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Dedication

For the Oxford pride

I couldn’t have got through it without you

And for the real Chloe Sargent

A very special person
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Previously . . . in the Fawley files

In The Whole Truth I included a summary of the police characters at the beginning, to help people coming to the series for the first time. So many people got in touch to say they loved it that I’m including one again here. There are a few updates to the old hands, and the first chance to meet the new members of the team.



	Name
	DI Adam Fawley



	Age
	46



	Married?
	Yes, to Alex, 45. She’s a lawyer working in Oxford.



	Children?
	The Fawleys’ ten-year-old son, Jake, took his own life two years ago. They were devastated, and thought they’d never be able to have another child. But against the odds, Alex fell pregnant again, and they now have a precious three-month-old daughter, Lily Rose.



	Personality
	Introspective, observant and intelligent, outwardly resilient, inwardly less so. He doesn’t care that Alex earns more than he does, or that she’s taller than him in high heels. He’s good at lateral thinking and bad at office politics. He’s compassionate and fair-minded, but it’s not all positives: he can be impatient, and he has a short temper. He was brought up in a dreary north London suburb, and he’s adopted, though he only discovered that by accident—to this day his parents have never discussed it.

He doesn’t watch crime on TV (he has enough of it during the day); he listens to Oasis and Bach and Roxy Music (Alex once told him he looks like Bryan Ferry, to which he replied “I wish”); if he had a pet it would be a cat (but he’s never owned one); his favorite wine is Merlot, and his favorite food is Spanish (though he eats far too much pizza); and surprise, surprise, his favorite color is blue.







	Name
	DS Chris Gislingham



	Age
	43



	Married?
	Yes, to Janet



	Children?
	Billy, 2



	Personality
	Chirpy, good-humored, hard-working, decent. And a serious Chelsea fan.

“Always described as ‘sturdy’ and ‘solid,’ and not just because he’s getting a bit chunky round the middle. Every CID team needs a Gislingham, and if you were drowning, he’s the one you’d want on the other end of the rope.”







	Name
	DS Gareth Quinn (recently reinstated)



	Age
	36



	Married?
	A long-standing Lothario, Quinn is now in his first serious relationship.



	Personality
	Cocky, ambitious, good-looking. Fawley describes him as “sharp suit and blunt razor.”

“Quinn took to DS like a dog to water – zero hesitation, maximum splash.”







	Name
	DC Verity Everett



	Age
	34



	Married?
	No. But has a cat (Hector).



	Personality
	Easy-going personally, ruthless professionally. Lacks the confidence she should have in her own abilities (as Fawley is well aware).

“She may look like Miss Marple must have done at thirty-five, but she’s every bit as relentless. Or as Gis always puts it, Ev was definitely a bloodhound in a previous life.”







	Name
	DC Andrew Baxter



	Age
	39



	Married?
	Yes, but no children.



	Personality
	Stolid but dependable. Good with computers so often gets lumbered with that sort of stuff.

“A solid man in a suit that’s a bit too small for him. The buttons on his shirt gape slightly. Balding, a little out of breath. Halfway to high blood pressure.”







	Name
	DC Erica Somer



	Age
	29



	Married?
	In a relationship with a DI in Hampshire Police, Giles Saumarez.



	Personality
	Her surname is an anagram of “Morse”—my nod to Oxford’s greatest detective. In the last book, Erica discovered she had cysts on her ovaries and was sent for an MRI. She also had an argument with another Thames Valley officer which has resulted in a disciplinary process.






	Name
	DC Thomas Hansen



	Age
	25



	Personality
	Just transferred into Fawley’s team, after DC Asante moved sideways into Major Crimes. Previously at Cowley. Shrewd, understated and effective.






	Name
	DC Chloe Sargent



	Age
	24



	Personality
	On secondment with Fawley’s team. She was previously in the PVP (Protecting Vulnerable People) unit. Tough but kind, hard-working and insightful.






	Name
	DC Bradley Carter



	Age
	23



	Personality
	Temporarily covering for DC Somer and determined to make the most of it. Ambitious and out to impress.




The other members of the team are Alan Challow, Nina Mukerjee and Clive Conway, in the CSI department, Colin Boddie, the pathologist, and Bryan Gow, the profiler.




Hope to Die

It’s a perfect night for it. No cloud, and barely any moonlight. Though cold comes with clear skies—they said on the radio it could hit freezing tonight. But he’s done this before and he’s come prepared. The backpack is digging into one shoulder and he hoists it a little higher, then starts off again. His stride is sure, despite the dark: he knows where he’s going—he did the full recce a couple of days ago. All the same, it’s hard slow-going at night, especially with all this kit. But he made allowances for that, and in any case, this game is all about patience. The right time, the right place, the right conditions.

The path is winding up through the woods now, and he feels the earth give like mattress beneath his feet; generations of leaf litter compressed to sponge. There are owls calling to each other, invisible in the thickets above his head, and small animals moving in the undergrowth, and—louder than any of them—the thud of his own heart. When he breaks through the treeline at last he stops on the ridge and inhales deeply on the cold damp air, peppered with woodsmoke from the house in the valley below. There’s nowhere else for miles—the only sign of habitation is a scattering of lights on distant hills, mirroring the constellations. It’s completely silent now, out in the open. Not a wisp of wind, just the earth breathing.

He scans the sky for a moment, then swings down the backpack and crouches next to it, flicking on his torch. He pulls out his mount and night-sight and, his excitement growing, starts to snap them together.




Adam Fawley

21 October

21.15

“So what do you think? I know Ben’s really young to be a godparent, but if it hadn’t been for him—”

I load the last of the supper plates and straighten up. Alex is watching me from the other side of the kitchen. She looks a little apprehensive, though I don’t know why: she can’t really think I’d say no.

“Of course—I think it’s a great idea.”

There’s a photo of Ben and Lily stuck to the fridge behind me; his small face managing to look thrilled and nervous all at once, because he’s never held a baby before and is clearly terrified he’s doing it all wrong. It was Ben—our eleven-year-old nephew—who phoned the ambulance when Alex went into premature labor and there was no one else in the house. Certainly not me. I didn’t even know it was happening. Because I was in the cells at Newbury nick, twelve hours and counting from a rape and murder charge. I’m not about to go into all that again—I’m guessing you know already, and if not, I’m sorry, but I’ve tried damned hard, these last few weeks, to stop obsessing about it. Let’s just say that I have two people to thank for being here right now, stacking my dishwasher rather than slopping out a cell. One of them is my wife; the other is Chris Gislingham. Gis who’s in the dictionary under “dependable”; Gis who doesn’t know it yet but will be needing to get his wedding suit cleaned, because when Lily is christened in a few weeks’ time, he’ll be standing up next to Ben as her other godfather.

And right on cue there’s a crackle on the baby monitor and I can hear the little breathy snuffling noises of my daughter waking up. She’s a miraculously sunny child—hardly ever cries, even when she needs changing. She just gets this bemused look on her little face, as if surely the world isn’t supposed to work that way. The rest of the time she lies there in her cot, smiling up at me and kicking her tiny feet and breaking my heart. She has her mother’s blue-lilac eyes and a soft down of her mother’s dark auburn hair, and even though I’m as biased as the next new dad, when people tell us how beautiful she is I just think, Hell, you’re right, she bloody is. Beautiful, healthy and, more than anything, here. Against all the odds, after losing Jake, when we thought our last chance was gone—

“I’ll go,” says Alex. “She’s probably just hungry.”

Which is mother code for “so you wouldn’t be much use anyway.” She touches my arm gently as she goes past and I catch a drift of her scent. Shampoo and baby milk and the butter-biscuit smell of her skin. In the last few months of her pregnancy Alex looked haunted, like someone locked on the brink of terror. But that last day, the day Lily was born, something changed. She found herself again. Perhaps it was the hormones, perhaps it was the adrenaline; who knows. Alex has never been able to explain it. But it was the old Alex who worked out where the evidence against me had come from, and made sure, even as they were lifting her into the ambulance, that a message got through to Gis. The old Alex I have always loved, the old Alex who laughed and was spontaneous and stood up to people and could out-think pretty much everyone I know, including me. I didn’t realize it until much, much later, but a daughter wasn’t the only gift I was given that day; I got my wife back too.

* * *

Transcript 999 emergency call

21.10.2018 21:52:08



	Operator 1:
	Emergency, which service do you require?



	Caller:
	Police, please.



	Operator 1:
	Connecting you.



	 
	[Ringing tone]



	Operator 2:
	Go ahead, caller.



	Caller:
	I’m at Wytham [INAUDIBLE 00.09] may be in trouble.



	Operator 2:
	I’m sorry, I didn’t catch all of that—can you repeat?



	Caller:
	It’s that big house on Ock Lane [INAUDIBLE 00.12] heard something.



	Operator 2:
	You’re at Ock Lane, Wytham?



	Caller:
	Well, not exactly—the thing is [INAUDIBLE 00.15] definitely sounded like it.



	Operator 2:
	You’re breaking up, sir—



	Caller:
	My phone’s about to die [INAUDIBLE 00.17]



	Operator 2:
	You want the police to attend—Ock Lane, Wytham?



	Caller:
	Yes, yes—



	 
	[Dial tone]



	Operator 2:
	Hello? Hello?




* * *

“According to Google, this is the place.”

PC Puttergill pulls on the handbrake and the two of them peer out of the window. It may have “Manor” in its name but it’s actually just a farmhouse, though to be fair, a pretty hefty one—a gravel drive, a five-bar gate and an old mud-spattered SUV parked outside an open barn. It looks quiet, private and a little run-down, as a certain type of old-money home so often does. What it certainly doesn’t look like is a place where bad things happen.

“What did the control room say again?”

Puttergill makes a face. “Not much, Sarge. The line was bad and they couldn’t hear half what he was saying. When they tried to call back it just went to voicemail.”

“And who lives here, do we know?”

“Couple called Swann. Pensioners. They aren’t answering the phone either. Though they should be expecting us—the station left a message.”

Sergeant Barnetson gives a heavy sigh, then reaches into the back seat for his cap.

“OK,” he says, his hand on the door handle, “let’s get on with it.”

They trudge up the drive, the gravel crunching beneath their feet, puffing white in the cold air. They can almost feel the temperature dropping; there’ll be ice on that SUV by morning.

The front door has a wrought-iron carriage lamp and a fake-old bell you pull like a lavatory chain. Barnetson makes a face; it’ll be bloody horse brasses next.

They hear the bell ringing deep in the house, but despite the light in one of the upstairs windows there are no signs of life. Puttergill starts stamping to keep warm. Barnetson rings again, waits; still nothing. He takes a couple of steps back and looks up at the first floor, then gestures to Puttergill.

“Can you try round the back? I’ll wait here.”

It’s so quiet he can hear Puttergill’s feet all the way along the side of the house. A distant knock, a “Hello, anyone in?,” a pause. And then, suddenly, the sound of running and Puttergill appearing round the corner and slithering to a halt in a spatter of gravel.

“I think there’s someone in there, Sarge—on the floor—it’s too dark to see much but I reckon they could be injured—”

Barnetson strides up to the door but even as he stretches out to knock there’s a crunch of bolts being drawn back and the door swings open. The man on the step is late sixties or early seventies, slightly stooped, an angular and bony face. He’s wearing the sort of threadbare cardigan that keeps for thirty years if you look after it, as he evidently has. He doesn’t look like someone bad things happen to, either. In fact, as Barnetson is already concluding, Puttergill must have got the wrong end of the stick: no one with a casualty in their kitchen could possibly look as composed as this.

“Yes?”

His vowels are more clipped than his hedge.

