling the social, making a bit on the side, but that hardly makes her Mrs Rothschild.


  What about the father? Custody battle? Maybe he hired someone to snatch Gemma for him?


  Banks shook his head. According to Brenda, hes not interested, hasnt been for years. Were tracking him down anyway.


  Gristhorpe waved a plume of smoke aside. I dont like the alternatives, he said.


  Me neither, but weve got to face them. Remember those stories a while back? Paedophiles posing as social workers and asking to examine peoples kids for evidence of
  abuse?


  Gristhorpe nodded.


  Luckily most parents sent them away, Banks went on. But suppose this time they succeeded?


  Ive checked on the descriptions with the divisions involved, Gristhorpe said, and they dont match. But youre right. Its something we have to
  consider. Someone else could have got the idea from reading the papers. Then theres the ritual stuff to consider, too.


  Not long ago, the press had been rife with stories of children used for ritual abuse, often with satanic overtones. In Cleveland, Nottingham, Rochdale and the Orkneys, children were taken into
  care after allegations of just such abuse involving torture, starvation, humiliation and sexual molestation. Nobody had come up with any hard evidence  in fact, most people thought it was
  more likely that the children needed to be protected from the social workers  but the rumours were disturbing enough. And Gristhorpe didnt fool himself that such a thing
  couldnt happen in Eastvale. It could.


  That Satanists now existed out in the dale was beyond doubt. There had been trouble with them recently, when local farmers had complained of finding sheep ritually slaughtered in copses and
  hollows. There was a big difference between sheep and children, of course, as there was between Satanism and witchcraft. Gristhorpe had been aware of local witch covens for years. They consisted
  mostly of meek husbands and bored housewives in search of an evenings naughtiness dancing naked in the woods. But the Satanists were a different breed. If they could go as far as killing
  sheep and draining their blood, what would they stop at?


  But you know what Im thinking about most of all, dont you, Alan? Banks was one of the few people Gristhorpe had talked to about his small role in the Moors Murders
  and the lasting effect it had on him.


  Banks nodded.


  Different way of operating, of course. Brady and Hindley snatched their victims. But there could be reasons for that. Its the couple aspect that bothers me. A man and a
  woman. I know theres been a lot of argument about Myra Hindleys degree of involvement, but theres no doubt they acted together. Call it what you will  maybe some kind of
  psychotic symbiosis  but without the other, its a good bet neither would have committed those crimes. Alone, they were nothing, nobodies living in fantasy worlds, but together they
  progressed from Hitler-worship and pornography to murder. Hindley acted as a catalyst to turn Bradys fantasies into reality, and he acted them out to impress her and exercise his power over
  her. Christ, Alan, if a couple like thats got hold of little Gemma Scupham, God have mercy on her soul. Again, Gristhorpe remembered the tape, Lesley Ann begging, Please
  dont undress me! Brady telling her, If you dont keep that hand down Ill slit your neck. And that other gruesome touch, the childrens choir singing
  carols in the background.


  We dont know, said Banks. We know bugger-all so far.


  Gristhorpe rubbed his brow. Aye, youre right. No sense jumping to conclusions. On the bright side, lets hope it was some poor young childless couple who just went too far to
  get themselves a kiddie. He shook his head. It doesnt make sense, though, does it? If they took the child out of love, how could they reconcile themselves to the mothers
  pain? Thered be too much guilt to allow them any happiness. And I doubt theyd be able to keep a secret like that for very long.


  Ive asked Phil if he can tie in with HOLMES on this, Banks said. Remember that course he went on?


  Gristhorpe nodded. HOLMES stood for Home Office Large Major Enquiry System. Developed during the hunt for the Yorkshire Ripper, HOLMES basically allows all reports coming out of an investigation
  to be entered and organized into a relational database. That way, a key word or phrase can be tracked more accurately than before, through previously unrelated data.


  And that was as far as Gristhorpe could follow. The rest, like most computer talk, was gobbledegook to him. In fact, the mere mention of megabytes and DOS brought out the latent Luddite in him.
  Still, he didnt underestimate their value. An inquiry like this would generate a lot of paperwork, and every statement, every report, no matter how minor or negative, would be entered, and
  crosschecks would be made. He wanted no cock-ups along the lines of the Yorkshire Ripper investigation, where the left hand hadnt seemed to know what the right hand was doing.


  Phil says hed like computers in the mobile unit, Banks added. That way the officers can put everything on disk and pass it on to him without any retyping.


  Ill see what I can do. Any more ideas?


  Just a couple. Id like a chat with the girls teacher, see what I can find out about her. Im damn sure theres been some abuse involved. Both Poole and Brenda
  Scupham deny it, but not convincingly enough.


  Gristhorpe nodded. Go on.


  And I think we should consider bringing Jenny Fuller in. She might at least be able to give us some idea of what kind of people were looking for.


  I couldnt agree more, Gristhorpe said. He liked Jenny Fuller. Not only was she a competent psychologist who had helped them before in unusual cases, but she was a pleasure
  to have around. A right bonny lass, as Gristhorpes father would have said.


  Should we bring Jim Hatchley back from the seaside? Banks asked.


  Gristhorpe scowled. I suppose there might come a time well need him. Leave it for now, though. Detective Sergeant Jim Hatchley had been transferred to a CID outpost on the
  Yorkshire coast, largely to make way for Philip Richmonds promotion. Gristhorpe had never much liked Hatchley, but grudgingly admitted he had his uses. As far as Gristhorpe was concerned, he
  was an idle, foul-mouthed, prejudiced slob, but his brain worked well enough when he took the trouble to use it, and he had a list of dirty tricks as long as your arm that often got results without
  compromising procedure.


  Banks drained his glass. Anything else?


  Not tonight. Well have a meeting first thing in the morning, see whats turned up. Youd better get home and get some sleep.


  Banks grunted. I might as well have another pint first. There never seems to be anyone in these days.


  Wheres Sandra?


  Community Centre, still organizing that local artists exhibition. Ill swear she spends more time there than she does at home. And Tracys out at the pictures with that
  boyfriend of hers.


  Gristhorpe caught the anxiety in Bankss tone. Dont worry about her, Alan, he said. Tracys a sensible lass. She can take care of herself.


  Banks sighed. I hope so. He gestured towards Gristhorpes empty glass. What about you?


  Aye, why not? It might help me sleep.


  While Banks went to the bar, Gristhorpe considered the night ahead. He knew he wouldnt be going home. For years, he had kept a camp bed in the station storeroom for emergencies like this.
  Tonight, and perhaps for the next two or three nights, he would stay in his office. But he doubted that he would get much sleep. Not until he found out what had happened to Gemma Scupham, one way
  or the other.


  
    
  


  2


  ONE


  Early the next morning, Banks stood on his doorstep holding the milk bottles and breathed in the clear air. It was a magnificent day: not a cloud in the light blue
  sky, and hardly any wind. He could smell peat-smoke in the air, and it seemed to accentuate the chill autumn edge, the advancing touch of winter. More than anything, it was a day for walking out in
  the dale, and it would bring dozens of tourists to the Eastvale area.


  He went inside and put the milk in the fridge. He could hear Tracy taking her morning shower and Sandra moving about in the bedroom, getting dressed. It had been a good night when he got back
  from the Queens Arms. Sandra had got home before him, and before bed they enjoyed a nightcap and some Ella Fitzgerald on the CD player she had bought him for his fortieth birthday. Tracy
  came home on time, cheerful enough, and Banks couldnt detect any change for the worse in her that he could attribute to her boyfriend, Keith Harrison. Still, he thought as he poured himself
  a cup of coffee, domestic life had changed a lot over the summer.


  For one thing, Brian had left home for Portsmouth Polytechnic, where he intended to study architecture. Much as they had locked horns the past few years  especially over music and staying
  out too late  Banks missed him. He was left with Tracy, now so grown-up he hardly knew her: blonde hair chopped short and layered raggedly, mad about boys, make-up, clothes, pop music.


  They never seemed to talk any more, and he missed those chats about history  her former passion  especially when he had been able to educate her on a point or two. Banks had always
  felt insecure about his lack of a good formal education, so Tracys questions had often made him feel useful. But he knew nothing about the latest pop groups, fashion or cosmetics.


  And Sandra had become absorbed in her work. He told himself, as he buttered his toast, not to be so damned selfish and to stop feeling sorry for himself. She was doing what she wanted 
  getting involved in the arts  after so many years of sacrifice for the sake of the family and for his career. And if he hadnt wanted an independent, spirited, creative woman, then he
  shouldnt have married her. Still, he worried. She was late so often, and some of these local artists were handsome young devils with the reputation of being ladies men. They were more
  free-spirited than he was, too, with Bohemian attitudes about sex, no doubt.


  Perhaps Sandra found him boring now and was looking for excitement elsewhere. At thirty-eight, she was a fine-looking woman, with an unusual mix of long blonde hair and dark eyebrows over
  intelligent blue eyes. The slim, shapely figure she had worked hard to maintain always turned heads. Again he told himself not to be such a fool. It was the work that was taking up her time, not
  another man.


  Sandra and Tracy were still upstairs when he had finished his coffee and toast. He called out goodbye, put on his charcoal sports jacket, patting the side pocket for cigarettes and lighter, and
  set off. It was such a fine morning  and he knew how quickly the day could turn to misery  that he decided to walk the mile or so to Eastvale Regional Headquarters rather than drive.
  He could always sign a car out of the pool if he needed one.


  He stuck the Walkman in his pocket and turned it on. Ivor Gurneys setting of In Flanders started: Im homesick for my hills again  My hills again!
  Banks had come to Gurney first through some of his poems in an anthology of First World War poetry, then, learning he had been a composer too, went in search of the music. There wasnt much
  available, just a handful of songs  settings of other peoples poems  and some piano music, but Banks found the spareness and simplicity intensely moving.


  As he walked along Market Street, he said hello to the shopkeepers winding out their awnings and called in at the newsagents for his copy of the Independent. Glancing at the front
  page as he walked, he spotted Gemma Scuphams photograph and a brief request for information. Good, theyd been quick off the mark.


  When he got to the market square, the first car was disgorging its family of tourists, dad with a camera slung around his neck, and the children in orange and yellow cagoules. It was hard to
  believe on such a day that a seven-year-old girl probably lay dead somewhere in the dale.


  Banks went straight to the conference room upstairs in the station. It was their largest room, with a well-polished oval table at its centre, around which stood ten stiff-backed chairs. It was
  rare that ten people actually sat there, though, and this morning, in addition to Banks, only Superintendent Gristhorpe, Susan Gay and Phil Richmond occupied chairs. Banks helped himself to a black
  coffee from the urn by the window and sat down. He was a few minutes early, and the others were chatting informally, pads and pencils in front of them.


  First, Gristhorpe tossed a pile of newspapers onto the table and bade everyone have a look. Gemma Scuphams disappearance had made it into all the national dailies as well as the
  Yorkshire Post. In some of the tabloids, she even made the headline: the photo of the melancholy-looking little girl with the straggly blonde hair appeared under captions such as HAVE YOU
  SEEN THIS GIRL? in Jesus type. The stories gave few details, which hardly surprised Banks as there were scant few to give. A couple of pieces implied criticism of Brenda Scupham, but
  nothing libellous. Most were sympathetic to the mother.


  That might help us a bit, Gristhorpe said. But I wouldnt count on it. And remember, the press boys will be around here in droves as soon as the London trains come in
  this morning. Lets be careful what we say, eh, or before we know it well be up to our necks in tales of satanic rituals. Gristhorpe stood up, grimaced and put his hand to the
  small of his back. Anyway, lets get on. Weve circulated Gemmas picture, and Susan managed to lift a set of her prints from a paint-box, so weve got them on file
  for comparison. Nothing new came up during the night. We did about as well as can be expected on the house-to-house. Four people say they remembered seeing a car parked outside Brenda
  Scuphams house on Tuesday afternoon. Of these, two say it was black, one dark brown and one dark blue. Gristhorpe paused. I think, therefore, that we can be certain it was a
  dark car. He refilled his coffee cup and sat down again. As far as the make is concerned we got even less. They all agreed it was a pretty small car, but not as small as a Mini, and
  it looked quite new. It wasnt an estate car or a van of any kind, so were looking at a compact. One said it reminded him of those Japanese jobbies hes seen advertised on
  television, so it may be an import. Needless to say, no one got the number.


  Did anyone see the couple? Banks asked.


  Yes. Gristhorpe looked at the file in front of him. The woman at number eleven said she was washing her windows and she saw a well-dressed couple going up the path. Said
  they looked official, thats all. She thought maybe Mrs Scupham or her friend had got in trouble with DHSS.


  Hmm, said Banks. Hardly surprising. I dont suppose anybody saw them leaving with the child?


  Gristhorpe shook his head.


  Well, Banks said, at least it helps confirm Brenda Scuphams story.


  Aye. Gristhorpe looked over at Susan Gay, who had done most of the questioning. Who would you say was our most reliable witness?


  Mr Carter at number sixteen, sir. It wasnt so much that hed seen more than the others, but he seemed to be thinking very seriously about what he had seen, and he told
  me he had a strong visual memory  not quite photographic, but he could close his eyes and picture scenes. He seemed careful not to make anything up. You know, sir, how a lot of them
  embroider the truth.


  What colour did he say the car was? Banks asked.


  Dark blue, and he thought it was a Japanese design, too. But he didnt see this Peterson and Brown couple, just the car.


  Shame, said Gristhorpe. Had he seen it around before?


  No, sir.


  Think it would do any good talking to him again?


  It might, said Susan. Ill drop by sometime today. Hes a pensioner and I get the impression hes lonely. He seemed pleased to have a bit of company. It
  took me a while to get him round to what hed seen.


  Gristhorpe smiled. Let him ramble a while, if it helps. Indulge him. And wed better organize a house-to-house of the entire estate. I want to know if anything like this has
  happened there before, people posing as social workers after children. No ones likely to admit to it, but if you get the feeling that anyones being particularly evasive, for whatever
  reason, make a note and well get back to them. Can you handle that, Susan?


  Susan Gay nodded.


