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Stephen Booth's DYING TO
SIN:

When builder's labourer Danny
Ward is asked to dig the foundations for a new wall during the
conversion of Pity Wood Farm, he doesn't expect to find a human
hand preserved in the clay. And when the police arrive to dig up
the farmyard, they don't expect to find not one body, but two –
with several years between their burials.

DS Diane Fry and DC Ben Cooper
are part of the Derbyshire CID team tasked with piecing together
the lives of the Sutton family who owned the farm before it was
sold for development. Why would a pair of elderly brothers have the
dead bodies of two women concealed on their property? And how do
you even start tracking down decades of itinerant farm workers who
might be able to cast light on the mystery?

With forensic evidence in short
supply, Fry and Cooper have only the fragmentary memories of local
people to rely on, including the landlord of the Dog Inn, the
retired village bobby, and a handful of scattered neighbours in the
White Peak settlement of Rakedale.

Their enquiry coincides with
the arrival in Edendale of a new Detective Superintendent, and the
threat of more shake-ups in 'E' Division CID that might separate
Cooper and Fry permanently.

As Cooper becomes convinced
that there ought to be a third body to provide the vital link and
explain the burials at Pity Wood, Fry struggles to come to terms
with one of the more unusual rural beliefs she's encountered so far
- the magical properties of preserved body parts.

* The 8th novel in the multiple
award-winning Cooper & Fry series, set in England's beautiful
and atmospheric Peak District.

PRAISE FOR
THE COOPER AND FRY SERIES:

"Suspenseful and supremely
engaging. Booth does a wonderful job." - Los Angeles
Times

"Simultaneously classic,
contemporary and haunting." - Otto Penzler, Mysterious Bookshop, New York

"Stephen Booth makes high
summer in Derbyshire as dark and terrifying as midwinter." -
Val McDermid, award-winning crime novelist

"Intelligent and substantive
crime fiction, rich with complex characters." - Library Journal

"Booth has firmly joined the
elite of Britain's top mystery writers." - Florida Sun-Sentinel

"Crime fiction for the thinking
man or woman, and damnably hard to put down." - January Magazine

"Highly recommended - a great
series!" - Seattle Mystery Bookstore

"Ben Cooper and Diane Fry are
the most interesting crime team to arrive on the mystery scene in a
long while." - Rocky Mountain News

"One of our best story
tellers." - Sunday Telegraph

"There are few, if any,
contemporary writers who do this as well as Stephen Booth."
- Arena magazine

"Booth is a modern master of
rural noir." - The Guardian

"Booth delivers some of the
best crime fiction in the UK." - Manchester Evening
News

"Stephen Booth has to be one of
the best new English mystery writers." - Toadstool
Bookshop, New Hampshire

"Booth's aim is to portray the
darkness that lies below the surface... in this he succeeds
wonderfully well." - Mark Billingham, author
of the DI Tom Thorne series

"If you read only one new crime
writer this year, he's your man." - Yorkshire
Post


 Dedicated to the
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DYING TO
SIN

For he that is dead is freed
from sin.

Romans 6:7



1

Thursday

The mud was everywhere at Pity Wood
Farm. It lay in deep troughs under the walls of the house, it
surged in wet tides where the cattle had poached the ground into a
soup. And it was all over Jamie Ward's boots, sticky and red, like
blobs of damson jam. His steel toe-caps were coated with the stuff,
and smears of it had splashed halfway up his denims – long, fat
splatters, as if he'd been wading in blood.

Crouching in a corner of the
yard, Jamie stared down at the mess and wondered when he'd get a
chance to wipe it off. He couldn't remember if he had a clean pair
of jeans back at his parents' house in Edendale, whether his mother
had done his washing this week, or if he'd thrown his dirty clothes
behind the bed again, where she wouldn't find them. She'd been
complaining for the past month about the amount of dirt he brought
into the house, the number of times she had to clean the filter on
the washing machine. He wondered what she'd say about this latest
disaster when he got in.

And, as he heard the first
police sirens wailing up the valley, it occurred to Jamie to wonder
whether he'd actually be going home tonight at all.

'Damn it, boy. Why didn't you
just cover it up again? It would have been for the best all
round.'

Jamie shook his head. You
couldn't just do that, could you? No matter what anyone else said,
it wasn't right, and that was that. He'd done the only thing he
possibly could, in the circumstances. He'd done the right thing, so
there was nothing to regret.

'Throw some dirt on it and
forget it. There's no need for all this.'

He felt bad about it, all the
same. It was bad for Nikolai and the other blokes. This was a
nightmare they didn't want, and some of them couldn't afford. Just
before Christmas, too, when they needed the money more than ever,
he supposed. He was going to be popular, all right.

Jamie felt his muscles
beginning to stiffen. The longer he stayed in one spot, the more he
felt as though his boots were sinking into the ground. If he stayed
here long enough, perhaps the blood-tinted earth would slowly close
in and swallow him. His own weight would bury him.

Of course, he knew the mud only
looked red because the soil here was clay when you got a few inches
down. It was so unusual for this part of Derbyshire that he'd
noticed it as soon as he started digging. Clay and mud, tons of
crushed brick and corroded iron. It had been a nightmare of a job,
almost impossible for his spade to deal with. Jamie's rational mind
told him that the colour was only because of the clay. And if the
stuff on his boots looked too red, too dark, too wet … well,
that was just his imagination, wasn't it?

Jamie Ward thought he had
plenty of common sense. He was educated, after all – not like most
of the other lads on the crew. He would never be a victim of
superstition and ignorance. He wasn't even particularly religious –
he didn't cross himself when they passed a church, or hang a statue
of the Virgin Mary over the dashboard of the van, the way Nikolai
did.

But this mud was so
sticky, and so smelly. It stank as though it had been
rotting for centuries. Now, when Jamie finally straightened up, he
saw a thick gob slide from his boot on to the ground. It formed a
sort of oozing coil, like the dropping of some slimy creature that
had been living on the old farm, left to itself when the owners
moved out and the cattle disappeared. He pictured something that
only came out at night to feed on carrion, scavenging among the
ruins of pigsties before slinking back into a dark, damp corner
between those abandoned silage bags.

'Damned fool. Kretyn.'

He remembered the way Nikolai's
fist had gripped his jacket, the feel of the older man's face
pushed against his, rain glistening in his thick eyebrows and on
his moustache. Jamie couldn't believe how angry Nikolai had been,
not over something like this. The foreman had tolerated his
bungling and his ignorance of the building trade with raucous good
humour – until now. Yet suddenly this morning he'd been a different
man, a wild thing, dangerously on the verge of violence. And all
over a muddy hole.