“Mr. Swann, is it?”

The man frowns. “Yes?”

“Sergeant Barnetson, PC Puttergill, Thames Valley Police. We had a call from a member of the public. They thought you might be in need of assistance.”

There’s something on the man’s face now. Irritation? Surprise? His glance flickers away. He doesn’t, Barnetson notes, ask them what the caller said or why they thought something was wrong. “I think,” he says heavily, “you’d better come in.”

He heads off into the house and the two officers exchange a glance. There’s something, obviously, but clearly nothing that drastic, and certainly not a corpse. So, what? Break-in? Some sort of minor domestic?

The hall is paved with quarry tiles. There’s a rack of wellington boots, hooks with waxed jackets and tweed caps, a line of musty watercolors running along the wall, most of them hanging askew. Somewhere upstairs a loo is flushing. Barnetson glances back at Puttergill, who shrugs and makes a mental note to suggest a tea-stop at the garage on the bypass on the way back: it’s not much warmer inside than it was out.

“It’s in here,” says Swann, gesturing forward. They round the corner after him, two steps down and into the kitchen.

Thirty seconds later Puttergill is stumbling blindly out of the back door and throwing up what remains of his lunch over the crazy paving.

* * *

“So they think it went well?”

Everett tries to catch Somer’s eye, but she’s just staring at her hands.

The ward around them whirrs with hospital white noise. Bright nurse voices, rattling trolleys, the swish of curtains on metal rails.

“Erica?”

Somer looks up and takes a heavy breath. “As far as I know.”

“But they caught it really early, right? That’s what they said—before—when—”

Before, when Somer was told she had a malignant tumor on one of her ovaries. She makes no answer to Ev’s question, leaving all the others festering in the air, unasked.

Somer starts to fiddle distractedly with the plastic bracelet round her wrist. Her mouth is trembling with the effort not to cry.

Ev reaches for her hand. “What about your mum and dad? Have they been in?”

Somer bites her lip and shakes her head. “I can’t face seeing them. It’s bad enough—”

The sentence dies. Ev suspected as much. And she gets it—the last thing Somer needs right now is a deluge of parental sympathy, however kindly meant. But Somer has a sister too—and a boyfriend. Where are they?

Somer glances up, reading her mind.

“Kath’s in Washington.”

There’s a silence. A silence filled with Giles.

Giles who loves Somer; Giles who for some reason was being shut out, even before Somer’s diagnosis. Ev doesn’t understand it. She didn’t then and she doesn’t now.

She sighs. “I’m sorry, but I have to ask. Why don’t you call Giles? He doesn’t even know you’re here, does he?”

The tears spill over now, but Somer makes no move to brush them away.

Ev feels bad even sparing a thought for him—Somer’s situation is so much worse. And it’s not just this—there’s a looming disciplinary process at work that’s been put on hold for the time being but isn’t going to go away. Giles deserves some pity all the same, though: the poor bastard must be wondering what he did wrong.

She gathers her courage and opens her mouth to say something.

But at that exact moment there’s a ping from her phone.

* * *

The kitchen is filling up with people now as the CSI team start to arrive, led by Alan Challow, dragged from his Sunday-night TV supper and evidently none too pleased about it.

“Mindhunter,” he says, though no one actually asked. “Funnily enough, it’s the first time I’ve ever seen a fatality like this one done properly,” he says, nodding toward the corpse. “Most of those TV people just don’t have the balls.”

Nina Mukerjee glances across from the other side of the kitchen table, where she’s unpacking her forensic kit. “Well, can you blame them? I mean—look at him.”

Because it’s not balls this victim is missing. He’s on his back, legs twisted, the wall behind a detonation of blood and bone and brain matter, and a dark stain spreading from his flung arms like some sort of macabre snow angel.

There’s the sound of voices at the front door. Barnetson makes a face. “The suits,” he says. “Right on cue.”

The sergeant may be irritated at having to hand off to CID but Puttergill only looks relieved. He’s spent the last half-hour hugging the open window, taking deep breaths and answering in monosyllables.

“What have we got here, then?” It’s Gareth Quinn, filling the low doorway. Barnetson gives a non-committal grunt. Quinn isn’t just a suit, he’s a Hugo Boss bloody suit. Too flash, too smart-alecky, too prone to cut corners. And no one has any right to look that chipper at this time of the night, not at a scene like this. But as Barnetson well knows, it was only a couple of weeks ago that Quinn got his stripes back: this will be his first murder as a re-minted DS, so small wonder he’s so keen. The DC following a few steps behind looks a good deal more apprehensive. Barnetson hasn’t come across him before, so he must be a transfer in. Probably his first job in plain clothes. Green as grass, he thinks. Though not as green as Puttergill, who looks ready to throw again.

“This is DC Hansen,” says Quinn to anyone who’s interested. “Asante’s replacement.”

Barnetson remembers now—there was talk about it at the station in the summer, back when Fawley was arrested. Something about Asante coming up with evidence against him and Gislingham not wanting to work with him after that. Seems Gis got his way, though given that Asante’s ended up in Major Crimes he’s hardly likely to be complaining. And from what Barnetson’s seen, Fawley’s been bending over backward to make it clear that, as far as he’s concerned, he has no quarrel with Asante. So as at now Fawley has two DSs on the same team, which is a challenge at the best of times, never mind when one of those is Gareth Quinn with a point to prove.

Hansen looks round the room, making discreet eye contact with anyone who looks up. Barnetson gestures toward the corpse. “Hope you didn’t get takeout on the way here,” he says drily.

Hansen flashes him a wry grin. “No such luck.”

“So what have we got?” asks Quinn, moving across to the corpse.

Challow looks him up and down. “As any competent detective would know, DS Quinn, there’s no bloody point wearing protective clothing unless you put the hood up.”

Quinn flushes a little, then runs his hand back through his hair so it lies flat before yanking up the hood. Barnetson sees Hansen suppress a smile. He’s a quick study, that one.

“And in answer to your question, what we have is a shotgun to the face at close range. Though a smart chap like you has probably deduced that already from the rather telltale absence of a head.”

“Any ID?”

“Nothing in his pockets. No wallet. No phone. On the other hand, you can at least tick the box on the murder weapon.”

There’s a gun on the kitchen table, an old-fashioned one with a polished wooden handle. But there’s something else as well. Mukerjee hasn’t started numbering the evidence yet, but Quinn doesn’t need a plastic marker to know this is important. A knife, still clutched in the dead man’s hand. A knife with blood along the blade.

* * *

Adam Fawley

21 October

22.51

“Apparently the old man admitted it straight up.”

I can hear voices in the background, which accounts for Quinn’s super-competent “I’ve got this” voice. I could have gone to the scene myself but decided to let him run with it. Only I’m wondering now if that was a mistake. For a start, I can’t remember the last time we had a shooting in Oxford. But it’s not just that: Quinn’s sent me the photos. Something about this isn’t sitting right.

I glance up at Alex and give her that look she knows so well. The “shit I’ve got to go in and it’s bound to take all night” look. But she just smiles.

“It’s fine, don’t worry. It’s part of the deal.”

Part of the deal if I’m going for Chief Inspector this year. We’ve talked about it, on and off, for ages. But then there was Jake, and then there was the baby and the Gavin Parrie case coming back to haunt us, and it was never the right time. Until—perhaps—now. But it’d be a big change. Maybe even back to Uniform for a bit. Not much more money, and much less hands-on too, even if I do stay in CID. But after twenty-mumble years in the force, and at my age, I need to decide pretty damn soon if I’m happy staying put, and if not, if I’ve got enough ambition—and, frankly, energy—to try to move up. Though as Harrison has already told me, in that ponderous “I’m giving you great advice here, lad” tone of his, “Chief Inspector is a stepping stone, Adam, not a place to get stuck.” So if I go for it, I’m going for Superintendent. And trust me, that is a Big Deal.

Alex touches me lightly on the arm; she knows what I’m thinking. Always. “Like I said, it’s OK. Just try not to wake me up when you get back.”

I pull her close and kiss her hair, feeling her body soften against me. “Don’t hold me to it.”

“Promises, promises,” she murmurs, her lips on mine.

* * *

They told Ev that Gantry Manor would be hard to find, but that was before half Thames Valley turned up and parked out front. The house is lit up like a filmset by the time she gets there, the air throbbing with blue light. The neighbors would be having a field day. If there were any.

Quinn’s at her car door before she even opens it.

“Evening, Sarge,” she says with a smile.

Quinn’s eyes narrow; he’s pretty sure she’s taking the piss (which she is), but if he wants the rest of the world to acknowledge his rank he can hardly call her out on it.

“You’re just in time—I’m about to take the suspect down to the station to be processed. Fawley’s meeting me there.”

She glances across to where two uniformed officers are helping a tall elderly man into the back of a squad car. He has plastic bags taped around his hands.

“What have we got?”

“Fatal shooting.”

She nods; hence the bags.

“Householder told Uniform it was self-defense.” Quinn cocks his head toward the man. “He claims the vic broke in and threatened them.”

Ev frowns. “But you don’t believe him?”

Quinn raises an eyebrow. “Let’s just say he has a few questions to answer. Starting with why the hell they didn’t call 999.”

* * *

Somer turns over and pulls the blanket closer around her. She’s never had a talent for sleeping, and this is the perfect storm. The scratchy bed, the incessant just-too-loud-to-ignore noise and, even more raucous, the drone inside her own head. The questions she knows Ev wanted to ask—the questions she’d have been asking herself if their positions were reversed. Will she need chemo? Has the cancer spread? Can she still have children? Probably, probably not, and unclear, in that order. But there’s little comfort in any of it. The prospect of chemotherapy terrifies her, and the idea that in some notional happy future world she might actually have a baby is a bad joke.

She curls up tighter, pushing away the pain. The real pain and the Giles pain. She’s written to him, torn it up, written again, and even six or seven versions later she still hasn’t sent the poor, scaled-down, barely comprehensible message she ended up with. She was going to ask Ev to post it—she swore to herself she would—but somehow that never happened either. It was all too hurried at the end—Ev rushing off to her busy police life. She’d looked embarrassed, as she left, as if she was worried Somer might envy her. But she didn’t. She doesn’t know what exactly she felt, but she knows it wasn’t that. The job and all it used to mean seem very long ago and very far away. A long-dead life where she was sharp and ambitious and incisive and professional, and perhaps, in some parallel world, still is. She’s oppressed, suddenly, by the thought of that light-hearted, uncancered Erica stalking her for the rest of her life, doing all the things she would have, could have, should have done. Though her new numbness does have at least one advantage: the disciplinary procedure still hanging over her has lost all power to panic. A shit treated her like shit and she gave as good as she got. If Thames Valley want to fire her for that, then fuck it, she’ll do something else. Though what, and how, and when, are yet more questions she has neither the energy nor interest to address.

* * *

Margaret Swann is in what she’s referred to as the “drawing room,” with a uniformed female officer for company. This part of Gantry Manor must be older than the rest—the ceilings are lower, the windows smaller. There’s an inglenook fireplace, a piano draped with a tablecloth, dried-flower arrangements, too much furniture. It all adds up to a distinct run-down country pub feel, which isn’t helped by the string of horse brasses over the hearth. It must be ten years since Ev saw any of those.

Swann is sitting in the corner, a tiny thin woman, all bones and sharp edges. Her hair is an unnatural orange-brown, with a hairslide to one side which makes her look like a withered eight-year-old. She has her arms wrapped around herself as if she’s frozen with cold, though the log burner’s been restoked and the room is warm. It’s probably shock, thinks Ev. Even if she didn’t see the body, having something like that happening in your own kitchen—Jesus. They’re going to have to replace the lino for a start; that stain is never going to come out.

