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Prologue




The girl, eyes clouded by doubt, stared at the smart blue paint of the gallery door. She took a deep breath and wiped a stray lock of hair from her damp forehead before she knocked. The path was gloomy and reluctant to let go of the night, and she shivered. 

A small printed card in the gallery window told her it opened at eight today, and she glanced at her watch and sighed with disappointment. He lived here so perhaps another door existed, so she walked along the lane, hesitated, then peeked into the kitchen window, her heart pounding wildly at the thought of finding him there. 

Something moved behind her, and she jumped around in time to see a squirrel leap from a tree branch onto the bird-feeder in the garden. Her hand on her heart, she slowly turned back to the window, gulping back the air she had expelled so quickly. 

The artist had laid a fire, and in the bedroom beyond, a paperback book with a bookmark lay beside the neatly made bed. The apartment was empty and silent.

Nothing there suggested the owner was away, so she returned to the front of the cottage. The gallery opened soon, so she settled on a low wall to wait for the artist, glad to remove her pack and watch the sun rise above the mountain tops.

The wait gave her time to rehearse her story, but her stomach churned and she started at every sound. Would he approach her experience with scepticism or an open mind? Uncertain now, she sipped from her water bottle to soothe her jagged nerves.

 A rustling sound in the shadows along the lane suggested someone was approaching.

"What are you doing here?" she said to the approaching pilgrim, not hiding her surprise.

"Why are you throwing your life away by doing something you will regret? No man is worth the sacrifice you are making."

"No, it's not for him. For once in my life, I am doing something right." The conviction in her voice grew as she spoke.

"What about the cause, and those colleagues affected by your decision?"

"What has the cause achieved, and how many innocent people have died to prove our point?"

"We sacrifice the weak to save the strong, you know that. It is the strong and intelligent who work toward the greater good."

"Who plays God and decides the greater good? Who decides who is too weak to continue? The policeman's wife wasn't weak. She was a doctor who saved the lives of children every day. She was in our way, that's all. No, I won't destroy the lives of any more bystanders, and I will undo as much of the harm I have done as possible."

"I expected as much, but after everything I have done for you, it is a disappointment," said the pilgrim.

"The flash of a metal blade reflecting the sun was the last thing she saw."









CHAPTER ONE

 The girl on the fence

[image: Fred]

 RICHARD HARRIS SAT on the wooden bench beside his art gallery and took a deep breath of fresh morning air. 

"I've done it Gill. I'm an artist from today. Things will be different now, I promise." The wind rustled the leaves of the olive tree as though she replied, and he closed his eyes tight to remember her face. 

"I love you, chief inspector," she said. "Whatever you do, I love you."

"Hey you there, are you the painter? Is the Gallery open?" The unfamiliar voice that broke his daydream was loud and had an American accent. Gill blew him a kiss and disappeared. "No ...  " His vision had been so real.

 The voice interrupted him again.

"Oh, what a shame." He turned and saw a woman in hiking gear sitting on his fence. 

"I was about to unlock the door." He forced a smile and swallowed the grief that had been filling him. "Give me five minutes to get the keys."

"It's about to open, Arnie. We'll wait," she called to someone out of sight.

He heard a rustling and a thud and assumed the unseen Arnie had taken off his pack. His heart sank, and he splashed his face with cold water before he collected the keys for the gallery door. Only half an hour ago, he had been eager to begin, but now ...

Everything was ready with fresh paint, comfortable chairs, and his latest exhibition. The voices of the American pilgrims floated through his kitchen window, so he hurried, keen to make a sale.

"Welcome, please come in," he said, moving to one side and clattering the postcard rack with his stick. What an idiot. First, they had caught him talking to a tree and now he bumbled around like someone deranged.

"Oh, how quaint and what a lovely building. Do you live here all year round?"

"The gallery only opens in summer, but I live downstairs." He stepped back again, not sure how much privacy they wanted.

"It's so cosy in here. I love what you have done," she said, wandering around, gazing at each piece.

Richard loaded more logs into the fire. He had been up here before dawn, getting things ready and lighting the wood-burning stove.

 "I love this piece of work, but I don't have room in my pack." Making herself at home, she dropped onto his new settee and started rummaging, as though searching for space.

"I'll send it on to you if you like."

 "Yes please, I'll wait and see if my partner wants anything." The American woman put the painting on the table, along with her postcards. "Now, tell me what brought you here, and isn't it lonely in winter?" she asked.