Jamie swallowed a spurt of bile
that hit the back of his throat. He'd been trailing backwards and
forwards over this same patch of earth for days now. Shifting
stacks of breeze block for the brickies, unloading bags of sand
from the lorry, stopping for a quick fag behind the wall. Damn it,
his boot prints were all over the place. Anyone who cared to look
would see the pattern of his rubber soles, pressed deep in the mud.
His eyes followed the criss-crossing trails he'd left, curving in
long arcs that stretched twenty yards or more. His tracks were so
numerous and extensive that they were probably visible from space
like the Great Wall of China, place-marked on Google Earth. They
were so distinct that they might as well be the swirls of his
fingerprints. Jamie Ward's signature on the job, perfectly clear
and complete.

Soon, people would be talking
about him and pointing at him. Before much longer, he'd be
answering questions, endless questions, re-living over and over the
moment he was trying to forget. He'd seen the TV cop shows, and he
knew they never let you alone once they had you in one of their
little interview rooms.

He could hear two sirens now,
their yelp and wail teasing playfully against each other, fading
and getting louder as the cars took one of the bends in Rakedale,
dipping behind stone walls and clumps of trees until they reached
the top of the hill and turned into the farm.

Jamie thought back to the
morning he'd got out of the van, stretched his legs and stepped on
to Pity Wood Farm for the first time. It was strange to think there
had been grass growing here when the crew arrived on site. Now the
whole gateway was churned up, and the soil either side was bare and
exposed. In one corner, a wheel rut from a reversing truck had
sliced through his boot prints.

He didn't remember noticing
anything unusual that first time. Well, maybe there had been a
slight difference in the level of the ground just here, a low bump
that was only noticeable if you happened to be pushing a
wheelbarrow load of sand over it. And perhaps the grass had been a
bit greener, too – only a tiny bit, if you looked closely. Perhaps
the blades had gleamed with faintly unnatural health in the winter
sunlight. He wouldn't have looked twice at the time, and he'd never
made anything of it. No one would have done.

But then Nikolai had asked him
to start digging a trench for the footings of a new wall. Jamie had
dug barely more than a few inches into the ground before the soil
changed colour. It had taken him a while to get even that far down,
though. There were so many stones to be prised free with the spade
and lifted out, not to mention lumps of concrete and long splinters
of rusted metal. Without his gloves, his fingers would have been
raw by now.

After half an hour, he'd been
starting to think that Nik had given him the job as a punishment
for something, or just because he was the youngest on the crew and
a student at that, the one they called 'The Professor'. Or maybe it
was on account of the fact that he didn't understand what they were
going on about when the blokes started joking around on site, and
they were taking advantage of him. Probably there wasn't going to
be a wall here at all. Nobody had ever shown him the plans for the
new development, so he couldn't be sure. But during the last few
days Jamie had made his own plans. He reckoned that if he'd bought
the farm himself, he'd have kept the old dry-stone wall and turned
this bit of ground into a nice patio. All it needed was a few yards
of paving, not a fancy brick boundary wall that needed some idiot
to dig a trench for twelve-inch footings.

Damn that trench. Just the
thought of its moist, slippery sides made Jamie feel like throwing
up. If it weren't for all the other blokes standing around gabbling
to each other in Polish, he'd have lost his breakfast ages ago.

Even in his distracted state,
Jamie noticed that one or two of the labourers were looking a bit
nervous as the police sirens got nearer. No papers, he supposed.
Illegal workers. Well, it wasn't his business, and he bet the cops
wouldn't care either, not today.

Nevertheless, Jamie
automatically counted up the men. Nine, all present, but standing
behind Nikolai for safety.

And all of the crew were
looking in the same direction now – at the cluster of objects Jamie
had accidentally uncovered with his spade. There wasn't much to
look at, not really. A strip of plastic sheeting and a scrap of
rotted leather. A bulge of cloth, torn and faded, a surprising
eggshell blue where patches showed through the dirt. And there had
been a faint glint of metal, slick with the dampness of clay,
reflecting a glimmer of light and the movement of his spade.

But most of all, he knew they
were staring at the only thing worth seeing – that unmistakable
object laid out in the mud, like a bird trapped in cement, or an
ancient fossil preserved in the clay. It was like a five-limbed sea
creature, bony and white.

It was the shape of a human
hand.

* * * *

Detective Sergeant Diane Fry stepped
out of her car on to the muddy ground, drew her coat tighter round
her shoulders and wiped the rain from her face. All the activity
seemed to be taking place on the other side of the track. Uniformed
officers setting up cordons, SOCOs climbing into scene suits, a
bunch of bystanders gaping like idiots. She looked around with a
weary sigh. A week before Christmas, and wouldn't you know it? A
major enquiry in prospect, if she wasn't mistaken.

Fry slammed the door of her
Peugeot, her hands already wet and slipping on the handle. There
was only one ray of hope. From the initial reports that had come in
to Control, this air air of activity might be misleading. Something
quite different was going on here.

In fact, everyone was waiting
with barely restrained anxiety for a verdict on the age of the body
that had been unearthed. If it was recent, the entire division was
in for a ruined holiday. If they were lucky, it could prove to be a
historic burial, the remains of a medieval graveyard disturbed by
the construction work. And then they could hand it over to the
archaeologists and drive off home with a cheery wave and shouts of
'Have a good Christmas.'

All right, that was probably
too much to hope for. But even a decade or two on the bones would
be good news. At least they could take their time making enquiries.
Victims who'd been missing for ten or twenty years would wait a
little while longer for their identity to be established.

Besides, what family wanted a
knock on the door over Christmas and a police officer standing on
the step to inform them that their missing loved one had been found
in a shallow grave in some godforsaken spot at the back of beyond?
That sort of thing could ruin Christmas for ever.

She called to a uniformed
officer in a yellow high-vis jacket. 'Is DC Murfin here somewhere,
do you know?'

'Yes, Sergeant. Shall I fetch
him?'

'Please.'

Yes, Christmas. In Fry's
experience, there were already far too many families who were
unable to regard it as a time for gladness and joy. This time of
year had a nasty tendency to bring back memories for people.
Recollections of happier times, of opportunities lost, of friends
and relatives who had passed on to celebrate Christmas in a better
place.

No, the festive season wasn't
all about peace and goodwill, not these days. Anyone in the
emergency services could tell you that. Christmas didn't make much
difference to the lives of all those poor, pathetic and
dysfunctional people who cluttered up the police stations and
courts from one month to the next.

A few days ago, two men wearing
Santa Claus outfits had raided a building society in Chesterfield.
They'd been carrying baseball bats inside their fur-fringed
sleeves, and a customer had ended up in hospital with a fractured
skull when he got in their way. The suicide and domestic violence
rates jumped at this time of year, the number of road accident
victims multiplied, and the streets of Edendale were full of
brawling drunks. The cells at West Street were never fuller, the
hospitals were over-stretched, and hosing out the divisional vans
was a full-time job. Lots of ho, ho, ho.