“Can I get you something?” Ev says. “Tea?”

The old woman huffs a little and shakes her head. She doesn’t look up. The officer exchanges a glance with Ev. A glance that says, “I didn’t get very far either.”

Ev moves over and takes a seat on the sofa. “Do you mind if I ask you some questions, Mrs. Swann? I know you’ve been through a terrible experience, but it’s really important for us to take statements from witnesses as soon as possible.”

The woman looks up. “Where’s your senior officer? I’m not wasting my time with some WPC.”

“I’m a Detective Constable, Mrs. Swann. We don’t have WPCs any more. And DS Quinn is busy with your husband.”

“Where is he? What have you done with him?”

Ev sits forward. “He’s been taken to St. Aldate’s.”

Her eyes widen. “The police station? What on earth for? He hasn’t done anything—that man—that person—he attacked Richard—in our own home—”

Whoa, thinks Ev. One step at a time.

“There’s no need to be alarmed, Mrs. Swann. It’s just that in circumstances like these there’s a procedure we have to follow.”

She lifts her chin, defiant. “We’re the victims here, young lady.”

It’s a good ten years since anyone called Ev that, either. She takes a deep breath. “I understand how you feel, really I do, but until we’ve questioned your husband—”

“He broke in here, he broke the law—”

“Mrs. Swann, a man is dead.”

There’s a silence. Ev holds the woman’s gaze until she looks away, then clears her throat. “So, perhaps we could start by you telling me exactly what happened here tonight.”

* * *

Adam Fawley

22 October

00.16

Quinn’s waiting outside when I pull into the St. Aldate’s car park, shifting from one foot to the other. He manages to stop himself looking at his watch, but it must have taken a supreme effort.

“Sorry, I got held up.”

He gives a non-committal nod. “He’s been processed. For murder. So ready when you are.”

“Lawyer?”

“No. He was offered one but turned it down. We’re good to go.”

“OK, Sergeant, let’s get him brought up, shall we.”

The lighting in Interview One is unforgiving at the best of times, but at this time of night it’s positively funereal. Perhaps that’s why, when they bring Swann in, the first word that comes to mind is Death. He’s not quite the Grim Reaper, but only just this side of cadaverous all the same. I’m guessing he was at least six-four as a young man—he’s taller than me even now, despite the stoop. He has a stark hooked nose, piercing eyes and an uncertain stride, though the custody-issue overalls could well be responsible for that. He also has a cut to his right palm.

He takes his seat, sits back slowly, then raises his gaze and gives me a long, cold look.

“So who would you be, then?”

* * *

Margaret Swann takes a deep breath. “We heard a noise downstairs. Someone moving about.”

“Did the alarm not go off? You have one, don’t you?” Ev remembers seeing the box on the front of the house, its red bulb flashing.

Margaret Swann sniffs a little. “We don’t set it. Not unless we go away. It’s too fiddly—always going off by mistake and making that dreadful blaring noise. Richard said the security light would be enough to put people off.”

Not this time, evidently. Though Ev makes a note, because the old man’s right—house thieves are almost always opportunistic and surprisingly easily deterred; in all her time on the Burglary team she never saw a break-in at a house with a closed gate or a functioning alarm.

“And what time was this?”

A shrug. “Nine thirty. Around then anyway. I like to read in bed in the winter.”

So there would have been a light in an upstairs window, at least. And in any case, how many burglars would risk breaking in that early in the evening? Ev frowns; Quinn was right. This isn’t adding up.

“And your husband? He was in bed too?”

“Yes. He was watching the television.”

“So you hear a noise, then what?”

* * *

Interview with Richard Swann, conducted at St. Aldate’s Police Station, Oxford

22 October 2018, 12.37 a.m.

In attendance, DI A. Fawley, DS G. Quinn



	GQ:
	For the purposes of the recording, Mr. Swann has been arrested on suspicion of murder after a fatal shooting at his home, Gantry Manor, Ock Lane, Wytham, on the evening of October 21st 2018. Mr. Swann has been apprised of his rights, and has declined a solicitor at this stage. He is aware he can ask for legal representation at any time.

OK, Mr. Swann, let’s start by hearing your version of events.




	RS:
	My wife and I were in bed and heard a noise downstairs. I remember it was just after 9.30 because my television program had just started.



	GQ:
	What sort of noise did you hear? Breaking glass? Something like that?



	RS:
	No. It was more like someone moving about. When you’ve lived in a house for a long time you get to know the noises. It was obvious there was someone downstairs.



	GQ:
	Why didn’t you call 999? That would have been safer, surely?



	RS:
	In case you haven’t noticed, we’re some way from the nearest police station. By the time anyone got there the culprit would have been long gone. Assuming, of course, that you people bothered coming out at all. And for the record, since you’re bound to ask, I was going to call you. I was on the point of doing so when those two uniformed chappies turned up.



	GQ:
	Right. So to return to the sequence of events, you heard an intruder, and you decided not to call the police but go down and confront him yourself, even though you’re—what?—in your seventies?



	RS:
	Seventy-four. And I’m fully entitled to defend both myself and my property. I know my rights -



	AF:
	What you’re entitled to, Mr. Swann, is the use of “reasonable force.” What is, and is not, “reasonable” is determined by the level of threat confronting you at the time. That’s what we’re trying to establish. Especially given the fact that the man you shot was found not only dead but—quite literally—with his back to the wall. That doesn’t strike me as the stance of an aggressor.



	RS:
	[silence]

Like I said, I heard the noise and went downstairs. I told Margaret to stay where she was.




	GQ:
	I assume there were no lights on downstairs at this point?



	RS:
	No, none. But I could hear him—he was in the kitchen.



	GQ:
	He was in the kitchen, even though he must have known there was next to no chance there was anything valuable in there?



	RS:
	We keep cash in a tea caddy. People our age often do. I assume that was what he was after.



	GQ:
	OK, fair enough. So you go through to the kitchen, and—what?—confront him?



	RS:
	Right.



	AF:
	What did you say?



	RS:
	[turning to DI Fawley]

I told him to eff off. To get the hell out of my property and not come back. Pointed the gun at him.




	GQ:
	And what happened then?



	RS:
	He laughed—called me “Grandad.” Said I didn’t scare him and it was probably just an effing air gun. Then he came at me with that knife. That’s when I shot him.



	AF:
	And he ended up by the wall?



	RS:
	Evidently. I can’t tell you any more than that. It all happened very fast.



	AF:
	But you still maintain you were in fear of your life?



	RS:
	He was three feet away from me, and at least forty years younger, and he had a weapon. Of course I was in fear of my life.



	AF:
	You could tell his age? You just said the ground floor was in darkness.



	RS:
	There’s a security light at the back of the house, and the kitchen blinds weren’t drawn. There was easily enough light to see it was a young man.



	AF:
	Did you recognize him?



	RS:
	Never seen him before in my life.



	AF:
	There hadn’t been any strangers hanging round the house lately—people who might have been checking out the property?



	RS:
	Of course not—we’d have phoned the police. That’s what you’re supposed to do, isn’t it?



	GQ:
	So according to you, the shooting was an act of self-defense?



	RS:
	Not “according to me,” it’s what happened. [holds up his hand]

You can see that with your own eyes. And you have the knife. What more do you need?




	AF:
	Thank you, Mr. Swann. You’ve been very clear.

[silence]




	RS:
	So is that it? I can go?



	AF:
	Where’s the gun kept?



	RS:
	What?



	AF:
	It’s a simple enough question, Mr. Swann.




* * *

“So, your husband goes downstairs, leaving you in the bedroom. Can I ask why you didn’t call the police? Or if not the police, someone else who might have helped—a family member, a neighbor?”

An arch look. “There’s no telephone in our bedroom. And I don’t have one of those mobile things. I don’t want brain cancer, thank you very much.”

“And you stayed upstairs? You didn’t see anything?”

Margaret Swann shakes her head. “No. Nothing at all.”

“What did you hear?”

She frowns. “I’m sorry?”

“You’ve clearly had no problem hearing me so far, Mrs. Swann. I can’t believe you didn’t notice a shotgun going off in a silent house.”

* * *



	RS:
	I keep my gun in an appropriately secured safe. And before you ask, I have a permit, and it’s fully up to date.



	GQ:
	Yes, we’ve already checked that.

[passes across a sheet of paper]

This is a plan of the ground floor of your house, yes?




	RS:
	[hesitates]

Yes—though I don’t know where you got that from—




	GQ:
	I asked one of our forensics team to do it for me. Could you show me, on this diagram, exactly where the gun safe you mentioned is located?




[image: image]

* * *

Margaret Swann looks irritated, as if she’s dealing with a halfwit. “Of course I heard the gun go off.”

“And did you hear anything else? Voices?”

A pause. “I think I heard Richard shouting something before the shot. But I couldn’t hear what it was.”

“And then what happened?”

“I went out on to the landing and called down to Richard—I was frightened—I thought he’d been shot. But he came out of the kitchen straight away and told me to stay upstairs. I didn’t come down until you people came.”

“How did he look—your husband?”

That was clearly unexpected. “Shocked,” she says, after a moment. “As you would expect.”

“So you must have been able to see him pretty clearly—if you could see his expression?”

She shifts in her seat. “Clearly enough, obviously.”

But no mention of blood. Not on his face, not on his clothes, even though the kitchen was an abattoir.

Ev allows the silence to lengthen a little, makes another note, and then looks up. “Where are your husband’s nightclothes, Mrs. Swann?”

* * *



	GQ:
	Thank you for confirming that, Mr. Swann. The gun safe is indeed in the cellar. You see, that’s what we’re struggling with.



	RS:
	[silence]



	GQ:
	Because we tried it. There’s no way you could have gone down there without putting on the light. Not to mention the fact that the cellar door makes quite a racket.



	RS:
	[silence]



	GQ:
	So you’re asking us to believe that you managed to open that door, put on the light, go down and retrieve the gun and come back up, all without the intruder noticing what you were up to?



	RS:
	[silence]



	AF:
	You can see why we find that troubling.



	RS:
	I think I’d like to speak to my lawyer now.



	GQ:
	You will now be returned to the cells. You should also be aware that, given the nature of the possible charge, we will be seeking authorization from a magistrate to hold you for up to 96 hours, pending further enquiries. Interview concluded at 12.57.




* * *

Margaret Swann is not blinking. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“When our uniformed colleagues arrived, Mr. Swann answered the door in a shirt and cardigan, and a pair of slacks. But you said he was watching television in bed. So where are his nightclothes?”

“What difference does it make?”

Oh FFS, thinks Ev. I don’t believe you’re that stupid. But if you want me to spell it out, I’ll spell it out.

“If someone’s shot at that close a range, it causes a huge amount of damage. Explosive damage. Body matter is flung in all directions.”

Swann looks revolted.

“So you can appreciate why I’m asking about your husband’s clothes. His robe, pajamas, whatever it was he was wearing. Because one thing’s for sure—it wasn’t that cardigan and slacks.” She stops and leans forward, stressing the point. “They’d have been literally drenched in blood spatter, brain tissue—”

Swann turns away, squares her shoulders a little. “I put them in the wash.”

Ev can hear the gasp from the officer behind her, and she’s a hair’s breadth from doing the same herself.

“You washed them? Even though you must have known it would be crucial evidence in the police inquiry?”

Swann makes a non-committal noise that manages to convey an equal measure of indifference and disdain.

Ev glances back at the officer. “Can you check the washing machine, please, and get everything in there bagged up? Assuming CSI haven’t done so already.”