  Take as many PCs as you can find, and make sure you give them a damn good briefing first. Most of the lads are out on the search, but weve been promised extra manpower on
  this. He turned to Richmond. Weve got to check with all the garages in the area and see if they remember anyone matching the description stopping for petrol. And I want to see
  all the police traffic reports  parking or speeding tickets  for Tuesday. In fact, make it for the past week. I want to know if anyone remembers a smartly dressed couple with a little
  girl in a dark blue compact. Better check with the car-rental agencies, too. Phil, can you handle all that?


  Richmond nodded. Yes, sir. Ive already got a computer printout of locals with any kind of history of child molestation. None of the descriptions match. Do you want me to start on
  that too?


  How many?


  Six, sir  thats four in the Swainsdale area and two in Sergeant Hatchleys patch. But weve no way of telling where our couple started out from.


  I know, said Gristhorpe. Ill get onto DS Hatchley, and you just do the best you can. Well see if we cant pay a couple of visits ourselves. But I want
  priority on tracking down that car. Someone must have noticed it. By the way, those computers you wanted have been delivered to the mobile unit. Do you think you can take a trip out there and give
  the lads a quick lesson?


  No problem.


  Any questions? Gristhorpe asked.


  Did forensics find anything at the house? Banks asked.


  Gristhorpe shook his head. Not a sausage. The SOCO team did a thorough job, and they couldnt find any traces of a struggle  no blood, nothing  or any indications that
  Gemma had been harmed on the premises. I think we can assume that Mrs Scupham is telling the truth and this couple really did abduct the lass.


  Anything new on Les Poole? Banks asked.


  Nothing, Gristhorpe answered. According to the PCs on the night shift, he got back from the pub about ten oclock and hasnt been out since. Anything
  else?


  What about Gemmas father? Susan asked.


  As far as we know, hes serving with the army in Belfast, poor sod. Well arrange to get the locals to interview him today, if possible, just to make sure hes got
  nothing to do with it. Gristhorpe clapped his hands. Right. If theres nothing else, wed better get cracking. As they left, he touched Banks on the shoulder.
  Alan, a moment?


  Of course.


  Gristhorpe poured more coffee for himself and Banks. He didnt look too bad for someone who hadnt had much sleep, Banks thought. Perhaps the bags under his eyes were heavier than
  usual, but he seemed alert and full of drive.


  Im getting involved in this one, Alan, he said. At every level. Ill not be content just to sit in my office and co-ordinate, though Ill be doing that,
  of course. Ill be spending a fair amount of time at the mobile unit and Ill be conducting some interviews myself. I want you to know that, and I want you to know so you dont
  let it interfere with your usual way of working. Ive always given you a pretty free hand, and its usually got results. I dont want to change that. What I do want is to
  be present when we get the breaks. Know what I mean?


  Banks nodded.


  And theres something else, Gristhorpe said. Something the ACC made very clear as a priority concern.


  Banks thought he could guess what was coming, but kept silent while Gristhorpe went on.


  Gemma Scupham might be the first, he said, but she might not be the last. Lets bear that in mind.


  Banks carried his coffee through to his office, where he lit a cigarette, then stood by the venetian blind and looked down on the market square. The faade of the Norman church and the
  cobbles of the market square shone pale gold in the pure light. Two more cars had arrived, and yet another was just pulling in. Banks watched the young couple get out and stand hand in hand gazing
  around them at the ancient square with its weathered stone cross. Honeymooners, by the look of them. The church clock rang nine.


  He thought about Brenda Scupham, with her aura of sexuality, and of the sly, weasly Les Poole, and he tried to imagine what kind of parents they must have made. They cant have had much
  time for Gemma, with Les always at the pub or the bookies and Brenda at home doing God knows what. Watching television, most likely. Did they talk to her? Play with her? And did they abuse
  her?


  Then he thought of Gemma herself: that haunted face, those eyes that had seen much more and much worse than her young mind could comprehend, possibly lying dead out there right now in some
  ditch, or buried in a makeshift grave. And he thought of what Gristhorpe had just said. He stubbed out his cigarette and reached for the telephone. No time for brooding. Time to get to work.


  TWO


  A desolate, stunned air pervaded the East Side Estate that morning, Banks sensed, as he walked from the mobile unit to the school. Even the dogs seemed to be indoors, and
  those people he did see going on errands or pushing babies in prams had their heads bowed and seemed drawn in on themselves. He passed the maisonettes with their obscene messages scrawled on the
  cracked paintwork, and the two blocks of flats  each fourteen storeys high  where he knew the lifts, when they worked, smelled of urine and glue. Hardly anyone was out on the
  street.


  The school itself was a square red-brick building with only a few small windows. A high chain-link fence bordered the asphalt playground. Banks looked at his watch. Eleven oclock.
  Gemmas teacher should be waiting for him in the staffroom.


  He walked through the front doors, noting that one of the glass panes was cracked in a spider-web pattern, and asked the first adult he saw the way to the staffroom. As he walked along the
  corridor, he was struck by the brightness of the place, so much in contrast with its ugly exterior. Most of it, he thought, was due to the childrens paintings tacked along the walls. These
  werent skilled, professional efforts, but the gaudy outbursts of untrained minds  yellow sunbursts with rays shooting in all directions, bright golden angels, red and green stick
  figures of mummy and daddy and cats and dogs.


  There was a funny smell about the place, too, that transported him back to his own infants school, but it took him some moments to identify it. When he did, he smiled to himself,
  remembering for the first time in ages those blissful, carefree days before school became a matter of learning facts and studying for exams. It was Plasticine, that coloured putty-like stuff he had
  tried in vain to mould into the shapes of hippos and crocodiles.


  He walked straight into the staffroom, and a woman, who looked hardly older than a schoolgirl herself, came forward to greet him. Chief Inspector Banks? she asked, holding out her
  hand. Im Peggy Graham.


  It was a big room with well-spaced tables and chairs, a noticeboard full of mimeographed memos, handwritten notes and printed flyers for concerts, courses and package holidays. A couple of other
  teachers, sitting over newspapers, glanced up at his entry, then looked down again. One corner of the room had been converted into a mini-kitchen, complete with a fridge, microwave and
  coffee-maker. Here and there on the rough, orange-painted walls hung more examples of untrammelled art.


  A bit overwhelming, isnt it? Peggy Graham asked, noticing him looking around. I could do without the orange walls myself, but it was a playroom before we got it, so .
  . . Sit down. Can I get you some coffee or something?


  If its no trouble, Banks said.


  She went to get it. Peggy Graham, Banks noticed, was a small, bird-like woman, perhaps fresh out of teachers training school. Her grey pleated skirt covered her knees, and a dark blue
  cardigan hung over her white cotton blouse. She wore her mousy hair in a ponytail, and large glasses made her nose look tiny. Her eyes, behind them, were big, pale and milky blue, and they seemed
  charged with worry and sincerity. Her lips were thin and curved slightly downwards at the corners. She wore no make-up.


  Well, she said, sitting down beside him with the coffee. It came in a mug with a picture of Big Bird on it. This is just dreadful about Gemma, isnt it? Just
  dreadful.


  She spoke, he thought, as if she were talking to a class of five-year-olds, and her mouth was so mobile she looked as if she were miming. Banks nodded.


  What could have happened? she asked. Have you got any idea?


  Im afraid not, Banks said.


  I dont suppose you could say anything even if you did have, could you?


  We have to be very careful.


  Of course. She sat back in her chair, crossed her legs and rested her hands on her lap. Banks noticed the thin gold wedding band. How can I help you? she asked.


  Im not really sure. In cases like this it helps to find out as much as you can about the child. What was Gemma like?


  Peggy Graham pursed her lips. Well, thats a hard one. Gemmas a very quiet child. She always seems a bit withdrawn.


  In what way?


  Just . . . quiet. Oh, shes bright, very bright. Shes an excellent reader, and I think, given the opportunity, she could be very creative. Thats one of hers on the
  wall.


  Banks walked over to the crayon sketch Peggy had pointed at. It showed a girl with pigtails standing beside a tree on a carpet of grass under a bright sun. The leaves were individually defined
  in bright green, and the grass was dotted with yellow flowers  buttercups, perhaps, or dandelions. The girl, a stick figure, just stood there with her arms stretched out. Banks found
  something disturbing about it, and he realized that the girls round face had no features. He went back to his chair.


  Very good, he said. Did you ever get the feeling that there was something bothering her?


  She always seems . . . well, preoccupied. Peggy gave a nervous laugh. I call her Wednesdays child. You know, Wednesdays child is full of woe. She
  seemed woeful. Of course, I tried to talk to her, but she never said much. Mostly she was attentive in class. Once or twice I noticed she was weeping, just quietly, to herself.


  What did you do?


  I didnt want to embarrass her in front of the others. I asked her afterwards what was wrong, but she wouldnt say. Gemmas always been a very secretive child. What goes
  on in that imagination of hers Ive no idea. Half the time she seems to be in another world.


  A better one?


  Peggy Graham twisted her ring. I dont know. I like to think so.


  What was your impression?


  I think she was lonely and she felt unloved.


  Her first use of the past tense in reference to Gemma wasnt lost on Banks. Lonely? Didnt she have any friends?


  Oh yes. She was quite popular here, even though she was quiet. Dont get the wrong impression. She liked playing games with the other girls. Sometimes she seemed quite gay 
  oops, I shouldnt have said that, should I, now theyve censored it from all the Noddy books  cheerful, I suppose. Its just that she was moody. She had these woeful,
  silent moods, when you just couldnt reach her. Sometimes theyd last for days.


  And you dont know why?


  I can only guess. And you mustnt tell anyone I said this. I think it was her home life.


  What about it?


  I think she was neglected. I dont mean she wasnt well fed or clothed, or abused in any way. Though she did look a bit . . . well, shabby . . . sometimes. You know, she was
  wearing the same dress and socks day after day. And sometimes I just felt like picking her up and dumping her in a bath. It wasnt that she smelled or anything. She was just a bit grubby. I
  dont think her parents spent enough time with her, encouraging her, that sort of thing. I think that was the root of her lonelinesss. It happens a lot, and there isnt much you can do
  about it. A supportive home environment is perhaps even more important than school for a childs development, but we cant be parents as well as teachers, can we? And we cant
  tell parents how to bring up their children.


  You mentioned abuse, Banks said. Did you ever notice any signs of physical abuse?


  Oh, no. I couldnt . . . I mean, if I had I would certainly have reported it. We did have a case here a year or so ago. It was dreadful, just dreadful what some parents can sink
  to.


  But you saw no signs with Gemma? No bruises, cuts, anything like that?


  No. Well, there was one time. About a week or so ago, I think it was. It was quite warm, like now. Gemma was wearing a short-sleeved dress and I noticed a bruise on her upper arm, the
  left one, I think. Naturally, I asked her about it, but she said shed got it playing games.


  Did you believe her?


  Yes. I had no reason to doubt her word.


  So you didnt report it?


  No. I mean, one wouldnt want to be alarmist. Not after that business with the Cleveland social workers and everything. Look, maybe I should have done something. Lord knows, if
  Im in any way responsible . . . But if you brought in the authorities every time a child had a bruise thered be no time for anything else, would there?


  Its all right, Banks said. Nobodys blaming you. Everybodys a bit sensitive about things like that these days. I picked up plenty of bruises when I was a
  lad, believe me, and my mum and dad wouldnt have appreciated being accused of abusing me. And I got a good hiding when I deserved it, too.


  Peggy smiled at him over her glasses. As I said, she went on, Gemmas explanation seemed perfectly reasonable to me. Children can play pretty rough sometimes.
  Theyre a lot more resilient than we give them credit for.


  Was that the only mark you ever saw on her?


  Oh, yes. I mean, if it had been a regular occurrence Id have said something for certain. We do have to keep an eye open for these things.


  And she never seemed in pain of any kind?


  Not physical pain, no. She just sometimes seemed withdrawn, lost in her own world. But children often create their own imaginary worlds. They can be very complex beings, Chief Inspector.
  Theyre not all the same. Just because a child is quiet, it doesnt mean theres anything wrong with them.


  I understand. Please believe me, Im not criticizing. Im just trying to find out something about her.


  How could it help?


  I honestly dont know.


  You think shes dead, dont you?


  I wouldnt say that.


  Shes been gone nearly two days now. Thats what the papers say. Not in so many words, perhaps, but . . .


  She could still be alive.


  Then she might be better off dead, Peggy Graham whispered. She felt up the sleeve of her cardigan for a tissue, lifted her glasses and wiped her moist eyes. They looked small and
  shy without the lenses to magnify them. Im sorry. Its just . . . were all so upset.


  Did you, or anyone else on the staff, notice any strangers hanging around the school recently?


  No. And Im sure anything like that would have been reported. We have very strict guidelines to follow.


  Nobody saw a dark blue car? Are you sure?


  She shook her head. Im sure.


  Did you ever see Gemma talking to any strangers nearby? Male or female?


  No. She always came and left with her friends, the ones from the same street. She didnt live far away.


  Banks stood up. Thank you very much, he said. If you do remember anything, heres my card. Please call.


  Peggy Graham took the card. Of course. But I dont see how there could be anything else.


  Just in case.


  All right. She got to her feet. Ill walk to the door with you.


  As they walked, a host of children came out of one of the classrooms. Some were laughing and scrapping, but many of them seemed subdued. Perhaps they were too young to understand the enormity of
  what had happened, Banks thought, but they were old enough to sense the mood of tension and fear. One little girl with glossy dark curls and brown spaniel eyes tugged at Bankss sleeve.


  Are you the policeman? she asked.


  Yes, he answered, wondering how on earth she knew.


  Are you looking for Gemma?


  Yes, I am.


  Please find her, the little girl said, clutching his sleeve tighter. Bring her back. Shes my friend.


  Ill do my best, said Banks. He turned to Peggy Graham. She blushed.


  Im afraid I told them a policeman was coming, she said. Sorry.


  Its all right. Look, can I talk to this girl?


  Elizabeth? Well . . . I suppose so. Though I dont know what . . . Come this way. And she led both Banks and Elizabeth into the empty classroom.


  Now, Elizabeth, she said. The nice policeman wants to talk to you about Gemma, to help him to find her. Just answer his questions. Ill stay here with you. She
  glanced at Banks to ask if he minded, and he nodded his agreement. Elizabeth took hold of Peggy Grahams hand and stood beside her.


