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Epigraph
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Chapter 1

Friday 13th July, 2012 – Lowedges, Sheffield – 1 p.m.

Bruno

‘Here we go, lad. Road Traffic Accident on the Snake Pass.’

Siren on Snake Pass sorts out the men from the boys. Kev always gets me to drive when it’s country time. Top road, 1,680 feet over sea level, rising up from heart of Sheffield across the Pennines, past Ladybower Reservoir and bang into Manchester’s centre. Opened in 1821, my nan said. Whenever it snows, Snake Pass is always the first road to close. The most dangerous road in England because of blind summits and hairpin bends that cut like Zs. To the regular driver it’s terrifying.

I’m not regular.

My driving instructor used to take me out here. The air is so clean, so fresh after Sheff’s muck, and all you see is this rolling patchwork quilt of moor, the gleam of reservoirs and River Ashop or Derwent – depending which end you come in at. I won’t get as far as Glossop on this job but I’ve taken the Honda to Manchester to see the football before. From the top, you can see all the way to Manny city centre.

The accident’s just past Hollow Meadows. I’m thinking going back I’ll turn right, go up through Moor Lodge and down by Damflask Reservoir, past school. Kids on the crossing. Radio’s squawking, Kev’s even voice and Lori making notes. Some car’s gone over the edge, overtaking on a blind summit.

I love the greenery this end of Sheff. Double yellows, T-junction, the tick-tick-tick of my impatient indicator. Siren on again, turn left and straight through, the road cutting through the green. It’s still best this end of the A57. Even on an emergency, seeing all that open land, I feel free.

Big stone houses pass on my left, on my right. One day, I’ll have one of them. Living in this wild moor wedged between Woodhead, Sheff and Derbyshire like a slice of the jammiest cake. It’s rained all summer so everything’s mad green and bushy. One day, I’ll climb up there, see what the hawk sees.

I go into this trance driving under pressure. Kev’s blethering on but it’s like he’s underwater: my eyes and reflexes are on the road, mind elsewhere. Cyclists move over, this road’s for the big guns. This is the road out of – or into – hell, a road to put my foot on the pedal and scream straight along. They can take their Grand Prix, Silverstone – give me this stretch across moors over each one on ’em with its widescreen silver-lined clouds, pink-purple hills, forever-blue sky.

Out on the wide road, straight white middle lines but there’s always some numpty who wants to try it on and ends up upside down over the gully. This is the devil’s corridor, the closest he’ll ever get to heaven – and he’s not getting in. The wild moor ahead and Bleaklow to my right. Mothermoor.

Innit. The mother of all moors.

We pass a layby full of OAP picnickers. Next to speeding traffic is the best place for a soggy cheese and tomato sarnie before death. The banks of purple moor rise ahead like a wall against the city, protecting the sky. Random sheep dance in middle of road. I’ve not got time to be scooping sheep guts off my wipers. Move!

Now it’s just the moors and road. And sky. Horizons that promise space and then hurl you down sideways. A traitor of a road while the moor stretches out either side. Going downhill here in winter is death’s rollercoaster. Right buzz.

They say the moor’s a bad place but I reckon it’s grand.







The accident’s on the worst hairpin bend, the one that’s like a Z on a hacksaw edge. An edge that drops down twenty and then fifty feet into a gully. A gully that runs up into the heart of the moor. The police car’s decided to block off road two hundred feet ahead and there’s a right queue of artics, Porsches and jeeps. A motorbike does a three-sixty, nearly landing flat on my windscreen.

‘Folk got no patience up here,’ mutters Kev. ‘You’re doing well, lad. Easy does it. Park up other end.’

I look at him. ‘Er … there’s a police blockade, Kev?’

He shakes his head.

‘Go on. They’ll let you in.’

And they do. Open sesame.

‘Park along where path starts so we can get stretcher down.’

‘They should have got air ambulance,’ I say.

Kev raises his eyebrows. ‘May yet, son. Let’s see what’s what.’

I get out. That howling wind, even in mid-July, hits me full on in the face. I peer over the edge at the mangled remains of a grey Vauxhall Astra, blue smoke oozing out of its buckled bonnet where it hit a boulder nose first.

‘Shit.’

I point to an arm with a rolled-up shirt sleeve, bent like broken coat-hanger in the heather.

‘Get kit while I go down.’ Kev pauses. ‘Hang on. There’s two of ’em.’

I can tell by his boxed-up shoulders that this is going to be a tough one. But Kev likes a challenge. He likes anything where it’s all doom and gloom – mainly because it feels awesome when they arrive at hospital still breathing. He lives for those threads of hope does Kev. He talks too much but I’m still glad he’s my mentor. I jog up the jagged path, past the bilberries and gorse, avoiding the piles of rabbit and sheep droppings. Rabbit shit’s always so neat: small and round, like mini Maltesers – not like human splatter-and-dump.

I’d never get a Vauxhall Astra. My Honda’s bad enough. When I’ve saved up, it’ll be a Toyota at least. A Toyota will hold you in like a beachball, not crumple like a Coke can when you fall off the edge at speed. I carry kit over boulders and bits of rusty, broken wheel arches. It’s a rusty graveyard of speed and stupidity, this gully. It’s legendary. Even when I was a kid, I knew about ‘Z Bend Gully’: crack dealers chasing each other, high off their own supply. My mum told tales of MR2s and Jags going over – back when a Jag meant something. Closest thing to James Bond round here.

But it’s not just the roads; it’s the wind. It’s demonic up here. Comes at you like some dark force. Unpredictable, unconquerable.