The officer nods and heads for the door. Ev returns to Swann. “Is there anything else you haven’t told me, Mrs. Swann?”

Swann has her hand to her chest now, her breath rasping. She makes no move to reply.

“So let’s get this straight. Your husband shot and killed someone, you didn’t call the police to report it, either before or after it happened, and in the meantime did everything you could to eliminate the evidence. You do realize that alone is a criminal offence?”

Swann turns to face her. There’s a flush to her cheeks. “I’d like you to call my doctor, please. I’m beginning to feel unwell.”

* * *

Oxford Mail online

Monday 22 October 2018 Last updated at 07:24

BREAKING: Fatality after “serious incident” at Wytham

Thames Valley Police have confirmed that an unnamed person lost their life as a result of a “serious incident” at Wytham last night, after residents reported a significant police presence in the area around 10.30 p.m. Officers and vehicles remain on-site at an isolated property on Ock Lane, on the outskirts of the village.

The precise nature of the incident has not been made public, with the Thames Valley Police statement confirming only that “Officers attended a property in Wytham on the evening of October 21st, after a serious incident which regrettably resulted in a fatality. Anyone with information about this incident should contact Thames Valley CID on 01865 0966552, or call Crimestoppers in confidence on 0800 555 111.”

More news on this as we hear it.

* * *

Adam Fawley

22 October

08.15

“OK, settle down, everyone. There’s a lot to get through.”

I guess it’s no surprise there’s a buzz in here this morning. Like I said, people don’t get shot in this town. And certainly not by septuagenarians.

Quinn’s on whiteboard drill. He was hyper enough last night, and he’s giving off so much energy now he looks like a Ready Brek kid. Sorry, showing my age on that one. Google it—you’ll see what I mean. Gis is here now, too, so we’re going to get our first real-life run-up at that division of responsibilities we talked about back when Quinn was first reinstated. It was all very sensible and grown-up, and Quinn was bending over backward to be positive and reasonable. Only that was then, when all we were dealing with was a couple of muggings and some petty drug-dealing. But now there’s a body, and a possible murder charge, and Quinn’s going to grab all he can get. I know that, and Gis knows that, and right now Gis is the one I owe.

I look round the room again and wait for the noise to settle. There are three new faces here: one replacing Asante, one covering for Somer and one more who’s just arrived today on secondment from PVP (and before you think I’ve gone all Line of Duty acronyms on you, that stands for Protecting Vulnerable People. From domestic violence and child abuse to modern slavery. It can be a brutal brief and you have to be tough to hack it). We’ve been a pretty tight-knit team these last few years so this is a lot of new blood in one hit. But hey, maybe that’s a good thing.

“Right, before we start, for those of you who haven’t worked with me before, we have two DSs on this team, DS Quinn and DS Gislingham. On a big investigation like this we’ll work to the standard model of a Receiving DS, who collects and reviews evidence, and a Resourcing DS, who allocates tasks based on what we find. In this case it makes sense for DS Quinn, who was on-scene last night, to take on the former, while DS Gislingham will do the latter. Is that clear? Speak now or forever hold your peace.”

A couple of nervous laughs (the newbies) and some intrigued side glances at Quinn (old hands, like Ev).

“OK,” says Quinn, as I sit back down, “this is where we are right now. The incident took place at approximately 9.45 last night, at Gantry Manor, Wytham, home of Richard and Margaret Swann. There was a 999 call from a member of the public at 9.52 but there were problems with the phone line so at that stage the operator wasn’t clear exactly what we were dealing with. Turns out it was that.”

He gestures at the photos pinned to the board. They’re not for the faint-hearted. I, for one, am very glad I don’t do cooked breakfasts.

“As you can see, the vic had been shot in the face at close range, and as at now we have no idea who he is. There was nothing on the body and—to state the bleeding obvious—no chance of any sort of visual ID either. Both the Swanns are claiming he broke into the house and Richard Swann says he threatened him with a knife when he went downstairs to confront him. There’s some damage to the back door and Swann has quite a deep cut on his right hand. A blood-stained knife was also recovered at the scene, still in the dead man’s hand.”

He pauses, looks about. “So, on the face of it, their story makes sense. Only it doesn’t end there. Not by a long way. Because we had a rush job done on those prints and they are not, repeat not, in the system.”

A ripple round the room now.

“As we all know, it’s extremely unlikely that a habitual housebreaker wouldn’t already be in the system. So either we’re looking at a complete rookie who got unlucky, or—”

“—he’s bloody good and has never been caught,” finishes Baxter grimly.

Quinn looks across at him. “Which I don’t buy. Not for a nanosecond. He wasn’t even wearing gloves, for Christ’s sake. And there’s no evidence he went looking for stuff to nick—there are no prints anywhere else downstairs. Even if we believe Swann’s cock-and-bull story about him being after the money in the tea caddy it makes no odds—there were no prints on it.”

“More to the point,” says Gis, “there are none on the back door either, even though, as DS Quinn just said, the so-called intruder wasn’t wearing gloves. And yes, I suppose he could have wiped the door down as soon as he got inside—hands up anyone who reckons that’s a runner?”

No one moves.

“Which leaves us,” says Quinn, “with rather a lot of questions.”

He takes two strides to the flip chart and flicks over the top sheet. He was clearly in the office even earlier than I thought. I spot a smile curl Ev’s lips and see her nudge Baxter and mouth, “Here’s one I prepared earlier.”

QUESTIONS


	WHY DIDN’T THE SWANNS CALL 999, IF NOT BEFORE THE SHOOTING, THEN AFTER?
NB 35 MIN DELAY BETWEEN WITNESS 999 CALL AND UNIFORM ATTENDING – PLENTY OF TIME FOR THEM TO CALL 999 THEMSELVES


	WHY DID RS CHANGE HIS CLOTHES? (FOUND IN WASHING MACHINE)

	HOW DID RS GET THE GUN FROM THE SAFE IN THE CELLAR WITHOUT INTRUDER NOTICING? (SEE FLOOR PLAN)
WAS THE GUN NOT IN THE SAFE? ← WHY NOT SAY THAT UPFRONT?


	IF THE INTRUDER WAS THREATENING SWANN HOW DID HE END UP WITH HIS BACK TO THE WALL?



Quinn turns and looks round the room. “Me and the boss interviewed Swann last night, but we didn’t get a satisfactory answer to any of these questions. As soon as we pressed him on the gun he clammed up and asked for a lawyer.”

Quinn’s clearly getting a head of steam on this, and he has a point—more than a point. But we can’t afford tunnel vision. But before I can say anything, Chloe Sargent pre-empts me. She’s the one on secondment from PVP. Petite and blonde and soft-spoken, but bright too, and a lot tougher than she looks. She’d have to be, not just in PVP, but working this job at all, with a surname like that.

“I know it looks bad,” she says. “I mean, none of us would act the way the Swanns did. But they aren’t police officers. They’re an old couple, in the dark, with a stranger in the house.”

“They’re a bit odd too, if you ask me,” says Ev, backing her up. “At least, based on what I saw last night. And very private. I bet they don’t get many visitors.”

“Right,” says Sargent. “I can easily see someone like Mr. Swann panicking in those circumstances, but then it all goes wrong—the gun goes off and he panics again and makes things worse by trying to cover it up.”

I like the way she thinks. It’s almost like having Somer here. Almost.

“There’s no way of knowing, DC Sargent,” I say, seeing her blush slightly that I know her name. “And I have to say I’m as skeptical as DS Quinn right now. But—and this is important, people—even if the Swanns are their own worst enemy, it’s still quite possible they’re telling the truth, even if not the whole of it. As DC Sargent said, they’re elderly people in an isolated house with someone they don’t know—possibly armed—in their kitchen.”

“You sound like a defense barrister,” says Ev drily.

I turn to her. “Exactly. And that’s how we need to think. Unless and until.”

OK, I know, I do say that quite a lot. Ev’s not the only one trying not to smile.

I nod to Quinn. “Sorry, Sergeant. I interrupted.”

He looks up, checks his tablet. “Right, yeah, so, next up, Mrs. Swann. She was interviewed at the scene by DC Everett, and basically claimed she was upstairs the whole time. But when Ev asked her why she’d stuck the old boy’s jim-jams in the wash she pulled a sicky, so we had her taken to the JR. Better safe than sorry blah blah blah.”

He turns to Ev. “Anything to add on that score?”

“I rang the ward just now and they kept her in for observation,” says Ev. “Not for the first time, by all accounts—apparently she’s been in there at least four times in the last eighteen months, though they were a bit cagey about telling me why without authorization. But I’ll check in again later and see if she’s up to talking. Though given the way she reacted last night, it might be best to send someone other than me. As in, a man with a badge. The bigger the better.” She stops, smiles. “I mean the badge, obvs.”

There’s a flurry of laughter and Gis is grinning, but Quinn’s still playing it absolutely straight.

“Right,” he says. “So in terms of next steps, the PM is this morning, and we’re hoping for initial results on the forensics early this afternoon, and we also need to talk to the—”

OK, I think, time for me to intervene. To Gis’s immense credit, his face is completely impassive, but he knows as well as I do that we’re now straying well on to his turf.

“Thank you, DS Quinn,” I say, getting to my feet. “That was an excellent summary. DS Gislingham will now allocate tasks for today.”

I don’t wait around to referee the next bit. I have things to do, and Gis has been managing Quinn for months; it’s down to him now.

* * *

“Ah, Ichabod Crane, I presume,” says Colin Boddie, surveying the corpse. The body has been stripped and laid out on the table, but there’s only a scatter of teeth and skull fragments where his head should be. The recovered brain matter is on the trolley, a gravelly bright-red sludge in a gleaming stainless-steel basin.

The CSI technician glances up from the other end of the table. “You do know Ichabod Crane and the Headless Horseman are two different people, right?”

“Yes, yes, I know,” says Boddie tetchily, flushing a little under his mask. “Don’t be so literal, Giddings. It’s just a little light humor to start the day.” He pulls on his gloves and gives the technician a heavy look. “One for that Instagram account of yours.”

Now it’s the CSI’s turn to flush—they’ve been posting Boddie’s special brand of mortuary humor on @overheardinthemorgue for months, but they didn’t realize Boddie knew.

“So,” says Boddie briskly, logging that as a win, “shall we get started?”

* * *

When Gis divvies up the tasks, Ev gets Gantry Manor. She gets Hansen too, who immediately offers to drive—an offer she politely but firmly refuses. She made the mistake of going to Eynsham with Baxter once and it was Country & Western all the way. Hansen looks more like an R & B man to her, but you can’t be too careful, not in such a confined space.

It’s a fine, clear morning, and with the trees on the turn it should be a pretty drive, as well as a useful chance to get to know Hansen a bit better. He was at Cowley for a couple of years before transferring to CID, but their paths never crossed and she knows nothing about him beyond that. She spent the odd idle moment trying to work out what his backstory might be, given neither his accent nor surname gave much of a clue, then overheard someone in the canteen one day mention that though he was born and brought up in Bristol, his father is Swedish and his mother Vietnamese. Which explains the glossy black hair, the blue eyes and the amazing bone structure. Ev’s also pretty sure he’s gay, but until he mentions it, she won’t be.

He certainly doesn’t mention it in the car, but in the half-hour they spend together she finds him funny, thoughtful and—praise the Lord—a cat-lover (which has never yet failed her as an indicator of decency in the male half of the human race). He obviously knows what he’s doing professionally too, judging by the one or two questions he asks about Gis’s briefing. So far, so good. It’s not that she had a problem with Asante, but one thing you could never accuse him of was being a team player.

