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      And to David, Eileen, Rob, Jane, Paul and Sue. Thank you for the wonderful time!

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          Acknowledgments

        

        
          Author’s Note

        

        
          Cast of Characters

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        
          Chapter 19

        

        
          Chapter 20

        

        
          Chapter 21

        

        
          Chapter 22

        

        
          Chapter 23

        

        
          Chapter 24

        

        
          Chapter 25

        

        
          Chapter 26

        

        
          Chapter 27

        

        
          Chapter 28

        

        
          Chapter 29

        

        
          Chapter 30

        

        
          Chapter 31

        

        
          Also By Jo A. Hiestand

        

        
          Untitled

        

        
          Chapter 32

        

        
          Chapter 33

        

      

      
        
          What They’re Saying…

        

        
          About the Author

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

        

      

    

    
      Pharaoh needed Joseph to interpret his dreams.  I just needed my mother, who saved the book.

      Thanks once again to Ryan Cramer for his suggestion that gets to the teeth of the plot.  A huge thank you goes to Jennifer Polk, the best death scene cleaner I know, who probably never thought when she started her business that some of her adventures would come in handy for future murders.  I also thank Kieron Huston, Senior Wildlife Sites Officer of the Derybshire Wildlife Trust, who alerted me to the birds that would be attracted to and found at the murder site.  Thanks to my Brilliant Bunch: Dr. Ruth Anker, who never bats an eye when I ask for unusual medical information; Detective-Superintendent David Doxey (ret.), Derbyshire Constabulary, who suggested Graham bend the rules in this instance and had the resolve to tell me friend-to-friend about a truly foolish scene; Detective-Sergeant Robert Church, Derbyshire Constabulary, for giving me a tour of the “seedier” side and for letting me descend upon the police station for a Q&A session; and Paul Hornung, as usual, for police officer insights.

      Any mistakes in the story are mine.

      

      Jo A. Hiestand

      St. Louis

      July 2019
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      A word of explanation about this 2019 version… An Old Remedy was originally published in the early 2000’s as A Terrible Enemy.  I discovered more than a decade later that it had never been edited, simply put out as my manuscript came to the publisher at that time. I was mortified and angry when I learned about that this past year. I apologize to those who read the book; it should’ve been corrected, which applies to others of mine they duly put out.  To compensate as best I can for the non-corrected books, they’re now being professionally edited, superfluous characters deleted, scenes tightened or deleted or new ones added.  They’re under “The Peak District Mysteries” banner to distinguish them from the originals. I hope you’ll enjoy the new series.  I feel they are much more worthy of your time.
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      Locals:

      Aakesh Mahmood: owner of a Pakistani import shop

      Deeksha Mahmood: Aakesh’s wife

      Kali Raju: Aakesh’s sister

      Parker Owen Irwin: resident concerned about animals

      Landan Stearns: owner of Asian import shop

      King Roper: international businessman with dealings in the village

      Faith Vandeventer: Co-owner of Bird Song, the local bed-and-breakfast accommodation

      Shaw Vandeventer: Faith’s husband

      Cecily Vandeventer: their daughter

      Renzo Kronk: King’s associate

      Patty Kronk: Renzo’s wife

      Charlie Pleasance: local farmer

      Sam Taylor: concert pianist and brother to Brenna Taylor

      Willa Gatson: Sam’s girlfriend

      

      The Police of the Derbyshire Constabulary:

      Detective-Sergeant Brenna Taylor

      Detective-Chief Inspector Geoffrey Graham

      Detective-Sergeant Mark Salt

      Detective-WPC Margo Lynch

      Constable Scott Coral

      Sergeant Adam Fitzgerald

      DC Byrd

      Detective-Superintendent Simcock

      Professor Wilton Jayne: entomologist, Manchester University
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      Darkness claimed the valley and now reached out in lengthening, murky fingers to the hilltops. Barely visible above the farthest hill, a sickle-shaped moon rode low in the ashen sky, trapped in the leafy branches of willows growing in clumps around the perimeter of the stone circle. It was a remnant from Druid times, many believed. And even now many avoided the area after sunset, acknowledging in private what they scoffed at in public—that the Old Magic still lingered in the stones, that the spirits still inhabited the trees. Especially when night embraced the circle. In another hour the darkness would be complete, having swallowed any distinguishing mark on the moor or in the village lying snug against the winding road beyond the purple expanse. Dark but for the dots of fire that even now pricked the gloom.