I get the stretcher assembled, the beeps and crackles of police radio and ambulance chatter and oxygen machine all drifting in and out of the moans and squeaks coming from the ticking car bomb.

‘This one’s gonna be messy. May need to cut him out,’ Kev says.

I want to say: ‘I can do that’ but I already know the answer: Health and Safety, Bruno. Let Fire Service deal with it.

Right on cue, I hear their sirens.

We’ve lifted one guy up on the stretcher. Kev’s sent me down to wait with Lori on the poor sod trapped in the can. I’m a bit bored. Police directing the non-moving traffic like over-dressed lollipop noddies, trying to persuade drivers on a tachy that it’s not a good idea to turn an articulated lorry round on a bend.

I’m walking behind Lori, prepared to wait. This uniformed policeman with tufty hair scrambles down behind me, stumbling in his town shoes, cursing the sheep shit.

He pants, hands on his knees: ‘Any sign of the licence plate, lad? Or ID? You’ll need it at hospital.’

Lad? Do your job, mate, I’m about to spit. Instead: ‘I’ll look around.’

I try to be nice since … what happened two year back. It’s not sincere but I do try. The fire service has neutralised the car so it’s not about to explode and now they’ve started the metal-cutting with the industrial tin opener. I peer up from the bottom of the gully at the ever-increasing serpent of arctics on the edge, imagining what would happen if that wind did a big puff for a laugh and they all fell over like a pack of dominoes.

As I follow the stream, my eye catches on something weird. It’s not metal, not vegetable, not a stick. A familiar shape in an unfamiliar place. Something white – maybe ID? I see a shape vaguely familiar but what …? I clamber over a couple of boulders and up the bank to stare down at something definitely not a driver’s licence.

That’s a latest limited edition size 11 Stan Smith trainer.

I put my hand over my nose.

An Adidas Stan Smith trainer on a skinny ankle …

With no leg attached.





Chapter 2

Rehema’s House, Sharrow Road, Sheffield – 2.30 p.m.

Diana

DI Diana Walker is not superstitious but, the way this day is going, that could change. It’s only when she opens her car door outside Rehema’s house and sees the book club cars that she realises her thirty-ninth birthday also happens to be a Friday. Anyone else would have cancelled book club for this week or at least mentioned that it would clash with her daughter’s obligatory birthday tea – but not her mother, Rehema. Diana doesn’t want a bloody birthday party, especially given by her mother’s beloved book club. She’s tried to swerve her mum’s birthday rituals for a couple of years but then she’d have the sulk on for a month, so now Diana just complies to keep the peace. Besides, MaMa – her grandmother – is there now and Diana loves the chance to celebrate anything with MaMa. Last year, it was just after the trial of Phillips, the ‘colleague’ and ex-boyfriend who had abused and harassed her for years. MaMa had made her sukuma wiki, using her own homegrown kale, garlic, onions, tomatoes from the greenhouse and turmeric, cayenne pepper and paprika – all mopped up with the delightfully stodgy ugali. Comfort food to the max.

It’s teatime and the front door is open with balloons bouncing in the hallway. Pink balloons. Diana’s not a fan of pastels and thinks her balloon days are long over. She shakes her head with a small smile, lightly knocking on the kitchen door. She can hear laughter from beyond and can smell freshly baked vanilla cake and cinnamon tea.

‘Come in!’

Seated at the kitchen table, Shola, the Jamaican book clubber who works in Social Services, is bouncing a black-forelocked baby in a pink playsuit on her lap. She’s grinning at the baby, cooing, pulling out a muslin cloth from her bag. Diana’s trying to recall if she ever saw her pregnant. Anoona, Komal and Pauline – other book club members – sit round the large kitchen table, sipping from steaming stoneware mugs. The table is laden with baby toys, booties, a couple of babygrows and unwrapped gifts in brightly coloured tissue paper, cups of half-drunk cinnamon black tea. And a large heart-shaped cake, lavish with pink buttercream icing and the piped words:

HAPPY 1st BIRTHDAY, CHLOE!

A chubby yellow candle sticks up from its centre like a middle finger.

Rehema looks up from her gaze at the baby, pinching a gingham tea towel between her long brown fingers as she leans against the dishwasher. Rehema’s smile slips from her eyes.

‘Ah, Diana! Happy birthday to you. You’ve got a birthday twin.’

Yay. Happy birthday to me.

Babies, parenting, birthdays … yet more reminders of how Diana’s always on the backfoot, always failing to keep up with life-stuff.

‘Cup of tea?’ asks the grey bobble-headed Anoona, the Pitsmoor librarian, nodding at the kettle.

Diana shakes her head. Rehema starts upright as if she’s just remembered something.

‘Your present’s upstairs. Let me go wrap it.’

She leaves the room, pecking Diana on the cheek on the way out. Diana calls after her: ‘Where’s MaMa?’

‘Upstairs resting,’ comes the reply. ‘I’ll wake her.’

Left in the kitchen with the cooing Anoona, Shola and Komal, Diana fidgets, eyeing the golden baby in the pink onesie warily.

‘Have a seat,’ offers Komal as she pulls out a chair.

Don’t tell me to have a seat. I grew up here.

Instead, Diana shakes her head and goes to the tap to fill a glass with water.

‘So … I share my birthday with … Chloe?’

The women nod silently, Shola waving a teddy at the brown-eyed baby who reaches out to it. Diana knows Shola and Komal are a couple but doesn’t want to assume they used a surrogate.

‘So, aren’t you going to introduce me?’

Diana looks at the group who all avoid her gaze.

