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Chapter 1

9 January, this year

Walkington, East Yorkshire

9.06 a.m.

‘Off you go, then. Love you.’

‘I haven’t finished my biscuit.’

‘You could eat it while you walk.’

‘It’s raining. Have you ever had a wet biscuit? It’s the worst.’

‘It’s not raining. It’s more like freezing fog.’

‘Oh well, that’s so much better. I love freezing fog.’

Father and daughter sit in silence for a time, watching ghostly vapour rise from the icy ground. It turns the picture beyond the windscreen into something otherworldly, obscuring the colourful oblongs of the village school as it collects the last of the shivering children like fish into a trawl. They watch as the mist gathers up the silvery breaths of the skiwear-swaddled mums and dads who linger by their cars on this quiet curve of road: gossiping through chattering teeth, hugging themselves with insulated sleeves; a collage of pink noses and sparkling eyes peeking out from great voluminous folds of angora wool and plum-coloured pashmina. None of the grumbling parents seem keen to continue their morning commute; to trust mid-range tyres on roads that shimmer with black ice.

To their right, a harassed-looking businessman is using a credit card to scrape at the windscreen of his hatchback.

‘That’s going to snap,’ mutters McAvoy, wincing in advance.

It does. The businessman’s shoulders slump and he looks down disconsolately at the stump of Barclaycard he holds between forefinger and thumb. He trudges back to his open front door. Slams it behind him, hard enough to dislodge the icicles that dangle from the upstairs gutter. Three perfect, translucent daggers plunge to earth. Two shatter as they strike the drive. The other punctures the white flesh of the frozen earth.

In the back seat of the battered silver people-carrier, Lilah McAvoy giggles naughtily. ‘Doofus,’ she says, then repeats it for emphasis.

In the driving seat, her father endeavours to give his daughter a stern look. He gives up without a fight, unable to catch her in the mirror. Lilah has placed herself in the most awkward position she can find. Every time he shifts his bulk and shuffles around to talk to her, the tatty car starts rocking.

‘You’ll be late,’ he says, cajoling. ‘You don’t like walking in after everybody else.’

Lilah shrugs. ‘Mrs Whatsherface says that she doesn’t get angry, just disappointed. I can live with that.’

A misty rain hangs in the air. The car headlamps are on full beam, casting yellow searchlights into the air. Great ferns of ice pattern the windscreens of the vehicles that hunker down in driveways. The water in the bird baths and puddles has been frozen over for days. Uniformed officers are patrolling Beverley Beck, trying to stop teenagers from testing the safety of the sheet ice by throwing younger siblings onto it. The national papers would have called it the Big Chill if it had reached London.

Inside the car, the heater is turned up high. Lilah is luxuriating in the warmth. McAvoy, sticky with sweat, feels like a snowman in a sauna.

‘Do you think I look okay?’ he asks eventually, gesturing at himself. ‘Not too much, is it? I’m an acting detective inspector today.’

‘Acting? Do you mean like pretending?’

‘You’re not funny.’

McAvoy’s a huge man, all muscles and gristle and scars. He’s an easy six feet five with red-brown hair and a full beard, turning grey. His eyes are the soft brown of the exposed earth beneath a fallen tree. He never looks comfortable. Today he has incarcerated himself in a new red and blue checked shirt, his heart sinking when he saw the words ‘slim-fit’ on the label. He can never relax in slim-fit, forever concerned he will pop a button and cost some poor bystander an eye. His wife, Roisin, insisted he pair the shirt with mauve braces and a deep blue three-piece suit. In one of the hipster pubs in London, McAvoy would be saluted for his style. In East Yorkshire, he fears such affectations may mark him out as a tourist, or a twat.

‘I have to go, Lilah . . .’

‘I’ll come too.’

McAvoy closes his eyes and wonders what the women in his life would make of him if they were to see him in these moments of private struggle with his daughter. Roisin would find it adorable: would grin at him with her most kissable smile and agree with Lilah’s suggestion that they give school a miss today and go and do something fun. Trish Pharaoh, his boss and friend, would roll her eyes and tell him he’s softer than a sack of dead mice. He’s not sure which counsel he would prefer.

He feels fingers tugging his beard. Opens one eye. Lilah is staring into him in that way of hers. He holds her gaze. Fills himself up with it. He loves his family so much that it sometimes threatens to consume him.

‘You’re such a doofus.’ Lilah grins, obeying his instructions to try and use a new word every day. ‘I like that word. Has Mammy got a word for “doofus”? Is it a Traveller word?’

McAvoy smiles. ‘She has lots of words for “doofus”, my love.’

‘Is that lady looking at us?’ asks Lilah. She points towards the school. A woman is standing by an old purple hatchback, peering at McAvoy’s car. He suffers a moment’s panic. Wonders what he will do if she comes and tells him that he is the worst kind of parent and must be a pretty poor police officer if he can’t even get a five-year-old girl to school on time. She comes into focus. Multicoloured coat, battered Doc Marten boots and a woollen hat with flaps that dangle either side of a round, pleasant face. He’d sat next to her at the Christmas concert in Beverley Minster. He can recall a smell of extra-strong mints and gingerbread. She had been the only other parent not taking pictures or recording the event for posterity on an expensive iPad or smartphone. What was her name? Paulette? Paulina? A child in Year 2, as far as he can recall. Little boy. Was it Magnus or Otto? He worries about himself sometimes. There are days when it feels as if the librarian in the great chambers of his mind has retired, leaving the doors and windows open on her way out.

‘She is,’ says Lilah. ‘Look, she’s walking over. What have you done?’

McAvoy’s eyes widen and he opens in mouth in mock outrage. ‘Me? Why is it me? Oh, it’s funny, is it? Laughing, are we? Right, come here . . .’

Lilah squeals, wriggling back into her seat as McAvoy grabs her ankle and pretends to chew on her knee. Despite the game, he does it cautiously – Lilah has her mother’s tendency to kick out when under attack.

‘Quick, lock the doors,’ says Lilah, grabbing her bag. ‘That’s Otto’s mum. She smells funny.’

‘Everybody smells funny to somebody,’ says McAvoy, giving her what he hopes is a firm look. They have had lots of conversations recently about what a person should and shouldn’t say about other people’s appearances. He has done everything by the book, explaining that it doesn’t matter what a person looks like as long as they are decent underneath. Roisin, grinning, had offered a different perspective, suggesting that Lilah had a duty of care: a moral obligation to help those less gorgeous measure up.