      I glanced at the sky to judge if I could afford to linger a bit longer, perhaps search out another owl or whippoorwill. But I didn’t want to be trapped on the moors at night. I’d passed the Seven Sisters stone circle earlier in the day while traipsing across the heathery land in search of birds, filling my soul with the peace of the outdoors. Even in the reassuring light of morning, the circle had exuded a sense that bothered me, the feel that something evil or otherworldly lived there, among the grasses and pines and rocks.  I’d no wish to be caught there in the dark.

      That malevolent sense evidently didn’t bother the group standing in front of a small fire.  I glanced their way as I passed silently in the thickening dusk. Apparently they were there to celebrate the Night and to continue the Custom.  After all, it was the time of year to set fires.  Large, barn-consuming sized fires on hilltops, or small, discreet blazes on the moors, nestled in hollows or at the base of ancient standing stones. These they kindled where dozens—hundreds—had been birthed before, the charred stumps of wood and sooted stone faces the only remains of the myriad celebrations. For fires were the custom on May Day evening, the beginning of summer, the time to drive cattle and sheep onto new grass for grazing, the time to seek luck and blessing.

      But they weren’t here as herdsmen or come to lay rowan or whitethorn branches as a home blessing. Something—my cop’s sixth sense?—whispered that. Someone poked the fire and the flames shot heavenward. One silhouetted figure reached toward another equally indistinguishable shape and somewhere in the obscurity a laugh erupted. I hurried past them, glad of the somber shadows sitting on the land, overcome with the unexplainable need to remain hidden.

      Later, in my room at the bed-and-breakfast, I sat on the window seat, my forehead resting against the cool windowpane, and gazed out at the murky landscape. Stanton Moor, the Seven Sisters, the village road had all receded into nothingness under the blackness of night. The bonfire had dwindled to a speck; the rest of the village lay quiet, dark and sleeping.  I listened for a time to an owl calling from the shadows near the pine, took off my robe, and slid into bed, the man’s strange laugh still echoing in my mind.
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      The following day I walked back to the Seven Sisters, more out of curiosity about the group that had been there last night than from a desire to bird watch. Whoever they’d been, they’d left no litter. Normally I would’ve applauded such behavior, but in this instance I would’ve rejoiced over a beer can, cigarette packet, or empty biscuit carton. There was nothing here that spoke of their presence.  Not even a can of petrol or an empty box of matches.

      I wandered the moor that day and the following.  I would’ve driven down to Carsington Water on Friday to bird watch at the reservoir, but Graham abruptly ended my time off with a phone call that pulled me back to the office and a murder investigation.
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      They’d found the body early in the morning, with the dew still clinging to the heather and refrigerator. It’d been an accident, the finding of the body, for the hikers who’d rung up the local police station—disgusted with another old appliance dumped on the moor—had thought they were merely reporting one more fly tipping eyesore.  It wasn’t until the constable arrived, opened the fridge door, and discovered the plastic bag holding a human arm that we were called in. The CID team, B Division of the Derbyshire Constabulary.

      Graham was at the scene when I arrived. He smiled when he saw me, then apologized for calling me back to the job.  As he examined my face, his eyes narrowed slightly, perhaps trying to ascertain if I was merely saying one less day off didn’t matter or if I meant it.

      The odd thing was that I did mean it.  Put it down to any warhorse genes I might possess, or to missing the team even for those few days. We’d grown close, working together. Margo Lynch, a coworker quickly turned best friend and confidant, shared in girl talk, cups of tea, and murder theories with equal enthusiasm and diligence. Mark Salt, the original Mr. Love ‘Em and Leave ‘Em, had been a thorn in my side from the start of my career.  He’d overcome the trait and was now a good, levelheaded detective. And, of course, there was Graham. Geoffrey Graham, the glue that held us together, the lodestar that guided our investigation, the minister-turned-detective who was as enigmatic about his career switch as he was about his private life. This was the team I’d missed; I was pleased to respond to the bugle again with them.