When they pull up outside Gantry Manor there’s crime-scene tape across the gate and a young PC fending off a couple of journalists. But that’s all: both the weather and the location are on their side—it’s too far and too chilly for casual nosey parkers.

They leave the car on the side of the lane and make their way up to the house. Three uniformed officers in high-vis jackets are doing a fingertip search of the garden, supervised by a visibly tetchy Barnetson, his nose red with the cold, who tells them in terse tones that it has been, thus far, “a complete waste of bloody time.”

Their own mission, thankfully, is not only indoors but rather more likely to yield results. “Fawley wants us to get a feel for the Swanns,” Gis had said as they left. “What sort of people they are. Neither of them will be there so take the opportunity to have a poke about in their dirty washing. And I do mean literally.”

“But be careful,” says Ev, as she sends Hansen off to the sitting room. “Make sure you leave everything exactly as you found it. I don’t reckon much gets past Margaret Swann.”

There are four bedrooms upstairs, two of them under dust sheets, and one little more than a box room, with a single bed and a faded candlewick counterpane. Though the stack of John le Carré paperbacks and half-empty packet of Rennie suggest it’s rather more than just a guest room.

There’s a lot more clutter in the master bedroom—more dried flowers, china ornaments of milkmaids and chubby Victorian urchins, an ancient TV and an old free-standing wardrobe rammed tight with flannel shirts, A-line skirts, sensible shoes and, at the far end, a dinner jacket and a dark-colored evening dress in dry-cleaner bags that don’t look like they get out much.

There’s nothing on Richard’s side of the bed but Margaret’s more than makes up for it. A white plastic jewelry box, full water glass, wind-up alarm clock and a framed photograph of what must be the Swanns on their wedding day. Ev picks it up; Richard has slicked-back hair and a vague resemblance to the young Prince Philip, though that might just be the height; Margaret’s in a shiny high-necked ruffled dress that doesn’t look very comfortable.

Ev puts the picture frame back down but manages to jolt the table in the process, spilling some of the water. She reaches into her pocket for something to




































































	GQ:
	Ah, Mr. Martin, Detective Sergeant Quinn, Thames Valley. Glad I finally got through—we’ve been struggling to reach you.



	JM:
	Sorry about that—I’ve been on the motorway—the phone was off. What’s up?



	GQ:
	I believe you made a call to the emergency services at 9.52 last night, is that right?



	JM:
	Yup, I was up near Wytham Hill.



	GQ:
	And what were you doing there? It’s a pretty odd place to be at that time of night.



	JM:
	Not if you’re a photographer it’s not. I was hoping to get some shots of the Orionid meteor shower. The weather conditions were damn-near perfect, and I needed somewhere elevated without much light pollution. Hence, Wytham.



	GQ:
	Right, OK, so can you talk me through what happened? The 999 operator didn’t get much by way of detail.



	JM:
	Yeah, sorry about that, my battery gave out. I’d been listening to a podcast on it and didn’t realize. Bloody thing. Why can’t you carry a spare like you used to? They just want you to keep on buying new models—



	GQ:
	Mr. Martin?



	JM:
	Sorry—right—I was just putting my kit together when I heard it. A bang, like a gunshot.



	GQ:
	You’re sure—you recognized it?



	JM:
	Well, I don’t own a gun, but I’ve watched enough crime stuff on the telly. And whatever it was, it had to come from that house—it’s the only one for miles.



	GQ:
	And you called 999 immediately? I’m just trying to get a fix on the timings.



	JM:
	Yes, pretty much straight away.



	GQ:
	You didn’t go down to the house? Didn’t you think they might need help?



	JM:
	I couldn’t—there was a bloody great electric fence in the way. I did hang about for a bit, you know, to make sure the police did actually turn up, but then I saw the old boy come outside and he looked fine, so I realized they must be OK—



	GQ:
	You saw him?



	JM:
	Yeah. Sorry, I should have said.



	GQ:
	And you could tell how old he was?



	JM:
	Well, I had my telescopic with me, and the night-sight, so yeah, it was pretty easy to see.



	GQ:
	What was he doing?



	JM:
	I think he was taking out some rubbish—he was holding a plastic bag.



	GQ:
	What sort of bag?



	JM:
	You know—one of those black refuse ones.



	GQ:
	Did it look full? Heavy?



	JM:
	Hard to tell, but he definitely wasn’t struggling with it. I remember thinking that he must’ve shot a rat or something, and he was getting rid of it.



	GQ:
	So he comes outside—what happened then?



	JM:
	He went down the garden with the bag.



	GQ:
	You’re absolutely sure about that?



	JM:
	Oh yeah. He went across the lawn and disappeared into the trees.



	GQ:
	And did he have the bag with him when he came back?



	JM:
	No idea, I’m afraid. I stopped watching after that. I mean, it was obvious there was no harm done. I was a bit embarrassed, actually—if the phone hadn’t died I’d have called you back and told you not to bother—



	GQ:
	Have you not seen the news this morning?



	JM:
	No—like I said, I’ve been on the road—



	GQ:
	That shot you heard—it wasn’t just a rat that got killed.



	JM:
	




	GQ:
	Afraid so. You didn’t see anyone arrive at the house by any chance? Before the shot, I mean. You were probably in the vicinity at the time.



	JM:
	No, like I said, I was there for the Orionids—it was only after the shot that I focused on the house. Shit—



	GQ:
	We’ll need you to come in and make a formal statement.



	JM:
	Sure, of course. But hang on a minute, this whole thing—it makes no sense—if someone had just been shot, what was the old boy doing pissing about in the garden?



	GQ:
	Right now, Mr. Martin, that is the million-dollar question.

































































































































































































	TH:
	CID, DC Hansen speaking.



	SG:
	I’m ringing about that bloke—the one at the station, yeah?



	TH:
	I’m sorry—I’m not sure—



	SG:
	That story on the Oxford Mail website? My brother-in-law saw it and showed it me. It said to ring if you’d picked him up.



	TH:
	Oh, I see, hold on a moment, let me get a pen. What’s your name, sir?



	SG:
	Suresh Gupta—I’m on the cab rank at the station.



	TH:
	And the number you’re calling from is the best one to contact you on?



	SG:
	What? OK, right, yeah, it’s my mobile.



	TH:
	Thank you. Now, perhaps you can explain exactly what happened?



	SG:
	Right, OK. I picked him up, like I said, and took him out to that place. Gantry Manor or whatever it’s called. Out by Wytham. Twenty quid it was.



	TH:
	And this was Sunday night?



	SG:
	Yeah.



	TH:
	What time?



	SG:
	I reckon I picked him up around 9. But he’d have been there a bit before that. There was a bloody enormous queue.



	TH:
	OK. So you wouldn’t know which train he’d been on?



	SG:
	Nah. No way.



	TH:
	Did he say anything in the cab? About where he’d come from—where he was going?



	SG:
	Nah, barely said a word the whole time. Just stared out of the window and did stuff on his phone. Though he gave me the address on a piece of paper so I got the impression he hadn’t been there before.



	TH:
	And what happened when you got to Gantry Manor?



	SG:
	He got out and paid. Didn’t say anything—just paid.



	TH:
	From a wallet? Or just loose cash?



	SG:
	A wallet.



	TH:
	How did he seem?



	SG:
	How d’ya mean?



	TH:
	Did he look apprehensive? Excited?



	SG:
	Perhaps a bit pissed off? But I wasn’t really looking, to be honest.



	TH:
	And what happened then? Did you see him approach the house?



	SG:
	I had to turn the cab round so, like I said, I wasn’t really looking, but I deffo remember him walking up the drive.



	TH:
	You’re sure—he went right up to the front door?



	SG:
	Last I saw—but he’d stopped to get something out of his backpack, so I can’t be sure—



	TH:
	He had a backpack?



	SG:
	Yeah, didn’t I say? Sorry, mate—



	TH:
	Can you describe it?



	SG:
	Just a dark-colored thing. Black, maybe. Not that big.



	TH:
	You didn’t see any logos—anything like that?



	SG:
	Nah. Those things all look the same. And in any case, I wasn’t really looking.



	TH:
	Thank you, Mr. Gupta. That’s incredibly helpful—



	SG:
	So can I go now, only my shift’s starting in half an hour—



	TH:
	I won’t keep you much longer, I promise. Just a couple more questions. Can I ask if you recognized him—had you ever seen him before?



	SG:
	




	TH:
	How would you describe him?



	SG:
	Well, it were dark and, like I said, I weren’t really looking. Just an ordin’ry bloke, yeah?



	TH:
	So if we asked you to come in and help us with an e-fit—



	SG:
	Well, I’m not sure—like I said, I’ve got work—



	TH:
	We can sort out a time that suits you. It would be really helpful.



	SG:
	




	TH:
	Excellent, I’ll check when the e-fit artist is available and call you back.
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	VE:
	Just to remind you, Mr. Swann, this interview is being recorded, and you are still under caution for murder. Has your solicitor explained what this means?



	TU:
	I have. Several times.



	VE:
	




	RS:
	No.



	CG:
	Now would be the time.



	RS:
	No, I’m quite happy with it as it is.



	CG:
	So you continue to maintain that the shooting at your house three days ago was undertaken in self-defense, and the victim was completely unknown to you?



	RS:
	I do indeed. I’d never seen him before in my life.



	CG:
	Yes, I remember you used exactly that form of words when you were interviewed before. The same phrase also appears in your statement.



	RS:
	And your point is?



	CG:
	My point is that never having seen him before is not necessarily the same as not knowing who he was. I think you’re very well aware of that, and chose your words very carefully.



	TU:
	I’m not sure what you’re getting at, Sergeant.



	CG:
	I suspect your client does. Mr. Swann? Or would you prefer I called you Mr. Rowan?



	RS:
	[silence]



	TU:
	Richard? What’s he talking about?



	RS:
	I see precious little point in you asking me questions to which you already know the answer.



	CG:
	You said nothing about this in your first interview.



	RS:
	My change of name has nothing to do with it. Nor, frankly, is it any of your business.



	CG:
	I’m sorry but I’m afraid I disagree. I think it has everything to do with it. I think you know very well who the man in your kitchen was. My question is when exactly you found that out.



	RS:
	I didn’t know then, and I don’t know now.



	CG:
	Even though you disposed of anything that might have identified him?



	RS:
	I did no such thing. And I resent your implication.



	VE:
	There was a witness. Someone saw you do it.



	RS:
	Don’t be ridiculous. How could anyone possibly have seen anything? There was no one else for miles, and in any case, it was completely dark.



	CG:
	True. It would have been far too dark to see anything with the naked eye. But fortunately for us, our witness was carrying night-vision equipment.



	RS:
	Please don’t insult my intelligence—no one carts that sort of thing about with them on the off-chance.



	CG:
	It wasn’t “on the off-chance.” He was up on the hill above your house. Photographing the stars.



	RS:
	




	CG:
	He heard gunfire. A single shot, just as you said.



	RS:
	[silence]



	CG:
	He was concerned, of course, so he immediately called 999 and then waited a while, keeping an eye on the house.



	RS:
	[silence]



	CG:
	And then he saw something—something that led him to believe the shot must have hit nothing more significant than a rodent.



	RS:
	[silence]



	CG:
	You went out to the garden, Mr. Swann. You were carrying something in a refuse bag—



	TU:
	I need to confer with my client—



	CG:
	What was in that bag, Mr. Swann?



	TU:
	My client will be answering “No comment” to all further questions.



	CG:
	It was the man’s wallet and backpack, wasn’t it?



	RS:
	No comment.



	CG:
	You knew you had to conceal his identity because if we’d realized who he was we’d never have believed it was just a burglary gone wrong.



	RS:
	I have no idea what you’re talking about.