‘You smell nice,’ says Lilah, shrugging. ‘You look nice. You are nice.’

McAvoy swallows. He fixes on a smile and slides down the window. The cold air feels delicious on his face.

‘You’re the policeman,’ says the lady. ‘Sorry, that sounded rude. Do you remember me? Are you okay? Erm . . .’

‘It’s police officer, actually,’ says Lilah, from the back seat.

‘Oh sorry,’ says the woman, looking genuinely horrified at having accidentally joined the patriarchy and contributed to centuries of oppression. She puts a hand to her mouth. ‘It just sounds right, doesn’t it? Policeman. Po-lees-man. Oh goodness, I’m making it worse.’

‘How can I help?’ asks McAvoy, resisting the urge to tell her not to worry about it. He’s long since come to the conclusion that other people don’t worry enough.

‘I’m not sure,’ says the lady, looking flustered.

He considers her. She wears no make-up and her coat appears to have been made from some form of dense hessian. It makes McAvoy think of incense shops and folk festivals. She wears pin badges on the strap of her crumpled school satchel. Greenpeace. Game of Thrones. Jeremy Corbyn. He finds himself warming to her. She’s scatty, fretting at her cuffs, looking up and down the road as if lost.

‘Lilah, can you get yourself to school now? Daddy has to get going.’

Lilah rolls her eyes and shoots a glare at the newcomer who has stolen her daddy’s attention. Stops when she catches her father’s eye. She smiles and leans across to kiss him on the cheek. A biscuit crumb detaches itself from her lip and disappears into his beard. ‘Love you,’ she says.

‘Love you back. Now, hop it.’

Lilah obliges, climbing from the car and hopping between the ice-covered puddles in the direction of school. McAvoy watches her disappear through the school gates; a perfect splash of colour amid the grey of the day. When she is gone he turns back to the lady at the window. ‘Is something wrong?’

She looks at him for an uncomfortably long time. Just stands there, rain on her face, mud on her boots, her gaze intense and yet uncertain. He has seen the look before, has seen people try and talk themselves out of doing something they feel some compulsion to do. He looks at her hands: her index finger picking painfully at the dried skin of her thumb.

‘Would you like to get in?’ asks McAvoy, glancing at the clock. His first meeting is at ten but he wouldn’t be disappointed if he encountered a good reason to put it back.

‘Am I holding you up?’ she asks breathlessly. ‘I am, aren’t I? It’s fine. It’s nothing. Honestly, I’m such a state. How are the kids? One, is it? Oh no, you’ve got the big lad. Handsome soul. How’s the wife? Settling in?’

McAvoy looks at her, fascinated. She appears to be making space in her mind for new software, busily running through some old files to see if they are worth saving. She gives McAvoy a mad grin. ‘You are a police officer, yes?’

McAvoy nods. It’s one of the few things he knows about himself. ‘I’m a sergeant,’ he says, with less certainty. ‘Detective.’

‘You were in the paper,’ she says, and McAvoy notices how glassy her eyes have become. She pulls off her hat, revealing short, spiky red hair, shaved close around the ears and neckline to reveal dainty astral tattoos.

‘Now and again,’ says McAvoy, glancing at the clock. ‘Please, do get in . . .’

She wrings out the hat. Closes her eyes. Opens them again and smiles brightly. ‘Would you follow me?’

McAvoy raises his eyebrows, surprised at the suddenness of the question. ‘Where to?’

‘There’s a house I pass every day. An old lady lives there. Is it okay to say “old lady”?’

McAvoy waits for more. Gives a nod to get her going again.

‘Otto – that’s my son – we play this game together,’ she says, flinching as a gust of icy wind hits her in the face. ‘We know all the houses on our drive in. We make up things about their lives, who lives there, what they do, that kind of thing. It’s silly, I know, but . . .’

‘It’s not silly,’ says McAvoy, who does the same thing with his children. ‘Are you sure you don’t want to get into the warm?’

‘There’s a cottage off the windy road near Cherry Burton. It’s down a little track. We call it the Witch’s Cottage, though we probably shouldn’t. It’s a game, you see. Well, it’s cosy and spooky and there’s always smoke coming from the chimney. Some mornings we glimpse the lady who lives there. She has chickens, I think. It’s nice, seeing this little old person, shuffling about with an old pram for her eggs and her firewood and her feet stuffed in a big pair of workboots. She wears this huge great fur coat, like something from Narnia. We’ve never spoken to her but she’s kind of a happy thing to look at. Is that awful?’

McAvoy shakes his head. ‘Seems a nice way to be thought about.’

She grins, breathless, oddly manic in her gratitude. ‘Otto drew a picture for her at Christmas. I thought that maybe she was lonely, you see. I’d never seen anybody else there, didn’t know if she had any family. I asked in the village and they said she’d been there a few years. Not a recluse by any means but very – what’s the word? – self-sufficient. I ummed and aahed about whether I should say hello and eventually decided that it would be a bit odd, turning up on her doorstep, giving her a picture by a boy she didn’t know and telling her we liked watching her. That’s right, isn’t it?’

McAvoy can empathise with the lady’s distress. He’s long since stopped understanding the rules about what could be considered good manners and neighbourliness and what tips over into weirdness. He fully expects some day to come to a standstill, inert with indecision, his great hand on a door handle, trying to make up his mind whether he is being chivalrous or misogynistic in holding open a door for the next user.

‘And how can the police be of assistance, Mrs . . .?’

‘It’s Miss,’ she says automatically. ‘Paulette Skinner. I live in Cherry Burton but Otto was already doing so well at school when I moved and I—’

McAvoy raises a hand to stop her. Unclips his seat belt and opens the door. He climbs from the car and straightens his back, attempting not to loom unnecessarily large in front of Miss Skinner, who seems to be shrinking in the rain.

‘Miss Skinner, I’m not—’

‘Paulette, please.’

‘How can I help?’ he asks again. A swirl of gritty rain slaps his face and he gives a hurt look at the air.

‘I haven’t seen any smoke for days,’ blurts out Paulette, grimacing in apology. ‘And, well, I saw dead birds. Her chickens, I mean. At least two. If she’d gone away she would have somebody looking after them, wouldn’t she? It’s hard to see through the trees and the light was dreadful this morning but it looks to me like there are windows open. I’m concerned.’ She nods, pleased at having pinpointed the right word. ‘I’m concerned for her welfare.’

