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            One

         
         It was a Monday morning, it was bright, it was warm, too warm for late autumn, and Charlotte Beck was about to experience
            the one really dramatic thing that would happen to her in her entire life. She wasn’t ready for it. She didn’t feel ready
            for anything.
         

         
         She was maneuvering a chaotic little group up Heath Street, as she did every weekday. She was steering a buggy containing
            ten-month-old Lulu. On her left side two-and-a-half-year-old Oscar was pushing himself on a little scooter. Round her right
            wrist was one end of a dog lead and the other end was attached to a black Labrador puppy called Suki. Everything looked like
            it was in fog, but it wasn’t real fog. It was the fog of tiredness that had hung stolidly over Charlotte’s world for the previous
            six months. Lulu didn’t sleep at night. She shouted and she screamed and nothing helped, nothing that Charlotte tried, nothing
            that the experts recommended.
         

         
         Instead Lulu slept during the day. She was asleep now, contentedly under a blanket in her buggy, a pacifier lodged in her
            mouth. Every so often, Charlotte leaned over to peer at her. She looked peaceful and angelic. It was difficult to believe
            that that smooth little face with its long eyelashes and pink cheeks could do so much damage to a grown woman. Charlotte felt
            so tired that it hurt. Her eyes were stinging with it, her skin felt stretched, her joints were aching. She was only thirty-one.
            It couldn’t be arthritis, could it? Could lack of sleep damage your bones? It felt like it.
         

         
         As her little caravan of chaos made its way up the hill, Charlotte was aware of so much that could go wrong. Suki wasn’t properly
            trained yet. Charlotte had meant to teach her to sit and to beg and just generally do what she was told but she hadn’t had
            the time. There’d been so much else to do. She might suddenly bolt towards another dog, or away from another dog, and drag
            them all into the traffic. Admittedly she was only a small puppy but she was more than a match for her owner. And Oscar on
            his scooter was a permanent danger to himself and to others. For the hundredth time Charlotte told herself that she really
            ought to buy him a helmet. What would happen if he came off it and landed on his head? What kind of a mother was she anyway?
            She wearily imagined the potential news headlines: “Family Dragged Into Traffic by Dog;” “Tot Dies in Scooter Crash. Mother
            Arrested.”
         

         
         This morning the shops felt like a series of rebukes. She passed coffee shops with pairs of young mothers sitting and talking,
            as if motherhood was an easy and enjoyable lifestyle choice. The thought of even trying to sit in a café with Oscar and Lulu
            and Suki gave Charlotte the beginnings of a migraine. She passed a toddlers’ clothes shop called Mamma Mia. Oscar stopped
            his scooter by ramming into the glass window.
         

         
         “Is that a robot?” he asked, staring at the silvery, dead-eyed child-sized dummy, wearing a jacket that cost £87.50.

         
         “No,” said Charlotte. “It’s a . . .” She hesitated. How to explain? “It’s a sort of doll for wearing clothes.” Behind the
            shop dummies, Charlotte saw a woman wearing a pink Puffa jacket with two children, a boy who looked the same size as Oscar
            and a girl a few years older. The girl had blond hair tied in a ponytail. Charlotte felt as if she was looking at a performance
            by people who knew how to be a family and had the money to get it right.
         

         
         They proceeded up the street. They were heading for the top of the hill, the Whitestone Pond, Hampstead Heath. It always felt
            to Charlotte like it was breaking out into the light, escaping the murk below, the traffic and fumes of the four-wheel-drives
            taking their children to one of the dozens of little private prep schools dotted around Hampstead. She paused again outside
            a dentist’s office. When did children first need to go to the dentist? She looked at the glass sign outside, with a list of
            the services they offered. “Celebrity Smile Portfolio.” That sounded like something she could use. “Turn Back Time Treatments.”
            Even better. She thought of herself ten years ago—was it really that long?—at university. Those Friday and Saturday nights,
            the late mornings. Nobody to feed. Nobody to worry about except herself and the occasional flatmate taking the last of the
            milk. She caught sight of herself in the mirror. What would twenty-one-year-old Charlotte Beck make of thirty-one-year-old
            Charlotte Beck, sleep deprived, hair unwashed and—she suddenly noticed—with a stain on the front of her shirt? She pulled
            up the zip of her jacket so that it couldn’t be seen.
         

         
         They continued up the hill.

         
         “Where are we going?” said Oscar.

         
         “Where we always go. To the pond. Maybe one day we’ll get a boat.”

         
         “What sort of boat?”

         
         “A little sailing boat.” It sounded like a bad idea as soon as the words were out of her mouth.

         
         And then it happened.

         
         A flash of silver as the car passed her, heading down the hill.

         
         Too fast, she thought, and turned to Oscar and the buggy and Suki. She wasn’t looking in the right direction, but she heard
            screams and then a scraping sound and then the sound of bumping and metal and then shattering glass. She stared back down
            the hill. She had difficulty in making sense of what she was seeing because everything was suddenly different. Nobody was
            moving and the world had gone silent, except that a bell was ringing somewhere, a burglar alarm or a fire alarm. Improbably,
            as if in a dream, the silver car that had passed her was now wedged into a shop window. It was almost the whole way in. A
            white van coming up the hill had stopped in the middle of the road and the driver had gotten out but he wasn’t doing anything,
            just standing and watching.
         

         
         Charlotte felt as if normal life had cracked and she had stepped through the crack and everything was different and still
            nothing made sense. She started walking slowly towards the devastation and then stopped. She had Suki; the lead was fastened
            to her wrist. But she had forgotten her children. She stepped back and took hold of the buggy. Lulu was still fast asleep.
            Oscar was gazing at the crashed car, his mouth open, like a caricature of surprise in a storybook.
         

         
         “Come,” Charlotte said to him, then awkwardly took his right hand in her left and steered the buggy with her other, which
            was also attached to Suki’s lead. As she got closer, she could see that some people were just standing and staring. Two women
            had come out of the café. There was a postman. No. Charlotte mentally corrected herself: it was a postwoman. She had her funny red trailer and she was holding a package in her hand. Next, Charlotte saw figures lying on the ground.
            Why was nobody helping them? Who was in charge? She looked around. What she wanted was people in uniform to appear and take
            over and put up tape and tell everyone to keep on the other side of it. But there was nobody. Just ordinary people who didn’t
            know what to do.
         

         
         Two young women were standing next to her. One had a leather bag over her shoulder.

         
         “Have you got a phone?”

         
         The women looked puzzled and Charlotte repeated the question. One woman raised her hand to show the phone she was holding.

         
         “Ambulance,” said Charlotte. “Nine-nine-nine. Call it now.”

         
         She looked at the other woman, then gestured at her children. “Take care of them,” she said. “One minute. I’ll be back.”

         
         Charlotte took Suki’s lead off her wrist and gave it to the still open-mouthed Oscar. “Look after Suki for one minute. Can
            you do that?”
         

         
         He nodded solemnly. Charlotte turned round and walked towards the car. A person was lying half on the pavement, half on the
            road, splayed out. One leg was bent in a way that seemed wrong. Charlotte knelt down beside the woman and gazed into her eyes.
            Her mind was a blank about what you were meant to do. Were you meant to move them or not to move them?
         

         
         “How are you?” she asked.

         
         “My leg,” said the woman. At least she could talk.

         
         “Anything else?”

         
         “My husband. Where’s my husband?”

         
         “The ambulance is coming,” said Charlotte, hoping it was true. She walked round to the other side of the car. An old man was
            lying on his back. He was staring up at the sky without blinking and without seeing. It was the first dead person Charlotte
            had ever seen.
         