  Banks crouched, hearing his knees crack as he did so, and rested his elbows on his thighs. You know were trying to find Gemma, he said. Did she ever say anything to
  you about going away?


  Elizabeth shook her head.


  Or about anyone wanting to take her away?


  Another shake.


  Did she have any older friends, big girls or big boys?


  No.


  Did she ever talk about her mummy and daddy?


  It wasnt her daddy.


  Mr Poole?


  Elizabeth nodded. She wouldnt call him Daddy.


  What did she say about him?


  I dont know.


  Did she like him?


  No.


  Did he ever hurt Gemma?


  She cried.


  Why did she cry?


  Dont know.


  Did he ever hurt her, Elizabeth?


  I dont know. She didnt like him. She said he smelled and he always told her to go away.


  When did he tell her to go away?


  He said she was a sp . . . sp . . . a spilled cat.


  A spilled cat? Do you mean spoiled brat?


  Yes.


  When did he say this?


  He wouldnt let her have the book.


  What book?


  She wanted a book and he wouldnt let her have it. He threw her other books away.


  Why?


  She spilled some paint on his newspaper. It too dirty. He was angry. He threw her books away and he wouldnt let her have any more.


  What was too dirty, Elizabeth?


  No. It too dirty.


  Banks looked at Peggy Graham. I think shes trying to say at two-thirty, she said, frowning.


  Is that right? Banks asked Elizabeth. She spilled paint on his newspaper at two-thirty, so he threw her books away?


  She nodded.


  What were the books?


  Storybooks. With pictures. Gemma likes reading. She reads to me. Im not very good. Please find her. Elizabeth started crying. Peggy Graham put an arm around her.
  Its all right, dear. The nice policeman will find Gemma. Dont cry.


  Elizabeth sniffled a few moments longer, then wiped her nose on her sleeve and left the room. Banks sighed.


  What was all that about? Peggy asked.


  I wish I knew. Thanks for letting me talk to her anyway. I hope she doesnt stay upset.


  Dont worry. Elizabeths tough enough.


  Banks walked through the playground full of children. They were skipping, playing hopscotch, running around as usual, but like the ones coming out of the classroom they seemed much quieter, more
  subdued than children usually are.


  He looked at his watch. Close to noon. Time to write up his notes before lunch with Jenny. Not that he had learned much from the teacher that he hadnt known or suspected already. Gemma
  kept herself to herself, perhaps suffered neglect at home, but was probably not physically abused. Still, there was the business of the bruise. How had she got it? And what had Elizabeth meant
  about at two-thirty and Gemmas books? Banks walked past the tower block with JESUS SAVES written in red on the wall and back to the unmarked car he had parked by the mobile
  unit.


  THREE


  Damn it, cursed Jenny Fuller. She had pulled up at the lights just in time and all the essays on the back seat had slid off onto the floor. So few of the students bothered
  with paper clips or staples; it would be a hell of a job reshuffling them. If she hadnt been in such a hurry to meet Banks it would never have happened. She was on the southeastern edge of
  Eastvale, coming up to the roundabout by the Red Lion, and she only had five minutes to park and get to Le Bistro. Still, Alan would wait.


  The lights changed and the car lurched off again. To hell with the papers. She shouldnt be teaching until October anyway, and if it hadnt been for those American students 
  those American students with odd ideas of academic timetables and thousands of dollars to spend on an English education  then she could have been relaxing on a beach somewhere.


  She smiled to herself, imagining Alan Banks sitting at one of Le Bistros wobbly little tables, no doubt feeling out of place among the yuppie lunch crowd with their Perriers and portable
  telephones. He would be far more comfortable in the Queens Arms with a pie and a pint in front of him, not at a table covered in a coral cloth with a long-stemmed rose in a vase at its
  centre. But Jenny had been lecturing to the Americans all morning, and she was damned if she was going to be done out of the shrimp provenale and the glass of white wine she had
  promised to treat herself to.


  Jenny remembered her surprise the first time the East-vale CID had brought her into a case, involving a peeping Tom, three years ago. She had guessed (correctly) that they wanted a visible
  female presence as a sop to Dorothy Wycombe and the Eastvale feminist contingent, WEEF, Women of Eastvale for Emancipation and Freedom. Still, she had done a good job, and since then her
  professional field of interests had broadened to include a certain amount of criminal and deviant psychology. She had even attended a series of fascinating lectures on the psychological profiling
  of serial killers, given by a visiting American from the FBI Behavioral Sciences section.


  She had also had a brief fling with the visitor, but she didnt care to remember that too clearly. Like most of her affairs, it was best forgotten. Still, that was eighteen months ago,
  when she had been still hurting over her split with Dennis Osmond. Since then she had not been involved with anyone. Instead, she had done a lot of thinking about her lousy relationships, and the
  reasons for them. She hadnt come up with any answers yet. Most often she ended up wondering why the hell her professional insights seemed to shed no light at all on her personal life.


  The tyres screeched as she turned right at the market square and drove down by Castle Hill between the terraced river gardens and the formal gardens. People sat on the terraces and ate packed
  lunches on one side of the road, while on the other, mothers dragged bored children around the displays of fading flowers.


  At last, she crossed the small bridge over the River Swain, turned right and pulled up outside the caf.


  Le Bistro was one of Eastvales newest cafs. Tourism, the dales main industry, had increased, and the many Americans drawn to do the James Herriot tour wanted
  a little more than fish and chips and warm beer, quaint as they found such things. In addition, a more sophisticated, cosmopolitan crowd had moved up from London while property in the north was
  still a good deal cheaper than down south. Many of them commuted from Eastvale to York, Darlington, and even as far as Tyneside, Leeds and Bradford, and they naturally demanded a little more
  diversity in matters of dining.


  Best of all, as far as Jenny was concerned, was that Le Bistro was actually situated in a converted Georgian semi only four houses south of her own. The new owners had, somehow, received
  planning permission to knock down the wall between the two houses and turn them into a caf. For Jenny it was a godsend, as she often couldnt be bothered to cook after a hard day. The
  food was good and the prices were relatively reasonable.


  She dashed through the door. The place was fairly busy, but she saw Banks immediately. There he was in a dark grey sports jacket, white shirt and tie. As usual, his top button was open and the
  tie loose and askew. Under close-cropped black hair, his dark blue eyes sparkled as he looked over at her. He was working on a crossword and holding what looked like a glass of mineral water. Jenny
  couldnt suppress a giggle as she sat down in a flurry of apologies. Le Bistro didnt serve pints.


  Its all right, said Banks rather glumly, putting his newspaper away in his briefcase. Im supposed to be cutting down on the ale anyway.


  Since when?


  Banks patted his stomach. Since I turned forty and noticed this beginning to swell.


  Nonsense. Youre as lean as ever. Youre just suffering from male menopause. Next youll be having an affair with a twenty-one-year-old rookie policewoman.


  Banks laughed. Chance would be a fine thing. But dont joke about it. You never know. Anyway, how are you?


  Jenny shrugged and tossed back the thick mane of red hair that cascaded over her shoulders. Okay, I suppose. Im not sure I like teaching summer school though.


  Working in summer? mocked Banks. Tut-tut, what a terrible thing. What is the world coming to?


  Jenny thumped him on the arm. Its supposed to be one of the perks of the job, remember? Teachers get summers off. Not this year, though.


  Never mind. Youre looking well for it.


  Why, thank you, kind sir. Jenny inclined her head graciously. And you havent changed. Honestly, Alan. You still dont look a day over thirty-nine. Hows
  Sandra?


  Busy.


  Oh-oh. Feeling all neglected, are we?


  Banks grinned. Something like that. But were not here to talk about me.


  And hows Susan Gay? Jenny had spent some time helping Susan adjust to her CID posting, on a semi-professional basis, and the two had become fairly close. They were different
  personalities, but Jenny saw something in Susan  a sense of determination, a single-mindedness  that both appealed to her and disturbed her. If she could persuade Susan to relax a
  little, she felt, then a more balanced and attractive personality might be permitted to emerge.


  Banks told her Susan was doing well, though she still seemed a little tense and prickly, and the two chatted about family and mutual friends. Have you studied the menu yet? Jenny
  asked him after a short silence.


  Mm. No sausage and chips, I noticed. Hows the croque monsieur?


  Good.


  Then Ill have that. And by the way, I like the music.


  Jenny cocked an ear. Singing quietly in the background was the unmistakable voice of Edith Piaf. Typical of him to notice that, she thought. Left to herself she would have ignored it as
  wallpaper music.


  Wine? she asked.


  Not for me. It makes me sleep and Ive a lot of paperwork to do this afternoon.


  So, its about little Gemma Scupham, is it? Jenny said, unfolding a coral napkin and spreading it over her lap. Thats why youve called me in?


  Banks nodded. Superintendent Gristhorpe thought you might be able to help.


  At least Im not the token feminist this time.


  No. Seriously, Jenny, can you help?


  Maybe. What do you want from me?


  For the moment Id just like grounding in a few basics. I can understand a lot about things most people dont even want to think about  robbery, murder, even rape
   but I cant seem to grasp the motivation for something like this.


  Jenny took a deep breath and held it a moment. All right. Ill do what I can. Shall we order first, though? She called over the waitress and gave their orders, asking for a
  glass of white wine for herself right now, and a coffee for Banks, then she sat back in her chair. First youd better tell me the details so far, she said.


  Banks told her. Before he finished, the food arrived, and they both tucked in.


  Jenny pushed her plate away and set the half-full wine glass in front of her. Banks ordered another coffee.


  I dont really know where to start, she said. I mean, its not really my field.


  You do know something about sexual deviance, though.


  Honestly, Alan, you make me sound like a real pervert. Basically, nobody really knows what causes someone to be a paedophile or a rapist or a sadist. They dont necessarily realize
  theyre doing anything wrong.


  Are you telling me that a man who sexually assaults little children doesnt think hes doing anything wrong?


  Depends what you mean by wrong. He would know hes breaking the law, of course, but . . . Hes only satisfying desires he cant help feeling. He never asked to
  feel them in the first place. And many also feel tremendous guilt and remorse.


  For doing something they dont even think is wrong? You make it sound almost legitimate.


  You asked. Im just telling you what little I know.


  Im sorry. Go on.


  Look, you might think a person is simply born the way he or she is, but sexual behaviour isnt fixed from the start. There are theories that almost everything is biologically based,
  caused by chemicals, or by genes. For what its worth, most studies indicate that sexual behaviour is mostly a matter of learning. At first, everything is diffuse, in a kind of flux 
  polymorphous perverse, I believe Freud called infant sexuality. It depends on a number of factors what preferences come to the fore.


  Like what?


  Experience. Learning. Family. Theyre probably the most important. You try something, and if you like it, you do it again. Thats experience. Many people are given no
  information about sex, or such wrong-headed information that they become very confused. Thats learning, or lack of it. Even what we call normal sexuality is a dark, murky thing at best. Look
  at the extremes of sexual jealousy, of how sex and desire can so easily turn to violence. Theres loss of control. Then theres the association of orgasm with death. Did you know it
  used to be called the little death?


  You dont make it sound like much fun.


  Thats the point, Jenny said. For a lot of people, it isnt. Desire is a ball and chain they cant get rid of, or a ringmaster they dont dare
  disobey. Sexuality has lots of possible outcomes other than what we label normal or socially acceptable. Its learned behaviour. When youre prepubescent or
  adolescent, any object or situation could become stimulating. Remember the thrill you used to get looking at pictures of naked women? Its easy as an adolescent to get fixated on
  things like underwear, big breasts, the image rather than the real thing. Remember our peeping Tom? That was his particular fixation, a visual stimulation.


  It doesnt take long before most of us start to prefer certain stimuli to others. Pretty soon sexual excitement and satisfaction become limited to a certain fairly narrow range.
  Thats what we call normal. Your good old, socially approved, heterosexual sex. The problem with most sexual deviants, though, is that they cant handle what we regard as normal
  personal relationships. Many try, but they fail. Its a lot more complicated than that, of course. It may not be apparent on the surface that theyve failed, for example. They may
  become very good at faking it in order to cover up their real needs and actions.


  So what kind of person are we talking about? You said its someone who cant handle ordinary relationships.


  Ill have to do some research and see what I can come up with, but your basic deviant is probably pretty much the chap-next-door type, with some very notable exceptions, of course.
  By the way, you dont have to look around so nervously, you can smoke if you want. Giselle will fetch an ashtray. Remember, its a French restaurant. Everyone smokes over
  there.


  Banks lit up and Giselle duly brought the ashtray along with their bill. Go on, he said. You were telling me about the chap next door.


  Its just that most sex offenders become skilled at leading quite normal lives on the surface. They learn to play the game. They can hold down a job, keep a marriage going, even
  raise children


  Paedophiles?


  Yes.


  I must admit thats a surprise, said Banks. Ive come across psychopaths and deviants of various kinds before  I mean, Im not entirely ignorant on
  the subject  and it has often amazed me how they keep their secrets. Look at Dennis Nilsen, for Christs sake, chopping up kids and putting their heads on the ring to boil while
  he takes his dog for a walk, saying hello to the neighbours. Such a nice, quiet man. Banks shook his head. I know the Boston Strangler was married, and Sutcliffe, the Yorkshire
  Ripper. But how the hell can a paedophile keep a thing like that hidden from his wife and kids?


  People can become very adept at keeping secrets if they have to, Alan. You dont spend all your life in someone elses company, under someones scrutiny, do you? Surely
  you managed to find time alone to masturbate when you were a kid? And you probably thought about it a fair bit, too, anticipated the picture youd look at or the girl youd imagine
  undressing. The whole thing takes on a kind of magical intensity, a ritualistic element, if you like. A sex offender will simply spend all his free time anticipating and planning his deviant
  acts.


  Banks loosened his tie a little more. Jenny noticed him look around the restaurant and smile at the three businessmen at the next table, who seemed to have been listening with growing
  fascination and horror to the conversation. You seem to know a lot about adolescent male behaviour, he said.


  Jenny laughed. Alan, Ive embarrassed you. Oh, dont look so uncomfortable. It is part of my field, after all. The things little boys and little girls get up
  to.


  Whats your prognosis? Banks asked.