McAvoy rubs a hand over his face, brushing away the few drops of rain that settle on his beard. He feels almost relieved. There are times in his life that fall into an ethically grey area, when twin principles must war for supremacy and his conscience must be weighed against other practicalities. This is not such a situation. He knows that whatever awaits him at work, the welfare of an elderly lady must take priority. He simply has no choice but to make Bingley wait.

‘Do you have a car or do you want to jump in?’ asks McAvoy.

Paulette gives a big smile of relief. Her sense of social conscience appears to have been inflating within her. McAvoy’s involvement has punctured it as effectively as a javelin.

‘Do I need to come too?’ she asks. ‘I have things to get on with. I just thought if I told you . . .’

McAvoy nods. He understands. She’s done her bit. He has often envied people their seemingly effortless ability to wash their hands of complications upon somebody else’s involvement. Having spent his life as the ‘somebody else’, McAvoy sometimes wishes he could do the same.

‘What’s the address?’





Chapter 10

Main Street, Cherry Burton

3.36 p.m.

Cherry Burton isn’t much more than a high street with a few little roads leading off: stitches across a rip. There’s money here. Big houses and fancy cars; ultra-modern bungalows squatting incongruously among big, black-bricked Edwardian statement homes.

McAvoy brings the people-carrier to a precarious halt outside the little shop on the main road. He’s parked behind an old-fashioned Land-Rover, the stickers in its rear window so ancient that they still advertise a car showroom with an old dialling code. A tall figure with bushy hair is sitting in the driver’s seat, the engine still running.

‘I’ll get the drinks,’ says McAvoy, grateful to exit the car.

‘Sure,’ mumbles Neilsen, not looking up. He’s lost in the words and pictures that flicker on the screen.

McAvoy’s about to close the door when a thought occurs. ‘The Facebook sites you mentioned. The Hessle Roaders and the nostalgia groups. Could you search for Enid?’

‘Sarge?’ asks Neilsen, lifting his gaze from the screen.

‘Any mention – by her, about her. I doubt you’ll strike lucky first time but you’re a bloody wizard on that thing. You can ask Sophie to help, though you run the risk of having your ear chewed off. Just work through the keywords. Try a few variations.’

Neilsen frowns. ‘We know Enid wasn’t Facebook-savvy. There was no computer.’

‘Aye, and no phone,’ says McAvoy. ‘But we know she had one from the bills, don’t we? Mr McKenzie implied she wasn’t your typical old lady.’

Neilsen gives a tight smile. His fingers skitter over the keys, images reflecting on the cold, grey canvas of his face.

‘No profile,’ he says quickly. ‘Loads of mentions of a Chappell but that’s from posts about the Fishermen’s Bethel on Road. I’ll have a play, see what pops up.’

McAvoy nods his thanks. He heads into the shop, his hair fluttering as the ceiling-mounted heaters blast him with warm air. He ambles around the shelves, browsing biscuits, crisps, reading the ingredients in packet soups. He doesn’t want anything. Doesn’t need anything. He’s happy to let Neilsen take his time. He finds himself by the newspaper rack. Looks at the titles on offer and decides he would rather go back and read the cup-a-soups. Eventually he picks up a copy of the Bygones publication. It comes out once a month: a flimsy collection of old photographs from the Hull Mail archive, held together by captions and filler copy that could be boiled down to questions like ‘remember this?’ and ‘weren’t it grand?’.

‘They’re for sale, y’know,’ comes a voice behind him. ‘You don’t have to read it here.’

McAvoy turns. A small, elderly man in a cardigan and dangerously sensible waterproof coat is glaring at him.

‘Sorry,’ mutters McAvoy. ‘I’m not sure . . .’

‘I’m trying to get my Telegraph,’ grumbles the man, nudging McAvoy aside with a jointy arm. ‘Evening edition of the Mail isn’t in yet, either,’ he says, tutting. ‘Used to get it delivered but of course they can’t find the youngsters to do it any more, can they? Idle beggars. Nobody wants to work any more. I asked one little beggar to pick his crisp packet out of my hedge and all I got was abuse. The mouths on them! If I were twenty years younger I’d have thrashed the skin off their backs.’

McAvoy glances towards the counter, seeking support. Behind the till, a round-shouldered, middle-aged woman with a tight perm is busying herself with the vital task of ensuring that all the chewing gum packets face the same way. She looks as though she will continue to do so long after McAvoy and his interrogator have left the shop. He’s on his own.

‘Oh that’s just the last straw,’ says the man, face falling, as he looks at the clear plastic tray where the last Daily Telegraph used to sit. ‘Why don’t they ever order enough?’

McAvoy isn’t sure he has had the training to answer such a difficult question. He gives the man a once-over. Mid-seventies and ruddy-faced. He looks as though he spends a lot of time writing to newspapers. McAvoy has him pegged as the sort who would like to see the return of National Service and the birch.

He’s saved by a sudden gust of wind, accompanied a moment later by the jingling of the bell above the door. He glances towards the entrance. A tall, bushy-haired man in a waxed jacket is closing the door behind him, stamping the snow and dirt off his walking boots.

‘Ah,’ says the Telegraph reader, looking suddenly pleased. ‘Vicar! I wanted to talk to you about the issues by the duck pond of an evening. Those youngsters, they make such a racket and I’m sure I smelled furniture polish when I went out to complain. I’m told they use it to get high. Honestly, I ask you.’

The tall man turns to meet Mr Telegraph, exposing the white dog-collar that fastens across his black shirt. He looks to be in his mid-forties. He’s wearing a V-neck sweater which strains over an amply upholstered stomach. He closes his eyes for a moment too long as he recognises the small chap marching towards him with all the righteous indignation of a Brit on holiday who’ll be damned if they’ll pay three euros for a cup of tea that hasn’t even been made properly.

‘Mr Norman,’ he says, a tinge of Ulster in his accent. ‘Could we possibly pick this up at a later date? I’m needed.’

‘I won’t take any more of your time than I have to,’ says Mr Norman, waving away the vicar’s objections. ‘I’m sure you have to go and give one of your talks about hugging drug dealers and giving our leftovers to muggers but this is bloody important.’

McAvoy realises he is still holding the copy of Bygones. He flicks through it, not really taking anything in. Looks at a picture of a bearded mayor with his arm around two teenage gymnasts, each holding medals and looking slightly uncomfortable; long socks and scraped-back hair. The caption says the image was taken in 1984. Different times, thinks McAvoy sadly, and puts the magazine back in the rack.

‘Honestly, Mr Norman, it’s not a good day,’ says the vicar. ‘I presume you won’t have heard.’