      Graham related the little they knew of the situation, taking in the scene and watching the Crime Scene Investigation Officers move smoothly through their routine.

      We must’ve looked odd, white paper-suited creatures poking about in the knee-deep heather, photographing the refrigerator, taking measurements, the pale rays of sunlight glancing off our face masks, the blue-and-white police tape cordoning the area around the fly tipped appliance. Aliens moving across an ordinary landscape.

      It was some seconds after he had finished that I realized he’d asked me a question. I blinked, the sunlight bright on the black bin liner, and admitted I’d not heard him.

      He repeated the question, neither exasperated that I seemed slow to comprehend the situation nor impatient to get on with the job.

      “So…” Graham stepped out of the way as a CSI officer photographed the arm. “Where’s the rest of him?” The bag had been removed from the refrigerator and was lying open on a piece of plastic on the ground. Flies had already collected at the bag and buzzed frantically above it.  Buzzards and carrion crows floated above our area, perhaps attracted by the find. The smell of decaying flesh spilled into the heather-scented air.

      “Him?” I stared at the arm. It wasn’t particularly muscular, nor did the fingernails sport a coat of nail polish. Not exactly helpful in determining gender.

      “A figure of speech, Taylor, though I’ll wager most anything you like it’s a him. The hand is awfully large to be a woman’s.”

      I nodded, wondering if a wife somewhere was missing her husband, a mother missing her son.

      “What can you see from this?” His voice jarred me from my mental picture of a distraught sister.

      I bent forward, batting away several flies, and peered at the arm. It had sat for several days in the bag, I thought, for the skin had begun to decompose and there were body fluids in the bottom of the bag. I took a deep breath, steeled my stomach, and said in a none too steady voice, “The killer went to great lengths to keep the victim anonymous.”

      “What do you mean?”

      I pointed toward the hand. “It’s a left arm.  He removed the wedding ring.”

      Graham stepped closer. His shadow, long and grey in the strengthening morning light, moved over me as he walked up. It stretched across the purple-hued ground and slanted onto the fridge, as though it were declaring it was property of the official police investigation. He stared at the corpse’s fingers. A strip of skin shone pale against the darker toned flesh. “Let’s be thankful, then, for his time in the sun.”

      The police photographer motioned us out of the way, and we walked several yards from the scene.

      “If the killer removed the ring, it must’ve been to thwart identification. Probably a unique or unusual design.” I suggested. “And his fingerprints must not be in the system, otherwise it’ll be too easy to ID him.”

      The fridge, an older model Hotpoint chipped along the front edges, sat more or less upright on the shoulder of the road, the heather-covered moor behind it a strange backdrop. Fly tipping—the illegal dumping of equipment—is a huge problem in Britain.  Besides costing the taxpayer to have someone come collect it and dispose of it properly, it’s an eyesore and environmentally dangerous if ammonia or other chemicals from these large appliances leak into the soil or air.

      I must’ve muttered something, for Graham said, “I couldn’t agree more, Taylor.  Why here?  The B6029 is a fairly heavily traveled road. The bloke was taking a bit of a chance chucking it.”

      “Probably did it at night, when there weren’t so many prying eyes.”

      “I’d be happy if we have one set of prying eyes.  We’d know if the body was tipped with the fridge or if our murderer just came along, saw it, and decided it’d make a wonderful disposal spot.”

      “It seems like that would be an unnecessary chance to take.”

      “In what way?”

      “Well, Sir, why not just chuck the bag onto the ground where the animals or birds will get rid of its contents? Or fling it down a ravine? You can do that from a moving car, I’d guess. But to put it into a fridge, you’re taking the risk that someone will see you get out and open the fridge.”

      “Agreed. Unnecessary dawdling at the scene. I’d want to be out of there as fast as I could go if I were disposing of a body.  Which suggests to me that the arm was in the fridge before it was tipped.”

      “Perhaps the arm is traceable somehow.  Maybe not through the fingerprints, but there could be a tattoo.  If the killer gets rid of the arm, we end up with an unidentified body and no connection to the killer.”