         
         She stepped towards the car. She could see a slumped figure inside. She couldn’t make out whether it was male or female. She
            was going to open the car door when she heard a sobbing sound. She turned her head: it was coming from inside the shop. She
            stepped in through what had been the shop window. She heard the crunch of the glass under her feet, looked down and realized
            this was Mamma Mia, the children’s clothes shop.
         

         
         She walked farther in and saw a figure lying on the floor half under the front wheels of the car. As she bent down towards
            it, the figure groaned and moved, and suddenly she felt a warm splash on her and saw that it was a woman and there was blood
            gushing from her shoulder or near her shoulder. It came in spurts, as if someone was blowing it out, then breathing in and
            blowing it out again. The woman was staring up at her, looking directly into Charlotte’s eyes. Charlotte had an impulse to
            run away and let someone else deal with this.
         

         
         She had a dim memory of what one should do. Press on something. That was it. But where? She pushed her fingers over the wound
            but the blood bubbled through them. It wasn’t working. Then she moved her hand slightly down from the wound and pressed again,
            really hard. The flow of blood stopped, as if she had stepped on a garden hose. She pressed even harder and the woman gave
            a gasp.
         

         
         “Am I going to die?” she said, her eyes flickering.

         
         “There’s an ambulance coming,” said Charlotte.

         
         “Joey,” said the woman. “And Cass.”

         
         Suddenly Charlotte realized that this was the woman she had been looking at through the window, and that the dead man was
            her husband. Or probably. And then she wondered where the woman’s children were.
         

         
         “I’m sure they’re safe,” said Charlotte.

         
         She glanced around, almost frightened of what she might see. There to one side were the two children, slumped on the floor,
            glassy-eyed with shock. Charlotte felt she should do something but was scared to move her hand. Suddenly there was a bustle
            around her, uniforms, young men and women in a blur. Someone shouted questions at her but she couldn’t think. She was pulled
            away from the woman, who disappeared under a scrum of paramedics. Charlotte stepped back, the glass still crunching under
            her feet. She looked at the two children still slumped on the floor and held out her hands helplessly.
         

         
         She remembered her own children and made her way gingerly through the wrecked shop. People in uniform were everywhere. Some
            of them looked at her curiously. She stepped outside and felt the sunshine on her and heard sounds of gasping. She was puzzled
            and wondered what it was about, and then she looked down at herself, soaked with red, and understood it was about her.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         Constable Darren Symons had been in his job for just over two months. The most serious accident he had attended up to now
            was when a young man had been knocked off his motorbike by a cement mixer. He hadn’t died, though, just broken his leg. This
            was something else. He gazed around at the carnage with a kind of awe. It was like a fever dream: the blue lights flashing,
            the silver car inserted into the shop, the shards of shattered glass glinting on the pavement, the body still trapped in the
            crumpled vehicle. It didn’t look real, no more real than the child-sized mannequin standing placidly amid the wreckage of
            the shop. He saw a body being lifted onto a stretcher. Two small children were being led to a waiting car by a female officer.
            He saw blood on the pavement. He heard someone crying, high and loud.
         

         
         “Constable Symons. Darren.” He blinked and turned to his senior investigating officer, who gestured around them. “Witnesses. Get their names. Before
            they vanish.”
         

         
         He nodded and took out his notebook. His pencil wobbled on the paper as he wrote the date: October 3, 2016. He looked at his
            watch and added the time: 9:11. There was a throng of people behind the cordons and tapes, and more people flowing up the
            hill, as if they were on their way to a concert. How did they hear so quickly? He looked up and saw faces in the windows of
            the houses.
         

         
         A woman was sitting on the pavement covered in blood, holding a lead at the end of which was a little dog; every time it strained
            forward her body jerked after it. Why was no one attending to her? He approached cautiously, as if she were a bomb that might
            explode, and she looked up. Her face was white with shock but she seemed unharmed. In the buggy at her side was a baby, improbably
            asleep in all the hubbub, a pacifier planted in its mouth and its eyes flickering in its dreams. A tiny boy in striped dungarees
            was jumping on and off the pavement, his cheeks hectic.
         

         
         “Are you injured?” Symons said.

         
         Behind them, he could hear the whine of a saw: they must be cutting the body out of the car.

         
         “Me? No. I just . . .” She trailed off. “I feel a bit sick.”

         
         “That’s blood!” roared the boy. “Bloody blood.”

         
         He hopped back and forth, panting with the effort, his face screwed up with effort and his eyes gleaming.

         
         “Can I ask you a few questions?” asked Constable Symons. “About what you saw.”

         
         “I didn’t see anything.”

         
         “You’re covered in blood.”

         
         She looked down at herself, dazed. “It’s hers. Will she die? Where are her children?”

         
         “Who?”

         
         “The woman in the shop. I tried . . .”

         
         “I don’t know anything about that,” he said. “If you could tell me what you saw.”

         
         “It went smash-bang,” shouted the boy. “On our way to the pond. We’re going to buy a sailing boat soon.”

         
         “Let’s begin with your name.”

         
         “My name is Charlotte Beck,” said the woman. She started to weep, her thin body shaking, her face streaming with tears.

         
         He sat down on the pavement beside her and put his hand on her shoulder. The little boy stopped jumping and crouched beside
            her.
         

         
         “It’ll wash off,” he said. “Mummy. Don’t cry.”

         
          

         “I was in the stockroom,” said the owner of Mamma Mia. Her voice cracked. She kept touching her face, her body, with her hands,
            as if checking for damage. “I was looking for—” She stopped. “I suppose it doesn’t matter what I was looking for.”
         

         
         “So you didn’t see anything?” Constable Symons asked.

         
         “I thought it was an earthquake. Or a bomb. I thought I was going to die.” She stared at him. “I crawled under the table,”
            she said. “I didn’t try to help, I just hid.”
         

         
         “That’s only natural,” he said.

         
          

         “There was someone in the car with him.”

         
         “Really?”

         
         “A man. Wearing a hat, I think. It happened so quickly, but I think I recognized him. Has he disappeared? That’s strange,
            isn’t it?”
         

         
          

         “There was something strange about it.”

         
         Symons looked at the man. He was strongly built, hair cut short, jeans and a thick green jacket. “Of course it was strange,”
            said the officer. “Car driving into a shop. You don’t get stranger than that.”
         

         
         “I don’t mean that. The car didn’t look like it was being driven. It was more like it was just rolling down the hill, out
            of control.”
         

         
         “Rolling? What do you mean?”

         
         “I’m just telling you what I saw.”

         
         “Can you give me a name and number?”

         
         “McGill,” said the man. “Dave McGill.” And he recited a phone number.

         
          

         Symons was trying to concentrate. The sun was so sharp and the noises so persistent, that alarm still going off, the whine
            of the saw, horns blaring from the bottom of the road and in the distance the sound of the sirens. He peered at the woman
            facing him, whose name was Sally Krauss and who was visibly trembling, holding her shiny brown bag to her chest, like a shield.
         

         
         “He had a bald head,” she said. “He was hunched over. Probably had a heart attack. It happened to my uncle. He drove straight
            into a tree. Sudden heart attack. They said he probably didn’t feel a thing.”
         

         
         Symons looked down at his notes. Everybody had seen something different. He sighed.

         
          

         “My name is Adrian Greville and I saw everything,” said the man with a mustache as thin as string on his upper lip. “It was
            coming straight at me. It missed me by this much.” He held up a thumb and forefinger to indicate the narrowness of his escape.
            “It went into this old couple. I saw him fly up in the air. I saw his face. I could swear he was looking straight at me. Poor
            guy.”
         