But perhaps she was just a bit
jaundiced in her view. Personally, she hadn't celebrated Christmas
for over a decade. Not in a paper hat and cracker, turkey and
mistletoe sort of way. There had never been a decorated spruce tree
standing in the corner of her damp little flat in Grosvenor Avenue,
no tinsel over the mantelpiece, no Nine Lessons and Carols
on the radio on Christmas morning. She was lucky if she had a
present to unwrap – at least, one that she hadn't sent to herself
for appearance sake. What was there to celebrate?

DC Gavin Murfin appeared at her
side, teetering dangerously on the edge of the mud. The bottom four
inches of his trouser legs were rolled up to reveal a pair of green
paisley socks and a strip of deathly white flesh. Fry looked away,
feeling suddenly queasy. On balance, the sight of a partially
decomposed corpse might be preferable.

'Do you think there'll be any
overtime on this one, boss?' asked Murfin as they approached a PVC
body tent erected over the makeshift grave.

'You're already rostered for
duty over Christmas anyway, aren't you, Gavin?'

Murfin looked crestfallen.

'Damn, you're right. I'd
forgotten.'

Fry heard the dismay in his
voice, but felt no pity. 'If it's a historic burial, you could be
the officer in charge for a while.'

'Great. That's just …
great.'

'Most DCs would appreciate that
kind of opportunity,' said Fry.

'It makes a change from
processing nominals, I suppose.'

Reluctantly, Fry smiled. Ah,
nominals. The official name for the area's most prolific criminals
– the repeat offenders, all those individuals the law makers called
'recidivists'. They came into custody at regular intervals, might
even get a short prison sentence if they were unlucky. But, before
long, they were back out there on the litter-ridden streets of the
Cavendish Estate – or 'the community', as it was known in the
criminal justice system. Edendale's nominals would be celebrating
Christmas, all right. No one wanted them cluttering up the custody
suite.

Murfin was silent for a moment
as they watched the medical examiner directing a SOCO where to
uncover vital parts of the body. The exposed edge of a bone here, a
bit of decomposed flesh there.

'Diane, do you mean there are
people who'd prefer to attend a postmortem than be at home carving
the turkey?' asked Murfin.

'There isn't much difference,
is there?'

'Now that you mention it. Not
the way I do it, anyway. And the company might be better in the
mortuary – especially since we have to visit the in-laws at
Alfreton on Boxing Day.'

Fry peered over the tape into
the grave. The hole was gradually getting bigger, even as she
watched. The hand that had been exposed by the workman looked
fairly fresh. But the torso that was now being painstakingly
revealed seemed to be badly decayed.

A cold case, or a warm one? Fry
was unashamedly ambitious – she wanted the next move up the
promotion ladder, and for that she needed cases to her credit.
Successful cases, airtight prosecutions that led to convictions.
Clear-ups, not cock-ups. It would be PDR time in April, the annual
round of dreaded staff appraisals. She had to file something away
that she could point to as a recent triumph, evidence of her
outstanding skill and expertise, proof of her ability to manage an
enquiry to a successful outcome, blah, blah, blah. Senior
management believed it if it was down on paper, typed on an
official form. Would Pity Wood Farm give her that case?

'OK, let's move these people
back behind the cordon. What are they all doing here anyway?'

'They're witnesses,
Sergeant.'

'All of them?'

'So it seems.'

'Well, get their names and
addresses and put them somewhere out of the way, for God's
sake.'

'They don't seem to speak
English.'

'Oh, Jesus.'

Rain had begun to fall again –
big, fat drops splattering on to the roof her car and pitting the
already treacherously soft ground. Around her, uniformed and
paper-suited figures speeded up their actions, as if suddenly
instilled with a new-found sense of urgency. Within a few minutes,
they were all sheltering against the walls of the farmhouse or
sitting in their vehicles.

And it was only then that Fry
really noticed Pity Wood Farm for the first time. Until this
moment, she'd been concentrating on the ground, trying to keep her
footing in the slippery mud that was coating her shoes and
trickling in between her toes. But she looked up, and she saw it in
all its glory.

She was confronted by a
collection of ancient outbuildings leaning at various angles, their
roofs sagging, doors hanging loosely on their hinges. By some
curious law of physics, the doors all seemed to tilt at the
opposite angle to the walls, as if they were leaning to compensate
for a bend. Some doorways had been blocked up, windows were filled
in, steps had been left going nowhere. Mud ran right up to the
walls of the outbuildings, and right up to the door of the
farmhouse itself. From the evidence, Fry thought it probably
continued inside the house, too. The exterior was grimy and flecked
with dirt, a bird's nest trailed from a broken gutter. Piles of
rubbish were strewn across the dead grass of what might once have
been garden. Was this really a farm?

'Who else is here, Gavin?' she
asked, in despair.

'The DI's on his way,' said
Murfin. 'But in the meantime, it's you and me, boss.'

'DC Cooper?'

'Ben? He's on a rest day. We
don't know where he is.'

'Strange,' said Fry. 'This is
exactly his sort of place.'

* * * *

Crouching uncomfortably, Detective
Constable Ben Cooper studied the withered object carefully. In all
his years with Derbyshire Constabulary, including seven in CID,
he'd never seen anything quite like this. There had been plenty of
dead bodies – some of them long dead, others nice and fresh. And
some of them perhaps not quite dead, after all. But this?

The flesh had shrivelled away
from the fingers, leaving them thin but not quite skeletal. The
fact that there was still a layer of leathery skin shrunk tight to
the fingers somehow made it worse than if he was just looking at
bones. The result was that the hand appeared to have been
shrink-wrapped in a film of wrinkled, yellow plastic. The thumb was
bent strangely out of shape, too, as though it had been broken and
never re-set. The severed wrist was ragged, and the tattered skin
looked as though it had been sealed with some kind of sticky
substance.

He straightened up, easing the
painful muscles in his back. He'd been playing squash this morning,
and his opponent had smashed the ball into his kidneys when he was
out of position recovering a drop-shot. You could never trust
police officers not to get you in the back.

'The hand of glory,' he said.
'They're very rare these days.'

'Mmm.'

'Very rare. Not rare like
steak, but rare as in very unusual. There aren't many of
them about.'

Cooper had the suspicion that
he was babbling, spouting nonsense. He did it just because there
was a silence that had to be filled. It wasn't the first time it
had happened. Not even the first time today.

He looked at his companion,
unsure of her reaction because of the silence. 'What do you think
of it, then?'

'It's gross.'

'Gross?'

'Like, totally yucky.'

Cooper nodded. 'Yes, I suppose
it is.'

It wasn't exactly a technical
assessment – but accurate, all the same. There were many occasions
when a police officer in E Division might want to use it. A
Saturday night on drunk patrol, for example. Another body lying in
the gutter on the High Street? I'm not touching that, Control –
it's yucky. Yes, that would work.