‘Chloe, meet Diana,’ Shola tells Chloe.

‘Hi Chloe!’ Diana tries, giving what she hopes is a baby-friendly grin. Chloe keeps her eyes fixed on the teddy – the ultimate snub.

Diana looks round the kitchen and back at the cake.

‘Nice cake she’s got.’

‘Not that she can eat it, bless. Too much sugar.’

Diana’s not good at baby-talk, has no idea of the baby timeline but does understand the effect it has on most women. And herself. Salt in a wound. In her womb. A reminder.

MaMa shuffles into the kitchen, wrapped in a red shawl and beaming that wonderful joy-split smile, her little balled cheeks still glistening in the light. MaMa is radiant, despite her years and scars. She holds out her sinewy arms.

‘Mwana! Your day of birth! My seed!’

She grabs hold of Diana with tight cold fingers and holds her in a grip. Diana can feel her fragile bird heart beating out of her ribcage against her own side. MaMa stays at Rehema’s two nights a week so she can make her various Sheffield appointments, and Diana misses her. Rehema reappears with a small box wrapped loosely in untaped yellow tissue paper, holding a green envelope out. She parks it on the table. Diana kisses the top of MaMa’s head and pulls herself out of the hug. Her eyes lock with Chloe’s dark irises staring up at her from Shola’s arms.

The air fills with sulphur as Rehema strikes a match. Pauline, the auxiliary nurse from Kingston, passes round saucers with electric-pink paper napkins while the women chatter. Diana pulls out a chair for MaMa who winces at the smell and stares at the flame.

‘Shall we sing Happy Birthday?’

Shall we not.

But they do. ‘Happy Birthday to you. Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday dear Chloe-and-Diana! Happy birthday to you!’

‘Well, Chloe can’t blow it out. Go ahead, Diana. Make a birthday wish for her and yourself.’

‘I don’t even know her.’

Shola smiles at Chloe.

‘We’re fostering her while we find her a permanent placement.’

Diana dutifully makes a wish.

Rehema pulls out a large, glistening knife. She stands at the top of the table, wielding it like a staff.

‘Cake anyone?’

Diana’s phone beeps.

Body part found by paramedics attending RTA off Snake Pass at Bradfield. Urgent request for MC to attend.

‘I’ll take a slice to go, Ma.’

Happy birthday at last.

The fastest route from Sheffield to Manchester is one Diana avoids. Named after a long-closed pub and not its treachery, the Snake Pass is still evil in her eyes. Besides, she holds no reverence for pubs, which is almost like blasphemy in the north; she vowed to avoid drink when she was ten and her best mate from primary, Louise, was killed by a drunk driver at Broomhall. Too many of her PC years in Barnsley and Doncaster spent mopping up bodies from pubs only cemented her anti-social habit. RTAs on the Snake usually involve drink, drugs or dickheads – or all three.

Two miles of traffic tailback already. Radio Hallam best get on top of this. Diana shoves her arm out and lamps on the flashing blue light, whizzing past. All the rubberneckers will just think it’s to do with the RTA. Already she knows this is going to be a logistical sticky mess. Two incidents, one impassable access point, numerous Scene Evidence Recovery and crime scene investigation teams. No parking. No lighting. All on a cliff edge.

They’ll be out here all night with the werewolves and rain.

She parks up in a skinny excuse for a layby and gets out, pulling a fresh packet of latex gloves out of her side compartment. She has vague memories of the gullies and moors from her student picnic parties when they’d all pile in a car to let loose after summer exams but they’d parked further down in the valley towards Glossop.

She looks over the verge edge, down at the firemen still bobbing around, clearing up after the cut-out. A PC with haphazard mousy hair jogs over, his walky-talky vest and belt jangling like oversized armour.

‘Detective Inspector Walker? I’m PC Ralph Kershaw, the First Officer Attending.’

Diana frowns. ‘Attending what? The RTA or the body parts scene?’

‘Both, ma’am.’

Smashing.

‘The lad called me down. He’s a trainee paramedic.’

He pulls out his notepad, eyes scanning a couple of pages while Diana blinks twice before staring at a familiar figure squatting on a low stone wall, elbows on knees. He’s a bit taller but there’s the same long limbs, cropped Afro. He’s flicking bits of gravel with some force at the wheel of the police car.

‘… Pierce … Bruno. Pierce,’ Diana states.

The PC looks up but Diana’s already heading down the road.

Bruno stares at Diana, closing his eyes for a moment before shaking his head.

Diana beams. ‘Hello, Bruno! I didn’t recognise you there in the uniform. A paramedic now! Congratulations.’

Bruno rolls his eyes, growling: ‘When can I get back to the Hallamshire? I’ve got my first assessment soon. I’ll get knocked back to March if I don’t get it.’

She nods at his uniform. ‘As soon as we’ve got a statement. DS Robertson’s nearly here so he’ll take it.’

Bruno grunts. ‘What is this? A bloody reunion?’

Bruno was scarcely eighteen when his own domestic dramas got him swept up in the serial murder Diana was investigating two years ago. He was a sulky, angry kid then; he’s a sulky, angry adult now.

She can see Robertson’s estate car crawling beyond the traffic control at the blockade. He’ll be a good ten minutes yet. Sometimes PACE is a pain in the backside. And sometimes it’s the difference between a case and no case. She gets out her pad.

‘OK, do you want to tell me what happened?’

For all his sullenness, Diana notes his hand is shaking. He presses it between his knees. She crouches down in front of him.