         
         “Did you see the driver at all?”

         
         “Completely. He was sitting there gripping the steering wheel. He was smiling. It was no accident. He meant to do it.”

         
          

         Some of the witnesses seemed reluctant to leave. They hovered around in groups, talking to each other. One of them, the one
            in the green jacket, the one who had noticed something odd about the accident, that the car seemed to have been rolling down
            the hill, sat on the pavement beside the blood-soaked Charlotte Beck. Her little boy sat beside her sucking the lollipop a
            police officer had given him and the baby slept in its buggy. She looked at the man with a dazed expression. “I should go
            home,” she said.
         

         
         “I saw what you did.”

         
         “I just did what anyone would have done.”

         
         “Except no one else did. They’ll probably give you a medal.”

         
         He stood up and held out his hand to help her from the pavement. “Here,” he said. “I’m Dave. I’ll walk you home. Let me push
            the buggy.”
         

         
          

         In the shattered space of what had once been Mamma Mia, a group of white-suited scene-of-crime officers lifted the body of
            a man clear from the car. He was middle-aged, with close-cropped hair, a mole on his right cheek. He was dressed in gray trousers
            and a gray-and-white-checked shirt, sneakers, a watch with a metal strap. His skin looked chalky, the eyes opened wide in
            a stare of fixed surprise.
         

         
         They laid him on the stretcher. His arm dangled down and one of the officers lifted it onto his chest.

         
         “There’s not much blood,” she said.

         
         As they moved the body away, one of the officers bent down and reached forward, trying to avoid the glass and the jagged metal.

         
         “Got it,” he said, holding up a wallet.

         
          

         Sergeant June McFarlane flicked through the wallet, ignoring the cash, the credit cards. She removed a driver’s license. The
            fuzzy pixelated photograph was clearly of the man in the car.
         

         
         “‘Geoffrey Udo Kernan,’” she read aloud. “‘Ten Motherwell Road, RM10 9BB.’” She looked round at Symons. “You know where that
            is? Is that out of London?”
         

         
         “It’s Romford, I think. Depends what you mean by out of London. Do you want me to arrange for someone to go there?”

         
         McFarlane shook his head. “We’ll go ourselves. Right now.”

         
         Symons looked doubtful. “It’s a long way.”

         
         “Doesn’t matter. There are people dead here, people injured. We need to do this ourselves.”

         
          

         It was half past three in the afternoon. The sun was already low in the sky. The road was still cordoned off and guarded,
            police cars and vans stationed across the road. But the crowds had gone, the car had been towed away, the glass had been removed.
            The forensic team was hard at work, taking photographs, measuring skid marks, collecting pieces of ripped metal, following
            the rules and giving everything an order and a meaning. Mamma Mia was just a jagged hole.
         

         
          

         Meanwhile, McFarlane and Symons were on the North Circular, stuck in traffic. They had checked on the satnav. Symons hadn’t
            between entirely right. Kernan’s home was more Barking than Romford, but it wasn’t any closer.
         

         
         “It’s the wrong time of day to be driving,” said Symons.

         
         “When’s the right time?” said McFarlane. “Maybe about three in the morning.”

         
         They’d had time to check Kernan’s name on the police computer. Nothing. Symons started talking about the crime scene, about
            what might have happened, but McFarlane stopped him.
         

         
         “Let’s wait and see,” she said, and for the rest of the journey they talked about other things. The drive took over an hour
            before they turned off the North Circular onto the Barking bypass and off that to Motherwell Drive, a road of postwar pebble-dash,
            two-up-two-down terraced houses. They sat still in the car.
         

         
         “It’s always a strange moment,” said McFarlane, “when you’re about to ring on the door and ruin someone’s life.”

         
         “Maybe he lived alone,” said Symons. “Or maybe nobody’s home.”

         
         “We won’t find out sitting here,” said McFarlane, and they both got out and walked up the little path. They stopped next to
            a gray Peugeot hatchback that was parked on the driveway.
         

         
         “Looks like somebody’s home,” said McFarlane, and she pressed the doorbell and they heard a distant chime. There was the sound
            of movement and footsteps and then the door opened. The woman was dressed in loose jeans, a white blouse and a turquoise cardigan
            that June McFarlane noticed had small holes on one sleeve. Moths. But mainly they saw her face, pale and anxious, which made
            her dark hair seem almost black by contrast.
         

         
         “Do you know Geoffrey Kernan?” asked McFarlane, and Symons felt his stomach lurch at what was about to happen.

         
         “He’s my husband,” she said.

         
         “May we come in?”

         
          

         At first they just sat awkwardly in the front room, and watched Mrs. Kernan as she cried. McFarlane leaned forward slightly
            and handed her the tissues she had ready. Symons went into the little kitchen, found a jar of instant coffee and made a mug
            for each of them, adding several spoons of sugar for Mrs. Kernan. McFarlane sat next to the woman and made her drink it.
         

         
         “I can’t believe it,” said Mrs. Kernan. “I can’t believe it. I keep thinking I’m going to wake up.”

         
         “I’m so sorry,” said McFarlane.

         
         “I thought something had happened. But not this.”

         
         “What do you mean? Why did you think something had happened?”

         
         “I reported him missing.”

         
         McFarlane looked at Symons with a puzzled expression. “I thought you said . . . ,” she began.

         
         “I checked,” he said. “There wasn’t anything.”

         
         She turned to Mrs. Kernan. “When did you report this?”

         
         “Three days ago. I went into the police station and said he was missing.”

         
         “Did you make a statement?”

         
         “They weren’t interested. They said he had probably just gone away suddenly. That people do that.”

         
         “So you didn’t make a statement?”

         
         “They just sent me away. They weren’t interested. They said, ‘Come back in a few days if he still hasn’t come home.’ And now . . .
            now . . .” And she started crying again.
         

         
         “Mrs. Kernan, did you—”

         
         “I knew he wouldn’t do that.”

         
         “Do what?”

         
         “I went over to see my sister and when I got back, he wasn’t here. I thought he’d gone for a walk or met a friend somewhere.
            But it got later and later and he wasn’t answering his phone and then he didn’t come back at all. I waited the whole of the
            next day and then they called from his work and asked why he hadn’t been in touch and then I went to the police.”
         

         
         “Do you have children?”

         
         The woman wrapped her arms around her body for comfort. “Ned. He’s at university. I have to tell him. It’s his first year.
            He’s only just started. I didn’t tell him about Geoff going missing. I didn’t want to worry him. And now . . .” She dabbed
            at her face with the tissue. Her eyes looked sore.
         

         
         “Was he close to his father?”

         
         “They argued a lot. But that’s because they were so like each other.”

         
         “What work did your husband do?”

         
         “He’s in sales.”

         
         “Sales of what?”

         
         “Sanitary supplies. For companies. He drives around a lot.” She blinked. “Drove. It’s the first time I’ve said it like that.”

         
         “Yes,” said McFarlane. “That’s hard. Is that your car outside?”

         
         “It’s his car. It’s actually the company car.”

         
         “Does he have another? A metallic silver-gray Nissan?”

         
         “No, we only have one.”

         
         “This incident happened in Heath Street. Would your husband have had any business or personal reason to be there?”

         
         “He drove around all the time for his work, all over the country. I don’t know anything special about Hampstead.”

         
         “Maybe he has a business acquaintance there. Or a friend.”

         
         “What do you mean, friend?”