‘Heard what?’ asks Mr Norman, exasperated. He looks at the vicar suspiciously.

‘Mrs Chappell,’ he says quietly. ‘There’s been an accident.’

‘Tripped over a chicken, has she?’ asks Mr Norman, chortling. ‘That’ll be interesting. Hard to be so bloody pious about animal rights when you’re flat on your back with a hen pecking at your eyeball. Ice, was it? Broken hip?’

‘She’s dead,’ says the vicar, without emotion. He looks past Mr Norman, concentrating on nothing. ‘Slipped in the bath.’

Mr Norman narrows his eyes, clearly confused. ‘Mrs Chappell? Sanctimonious sod? Wouldn’t listen to a damn word the parish council had to say about the state of her grass verges or the chickens on the road? What do you mean she’s dead? She can’t be dead. She doesn’t seem the sort.’

‘I’m not sure there’s another way to put it,’ says the vicar wearily. ‘I took a call from a parishioner and there’s no mistake.’

The door clangs open again and the vicar moves to allow a woman with red hair, glasses and bright pink cheeks to shiver her way into the shop. She’s dressed for an Arctic winter in fleece, parka and padded ski jacket.

‘Darryl,’ she says, locking eyes with the vicar. ‘Did you hear? Mrs Chappell. Isn’t it dreadful?’

McAvoy busies himself gazing at the newspaper, trying not to seem as if he is listening. The lady behind the counter finally looks up and moves to the area by the till, raising her eyebrows, hungry for gossip.

‘Did I hear you right? What’s happened to Mrs Chappell?’

‘Dead,’ says Mr Norman, suddenly an expert. ‘Well, blow me down. I know we didn’t see eye to eye, but—’

‘I heard there’s more to it,’ says the fresh-faced woman, nudging the others further into the shop. ‘Police up there by the dozen. You know Karen in the house with the apple trees? She heard it from her sister’s friend who works in the offices at East Riding Council and apparently they’re all in a big panic. A fall, the way I heard it, but you don’t know, do you? We had those lawnmower thefts in July and she did go off on her travels now and again. Could have been there for days.’

‘You know how she was,’ says the shopkeeper, and seems as if she would like to cross herself for taking pleasure in such ghastly tidings. ‘So independent! She didn’t like people knocking on her door. And she wasn’t the lonely sort. I saw her in the Light Dragoon on Boxing Day having a right good chinwag with some ne’er-do-well . . .’

‘It’s best not to jump the gun,’ says the vicar, patting at the air. ‘It’s a tragedy, no matter any disagreements any of us may have had.’

Mr Norman shoots him a glare. ‘I don’t hold with all this pretending that somebody is a saint just because they’ve died. She was a pain in the neck. A right do-gooder.’

‘That’s a very peculiar insult, Mr Norman.’

‘You know what I mean. Bleeding heart. Always rattling a collection tin under your nose. No doubt the fishing lot will be seeing who can buy the biggest wreath.’

‘I heard her on the radio once.’

‘No doubt, no doubt. Couldn’t keep her hands off a good cause.’

‘I’ve still got her magazine,’ says the shopkeeper, taking a sharp breath, as if this is one injustice too many. ‘Doubt anybody else will want it.’

‘You don’t think it’s something more grisly, do you?’ asks the fresh-faced lady. ‘Couldn’t be, you know, on purpose, could it? Last time we spoke was in the library. Before Christmas, certainly. She said she was spending it with a friend. No plans for New Year but she was hoping to get away soon. We chatted for a bit. Then her friend came back.’

‘Never short of friends, that one,’ chimes in Mr Norman. ‘Bleeding hearts.’

‘You should be a detective, memory like that,’ says the shopkeeper, clearly trying to lighten the mood. She moves to the far end of the till, rummaging behind the shelves. She straightens up, holding a glossy magazine, and flicks through it, shuddering. The publication is bright blue with yellow writing on the cover and a series of lustrous coloured pictures.

McAvoy recognises two of the cover stars as serial killers. He knows this publication. He featured in it once.

‘Not exactly bedtime reading, is it? Do you think she was writing a book? Research at the library, crime magazines, that rude bugger with the stick . . .’

‘Oh, that sounds like her friend from the library right enough. Old chap. Didn’t look well.’

‘Not the chap from the Light Dragoon, then. He looked fit as a fiddle, swanky sod. Sorry vicar, excuse my French . . .’

‘This friend from the library,’ says the vicar. ‘The police might want to know who he was. Could you describe him, June?’

‘Oh, I don’t want any of that,’ says the shopkeeper, shivering. ‘I’m not one for gossip. But I can picture him clear as a bell. Nasty bugger. Came in to collect a parcel for her a few weeks back. Didn’t have the delivery card or any ID and I wouldn’t let him have it. They’re the rules. He played merry hell with me. He phoned her, right in front of me – put her on to me so she could say it was okay. I didn’t like the look of him.’

‘You really should tell the police,’ says the vicar solemnly. ‘What can you remember about him?’

‘Old,’ muses June. ‘Not ancient, but a bit, y’know, careworn. He had a stick. A walking stick with loads of badges on it. I remember because he kept banging it on the floor when he was talking to me and I felt bad that he’d had to walk at all when he was obviously not in the best of health. I said that to Mrs Chappell.’

McAvoy glances at his phone. There’s a message from Ben, wondering if he has been kidnapped, and three screengrabs of a message thread, starting on 13 December 2011, on the Good Ol’ Hessle Road Facebook group.



Jackie Morris Thanks so much for letting me join your group. My dad was a fisherman who grew up on Hessle Road. He sailed with the Boyd Line for much of his career. He died in 1992 when I was still only young and I would like to know more about him. Him and my mum were on poor terms so I have nobody to ask. His name was Joseph Roskilly. The only story I can find in the newspaper archives is about an incident on a ship called the Persil in 1970. I would love to know more about it. Thanks. xxx



Gary Hendricks I remember Joe well. A lovely family. His mam went to bingo with my mam. He was pals with Rory B and his gang. You’re right about the incident on the Percell. Rory and Cowboy Mick (can’t remember last name) were lost in heavy seas off Skagi. I think a deckhand went down too. I have a picture of them all somewhere, having a drink in the Criterion. Proper rum bunch but salt of the earth. I sailed with them all in ’67 and they were Trojans for work. It was tragic to lose Rory. His missus was pregnant with twins at the time. Anybody else remember when those Skrobs set up the arm-wrestling match in the hospital at Isafjordur? That bloke was the size of a mountain but Big Gerard snapped his wrist and he cried like a girl. Those were the days. Sorry to hear about your dad. X