"Sometimes, I'm lonely, but the Camino never closes and pilgrims often stop for a chat." He smiled at her. "There is never time to paint in summer, so I spend the time in my studio." The couple were so open and friendly that he relaxed.

Her husband added a painting to the pile, and he sorted out postal tubes and labels and processed the sale. By the time they picked up their packs to leave, the room was full of customers and he settled into the routine with relief.




The following day, long before daylight, he trudged up the hill to a restaurant to buy breakfast. The three kilometres exercised his damaged hip and if he arrived before seven, he would be back in his gallery by eight. 

 Even before the sun rose, the sea of mist that swirled in the beam of his headlamp dissolved into wispy columns. As he walked, he gulped in the air as though that, not his breakfast, sustained him. This was better than being caught talking to a tree.

 He crumbled the croissant that came with the strong Spanish coffee and enjoyed the expansive view from the dining-room window. With a deep breath, he dismissed his sense of foreboding as the start of season nerves and summoned the courage to hand over his new business cards to the bartender.

Where had his confidence gone? As a police detective, he hadn't hesitated to introduce himself because his height and bearing offered a clue to his purpose before he spoke. Now, stooped and thin, his clothes hung from a sparse frame. He didn't recognise himself from those days. When he shaved, eyes lacking any assurance and sparkle gazed back from a pale crumpled face and his daily walk was more for fresh air and basic mobility than fitness.

Back outside, the wind was frigid, with no trace of the early mist. A wisp of wood smoke, tractor diesel, the damp of a winter dawn, and the aroma of cow muck on the fields made up the familiar scents of morning.

 He loved to stroll into the sunrise, with the sky still dark other than a pink glimmer on the horizon. The glorious display as the sun rose became his own personal inspiration. He never grew tired of the steady movement of colour across the landscape, bringing him home in time for his first customers.

He had recreated the elusive dawn light on paper, but as though God was throwing a challenge, he never got it right.

 "Look, this is what I do. What about you?"

 His attempts hung on his gallery wall, along with paintings of the Camino. He depicted the way winding through trees, in mountains, tucked in between snow-covered houses, sometimes with a glimpse of a pilgrim, often only a ghost.

He stretched an old grey hat over red tipped ears as he meandered towards home. Occasionally, someone passed in the other direction, making him jump by shouting.

"Hola. Buen Camino."

 The pain in his leg confined itself to poor weather. And he had replaced the heavy crutches he had used after the bomb blast for re-enforced walking poles, which drummed an irregular beat as he compensated for his damaged hip and pelvis. A morning walk energised him and, even with his injury, was a highlight of his day.

  Occasionally, the loneliness disturbed him here, deep in the gentle charm of Galicia, the forests, and hills, the green fields, and the tranquillity, but he never craved the London crowds, or his old life. He missed Gill, not the constant flow of humanity.

Light was spreading across the sky, but the pinks and reds faded as he ambled toward home. Spain is a country where everything is late. Dawn was too early for the farmers, postal delivery officers, parents, or shopkeepers. Only foreigners and the bar staff who needed their business ventured out before daylight.

 The morning was his, and as he settled into a rhythm, he owned it. With the road to himself, his spirit lightened as he shook off the foreboding he had woken with, eager now to open his gallery and greet today's guests. He suspected that when the season ended in October, a longing for solitude might replace the excitement, but today his enthusiasm grew as he spotted his house through the trees.

 Someone lent on the fence that divided the track from his garden so he hurried as much as his sticks allowed. His limp caused him to stumble on the uneven ground, and he shivered, glad he had laid the fire in the gallery. He was ready for a coffee and he imagined his visitor joining him.

 Clothes for walking appear unisex, leaving no way to determine the gender. When waving his hand and calling "Hola" elicited no reply, he called again.

 "Hola, Hola. Hello,"

When the pilgrim didn't respond, Richard's earlier sense of foreboding returned. 




 HER DARK HAIR escaped in curls around her hat and her hand gripped the railing but something in the way the tall and slim young woman stood, disturbed him. Her rucksack sustained her upright position and, at six foot one, Richard towered over her.

 Her skin was waxy and devoid of blood. He had seen faces moments after death came for them, before. It had once been his job, and this had been routine.

On closer inspection, he found that a metal fence post between the woman's back and her pack kept her erect, her bag holding up her head. 

 The acid rose to his throat, and he swallowed, glad now that he hadn't eaten a big breakfast. He had seen ample bodies in his career, but not outside his own home. On his second approach, he touched her neck to confirm his earlier conclusion, scanning her body for the cause of her demise.