‘I’m going up and down path to help Kev with the second bloke and that bobby with bad haircut … he’s wittering on about bits of paper or things falling out of car. Keeps saying we need to find it and it’s a pain at hospital if we don’t have patient’s ID. So, while I’m waiting for firemen to finish up, I scope about and see summat white – ish.’

He looks down. ‘I’m bored so just wander over there …’

He points off to the far side of the gully but his eyes don’t move from the ground.

‘… and as I get closer, I see it’s not paper. It looks like the back of a trainer. Like a Stan Smith trainer. You know, the ones with the leather and no logo?’

Diana doesn’t but nods while scribbling.

‘I were about to turn round thinking it were just some random left behind after a picnic or a quick shag in bushes.’

He darts a glance at her but she’s poker-faced.

‘But then I notice it’s kept its shape – like … there’s still a foot, a real foot inside.’

He gulps.

‘And then … I start to see … you know. It’s not just a bonfire for sausages and marshmallows …’

He looks away, up the road towards Manchester.

‘Anyroad, I don’t want to see or know owt else so I just yell at PC Haircut over there and Kev had a row at me cuz now Haircut won’t let me leave.’

Diana looks over the vast bulk of the moor beyond the gully. The clouds are moving fast across the blue sky and a huge shadow passes over them.

‘You familiar with the Snake Pass?’

‘Not really. Don’t get much time off.’ His eyes narrow. ‘And I don’t do barbecues either in case that’s next question.’

She peers down at the gully. ‘It’s just a bit of an awkward place to get to, let alone carry body parts down.’

Bruno exhales and leans back. ‘Dunno about carrying owt down but carrying one person up were hard enough – for two on us.’

‘I bet. This your first time attending an RTA?’

‘On Snake Pass, yeah.’ He pulls a face. ‘I don’t plan to be on shift for the next one either.’

‘No doubt. Well, here comes DS Robertson. Oh – one more thing.’

Bruno looks up.

‘Was the trainer clean? Like, the sole of it?’

He screws up his face. ‘Dunno, Detective. I didn’t sniff it.’

Diana raises her eyebrows. He sighs.

‘Na – it looked new – ish.’ He pauses, his forehead creases. ‘Which is weird cuz Adidas stopped production last year.’

Diana grins. ‘Bit of a trainer geek, are you?’

He shrugs. ‘Adidas, yeah. I like Stans. No fuss. No logo. Classy. I’d had mine since Year 10 at—’

He looks at Diana – as if either of them will ever forget his former school and the brutal murder of its headmaster. ‘Anyway, they were knackered. I know what a beat-up pair of Stan Smiths look like and that one was fresh, I’m telling you. It’s hard to keep them looking criss. No sheep shit in the grooves. One of them limited editions, I reckon. They had them at JD Sports in April but there was a waiting list.’

Robertson, in his bulky wax jacket, is upon them. He nods at Diana and looks down at Bruno, back at Diana with a question mark.

Diana shrugs. ‘Our friend, Bruno, is the finder of the remains. Can you take him back to work? Make sure he’s OK, not shaken up? I’ll just go down to make sure our First Officer Attending understands procedure and the right scene is taped up for CSI.’

Bruno shakes his head vigorously. ‘Not likely. I’m not getting out of a cop car.’

‘Don’t fret – it won’t be a cop car. Robertson drives a very dad car.’

Robertson grins as Diana pockets her notebook.

‘That’s not a compliment, mate,’ Bruno mutters.





Chapter 3

The Gully. southwest of mothermoor – 4 p.m.

Diana looks over the verge which gives her a bird’s eye view of the deep gully, wider at the northwest end and narrowing down towards a point where the moor meets the road, just before the cliff where the car went over. To her left, the yellow-overalled firemen bob about, clearing up a wreck of silver-grey metal. It’s taped off and she can see the recovery team already in full effect, ferreting around in the zone between it and the far end. She’ll be needing a super-assertive Scene Evidence Recovery manager to ensure there’s no overlap with her section. Diana presses her lips together as she looks to the right: a small circled area, yellow-taped off, slightly up the moor’s side. She can see why Bruno would have noticed the white object against the greeny black moor. Both areas had only one access path down from the main road.

Turning back to the road, Diana watches a stout woman briskly approach, short grey hair poking out from under her hairnet. She’s wearing a plastic white overall which crackles as her thighs rub together.

‘DI Walker? I’m Sarah Reynolds, the Scene Evidence Recovery manager. We’re going down now. Just got four of us.’

‘Four?’ That’s not enough. ‘I think we need to widen out the zone.’

Sarah scowls at the steep path. ‘I guess we should be grateful it’s not raining.’

Diana wants to be positive but needs to state her fears: ‘Yet. But it has all summer. June was a washout – cold, windy, wet. Last time we had any chance of a barbecue would have been May.’

Sarah follows Diana’s eyes as she looks up at the gathering grey clouds. ‘Best get down before the landslide then.’

Two hours later and the traffic is trickling past. While they can crane their necks to see the car wreck, even the most limber wouldn’t be able to see the electric-blue forensics tent on the far side, so Diana hopes she’ll gain some time on the media. The Victim Holding Audit Area is set up within the tent, and the small CSI team is rummaging around among the bushes. Diana pulls up the collar on her waterproof jacket. She’s feeling the chill down here, exposed in the damp, nervously watching a darkening horizon. Her fingertips tell her worse is to come. She should go up for the rechargeable handwarmer her boyfriend Michael had bought her. It’s in the glove compartment. Handwarmers in July.