Christina Merry Oh my goodness, my head is full of images of those buggers! Rory and Gerard were unholy terrors but their hearts were always in the right place. Here’s a memory that will put a smile on your faces. There was a family on Westcott Street who fostered children and never had enough money to go around and Rory and Gerard would always be dipping into their pockets to pay for them to have days out here and there or get new clothes. And they didn’t like people who were bullies to their kids or their wives. Maybe I shouldn’t say it on here but does anybody else remember Big Gerard nailing that bloke’s hand to the lock gates after he broke that bain’s arm? He was hanging up there and crying like nobody’s business and there wasn’t a soul would help him down. Some of the bobbers took pity on him in the end. I remember the lady from the social saying that the pair of them thought they were Butch and Sundance but maybe that was a time for cowboys, eh? Sorry to hear about Joe. He was a good-looking lad.



Napper Acklam It wasn’t just Gerard nailed that bastard to the lock gates. I held his legs so he’d stop kicking! That’s shitty about Joe. He was a grumpy bastard but he was a hard worker. Lost touch after he left the area but sounds like he made a decent age. Nearly met his maker plenty times back in the day. I still owe him a pint or two for what happened on the BP. It were him and Alf that stopped me going the same way as Rory and Mick and young Billy. Pulled me out by my hair, which I didn’t thank him for at the time! Raise a glass to his memory for me.



Gary Hendricks Those were the days, eh Napper? Surprised you’re still around, you old bugger. Heard you’d got yourself all civilised. You’ve got me remembering now! What were that young lad’s name who went over off Skagi?



Napper Acklam Civilised? That’ll be the day. Drop me a line Gary, we might need a bit of extra help getting the Holst ship-shape, if you can still wield a blowtorch.



Calvin Deverill You’re right, Gary – the deckie learner was lost too. It were proper tragic. He’d been through some hard times before he came to Hull. I remember the lady from the social asked Rory and Gerard to look out for him. Anybody remember her? She drove a blue and cream bus and looked like a film star. Big pals with Mags Lowery. Mags B, as we knew her. She knew your dad too.



Stuart Highsmith The social lady is still around. Still kicking arse. I saw her on a documentary about Bransholme years ago but she crops up now and again on the radio and in the paper, talking about politics and stuff. Can’t have been an easy job, coming to take your bains away. I heard she had that campervan so the kids could sleep on the journey to wherever she was taking them. Wasn’t her decision who got taken – she was just doing her job. She used to get her hair done at Nadine’s, I think.



Amanda Mongos Hi, this is Amanda from Radio Humberside. Jackie Morris . . . am so sorry to hear of your loss. I interviewed one of the survivors from the Blake Purcell incident a couple of years ago. I’ll try and find the audio file and see if there is anything that can help. The ‘lady from the social’ sometimes volunteers in the Help the Aged shop in Beverley where I’m always popping in to look for books. Her name is Enid Chapel. She might have some memories to share. xx



Amanda Mongos Sorry I’ve been so long in reply Jackie. I’ve lost that audio I’m afraid but I know a journalist who may have covered the incident at the time. I’ll try and dig out his details and ask him to get in touch, if that’s okay. Sorry about Joe. I’ve seen his photo and he was a good-looking chap. Will DM you. Xx



McAvoy looks up at the sound of a cough – the sort of cough that demands an answer. ‘Will you be wanting anything else?’ asks June pointedly.

‘Detective Sergeant McAvoy,’ he says softly. He fishes inside his jacket for his lanyard. Shows it to the chorus of surprised faces, mouths opening. ‘Shall we start all that again?’





Chapter 11

Skagastrond, Iceland

4.37 p.m.

‘Have you fed him?’ asks Pharaoh without enthusiasm.

‘Who?’

‘The goldfish, obviously,’ she says, a smile threatening the corners of her mouth.

‘Oh, I thought you meant Dad.’

‘Your dad? You can eat him, love.’

On the laptop screen, Sophia Pharaoh gives her mother a mischievous look. She looks like her mum. Dark hair, blue eyes and tanned skin, though she does her best to cover her complexion with a pale foundation so as to better emphasise her thick black eye make-up. She has a stud in her upper lip and two rings in her eyebrow. Her dreadlocked hair tangles in her dangly silver earrings, all skulls and crosses, and the message on her vest top, visible beneath an open black hoodie, is an instruction for ‘haters’ to ‘go fuck themselves’, which her mother considers sound advice.

‘Is it cold?’ asks Sophia. Behind her, Pharaoh’s other three daughters are pretending to be perfect children; heads stopped over homework. Pharaoh knows that as soon as the laptop closes they will go back to their pillow-fight tournament. Pharaoh’s money is on her youngest, Amber. She’s been known to pad her pillow with a tin of beans.

‘Cold?’ asks Pharaoh. ‘Iceland? No, it’s bloody toasty.’

‘Do you miss us?’ asks Sophia, raising her mug of hot chocolate to her mouth. A melted marshmallow leaves a creamy splodge on the tip of her nose and Pharaoh feels her heart lurch at the thought of her daughter out there in the world. She loves her so much she’s tempted to lock her in a cellar until she dies.

‘Miss you loads, love. And those other sods pretending to be angels behind you. How’s everything else?’

Sophia rolls her eyes. ‘Ro phoned just before you did. We’re fed and watered. There’ll be baths and bed. No scary movies and no ultimate fighting championships. I told you, I can cope. I’m not a baby any more.’

Pharaoh nods, declining to tell her daughter about the marshmallow on her face or the smudge of chocolate on her lips. Behind her, Amber throws her hands in the air, devastated that there will be no mixed martial arts taking place in the living room after they’ve all pretended to finish their homework.

‘I’m just a call away,’ says Pharaoh. She wants to reach into the phone and hug her children. They all seem so far away. ‘Oh, and Soph, if you speak to Roisin again tonight, keep your lips closed about where I am, yes? Hush-hush, and all that . . .’

‘You already said.’ Sophia smiles. ‘Any message for Aector?’

‘Why would there be a message for Hector?’ asks Pharaoh, bristling.

‘Because he’s your mate,’ says Sophia sweetly, and Pharaoh feels a sudden heat prickling in her cheeks. ‘I doubt he’ll call, anyway. Busy with something out Beverley way, I think. Did you hear?’