  Jenny sighed. For you? Im afraid theres no hope. No, really, I honestly havent done enough research for anything like that yet. She frowned, the lines
  crinkling her smooth forehead. You know what really puzzles me, though? Again, its probably something youve already considered from your point of view, but psychologically
  its interesting, too.


  Whats that?


  The woman.


  You mean why she was there?


  Yes. Whats her part in the whole business?


  Well, her presence would certainly give credibility to the social worker story. I doubt that even someone as thick as Brenda Scupham would have trusted a man alone.


  No. I realize that. But think about it, Alan. Jenny leaned forward, her hands clasped on the table. Shes a woman. Surely youre not telling me she didnt
  know what they were doing, taking the child?


  They acted together, yes. But he may have conned her into it somehow, for the sake of credibility. She might not have known what his motives were, especially if, as you say, paedophiles
  are good at keeping secrets.


  Except from themselves. But I still think its a strange thing for a woman to do  help abduct another womans child. Its an even stranger thing for a couple to
  do. What on earth would she want with Gemma?


  Now dont tell me youre going to give me all that sisterhood crap, because I just dont accept it. Women are just as


  Jenny held her hand up. All right. I wont. But theres no need to start getting all shirty. Its not sisterhood Im talking about, its a very practical
  thing. As far as I know, sexual deviants can be fat or thin, big or little, young or old, rich or poor, but they almost always act alone. To put it technically, were talking about
  people who exhibit primary characteristics of social aversion.


  Hmm. Im not saying we havent considered they might have simply wanted a child so badly that they took someone elses, that theyre not paedophiles. We just
  dont know. But think of the risk involved.


  Jenny ran her fingers around the stem of her wine glass. Maybe it does seem far-fetched. But women have snatched babies from prams. Its not my job to evaluate that kind of
  information. All Im saying is that the couple element is curious, in psychological terms. And the method is unusual. As you say, think of the risk involved. Maybe the risk was part of the
  thrill.


  A short silence followed. Banks lit another cigarette. Jenny pulled a face and waved the smoke away. She noticed that Edith Piaf had finished now, replaced by some innocuous accordion music
  meant to evoke the Gauloise atmosphere of Parisian cafs.


  The superintendent mentioned the Moors Murderers, Brady and Hindley, said Banks. I know hes got a bee in his bonnet about that case, but you have to admit there are
  parallels.


  Hmm.


  What Im saying, Banks went on, is it may be one way of explaining the couple aspect. Brady thought human beings were contemptible creatures and pleasure the only end
  worth pursuing. And Hindley was besotted with him. She was witnessing it all as a demonstration of some form of love for him. I know it sounds weird, but . . .


  Ive heard the theory, said Jenny. Its all to do with dominance. And Ive heard a lot weirder theories, too. Christ, Alan, you know as well as I do that
  most psychology is guesswork. We dont really know anything. But Superintendent Gristhorpe may be right. It could be something like that. Ill look into it.


  So youll help?


  Of course Ill help, idiot. Did you think Id say no?


  Quickly, Jenny, said Banks, taking money from his wallet and placing it on the bill. Especially if theres even the slightest chance that Gemma Scupham might still be
  alive.


  FOUR


  Have you found her yet?


  Nothing much had changed in Brenda Scuphams front room by Thursday afternoon. The doll still lay in the same position on the floor, and the peculiar smell remained. But Brenda looked more
  tired. Her eyes were red-rimmed and her hair hung limp and lifeless beside her pale cheeks. She was wearing a grubby pink tracksuit bottom and a loose green sweatshirt. Les Poole slouched in the
  armchair, feet up, smoking.


  Whats wrong, Les? Banks asked. Is the Barleycorn not on all-day opening?


  Very funny. I dont live there, you know.


  Brenda Scupham shot him a mean look, then turned to Banks. Leave him alone. Hes not done anything. He might not be much, but hes all Ive got. I asked you, have you
  found my Gemma yet?


  No, said Banks, turning from Poole. No, we havent.


  Well, what do you want? More questions?


  Im afraid so.


  Brenda Scupham sighed and sat down. I dont know where this is going to get us.


  I need to know more about Gemmas habits, for a start.


  What do you mean, habits?


  Her routines. How did she get to school?


  She walked. Its not far.


  Alone?


  No, she met up with the Ferris girl from over the street and the Bramhope kid from two houses down.


  Did she come home with them, too?


  Yes.


  Banks made a note of the names. What about lunch-time?


  School dinners.


  Why?


  What do you mean, why?


  The schools not far away. Surely itd have saved you a penny or two if she came home for lunch?


  Brenda Scupham shrugged. She said she liked school dinners.


  Did she ever say anything about anyone following her or stopping her in the street?


  Never.


  And she wasnt out on her own?


  No. She was always with her friends, whether she was off to school or playing out. Why are you asking all these questions?


  Brenda, Im trying to figure out why Gemmas abductors came to the house rather than snatching her in the street. Surely she must have been alone out there at some
  time?


  I dare say. Shed nip to the shop now and then. You cant keep your eyes on them every minute of the day. She is seven, you know. She knows to look right before left when
  shes crossing the street, and not to take sweets from strangers. When she realized what shed said, she put her hand to her mouth and her eyes filled with tears.


  Im sorry if this is painful for you, Banks said, but it is important.


  I know.


  Was Gemma a happy child, would you say?


  I suppose so. They live in their own worlds, dont they?


  Would she be given to exaggeration, to lying?


  Not that I know of, no.


  Its just that I heard a story about Les here throwing some of Gemmas books out. Does that mean anything to you?


  Les Poole sat up and turned to Banks. What?


  You heard, Les. Whats so important about her spilling paint on your paper at two-thirty?


  Poole looked puzzled for a few seconds, then he laughed out loud. Who told you that?


  Never mind. Whats it all about?


  He laughed again. It was the two-thirty. The two-thirty from Cheltenham. Silly little bugger spilled coloured water all over my racing form. You know, the jar shed been
  dipping her bloody paintbrush in.


  And for that you threw her books out?


  Dont be daft. They were just some old colouring books. She was painting in them on the other side of the table and she knocked her paint jar over and ruined my bloody paper. So I
  grabbed the books and tore them up.


  How did she react?


  Oh, she whined and sulked for a while.


  Did you ever grab her hard by the arm?


  No, I never touched her. Just the books. Look, whats all this


  Why wouldnt you get her the new book she wanted?


  Poole sat back in the chair and crossed his legs. Couldnt afford it, could we? You cant give kids everything they ask for. You ought to know that if youve got kids of
  your own. Look, get to the point, Mr Banks. I might not have had much time for the little beggar but I didnt run off with her, did I? Were the victims, not the criminals. I
  think its about time you realized that.


  Banks looked at him, and Poole quickly averted his gaze. It made Banks think of his first lesson in police thinking. He had been involved in interviewing a petty thief about a burglary in
  Belsize Park, and he came away convinced that the man hadnt committed it. Surprised to see the charges being laid and the evidence gathered, he had mentioned his doubts to his commanding
  officer. The man, a twenty-year veteran called Bill Carstairs, had looked at Banks and shaken his head, then he said, He might not have done this job, but he sure as hell has done something
  he ought to be put away for. Looking at Poole made Banks feel the same way. The man was guilty of something. If he had nothing to do with Gemmas disappearance, or even with the
  Fletchers warehouse job, he was still guilty of something.


  Banks turned back to Brenda Scupham.


  You think we abused Gemma, dont you? she said.


  I dont know.


  Youve been listening to gossip. Probably gossip from kids, at that. Look, Ill admit I didnt want her. I was twenty-one, the last thing I wanted was to be lumbered
  with a kid, but I was brought up Catholic, and I couldnt get rid of her. I might not be the best mother on earth. I might be selfish, I might not be up to encouraging her in school and
  paying as much attention to her as I should. Im not even a very good housekeeper. But all that . . . I mean, what Im saying is I never abused her.


  It was an impassioned speech, but Banks got the feeling that she was protesting too much. What about Les? he asked.


  She glanced over at him. If he ever touched her he knows hed be out of here before his feet could touch the floor.


  So why did you give her up so easily?


  Brenda Scupham chewed on her lip and fought back the tears. Do you think I havent had it on my mind night and day since? Do you think theres a moment goes by I dont
  ask myself the same question? She shook her head. It all happened so fast.


  But if you hadnt abused Gemma in any way, why didnt you just tell Mr Brown and Miss Peterson that and send them away?


  Because they were the authorities. I mean, they looked like they were and everything. I suppose I thought if theyd had some information then they had to look into it, you know,
  like the police. And then when they found there was nothing in it, theyd bring Gemma back.


  Did Gemma go willingly?


  What?


  When she left with them, did she cry, struggle?


  No, she just seemed to accept it. She didnt say anything.


  Banks stood up. Thats it for now, he said. Well keep you informed. If you remember anything, you can report it at the mobile unit at the end of the
  street.


  Brenda folded her arms and nodded. You make me feel like a criminal, Mr Banks, she said. Its not right. Ive tried to be a good mother. Im not
  perfect, but who is?


  Banks paused at the door. Mrs Scupham, he said, Im not trying to prove any kind of case against you. Believe it or not, all the questions I ask you are to do with
  trying to find Gemma. I know it seems cruel, but I need to know the answers. And if you think about it for a while, considering how many other children there are on this estate, and all over
  Swainsdale, and how many of them really are abused, theres a very important question needs answering.


  Brenda Scuphams brow furrowed, and even Poole glanced over from his fireside seat.


  Whats that? she asked.


  Why Gemma? Banks said, and left.


  
    
  


  3


  ONE


  Marjorie Bingham lingered behind the others on the narrow track and kicked at small stones as she walked. She could hear her husbands muffled voice, carried
  back on the breeze, as he explained the history of Dales lead mining to Andrew and Jane.


  Most people think that lead mining here only goes back as far as Roman times. It doesnt, you know. It goes back much further than that. It might even go back as far as the Bronze
  Age  though theres no hard evidence for that, of course  but certainly the Brigantes . . .


  God, she thought, what a bloody bore Roger has become. Only six months up from Coventry after the company move and here he is, playing the country squire and rabbiting on about spalling hammers,
  knockstones, buckers and hotching tubs. And just look at him: pants tucked into the expensive hiking boots, walking stick, orange Gore-Tex anorak. All for a quarter-mile trek from the Range Rover
  to the old mine.


  Knowing Andrew, Marjorie thought, he was probably thinking about opening time, and Jane was absorbed with her new baby, which she carried in a kind of makeshift sack on her back. Little Annette
  was asleep, one leg poking out each side of the central strap, her head lolling, oblivious to them all, and especially oblivious to the bloody lead mines.


  Of course, the Romans used lead in great quantities. You know how advanced their plumbing systems were for their time. I know youve been to the Roman Baths in Bath, Andrew, and
  Im sure youll agree . . .


  Young Megan capered ahead picking flowers, reciting, He loves me, he loves me not . . . as she pulled off the petals and tossed them in the air. Then she spread her arms out and
  pretended to walk a tightrope. She didnt have a care in the world, either, Marjorie thought. Why do we lose that sense of wonder in nature? she asked herself. How does it happen? Where does
  it go? It wasnt that she didnt appreciate the countryside  there was no denying it was beautiful, not to mention healthy, especially on a lovely autumn morning like this
   but she couldnt feel ecstatic about it. To be honest, she loved the shops and the busy hum of city life much more. Even Eastvale would have been preferable. But no: Roger said they
  had to seize their opportunity for a newer, better lifestyle when it came along. And so they had ended up in dull, sleepy Lyndgarth.


  A weekend in the country now and again suited Marjorie perfectly  that was what it was there for, after all, unless you were a farmer, a painter or a poet  but this felt more like
  incarceration. She hadnt been able to find a job, and the new neighbours werent particularly friendly, either. Someone told her you have to winter out two years before you are
  accepted, but she didnt think she could stand it that long. Nor the fact that Roger was in his element. She was bored stiff. She didnt have children to fill her days like Jane. Still,
  at least their visit had brought a welcome break to the routine. She should be grateful for that. She would have been if it hadnt been for Roger seizing his chance to pontificate.


  The Pennine mines are the only ones in Yorkshire. Know why? Its because the lead ore occurs in Carboniferous rocks  the Yoredale Series and Millstone Grit. The ores
  arent exactly part of the rocks, you understand, but . . .


  At last they reached the old smelting mill, not much more than a pile of stones, really, and not much bigger than a detached house. Most of the roof had collapsed, leaving only the weatherworn
  beams. Inside, sunlight shone through the roof and through the gaps between the stones onto the ruined ore hearths and furnaces, and picked out the motes of dust they kicked up. Marjorie had never
  liked the old mill. It was a dry, smelly, spidery sort of place. Over in one corner, the dusty ground was darkened, as if some wandering drunk had been sick there.


  In the earlier mills, Roger went on, they used to burn off the sulphur first, changing the lead to oxide. Of course, for that you need places to roast then reduce the ore.
  But by the time this mill was built, theyd invented vertical furnaces that used bellows . . .


  They all obediently followed his pointing stick and oohed and aahed. He should have been a bloody tour guide, Marjorie thought.


  Suddenly, Jane looked nervously around the mill. Wheres Megan? she asked.


  Probably playing outside, Marjorie said, noting the anxiety in her voice. Dont worry, Ill find her. Ive heard this bit before, anyway. Roger
  glared at her as she left.


  Thankful to be out of the gloomy smelting mill and away from the droning echo of Rogers voice, Marjorie shielded her eyes and looked around. Megan was clambering over a pile of scree
  towards the opening of the flue. Marjorie knew all about the flue, because shed heard Roger read her the relevant sections from the book several times out loud. Listen to this,
  darling . . . But the only thing she needed to know right now was that it could be dangerous.


  Built originally to extract and condense the fumes of the smelting process and carry them far away from the immediate area, the flue was a bricked hump about two hundred yards long. It looked
  very much like a tall factory chimney that had fallen on its side and half buried itself in the gentle slope of the hillside. Because it was old, sections of the arched roof had collapsed here and
  there, and more were liable to follow suit at any moment. It had originally ended at a vertical chimney on the hilltop, designed to carry the lead fumes away, but that had long since fallen
  down.