         
         “He might have had an appointment with someone.”

         
         “Not that I know of. What was it that happened?”

         
         McFarlane gave an account of the crash.

         
         “Did anyone die? I mean, apart from Geoff.” She took a violent hiccuping breath as she said the name.

         
         “One person died at the scene. There are other casualties, some severe.”

         
         Mrs. Kernan took a tissue from her pocket and blew her nose.

         
         “Mrs. Kernan, I know this is a terrible time. But I need to ask certain questions.”

         
         “What kind of questions?”

         
         “Were there any problems between you and your husband?”

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “Marital problems.”

         
         “No. Nothing like that.”

         
         “Your husband must have been away a lot. Was that difficult?”

         
         “Sometimes. We got through it.”

         
         “How were things at work?”

         
         “Fine. The usual. Too many hours, not enough money.”

         
         “Was there anything recently?”

         
         Mrs. Kernan shook her head. Her expression had been dull with grief but she suddenly changed and looked suspicious. “What
            are you saying?”
         

         
         “I’m not saying anything.”

         
         “Do you think he did this to himself?”

         
         The phone rang and Mrs. Kernan got up to answer it. McFarlane took the mugs back into the kitchen and washed them. Looking
            out of the window, she saw a robin perched on a spade that was sunk into the soil. Beyond that the garden was like a miniature
            building site, with large paving slabs stacked at the end.
         

         
         “That was Geoff’s idea,” said a voice behind her. Mrs. Kernan had come into the kitchen. “He said it would be nice for having
            barbecues.”
         

         
         “Do you have someone who can come and be with you?”

         
         “I could ask my sister.”

         
         “Good.”

         
          

         When they were in the car again, they sat in silence for a time.

         
         “I think she was holding something back,” said Symons. “I think they had problems.”

         
         “Everyone has problems,” said McFarlane.

         
         “But it’s all obvious, isn’t it?”

         
         “Is it? Good. Explain it to me.”

         
         “Geoffrey Kernan, pressured at work, unhappy in his marriage, he finally cracks. He walks out on his life, spends a couple
            of days wandering around, deciding what to do about everything. Then he gets in a car and ends it all. Simple.”
         

         
         “In a car. Not his own car.”
         

         
         “There’s no law that says you need to use your own car.”

         
         “And in Hampstead, an hour-and-a-half drive away?”

         
         “He wanted a hill.”

         
         “Why does he need a hill? He’s in a car, not a shopping cart.” The two officers looked at each other. “Well,” she carried
            on, “it’ll all be solved tomorrow. In the meantime, check the car he was driving.”
         

         
          

         Dr. Jane Franklin, consultant pathologist, looked down at the body of Geoffrey Kernan, then across at a group of students,
            masked and gowned in green.
         

         
         “Did you read the notes?”

         
         There was a murmur.

         
         “Well?”

         
         “Car accident.”

         
         “And?”

         
         “Possible heart attack.”

         
         “Anything else?”

         
         “Or stroke. Or suicide.”

         
         “The problem with police reports,” said Dr. Franklin, “is that they get in the way of your eyes. Forget what you’ve read.
            What do you see here?” She gestured with a scalpel at the ravaged face and forehead. “You.” She pointed at one of the pale-faced
            students.
         

         
         “Er . . . fracture to the—”

         
         “Stop,” said Dr. Franklin sharply. “Let me rephrase the question. What don’t you see?”
         

         
         There was more murmuring but no actual words.

         
         “Have any of you ever had a head injury? Banged your nose? What do you get?”

         
         “Blood?” ventured one student, in a quavering voice.

         
         “Yes. Blood. Lots of it. There’s no blood in these wounds at all. Which means?”

         
         “That the heart wasn’t beating.”

         
         “In other words?”

         
         “He was already dead.”

         
         “Exactly.”

         
         “But how can a dead person drive a car?”

         
         “We’re pathologists,” said Dr. Franklin. “We don’t look at the reports. We look at the body.”

         
          

         “I checked the registration,” said Symons. “It belongs to a Mr. Alexander Christos from Didcot.”

         
         “Is he a friend of Kernan’s?”

         
         “It was a bit complicated. I talked to the local police and they contacted Christos.”

         
         “Give me the uncomplicated version.”

         
         “The car must have been stolen.”

         
         “Stolen?”

         
         “Christos is on vacation in the Canary Islands. As far as he’s concerned, his car is parked outside his house.”

         
         McFarlane frowned, irritated. “What’s going on here? This toilet salesman goes all the way to Didcot, steals a car, then drives
            it to Hampstead to kill himself.”
         

         
         There was a knock at the door and a young officer appeared. “There’s a call for you. It’s Dr. Franklin. She wants to talk
            to you.”
         

         
          

         Dr. Franklin met McFarlane at the door to the examination room. “Are you comfortable seeing the body?” she said.

         
         “I was there at the scene.”

         
         “Even so. Some people find it difficult when they’ve been cut open. I want to show you something.” She led McFarlane across
            to one of the slabs and pulled back the sheet. “Have a look at this.” She was pointing with the tip of her scalpel to the
            incision in the middle of the dead man’s neck. “See that?”
         

         
         “The hyoid,” added her assistant, looking at the delicate bone in the shape of a horseshoe. “It’s broken.”

         
         “So what? He was in a car crash. Lots of things must have been broken. I’ve heard about the hyoid bone. It’s an indicator
            of strangulation. But it’s not a hundred percent accurate.”
         

         
         “Yes, but it’s accurate the way we need it to be.”

         
         “What does that mean?”

         
         “Strangulation breaks the hyoid bone in about a third of cases. But when the hyoid bone is broken, it always means strangulation.”

         
         “But he was in a car crash.”

         
         “That’s the other thing. He was already dead.”

         
         “You just said that,” said McFarlane. “From the strangulation.”

         
         “No, I mean really dead. So that the severe facial injuries, here and here”—she pointed at the crushed skull, the caved-in
            cheekbone—“didn’t bleed.”
         

         
         “So Kernan didn’t die at the scene.”

         
         “No.”

         
         “Do you have a time of death?”

         
         “Do you know what I hate?”

         
         “Lots of things, probably.”

         
         “Yes. But what I really hate is when people have watched crime shows on TV and expect me to say that the victim died at two
            thirty-two in the morning two days ago.”
         

         
         “I don’t get to watch much TV. And I’m a police officer so I know those things are fiction.”

         
         “Good. So, do you know where Kernan died?”

         
         “Not as yet.”

         
         “Do you know where his body was kept?”

         
         “No.”

         
         “Do you know the ambient temperature? The humidity?”

         
         “I get the point. But could it have been two or three days before?”

         
         Dr. Franklin wrinkled her brow. “Yes,” she said finally. “It could have been two or three days. It could also have been longer.
            Much longer. Or shorter. But it couldn’t have been less than several hours before the incident.”
         

         
         “I see,” said McFarlane, who didn’t.

         
         “If this was TV, the pathologist would now go out and interview witnesses and solve the case herself.”

         
         “I wish you would.”

         
          

         Darren Symons blew his nose and wiped his eyes, then put a throat lozenge into his mouth. The day had gone on too long. The
            horrible excitement it had delivered had leaked away and now he just wanted to go home, order takeout, watch some TV, go to
            bed.
         

         
         “I’ve got one question,” he said.

         
         “Just one?” said McFarlane.

         
         “It’s quite long, though. How did a salesman from Barking go missing for several days, get murdered and end up in a car out
            of control down Heath Street? Or maybe I mean why.”
         