She watches Robertson slip and slide down the narrow snakey path, grabbing desperately at brambles and gorse to steady him, wincing when they pierce his palm. Poor chap – only got back from his honeymoon last week. Diana has a feeling Daphne won’t be seeing much of her new hubby for a bit.

‘Bruno’s done well for himself,’ Diana says as he approaches her. He smiles and nods.

‘He wasn’t a happy bunny. Insisted on being dropped off at Jessop’s Hospital so no one would see him.’

‘He say anything else in the car?’

‘I found out he’s still doing some Saturday seasonal butchery for Samuels. That’s how he got his driving licence and a runaround Honda. Samuels pays his insurance so he can get to Dewbow and back.’

‘Yeah, they’ve cut the buses. I can’t even send MaMa on one to Ma’s anymore without it being a full day trip.’

‘Got his GCSEs now, you know. Well, what he needed to get in for paramedic training.’

‘Very focused kid. But then – we already knew he’s a smart one.’ She raises her eyebrows at Robertson who nods and looks away. ‘He’ll always see things others miss.’

She passes him a white suit and they both zip them on, plus the shoe covers. Robertson pulls his hood up just as the first raindrops start. Diana groans.

‘Here we go. Race against the rain.’

Robertson keeps talking as they move towards the scene entrance.

‘Still living up at Park Hill – but not with his mum.’

‘No?’

‘She moved in with a new man up at Meadowhead. Bruno’s subletting it off her, I think, and sub-subletting a room to a student.’

‘On Park Hill? I didn’t think they still had old tenants? Hasn’t it all been sold off?’

‘Only twenty-six of them. The rest have been kicked out. Since it’s been made a heritage site or whatever. Folk are subletting and that. Meanwhile, all those flats stay empty.’

‘Did he say anything else?’

Robertson shakes his head.

She says: ‘He’s probably a bit shaken from this.’

‘I did offer him the counselling card. He’s like “What I need that for?”’

Diana shakes her head. ‘It will, unfortunately, catch up with him.’





Chapter 4

GP Surgery, Sheffield – 5 p.m.

Njambi

I do not like this GP business, especially after birthday parties. Sitting in a room like a lost suitcase waiting for my name to be called. It smells of mould and vinegar in here and there are bars on the window. Like we are in a prison.

Rehema has her reading glasses on and is looking at her phone.

‘I am well, Rehema,’ I mutter. ‘I just need to pass water often.’

‘MaMa, you are in pain. Just because you tolerate pain does not make it right. The pain tells you something is wrong.’

‘The doctor cannot make it right. This is pointless.’

Rehema closes her eyes, breathes out with her lips.

‘It’s just to make sure you stay well, MaMa. Diana’s not a particularly attentive carer …’

‘Diana does not neglect anything. I look after me and anyone else who needs it.’

‘Ssshh!’

The woman with red spiky hair behind the glass looks over.

Rehema flashes slit-eyes at her. I look at the blinking light bulb: green for go, red for stay in your seat. The red spiky hair shouts out a room number and a last name when it goes green. What happens if all the family get up? I look around. There are no whole families here. A thin man is hugging his knees, a young girl patting a bawling baby. The others sit like stone frogs. Rehema rolls her eyes and looks at a man talking to his shoe.

‘Diana is not attentive; she lets you do what you want. There’s a difference.’

I sigh. Why does my child think she can tell me what to do? I never told her what to do. It is hard enough to stay more days at hers. I do not eat much there now. My throat won’t swallow. And the smells of burnt …

I look at Rehema as she stares at her nails. Her hair has gone greyer the past few months, her eyes sadder and duller, disappearing under her brow. I want to hold her close but she doesn’t recognise home; she thinks it is somewhere else. I am both a disappointment and a worry to her.

The green light flashes.

‘Wagamundu. Room 12.’

I get up and start moving to the door.

‘MaMa, it’s not your turn,’ Rehema hisses.

I look back at her.

‘It is my name called.’

It is your name too but you do not recognise it because you have a Scottish missionary name.

‘Oh.’

She picks up her bag hastily and follows me.

Dr Adunni Abimbola, who has been coming to Rehema’s book club off and on, is a tall, broad-shouldered Nigerian woman, thick glasses and a soft voice, who doesn’t spit the edges of words out like glass. She pushes out her palm and gets up as I enter, Rehema close behind me. I see the doctor look at me and then at Rehema. I feel she has been raised well, wealthy in every way. She is wearing an ironed blouse and blue trousers the colour of night. Sensible brown flat shoes. Pearl ear studs in her ears and a wedding band. I can feel she is a mother. She waves her long arm at the two chairs positioned in front of her desk in the small room with a tiny window.

‘Good afternoon, Mrs Wagamundu.’ She says my name correctly. No one has called me this for a long time. ‘I’m Dr Abimbola and I will be your GP, your family doctor. I understand you are staying with your daughter and granddaughter while you await a decision about your residency?’

No, but I let her talk.

‘How can I help you today?’

Rehema starts up: ‘She has been having problems with passing water.’

But Dr Abimbola just looks at me, like Rehema isn’t even there.

I say: ‘Se Yoruba tabi Igbo?’

Do you speak Igbo or Yoruba?

She smiles. ‘Both. Which would you prefer?’

Rehema takes a sharp intake of breath.

‘Yoruba. Mo gbé ní ilú Èkó … Ibẹ̀ sì ni mo ti ń ṣiṣẹ́ fún ọ̀pọ̀lọpọ̀
ọdún sẹ́yìn.’

Yoruba. I lived … I worked in Lagos for many years.

I feel Rehema’s eyes boring into me and then she looks, without expression, straight at the doctor whose head is bowed, looking through the notes. She looks up with a question-face.