Pharaoh curses as the picture on the screen freezes: Sophia motionless, eyes half closed, lip drooping as if pulled down by the silver stud. Pharaoh looks at the message on the screen, urging her to rate the quality of the call out of five. She stabs a solitary star into the box and tosses her phone onto the sofa. She stares up at the ceiling for a while. A patch of coffee-coloured damp is spreading out from the apex of the front window and the near wall. She tries to make a picture out of it; to let it form a shape, cloud-like, in her imagination. A dragon, maybe? A bird? The ruffled edges could be wing-tips, she decides; the mottled patterns a feathered breast. She becomes aware of herself. Feels a moment’s embarrassment at being, as her grandfather used to put it, off in fucking la-la land.

She pulls her reports towards her.

‘Roberta Ballantine,’ she says, under her breath, and drains her glass. ‘What on earth happened to you, eh?’

She spends the next half an hour reading through witness statements from the night that Roberta disappeared. Begrudgingly, she starts to realise that the reason Chandler’s article was so short on actual facts was because the investigation was lacklustre at best, and dangerously incompetent at worst.

She looks again at the report at the top of the scroll: a pitiful summation of all efforts made by the investigating officers in the twelve months after Roberta was reported missing. The officer in nominal charge was a Detective Inspector Richard Peach. Pharaoh didn’t know the name when she started reading. Now she’s unlikely to forget it. She feels a desire to track him down and headbutt him in the throat.



medical records are incomplete . . . efforts made by DC Burkeman to secure psychiatric files from earlier sectioning under the Mental Health Act had proven fruitless . . . admission and initial assessment during hospitalisation for septicaemia in 1981 show high levels of drug dependency and sexual trauma consistent with having worked as a street prostitute, for which she was arrested several times . . . 



Pharaoh opens up an email and pings a message across to a former colleague now working as a DI with the National Crime Agency. Helen Tremberg owes her plenty of favours and now seems a good time to call one in. Tremberg responds almost immediately. Tells her she’ll do what she can.

Reassured, Pharaoh scans the rest of the document. There’s a list of witness statements at the bottom of the briefing note. Among those who gave a statement was one Bernard Acklam, identified by DCI Peach as a ‘person of interest’ with an extensive criminal record. Pharaoh skims through the file until she finds Acklam’s witness statement. It’s short and does not seem to have been given with much enthusiasm.



I know the family from years back. I fished with Rory Ballantine, Roberta Ballantine’s brother. After Rory’s death at sea in 1970, I have stayed in close contact with the family and I suppose you could say that I became something of a surrogate father to his children. I always tried to do my best by Roberta but she was a troubled person and had lots of problems after Rory’s death. I know she struggled with drug addiction. A lot of people tried to help her and it did seem like she was getting herself back together.

On the night she was last seen, I had been drinking with three former crewmates in the Vauxhall Tavern. I think we may have gone on to other pubs as well but I had a lot to drink and don’t remember much. I was informed the following day that Roberta Ballantine had been in the Star and Garter until around 10 p.m. and then left the pub and headed down Division Road towards the docks. I have no reason to believe any harm has come to her and a drinker who overheard her talking with an old schoolfriend, Jean Tatler, said that Roberta had been talking about a fresh start. I presume she has moved back to London. As for the coat and the blood, that could be anybody’s. Yes, I do own a part share in that ice factory but it has been derelict for some time. As far as I am aware, the coat used to belong to Rory’s wife, Margaret Lowery. It was given to Roberta as a gift but I don’t know if she ever wore it or how it came to be at my premises. 



Pharaoh flicks through the remaining statements. There’s none from any Jean Tatler. The crewmates mentioned by Acklam all say the same thing. They were drinking, didn’t see Roberta, and believed she had returned to London to make a fresh start.

Pharaoh feels her eyes start to close. Her thoughts are a rumbling hiss in the centre of her skull; waves disturbing a shingle beach. She shakes her head, angry with the world in general and lazy, judgemental, can’t-be-arsed-to-do-the-job-properly wankers in particular. She adds Peach’s name to the mental list of people that she intends to put up against a wall come the revolution. She’s starting to think she will run out of bullets before she runs out of people deserving one.

Drowsily she reaches for her cigarettes and knocks over her wine glass. It rolls off the coffee table and onto the floor, landing by the leather satchel at her feet. She reaches down and picks up the glass before the smudge of red wine can trickle over the lip of the glass and stain the contents of the bag. She pulls out the buff folder from within. Swallows painfully, and opens the thin file.

She looks at the picture on the opening page.

Two bodies, bleached bone-white. Scraps of skin cling to brittle ribs: a broken arm jutting out from beneath a pile of stones, tattered ribbons of clothing patterning faded flesh. The picture was taken in Murmansk in 2012 when the Russian authorities were first informed about the bodies of the English sailors buried beneath the stones. Humberside Police had been tasked with helping the Foreign Office procure DNA samples from blood relatives of men lost at sea in the thirty-six-month period before 1970, when the villagers in Murmansk had found them. It had been a big task and Pharaoh was grateful not to have been a part of it. Barely gave it any thought at all until she was asked to go and mollify an angry old lady who was standing in the reception of Clough Road police station and demanding that Area Commander Slattery come and listen to what she had to say.

Pharaoh starts to read. Falls asleep before she can reach the end of the first paragraph.

As unconsciousness takes her she experiences a moment’s perfect memory. Recalls the old woman’s face. Long white hair, thin lips, sharp features. Blue eyes, sparkling as if with frost. Pea-green raincoat tied at the neck with a black and yellow scarf. She’d smelled of patchouli and woodsmoke and her fingers were arthritic and all but fused into clubs. She’d struggled with her papers but refused Pharaoh’s offers of help. Refused to give her name either. She just thrust the copy of the Hull Mail at her and hissed that if the police weren’t going to help her she would do it herself.

‘Lies,’ she’d spat, fire seeming to dance on her blue irises. ‘Where is he, eh? Where’s the one that bloody matters?’

At the time, Pharaoh had thought the old woman was referring to Slattery. She’d bristled accordingly. Had felt as though her rank and ability and maybe even her gender were being criticised. She’d started to tell the old lady that she would be delighted to listen to her; that she was an experienced detective and could arrange for her to talk to one of her best officers. Pharaoh went to get tea from the machine and by the time she returned the old lady had disappeared out of the double doors. Pharaoh had checked with the desk sergeant. Had she given a name? Any more information? When she went outside, the old woman was gone.

Pharaoh’s eyes close. Her fingers continue to twitch at the file on her lap.