         
         “The good news is, we don’t need to find out. It’s become a murder investigation, way above our pay grade. Someone else has
            to deal with Geoffrey Kernan now.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three

         
         Simon Tearle, visiting senior lecturer in criminology at Guildhall College, University of London, poured two mugs of coffee
            from his French press. To one he added a teaspoon of honey, to the other a splash of low-fat milk. He took them over to his
            desk. When he told his students that his door was always open to them, he hoped they wouldn’t take him literally. But Lola
            Hayes had taken him literally and he handed her the white coffee. This was the day when he had a few minutes alone, where
            he could do anything he wanted. He could go online, do the crossword, stand in the window and look out on Russell Square.
            Tantalizingly, he could glimpse the square behind Lola’s head, the golden leaves of the plane trees.
         

         
         Tearle sipped at his coffee and looked at his student. Lola Hayes’s face was round, pale, freckled, with large gray-green
            eyes. Her hair was soft and brown. She seemed to have no hard edges anywhere. She examined his office with an eager interest,
            as if she was fascinated by his choice of pictures on the wall, the objects on his desk.
         

         
         “So?” he said.

         
         “What?”

         
         “Your coming to see me. Is something the matter?”

         
         “My mind’s a complete blank,” she said.

         
         “About what? About why you’re here?”

         
         “About the dissertation. I can’t think of what to write about.”

         
         Dissertation. The very word made Tearle shudder. By the end of the first term of the second year, each student had to have written a ten-thousand-word
            dissertation on a subject relevant to the field of criminology. Ten thousand words. Tearle had fifteen students. Fifteen times
            ten thousand added up to a hundred and fifty thousand words. Tearle would have to read every one of those words, write comments
            and award grades.
         

         
         “So what are your friends doing?”

         
         Lola’s nose wrinkled in concentration. “I think Ellie’s writing about historical sexual abuse.”

         
         “That’s interesting.”

         
         “Yes, but it’s such a big subject. And Ellie’s already doing it. And Rob’s doing something about DNA.”

         
         “Which is also interesting. And important.”

         
         “I’m terrible at science. That’s why I chose criminology.”

         
         “Actually, we do think of criminology as a science. The clue is in the ‘ology.’”

         
         “It’s just that I don’t understand the chemistry bit.”

         
         Tearle was silent for a moment. “Lola, do you think that criminology is a good fit for you?”

         
         Her eyes widened in alarm. “Totally,” she said. “I’ve had a really great time doing it.”

         
         Tearle had been hoping for “inspiring” or “stimulating” rather than “a great time.” He tapped on his keyboard, calling up
            her last year’s grades. He raised his eyebrows in surprise. “In fact, you’ve been doing well. Very well.” Lola’s face flushed
            red. “All right, Lola, are you interested in something historical?”
         

         
         “I’d rather do something current.”

         
         “Philosophical?”

         
         “Not so much.”

         
         “What about a person?”

         
         Lola’s expression instantly changed. Finally she looked alert, engaged. “Exactly. I’d much rather write about people than
            ideas or science.”
         

         
         Tearle suggested a series of names: a lawyer who had chaired a public inquiry, a home secretary, a police commissioner, a
            campaigner. None of them seemed to raise much interest. Why was he doing this? They were supposed to be grown-ups. Couldn’t
            she find her own subject? But he needed to come up with something, if only to get Lola out of his office. Then an idea occurred
            to him. He walked over to his filing cabinet and pulled open a drawer. He flicked through the different categories until he
            found a file of random press clippings he kept. He dumped them on his desk and started leafing through them: trial reports,
            interviews with crime victims, surveys on crime rates; nothing seemed quite right. Then one news story caught his eye.
         

         
         “You want a person?” he said. “Here’s a person. Have you heard of Frieda Klein?”

         
         “No.”

         
         Tearle took a deep breath. Yet again he wondered if any of his students actually knew anything at all about their subject
            beyond what he spoon-fed them. “Frieda Klein is a psychotherapist. About ten years ago she suspected that one of her patients
            was involved in the Mathew Faraday kidnapping case. You remember that?”
         

         
         “I would have been a child.”

         
         “Anyway, after that she somehow ended up as a sort of informal, unofficial consultant to the police. She was involved in the
            Robert Poole murder and the Lawrence Dawes case. Things got a bit complicated. You may have read about her being arrested.
            More than once, I think.”
         

         
         “No, I didn’t.”

         
         “Lola, you’re studying criminology. You’re meant to know this sort of thing.”

         
         “It wasn’t on the course.”

         
         “She was involved in the Hannah Docherty case. You must have seen that.”

         
         “It sounds familiar,” said Lola, without much conviction.

         
         “Or, more recently, in the copycat cases down in Silvertown.”

         
         “Ye-es.”

         
         “Well, now’s your chance to find out about her. Analyze her. Unpack her. Deconstruct her.”

         
         “What should I say?”

         
         “That is up to you. Just ask questions. Why would police need the help of a psychotherapist? Is crime investigation actually
            a form of therapy? Does it represent a failure of policing?”
         

         
         “How do I start?”

         
         “You start by starting,” Tearle said, sounding more cross than he meant to. He calmed himself down. “Go to the library, look
            her up, read academic papers she’s written or that others have written about her, go through the press clippings. She’s left
            a bit of a trail, over the years.”
         

         
         “Great,” said Lola. “Can I keep this newspaper?”

         
         “Sure.” Lola was getting up to go when Tearle remembered something. “There’s someone in the university who knows her. Or certainly
            knows about her. Professor Hal Bradshaw down in Psychology.”
         

         
         “I know him,” said Lola. “I’ve seen him on TV.”

         
         “The psychology world is quite a small one. I think they’ve crossed paths a few times.”

         
          

         Five minutes later, Lola was three floors down knocking on a door that had Hal Bradshaw’s name on it.

         
         “Come,” said a voice.

         
         She opened the door and walked inside. Coming from Simon Tearle’s office, she felt she had stepped into an entirely different
            world. Tearle’s room had been lined with books and every surface had been strewn with papers and journals. This room was completely
            bare, the walls undecorated and painted a blue that was so white it was almost gray. The room contained no books, no furniture,
            except for a desk and two chairs. On the desk were a laptop computer, a pad of paper and a pen. The man behind the desk looked
            up at her. Lola was so struck by his spectacles—the frames were under the lenses rather than above—and by his tie, speckled
            yellows and oranges and blues, that she scarcely saw the person behind them.
         

         
         “Yes?” he said.

         
         Lola’s words poured out in a rush. “This is completely out of order, barging in like this without warning, but my supervisor
            is Simon Tearle and I was just talking to him and I think I might be doing my dissertation on this woman called Frieda Klein
            and he said you know her and I wondered if I could have a quick word with you about her.”
         

         
         Bradshaw frowned, but then gestured Lola to sit in the chair opposite his desk. She could see him properly now. He was beautifully
            groomed, his face smooth, his short hair immaculate. Here in his office, at work, he looked precisely as she’d seen him on
            television under the bright studio lights.
         

         
         “Frieda Klein,” he said slowly, as if savoring the sounds of the words over his tongue.

         
         “Have you met her?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         There was a pause.

         
         “I was hoping you could tell me something about her. Steer me in the right direction.”

         
         “You’re studying criminology, no?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “So presumably you’ve read how criminal investigations attract fantasists, charlatans, the mentally disturbed?”

         
         “Are you talking about Frieda Klein?”

         
         “I just mean that you should approach the subject of an amateur insinuating herself into police operations with a certain
            objectivity.”
         

         
         “I thought she’d been involved in solving some cases.”