	TU:
	Richard—



	CG:
	Did you really think we wouldn’t find out?



	RS:
	Find out what?



	CG:
	Are you asking me to believe that you don’t know?



	TU:
	




	VE:
	Did he tell you how he found you—where he’s been? Anything at all?



	RS:
	How many more times, I have absolutely no idea what you’re talking about—



	CG:
	You must have known we’d run DNA—



	RS:
	DNA? What the devil is that going to prove?



	CG:
	




	RS:
	




	CG:
	He was your grandson, Mr. Swann. He was Camilla’s child.



	RS:
	[silence]



	TU:
	




	VE:
	Interview terminated at 12.48.




































































































































	LK:
	We’ve asked you here, Miss Rowan, because we want to try to clear up what happened to the baby you gave birth to at Birmingham and Solihull General Hospital in the early hours of 23rd December 1997.



	CR:
	Good, I want to clear that up too.



	LK:
	As you know, officers from the Child Protection team at Gloucester County Council have been attempting to ascertain the whereabouts of the baby, after the case was referred to them by Mr. Steve McIlvanney, of the county adoption and fostering service.



	CR:
	I don’t know why they had to drag you in. I’ve already told them what happened.



	LK:
	You said you handed the baby to its father, is that right?



	CR:
	Exactly.



	LK:
	A Mr. Timothy Baker.



	CR:
	Yes.



	LK:
	And this was after you left the hospital at 3 p.m. on December 23rd.



	CR:
	Right.



	LK:
	So where did this exchange take place?



	CR:
	At a lay-by on the A417.



	LK:
	




	CR:
	I have no idea—it was years ago and it was getting dark. Somewhere the other side of Gloucester.



	LK:
	Mr. Baker must have given you more precise directions than that—you’d never have found each other.



	CR:
	I’m not saying he didn’t, I’m saying I don’t remember.



	LK:
	That’s quite a rural stretch of road.



	CR:
	Yeah, so?



	LK:
	No street lighting, nothing like that. And not that many buildings, so it’s pretty unlikely any of the lay-bys would have security cameras nearby.



	CR:
	I have no idea. I doubt it.



	LK:
	So there’d be no proof the exchange had taken place. Or not.



	CR:
	I don’t know what you’re getting at.



	LK:
	Were there any other cars at the lay-by at the time?



	CR:
	I don’t remember any.



	LK:
	No one on foot? Walking their dog?



	CR:
	How should I know?



	LK:
	So no one saw you?



	CR:
	Like I said, I don’t remember anyone, but I wasn’t really looking.



	LK:
	And this man’s name is Timothy Baker.



	CR:
	Right. I told you that.



	LK:
	Was he alone?



	CR:
	Yup.



	LK:
	He didn’t bring his mother or a sister? A female friend? To look after the baby?



	CR:
	I don’t even know if he had a sister. Like I told those other people, we only saw each other a couple of times.



	LK:
	Was he married? In a relationship?



	CR:
	Not that he told me.



	HL:
	It didn’t strike you as odd that a young man like that would want to take on the responsibility of bringing up a baby on his own?



	CR:
	He was its father. I told him I couldn’t care for it so he said he would.



	LK:
	And when did that conversation take place?



	CR:
	A few weeks before. I don’t know exactly.



	LK:
	And how did you arrange the meeting on the A417?



	CR:
	I rang him from the hospital that morning.



	LK:
	From a hospital payphone?



	CR:
	Right.



	LK:
	You didn’t have a mobile?



	CR:
	Not then, no. Most people didn’t.



	HL:
	What type of car was Mr. Baker driving?



	CR:
	A white one.



	LK:
	Make? Registration number?



	CR:
	Don’t ask me, I’m useless about cars.



	LK:
	And where did you first meet Mr. Baker?



	CR:
	At a pub. The King’s Head in Stroud.



	LK:
	And did intimacy take place that night?



	CR:
	Yeah, we had sex.



	LK:
	Did you use protection?



	CR:
	No, I was on the pill.



	LK:
	And yet you still fell pregnant.



	CR:
	Yeah, well, it happens.



	HL:
	And where did the intercourse take place?



	CR:
	At his flat.



	LK:
	And that was where?



	CR:
	A block about ten minutes away. Council, I think.



	LK:
	




	CR:
	If you say so. It was dark, and he didn’t tell me the name.



	LK:
	What number was the flat?



	CR:
	I’ve already told you all this. I don’t know the number, just that it was on the top floor.



	LK:
	Did you go there again?



	CR:
	No. The only other time we did it was in the park.



	LK:
	I should tell you that we have obtained occupancy records for Adelaide Court for the period in question and there was no one called Baker living there. Either on the top floor or anywhere else.



	CR:
	So? Loads of people sub-let.



	LK:
	Officers have also questioned tenants who were living there at the time and no one remembers seeing you.



	CR:
	I’m not bloody surprised. I went there once at, like, midnight.



	JM:
	




	CR:
	He didn’t rape me, if that’s what you’re getting at.



	JM:
	I can arrange for you to see a trained counsellor—



	CR:
	Jesus, it was just sex, OK? I liked him, he liked me. It didn’t mean anything.



	LK:
	Not until you got pregnant, anyway.



	CR:
	Yeah, well, that wasn’t the plan, was it.



	LK:
	And you say that this Mr. Baker was going to register the child’s birth?



	CR:
	Right.



	LK:
	Do you know if he did that?



	CR:
	I assume he did. I haven’t spoken to him about it.



	LK:
	Have you spoken to him at all?



	CR:
	No.



	LK:
	Not at all? You gave a virtual stranger your baby and just left it at that?



	CR:
	Look, I just wanted to move on, OK? The kid was with its father, he was safe, I just wanted to forget about the whole thing.



	LK:
	We’ve accessed UK Records Office data for all baby boys registered under the surname “Baker” on the day your child was born, and for the six-week period after that date. None of them is your child.



	CR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	We’ve also reviewed all baby boys listed as born at Birmingham and Solihull General Hospital for the same period under any surname. Again, none is your child.



	CR:
	Look, if Tim’s fucked up, then you should be talking to him, not me.



	HL:
	We’d very much like to. He’s proving rather difficult to find.



	CR:
	I don’t see what you expect me to do about that.



	LK:
	If something happened to the baby, if there was some sort of accident, now’s the time to tell us.



	CR:
	




	LK:
	Is there something you want to tell us?



	CR:
	No.



	LK:
	Did you do something to the baby?



	CR:
	No!



	LK:
	Did you kill the baby?



	CR:
	Of course I didn’t! I would never ever harm my baby.



	HL:
	We can’t find the child, we can’t find the father—



	CR:
	Look, can we turn off the tape?



	LK:
	No, I’m afraid that’s not possible.



	CR:
	




	HL:
	We have to conduct a thorough investigation—



	CR:
	




	JM:
	I think we should take a break now, Inspector.



	LK:
	Interview suspended at 12.17.


























































































































































































































































	LK:
	We’ve asked you back today, Miss Rowan, because we’ve still been unable to locate your missing son.



	CR:
	He’s not missing, he’s with his father.



	LK:
	So you say, but we haven’t been able to track him down either.



	CR:
	




	LK:
	Fifty-six, to be precise. Fifty-six men called Timothy Baker, born in the UK, who would have been between the ages of 17 and 30 at that time. We’ve spoken to every single one of them and none of them has your child, or knows anything about you.



	CR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	Do you have a photograph of this man?



	CR:
	No.



	LK:
	Can you describe him?



	CR:
	Brown hair, brown eyes—he was just ordinary.



	LK:
	Are you prepared to sit down with a police artist and draw up an e-fit of this man?



	CR:
	Yeah, whatever.



	LK:
	Did he have an accent? Birmingham, say?



	CR:
	No, he just sounded ordinary. Like everyone else.



	LK:
	And you’re sure you have the right name?



	CR:
	





	LK:
	You’re saying his name was Dacre?



	CR:
	I’m saying it could have been.



	LK:
	Tim Dacre?



	CR:
	Or Tom. Maybe.



	LK:
	You don’t know the first name of the man you were sleeping with?



	CR:
	Slept with twice. Five years ago.



	HL:
	I think most women would remember the name of the man who fathered their child, even if they did only have sex with them twice.



	CR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	So let me get this straight. It could have been Tim Baker, Tim Dacre, Tom Baker or Tom Dacre. That’s what you’re now saying? Or are you just deliberately throwing sand in our eyes?



	CR:
	I’m trying to help you.



	HL:
	You’re not helping yourself, Miss Rowan.



	CR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	We can’t find the baby, we can’t find the baby’s father. You must know how this looks.



	CR:
	I don’t care how it looks—I’m telling the truth.



	LK:
	I should tell you we are now conducting a systematic search along the route you say you took from Birmingham and Solihull General Hospital to Shiphampton. Lay-bys, parks, woodland, disused ground, anywhere you might have disposed of the body or buried remains. We’re searching it all.



	CR:
	Search all you fucking like, you won’t find anything.



	LK:
	It doesn’t concern you that your own child—your own flesh and blood—has disappeared off the face of the earth and no one can find him?



	CR:
	Tim told me that he’d get in touch if there was a problem, and I’ve never heard anything.



	LK:
	The mobile number you gave us for him—is that the only way you have of contacting him?



	CR:
	He said he was going to be moving house so that was the best way.



	LK:
	You’re aware that mobile number is out of service?



	CR:
	[shrugs]



	LK:
	In fact, it has never been in service. No one in the UK has ever had that number. If I was of a suspicious turn of mind I might be thinking you just made it up.



	CR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	Why did you say you lived in Cambridge?



	CR:
	What?



	LK:
	When you gave your first child up for adoption you gave your address as 13 Warnock Road, Cambridge.



	CR:
	So what?



	LK:
	That was a lie, wasn’t it? You were still living at your parents’ home in Shiphampton.



	CR:
	What difference does it make?



	HL:
	It makes a difference, Miss Rowan, because you knowingly gave false information on an official document. One can only infer that you did so in order to avoid being contacted.



	CR:
	Look, I didn’t want my parents finding out, OK? I didn’t want a letter arriving and my mum or dad getting hold of it.



	LK:
	So why Cambridge?



	CR:
	




	LK:
	“It was nice?” That’s it?



	CR:
	[shrugs]



	LK:
	




	CR:
	They weren’t lies—



	LK:
	What would you call them, then?



	CR:
	I told you—I didn’t want anyone to find out—



	LK:
	Do you lie a lot, Miss Rowan?



	CR:
	




	LK:
	Doesn’t look like it to me. Looks to me like you do it all the time. Indeed, I put it to you that you lie so often and so readily that you don’t even know you’re doing it any more—



	CR:
	That’s not true!



	LK:
	In fact, I’d go so far as to say that I can tell when you’re lying because your lips are moving—



	JM:
	Detective Sergeant, that’s hardly fair—



	CR:
	




	HL:
	We’ve yet to establish that, Miss Rowan.



	CR:
	I’ve told you—I don’t know where the baby is—I don’t know where Tim is—but I didn’t do anything to the baby—I didn’t, I didn’t—



	HL:
	We’ve done our best to help you, Miss Rowan, but I’m afraid you leave us with no choice—



	CR:
	




	LK:
	Camilla Rowan, I am arresting you on suspicion of murder. You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defense if you do not mention when questioned—



	CR:
	[puts her head in her hands on the table and begins to sob]



	LK:
	—something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence.



	CR:
	




	LK:
	Interview terminated at 11.25.































































































	LK:
	Thank you for coming in today, Mrs. Rowan. As I explained to you outside, this interview is being taped, to assist us with our enquiries, but you are not under arrest and can leave at any time. You have also elected to bring a legal representative with you, which is, of course, your right. So, can we start by talking about your daughter’s first pregnancy, in 1996.