 It took a minute to react and even when he realised he needed to phone for help; he dreaded conveying enough information in his halting Spanish.

"A girl is dead, a pilgrim -- No, the police, and an ambulance!"

He spoke slowly. "Yes, it's urgent a woman is dead!" he said, repeating his words to emphasise the urgency.

 To keep the public away from the scene, he grabbed the screen that had once divided his gallery and placed it across the track. Then scribbled a note requesting they wait inside in comfort. Doing that allowed the girl dignity for a while. The power of curiosity is strong, but it was only until the authorities arrived.

 Without a thought, he acted like a detective and with a professional eye he analysed the scene, taking photos, making notes in the notebook he carried, noting a hole in her jacket, edged with blood, and querying why there wasn't more. 

 Once again, he scanned the young woman, noting that her gear was from an expensive technical range. Her backpack was big enough to carry everything she needed, suggesting she wasn't with a tour group. The sound of an approaching vehicle interrupted his observations. He glanced down the lane and then worked quickly to complete his notes.

 A striking girl, although the bulky hiking gear hid her features.

  The undisturbed ground and the dirt track showed no sign of a struggle, so someone had hung her on that fence after her death. By the time he had noted the details, the ambulance was picking its way along the narrow approach to his gallery. His heart pounded as he watched the ambulance and brought him back to the present. He had promised two years ago at his wife's grave that he would never do this again, never investigate another murder, never stand over another body. It had been too late to save his wife, just as he was too late to save this young girl.

With the tears still in his eyes, he stopped the paramedics before they reached her, preventing them from touching her and contaminating the scene. A tone of authority crept into his voice and he stood tall, taking charge out of habit and breaking that promise. He would not let this death remain unsolved.

 A few minutes later, a police car from the local force pulled up but in Spain, they do not investigate serious crime, so he hoped a detective was following. 

The ambulance crew and Richard reached the vehicle together and the young female officer opened the window and spoke to him in English. 

"Señor Harris?" 

"Si,"

"The office sent me because I speak English. Please explain the problem?"

"There has been an unexplained death," he said, pointing behind the vehicle.

"Have you examined the victim?" the police officer asked the paramedic.

The ambulance driver looked at Richard and explained that they hadn't yet.

 "This is a murder. It's important we don't move the body," he said before the paramedic replied.

"Members of the public don't decide if someone has committed a crime. The police force in Spain is excellent,"

The moment she spoke, he realised his mistake. He was the civilian here.  In his days as chief inspector, he saw it as interference if a bystander gave him advice, this officer was no different and nor should she be.

"Let me show you and you will see what I mean." He opened the car door for her and waited. 

Both officers climbed out and followed him round the ambulance without question.

The girl was there, still gripping the fence and staring along the blocked road. If possible, she looked more dead than when he had found her only fifteen minutes earlier. Her face was a mask, less human, and both the police officers gasped. Officer Ana, the one who spoke English, reached for her radio and called for the Guardia Civil to respond at once, explaining that it was urgent. The other was pale, verging on white, and leaned on the ambulance.

Ana asked for Richard's details after taking a notebook out.

"I need to see your identification first."

She communicated with care, articulating each word.

 Richard reached for his bag and his ID and then remembered the pilgrims.

"My ID."

 He offered her the folder of paperwork.

 "But we have another problem. I diverted people from the scene into my showroom and I imagine they are impatient."

Then he walked along the lane, motioning for her to follow.

"This is my gallery, and my home is at the bottom of the steps," he said, but she didn't hesitate. As the only Englishman in the neighbourhood, she must have known where he lived. Even strangers knew his house.

When they reached the door, she looked for her colleague. He pointed to the second officer, who was leaning against a tree, sick and unable to help, so she entered the showroom alone while Richard waited by the exit.

Time slowed, and he checked his watch again. Only five minutes had passed and using his trekking poles to swipe at leaves stuck between the cobbles did not make it pass more swiftly. He itched to take control, making waiting an agony.

 The other officer recovered and chatted with the ambulance personnel. To Richard's relief, he took signs and created a no-go zone. The sign said 'Warning. Live animals,' which made him smile, but it showed initiative and provided a barrier.

He wanted another look at the girl, so he slipped through the gate, clambering over the flowerbed to the back of the girl's rucksack, grunting as he used his sticks on the steep slope.