But today was his rest day, and
he'd volunteered to take his eldest niece out for the day, since
the Christmas holidays had started. So he had an obligation to be
interesting and informative. Volunteered? Was that really the right
word? His recollection was that he'd happened to be hanging around
at Bridge End Farm chatting to his brother Matt, when Amy had
kidnapped him. But he'd never prove that in court. He had no
evidence.

'The "hand of glory" supposedly
comes from an executed criminal and was cut off the body while the
corpse was still hanging from the gibbet,' said Cooper, reading
from the guide book.

'There's a recipe here,' said
Amy, interrupting him. She was eleven now, and strangely adult in
some ways. Cooper was starting to feel sorry for the teachers at
Amy's new school. She could be merciless if you were boring
her.

'A what, Amy?'

'A recipe.'

'Like Delia Smith? That sort of
recipe?'

'I suppose. "The recipe for
the preparation of a hand of glory is simple," it says.'

Cooper looked down at his
niece, surprised by the sudden change in her tone. Now she was
interested. It was yucky just to stand and look at a preserved
hand, but learning how to preserve one yourself – now that
was cool. He supposed he shouldn't be surprised.

'"Squeeze the blood out of
the hand. Embalm it in a shroud and steep it in a solution of
saltpetre, salt and pepper for two weeks. Then dry in the sun."
What's saltpetre, Uncle Ben?'

'Erm … I'm not sure.'

Amy snorted gently. '"The
other essential item is a candle made from hanged man's fat, wax
and Lapland sesame." What's Lapland sesame?'

'Erm …'

'Sesame seeds from Lapland,
obviously.' She frowned. 'Do sesame plants grow in Lapland?'

'I, er …'

'Never mind.'

'I know how the hand of glory
was used,' said Cooper desperately. 'You fixed candles between the
fingers of the hand, and then you lit them when you broke into a
house.'

'When you did what?'

'Well, it was used by burglars.
According to the legends, it made them invisible. It was also
supposed to prevent the owners of the house from waking up.'

There was a final bit on the
little interpretative panel that he didn't bother reading out.
Wicks for the candles were made from locks of hair dipped in grease
from the murderer's body and the fat of an old tom cat, then
consecrated by saying the Lord's Prayer backwards. Ah, the old
Lord's Prayer backwards – that always worked, didn't it?

They moved on through the
museum. Cooper glanced out of the window, and saw that it was still
raining. He didn't mind Edendale in the rain, but Amy objected to
getting wet. And since it was the start of her Christmas holidays,
and only his rest day, she got to say what they did and where they
went. And that didn't involve going out in the rain, thanks.

In the centre of town, Victoria
Park had been taken over for a Victorian Christmas Market. These
things seemed to be very popular, judging by the crowds coming into
town. There was a smell of roasting chestnuts in the air, and the
sound of a fairground organ. And there was an innovation for
Edendale this year – a Continental market, where stalls sold French
bread and German sausages. Some of the stallholders spoke with
foreign accents and might even be French or German. You never knew
these days.

In the evenings, mime artists,
stilt walkers and clowns would mingle with the crowds, and Santa
would turn up on his sleigh at exactly the same time every night. A
couple of weeks earlier, a local TV presenter had been brought in
to switch on the lights, but the headline act on the main stage
tomorrow would be an Abba tribute band.

They stopped by a costume
display. The rough trousers and leather knee-pads of a lead miner,
the gowns and bonnets of an elegant lady.

'So how are you liking school,
Amy?' he said, aware of an unfamiliar silence developing.

'It's so cliquey. They're all
goths or emos. Or chavs.'

'Chavs, eh?'

'They're so stupid. There
aren't any real people, Uncle Ben.'

'Would you rather be at home,
or at school?'

'Well, home is all right. I
like being around the farm and the animals. But Mum and Dad are so
immature sometimes.'

'Oh, are they?'

'They only think about money
and possessions – they're very materialistic. I can't believe they
never stop and think about serious subjects now and then.'

Cooper found himself trailing
after his niece, as if he was the child demanding attention. It was
supposed to be the other way round, but it never seemed to work
like that in reality.

'Well, they're very busy
looking after you and Josie,' he said. 'And they have to try to
make sure the farm makes enough money to support the whole family.
It's very hard work, you know.'

Amy didn't seem to hear. He
could see that she was thinking about something again. It was very
unnerving the way she did that, switched to auto pilot while her
brain concentrated on some totally different subject. Perhaps she
was already learning to multi-task, practising that skill all women
claimed to have.

'It's just like Draco Malfoy,
in that shop in Knockturn Alley,' she said.

Cooper frowned, stumped again
by the turn of the conversation. 'Is it?'

His brain turned over, trying
to pin down the reference. It was humiliating to find that his
brain worked so much more slowly than Amy's but he was finding it
more and more difficult to keep up with his nieces' interests these
days. Their lives seemed to change so quickly, the pop stars they
liked being different from one week to the next. Even the language
they used evolved so rapidly that it left him behind.

'Wait a minute – Draco Malfoy,
did you say? That's Harry Potter.'

'Of course it's Harry
Potter.' Amy could barely conceal the contempt in her voice.
'It's in The Chamber of Secrets. Draco Malfoy finds a hand
of glory when he's in the shop with his father. "Best friend of
thieves and plunderers," that's what the shopkeeper says.'

'"Best friend of thieves and
plunderers." OK, that would make sense.'

'So it's magic,' said Amy.

'Yes, of course. What did you
think it was?'

'I thought it was for real.
Well, it's in the museum, isn't it? All this other stuff is for
real – the costumes and the tools, and the old furniture.'

'Yes.'

'But the hand of glory isn't
real – it's magic.'

'It's a genuine hand,' said
Cooper defensively. 'A hand that belonged to a real person
once.'

'But it's still magic. Magic is
make-believe. Harry Potter is made up. It's fiction, Uncle
Ben.'

'The fact is,' said Cooper,
treading cautiously, 'people in the past believed those things were
for real. They didn't know that magic was just something out of
stories like Harry Potter. They actually thought it worked,
in real life. The hand of glory, all kinds of stuff.'

They got to the door of the
museum and looked out on to the street. There were fewer umbrellas
being carried by the pedestrians now, so the rain must be
easing.

'People can be really weird,
can't they?' said Amy. 'They believe in such stupid things.'

* * * *

The old man's dreams were worse during
the day. He drifted in and out of consciousness, hardly aware of
his surroundings, pressed down into the darkness of sleep by a
great weight. At times, he wasn't even sure he was still alive, it
felt so impossible to wake up. It was so difficult, so far beyond
his strength.

Our dawns and dusks are
numbered. They'll steal our land next, and our hills. I always
thought the place would last for ever, but now I don't care. I
wouldn't pass on the curse. It'll die with me, and none too soon.
It will an' all.