      “He most likely was hoping the fridge would just be collected without anyone looking inside. And as for your hungry animals, maybe he didn’t think of that. Unless you’re a country dweller, you probably wouldn’t.”

      I glanced again at the area. It lay between the villages of Hathersage and Brough, on the eastern side of the B6049, a small road that many people used to drive up to the Howden and Derwent Reservoirs from Derbyshire’s nearby southern towns.  The road ran through the Peak District National Park, a great expanse of moors, forests, rocky cliff faces and streams, about fifteen miles north of where I’d been on holiday.  Though beautiful, it was at times a desolate place, perfect for dumping anything, from unwanted appliances to murder victims.

      I turned again to look at the fridge. “It must’ve given the attending constable a turn when he found that arm.”

      Mark Salt, another detective-sergeant on our murder team, walked slowly up to us, shaking bits of broken-off heather from his shoes.  He hadn’t suited up, as Graham and I had in order to enter the immediate crime scene, so he looked slightly out of place in his tan trousers, blue shirt, and blue and brown tie.

      Graham motioned to him as we shed our white moon suits, and handed them to a convenient constable while Mark consulted his notebook.

      “The two hikers are Lori Adams and Dan Yellin.  They started their trek in Castleton on Wednesday and are on their way to Hathersage, halting eventually at Eyam.”

      “Nice walk.” Graham dusted his hands on his trousers.

      “They’re out awfully early.” I glanced at my watch.  It was a bit after nine o’clock.  Nearly two hours since they’d found the fridge and called it in.

      Mark glanced at me, as if to underline my statement. He wasn’t an early riser, which always made me wonder why he’d become a detective. Regular hours weren’t part of the job description. Smoothing his wind-tossed hair into place, he continued. “They stayed overnight last night at a B-and-B in Brough. I’ve talked to the owners.  They’ve confirmed the couple’s stay and I saw the paid receipt for the room. They were there the one night only and they kept their reservation at the B-and-B in Castleton. I checked that out as well. Tomorrow they have a room booked in Eyam.”

      The two hikers were sitting several dozen yards from us, near the edge of the road.  Their rucksacks lay at their feet.  Both people appeared to be in their twenties. Dan was leafing through a small booklet while Lori was staring at us.  Probably wants to know when they’ll be allowed to leave, I thought. Not exactly what they thought would happen when they came upon the fridge.

      Graham asked Mark if he had any reason to suspect they weren’t what they appeared to be, or if they weren’t telling the truth.

      Mark flipped his notebook shut and stuck it into his back trousers pocket. “Not at all. They’re recently married. This is part of their honeymoon, in fact. They live in Chesterfield.  I have their home and work addresses.” His hand tapped his back pocket.

      A yell from a constable several yards away from the hikers broke through our conversation.  The PC was waving and pointing to a large clump of heather. Graham, Mark and I jogged over to the spot, coming to a halt a few feet from where the constable pointed.  We didn’t need his help to locate the area.  The stench pinpointed it.

      A large, black plastic bin liner, seemingly identical to the one holding the arm, was just visible behind the heather. Large holes pockmarked the bag where animals and birds had ripped it to get at the decaying flesh inside. As the constable stepped to one side, Graham yelled for the bag to be photographed in situ. Another constable came over to take measurements.

      “Lovely aroma. What do you think that holds?” Mark asked, his breath on the back of my neck.

      “I give you one guess.” Graham’s voice took on the edge that came when he was struggling to keep his emotions in check.

      I glanced at him. The muscle of his jaw was tightening, denoting agitation or anger. One of the CSI officers came over and opened the bag. He drew his head back, as though having been subjected to something repulsive other than the stink, and stepped backward.

      Graham asked what was in the bag.

      “I should hope it’s connected, Sir,” the officer said. “I’d hate to think we had more than one victim.  It’s another arm.”

      Mark exhaled loudly. I felt the blood drain from my face.

      Graham swore, then asked the officer if he thought it was the mate to the first arm.

      The officer pulled the mouth of the bag open wider so the photographer could take several pictures. “The skin color seems to be the same—darker than a Caucasian, if I had to say—and it’s a right arm.” He batted at some flies trying to settle on the contents of the bag.