         
         Bradshaw gave a sad smile. “The main advice I would give you is to be careful of taking Frieda Klein at her own valuation.
            If you do your research properly, you may well come to see Klein as someone who has left a trail of havoc behind her.”
         

         
         “It sounds as if you really don’t like her.”

         
         Bradshaw shook his head. “I’m a scientist. I just analyze the data. If people choose to see her as a fraud and a busybody
            and a menace, then that is a matter for them. Or for you.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Four

         
         “Where’s this one from? Go on, have a guess.”

         
         Dan Quarry picked up the freshly filled glass of whisky, sniffed it and took a sip. He’d been off the drink for several months
            now. He’d promised his wife. But this was a special occasion. And going out with his new boss was part of the job. It was
            compulsory. He smelled it and tasted it again. This was the fourth—or was it the fifth? By now they all seemed the same.
         

         
         “Scotland?” he said.

         
         Detective Inspector Bill Dugdale looked disappointed. “Scotland? I wouldn’t have asked you if it was from Scotland. This is
            Japanese. Nice stuff. Smooth. A bit of class.”
         

         
         “I didn’t know they had whisky in Japan.”

         
         “You’ve got a lot to learn, Quarry. About policing, about whisky.” Dugdale raised his glass. “Here’s to guilty verdicts.”

         
         Quarry drained his glass. The verdict had come in just after three that afternoon. Guilty on all charges. They’d headed straight
            for the pub, the detectives and the uniforms. There had been a few hours of laughter and backslapping and mocking jokes about
            the failed defense strategy. Then Dugdale had nodded at his new colleague and they’d walked over to a members-only bar just
            off Tottenham Court Road. Dugdale had called it a whisky tasting as if it were a scientific experiment.
         

         
         “Whenever we get a good result,” Dugdale had said, “I taste half a dozen whiskies I’ve never tried before.”

         
         Half a dozen, thought Quarry. That meant there was one, or even two to go. He looked at his new boss. He had a large head,
            close-cropped, and a face that was round and soft and pouchy and flushed, with soft gray eyes. But Quarry’s previous boss,
            down in Camberwell, had told him to watch out for him. Dugdale’s previous assistant had been gotten rid of very suddenly.
            Nobody would tell Quarry exactly why, but it made him nervous. He had seen hints of what happened when his boss wasn’t pleased.
         

         
         “So which is your favorite so far?” Dugdale asked.

         
         Quarry tried to remember them. There was the one that was caramelly and sickly. There was the one that smelled like the stuff
            you dabbed on cuts and scrapes. There was the one that Dugdale had told him was cask strength: “You’ll want a spot of water
            with that one, lad.”
         

         
         Quarry’s honest answer would have been: none of them. He didn’t like whisky. He didn’t really like this part of being a detective,
            the drinking, the joshing, the camaraderie, pretending everything was all right when it wasn’t. He looked around the small
            upper-room bar they were in. There was a masonic atmosphere of men in suits, huddled, drinking, in conversation, doing deals,
            making contacts, networking. What would they make of him? He looked at himself in the mirror behind the bar and saw a face
            he barely recognized as his own, pale, unshaven, not quite at ease. What Quarry really felt like was a cigarette, outside,
            on his own, and a chance to think. But he had to make a choice. The Japanese was least like whisky, almost as good as not
            having whisky at all.
         

         
         “This one,” he said. “It’s . . .” He searched for a word. “. . . unassuming.”

         
         “Unassuming,” said Dugdale, with a guffaw. “I like that. Unassuming. Good choice, though. I think you’ll like this next one.”
         

         
         But before he could order it, his phone rang. Dugdale showed some irritation, but within a few seconds his entire face seemed
            to change, to harden. He asked a few curt questions, but mainly he just listened. When he replaced his phone in his pocket,
            he was lost in thought, as if he had forgotten that Quarry was there. Then he looked around.
         

         
         “We’ll have to save the bourbon until next time,” he said.

         
         “I’m sorry to hear that.”

         
         Dugdale gazed at him with narrowed eyes. Quarry felt a nervous twinge. Had he sounded sarcastic?

         
         “That car in Hampstead, ran down Heath Street out of control, killed a man, another dead body inside. Did you read about it?”

         
         “No,” said Quarry.

         
         Dugdale seemed disapproving, as if he thought Quarry should know, as if it was a part of his job to know. “It’s our problem
            now,” he said.
         

         
          

         At ten the following morning Quarry was sitting opposite Dugdale’s desk, a file and a notebook precariously balanced on his
            lap. Dugdale took a carton of milk from the tray and poured some into his coffee.
         

         
         “You’re not having one, Dan?” he said.

         
         Quarry shook his head. “I’ve had too many already.” He had been in the office reviewing the material on the case since before
            seven.
         

         
         Dugdale chuckled. “You look like you had a few too many last night as well.”

         
         Quarry thought of various answers he could make to that but he kept them all to himself.

         
         “I’m assembling a team,” said Dugdale. “But before we get them together, we should be clear about where we are.”

         
         “That’s why I came in early.”

         
         “So where are we?”

         
         “I read through the interviews with the bystanders,” he said.

         
         “Waste of time,” said Dugdale. “They all saw something different. Someone said there were two people in the car. Someone else
            saw him gripping the wheel and smiling.” He took a gulp of coffee. “Sometimes I wonder why we even bother talking to eyewitnesses.”
         

         
         “The car was stolen in Didcot,” said Quarry. “The owner’s on vacation. That’s why it hasn’t been reported.”

         
         Dugdale frowned. “Are you sure the owner’s on vacation? Has anyone checked?”

         
         Quarry looked down at his notes. “They checked. He’s in the Canaries.”

         
         “Lucky bastard,” said Dugdale.

         
         “Not that lucky,” said Quarry. “His car’s been stolen.”

         
         “Forget all that crap,” said Dugdale. “Let’s start with what’s important. A car goes out of control down a London street.
            The only person in it is a man who’s already dead. Murdered. Was he even sitting in the driver’s seat?”
         

         
         There was a pause.

         
         “I’ll check,” said Quarry.

         
         “The witnesses to the car going through the shop window don’t matter now. We know what happened. What matters is what happened
            at the top of the hill. Those are the witnesses we need.”
         

         
         “As far as I can see, the police only interviewed people at the actual scene of the accident.”

         
         “We’re the police. We can find witnesses. Whoever did this drove the car from a place unknown to the top of Heath Street.
            He or she must have exited the vehicle and arranged for it to proceed down the hill. It’s the sort of thing someone would
            notice.”
         

         
         “If they did, then we don’t know about it.”

         
         “So it’s up to us to get hold of them. And it may have been caught on CCTV cameras.”

         
         “We don’t know exactly where it happened.”

         
         “Then go there and find out.” Dugdale rubbed his face. “You kill a man, put him in a car and send him down a hill into a bunch
            of innocent people. What’s that about?”
         

         
         There was a long pause.

         
         “Do you want an answer to that?” said Quarry.

         
         “What I want is some pictures. Or a witness. But you can do that later. First we need to see the widow. We need to tell her
            that her husband was murdered.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Five

         
         A little more than an hour later the two detectives were in Barking, on Sarah Kernan’s doorstep. Dugdale pressed the bell
            and stood back. The door opened on the unshaven face of a young man. He was wearing pajamas and his hair was sticking up in
            tufts. Dugdale looked puzzled.
         

         
         “You must be Ned Kernan,” said Quarry. “You’re the son, aren’t you?”

         
         “Who are you?”

         
         Dugdale held up his ID. “We need to talk to you and your mother.”