‘Èkó ni ilú abínibí mi, kò sí ìdarúkọ rẹ̀ níbí.’

Lagos? That’s my home city. I don’t see mention of it here.

I breathe deep five times and then: ‘I was … I work for a woman. I have no money. Someone stole my ticket to the United Kingdom which I had been given to join my daughter in 1960.’

I don’t look but I know Rehema is gripping her bag. Dr Abimbola glances from me to Rehema.

‘This is the first I’ve heard of this, doctor. It may not be true,’ Rehema says in a flat voice.

Dr Abimbola breathes in deeply.

The room smells of sweaty feet and bleach, and there are bars on her little window too. Dr Abimbola asks me to sit on the couch and asks me my name again, my date of birth.

‘Njambi Wagamundu. First of first of 1923.’

I do not know the real date but that is the one Miss Hulda gave to me.

She wraps a flat balloon round my arm and puts a tube from her ears to my heart and listens bumbum bumbum bumbum and pricks my finger till it bleeds and says numbers aloud. She looks into my eyes with a torch. She asks me how I am feeling. I tell her I feel everything. She asks if I sometimes feel confused or if I bang into things. I tell her no. She asks me how I sleep. I tell her not too good. She asks me what day it is. I say Wednesday. Rehema is tutting and sighing and grunting
























































Epilogue

Diana leaves the gallery early, desperate to avoid the press and to see Grace and Miss Femi alone, but as she comes out of a side door, a hand grabs her elbow. Her heart racing, Diana turns swiftly to see a vaguely familiar face. The hair’s now a grey blunt bob but the face, those desperate eyes …

‘You’re that detective in the caff, aren’t ya?’ That raspy voice – Linzi Stewart’s Aunt Janey. Her eyes fill, spilling silent tears down worn cheeks, ‘Thank you, Detective. Thank you for saving our Linzi that neet. Thank you for nailing those bastards.’ She folds up against the wall. Diana stands, shaken by the immediacy of the force of her yet again.

‘That’s my job. Thank you for giving out those posters, for caring enough not to give up. You warned those kids. You did your bit too.’

‘I’m glad there’s one of your lot that gives a care … I still stay awake at night, thinking what might have happened to her—’

‘Oh, there’s more than one of us, love. How is Linzi doing?’

Aunt Janey sighs. ‘Better than she wor. She’s still not hersen though. Between me and you, I dunt think she ever will be but she did come out of the house to feed horses last night. We’re just glad she’s … alive.’

‘Small steps.’ Diana looks at her and sees in those grey eyes fifty versions of the nightmare that Grace and Danny’s parents and Ayo’s mum relive every single night. Aunt Janey grabs her shoulders in a hug and then is gone, in a whiff of stale smoke and renewed hope, lost in the crowd.

Diana closes her eyes, her heart racing, leaning her head against the cool wall, suddenly desperate for MaMa, Michael, even Rehema bickering and doing regular human things. Robertson appears at her side.

‘There you are, Boss. Barker’s got car. Come on, we’ll go out back.’

But Diana shakes her head. ‘Robertson, you get back to your son and your missus. That’s what paternity leave’s for. Being a good dad and hubby prevents more crimes than policing, you know.’ She winks at him.

He smiles at her gratefully. ‘He’s getting big, you know. Gets through nappies like there’s no tomorrow. Teething now.’

Spare me the details. But she smiles and nods graciously.

‘You’ve seen the worst of humanity – go and enjoy the best. I’ve got to see someone. You two get off.’

‘Right. I think Barker’s got to get to her childminder, to be fair … you OK? Doing anything nice this weekend?’

I am actually. Diana smiles to herself. ‘Not much. Just family stuff.’

A date at Sheffield City Hall, a secret she is keeping tight and warm.

As she walks through the milling crowd, her eyes fall on the lone woman in white and purple staring across the crowd who can move with purpose towards loved ones and home, a woman who reminds her of the younger MaMa she never knew, the one who sacrificed everything for her and Rehema. The last time Diana saw Miss Femi, she had collapsed, overcome with a reality she can still barely process about her own self and family. The woman staring at her is unloved, unmoored, her love with no place to go now. Family is sacred – everything else is housekeeping.

Tomorrow, Diana is marrying a man who has taught her a lot of her job involves being family to those who have none. And that is no bad thing.

As Diana catches the shaking, frail woman in her arms, she’s reminded of the fragile power of family, a flower in her hands kept alive only by justice and compassion – and a fierce iron determination.
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If you enjoyed The Burnt Moor, don’t miss Nina Bhadreshwar’s gripping debut thriller, The Day of the Roaring.

[image: Advertisement image: The Day of the Roaring by Nina Bhadreshwar.]

Silence protects the victims … And the killer

When the dismembered body of a headmaster is found on the derelict site of a former school in Sheffield, DI Diana Walker finds herself chasing shadows.

Faced with missing teachers, unreported crimes and silent witnesses, Diana is running out of leads. Her colleagues insist this is just another instance of gang violence, but Diana knows there’s something more. Something everyone’s too scared to talk about.

With her reputation on the line, Diana is determined to find the truth. Her search for answers leads to Sheffield’s neglected underbelly, where she finds distrust, horrifying secrets and a whole new understanding of justice.

Keep reading for a sneak peek into The Day of the Roaring …




Chapter 1

Tuesday 14th September, 2010 – Dewbow, Derbyshire


A loud primal bellow. A living chainsaw rips through the forest. Diana opens her blackout blinds, squinting at the horizon. She starts her morning run at 5.30 a.m. when mists rise off stones and bracken. Up here on the banks by the woodland, where the moor edge pushes over, autumn’s shoving in its shoulder. The lone oak stands at the door to the wild moor, arms outstretched to the elements.