      Graham nodded, then called to a knot of constables near the road. They immediately joined other PCs already working several yards deep along the road. We watched the photographer maneuver to get a better angle, and the CSI officer complete his task, then Graham went over to the hikers. He talked to them for a minute, then told them they were free to leave. They shrugged into their rucksacks and took off toward Hathersage at a brisk clip.  Probably in search of good air.

      Graham was about to join Mark and me when two constables simultaneously called that they’d found bundles in depressions by the road. We ran over to the officers, keeping to the tarmac, and remained there while they in turn opened their finds. The plastic bag held a leg. The muddle of bed sheets held a male torso.

      All total, six bundles eventually were found.  It should’ve been comforting to know we had the entire body, but I couldn’t convince myself of it as I watched a young constable being sick in the heather.
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      It was the head that gave us our break.  It took the lads just over thirty minutes to find it, the plastic bag thrown into a large depression behind a boulder higher up the hill.  Which suggested that the killer had wanted to hinder our identification of the victim.  But now that we had a face we might get a lead on who’d been killed.

      He appeared to be of Pakistani or Indian descent, with golden brown skin, a full head of black hair, and a slight moustache.  Black eyes stared out at me from thick, dark lashes.  His cheeks, pockmarked and speaking of acne perhaps as a teenager, were the only visible scars on him.  I could see no tattoo.  He had been decapitated low on his neck, cleanly, like cutting through a chicken.

      Graham asked for several photos of the head, especially of the face.  “We’ll have to get the photograph computer-enhanced, of course.   But the likeness will be close enough to anyone who’s gone missing, I should think.  Terrible thing to have happened.”

      The clicking of the camera shutter sounded an odd descant to the screech of the crows overhead.

      The flesh had decomposed appreciably, eliminating the sharpness of the features and details of the skin, but if we showed the enhanced photo around the area we might get a name for the victim.

      As we walked back to the vicinity of the fridge, Graham said we could catch a big break if we could trace the appliance to the owner.  “Perhaps the owner got rid of the body.  If we can find a serial number and if the manufacturer has records…”  He paused to nod to the Home Office pathologist and biologist, who were getting out of a car.  “It’s probably a dead end trail, but I’d feel better if we at least try.  Put some people on that, will you, Taylor?”

      I said I’d see to it and turned to a constable who was nearby. “Ring up the fridge manufacturer.  See if they have a record stating what store the thing went to.  That’ll help us immensely.”

      “I’ll get right on it.”  The constable suited up, took a deep breath, ducked under the police tape confining the area, and sidled up to the fridge.  He seemed reluctant to come so close to it and the black bag, taking large steps and gingerly pulling out his notebook.  But as his face began turning blue, he practically ran up to the great white hulk.  When he had written down the appliance’s make and model numbers, he dove back under the tape, shed his paper suit and hurried to his police car.  The vehicle quickly became a dot on the horizon as he zoomed back to headquarters.

      Before the dust had settled and the car exhaust had evaporated, I corralled two more constables who had slight greenish tinges to their faces and asked them to join in the appliance probe.  While not exactly grinning, they exuded a not too disguised suggestion of happiness as they solemnly said they’d help in whatever manner they could.  I thanked them for their dedication to the job and left them to their high fives.

      The pathologist and biologist were already at the refrigerator, probing the soil and collecting specimens of the plants that populated the land.  It’d be hours before they finished their preliminary labor here and continue their work in their labs.  Graham would attend the postmortem and I’d return to Buxton to begin the inquiry.

      But the PM was in the future.  Once the site was clear, Graham would call out the Force helicopter to photograph not only the immediate area holding the fridge and the plastic bags but also the whole heath and the road.  Search teams would be deployed and the entire locale thoroughly searched—hacking heather and other flora down to the ground, bagging any and all litter, peering into rocky crevices. Detailed, scaled drawings would be drawn of the moor before anything would be moved.  As he was fond of telling me, once a scene was destroyed, you couldn’t get it back.

      He was also fond of the pathologist as an expert and as a friend.  They seemed an odd pair to me: Graham, tall and thin and usually serious; the pathologist, short and pudgy and always ready with a joke.  Especially if directed against Graham.  They stood together, the morning sunlight creating odd shadows on the heathery ground, illuminating the red tints in Graham’s hair and the near-white streaks in the other man’s.  Two professionals, physically poles apart, yet as one mind when they were working.