 The view from this angle confirmed why she remained upright. Her backpack was tall and sturdy, with a bulky hip belt. The post was between the pack and the girl. Her hat attached to the frame, ensuring her head did not slump. Not a 'heat of the moment' response. Murder scenes are messy it takes courage and callousness to move a body and arrange them like flowers in a vase and then tidy the scene. Someone had planned this, and the murderer had a reason to stage their crime. Was it to give the killer time to escape? No, he froze with shock. Her assassin had placed her there for him to find, and it chilled him?

 Someone knew his history. It was too melodramatic for a countryside artist, and with a jolt, he realised that the display was for him. He looked into the heavens, but the sun still rose steadily in the sky and he remembered Psalm 139. 

"Where can I go from your Spirit? Where can I flee from your presence? If I go up to the heavens, you are there; if I make my bed in the depths, you are there."

His body rocked, understanding that he could never run away and this time he would face whatever came.

After those  minutes in his garden where the sun was dispelling the mist that lingered along the stream, he walked to the road, mentally checking a list and ensuring nothing obvious was left at the scene. When he studied the labels and style of her equipment, he concluded she was English, young, and tall for a woman, five feet eight or nine. 

Was she alone or part of a group? From conversations he overheard in his gallery, he learned solo walkers formed fluid groups, so someone must know her. How was she connected to him or his past? That question remained etched on his soul, even though he didn't write it in his notebook.

 Long ago, he and Gill had walked the Camino, and they were never lonely. He reflected on the friendships and a journey that changed him and his marriage before the sound of another car approaching interrupted his memories. 

The vehicle was a large 4x4 and after a moment, two officers in green military-style uniforms climbed out and an imposing man with an air of authority strode toward him and he was nervous, what would happen now?








CHAPTER TWO

Guardia Civil

[image: Fred]

THE OFFICER HAD a long, relaxed stride that covered the ground with ease, and his expression of careless confidence suggested he enjoyed being in charge. His companion went to chat with the ambulance team and the local chap, who had recovered his composure and stood up straight at her approach.

 The detective greeted him, holding out his hand. "Miguel López. Are you Señor Harris?"

 The man spoke English with a London accent, somewhere central, and Richard raised his eyebrows in surprise.

"I went to school in Hammersmith, but my parents are Galician."

"I'm pleased you're here because I'm pretty sure the girl was murdered. Do you want to look?"

 As he pointed to the victim and moved towards her, the guardia frowned and opened his mouth to protest, but he spoke first.

"Former chief inspector, serious crimes, in the Met. I've seen my fair share of murder victims."

He responded without turning, having mentioned his former occupation he expected hostility or surprise, but Miguel grinned like a schoolboy offered a bag of sweets.

"Can't remember the last suspicious death, let alone murder here. I'm glad you're with us. Now show me the victim."

Richard's stick clacked against the cobbled section of the road as the men walked toward the body together, his limp slowing their progress. He used the opportunity to study the detective.

 They matched each other in height, but whilst his pale sandy hair was reminiscent of his Scottish ancestry, Miguel was olive-skinned with black hair and eyes so dark you couldn't tell the iris from the pupil. The Spaniard was big, and well-muscled, with a boyish grin at odds with his job. He was ten, maybe as much as fifteen years younger. 

 As they reached the fence, the doctor joined them, his car blocking the lane from the other direction. The guardia and the surgeon had a rapid conversation before turning to Richard.

 "Will you give me a summary of events before my friend here starts work?"

It was a relief to articulate what happened, and he took care to include observations. Miguel (the officer, gave no sign of rank), handed him gloves.

 "Pockets, rucksack, and coat. Let's find out who she is." 

 As they worked, Miguel watched him. He carried on with the familiar routine, but as he finished, his companion smiled as though satisfied with what he saw.

"You've done that before," said the officer.

"We both have, but I'm surprised to find you here."

 The tissues and coins he found disappeared into an evidence bag.

"Its fortunate I am."

Miguel asked his sergeant and the local police officer to take photos of the victim's position before they lifted her from the fence. 

"Is there a scene-of-crime team?" asked Richard.

"In the city, but by the time they arrive, we'll have lost half of the evidence."

When she was on the ground, the doctor, with the help of the ambulance crew, started their examination. 

The young sergeant was still taking photos, and she impressed him with her methodical approach.

 Meanwhile, the police surgeon checked for signs of injury. Miguel watched the doctor through narrowed eyes and winced at the careless handling of the girl's body.