         
          

         They entered the kitchen to find Sarah Kernan sitting at the table, also in her nightclothes, a striped terry-cloth robe over
            a blue cotton nightdress, cheerful slippers on her feet. Another woman was standing at the sink, her back to them.
         

         
         “Mum, it’s the police again.”

         
         She put her hand to the neck of her robe. “I didn’t know. I’m not dressed yet.”

         
         “That’s all right,” said Dugdale. “There is something that we need to tell you.” He nodded at Ned. “You might want to take
            a seat.”
         

         
         “My husband’s dead,” said Sarah Kernan, her voice high and wavery. “What else do you need to tell me?”

         
         “Do you want me to leave?” said the other woman.

         
         “No. Stay.” Sarah Kernan put out a hand and clutched her arm. “This is my sister, Peggy.”

         
         “Yes, I can see that,” said Dugdale.

         
         “You’re not the same police.”

         
         “We’ve taken over the case. That’s what I need to tell you: your husband was murdered.”

         
         He looked intently from her face to that of the son, watching their first reactions. Behind him, standing by the door, he
            was aware of Quarry doing the same. He’d said on the way over that you needed to be alert at the first instant when they hear
            the news. You’ll never catch them that unguarded again. All he saw was bewilderment. Sarah Kernan gave a small cry, like an
            animal in pain. Her son just looked stunned. The sister put a hand to her mouth and her eyes grew round.
         

         
         “How can that be true?” Sarah Kernan said at last.

         
         “Who did it?” cut in Ned Kernan. His voice was gruff. Dugdale saw the effort he was making to be manly, while his eyes were
            the eyes of a child, and full of fear.
         

         
         “We’re just beginning the investigation,” said Dugdale. He wished he could say something more positive, make a promise.

         
         “So he didn’t leave me. I knew he wouldn’t leave me.”

         
         “All we know so far,” said Dugdale, “is that you reported him missing three days before his body was found in a car in Hampstead.”

         
         She nodded.

         
         “September the thirtieth,” said Quarry.

         
         “I suppose so,” said Sarah Kernan. “Peggy, was it then?”

         
         Peggy nodded. “Yes. That would be right. Do you want tea?” she added.

         
         “No, thank you,” said Dugdale.

         
         “Splash of milk, no sugar,” said Quarry, and he drew up a chair and sat beside Ned. “This has been a shock to everyone.”

         
         “You reported him missing,” continued Dugdale, “but were told it was probably not a police matter. Is that right?”

         
         “I should have insisted. I knew it wasn’t right.”

         
         “Don’t think of it like that,” said Dugdale. “You couldn’t have known.”

         
         “We’d been squabbling a bit,” said Sarah Kernan. “It was so hard to be just the two of us with Ned gone.”

         
         “Mum,” said the boy, his face wrinkling in distress. “Don’t.”

         
         “Now it’s too late to make it better.” She put her hands over her face.

         
         “We need to find out what happened to your husband, and to do that we need to ask you questions,” he said mildly. “Are you
            up to that?”
         

         
         She removed her hands and nodded.

         
          

         Quarry watched as slowly, patiently, Dugdale extracted information from her. Her husband, as they already knew, was a rep
            for a sanitary supply company—toilet paper, soap, paper towels—and spent much of his time in his car. She worked in a garden
            center, although she didn’t know much about plants. Before that, she had been a PA in an architect’s firm, but that had gone
            bankrupt a few years ago. They had been married for twenty-seven years, and Geoffrey Kernan’s mother was still alive. He had
            an older brother, to whom he was not close. Sarah Kernan told them he had been worried about work recently, and had been working
            harder than ever.
         

         
         “Everyone’s having a hard time,” she said. “I’ve been in and out of work myself.”

         
         She said he had no enemies (they all say that, thought Dan Quarry, looking at her startled face, at the son’s blotchy one), and she couldn’t think of a single reason why
            anyone should have killed him.
         

         
         “He’s just Geoffrey,” she said. “Or Udo.” She gave a snuffling laugh.

         
         “Udo?”

         
         “His middle name. He said there was a part of him, a secret part, that wasn’t boring, English Geoffrey, but more mysterious
            Germanic Udo. It was like a family joke.”
         

         
         “I see. But whichever one, you can’t think of any reason why he should have been killed?”

         
         “No. He got angry sometimes, irritable. But everyone does, don’t they?”

         
         Dugdale asked her about the past few weeks, who her husband had seen, what he had done, anything that stuck in her mind.

         
         She frowned, staring down at her cooling tea. “We saw Peggy,” she said. “And he went to the pub last Saturday, but not for
            long. He wasn’t here that much because he was working.”
         

         
         “Where was he working?”

         
         “I don’t know exactly. But it was around here—Essex and London, I mean. Sometimes he goes as far as Derby, Sheffield, and
            a few weeks ago he had to go to Cardiff. But not the last week. And when he wasn’t working, he spent most of his spare time
            in the garden, digging up plants and things. We’re having a patio laid and so everything needs replanting.”
         

         
         They all looked out at the cratered garden.

         
         “The man who’s doing it only comes in when he feels like it. So it’s been a bit of a slow process. It made Geoff mad.”

         
         “What else made him mad?”

         
         “I did sometimes,” said Ned. He aimed at a laugh, but it wobbled, came out as a broken guffaw. “He thought I drank too much.
            And didn’t work hard enough. He didn’t know why I had to go to university and build up debts. He thought I should learn something
            proper, do an apprenticeship.”
         

         
         Dan Quarry tapped him on the shoulder. “Fathers and sons,” he said amiably. “Don’t you go beating yourself up.”

         
         Dugdale stood. He was bulky but surprisingly agile. “So, Mrs. Kernan,” he said. “There are things I’ll be wanting from you.
            A diary of the last few weeks. If you don’t have things written down already, do you think you can write them out for me as
            best you can remember? Everything you remember. Names of everyone he saw, everything he did, places he went to.”
         

         
         She nodded.

         
         “And then I’m going to want all his correspondence, his bank details, bills, things like that.”

         
         “Why?” demanded Ned.

         
         “Just routine stuff,” said Dugdale. “I assume he has a computer.”

         
         “A laptop.”

         
         “I’ll be needing that.”

         
         Sarah Kernan stared at him, stricken. He saw there were stains on her terry-cloth robe.

         
         “The car outside, is that the car he normally drove?”

         
         “Yes. We’ve just the one.”

         
         “Then I’ll need to take a look at that. If you could give us the keys.”

         
         Without a word, she stood up, went over to a hook near the garden door and brought down a bunch of keys.

         
         “We’ll do our best not to be intrusive,” he said. “But this is a murder case.”

         
         He nodded at Quarry.

         
          

         An hour later, Dugdale and Quarry left the house, carrying boxes of letters, receipts, bills, invoices. They’d taken his computer,
            together with the small notebook in which, Sarah Kernan said, her husband had written down his various passwords. They also
            had his satnav, along with the log he had made of all his journeys, with mileage written down alongside each.
         

         
         As they got into the car, Quarry looked at his phone. Six missed calls. All from his wife. Soon to be ex-wife. He’d call later.
            When he was alone.
         

         
         “Everything all right?” asked Dugdale.

         
         “Fine,” said Quarry, starting the car.

         
         For a few minutes they didn’t speak. The two men were thinking hard, about different things.

         
         “You can look through all this stuff,” said Dugdale.

         
         “What?” said Quarry. His mind had been on the call he’d have to make later to his wife.

         
         “The stuff in the boxes. I want you to go through it.”