  Megan was happily scrambling along over the scree to the dark entrance. Marjorie set off after her. Megan! she shouted. Come away! Behind, she noticed that the others
  had come out of the smelting mill and stood watching a few yards away. Its all right, Marjorie said over her shoulder. Ill catch up with her before she gets
  inside. Its quite safe out here.


  Maybe she had underestimated the six-year-olds speed and nimbleness, she thought, as she struggled over the rocks, trying not to trip up. But she made it. Megan got to the verge of the
  flue just as Marjorie managed to grab her shoulder.


  Its not safe, Megan, she said, sitting down to catch her breath. You mustnt go in there. As she looked into the black hole, she shivered. Far up ahead,
  she could see the tiny coin of light where the flue ended. Its floor was scattered with bits of stone, most likely fallen from the arched roof. A few yards or so in, she noticed a large
  oddly-shaped hump. It was probably a collapsed section, but something about it made her curious. It looked somehow deliberate, not quite as random as the other scatterings. She packed Megan off
  down the rise to join her parents and crawled into the opening.


  Where do you think youre going? she heard Roger calling. Marjorie! Come back! But she ignored him. Just for a moment, the sunlight had flashed on something
  ahead.


  It was dark inside the flue, despite the light from behind her, and she hurt her knees as she crawled over the bed of flinty stones. She tried to stand, back bent low. The place smelled dank and
  foisty, and she tried to keep her breathing to an absolute minimum. She remembered Roger saying that the poisonous fumes of the volatilized lead condensed on the flue walls, which boys were
  employed to scrape at regular intervals. What a job that would be, she thought, crawling through here day after day and scraping lead off the stone.


  When she arrived about six feet away from the hump, she could still make out nothing clearly. If she edged to one side and moulded her back against the curve of the wall, some light passed her
  and provided a faint outline. Then Roger blocked the entrance and yelled for her to come back.


  Get out of the way, she shouted. I cant see a bloody thing!


  Oddly enough, Roger did as she asked. A faint wash of light picked out some of the details in the heap of stones, and as soon as Marjorie saw the small hand sticking out of the pile, she
  screamed and started to turn. As she did so, she stumbled and kicked some small stones near the body. A cloud of flies rose out of the heap and buzzed angrily up the flue.


  TWO


  Weve had three confessions already, said Gristhorpe, as Banks took the Helmthorpe road out of Eastvale. Roger Binghams message had been vague,
  and both avoided speculating whether the body of Gemma Scupham had been discovered. One of them told us at great length exactly what hed done with Gemma and how much he enjoyed it. I
  tell you, Alan, sometimes its a bloody shame you cant lock a man up for his thoughts. He ran a hand through his unruly grey hair. Good God, did I really say that? Shows
  how much this business is getting to me. Anyway, we got him for wasting police time instead. Hell do six months with any luck.


  The searchers turn up anything yet? Banks asked.


  Gristhorpe shook his head. Theyre doing the area east of the estate now, past the railway tracks. Weve taken on a few civilian volunteers. And weve interviewed all
  the known local child-molesters. Nothing there.


  At Fortford, Banks turned left by the pub and passed between the Roman fort and the village green.


  Anything on the car? Gristhorpe asked.


  After his visit to Brenda Scupham the previous afternoon, Banks had caught up with his paperwork on the case, helped Susan with the house-to-house and Richmond check the garages and car-rental
  agencies.


  Not so far. Weve got through most of the garages and agencies. Phils still at it.


  Well, maybe it was their own car, after all, said Gristhorpe. Theyve vanished into thin air, Alan. How can they do that?


  Either very clever or very lucky, I suppose. No one on the estate was very communicative, either, he went on. I only did a couple of streets with Susan, but she said the
  others were no different. And she had another chat with that Mr Carter at number sixteen. Waste of time, she said. He just wanted to talk about Dunkirk. People are scared, you know, even when we
  show them our warrant cards.


  I dont blame them, said Gristhorpe.


  But I reckon if it had happened to someone else around there, theyd speak up now.


  You never know with people, Alan. Remember the old Yorkshire saying, Theres nowt so queer as folk.


  Banks laughed. At the junction in Relton, he turned right. A slow-moving tractor in front pulled over to the side and gave him just enough space to squeeze by. Ive been on the
  phone to Belfast, too, he added. The lads over there spent most of yesterday with Terry Garswood, Gemmas father, and theyre certain he had nothing to do with it. For a
  start, he was on duty that day and couldnt have got away without someone noticing, and apparently he had neither the inclination nor the money to hire someone else to steal her for
  him.


  Well, look on the bright side, said Gristhorpe. At least thats one less lead to follow. There it is. He pointed out of the car window. Pull in
  here.


  They were on Mortsett Lane, about halfway between Relton and Gratly, below the looming bulk of Tetchley Fell. Banks pulled up on the gravelled lay-by next to a Range Rover and looked at the
  narrow track. There was no way you could get a car up there, he thought. The stony path was only about three feet wide, and it was bordered by small boulders and chips of flint that would play
  havoc with tyres. Ahead, he could just make out the partially collapsed roof of the smelting mill over the rise.


  He had seen the place before, but from a different perspective. Looking down from the Roman road that cut diagonally across the fell, he had been impressed by the range of colour, from pale
  yellow to dark green, purple and grey, and by the flue hugging the hillside like a long stone tunnel. Now, as they neared the mill, all he could see was the murky opening to his left and the group
  of people huddled together by the mill to his right.


  Which one of you is Mr Bingham? Gristhorpe asked, after he had introduced Banks and himself.


  I am, said a countryish type, in gear far too expensive and inappropriate for the short walk. My wife, Marjorie, found the . . . er . . . Well, I remembered there was a
  phonebox back down on the road.


  Gristhorpe nodded and turned to the woman. Did you disturb anything?


  She shook her head. No. I never touched . . . I . . . When I saw the hand I ran back. And the flies . . . Oh, my God . . . the flies . . .


  Her husband took her hand and she buried her face in his shoulder. The other couple looked on sadly, the man with a grim set to his mouth and the woman stroking her childs golden hair.
  Banks noticed a head over her shoulder, a sleeping baby in a backpack.


  Gristhorpe turned to Banks. Shall we?


  Banks nodded and followed him over the scree. They had to walk carefully, as many of the stones wobbled under them. Finally, they managed to scrabble to the gloomy semicircle and peer inside.
  Gristhorpe brought the torch out of his pocket and shone it ahead. They could easily see the heap that Marjorie Bingham had mentioned, but couldnt pick out any details from so far away.
  Gristhorpe had to bend almost double to walk, which made it very difficult to negotiate a path through the rubble that littered the flues floor. Banks, being a little shorter, found it
  easier. But he felt uncomfortable.


  He had never liked caves; they always seemed to bring out a latent sense of claustrophobia. Once he and Sandra had visited Ingleton and gone in the caves there. When he had to stoop and almost
  crawl on his belly to get under a low overhang, he had felt the weight of the mountain pressing on his back and had to struggle to keep his breathing regular. The flue wasnt as bad as that,
  but he could still feel the heavy darkness pushing at him from all sides.


  Gristhorpe walked a few feet behind him with the torch. Its beam danced over lead-stained stones, which glistened here and there as if snails had left their slimy tracks. They went as cautiously
  as they could in order not to destroy any forensic evidence, but it was impossible to pick a narrow path through the rubble of the flue. Finally, they stood close enough, and Gristhorpes
  torch lit on a small hand raised from a heap of rocks. They could see nothing else of the body, as it had been entirely covered by stones.


  As they stood and looked at the hand, a gust of wind blew and made a low moaning sound in the flue like someone blowing over the lip of a bottle. Gristhorpe turned off the torch and they headed
  back for the entrance. They had probably disturbed too much already, but they had to verify that there was indeed a body on the site. So often people simply thought they had found a corpse,
  and the truth turned out to be different. Now they had to follow procedure.


  First they would call the police surgeon to ascertain that the body was indeed dead. No matter how obvious it might appear, no matter even if the body is decapitated or chopped into a dozen
  pieces, it is not dead until a qualified doctor says it is.


  Then the SOCO team would arrive and mark off the area with their white plastic tape. It might not seem necessary in such an isolated place, but the searching of a crime scene was a very serious
  business, and there were guidelines to follow. With Vic Manson in charge, they would take photographs and search the area around the body, looking for hairs, fibres, anything that the killer might
  have left behind. And then, when the photographs had been taken, the doctor would take a closer look at the body. In this case, he might move aside a few stones and look for obvious causes of
  death. There was nothing more that Banks and Gristhorpe could do until they at least had some information on the identity of the victim.


  Banks gulped in the fresh, bright air as they emerged into daylight. He felt as if he had just made an ascent from the bottom of a deep, dark ocean with only seconds to spare before his oxygen
  ran out. Gristhorpe stood beside him and stretched, rubbing his lower back and grimacing.


  Ill call it in, said Banks.


  Gristhorpe nodded. Aye. And Ill have another word with this lot over here. He shook his head slowly. Looks like weve found her.


  There was nothing to do but wait after Banks had made the call over the police radio. Gristhorpe got Marjorie Binghams story, then let the shocked group go home.


  Banks leaned against the rough stone of the smelting mill and lit a cigarette as Gristhorpe walked carefully around the flue entrance looking down at the ground. It was quiet up there except for
  the occasional mournful call of a curlew gliding over the moorland, a cry that harmonized strangely with the deep sigh of the breeze blowing down the flue and ruffling the blades of grass on the
  hillside. The sky was the whitish blue of skimmed milk, and it set off the browns, greens and yellows of the desolate landscape. Beyond the mill, Banks could see the purple-grey cleft of a dried-up
  stream-bed cutting across the moorland.


  Gristhorpe, kneeling to peer at the grass a few yards to the right of the flue entrance, beckoned Banks over. Banks knelt beside him and looked at the rusty smear on the grass.


  Blood? he said.


  Looks like it. If so, maybe she was killed out here and they dragged her into the flue to hide the body.


  Banks looked at the blood again. It doesnt look like much, though, does it? he said. And Id say its smeared rather than spilled.


  Aye, said Gristhorpe, standing. Like someone wiped off a knife or something. Well leave it to the SOCOs.


  The first to arrive was Peter Darby, the photographer. He came bounding up the track, fresh-faced, two cameras slung around his neck and a square metal case at his side. If its Gemma
  Scupham in there, Banks thought, he wont look so bloody cheerful when he comes out.


  Darby went to take some preliminary photographs, starting with the stained grass, on Gristhorpes suggestion, then the flue entrance, then carefully making his way inside. Banks could see
  the bulbs flash in the black hole as Darby took his pictures. When hed finished in the flue, he took more photographs in and around the smelting mill.


  About half an hour after Peter Darby, Dr Glendenning came huffing and puffing up the path.


  At least I didnt need a bloody truss to get here this time, he said, referring to the occasion when they had all been winched up the side of Rawley Force to get to a body in
  a hanging valley. He pointed towards the flue. In there, you said?


  Gristhorpe nodded.


  Hmphh. Why the bloody hell do you keep on finding bodies in awkward places, eh? Im not getting any younger, you know. Its not even my job. You could get a bloody GP to
  pronounce the body dead at the scene.


  Banks shrugged. Sorry. Glendenning was a Home Office pathologist, one of the best in the country, and both Banks and Gristhorpe knew he would be offended if they didnt call
  him to the scene first.


  Aye, well . . . He turned towards the entrance.


  They accompanied Glendenning as he picked his way over the scree, complaining all the way, and ducked to enter the flue. Banks held the torch this time. It didnt provide much light, but
  the SOCOs had been instructed to bring bottled-gas lamps as it would be impossible to get a van with a generator up the narrow track.


  Glendenning knelt for a while, sniffing the air and glancing around the inside of the flue, then he touched the small hand and moved it, muttering to himself. Next he took out a mercury
  thermometer and held it close to the body, measuring the air temperature.


  The entrance of the flue darkened and someone called out. It was Vic Manson, fingerprint expert and leader of the SOCO team. He came up the passage with a gas lamp and soon the place was full of
  light. It cast eerie shadows on the slimy stone walls and gave an unreal sheen to the heap of stones on the ground. Manson called back to one of his assistants and asked him to bring up some large
  plastic bags.


  Then everyone stood silent, breath held, as the men started to lift the stones and place them in the bags for later forensic investigation. A few spiders scurried away and a couple of obstinate
  flies buzzed the man angrily, then zigzagged off.


  Banks leaned against the wall, his back bent into its curve. One stone, two, three . . . Then a whole arm became visible.


  Banks and Gristhorpe moved forward. They crouched over and looked at the small hand, then both saw the mans wristwatch and frayed sleeve of a grey bomber jacket. Its not
  her, Gristhorpe whispered. Jesus Christ, its not Gemma Scupham.


  Banks felt the relief, too. He had always clung to a vague hope that Gemma might still be alive, but the discovery of the body had seemed to wreck all that. Nobody else in the dale had been
  reported missing. And now, as Manson and his men picked stone after stone away, they looked down at what was obviously the body of a young man, complete with moustache. A young man with unusually
  small hands. But, Banks asked himself, if it isnt Gemma Scupham, then who the hell is it?


  THREE


  Jenny darted into the Eastvale Regional Headquarters at two oclock, just in time for her appointment with Banks. She always seemed to be rushing these days, she
  thought, as if she were a watch a few minutes slow always trying to catch up. She wasnt even really late this time.


  Miss Fuller?


  Jenny walked over to the front desk. Yes?


  Message from Detective Superintendent Gristhorpe, miss. Says hes on his way. You can wait in his office if you wish.


  Jenny frowned. But I thought I was to see Alan  Chief Inspector Banks?


  Hes at the scene.


  What scene?


  It looks like a murder scene. Im sorry I cant say any more, miss. We dont really know anything yet.


  Thats all right, Jenny said. Ill wait.


  Very well. The superintendents office


  I know where it is, thanks.


  Jenny poured herself some coffee from the machine at the bottom of the stairs, then went up to Gristhorpes office. She had been there before, but never alone. It was larger than
  Alans and much better appointed. She had heard that rank determines the level of luxury in policemens offices, but she also knew that the department itself was hardly likely to supply
  such things as the large teak desk, or the matching bookcases that covered one wall. The cream-and-burgundy patterned carpet, perhaps  it was hardly an expensive one, Jenny noticed 
  but not the shaded desk lamp and the books that lined the shelves.