Dark filth, cruel brutes.
Coming to my home for their evil purposes, stealing away my life.
Our life. They turned up in their white vans, and they went away
again. Dark, some of them. Speaking in tongues. They might as well
have had the number stamped on their foreheads. Them and their
minions, traipsing all over the shop. A load of rammel in the
sheds, I don't know what …

Words and phrases repeated in
his head, meaningless yet desperately important, the only thing
that mattered.

For he that is dead. For he
that is dead.

Aye, it were silin' down again.
That morning, he was fast on, so I didn't waken him. He'd only be
lorping around the house, the old dosser. Yammering about his mad
ideas. Sacrilege and superstition, damnation and desecration.

The night before, they'd all
been popped-up again. I thought I'd go scranny if they didn't stop.
Look, he's a wick 'un, I said. I told you he was a wick 'un.

The old man opened his eyes for
a moment, aware of movement and light, but sank back into sleep
before his brain could focus.

But he was sickly, and always
was. Weak in the head, and sick in the body. Sound, me. I'm sound,
I always said. But him, he was badly. I never cottoned on how
badly. But it makes no odds now, does it? It's all for the best, in
the end.

For he that is dead.

For he that is dead.

For he that is dead is freed
from sin.
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A single hair follicle was enough to
make a DNA match. Polymerase chain reaction and short tandem
repeats could get a result from one head hair, or even an eyelash.
Invisible stains would work, too. Stains of saliva. Tears and
blood.

Watching the activity at Pity
Wood Farm, Diane Fry despaired of being able to rely on modern
scientific techniques. Even the fingerprints Jamie Ward had left on
his spade a few hours ago would have bloomed in the damp atmosphere
and become useless.

Yet more vehicles had arrived
at the scene, jockeying for parking places on the drier patches of
ground. They were wasting their time, because there wouldn't be a
dry inch left by the end of the day. Even now, the sound of
spinning wheels whined in the air as a driver churned another rut
into the mud.

'Well, I see the builders have
trampled all over the job long before we got here.'

Fry turned to see Detective
Inspector Paul Hitchens approaching the inner cordon, casually clad
in jeans and green wellington boots, as if he'd only popped out to
walk the dog on a Sunday afternoon.

'Morning, sir.'

'Morning, Diane.' He looked
down at the sea of mud. 'That's just great. What a start. But I
suppose it makes a change from our own plods doing the
trampling.'

'Does it? I can't see any
difference from where I'm standing. All size twelve boots look the
same to me. I'm not bothered what type of helmets they were wearing
when they were doing the trampling. It's not as if they were
bouncing around on their heads, is it?'

'True.'

'If we found an imprint of a
Derbyshire Constabulary cap badge in the mud, that would be a
different matter,' said Fry. 'Then we'd be looking for some
uniformed idiot who'd tripped over his own feet. And we'd have a
list of potential suspects right under our noses.'

Hitchens laughed. 'Shall we
have a look at the centre of all this attention?'

With DC Murfin trailing
reluctantly behind, they followed a line of wooden planks borrowed
from the builders to create a temporary bridge. Their feet thumped
on the planks as if they were walking out on to a pier at the
seaside. Blackpool, with mud.

And here was the
end-of-the-pier show – a sort of gipsy fortune teller lurking in
her shadowy tent, consulting the bones.

The Home Office pathologist,
Mrs van Doon, straightened up as they approached. She brushed a
stray lock of hair from her forehead, leaving a smear of dirt from
her glove across her temple.

'I shouldn't worry too much
about contamination of your crime scene,' she said. 'This body has
been here long enough for half the population of Derbyshire to have
passed through the area on their way to the pub and back
again.'

Murfin looked suddenly
interested. 'There's a pub?'

'In the village,' said the
pathologist, gesturing with a trowel. 'About a mile in that
direction.'

Hitchens grunted impatiently.
'How long has it been here exactly?'

'Exactly? Is that a
joke, Inspector?'

'Make an estimate, then. We
won't hold you to it.'

'On that understanding …' Mrs
van Doon gave an apologetic shrug. 'A year or so? I assume you'll
be getting the forensic anthropologist in to examine the remains.
Dr Jamieson might be able to give you a better estimate.'

'At first glance, the body
looks pretty well preserved to me,' said Hitchens.

'Oh, you're looking at the
hand. Well, the hand isn't too badly decomposed, that's true. But
it had been well covered up and protected from the air – at least,
before some individual stuck the edge of a spade through the
plastic sheeting. There are some old rips in the covering at the
head end, though. So the condition of that area of the body is a
bit different.'

'At the head end? That sounds
like bad news. What are our chances of an ID going to be?'

Mrs van Doon shrugged in her
scene suit, rustling faintly. 'It's too early to say. But I can
tell you the victim has lost quite a bit of flesh on the left side.
Down to the bone in places. I'll know more when I can get her back
to the mortuary. That might take a bit of time, though.'

'Why?'

'We need to be careful digging
her out. Some of the skin is sloughing off, and the less of her we
lose at this stage, the better. Wouldn't you agree?'

'It is a "her", though,' said
Fry. 'You did say "her".'

'Yes, I'm pretty sure of that,
Sergeant,' said the pathologist, her boots squelching as she
squatted to peer into the hole. 'Unless you've got a cross-dresser
with a penchant for tights and blue skirts on your missing persons
list.'

'Not that I know of.'

'I'll pass the remains into Dr
Jamieson's care when he arrives. We can consult later, when she's
safely in the lab.'

'Thank you, Doctor.'

As they re-crossed the plank
bridge, Hitchens cast an eye over the farm buildings.

'What do we know about the
occupants?'

'Apparently, the farm was owned
by two elderly brothers,' said Murfin, producing a notebook and
demonstrating that he'd actually been doing some work while
everyone else was standing around gassing. 'One of them died quite
recently, and the other is in a care home in Edendale.'

'Was owned?'

'Well, the place has been
bought for development – hence the presence of all these builders
in their hard hats. Development, or conversion. I'm not quite clear
what they're telling me.'

'So who's the present
owner?'

'A Mr Goodwin. He's a lawyer,
lives in Manchester. Mr Goodwin is the man employing the builders.
I've got his contact details from the site foreman. But that seems
to be all the bloke knows.'

'Get on the phone, Gavin, and
find out everything you can about the previous owners,' said Fry.
'We need names, dates, relationships. We need to know who else was
in the household. Dig out anything that's on record about them. Get
some help, if you need it.'

'If?' said Murfin. 'If?'

'The body has been here for a
year at least, according to the pathologist.'

'That puts the victim in
situ before Mr Goodwin took ownership, then. The sale went
through only three months ago, I gather. The farm has been empty
for about nine months, after the surviving owner went into
care.'

Fry looked at their
surroundings in more detail, the farm buildings beyond the stretch
of mud and the track and the parked vehicles.

'Does that explain the state of
the place? How could it get like this in nine months?'