She can smell the rut already.

The deer start their serious business here every September. The sweetness of a rising late summer breeze is now darker and riper: a pungent, ancient smell. She can’t escape the earth.

Bang! As if to a starting pistol, the air splits, trees shudder. Silence for two seconds. Then ravens squawk, wood pigeons flut-ter, ground trembles as the giant stag leaps over bracken hedge, diving deeper into the woodland.

She clutches the damp, cold stone wall before vaulting, enter-ing the Bronze Age, bracken raised like spears, the rutting season when stags stalk does, does bolt, hunters stalk stags. Predators hover. No matter how knackered, even after pulling an all-nighter, Diana is drawn by the sirens of nature, through the roots, ferns and jagged boulders. The deer dip beyond the gorse breaks, deep wooded dells, ribboned by tinkling rivulets.

Over the field, Diana swipes at unruly black Afro curls bouncing into her eyes. Mental note: haircut asap. Diana’s work hours and personality mean she’s made few acquaintances in her neighbourhood. She really should get out more – or some-thing. In twenty minutes, she will be in south-west Sheffield and her workday will swallow her whole. But here, in the fierce elements, nature stamps its morality.

BANG!

The blast behind her rips through her eardrums, her bones. Reverbs in her head. The branch in front of her shatters, falls. She jumps to the side, all reflex now, all doe. Heart banging, she bolts across the path, the brook, stumbling on stones, her breath in hard cold knots. Don’t look back. Vault the stile.

She arrives at her narrow box of a cottage, heart pumping and not because she can’t run. She leans over the rose bush knowing she should stretch but she’s going to retch. Her ears are ringing, her head is ringing. The shot’s still ringing. No – she can hear real ringing. Still retching, she turns the key in the kitchen door, hurls herself over the sofa, reaching for her BlackBerry.

‘Hello?’ she pants.

‘’Kin ’ell, lass. Who’s the lucky guy?’

‘Who is this?’ she snaps.

‘Who is this, sir.’

Seriously.

‘Sorry, sir. Just been out …’

‘Filing cabinet on the Legley Road High School site. Flies. Smells bad. Got DS Robertson going down there. Blokes can’t shift the thing. The developer Geoff Thomlins’ having kittens. Get down and see what’s what, Walker.’

‘I’m on it, sir.’

‘So I gather,’ he chuckles and hangs up.

Driving over the edge of the Pennines, everything reminds Diana of what she’s entering: the craggy boulders the broken crowns of a certain defendant, untameable yellow gorse the hair of a veteran shoplifter. The desolate Mothermoor, the loneliness of the socio-path. And the fraying heather hemming in the Victorian sprawl of Sheffield’s south-west, the city’s proud corner of opulence. She’s seen it happen to the sharpest: that insidious blunting that immer-sion brings. The ten miles distance into Derbyshire gives her a per-spective she can’t afford to lose – even if her terraced cottage can get bleak in the winter. There’s still a strange comfort in returning at the end of each shift to the horizon of criminal teeth boulders, the familiar silhouette of the lone oak snag, raised like a middle finger to the sky.

The first chill of the coming winter mists up her windscreen. Sky’s a darkening grey. Two hawks circle patiently.

They know.


Outside the demolished Legley Road High School, DI Diana Walker opens the car door to the sheepish grin of Major Crimes’ DS Carl Robertson, a tall, bulky man in his late twenties with serious blue-grey eyes and a Tintin quiff.

‘It may be nowt, Boss. Just a locked filing cabinet.’

Diana frowns.

‘Why didn’t they open it?’

‘Workmen only noticed today as they have to clear the site. Said it’s been vandalised since Bank Holiday but just left it. They’re a bit spooked out.’

Slamming the door, she marches next to Robertson, cold hands thrust deep in her pockets, eyes on the yellow tape manned by two uniforms. While they check her through, she pulls on latex gloves, frowning at the barely cleared approach path.

‘It doesn’t smell good, Boss.’

Diana looks up at the giant skeleton of a half-demolished 1960s relic. In the middle of the taped clearing, incongruous as a lost Dalek, a grey filing cabinet, a 1970s menhir tagged in orange paint with a splattery daub: ‘Merka’ in mushroom bubble-letters. Over it, a cloud of flies hovers.

She walks over rubble, scattered concrete islands. Robertson scrambles after her.

‘Probably a dead dog in there. Bored kids in summer holidays.’

Diana does a one-eighty. A group of workmen huddle around a van on the other side of the tape.

‘When was this place demolished?’ she asks.

‘Twenty-eighth July, Boss.’

‘That filing cabinet should be in a museum.’

‘The workmen say it was in one of the mobile classrooms and dumped here when they took them away,’ says Robertson.

‘But it was empty then?’

‘Yes – the supervisor said they checked that no paperwork was left around. Data security or something. Auditors had been in and all keys were handed in months ago. That’s what alerted them. It’s heavy now and drawers are jammed.’

Diana ducks under the tape despite the uniform’s yelp. One of the workmen, clearly the youngest, stands apart, nervously stub-bing out a roll-up. An older, bald one nods towards him.

‘It’s Sean, detective. I think he’s paranoid of filing cabinets. You can use our bradawl though.’

He holds out the tool. Diana ignores it but Robertson takes it with a nod.