  She glanced over the titles. They were mostly works of criminology and law  the essential Archbolds Criminal Pleading, Evidence & Practice and Glaisters
  Medical Jurisprudence and Toxicology in addition to several other technical and forensic texts  but there were also books on history, fishing, cricket, a few novels and Sir Arthur
  Quiller-Couchs edition of The Oxford Book of English Verse. What surprised Jenny most was the number of mystery paperbacks: about four feet of them, mostly Margery Allingham, Ngaio
  Marsh, Edmund Crispin and Michael Innes.


  Thats just the overflow, a voice said behind her, making her jump. The rest are at home.


  I didnt hear you come in, Jenny said, putting her hand to her chest. You startled me.


  We coppers are a light-footed lot, Gristhorpe said, with a twinkle in his baby-blue eyes. Have to be to catch the villains. Sit down.


  Jenny sat. This murder, I couldnt help thinking . . . Its not . . .?


  No, its not, thank God. Its bad enough, though. We dont know who the victim is yet. I left Alan at the scene. I decided to stick with the Gemma Scupham case and let
  him handle the murder.


  Jenny had never felt entirely at ease with Superintendent Gristhorpe, but she didnt know why. He seemed very much his own man  self-contained, strong, determined  and he
  projected a solid, comforting presence. But something made her feel awkward. Perhaps, she speculated, it was the underlying sense of isolation she sensed, the fortress he seemed to have built
  around his feelings. She knew about his wifes death from cancer several years ago, and guessed that perhaps a part of him had died with her. Susan Gay, she remembered, had said that she also
  felt uncomfortable with him, yet he had a reputation as a kind and compassionate man.


  His physical presence was difficult to ignore, too. He was a big man  bulky, but not fat  with bushy eyebrows and an unruly thatch of grey hair. With his reddish, pockmarked
  complexion and the slightly hooked nose, he was very much the dalesman, she thought, if indeed there was such a creature, weathered and moulded by the landscape.


  I did a bit of preliminary research last night, Jenny began. I can probably give you a capsule version of the paedophile types.


  Gristhorpe nodded. As she spoke, Jenny somehow felt that he probably knew more than she did about the subject. After all, some of his books dealt with criminal psychology and forensic
  psychiatry, and he was reputed to be well read. But she didnt feel he was simply being polite when he let her speak. No, he was listening all right, listening for something he might not have
  come across or thought of himself. Watching her carefully with those deceptively innocent eyes.


  She balanced her black-rimmed reading-glasses on her nose and took her notes out of her briefcase. Basically, there are four types of paedophile, she began. And so far it
  doesnt seem like your couple fits any. The first kind is someone who hasnt really been able to establish satisfactory relationships with his peers. Its the most common type,
  and he only feels sexually comfortable with children. He usually knows his victim, maybe a family friend, or even a relation.


  Gristhorpe nodded. What about age, roughly?


  Average age is about forty.


  Hmm. Go on.


  The second type is someone who seems to develop normally but finds it increasingly difficult to adjust to adult life  work, marriage, et cetera. Feels inadequate, often turns to
  drink. Usually the marriage, if there is one, breaks down. With this type, something sets things in motion. He reaches a kind of breaking-point. Maybe his wife or girlfriend is having an affair,
  intensifying his feelings of inadequacy. This kind doesnt usually know his victim. It may be someone he sees passing by in a car or something. Again, not much like the situation you
  described at Brenda Scuphams.


  No, agreed Gristhorpe. But weve got to keep an open mind at this point.


  And I think we can dismiss the third type, too, Jenny went on. This is someone who generally had his formative sexual experiences with young boys in an institution of some
  kind.


  Ah, said Gristhorpe. Public school?


  Jenny looked up at him and smiled. I suppose that would qualify. She turned back to her notes. Anyway, this type is generally a homosexual paedophile, the type that cruises
  the streets for victims or uses male prostitutes.


  And the last?


  The wild card, Jenny said. The psychopathic paedophile. Its hard to pin this type down. Hes in search of new sexual thrills, and pain and fear are generally
  involved. Hell hurt his victims, introduce sharp objects into the sexual organs, that kind of thing. The more aggressive he gets, the more excited he becomes. A person like this usually has
  a history of antisocial behaviour.


  Gristhorpe held the bridge of his nose and grunted.


  Im sorry I cant really be of any more help yet, Jenny said, but Im working on it. The really odd thing, as I told Alan, is that there were two of them,
  a man and a woman. I want to look a bit further into that aspect.


  Gristhorpe nodded, Go ahead. And please dont underestimate your usefulness.


  Jenny smiled at him and shuffled her notes back into the briefcase.


  This stuff the newspapers were on about, Gristhorpe went on, organized gangs of paedophiles, what do you think of that?


  Jenny shook her head. It doesnt figure. Paedophiles are like other sexual deviants, essentially loners, solo operators. And most of the allegations of ritual abuse turned out to be
  social workers fantasies. Of course, when you get abuse in families, people close ranks. They might look like organized gangs, but theyre not really. Paedophiles simply arent
  the types to form clubs, except . . .


  Except what?


  I was thinking of kiddie porn, child prostitution and the like. Its around, it happens, theres no denying it, and that takes a bit of organization.


  Videos, magazines?


  Yes. Even snuff films.


  Were doing our best, Gristhorpe said. Ive been in touch with the paedophile squad. Those rings are hard to penetrate, but if anything concerning Gemma turns
  up, believe me, well know about it.


  Jenny stood up. Ill do a bit more research.


  Thanks. Gristhorpe walked over to open the door for her.


  Jenny dashed back to her car, got in and turned her key in the ignition. Suddenly, she paused. She couldnt remember where she was supposed to go or why she was in such a hurry. She
  checked her appointment book and then racked her brains to see if she had forgotten anything. No. The truth was, she had nowhere to go and no reason at all to hurry.


  FOUR


  Banks breathed deeply, grateful for the fresh air outside the flue. Claustrophobia was bad enough, but what he had just seen made it even worse.


  After Gristhorpe had gone to meet Jenny, the SOCOs had slowly and carefully removed all the stones from the body of a man in his mid- to late-twenties. When they had finished, Dr Glendenning
  bent forward to see what he could find out. First, he opened the bomber jacket and cursed when he had to stop the tangle of greyish intestines from spilling out of the mans shirt. A couple
  more flies finally gave up the ghost and crawled out from under the tubing and took off indignantly. The wind moaned down the flue. Quickly, Banks had searched the dead mans pockets: all
  empty.


  Banks lit a cigarette; fresh air wasnt enough to get the taste of the flue and of death out of his mouth. The smell was difficult to pin down. Sickly, sweet, with a slight metallic edge,
  it always seemed to linger around him like an aura for days after attending the scene of a murder.


  Glendenning had been crouched in the flue alone for over half an hour now, and the SOCOs were still going over the ground inside the taped-off area: every blade of grass, every stone.


  Banks wandered into the smelting mill and looked at the ruins of the furnace and the ore hearth while he waited, trying to put the first shocking glimpse of those spilled intestines out of his
  mind. He had seen the same thing once before, back in London, and it wasnt something even the most hardened policeman forgot easily. He stared at the dullish brown patch in the corner,
  marked off by the SOCOs as blood. The murder, they said, had probably taken place in the mill.


  At last, Glendenning emerged from the flue, red in the face. He stood upright and dusted his jacket where it had come into contact with the stones. A cigarette dangled from his mouth.


  I suppose you want to know it all right away, dont you? he said to Banks, sitting on a boulder outside the smelting mill. Time of death, cause of death, what he had
  for breakfast?


  Banks grinned. As much as you can tell me.


  Aye, well, that might be a bit more than usual in this case. Given the temperature, Id say rigor mortis went basically according to the norm. It was just after two oclock
  when I got the chance to have a really good look at him. Allowing, say, two or three hours for rigor to start, then about ten or twelve to spread, Id say he was killed sometime after dark
  last night, but not much later than ten oclock. His body temperature confirms it, too. Is that good enough for you?


  Banks said it was, thank you very much, doctor, and mentioned the blood in the smelting mill.


  Youre probably right about that, Glendenning said. Ill check post-mortem lividity later when I get him on the table, but as far as I could tell there was no
  blood around the body, and there would be, given a wound like that.


  What about cause of death?


  Thats not difficult. Looks like he was gutted. You saw that for yourself. Glendenning lit a new cigarette from the stub of his old one. Its an especially
  vicious crime, he went on. In the first place, to do something like that you have to get very close.


  Would it take a lot of strength?


  Aye, a fair bit to drag the knife up when its stuck so deeply in. But not a superman. Given a sharp enough knife. What are you getting at? Man or woman?


  Something like that.


  You know how I hate guesswork, laddie, but Id go for a moderately strong man or an exceptionally strong woman.


  Thanks. First well check all the female bodybuilders in Yorkshire. Left-handed or right?


  I should be able to tell you later when I get a good look at the entry point and the direction of the slit.


  What about the weapon?


  Again, youll have to wait. All I can say now is it looks like a typical upthrust knife wound. Have you made arrangements for the removal?


  Banks nodded.


  Good. Ill get to it as soon as I can. Glendenning stood up and headed down the track to his car. Banks looked at his watch: almost three oclock and he hadnt
  had lunch yet. Maybe an hour or so more up here and hed be able to leave the scene for a local constable to guard. He called Vic Manson over.


  Any sign of the murder weapon?


  Not so far. I dont think its around here. The lads have almost finished the third grid search, and theyd have found it by now.


  Banks walked back over to the smelting mill and leaned against the wall watching the men examine the scree outside the flue entrance. An especially vicious crime, Dr Glendenning
  had said. Indeed it was. It was hard to believe, thought Banks, that in such beautiful countryside on such a fine autumn evening, one human being had got so close to another that he could watch,
  and perhaps even savour, the look in his victims eyes as he thrust a sharp knife in his groin and slowly dragged it up through the stomach to the chest.


  FIVE


  Brenda Scupham lay alone in bed that night. Les was out at the pub. Not that she really cared. These days he was practically worse than useless. He mostly kept out of her
  way, and that suited her fine. The only thing was, she didnt really want to be alone tonight. A nice warm body to love her and hold her would help take her mind off the bad things she
  couldnt seem to stop herself from feeling.


  She hadnt wanted Gemma, it was true. But things like that happened. She had done her best. At first, there always seemed to be so much to do: changing nappies, feeding, scraping and
  saving for new clothes. And the sleepless nights she had listened to Gemma cry from her cot, leaving her till she cried herself to sleep because her own mother had said you shouldnt make a
  habit of being at a babys beck and call. Well, she should know all about that, Brenda thought.


  Even as she got older, Gemma had got in the way, too. Every time Brenda had a man over, she had to explain the child. Nobody stayed with her when they found out she had a kid. One night was the
  best she could expect from most, then a hasty exit, usually well before dawn, and Gemma there wailing away.


  Brenda understood women who had beaten or killed their children. It happened all the time. They could drive you to that. One night, she remembered with shame, she had wrapped three-month-old
  Gemma in blankets and left her on the steps of the Catholic church. She hadnt been home five minutes before guilt sent her racing back to reclaim the bundle. Luckily, nobody else had got
  there first.


  But no matter what those policemen tried to say, she had never abused Gemma. Some mothers sat their children on the elements of electric cookers, poured boiling water on them, locked them in the
  cellar without food or drink until they died of dehydration. Brenda would never have done anything like that. She put up with Gemma and took her pleasure when she could. True, she had left the
  child alone for visits to the pub. But nothing had ever happened to her. Also true, she never had much time to spend with her, what with the odd bit of waitressing she did on the sly to eke out her
  social. Meals had occasionally been forgotten, old clothes left unwashed too long. Gemma herself, like most kids, was not overfond of bath-time, and she had never complained about going without a
  bath for a couple of weeks.


  What upset Brenda most as she lay there alone in the dark was accepting that she had never really liked her child. Oh, she had got used to her, all right, but there was something
  secretive and isolated about Gemma, something alien that Brenda felt she could never reach. And there was something creepy about the way she skulked around the place. Many a time Brenda had felt
  Gemmas accusing, woebegone eyes on her. Even now, alone in the dark, she could feel Gemmas eyes looking at her in that way. Still, you didnt choose your child, no more
  than she chose to be born. She wasnt made to order.


  But now Gemma was gone, Brenda felt guilty for feeling relieved when Miss Peterson and Mr Brown took her away. Why did it have to be so complicated? Why couldnt they have been real social
  workers like they said they were? Then she wouldnt have to feel so guilty for being relieved. Now she couldnt even bear to think about what they might have done to Gemma. She
  shivered. Gemma must be dead. Brenda only hoped it had happened quickly and painlessly and that soon the police would find out everything and leave her alone to get her grieving done.


  Again she replayed what she could remember of the social workers visit. Maybe she had been a fool for believing them, but they had looked so real, and they had been so
  convincing. She knew she had neglected Gemma and that she was wrong to do so, however much she couldnt help herself. She knew she was guilty, especially after what happened the week before.
  But they surely couldnt have known about that? No, they were right. She had to let them take the child. She found herself hoping, after the door closed, that they would decide to keep her or
  find her a good home. It would be best for everyone that way.


  And then there was Les. She remembered defending him to the police that morning, saying he wasnt much but he was better than nothing. She wasnt even sure that was true any longer.
  Mostly, shed been thinking of sex. He used to do it three, four times a night, if he hadnt had a skinful of ale, and she couldnt get enough of him. He had made her laugh, too.
  But lately all the passion had gone. It happened, she knew, and you became nothing more than a maid, your home no more than a hotel room.


  She turned on her side and put her hand between her legs, then began gently stroking herself with her fingers. It would help her forget, she thought, rubbing harder. Forget her foolishness,
  forget her guilt, forget Gemma. Gemma, precious stone, name stolen from an old school-friend whose serene beauty she had always envied.


  Just before the climax flooded her, an image of Gemma going out of the door with Mr Brown and Miss Peterson appeared in her minds eye. As she came, it receded, like someone waving goodbye
  from a train window.