Ben Cooper would probably tell
her that all this was evidence of the evolution of the farm over
the centuries, as its owners adapted to new ways of working,
changed the use of their buildings from cattle to sheep, from hay
storage to machinery shed. Or whatever. To Fry, it looked like
dereliction and chaos, pure and simple. Not an ounce of design or
planning had gone into the farm, not even in the newer
buildings.

Of course, farmers were a law
unto themselves in so many ways. They were even allowed to create
these shanty towns, reminiscent of the slums of some Third World
country where there was no running water or drainage, and rubbish
was dumped in the streets. In Rio de Janeiro, you might expect it.
But not in Middle England.

'What a place,' she said,
unable to avoid voicing her feelings for once.

'The builders have hardly
started on the house or outbuildings yet,' said Murfin. 'The
foreman tells me they've been doing some work on the foundations
and building an approach road. Then they have to tackle some of the
exterior walls where they're unsound. And of course there's the
roof. Not much point in trying to do any work on the interior until
you've sorted out the roof, is there?'

'What is it going to be when
they've finished?' asked Fry.

'The foreman says a gentleman's
residence. Office suite, swimming pool, guest annexe.'

'They've got a hell of a job
on.'

Unrepaired splits in the iron
guttering had allowed rainwater to run down the walls, dragging
long grey stains across the stone. Wires sagged from the telegraph
pole. Two black crows swayed on the wire in the wind, flicking
their wings to keep their balance.

Fry noticed a large shed behind
the house. A very large shed indeed, with a convex roof. Wheel
tracks led from one end of the shed towards the stretch of ground
where the body had been found. Old tracks that had been made when
the ground was soft, but whose ruts had hardened and survived until
the recent rain. That was the sort of building where anything could
go on, out of sight of the public. Out of earshot, out of mind.

The rain was getting heavier.
That could be a problem.

But then Fry corrected herself.
There were never any problems, only challenges. No obstacles that
couldn't be overcome.

At least the FOAs had been
right on the ball, getting that body tent over the makeshift grave
as soon as they saw the conditions. By now, this rain could have
washed away the evidence if they hadn't acted quickly. Lucky they'd
had one in the boot of their car. In these circumstances, there was
an evens chance that they would have had to sit and wait for one to
arrive.

According to their advertising,
these tents were supposed to go up in ten seconds, but she bet it
had taken a good bit longer than that. The peg-down eyelets looked
none too secure in the soft ground, and the guy ropes were slippery
with mud.

'Duckboards,' someone was
saying into a radio. 'We need duckboards here. Lots of
duckboards.'

Fry turned back to Murfin
again. 'So where's this builder who found the body?'

'Waiting in the van over there.
Ward is his name – Jamie Ward, aged twenty. I'd hardly call him
your typical builder, actually.'

Fry looked at him. 'So what
would you call him, Gavin?'

Murfin closed his notebook.
'Terrified,' he said. 'That's what I'd call him – a terrified
kid.'

* * * *

Matt Cooper had loaded some sheep into
a trailer and was doing the paperwork in the Land Rover when his
brother arrived. Ben could see a sheaf of forms resting on a
clipboard. Pink copy for the destination, blue for the haulier,
yellow for the holding of departure.

Matt opened the door, the usual
frown caused by paperwork clearing from his face.

'Hello, little brother. How was
Amy? Did she have a good time?'

'Oh, yes. She was fascinated by
the recipe for preserving a severed hand.'

'That sounds about right. She's
been in a funny mood recently.'

Matt was still putting on
weight. That was a new set of overalls he was wearing, and they
were a size larger than the last ones. He was only in his
mid-thirties, so he still had middle-aged spread to look forward
to.

'Amy talks in quite a grown-up
way sometimes, doesn't she?' said Ben.

'Oh, you noticed that. Yes,
it's a bit of a new thing. I think it's some influence at school –
she must have some new friends, or something.'

'Or a new teacher she's got a
crush on?'

'Do girls have crushes on
teachers?'

'Yes, I believe so, Matt.'

'I mean … well, I think they're
mostly female teachers that she has at that school.'

'Even so.'

Matt was silent for a moment.
'I'll ask Kate to have a quiet word,' he said.

Ben turned to look at the
farmhouse, conscious of its presence behind him, the old family
home. Now that he no longer lived here, he noticed that Bridge End
Farm was starting to look middle-aged, too. The house hadn't been
painted for a while, and he could see that some work needed doing
on the roof of the barn. He supposed there wasn't much money in the
bank to spare for repairs these days.

'It'll just be a phase Amy is
going through, won't it?' he said.

'Are you sure?'

'It could be a lot worse, Matt.
She's a sensible girl.'

Matt put his paperwork aside.
'Ben, how come you know so much more about pubescent girls than I
do? I'm the dad around here.'

'You see all sorts of things in
the job.'

'I suppose you do. And of
course, you don't always talk about it, do you, Ben? Especially
these days. Whenever you come to the farm now, you seem to have
changed a little bit more.'

Ben watched Amy coming across
the field, walking with exaggerated care, instead of running in an
uninhibited way, as she once would have done.

'Perhaps some of us are
maturing faster than others,' he said.

Ben couldn't deny that he was
losing his sense of connection to Bridge End Farm. The ties were no
longer quite so binding since he'd moved out and rented his own
flat in Edendale. Memories of his childhood at the farm were
objects in the far distance, unless he stopped to think about them.
And then the details could spring at him with unexpected ferocity,
like wild animals that hated to be stared at.

'Nothing much happening, then?'
asked Matt. 'No urgent crime on the streets of Edendale to take you
away from us? If you're at a loose end, you could help me batten
down for the weather. It's not looking too good.'

Ben turned and looked at the
hills in the east, where the bad weather came from. A bank of cloud
was building up, dark and ominous. Those easterly winds had been a
feature of his early years. At Bridge End, when the wind blew from
the east it made all the shutters bang and the doors of the loose
boxes rattle against their latches. The trees on the eastern ridge
would be bent over at unnatural angles, their bare branches
flailing helplessly against the power of the gale. At night,
animals would stir uneasily in the barns as the young Ben lay
listening to the banging and the moaning of the wind, jumping at
the crash of a bucket hurled across the yard or a tile dislodged
from the roof.

Just when Cooper was thinking
that nothing would ever make him jump with alarm like that any
more, the phone in his pocket began to ring.

* * * *

Jamie Ward was shivering miserably in
the front seat of the crew bus that had brought the builders to
Pity Wood Farm. It was a converted Transit, smelling powerfully of
cigarettes and muddy clothes. The seats were worn thin, the floor
scuffed by dozens of work boots. Fry moved a hard hat aside, slid
in next to him, and wound the window down to prevent the interior
steaming up. Rain covered the windscreen, blocking out the view of
the farm.

'Are you all right?' she
asked.

'I'll be OK.'