The men chuckle but Diana knows it’s nerves. Sean, the young kid, scowls. He’s built like a bull, brown-bronzed skin stretched smooth over muscles better fitted for stadiums. His trembling hands open another Rizla.

Diana walks back over to the filing cabinet, followed by Rob-ertson, holding the bradawl like a redundant limb. She looks closely at the lock at the top, peering in. She runs her gloved hand down the drawers and tries to open the top one. It doesn’t shift.

‘Think it’s jammed, Boss. Here.’ Robertson holds out the brad-awl, but Diana’s eyes are fixed on the lock.

‘No – the pin’s across. It’s been locked.’

Robertson looks on the ground.

‘Maybe key dropped out …’

Diana rummages in her pocket and pulls out a paperclip. She straightens it out, picking it into the lock like a key. The top drawer ricochets open with a clean snap. Nothing inside but dust and dead flies. As she tries the second drawer, a black cloud of flies bursts out.

Squatting down, she yanks at the bottom drawer. It slides open with the buzz of wings. Diana falls back into the swarm of flies, back of wrist to nose.

Gasping for air, she stands up, eyes fixed down. Nestling in an open black bin liner, a mass of white maggots feasts on half a fist, bust at its grey seams. Further back, eyes bubbling with larvae, the grimace of a startled head grins back.

CSI Tom Marks emerges from the tent that now covers the filing cabinet. Beyond it, a huddle of irritated workmen slouch, squinting into the sun. They answer a volley of questions from two uniforms.

Diana walks back over the rubble to Marks.

‘How long?’

He shrugs.

‘The foreman says place was demolished in July, but this is fresh meat. Maggots still. In this heat and a metal filing cabinet, it’s like being in an oven on Gas Mark two. Not enough blow flies yet. I’ll need to get it to the lab to be sure but …’

‘Roughly?’

‘Two weeks max.’

Diana looks around, scrutinising the wreckage: turquoise painted drainpipes and chipped rusty frames.

‘No CCTV?’

‘Just over there, Boss, over the whole site. It’s turned off though,’ Robertson says.

‘Why?’

The workmen shrug en masse.

‘Boss said company was being audited for compliance with building regs and that.’

Diana frowns.

‘Get details from Thomlins,’ she calls over to Robertson.

‘Nobody else on site?’

‘No. There were a few bods with clipboards, vests and hardhats in July, early August. From council or auditors,’ bald head says. ‘Thomlins int pleased. Wants to get cracking on the development.’

‘Tough. He’ll have to wait while we’re done.’ Diana turns to walk across the rubble. Robertson catches up with her. ‘And find out who last had the keys to the old school and is responsible for all the …’

She waves her arm over the rubble of the school.

‘Leftover objects.’


Robertson nods and swallows.

‘Boss …’

Diana stops, turns.

‘I used to work here.’

Diana stares at him, incredulous.

‘When?’

‘2005–2006. I was a teaching assistant. It’s what made me want to go into policing.’

Diana sighs, surveying the wreckage from the 1960s behe-moth: rusty turquoise piping, shards of grey, frosted glass, splin-tered yellow desk wood, etched with decades of teenage rage and obsession – all piled on top of a pyre of concrete rubble.

‘Smashing. I’ll have to run it past the super. School closed offi-cially July, right?’

‘All the years under Year 11 left in summer 2008 and just Year 11s in for the next year. Then it all closed after their GCSEs in July 2009. They were moving the mobile units off and out earlier.’

Diana peers down the road. A black-windowed Jeep cruises past, blasting out Dizzee Rascal.

‘Bit weird, eh?’ remarks Robertson. ‘Just doesn’t look right.’

‘Not what you’d expect to find in a filing cabinet, no. And most filing cabinets aren’t left out in the middle of a demolition site.’ Diana looks up at the tree line. ‘House-to-house for anything unusual the past month. I need to get an ID as soon as possible. So, give me a list of school employees, students, parents. Trawl missing persons.’ She pauses, frowning. ‘And I want everything about the history of this building and planning permissions.’

Diana looks at the filing cabinet’s back, tagged with bright orange spray paint in huge letters, filling the entire length and breadth. ‘Merka’.

‘Find the tagger. Any tags around the city. Any unlikely lads or lasses about. Marks, how old is this paint?’

Marks approaches, bends, scrapes with a small tool. ‘Recent – within a couple of weeks.’

‘Filing cabinet’s been here at least as long because the drips are on the rubble around it.’ Diana’s eyes root through the surround-ing detritus. She nods at something five yards away.


Marks goes over, picks up a battered spray-can, rattles it.

‘Empty. I’ll check for fingerprints though. Nozzle’s still here.’

She wanders over the gnarled teeth of a ravaged school, shards of concrete, spears of rust-crusted pipe.

‘Moving a filing cabinet is noisy business. Even in the mud. How come no one heard this? What other noises were going on?’ Diana asks the air. Robertson looks around.

‘Noisier during peak times and there’s been the roadworks, Boss.’

‘Find out the dates of those. And if they worked overnight. And we need to find that filing cabinet key.’

As she walks back and forth, trying to outline the drag-route of the filing cabinet by the ruts in the mud, she sees something glisten against concrete crumbs. Not like the dirty bits of window in the main yard. Stooping, in gloved hands she picks up a smooth clear acrylic nail, shining like a shell on the pebbled shore of the wrecked ship of Legley Road High. White tipped, glistening like a transparent pearl. Diana calls over to Marks. He approaches with a plastic evidence bag.

She holds out the nail. ‘Bit boujee for a builder.’

Marks frowns, pulls out tweezers, bags the nail.

‘Indeed.’
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