  
    
  


  4


  ONE


  At ten past eleven on Saturday morning, Banks stood at his office window, coffee in hand, and looked down on the market square. It was another beautiful day 
  the fifth in a row  with a pale-blue sky and high wispy clouds. It was also four days since Gemma Scuphams abduction.


  Down in the cobbled square, the market was in full swing. Tourists and locals browsed the stalls, where vendors dealt in everything from clothes and used books to car accessories and small
  electrical gadgets. As Banks watched them unload new stock from the vans, he speculated how much of the goods were stolen, fallen off the back of a lorry. Most of the things for sale were
  legitimate, of course  over-production or sub-standard stuff rejected by a companys quality control and sold at slightly above cost  but a busy market was an ideal place for
  getting rid of hot property.


  There would be nothing from the Fletchers warehouse job, though; televisions and stereos attracted too much attention at outdoor markets. Mostly, they would be sold by word of mouth,
  through pubs and video retailers.


  Banks thought again about how smooth the operation had been. The burglars had cut through a chain-link fence, drugged a guard dog, and disabled the alarm system. They had then loaded a van up
  with electrical goods, taken off into the night and never been seen since. It would have taken at least three men, he speculated, and Les Poole was probably one of them. But there were far more
  serious things to think about now. At least Poole was under surveillance, and any step he made out of line would soon come to Bankss attention.


  The traffic along Market Street slowed almost to a standstill as yet more tourists poured into town. Because it was market day, parking was a problem. Drivers would spend an extra half-hour
  cruising around the narrow streets looking for a parking space. It would be a busy day for the traffic police.


  Banks opened the window a couple of inches. He could hear the honking horns and the babble of voices down in the square, and the smell of fresh bread drifted up from the bakery on Market Street,
  mingled with exhaust fumes.


  At their morning conference, Gristhorpe had assigned Banks and DC Susan Gay to the lead-mine murder; Gristhorpe himself, along with DS Richmond, would pursue the Gemma Scupham investigation,
  with Jenny Fuller acting as consultant. With each day that went by, the pressure increased. Parents were scared; they were keeping their children home from school. Ever since Gemma had disappeared,
  police forces county-wide had been knocking on doors and conducting searches of wasteland and out-of-the-way areas. The surprising thing was that nothing had come to light so far. The way it
  seemed, Gemma had disappeared from the face of the earth. Despite his reassignment, Banks knew he would have to keep up to date on the case. He couldnt forget Gemma Scupham that easily.


  For a moment, he found himself wondering if the two cases could be connected in some way. It was rare that two serious crimes should happen in Swainsdale at about the same time. Could it be more
  than mere coincidence? He didnt see how, but it was something worth bearing in mind.


  His first task was to identify the body they had found. Certainly a photograph could be published; clothing labels sometimes helped; then there were medical features  an operation scar,
  birthmark  and dental charts. It would be easy enough to track down such information if the man were local, but practically impossible if he were a stranger to the area. Banks had already
  sent DC Gay to make inquiries in Gratly and Relton, the nearest villages to the mine, but he didnt expect much to come of that. At best, someone might have seen a car heading towards the
  mine.


  A red van had got itself wedged into the junction of Market Street and the square, just in front of the Queens Arms, and irate motorists started honking. The vans owner kept on
  unloading boxes of tights and womens underwear, oblivious to the angry tourists. One man got out and headed towards him.


  Banks turned away from the window and went over the lead-mine scene in his mind. The victim had probably been murdered in the smelting mill, an out-of-the-way place. His pockets had been emptied
  and his body had been hidden in the flue, which few people ever entered due to the danger of falling stones. Safe to assume, Banks thought, that the killer didnt want the body found for a
  while. That made sense, as most leads in an investigation occur in the first twenty-four hours. But the body had been found much sooner than the killer expected, and that might just give
  Banks an edge.


  Just as Banks was about to leave his office in search of more coffee, the phone rang. It was Vic Manson from the forensic lab near Wetherby.


  Youve been quick, Banks said. What have you got?


  Lucky. You want to know who he is?


  Youre sure?


  Uh-huh. Id like to claim brilliant deduction, but it was routine.


  Fingerprints? Banks guessed. It was the first thing they would check, and while most peoples prints werent on file anywhere, a lot were. Another break.


  Got it. Seems he did a stretch in Armley Jail. Tried to con an old lady out of her lifes savings, but she turned out to be smarter than him. Names Carl Johnson. Hes
  from Bradford, but hes been living in your neck of the woods for a year or so. Flat 6, 59 Calvin Street.


  Banks knew the street. It was in the north-eastern part of Eastvale, where a few of the large old houses had been converted into cheap flats.


  You can get your man to pull his file from the computer, Manson said.


  Thanks, Vic. Ill do that. Keep at it.


  Have I any bloody choice? Were snowed under. Anyway, Ill get back to you as soon as we find out any more.


  Banks hurried over to Richmonds office. Richmond sat over his keyboard, tapping away, and Banks waited until he reached a point when he could pause. Then he explained what Vic Manson had
  said.


  No problem, said Richmond. Just let me finish entering this report in the database and Ill get you a printout.


  Thanks, Phil.


  Banks grabbed a coffee and went back to his office to wait. The market square was teeming with people now, lingering at stalls, feeling the goods, listening to the vendors pitches,
  watching the man who juggled plates as if he were a circus performer.


  Carl Johnson. The name didnt ring a bell. If he had been in London, Banks would have got out on the street to question informers and meet with undercover officers. Someone would have
  heard a whisper, a boast, a rumour. But in Eastvale no real criminal underbelly existed. And he certainly knew of no one capable of killing in the way Carl Johnson had been killed. There were
  low-lifes like Les Poole, of course, but Poole was a coward at heart, and whatever he was, he wasnt a murderer. Still, it might be worth mentioning Johnsons name to him, just to see
  the reaction.


  Had the killer not known about Johnsons record, that he would be easy to identify? Certainly whoever it was had gone to great lengths to hide the body, but he hadnt tried to
  destroy the fingerprints, as some killers did. Perhaps he was squeamish  unlikely, given the way hed killed Johnson  or he was careless. Careless or cocky. Whatever the reason,
  Banks at least had something to go on: Flat 6, 59 Calvin Street. That was the place to start.


  TWO


  If Gristhorpe had expected inverted crosses, black candles, pentagrams and ceremonial robes, he couldnt have been more mistaken. Melville Westmans Helmthorpe
  cottage was as ordinary as could be: teal wallpaper with white curlicue patterns, beige three-piece suite, television, music centre. Sunlight poured through the windows past the white lace curtains
  and gave the place a bright, airy feel. The only clues to Westmans interests were to be found in the bookcase: Eliphas Levis Le Dogme et le Rituel de la Haute Magie,
  Mathers translation of The Key of Solomon, Crowleys Magick in Theory and Practice, Malleus Maleficarum and a few other books on astrology, cabbala, the tarot, witchcraft
  and ritual magic. In addition, a sampler over the fireplace bore the motto, Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the law in the same kind of embroidery one would expect to find
  such ancient saws as, A house is built of bricks; a home is built on love.


  Similarly, if Gristhorpe had expected a bedraggled, wild-eyed Charles Manson lookalike, he would have been disappointed. Westman was a dapper, middle-aged man with sparse mousy hair, dressed in
  a grey V-neck pullover over a white shirt, wearing equally grey pants with sharp creases. He was a short, portly man, but he had presence. It was partly in the slightly flared nostrils that gave
  his face a constant expression of arrogant sneering, and partly in the controlled intensity of his cold eyes.


  It took you long enough, he said to Gristhorpe, gesturing towards an armchair.


  Gristhorpe sat down. What do you mean?


  Oh, come on, Superintendent! Lets not play games. The girl, the missing girl. I read about it in the paper.


  Whats that got to do with you?


  Westman sat opposite Gristhorpe and leaned forward in his chair, linking his hands on his lap. Nothing, of course. But you have to ask, dont you?


  And?


  Westman smiled and shook his head slowly. And nothing.


  Mr Westman, Gristhorpe said. In cases like this we have to consider every possibility. If you know anything about the childs disappearance, itd be best if you
  told me.


  I told you. I know nothing. Why should I?


  We both know about your involvement in witchcraft and Satanism. Dont be naive.


  Involvement? Witchcraft? Satanism? Superintendent, just because I practise a different religion from you, dont assume Im some kind of monster. Im not a Satanist, and
  Im not a witch, either. Most people you would call witches are silly dabblers who appropriate the old ways and practices as an excuse for sexual excess. Ex-hippies and New Agers.


  Whatever you call yourself, Gristhorpe said, theres a history of people like you being involved in sacrifice.


  Sacrificial virgins? Really! Again, youre confusing me with the psychopathic Satanists who use the ancient ways as an excuse. People who read too much Aleister Crowley  he
  did exaggerate, you know  and found he appealed to their sick fantasies. You find a few bloody pentagrams daubed on a wall and a bit of gibberish in Latin and you think youre
  dealing with the real thing. Youre not.


  Gristhorpe pointed towards the bookcase. I notice you have a few Aleister Crowley books yourself. Does that make you a psychopathic Satanist?


  Westmans lips curled at the edges like an old sandwich. Crowley has things to teach to those who understand. Do you know the purpose of magic, Superintendent?


  Power, said Gristhorpe.


  Westman sniffed. Typical. It comes from the same root as magi, wise man. The purpose of the Great Work is to become God, and you dismiss it as mere human
  hunger for power.


  Gristhorpe sighed and tried to hold onto his temper. The mans sanctimonious tone was grating on his nerves. Mr Westman, I dont really give a damn what illusions you cling
  to. Thats not the purpose


  Illusions! Superintendent, believe me, the work of the magician is far from an illusion. Its a matter of will, courage, intense study of


  I dont want a lecture, Mr Westman. I know enough about the subject already. I know, for example, that sacrifice is important because you regard living creatures as storehouses of
  energy. When you kill them, when you spill their blood, you release this energy and concentrate it. I also know its as much a matter of blood-lust, of murderous frenzy, as it is of any
  practical purpose. The incense, incantations, and finally the gushing of blood. Its orgasmic, a sexual kick.


  Westman waved his hand. I can see you know nothing, Superintendent. Again, youre talking about the deviants, the charlatans.


  And, Gristhorpe went on, a human sacrifice is the most effective of all, gives you the biggest kick. Especially the sacrifice of a pure child.


  Westman pursed his lips and put his forefinger to them. He stared at Gristhorpe for a few moments, then shrugged and sat back in the chair. Human sacrifice is rare in true magic,
  he said. Its difficult enough for those who practise such arts to simply exist in such a narrow-minded world as the one we inhabit; we are hardly likely to make things worse by
  kidnapping children and slaughtering them.


  So you know nothing at all about Gemma Scupham?


  Only what I read in the newspapers. And though I expected a visit, given my notoriety, as far as I can gather, I bear no resemblance to either of the suspects.


  True, but that doesnt mean youre not associated with them in some way. A lot of people dont do their own dirty work.


  Insults, is it now? Well, maybe youre right. Maybe I prepared a couple of zombies to do the job. Do you remember the Rochdale scandal, Superintendent? Ten children were taken from
  their parents and put into care by child-workers who believed a few wild tales about ritualistic, satanic abuse. And what happened? They were sent home. There was no evidence. Children have
  overactive imaginations. If some six-year-old tells you hes eaten a cat, the odds are it was a chocolate one, or some kind of animal-shaped breakfast cereal.


  I know about the Rochdale affair, Gristhorpe said, and about what happened in Nottingham. It didnt come out at the trial, but we found out later there was
  ritual abuse involved. These kids were tortured, starved, humiliated and used as sex objects.


  But they werent sacrificed to the devil, or any such nonsense. All these tales about organized satanic abuse were discredited. Most such abuse takes place in extended families,
  between family members.


  Thats not the issue. Gristhorpe leaned forward. Gemma Scupham was abducted from her home and we cant find hide nor hair of her. If shed been killed and
  dumped somewhere in the dale, wed most likely have found her by now. We havent. What does that imply to you?


  I dont know. Youre supposed to be the detective. You tell me.


  One of two things. Either shes dead and her body has been very well hidden, perhaps somewhere other than Swainsdale, or someone is keeping her alive somewhere, maybe for a part
  shes due to play in some ritual. Thats why Im here talking to you. And, believe me, Id rather be elsewhere.


  I applaud your deductive abilities, Superintendent, but youd be making better use of your time if you were somewhere else. I know nothing.


  Gristhorpe looked around the room. What if I were to arrange for a search warrant?


  Westman stood up. You dont need to do that. Be my guest.


  Gristhorpe did. It was a small cottage, and it didnt take him long. Upstairs was a bedroom and an office, where a computer hummed on a messy desk and a printer pushed out sheets of
  paper.


  Im a systems consultant, Westman said. It means I get to do most of my work at home. It also means I have to work weekends sometimes, too.


  Gristhorpe nodded. They went downstairs and looked at the kitchen, then into the cellar, a dark, chill place with whitewashed walls, mostly used for storing coal and the various bits and pieces
  of an old Vincent motorcycle.


  A hobby, Westman explained. Are you satisfied now?


  They climbed back up to the living room. Do you know of anyone who might be involved? Gristhorpe asked. For any reason?


  Westman raised his eyebrows. Asking for help now, are you? Id be happy to oblige, but I told you, Ive no idea. I do not, have not, and never will sacrifice children, or any
  other human beings for that matter. I told you, Im not a dabbler. It would take too long to explain to you about my beliefs, and youd probably be too prejudiced to understand anyway.
  Its certainly not tabloid Satanism.


  But you must know people who do know about these things. These dabblers you mentioned  these Satanists, thrill-seekers  any of them around these parts?


  Not that I know of. There are a couple of witches covens, but theyre pretty tame, and you probably know about them, anyway. Amateurs. Youd never find them sacrificing
  a fly, let alone a child. Their get-togethers are a bit like a church social. No, Superintendent, I think youre on the wrong track.


  Gristhorpe stood up. Maybe, Mr Westman, but I like to keep an open mind. Dont trouble yourself, Ill see myself out.