"Can we, at least, preserve the evidence?" the officer demanded, handing the scientist a pack of small bags.

The physician was oblivious. "I've finished now, and she is definitely dead, stabbed by the looks of it. I'm unsure of the autopsy procedure for murder, but I rang through for permission to move her."

"Don't worry, we'll keep her in the morgue and get an expert pathologist to assist you with the postmortem," the officer shook the doctor's hand as he spoke "Thank-you for coming out."

 The doctor nodded. "It's outside of my experience, but I'm glad to help. What kind of bastard does this?"

Miguel was at ease with both crime scenes and inexperienced personnel, odd in such a remote place, and Richard wondered if the detective had worked somewhere else. Richard watched as he searched the scene, scrutinising the surrounding ground and pointing to areas he wanted the sergeant to photograph.

Miguel knew what he was doing and took charge without effort. The envy Richard felt was unexpected. No one enjoys murder scenes, but the adrenaline rush that comes with a new investigation keeps you in the job.

In the meantime, local officers were dealing with the crowd, who were becoming curious and difficult.

 Left alone, Richard was a bystander, an unfamiliar position, a witness and a civilian, not able to use his knowledge and take control. Unsure that he liked the feeling, and in pain having overused his damaged leg, he slipped through the gate leading past his gallery. Then onto the steps beside his house to sit on a bench positioned in a sunny spot against his wall, swinging his legs around to lift the pressure off his damaged hip. At last, the sun dispelled the mist and warmed the thick granite behind him. He soaked up the sunshine after a long and wet winter. As he rested there, he smelled the spring, the grass, the emerging flowers in his garden and the river beyond that.

 The body hadn't developed the distinctive odour of death, but he imagined it. It was as much part of a murder site as blossoms in an orchard. 

He wanted coffee and a chance to make notes, but his curiosity won and he remained outside, watching the work of the professionals, especially Miguel.

Despite knowing that solving this case was someone else's responsibility, he posed the questions this job demanded and noted the answers in his notebook. This was a murder, and he watched the lane becoming a crime scene. Beside a few pilgrims who had arrived after he had, there was no sign of a perpetrator. His neighbours were elderly and had no reason to kill someone. An accident with a tractor, or a problem with a cow ending in a death, certainly, but not this. The girl had been dead for no more than half an hour when he first saw her, and yet no one was here.

 The realisation that he was the primary suspect came to him slowly and the prospect of being questioned filled him with horror. He could not shake the fear that he had caused this. Something in his past had followed him.

"Sorry, this is far from the city. We have to do everything ourselves, but the crime scene people are on their way. We found a passport and papers, so that's a start."

Richard started and swung his legs back to the floor. He heard a question in Miguel's statement: 

"She's English?" he asked.

"Do you know her?"

"No, I don't think so." The comment had him wondering if there was something familiar in her features.

"The brand of walking equipment is British. Will you tell me who she is?"

 The officer hesitated, and he understood the need for discretion.

"I'll give you the name in the passport we found in her bag. It is important that it remains confidential," said Miguel.

He nodded, knowing the score.

"She is called Molly Hambleton."

To Richard's surprise, it sounded familiar, but he couldn't summon up a memory to explain the recognition.

"So, you recognise her?"

"I recognise the name. I've heard it before somewhere." 

"She is not a family member or a friend...?" The boyish good humour was gone and Miguel's voice developed a hard edge.

He shook his head. "Look, I'm sorry. If I were you, I'd be suspicious."

Then, closing his eyes, he leaned back to reach for a memory he knew was there. 

"Someone stabbed her, according to the doctor."

"And hung her on my fence. Did he give you a time of death or any information about the weapon?"

"Yes -- Is this your house, and do you have coffee?" 

Richard nodded his affirmation, acknowledging that the officer wanted a private word. It took a moment to find the key, but once inside he saw Miguel glance round at the tidy, open plan living room and then he shivered and zipped up his jacket.

 Richard lit the fire and made the drinks, then both men sat at the table, mugs warming their hands, and gazing at the flames that edged around the logs.

"You will need to give a formal statement. Her death is suspicious, but you know that. What  Kind of cases did you deal with in the UK?" 

"I dealt with cases like this. Cases that could not have been accidental." He paused  "Do you want me at the station?"

"No, it's too early," said Miguel. "But I'll take your documentation."

Richard turned over the documents to him, the paperwork within reach. So easily available because Spain is bureaucratic and he needed it often.