	PR:
	I’ve already told you, I didn’t know anything about any of it.



	LK:
	She was sixteen, and living under your roof—you didn’t see her getting out of the bath, in her nightclothes?



	PR:
	We’re not that sort of family.



	LK:
	Did you know she had a boyfriend?



	PR:
	As far as we were concerned she didn’t. She was always home by eleven. And she never brought anyone home, I can tell you that.



	LK:
	So you don’t know who the father might have been?



	PR:
	I have absolutely no idea. I didn’t even know she knew any boys like that.



	LK:
	Black boys?



	PR:
	Exactly.



	LK:
	How would you and your husband have reacted if she’d brought home a black boyfriend?



	PR:
	




	HL:
	You wouldn’t have had a problem with it?



	PR:
	[shrugs]



	LK:
	




	PR:
	




	LK:
	Why do you think she didn’t tell you?



	PR:
	How am I supposed to know?



	LK:
	She didn’t usually confide in you? As her mother?



	PR:
	Like I said, we’re not that sort of family. Those women who try to be their daughters’ “best friends,” it’s never a good idea. In my opinion.



	LK:
	What about the second pregnancy, the baby that was born in December 1997?



	PR:
	I didn’t know about that either. Not a thing.



	LK:
	How does that make you feel now—all this going on under your nose and you didn’t notice?



	PR:
	She was obviously very good at hiding it, wasn’t she?



	LK:
	Did she do that a lot—keep secrets from you?



	PR:
	Not as far as I knew. Seems I was wrong, doesn’t it.



	LK:
	Have you spoken to her about it since we arrested her?



	PR:
	Briefly.



	LK:
	What did she say?



	PR:
	




	HL:
	Protect you from what?



	PR:
	[silence]



	HL:
	Embarrassment? Shame? Loss of face? What?



	PR:
	[shrugs]



	LK:
	Do you know who the father of the second baby was?



	PR:
	Not a clue.



	LK:
	Did she ever mention a Tim or a Tom?



	PR:
	Not that I recall. It’s five years ago.



	LK:
	Does the surname Baker mean anything to you?



	PR:
	No.



	LK:
	I believe you were quite active with Camilla’s school—helping out with events and so on?



	PR:
	I wasn’t the only one.



	LK:
	No, I understand that. But we’ve been told you were particularly active with the hockey team? That in fact you travelled with the Burghley Abbey team to the 1997 UK national under-18s hockey championships?



	PR:
	Yes, so?



	LK:
	It was the night of the final that Camilla went into labor. She drove herself, alone, to Birmingham and checked into hospital.



	PR:
	Well, I didn’t know that.



	LK:
	You were with her for three days, watching her play hockey—a vigorous and occasionally aggressive game, might I add—and you didn’t suspect she might be pregnant?



	PR:
	I told you—



	HL:
	My officers have also spoken to someone else who was at that tournament. A teacher from Lady Elspeth Haskell’s School in Shropshire.



	PR:
	So?



	LK:
	She said it was perfectly obvious to everyone that Camilla was pregnant. That both her colleagues and the girls on the Lady Elspeth team had mentioned it. Girls who had shared changing rooms with her.



	PR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	She also said she spoke to someone from Burghley Abbey—she was worried about Camilla’s well-being, and extremely concerned that a young girl in such an advanced stage of pregnancy should be playing at all.



	PR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	She said she approached someone she saw watching on the touchline. She thought it was a teacher. But it wasn’t. It was you.



	PR:
	I don’t remember that.



	LK:
	She said she pointed Camilla out—not knowing she was your daughter—and asked if there was any possibility she could be pregnant.



	PR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	You don’t remember what you said?



	PR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	You said it was ’none of her business.”



	PR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	So you did know.



	PR:
	No, I told you.



	LK:
	Someone points out your daughter and says she looks pregnant and it doesn’t give you pause?



	PR:
	[silence]



	LK:
	Did you speak to Camilla?



	PR:
	No.



	LK:
	Why not?



	PR:
	




	WG:
	No, you don’t. And I think that’s enough for today, officers. My client has made it perfectly clear that she knows nothing about the baby, or what happened to it—



	LK:
	Her own grandchild—



	WG:
	Should you have any further questions, please contact me to make an appointment.



	LK:
	Interview terminated at 9.40.


































































































































































































































































































































































































































	CS:
	Hello, Mr. Phillips, it’s DC Chloe Sargent, Thames Valley Police. I believe you’re the person who covers the Wytham area, is that right?



	KP:
	Yes, that’s me. The office told me you might call.



	CS:
	Do you know the people at Gantry Manor?



	KP:
	Mr. and Mrs. Swann—yes, I know them. Very private people. Old-fashioned. They’re always very polite, but they don’t chat. Not like some on my round.



	CS:
	Do they get much post?



	KP:
	Two or three deliveries a week, I’d say. Bills, the council, official stuff mostly. Apart from the junk mail, of course.



	CS:
	So not much of a personal nature then?



	KP:
	No, definitely not. They don’t even go in much for Christmas cards, to be honest.



	CS:
	Do you remember anything that looked personal recently—anything handwritten?



	KP:
	Actually there was something. Must have been four or five weeks ago.



	CS:
	A letter—or a postcard?



	KP:
	A letter. Quite big handwriting. Confident-looking, you know?



	CS:
	Do you by any chance recall if the letter came from abroad—was there an Airmail sticker or anything like that?



	KP:
	Now you mention it, there was. I remember thinking the Swanns had never got foreign post before. Not in my time, anyway.



	CS:
	I don’t suppose you remember where it was from?



	KP:
	Sorry, mate—the envelope was a bit of a mess. The postmark was all smudged.



	CS:
	What about the stamp? Do you remember what that looked like?



	KP:
	Now you’re asking. That was all messed up too, I think. Could have been a face? That probably doesn’t help much, does it. Afraid I only saw it for a minute—Mrs. Swann was just coming out of the door with the rubbish so I handed it straight to her.



	CS:
	That’s very interesting. How did she react to it?



	KP:
	She frowned, if I remember rightly.



	CS:
	So she didn’t look happy to receive it?



	KP:
	No, definitely not. In fact, she tore it up and shoved it in the rubbish bag there and then.



	CS:
	She definitely didn’t open it?



	KP:
	No, she just ripped it up.



	CS:
	Do you think she did that because she recognized the writing?



	KP:
	Impossible to tell, to be honest—sorry.



	CS:
	Not at all—you’ve been an enormous help. If you remember anything else, or if you recognize that stamp somewhere else, please get in touch straight away.
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	TH:
	Thanks for agreeing to talk to me, Ms Toms. I know it’s a long time ago now, but it’s about the Camilla Rowan case.



	AT:
	Well, I’ll do all I can to help but I’m not sure what use I can be—as you say, it’s a very long time ago and I only spoke to her once.



	TH:
	Yes, I have the notes here, it says you saw her with the baby, that they seemed to be “bonding well,” and she “expressed no interest in having the baby adopted.” So you left it at that?



	AT:
	I had enough on my plate with other cases, as I’m sure you can imagine. All her health indicators were normal, the baby was healthy. I had no reason to think there was any sort of problem. And the medical staff agreed with me.



	TH:
	Of course, no one’s questioning that. It’s something else we wanted to ask you about. You just said you had a lot of other cases on at the time—were those all potential adoptions?



	AT:
	Ah, no—I didn’t mean to confuse you. My job covered much more than that—basically any issue that arose at the hospital. Women with injuries that could have been the result of domestic abuse, for example, or children who might have been mistreated.



	TH:
	I see. So do you happen to remember if you were handling many other adoptions at that time? Sorry—I should explain: one angle that might not have been fully investigated at the time was the possibility that Camilla had her baby adopted informally. Without the internet she’d have found that quite difficult, but we were wondering whether she might have met someone at the hospital?



	AT:
	A baby-broker, you mean? That seems unlikely—people like that don’t tend to hang round maternity wards.



	TH:
	And you weren’t aware of much activity like that at the time—in general, I mean?



	AT:
	No, not at all. To be honest, it was barely on the radar.



	TH:
	Yes, that’s what we thought. But that being the case, is it possible that another mother in the same position could have given Rowan a contact? Another young girl, say, who didn’t feel able to bring up a child on her own?



	AT:
	Ah, I see. Yes, that would make more sense, but I don’t recall I was talking to anyone else about adoption at that time. And Camilla Rowan was only in the hospital for a few hours, remember—that’s not long to make that sort of connection.



	TH:
	We think that she researched the hospital during the pregnancy—she went straight there when she went into labor as if she’d already planned where she was going to go. So she might have been hanging around in the weeks leading up to the birth and met someone that way?



	AT:
	Right, OK. Well, I can look back over my notes for that period, if it would help? See if there were any other adoptions under discussion at the time?



	TH:
	That would be great, thank you. You have my number?



	AT:
	Yes, it’s come up on my phone.



	TH:
	Thank you very much, Ms Toms, you’ve been really helpful.
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	Opinion
“Milly Liar?”
	What does the Camilla Rowan case tell us about the criminal justice system – and ourselves?
Tim Halston
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	CG:
	Ms Castellano, this is DS Chris Gislingham of Thames Valley Police.



	JC:
	Nice to talk to you, detective, how are you today?



	CG:
	I’m very well, thank you. And thanks for making time to talk to me, especially at the weekend.



	JC:
	No problem, always happy to help.



	CG:
	I believe you’ve received a copy of my email concerning Noah Seidler?



	JC:
	I have it right here, and I’ve had one of my staff check Immigration records. It seems Mr. Seidler left the United States on October 16th on a flight to Florence, but from what you say in your email he can only have stayed in Italy two days before catching a flight to London.



	CG:
	Did he travel alone—from the States?



	JC:
	Yes, it appears so.



	CG:
	And is there anything you can tell me about the family?



	JC:
	All I have right now is that the Seidlers moved to Brooklyn ten years ago, and prior to that were in Princeton. David Seidler was on the Political Sciences faculty there. And back before that they spent two semesters in the UK, in 1997. But you knew that already.



	CG:
	And Mrs. Seidler?



	JC:
	Renee Seidler trained as a teacher after her postgrad and then taught junior high, but I have no record of her working since 2016. But putting it all together, it looks like that must have been around the time David was diagnosed, so I guess she gave it up to look after him.



	CG:
	Diagnosed?



	JC:
	He died last fall. The death certificate cites bowel cancer as the principal cause of death. Not a nice way to go.



	CG:
	Were there other children?



	JC:
	No, just Noah.



	CG:
	And what do you have on him?



	JC:
	Graduated high school with a GPA of 3.6 then got accepted on a liberal arts program at Columbia but deferred for a year, probably because his dad got sick. No criminal record, no trouble with law enforcement. Basically just a nice, bright kid.



	CG:
	I assume you know that he was the victim of a fatal shooting?



	JC:
	I’m aware. Have you spoken to his mom?



	CG:
	We’ll be liaising with NYPD on that. But I’m afraid it’s not just a question of breaking the bad news: there are questions we need to ask about the circumstances of Noah’s birth.



	JC:
	Yes, I have your note here—it says you believe he’s not the Seidlers’ biological child, as stated on his birth certificate and social security records, but a British baby that went missing in 1997? This “Milly Liar” case?



	CG:
	That’s right.



	JC:
	Sounds like something out of Agatha Christie.



	CG:
	I suspect it won’t end as neatly as that. More’s the pity.



	JC:
	Please be sure to inform us when you have clarification—there could be consequences here. Possible fraud, conveying false or misleading information—you know the drill.