         
         “Am I looking for anything in particular?”

         
         “An ordinary man disappears for no reason, so look for something out of the ordinary.”

         
         “They were arguing,” said Quarry.

         
         “Everyone argues,” said Dugdale. “Even married couples. Maybe especially married couples.”

         
         Quarry didn’t answer.

         
         “Any other thoughts?” asked Dugdale. “What do we know?”

         
         “Nothing,” said Quarry.

         
         “Really?” Dugdale raised his eyebrows.

         
         “The killer wanted to be noticed,” Quarry said hesitantly.

         
         “That’s possible.” He nodded at him. “Most murderers try to hide the bodies. They bury them.”

         
         “So I’ll go through his bank statements.”

         
         “There’s another thing,” said Dugdale. He held up the satnav. “Try the recently found destinations. See where Geoffrey Kernan
            was in the last days before his death.”
         

         
         “His wife said he drove all over the place.” Quarry laughed. “I might end up in Scotland.”

         
         “But she said he was in the London area in the final week.”

         
         “Right. How far back shall I go?”

         
         “Let’s see how you get on.”

         
         “What are you going to do?” asked Quarry.

         
         “Before anything else, I’ll have a look at what’s on his computer.”

         
          

         Back at the station, Quarry made an excuse and walked out to the parking lot. He needed a cigarette. He lit it and took several
            drags. Then he pulled his mobile from his pocket and turned it on. Several texts pinged onto the screen, and more notifications
            of missed calls. He was about to turn it off again when it rang. Maggie’s name appeared, as if she knew he was there.
         

         
         “Fuck,” he said, but he answered it anyway. “I’m in the middle of something.”

         
         “This won’t take long.” Her voice was clipped. For a second, he remembered how she used to talk to him, as if she was about
            to laugh, as if there was a secret joke just the two of them shared. She used to call him Danny, the only person apart from
            his mother who called him that.
         

         
         “Go on.”

         
         “You know why I’m ringing.”

         
         “I’ll get it to you soon.”

         
         “That’s not good enough. I need it now. It’s part of our agreement.”

         
         “I said I’ll get it to you.”

         
         “I can’t go on borrowing from my dad.”

         
         “Maggie, I’ve explained to you—”

         
         “This is your daughter. Never mind what else you did, what you did to me, this is Lucy we’re talking about.”

         
         “I’ll get it.” He wanted to shout but he made himself speak calmly. “By the end of the week. I promise.”

         
         “I’ll call my attorney. I don’t want to, but I will. And, Dan?”

         
         “What now?”

         
         “I don’t want to do this, you’re her father, but I’ll stop you seeing her. If you can’t even pay that bit of money towards
            her upkeep, you don’t deserve to see her.”
         

         
         After the call ended, he felt winded. His legs were trembling. He was leaning on the door of a police car. He had a sudden
            impulse to punch the window, see if he could smash it with his fist. The pain of it, the blood, would drown out everything
            else. He shook another cigarette loose from the pack and lit it, sucking the smoke deep into his lungs.
         

         
          

         Dugdale pulled on gloves, lifted the lid of the computer and turned it on. The screen glowed. Icons sprang up. He typed in
            the password that Sarah Kernan had given him, then opened up the e-mails. Geoffrey Kernan hadn’t been much of a correspondent.
            There were online orders. Nothing interesting: light fittings, paint, ink cartridges. There were a few e-mails from his son,
            but they seemed to be about practical things. The sent box was, at first glance anyway, equally uninspiring.
         

         
         Dugdale clicked on the browser and opened History. He frowned, clicked again, sat back in his chair and scratched his head.
            There was nothing at all: the history had been erased. He stared at the computer as if it could give him an answer, then closed
            it, stood up, and delicately picked it up in his gloved hands. What had Geoffrey Kernan wanted to hide?
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Six

         
         Lola sat in the library. Her eyelids felt heavy. She had been there for nearly three hours. At first it had been interesting
            because she had simply gone through newspaper clippings about Frieda Klein. Many of them had been written by a crime correspondent
            called Liz Barron, who seemed to be the Frieda Klein expert. Frieda Klein, she wrote, “is a woman who is drawn to violence,
            darkness and death.” Lola looked at all the photographs of Frieda Klein over the years and thought Liz Barron might have a
            point. She never smiled. She had dark hair and dark eyes and she stared out of the newspapers as if she was challenging you.
         

         
         Lola had made a time line for all the cases that Frieda Klein had been involved in. It started in 2010 and continued up to
            the present. It had gotten a bit complicated, and she’d had to add lots of arrows and circles. There was the case Professor
            Tearle had mentioned, of the little boy who had been abducted by Dean Reeve. Of course Lola had heard of Reeve, everyone had
            heard of him, though she was hazy about the details: he was more like a bogeyman, a name that sent shivers up your spine.
            There was a dead man who’d been found naked on the couch of someone called Michelle Doyce, who was obviously mad and had tried
            to feed him while he sat there rotting. There was a woman who’d been found dead in her own home, and a case of missing girls
            that made Lola feel shivery and sad. There was another girl, the following year, who’d been raped and murdered. There was
            Hannah Docherty, locked away in a hospital for the criminally insane. There was Daniel Blackstock, and the whole media furor
            when it had at last become public knowledge that what Frieda Klein had always insisted on was true, and that Dean Reeve was
            alive. Lola stooped over the papers, chewing the end of her pen. Reeve had killed his twin brother, he had disappeared from
            view, but all these years he had been following Frieda Klein, stalking her, like her obsessive enemy and creepy lover. It
            made Lola feel a bit spooked just thinking about it.
         

         
         She tried to make it simpler by color-coding events. She highlighted deaths in orange, arrests in blue, everything connected
            to Reeve in green. It was a hopeless mess now, a smudge of colors and crisscrossing lines and exclamation marks and question
            marks everywhere. But this wasn’t what Professor Tearle was after. Deconstruct her, he’d said. Unpack her. She half-remembered
            him asking if a crime investigation was actually a form of therapy. What had he meant by that?
         

         
         That was when it became hard going. She didn’t know why people had to write as if they were tying things up in barbed wire.
            She had tried to read a paper that Frieda Klein had written on the concept of personality, but had gotten hopelessly stuck
            on the first page, with its discussion of pronouns, though she liked the quotation from George Eliot: “It is never too late
            to be what you might have been.” She wrote it down and circled it several times. It appeared Hal Bradshaw had written on Frieda
            Klein several times. If Liz Barron was the reporter of her external life, Professor Bradshaw had made himself the expert on
            her inner one. Lola copied some of his terms into her notes: narcissism, self-dramatization, autodelusion. Bradshaw argued
            that she craved celebrity and was hollow at her center. Lola took the Mars bar from her bag. While chewing slowly, she stared
            at the words in front of her, by a postgraduate student who had written a paper on “Dr. Frieda Klein and Shattered Autonomy.”
            She took another bite and now somehow there was chocolate on the paper. Shattered autonomy. That didn’t sound good.
         

         
         She looked around at the other people, working away, bent over their tablets or notebooks. It was too hot in here. She pushed
            her sneakers off her feet and wriggled her toes. She let her eyes close, just for a moment. The image of Professor Bradshaw
            floated through her mind, with those under-framed spectacles, and her head lolled.
         

         
          

         “Lola!” A loud whisper. She jerked awake, saw her friend Denzil grinning at her.

         
         “I was just thinking about something,” she said.

         
         “You were snoring.”

         
         “Loudly?”

         
         “Come and have a drink.”

         
         Lola rose with alacrity, pulling on
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