"We want to use your gallery whilst this remains a crime location. Do you have somewhere else to work?" 

The tone was friendly, but still a command.

He handed over the keys.

"My studio is in the old stable." 

"Thank you, and we will respect your property." 

"Until tomorrow." Miguel rose, offering Richard his hand. So he stood, using the chair, but then let the detective go without comment. His ID taken, and the crime scene outside his gate, confined him to his house. The man accomplished it while maintaining that he was a colleague and he admired that skill. This kind of situation was what he was escaping from and he was afraid, afraid that his past had caught up with him and afraid of defending his innocence.




THE SUN, SETTING behind the edge of the valley, tinged everything with orange, giving his garden a sinister hue. With his eyes closed, he considered the day's events.

 The pain in his leg kept him seated, reminding him again that his life had changed.

The shadows held a menace that he had never felt before, and he jumped at every sound, the slamming of car doors as people came and went, the furniture being dragged across his gallery floor. At last, he locked himself inside and let the security of his tiny cottage calm his nerves.

Once he had poured a glass of whisky and poked the fire into life again, his mind was whirling.

 Miguel Lopez puzzled him. The man had been in London for his childhood, judging by his accent. They must know the same places, have had the same experiences. What had made him come home and join the Spanish police? 

 Where did the officer learn about crime scenes? He treated it as an expert did, while telling him that murders were unknown here. The guardia didn't offer a rank, and he didn't recognise the insignia they used on their uniforms. The sergeant was in awe of him, and something about him suggested a high rank.

 Miguel didn't strike him as power hungry and competitive, but a certain confidence and the way his colleagues behaved around him gave that away. In which case, why visit a crime scene in a backwater such as Sarria? Why respond to a routine call?

 Now he had recovered from the shock. He wished he had asked more questions.

Today was full of mysteries, and the most stressful he had had for a long time, but he was smiling as he opened his laptop to search for Miguel's name.

This morning, with a stock of saleable work and his painful history behind him, he had started his life again. He wondered if this event was enough to destroy his new beginning. For the first time, he regretted giving up his old career and for the first time; he thought about his future.








CHAPTER THREE

Colonel Miguel Lopez
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 MIGUEL LEFT, HUMMING a song he had heard on the radio earlier. Even though the visit had taken all morning, he was glad he came. The doctor was inexperienced and had needed help and it had taken the scene-of-crime team a long time to come. Someone had needed to preserve the evidence. Thank goodness for his new friend.

 The English artist intrigued him, and he dealt with the victim like a professional. His gallery was remote, and the unfinished lane leading to it was several kilometres long. So why would someone give up a life in London for this? He was in Galicia because his family and his heritage were here, but Richard had no family. The silence of the valley and the distant view of snow-capped mountains were appealing, but life was hard. 

 The officer guarding the site saluted as his car bumped along the narrow lane from Richard's house.

"So the British artist used to be a detective," he said to sergeant Elvira Núñez-Gómez, his driver.

"We should be grateful, sir. He preserved the crime scene for us."

"True, we also need to thank the young local officer for translating. I'd like her to act as an interpreter for this case."

"Shall I contact the commander and enquire?" He nodded, even though now it was up to the garrison commander to carry out a murder investigation.

"Sergeant I'd like to walk to the main road do you mind waiting for me in Triacastela?"

She started. "Of course sir," and the car drew to a halt.

He jumped out "Well done sergeant, you have been fantastic today. I would never have guessed it was your first murder scene."

The blush that crept across her face before he slammed the door shut reminded him of life before he joined the unit, where murder was rare.

 The young sergeant had been nervous when Miguel announced he planned to visit the scene with her. But once there, her initiative impressed him. 

 Only twice in the past year had anyone called the guardia out this far. Once to locate and stop a reckless driver and once to rescue stranded cars in a snowstorm. The Locals he passed stopped work and watched him. Some wished him a good morning, no one was bold enough to as why he was there.

The Camino was dressed in spring colours and bathed in sunlight, and occasional pilgrims looked at him curiously as he wished them Buen Camino. There was nothing to see, though, nothing to suggest why a young girl was killed so far from home.

They drove through open countryside on the way back to the garrison. The sun was at its highest and the car was warm, but Sergeant Gomez cracked the windows open and he gazed out, enjoying the Galician spring air with its faint scent of blossom. Madrid, where spring and autumn are so short, is different, and it made his appreciation even greater. 

 He loved having an office here because
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