He didn't sound very sure, but
Fry let it pass. The sooner she finished with him, the better it
would be. If he went into shock, he'd be useless.

Murfin had been right about
Jamie Ward. He was younger than any of the other men she'd seen
standing around the site, and he had an entirely different look
about him. His hair was streaked blond, and was gelled up at the
front – hardly the typical builder's style. But he was a well-built
lad, six feet tall at least, a good build for a rugby player. His
hands were powerful and broad, just as suitable for hard physical
work as for playing rugby.

'I'm studying Microbiology at
Sheffield University,' said Jamie when she asked him. 'But I need
to find work whenever I can, you know – to get some dosh.'

'You work as a builder's
labourer? That's a bit of an unusual vacation job for a student,'
suggested Fry.

Jamie shrugged. 'It suits me.
It beats working in McDonald's, anyway. I like to be outside in the
open air, doing a bit of physical work. I'd go mad otherwise. I
don't have any skills or training, but I can use a spade and push a
wheelbarrow about.'

'And carry a hod full of
bricks?'

'We're not allowed to use hods
any more,' said Jamie. 'Health and Safety – you could do your back
in, or drop bricks on someone's head.'

'Really?'

He nodded. 'Besides, we're not
using bricks on this site. It's going to be entirely stone on the
outside, to match the original walls. Breeze block on the inside,
of course.' Jamie wiped off a few inches of condensation and looked
at the figures moving about in the rain. 'Funny, really, when
there's all this clay lying about. But stone is much more
fashionable. That's what the owner wants.'

Fry saw him relaxing a little,
now that he had managed to get off the painful subject of the body
he'd found.

'So you like to be outside in
the open air?' she asked, thinking that Jamie Ward reminded her a
little of Ben Cooper. 'Are you from a farming family, by any
chance?'

'Well, I used to help my
grandfather around his place when I was a teenager. Just at
weekends and during the school holidays. He doesn't have the farm
any more, though – Granddad sold up when it stopped making
money.'

'Sensible man.'

'Right. Well, I wouldn't have
wanted to spend my life doing the job that Granddad did. He was at
it twenty-four seven. There was no let-up from looking after the
animals. Livestock farming is for losers, don't you think? Anyone
with any sense is getting out as fast as they can.'

They both sat for a moment
peering through the patch of cleared glass at the buildings of Pity
Wood Farm, like divers examining a deep sea wreck.

'I mean,' said Jamie, 'look at
this place, for example.'

'You're right there.'

Ward glanced sideways at her.
'But you want me to tell you what happened, don't you? How I came
to find the … well …'

'I know you'll have gone
through it before, but it would help me if you could describe the
incident in your own words, Jamie.'

'The incident, yes. I suppose
that's what it was.'

'Take your time. I'm not going
anywhere for a while.'

'Nik had me digging this
trench, see. To put in some footings for a new wall, he said.'

'And Nik is …?'

'Nikolai. He's the gaffer, the
foreman. Polish, of course, but he's OK. He leaves me pretty much
to myself most of the time. I don't get the best jobs, obviously –
I'm just a labourer. In fact, they sometimes send me up to the
village for cigarettes, if they run out. Anyway, … I'd been digging
this trench for a couple of days. It was hard work – that soil is
so heavy, especially when it's wet. You can see how wet it is.'

'Yes, I've seen how wet it is,'
said Fry, becoming aware of the dampness soaking into her feet
where the mud had overflowed her shoes.

'And there's all kinds of stuff
in the ground here. You wouldn't believe the rubbish I've turned
up. Nothing that'd interest an archaeologist, but I've thought once
or twice of asking the Time Team to come and give me a hand.'

There was silence for a moment
as the full deadliness of his joke drifted through the van like a
bad smell. Fry saw him go pale, and thought she was going to lose
him.

'Are you all right, Jamie?'

He gulped. 'Yeah. Thanks. It
was mentioning the hand. Not that I meant that hand, but … Shit,
I'm not making any sense. I'm sorry.'

'You're doing just fine. You
were telling me about the rubbish you had to dig out for the
trench. What kind of thing do you mean?'

'A lot of it was rusty lumps of
metal, half-bricks, nails, broken buckets. It looked as though the
farmers had used that area for a tip. I cursed Nik a few times, I
can tell you. There were even some of those glass jars that people
use for making pickles, with lids that have an airtight seal. Do
you know what I mean?'

Jamie was making gestures with
his hands to indicate the size of the containers he'd found.

'Mason jars?' said Fry.

'That's it. Oh, and an old,
broken cross on a chain, some Coke bottles, and a packet of coffee
filters. The things people chuck out. Why don't they use their
wheelie bins – some of that stuff ought to be recycled.'

'Where did you put all these
items you dug out of the trench?'

'In a barrow, then they went
into the big skip round the back of the house.' Jamie paused. 'Why
are you asking questions about the rubbish?'

'Because some of the items you
dug out might have belonged to the victim,' said Fry as gently as
she could.

'Oh, God. I never thought of
that.'

'An old, broken cross, you
said.'

'It was nothing. Just a cheap
crucifix on a chain, with part of the base chipped away. A bit of
worthless tat.'

'You didn't notice any personal
items, did you?'

'Such as?'

'A purse, jewellery, coins,'
said Fry. 'Items of clothing.'

An entire handbag would be
nice, she was thinking. A driving licence, credit cards, a letter
from an embittered ex-lover?

'No, nothing like that,' said
Jamie.

'I don't know if anyone has
mentioned that the body is that of a female, fairly young?'

Jamie swallowed again. 'Well,
some of the blokes have been listening in, you know. Word got
around.'

'I mention it because there
might have been items you were unfamiliar with.'

Jamie shook his head. 'Only the
– what do you call them? Mason jars.'

So she might have been making
pickles when she was buried, thought Fry. That helps. But she knew
she was being unfair on the young labourer. Why should he have
taken any notice of what he was tossing away in his wheelbarrow? It
would be up to the SOCOS to go through the contents of the skip.
Who was going to tell them about that job? Mrs Popularity, she
supposed.

'All right. Let's move on. How
far down had you dug before you noticed anything wrong?'

'Nearly three feet. I was
shifting a big lump of stone out of the clay. It was heavy, and I
was thinking of calling one of the other blokes over to give me … I
mean, to help me lift it. But they laugh at me if I ask for help,
so I tried to manage on my own. I'd climbed down into the trench,
and I managed to get both hands round the stone and hoist it up. I
remember it came out with a sort of sucking sound, and it left a
big, round impression in the clay where it had been lying. I must
have stood there like an idiot for I don't know how long, watching
the water slowly fill in the hole where the stone had been. And
there it was – the hand.'

Fry kept quiet. She could see
that he was in the moment now, living the experience. This was the
time he might remember the little details best.