As she sleeps, each dream seems to pull her further beneath a frozen sea.





Chapter 12

The Almshouses on Pickering Road, West Hull

6.15 p.m.

The view through the kitchen window is an unfinished watercolour: the sky a dismal, featureless black. McAvoy finds it unsettling, as if his reality were being somehow erased. He is used to craggy clouds and splintered sunsets: skies that look like crushed elderberries and pulped sloes. Today the sky feels empty, leached of colour. Even the darkness is hiding behind a veil of ash.

A memory rises. He can see his father’s bathwater: all sweat and dirt and carbolic soap. For an instant he is a child again. Seven years old. Rough bristles against his skin – the low heat from the peat fire slowly turning his face from pink to crimson. There are tears in his eyes: mud and sheep blood under his nails and on his cheeks. They’d found a ewe in a ravine, two legs broken at horrible angles, an anguished bleating emerging from its bloodied mouth. Duncan hadn’t been able to do what was required. It fell to McAvoy to draw his pocket knife across the animal’s throat. He’d held the animal like a child as its life-force splashed the snow. They’d walked home in silence. It was Duncan who’d told their father what he’d done. Here, now, he remembers the look in the big man’s eyes, sorrow and pride and an aching wish that things were somehow different. Remembers his dad’s big, warm hands, massaging soap into his red curls. He realises he will remember that scent until his dying day, will always be able to put himself back in that place, that time, by taking a whiff of peat smoke and coal soap.

He slams the door shut on his memories before they start to consume him.

‘Bastards.’

McAvoy turns away from the window. Neilsen’s dad, Trev, is sitting at the kitchen table with a copy of the Hull Mail in one hand and a red pen in the other. He has a mug of tea at his elbow, stewed strong and orange. The remains of a bowl of apple pie and custard is congealing on the circular table. He’s lost weight since the last time McAvoy saw him. He’s wearing two sweatshirts beneath a padded lumberjack shirt. Grey bristles sprout erratically across his throat and beneath his nose. Neilsen had warned McAvoy not to mention it. Still likes to shave himself, he’d confided. He’s shit at it, but he won’t let the nurse near him with a blade. Says that’s a man’s job.

‘Who’s that, Mr Neilsen?’ asks McAvoy.

‘Who’s what, lad?’

‘Sounded like somebody hadn’t impressed you. Bastards, you said.’

Trev looks up from the newspaper and glares at McAvoy. His blue eyes wallow in yellow, rheumy tears. He keeps inserting a fingertip into the crevices, pushing his glasses up and down his nose, wetting the tip of his finger as if chalking a snooker cue.

‘You’re our Ben’s mate,’ says Trev, smiling in sudden recognition. ‘You got a tea? Can we make you a sandwich? There’s some bacon about to go off, I think.’

McAvoy holds up his mug. He’s already made himself a tea. Made one for Trev, too, who has already recognised him six times in the past twenty minutes. He’s running out of things to do. He has fiddled with cups and saucers and knocked up coffees and biscuits for Neilsen and his sister. McAvoy performed his tasks with gusto. He was sweating by the time he carried it all through to the bedroom next door. It felt like entering a mausoleum. He pictures the scene beyond the kitchen wall. Neilsen’s mum: parchment skin and grey lips, shrunken inside a floral nightie and encased within two quilts and a rough blanket. The whole house smells of ointment and air-freshener but it’s worse in the room where she will die. The curtains are drawn and the only light comes from the pink lava lamp on her bedside table.

She likes to watch it, explained Neilsen’s older sister, Theresa. Says it makes her think of goldfish.

‘They say there’s more bad weather on the way,’ mutters Trev. ‘Bad weather? What’s good weather, eh? No such thing as bad weather – just the wrong clothes.’

McAvoy gives him a smile. Leans back against the sink. Looks into his mug and considers making another. He’s noticed that hot beverages and mobile phones have taken over from cigarettes as ways for people to keep their hands busy and hide their face in awkward situations. He feels uncomfortable, like an intruder. He doesn’t know his role. He came in out of sheer good manners and now can’t find the right set of words that will allow him to leave. Ben had said he wouldn’t be long but the time is ticking on by. McAvoy wishes he could simply stand up and go. He’s witnessed grief countless times. He’s no stranger to these claustrophobic rooms. But he’s always been there as a cop. Here, in the kitchen of the Neilsens’ cosy bungalow he doesn’t know what he is for. He’d like to go and sit in the living room and flick through the crime magazine he seized from the shop in Cherry Burton or immerse himself in the tapestry of nostalgia on the many Hessle Road social media groups. He doubts he will get a chance until he has typed up the witness statements that he and Ben took from the startled quartet by the newsstand. He doesn’t even know if they will be useful for anything more than background detail.

‘You’ll have seen some storms, I’d imagine,’ says McAvoy, trying to make conversation.

‘Storms, son?’

‘With the fleet, I mean,’ says McAvoy. He’d thought he was on safe ground, that he could coax an anecdote out of the old man that would give him time to think of something else to say. Trev looks at him with a vacant expression, as if trying to remember the name of a horse he backed in 1972. Suddenly a grin spreads across his face. ‘You’re our Ben’s mate, aren’t you? Bloody hell, look at the size of you. Would you sit down? I feel like you’re about to start giving it fee-fi-fum or something.’

McAvoy sits down as instructed. He’s already removed his coat and jacket. He wishes he were holding his notepad so he could keep his eyes and hands busy. Wishes Pharaoh were here. She’d have Trev roaring with laughter, flirting and telling him off-colour tales. She’d do what was required without thinking about it. Would know how to keep him busy and distracted while his children say another round of goodbyes to his wife in the next room.

‘Another tea, Mr Neilsen?’

‘You’re a Jock,’ says Neilsen brightly. ‘Good blokes, the Jocks. Not always the first to buy a round but decent people. What part of Jockland are you from?’

McAvoy rubs a hand over his chin, gathering his beard in a point. Wonders whether he minds being called a Jock. Whether he should make allowances. ‘You might know Loch Ewe,’ he says. They’ve had this conversation twice already.

‘Sea loch? The Yanks used it during the war? Right up top?’

‘Top?’

‘Of Scotland, daft lad. Way up.’

McAvoy nods. ‘Aye, way up.’