	CG:
	Of course, we’ll certainly do that. Clearly, our first priority is to establish exactly what happened—what degree of involvement the Seidlers had.



	JC:
	What does the birth mother say?



	CG:
	Up till now she’s been sticking to her original story. But even she must realize she’s turning into King Canute on that one.



	JC:
	




	CG:
	Yeah, sorry.



	JC:
	No worries. Well, if that’s everything, I have a family event at two o’clock. Let me know if I can help with anything else. You got a name at NYPD?



	CG:
	No one specific, so if you—



	JC:
	Sure, no problem. I’ll email over some details.



	CG:
	Thank you. And thank you again for your time.



	JC:
	You’re welcome. Enjoy your day.








































































	CG:
	For the purposes of the recording, Mrs. Seidler, we are interviewing you in connection with the disappearance of a baby in December 1997. We now know that you and your husband subsequently raised this child as your own son. You have been arrested, pending clarification of the circumstances that led to these events, and your involvement in them. You have been informed of your rights, and as you are aware, you can ask for legal representation at any time. Is there anything you need us to clarify at this stage?



	RS:
	No. Thank you.



	CG:
	So perhaps you could take us back to the beginning. To September 1997.



	RS:
	




	AF:
	




	RS:
	




	AF:
	But the baby was premature.



	RS:
	





	AF:
	I’m sorry.



	RS:
	






	CG:
	You couldn’t have known. And you must have been exhausted. All those weeks—



	RS:
	You’re right. We were. But it was still no excuse. One of us should have been there.



	AF:
	




	RS:
	[nods]



	AF:
	But you didn’t tell anyone. Your family, friends—



	RS:
	




	AF:
	And two days later? The 23rd?



	RS:
	





	AF:
	




	RS:
	He wouldn’t tell me anything. He said it was best I didn’t know. That I couldn’t be blamed if I didn’t know.



	AF:
	Nothing else—nothing at all?



	RS:
	He said that the baby was ours now. That we were rescuing him. That was his word. Rescuing.



	AF:
	Do you know where your husband had been that day? Had he been out?



	RS:
	I don’t know.



	AF:
	You didn’t ask?



	RS:
	No, I didn’t ask. I didn’t want to know.



	CG:
	And you had already registered the birth of Noah?



	RS:
	Yes, David had, just after he was born.



	CG:
	And applied for a passport for him? Because you knew you were going back to the US that January?



	RS:
	




	AF:
	







































	AF:
	What did you say?



	RS:
	I told him exactly what his father had told me. That we had rescued him. That that was all I’d ever known.



	AF:
	How did he react?



	RS:
	




	AF:
	That must have hurt.



	RS:
	Yes, it did. But I couldn’t blame him. He was right: we had lied to him. Out of love, and for the best reasons. But right then, all he could see was the lie.



	AF:
	And did he speak to your husband?



	RS:
	No.



	AF:
	You’re sure? Noah never spoke to him about it at all?



	RS:
	David was in the hospice by then. He was on so many pain meds he barely knew me. He probably wouldn’t even have understood what Noah was saying. And I didn’t want him dying with that on his mind. So I made Noah promise not to say anything.



	CG:
	




	RS:
	




	AF:
	And all this was when, exactly?



	RS:
	Last August. August 2017.



	AF:
	And fourteen months later Noah flies to the UK, by which time he evidently knows exactly who he is and who he’s looking for. How did he find out?



	RS:
	I don’t know.

























	AF:
	You’re aware that we’ve identified Noah’s biological mother?



	RS:
	This woman Camilla Rowan. Yes, I am aware.



	AF:
	Do you know her?



	RS:
	No.



	AF:
	You don’t recall ever meeting her? At the hospital? You were there at around the same time.



	RS:
	We were in the neonatal ICU. She must have been in the main ward. It’s a big place. And in any case, we weren’t there to make friends—we hardly spoke to anyone.



	AF:
	Could your husband have met her? In the cafeteria, say, or at a coffee machine?



	RS:
	




	CG:
	But it is possible—that they could have met?



	RS:
	I suppose so—though why—



	AF:
	The day your son died—the 21st—was that the last time you were at the hospital?



	RS:
	Yes. I never wanted to go there again.



	AF:
	And your husband?



	RS:
	




	CG:
	So he could have met Camilla Rowan then—perhaps even found out that she was thinking of having her baby adopted?



	RS:
	




	CG:
	You said you were in a bad place—perhaps he wanted to wait until you were feeling better?



	RS:
	I still don’t understand—none of this makes any sense.
























	AF:
	Talk me through the days before Noah left for Europe.



	RS:
	He was doing a Renaissance arts program this fall and he talked me into letting him go to Florence.



	AF:
	You had no idea he intended to come to the UK?



	RS:
	None at all. I thought he was still in Italy.



	AF:
	Do you think he’d already been in contact with Camilla Rowan by then?



	RS:
	If he had, he hid it from me. I didn’t know.



	CG:
	He’d obviously found out who his mother was.



	RS:
	Like I said, I didn’t know that. I didn’t know about any of it. Look, I’ve answered all your questions—I want to see him—



	AF:
	I’m sorry, Mrs. Seidler, that’s not possible.



	RS:
	He’s my son—I have a right to see him—



	AF:
	I know how painful this must be—



	RS:
	Doesn’t someone have to identify him? How can you even be sure it’s him? It could all just be a terrible mistake—



	AF:
	





	RS:
	[begins to weep]
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	AF:
	This isn’t a formal interview, Ms Toms, and you’re not under arrest, but it may be necessary for us to do that, depending on what you have to tell us. You can ask for legal representation at any time. Is that clear?



	AT:
	Yes.



	AF:
	So, let’s start at the beginning. December 23rd 1997.



	AT:
	I was the social worker at Birmingham and Solihull General at that time. It was my first job.



	AF:
	And you were interviewed by the police in 2002, when the disappearance of the baby first came to light?



	AT:
	Yes, I was.



	AF:
	




	AT:
	Yes, that’s right.



	AF:
	




	AT:
	Yes, I do. But it wasn’t true. She didn’t bond with him at all.



	AF:
	Enough to worry you—as a professional?



	AT:
	Yes.



	AF:
	But you didn’t raise this with anyone else at the hospital—you can’t have done—there’s nothing in the records.



	AT:
	It was different back then—people weren’t so quick to rush to judgment. And like I said, it was my first job—I wanted to be sure—to watch her for a little longer before I did anything. She’d only given birth a few hours before she discharged herself—I had no idea she would leave hospital so quickly.



	AF:
	On the afternoon of 23rd December. When the baby was only a few hours old.



	AT:
	Yes.



	AF:
	And yet the following morning you made an entry in her records saying all was well, when you clearly had significant cause for concern. Not only that, by not raising those concerns, you could actually put the child at more risk. Why on earth would you do that?



	AT:
	[silence]



	AF:
	Ms Toms?




















	AF:
	You followed her.



	AT:
	Yes.



	AF:
	You didn’t think to alert someone? Flag her down?



	AT:
	How could I alert anyone? I didn’t have a mobile phone—no one did, back then. And she was driving fast—it was all I could do not to lose her.



	AF:
	So you followed her—where to exactly?



	AT:
	She got on to the M5, going south.



	AF:
	And then?



	AT:
	She came off at Brockworth and headed toward Cirencester. On the A417.






























	AF:
	Do you know where this place was? Would you remember it again?



	AT:
	It’s hard to forget.



	AF:
	All the same, such a long time ago—



	AT:
	That’s not what I meant. The road was called Love Lane. Love Lane. You don’t forget something like that. Not in those circumstances.



	TH:
	So what did you do next?



	AT:
	I got out of the car. I wasn’t sure what to think—I just couldn’t work out what she was doing there—



	TH:
	And then?



	AT:
	I walked over to the car park.



	TH:
	What did you see?



	AT:
	

















	AF:
	The baby.



	AT:
	




	AF:
	You could see that—straight away?



	AT:
	




	TH:
	She’d put it on top of the baby?



	AT:
	







	AF:
	Take your time, Ms Toms. I know this must be distressing.



	AT:
	I’m sorry—it’s just that all this time, I’ve tried not to think about it.



	AF:
	What did you do next?



	AT:
	I took him back to the car. He still had his blanket and I had some wet wipes so I could clean him up a bit.



	AF:
	But you didn’t take him back to the hospital, did you? Or to a police station. Or to the adoption services, who would have found him a loving home.



	AT:
	No, I didn’t.



	AF:
	You took him to Edgbaston. To the Seidlers.



	AT:
	I’d sat with them every day for weeks—I’d seen what they’d gone through. I knew they could give him a good life. That they might not get another chance -



	AF:
	




	AT:
	If you want to put it that way.



	TH:
	You must have known what you were doing was wrong.



	AT:
	In your book, perhaps. Not in mine.



	TH:
	Why didn’t you say something to the police after Camilla was arrested? You perjured yourself at that trial—



	AT:
	I know. But remember how young the child was at that stage—barely five. He’d have been taken from them. My job wasn’t the only thing at stake.



	AF:
	All the same—



	AT:
	I would have done, OK? I would have said something. If she’d been acquitted, I’d have said something. But she wasn’t, was she? Justice was done. No one knew that better than me.



	TH:
	And since then?



	AT:
	What do you mean, since then?



	TH:
	What have you done since then?



	AT:
	




	TH:
	Have you stayed in touch with the Seidlers? Kept tabs on the case?



	AT:
	Of course not—that would be far too dangerous, both for them and for me. And in any case, I’ve done everything I possibly can to forget the whole thing.



	TH:
	




	AT:
	I don’t know what you mean.



	TH:
	I’ve been spending a lot of time in true-crime chat rooms lately, looking at what people say about this case. The theories they have, what they think really happened.



	AT:
	So?



	TH:
	So, I think you’ve been doing the same. There was one name that kept coming up—one person who’s been talking about this case on a regular basis ever since that Netflix documentary. Always taking the same line, always insisting that Camilla Rowan got what she deserved. The user’s name is “AllieCatz76.” It never occurred to me till now, but as soon as you make the connection it’s blindingly obvious. It’s you, isn’t it? AllieCatz—Alison Toms. And you were born in 1976.



	AF:
	Is that true, Ms Toms?



	AT:
	[silence]



	TH:
	I can only imagine how horrified you were when John Penrose started suggesting Camilla could be innocent. No wonder you wanted to do what little you could to redress the balance. To make sure she stayed where she was.



	AT:
	[silence]



	AF:
	




	CS:
	I’m sorry to interrupt, sir, but we’ve had a call—I think it’s important—



	AF:
	Really?



	CS:
	Yes, I think so.



	AF:
	




	TH:
	




	TH:
	Would you like to speak to a lawyer now, Ms Toms?



	AT:
	Yes. I think that’s probably a good idea.



	TH:
	Interview terminated at 11.26.
















































































































































































































































































































































	Operator:
	Essex Police, can I help you?



	Caller:
	There’s a car on fire.



	Operator:
	Is anyone in danger?



	Caller:
	No, it’s on waste ground—abandoned. I can’t see anyone there. But it’s the third time this month and our councilor told us to report it.



	Operator:
	And where are you?



	Caller:
	Bromness, just off the main road.



	Operator:
	And it’s waste ground, you say?



	Caller:
	Kids go there to joyride. Place is a bloody eyesore.



	Operator:
	I’ll get someone to attend. Please don’t put yourself in any danger, or confront anyone—



	Caller:
	Confront who? Those tykes’ll be long gone by now.



	Operator:
	If you can hold on I’ll get you a reference number for the incident for your records.
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