  In the street, Gristhorpe breathed in the fresh air. He didnt know why he felt such distaste for Westman and his kind. After all, he had read a fair bit about the black arts and he knew
  there was nothing necessarily evil about an interest in magic. Perhaps it was his Methodist background. He had given up going to chapel years ago, but there was still an innate sense that
  such desire for Godlike power, whether mumbo-jumbo or not, was a sacrilege, a blasphemy against reason and common sense as much as against God.


  The limestone face of Crow Scar towered over the village to the north. Today it was bright in the autumn sun, and the higher pastures were already turning pale brown. The dry-stone walls that
  criss-crossed the daleside shone like the ribs and vertebrae of a giant poking through the earth.


  Gristhorpe walked along High Street, busy with tourists window-shopping for walking gear and local crafts, or ramblers sitting at the wooden picnic-tables outside the Dog and Gun and the Hare
  and Hounds, sipping pints of Theakstons and nibbling at sandwiches. It was tempting to join them, but Gristhorpe decided to wait until he got back to Eastvale before eating a late lunch.


  He turned at the fork and headed for the Helmthorpe station. It was a converted terrace house, built of local greyish limestone, and was staffed by a sergeant and two constables. Constable
  Weaver sat pecking away at an old manual typewriter when Gristhorpe entered. Gristhorpe remembered him from the Steadman case, the first murder theyd had in Helmthorpe in a hundred
  years.


  Weaver looked up, blushed and walked over. I cant seem to get used to the computer, sir, he said. Keep giving the wrong commands.


  Gristhorpe smiled. I know what you mean. I cant help but feel like an incompetent idiot when I have to deal with the things. Still, they have their uses. Look, lad, do you know
  Melville Westman?


  Yes.


  Anything on him? Im not asking for anything that might be on record, you understand, just rumours, suspicions?


  Weaver shook his head. Not really, sir. I mean, we know hes one of those black magicians, but hes not stepped out of line in any real way. Cant say I believe in it
  myself, curses and whatnot.


  What about the sheep?


  Aye, well, we suspected him, all right  still do, for that matter  but there was nowt we could prove. Why, sir?


  It might be nothing, but Id like you to keep a discreet eye on him, if you can. And keep your ears open for gossip.


  Is this about the young lass, sir?


  Yes. But for Christs sake dont spread it around.


  Weaver looked hurt. Of course not, sir.


  Good. Let me know if you see or hear anything out of the ordinary, and try not to let him know youre watching. Hes a canny bugger, that one is.


  Yes, sir.


  Gristhorpe walked outside and headed for his car. Westman was probably telling the truth, he thought, but there had been so many revelations about the links between child abuse and satanic
  rituals in the past few years that he had to check out the possibility. It couldnt happen here, everyone said. But it did. His stomach rumbled. Definitely time to head back to Eastvale.


  THREE


  Banks believed you could tell a lot about people from their homes. It wasnt infallible. For example, a normally fastidious person might let things go under
  pressure. On the whole, though, it had always worked well for him.


  When he stood in the tiny living room of Flat 6, 59 Calvin Street and tried to figure out Carl Johnson, he found very little to go on. First, he sniffed the air: stale, dusty, with an underlying
  hint of rotting vegetables. It was just what one would expect of a place unoccupied for a couple of days. Then he listened. He didnt expect to hear ghosts or echoes of the dead mans
  thoughts, but homes had their voices, too, that sometimes whispered of past evils or remembered laughter. Nothing. His immediate impression was of a temporary resting-place, somewhere to eat and
  sleep. What furniture there was looked second-hand, OXFAM or jumble-sale stuff. The carpet was worn so thin he could hardly make out its pattern. There were no photos or prints on the cream-painted
  walls; nor was there any evidence of books, not even a tattered bestseller.


  The kitchen was simply a curtained-off portion of the room, with a hotplate, toaster and a little storage space. Banks found a couple of dirty pans and plates in the sink. The cupboards offered
  nothing more than tea bags, instant coffee, sugar, margarine and a few cans of baked beans. There was no refrigerator, and a curdled bottle of milk stood by the sink next to some mouldy white bread
  and three cans of McEwans lager.


  The bedroom, painted the same drab cream as the living room, was furnished with a single bed, the covers in disarray, pillow greasy and stained with sweat or hair-cream. Discarded clothes lay in
  an untidy heap on the floor. The dresser held socks and underwear, and apart from a couple of checked shirts, sneakers, one pair of Hush Puppies, jeans and a blouson jacket, there was little else
  in the wardrobe. Banks could spot no evidence of Johnson having shared his flat or bed with anyone.


  Banks had never seen a place that told so little about its occupier. Of course, that in itself indicated a number of things: Johnson clearly didnt care about a neat, clean, permanent
  home; he wasnt sentimental about possessions or interested in art and literature. But these were all negatives. What did he care about? There was no indication. He didnt even
  seem to own a television or a radio. What did a man do, coming home to such surroundings? What did he think about as he sat in the creaky winged armchair with the threadbare arms and guzzled his
  baked beans on toast? Did he spend every evening out? At the pub? With a girlfriend?


  From what Banks knew of his criminal record, Carl Johnson was thirty years old and, after a bit of trouble over Paki-bashing and soccer hooliganism in Bradford as a lad, he had
  spent three years of his adult life in prison for attempted fraud. It wasnt a distinguished life, and it seemed to have left nothing of distinction to posterity.


  Banks felt oppressed by the place. He levered open a window and let some fresh air in. He could hear a baby crying in a room across the street.


  Next, he had to do a more thorough search. He had found no letters, no passport, no bills, not even a birth certificate. Surely nobody could live a life so free of bureaucracy in this day and
  age? Banks searched under the sofa cushions, under the mattress, over the tops of the doors, deep in the back of the kitchen and bedroom cupboards. Nothing. There arent many hiding places in
  a flat, as he had discovered in his days on the drug squad, and most of them are well known to the police.


  Carl Johnsons flat was no exception. Banks found the thick legal-sized envelope taped to the underside of the cistern lid  a fairly obvious place  and took it into the front
  room. He had been careful to handle only the edges. Now he placed it on the card table by the window and slit a corner with his penknife to see what was inside. Twenty-pound notes. A lot of them,
  by the looks of it. Using the knife, he tried to peel each one at a time back and add it up. It was too awkward, and he kept losing his place. Patience. He took an evidence bag from his pocket,
  dropped the money in and took one last look around the room.


  The whole place had a smell of petty greed about it, but petty criminals of Johnsons kind didnt usually end up gutted like a fish in old lead mines. What was different about
  Johnson? What had he been up to? Blackmail? Banks could read nothing more from the flat, so he locked up and left.


  Across the hallway, he noticed a head peeping out of Flat 4 and walked over. The head retreated and its owner tried to close the door, but Banks got a foot in.


  I didnt see anything, honest, mister, the woman said. She was about twenty-five, with straight red hair and a pasty, freckled complexion.


  What do you mean?


  I didnt see you. You werent here. Ive got nothing. Please


  Banks took out his warrant card. The woman put her hand to her heart. Thank God, she said. You just never know what might happen these days, the things you read in the
  papers.


  True, Banks agreed. Why were you watching?


  I heard you in there, thats all. Its been quiet for a while.


  How long?


  Im not sure. Two or three days, anyway.


  Do you know Carl Johnson? Johnsons identity hadnt been revealed in the press yet, so the woman couldnt know he was dead.


  No, I wouldnt say I knew him. We chatted on the stairs now and then if we bumped into each other. He seemed a pleasant enough type, always a smile and a hello. What are you after,
  anyway? What were you doing in there? Has he done a moonlight flit?


  Something like that.


  He didnt look like a criminal type to me. She hugged herself and shuddered. You just cant tell, can you?


  What did you talk about, when you met on the stairs?


  Oh, this and that. How expensive things are getting, the weather . . . you know, just ordinary stuff.


  Did you ever meet any of his friends?


  No. I dont really think he had any. He was a bit of a loner. I did hear voices a couple of times, but thats all.


  When? Recently?


  Last couple of weeks, anyway.


  How many people do you think were talking?


  Only two, Id say.


  Could you describe the other voice?


  Im sorry, I wasnt really listening. I mean, its muffled anyway, you couldnt actually hear what anyone was saying. And I had the telly on. I could only hear
  them in the quiet bits.


  Was it a man?


  Oh, yes, it was another man. Im certain about that. At least, he had a sort of deep voice.


  Thank you, Mrs . . .?


  Gerrard. Miss.


  Thank you, Miss Gerrard. Do you know if Mr Johnson owned a car?


  I dont think he did. I never saw him in one, anyway.


  Do you have any idea what he did for a living?


  She looked away. Well, he . . .


  Look, Miss Gerrard, I dont care if he was cheating on the social or the taxman. Thats not what Im interested in.


  She chewed her lower lip a few seconds, then smiled. Well, we all do it a bit, dont we? I suppose even coppers cheat on their income tax, dont they?


  Banks smiled back and put a finger to the side of his nose.


  And an important detective like yourself wouldnt be interested in something as petty as that, would he?


  Banks shook his head.


  Right, she said. I only know because he mentioned the weather once, how nice it was to have outdoor work.


  Outdoor work?


  Yes.


  Like what? Road work, construction?


  Oh, no, he werent no ditch-digger. He was a gardener, Mr Johnson was, had real green fingers.


  It was amazing the skills one could learn in prison these days, Banks thought. Where did he work?


  Like I say, I only know because we got talking about it, how some people are so filthy rich and the rest of us just manage to scrape by. He wasnt no communist, mind you,
  he


  Miss Gerrard, do you know who he worked for?


  Oh, yes. I do go on a bit, dont I? It was Mr Harkness, lives in that nice old house out Fortford way. Paid quite well, Mr Johnson said. But then, he could afford to, couldnt
  he?


  The name rang a bell. There had been a feature about him in the local rag a year or two ago. Adam Harkness, Banks remembered, had come from a local family that had emigrated to South Africa and
  made a fortune in diamonds. Harkness had followed in his fathers footsteps, and after living for a while in Amsterdam had come back to Swainsdale in semi-retirement.


  Thank you, Banks said. Youve been very helpful.


  Have I? She shrugged. Oh well, always a pleasure to oblige.


  Banks walked out into the street and mulled over what he had learned from Miss Gerrard. Johnson had been working for Adam Harkness, probably for cash in hand, no questions asked. That might
  explain the thousand or so pounds in the envelope. On the other hand, surely gardening didnt pay that much? And why did he hide the money? To guard against thieves, perhaps? Having
  sticky fingers himself, Johnson would probably be all too aware of the danger of leaving large sums of money lying around the place. Maybe he didnt have a bank account, was the kind who hid
  his fortune in a mattress or, in this case, under the cistern lid. But it still didnt ring true. Banks looked at his watch. Almost four in the afternoon. Time to pay Adam Harkness a visit
  before dinner.


  FOUR


  Detective Sergeant Philip Richmonds eyes were beginning to ache. He saved his data, then stood up and stretched, rubbing the small of his back. Hed been at
  it for four hours, much too long to sit staring at a screen. Probably get cancer of the eyeballs from all the radiation it emitted. They were all very well, these computers, he mused, but you had
  to be careful not to get carried away with them. These days, though, the more courses he took, the more he learned about computers, the better his chances of promotion were.


  He walked over to the window. Luckily, the new computer room faced the market square, like Bankss office, but the window was tiny, as the place was nothing but a converted storage room
  for cleaners materials. Anyway, the doctor had told him to look away from the screen into the distance occasionally to exercise his eye muscles, so he did.


  Already many of the tourists were walking back to their cars  no doubt jamming up many of Eastvales side streets and collecting a healthy amount in tickets  and some of the
  market stalls were closing.


  Hed knock off soon, and then get himself ready for his date with Rachel Pierce. He had met her last Christmas in Barnard Castle, at the toy shop where she worked, while checking an alibi
  on a murder case, and they had been going steady ever since. There was still no talk of wedding bells, but if things continued going as well as they had been for much longer, Richmond knew he would
  seriously consider tying the knot. He had never met anyone quite as warm and as funny as Rachel before. They even shared a taste for science fiction; they both loved Philip K. Dick and Roger
  Zelazny. Tonight they would go and see that new horror film at the Crown  new for Eastvale, anyway, which was usually a good few months behind the rest of the country. Rachel loved scary
  films, and Richmond loved the way they made her cling to him. He looked at his watch. Barring emergencies, he would be with her in a couple of hours.


  The phone rang.


  Richmond cursed and answered it. The switchboard operator told him it was someone calling for Superintendent Gristhorpe, who was out, so she had put the call through to Richmond.


  Hello? a womans voice came on the line.


  Richmond introduced himself. What can I do for you?


  Well, she said hesitantly, I really wanted the man in charge. I called that temporary number, you know, the one you mentioned in the paper, and the constable there told me
  to call this number if I wanted to talk to Superintendent Gristhorpe.


  Richmond explained the situation. Im sure I can help you, he added. Whats it about?


  All right, she said. The reason Im calling you so late is that Ive only just heard it from the woman who does the cleaning. She does it once a week, you see,
  on Saturday mornings.


  Heard what?


  Theyve gone. Lock, stock and barrel. Both of them. Oh, dont get me wrong, its not as if they arent fully paid up or anything, and I wouldnt say they
  looked exactly like the couple the papers described, but it is funny, isnt it? People dont usually just take off like that without so much as a by-your-leave, not when theyve
  paid cash in advance.


  Richmond held the receiver away from his ear for a moment and frowned. Why didnt this make any sense? Was he going insane? Had the computer radiation finally eaten its way into his
  frontal lobes?


  Where are you calling from? he asked.


  She sounded surprised. Eastvale, of course. My office. Im working late.


  Your name?


  Patricia. Patricia Cummings. But


  One thing at a time. You said your office. What kind of office?


  Im an estate agent. Randall and Palmers, just across the square from the police station. Now


  All right, Richmond said. I know the place. What are you calling about?


  I thought Id made myself perfectly clear, but apparently you need it spelled out.


  Richmond grinned. Yes, please. Spell it out.


  Its about that girl who disappeared, Gemma Scupham. At least it might be. Thats why I wanted to speak to the man in charge. I think I might know something about the couple
  youre looking for, the ones who did it.


  Ill be right over, Richmond said, and hung up. He left a message at the front desk for Gristhorpe and dashed out into the market square.
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