'I shouted then, I think,' said
Jamie. 'And I dropped the stone, too – I've just remembered that, I
dropped the stone. Somebody came running over straight away, one of
the other blokes working nearby. They thought I'd hurt myself, of
course. I could already hear Nik swearing in Polish and calling me
an English cretin.'

Jamie finished with a laugh.
'And he's right – that's what I am. What an idiot for making all
this fuss.'

'Not at all,' said Fry. 'You
did exactly the right thing.'

Jamie didn't look convinced. He
rubbed his own hands together, as if trying to remove the mud he'd
seen on the thing he'd uncovered.

'So you could hear Nik cursing.
Was it him who came running over when you shouted?'

'No, someone else. Nik turned
up a bit later. I can't remember who it was who came first. I
didn't take any notice at the time.'

'But it must have been somebody
working nearby.'

'Yes. Well, it must have been.'
Jamie shrugged apologetically. 'But I don't know who. It was a bit
of a blank by then.'

'Don't worry. You've done
really well, Jamie.'

'You know what I'm thinking
now?' he said. 'Thank God that woman's hand was under that stone.
If I'd been digging and hit it with my spade, I'd have sliced right
through it. Well, I would, wouldn't I?'

'Possibly.'

He looked pleadingly at Fry. 'I
need to go outside now,' he said. 'Right now. I'm sorry. Tell
everyone I'm sorry.'

* * * *

Strips of plastic sheeting that had
been ripped from passing lorries was snagged on barbed wire fences
and hawthorn branches. They streamed and fluttered in the wind like
tattered pennants. No need for windsocks here. It was always
obvious which direction the wind was blowing from.

Cooper had Peak FM on in the
car and was listening to a series of tracks from seventies bands.
UB40 and Dire Straits. A bit of Duran Duran even. Well, it was that
or BBC local radio, where the playlists seemed to be regressing to
the sixties, with more and more artists that he'd never heard of.
The Beatles maybe, but most of it was stuff his parents must have
listened to when they were children.

Pity Wood Farm, according to
Control. He'd never heard of it, but he knew where Rakedale was –
the southern edge of the limestone plateau, maybe even beyond the
limestone, somewhere down past Monyash and Hartington. Much further
south, and this body would have been D Division's problem.

The peat moors were the
brownish yellow of winter. An oddly shaped cloud was rearing over
the hill, as if there had been a nuclear explosion somewhere near
Buxton. Bare, twisted branches stood outlined against the skyline,
gesturing hopelessly, as if they thought the spring would never
come.

Cooper found Fry inside the
outer cordon, shaking the rain from her jacket.

'Diane – what do you want
doing?'

'We're going to have to start
on the house and outbuildings some time, but I don't know where's
best to begin. Take a look around, will you? Give me your
impressions. Perhaps you could start with that shed over
there.'

'Shed?'

'That shed over there. The big
one.'

'No problem.'

Cooper watched her go.
Impressions, was it? That wasn't normally what she asked him for.
Fry was usually hot on firm evidence. Maybe there was something
about this place that bothered her. If so, she wasn't likely to say
it. She was putting that responsibility on to him – let DC Cooper
come up with the impressions, the vague feelings, the gut
instincts. Then she could always dismiss them, if necessary.
Cooper's contribution could be trampled underfoot, without any
shadow on her own reputation.

Oh, well. Fair enough. It
seemed to be his role in life since Diane Fry had become his DS. He
either had to accept it, or find somewhere else.

* * * *

When the police had finished with him,
Jamie Ward looked around for a few minutes. There were a lot of
cops here now, and some other people he took to be forensics. He
could imagine the blokes in his crew blabbing to the police.
Yes, that's him over there. We call him the Professor. But
not all of them would be eager to talk to the authorities, he bet.
A few of them would make out they didn't speak any English at
all.

Nikolai was standing over by
the house, talking to a bunch of the men. He was speaking quietly
in Polish, almost whispering, though it was unlikely anyone would
understand him, except his own lads. Jamie frowned, and counted
them again. Seven. He looked around, wondering if he could be
mistaken. But no. There were seven, plus Nikolai. Two men
short.

He sighed, foreseeing more
complications, and more trouble. Jamie recalled that faint glint of
metal, slick with the dampness of clay, reflecting a glimmer of
light and the movement of his spade. He remembered the impression
he'd had, the thing that had made him stop digging, his spade
frozen in his hands as he stared down into the hole. For a second,
that flicker of light had looked like an eye – an eye that had
turned to watch him from its muddy grave. He thought he would
probably still be able to see that eye in his dreams tonight.
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It was more than just a shed. When you
got right up to it, the building that Fry had pointed out was more
like a vast, corrugated-iron tunnel. When Cooper walked into it, he
felt as though he was entering a cathedral, with airy space all
around him and light filtering down from the roof, shafts of it
striking through cracks in the iron sheeting. Water dripped
somewhere ahead of him, and the sides gleamed with patches of damp
as he moved.

Many of the older farms in this
area still used wartime Nissen huts for storage, relying on the
fact that they were built to last a long time and took many years
before they finally collapsed from age and neglect. But this thing
was bigger than any Nissen hut Cooper had ever seen. A hundred feet
long at least, with central posts holding up the ridge of the arc
high above him. The structure was open to the elements at both
ends, but the middle was dry and sheltered.

Inside, he found two tractors
parked on a concrete base alongside a pick-up truck. More vehicles
stood outside – a lorry fitted with a winch, an old Escort with a
pig trailer attached to the tow bar. The equipment stored in here
included an interesting yard scraper made from twenty-four-inch
tractor tyre sections. Matt would love that. Cheap, but
effective.

Heaps of old tyres lay around
the yard, and the vehicles were overshadowed by a huge fortress of
silage bags. At first glance, the bags looked like plastic boulders
painted black, with strips of loose wrapping stirring in the
breeze. Cooper pictured them in summer, with bumble bees buzzing
around the stack, attracted by the sweet smell of the silage. But a
shiver of cold air reminded him that it was December, and the
silage shouldn't still be standing here, untouched.

Outside, the sides and roof of
the shed were starting to turn from their original yellow to rust
red. The branches of a hawthorn tree scratched restlessly against
the sides – the only sign of life in the abandoned farmyard.

Behind the farmhouse stood a
typical skeleton of an open Dutch-style barn, its timbers
supporting only a few tatters of roof. He could see that the ridge
of the house sagged in a couple of places, and the windows at the
back were hung with dusty curtains. A grimy caravan stood in what
might once have been the garden. Ancient bales of hay were visible
through a ragged hole in the wall of a stone byre.

Another range of old stone
buildings was practically in ruins. Cooper found himself inhaling
whiffs of a powerful smell here and there as he moved around. A
hint of ammonia suggested the presence of a number of cats. Farm
cats, that lived outside and prowled the barns and sheds for
rodents, doing a job of work.

Beyond the Dutch barn, a few
yards down the slope, he found a series of dilapidated poultry
sheds
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