      As I came up to Graham, the pathologist was saying, “Of course it’s early days yet.  You know that.  But I’d say that the person who dismembered the victim knew what he was doing.”

      Graham raised his right eyebrow.  “Oh, yes?  In what way?”

      “He knew anatomy.  He knew where to cut through the body.  He used, by the way, a sharp instrument.  The flesh is clean-cut.”

      “I assume it’s the same with each of these cuts.”  They sauntered toward the second bag.

      Mark came up to me, shaking his head slowly, and watched the two men peer into the bag. “There’s got to be something wrong with people like us, Bren, people who get excited about maggots and blood splatter, who delight in finding murder weapons.”

      “You’re wrong, Mark.  We delight in finding the murderer.”

      “Right now I’d delight in standing upwind of all this.”

      We walked to the car and drove back to Buxton in silence.
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      Later that afternoon, Graham returned from the postmortem on the victim.  We were working at police divisional headquarters in Buxton, each of us intent on individual jobs of work. Though we still had no name for the victim, Graham was confident that’d come when we showed the computer-enhanced photo during a TV news report.  The medical findings were unusually grim. I leaned forward in my metal chair and took notes as Graham spoke.

      “Those of you who saw any of the body parts know that the body was dismembered with a very sharp instrument.”  He paused, looking at the group, perhaps waiting for the implication to sink in, perhaps giving us bits of the horror a little at a time.

      The room went quiet and I glanced up from my pad of paper.  Officers ignored their mugs of coffee or tea, put down their pens, or interrupted their reading of the case notes that’d already been worked up.  They seemed to be waiting for guidance or more facts.

      When no one spoke or turned green, Graham continued.  “Dr. Nielsen believes this was accomplished with an ax, butcher knife or saw.”

      Mark Salt raised his hand. “Pardon me, Sir, but why are we ruling out a power tool?  It’d be faster, certainly, and less work.”

      “I agree, but Dr. Nielsen doesn’t find evidence of that.  The cuts are clean, which could point to a power saw, but there are a few uneven cuts.  One cut had gouges along its side; another surface was slightly uneven, as though the killer had difficulty cutting.  One cut was deep enough to show the meandering path of the tool and, therefore, the approximate width of the blade.  It seems to be small enough to suggest it is one of those sharp hand tools.”

      “Which also suggests the killer was afraid of alerting his neighbors if he used a power saw or he was some place where there was no electricity.”

      “Or,” Margo added, “he didn’t own a power tool.”

      “Wouldn’t he have bought one if he was going to dismember the body?”

      “Might not do.  Maybe he was afraid we’d trace the sale.”

      “It also suggests he had a lot of time, doesn’t it?” I added. “As you said, Mark, it’s faster with a power tool.  Maybe he wasn’t concerned about time.  Maybe he lives alone, in an isolated cottage or on a farm.”  I took a deep breath.  The Derbyshire Dales held hundreds of secluded farms.  It’d be a nightmare to search each one for signs of the murder scene.

      Graham nodded, apparently agreeing. “Besides the time needed to do this by hand, it also suggests, at least to me, that the killer had a great deal of patience and some considerable body strength.  He’s cutting through organs, bone and sinew.  That’s not easy with a knife, for example.”

      “Probably impossible,” Mark concluded.  “Ax would be better.  But do the impressions suggest that?”

      I shook my head and Graham continued.

      “A lot of the blood and body fluids had drained from the body, but even with that loss it’s calculated that the man weighed about thirteen stone.  His height is approximately five foot eight inches.  He had no scars, except for pockmarks on his cheeks.  There are no tattoos or old injuries.  His teeth were excellent.  Doesn’t give us much help, does it?”

      “Is cause of death determined, Sir?”

      “Yes.  The victim was hit on the left side of the head with a round, blunt object.”

      “Like an iron pipe or log?”

      “Could be, Salt.” Graham’s gaze was focused on the report.  “But let’s not get tunnel vision looking for a piece of plumbing.”

      “Do you think this significant, Sir?  Like a right handed person attacking him from the front?”