‘Peggy and me went to Fort William on a bus trip once. Two distilleries and a shortbread place. Bus broke down on the way back. We ended up standing on the hard shoulder wrapped in blankets – fifty Hull pensioners shivering and singing songs. Best part of the trip, it was. We opened all the presents we’d brought back for the bains. Must have gone through a dozen miniatures of whisky. Good times—’ He stops suddenly. McAvoy feels as though he has lost the signal on a radio show – all coherence lost in a blare of static. ‘What was I saying? Doctors reckon I’m on the slide. Dementia. They say it like they think I’ll bloody forget. Wish I could. That’s the one bloody word that keeps pecking away at me like a bloody bird. They can whisper it all they like but I know.’ He sags, sinking a little further into the wooden kitchen chair. Repeats, softly: ‘I do know.’

McAvoy can hear tears coming from the next room: a soft, rhythmic whispering, like footsteps through dried leaves. He can feel his phone vibrating in his pocket. Knows it would be wrong to answer it. He finds himself remembering Trev the way he was when they first met. Neilsen’s auntie and uncle were over from Australia to see the family. Trev had splashed out on a good buffet in the function room at Rayner’s. Neilsen hadn’t been looking forward to it. Reckoned his every relative would be sharing stories about the good old days and giving him hell about being a pretty boy who’d never found a wife. He’d persuaded a couple of colleagues to show their faces. Andy Daniells and his husband had been a source of great amusement, matching the old fishermen drink for drink and filthy joke for filthy joke. Pharaoh had put a portly, red-faced old sod in a wrist lock when he’d helped himself to one of her curves. McAvoy had stood at the bar, trying to make one pint of dry cider last an hour, awkward and hot, reading the captions on the black and white photographs that covered the wall and trying to make anagrams in his head from the different names on the whisky bottles.

Trev had taken pity on him. Trev had still been a strapping chap, just a couple of years ago. They’d chatted for a good twenty minutes. McAvoy had been struck by the older man’s warmth, the way he’d clasped his hand between his palms and looked him in the eye while they talked. He was a good storyteller, a proper pub raconteur. They’d shared a couple of yarns. Talked about Loch Ewe and the merchant navy. Trev had pointed out faces in the monochrome snaps that grinned down from the walls. Sailed with him, he’d said, gesturing vaguely. Must have been in 1968. Loaned him a cowboy book and never got it back. See that sod with the bandy legs? Went down on the Ross Cleveland. He were thick as mince but worked like a Trojan. See that bloke chatting up our Linda over there? Baseball cap and a walking stick. Had to have his leg amputated when he came a cropper jumping out some woman’s bedroom window when her husband came home. Clung to the windowsill for twenty minutes before he dropped. Bone came right through. Silly bastard. Got himself done for bigamy not long after. Did a few months inside. Reckoned he couldn’t bring himself to disappoint her . . .

‘You away with the fairies, lad?’ asks Trev. ‘Your arse is buzzing, by the way. Take the call if you need to.’

McAvoy lets the phone ring and gives Trev his full attention. He tries to concentrate on the man he is rather than the person he used to be. Tries not to imagine their roles being reversed. He has a horrible flash of prophesy: imagining himself in a high-backed chair, grey stubble on a scrawny neck, old sorrow in his eyes, trying to stay focused while his grandchildren look at his old scars and question how such a fragile specimen could ever have chased killers.

‘Many corrections?’ asks McAvoy, nodding at the newspaper and Trev’s red pen. Trev hasn’t any interest in the crossword or Sudoku puzzles. He likes to scour the pages for spelling mistakes, grammatical errors and factual inaccuracies. It’s a full-time job.

‘Like a dead penguin,’ says Trev, turning the pages so McAvoy can see. ‘Black and white and red all over.’

McAvoy drums his fingers on the tabletop. Behind Trev is a corkboard covered in family photographs. Ben is pictured more frequently than anybody else. He’s the youngest of five. His dad’s proud of all his offspring but there is no doubting that Ben is his favourite. Trev follows his gaze.

‘Some of me up there, I think,’ he mutters. ‘Back when I were a looker. Our Peg were a bobby-dazzler. There’s a picture of her in the living room. I swear, I wouldn’t have crawled over her to get to Jayne Mansfield.’

‘When were you married?’ asks McAvoy, becoming aware of the heat in the room.

‘In 1966,’ says Trev, without pausing. ‘Married on the Saturday and I was gone by Sunday teatime. Three weeks away. Our Audrey was a honeymoon baby, or at least that’s what we told her father. Came along seven months after the wedding night. Everybody were happy to play along. Said she’d come early. Come early? She were a nine-pounder. Fattest baby you ever saw.’

‘I met your Audrey at Rayner’s.’

‘Aye, she’s never lost the weight. Good heart though. Got one of those jobs I don’t really understand. Something to do with selling high-class lightbulbs. Lives in Basildon with a Chinaman called David. Good old traditional Chinese name, that, don’t you think? Still, that’s the world for you. Nowt against foreigners. There’s blokes I drink with who’d send every bugger back where they come from but I don’t know how that would help. I’m a Neilsen, for God’s sake. Family are from Sweden if you go back four generations. How can you live in a port and dislike foreigners, eh? Me dad, me grandad, me great-grandad, all trawlermen, and every one of us got called Sven from the first day on the docks to the last. That’s fishermen for you. Love a nickname, not ones for originality. We were going to call Ben “Sven” just to get it over with but by the time he came along there were no fishing industry left. He’d have hated life at sea. He’s a good lad. Always been a clever one.’

McAvoy smiles. He hopes Trev will stay on this wavelength for a while. Wonders whether he could nudge his memories in a direction that could prove helpful and whether it would be wrong to do so. Promises himself he will steer the conversation somewhere less taxing if Trev seems to be in any distress. ‘Ben said you knew Enid Chappell,’ he says, keeping it light.

Trev looks puzzled. ‘There was a Chappell ran the Fishermen’s Bethel. Relative, was she?’

‘No, this was a lady who worked for Social Services. You might have seen her name in the paper once or





















































Author's Note

I don’t normally trouble myself about whether or not people get upset by things I say, or do or write. I’m a great believer that being offended is character-building. But given that a lot of Cold Bones is inspired by real events, and occasionally uses real people, I think it should be remembered that this is still a work of fiction. Hull’s Hessle Road fishing community has endured unimaginable horrors and it would grieve me if I felt I had misrepresented these proud, formidable people in any way. I have huge admiration for the men who braved the seas and made their city briefly rich – at huge personal cost. I offer my unmitigated respects to the families left ashore; the wives, the widows, the orphans. Thank you for allowing me to paint a picture on your canvas. 
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