      “Not very.  It could be a left-handed person striking him from the rear.  Anyway, the skull was fractured close to the site of impact.  There’s also skin crushing and laceration at that site, as well as bleeding at the bone.  Fragments of skull bone are embedded in the fleshy, underlying brain tissue, with major bleeding into the tissue.  This is how he died.”

      Margo made a face, as though envisioning it, and I buried my nose in my notebook.

      Tossing the PM report onto the table, Graham said, “Right.  Any questions?”  He barely paused before assigning tasks to everyone on the team.

      Mark was to make inquiries in nearby villages to see if anyone was redoing his kitchen; PC Byrd was to go a bit farther afield to see if someone had bought a new refrigerator through an appliance store and, if so, this could explain the chucking of this old fridge; Margo was to consult building contractors to see if one of them was refitting a home kitchen.  “In case the manufacturer lead goes nowhere,” Graham explained.  Which exemplified the third of his three personal rules: leave nothing to chance.  He gave the job of inquiring at electrical appliance repairers to another constable.  “We may get a name and address if the fridge was repaired, for whatever reason.”  He leaned against the edge of the desk in the briefing room, looking resolute and angry.

      I’d seen him like this whenever we had a case involving a child or a woman as victim, anyone completely helpless.  I’d also seen it in other police officers when the revulsion is intense.  This time Graham’s loathing came from the desecration of the body.

      “It’s a fairly ancient fridge,” Graham continued, consulting his notes.  “Someone might’ve got it at a jumble sale or through an advert in the newspaper, thinking to save some money.  Or had it for years, and is just now greening up his home environment with a brand new fluoride-free, planet-friendly model.”

      “So he gives this antique the toss and still junks up the planet.  Lovely.”

      “Just a suggestion, Salt.  I’m not saying that actually happened.  But this might break the case for us.  Probably a fool’s errand, no insult intended, but we have to start somewhere.”

      I had just asked Graham what he wanted me to work on when a constable bringing in a missing persons report interrupted us.  As I took it I glanced again at the computer generated face of our victim.  It wasn’t a definite match, but it looked similar enough for me to read the description on the filed report.  “Aakesh Mahmood, forty years old, five foot nine inches…”  I held up the report so Graham could see the photo.  “Height, weight, skin and hair color all match.  Resident of Sutton Morley.”  I looked at Graham.  “That village is a few miles from here.  What do you think, Sir?”

      He took the paper, holding it alongside the computer-generated photo of the victim.  His eyes darted back and forth between the two pages, comparing the details.  Handing it back to me, he said, “I hate to be the bearer of bad tidings, but perhaps we do have Mr. Mahmood.  Do you want to ring up the contact person to explain the situation we have?  I know it’s not pleasant.”

      I told him I didn’t mind and grabbed the phone at a nearby desk.  It was true. I didn’t mind.  If our victim was Aakesh, it would cause intense grief to his family, but relief in knowing what had happened to him would soften the sorrow.

      A female voice answered the phone on the second ring.  I said, “This is Detective-Sergeant Brenna Taylor, Derbyshire Constabulary.  I’m in receipt of your missing person report on Aakesh Mahmood.  To whom am I speaking?”

      “Deeksha Mahmood, his wife.”  The Asian-accented voice paused slightly, as though afraid to form a question, then crept on.  “Aakesh. Have you found him?  You have information on him, please?  You said you are a police officer.  Is this bad?”

      I could imagine the black eyes wide with anxiety, both her hands perhaps grasping the phone receiver, or one hand twining the phone cord around her finger.  Or perhaps pacing the room, if she were using a mobile phone, staring at his photograph on the fireplace mantle.  I explained we might have found him but wanted to come around to discuss it with her.  “I must warn you, Mrs. Mahmood, that it might not be the conclusion you wish for.”

      There was a quick intake of breath, a brief silence, then a slow acknowledgment.

      I got the address, told her I’d be there within the hour, then rang off.  As I grabbed my shoulder bag and car key, I wondered if Deeksha would be glad or desolate if our body turned out to be her husband.
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      The Mahmoods’ house was the center dwelling in a row of stone houses that paralleled the main road running through Sutton Morley, a small village just west of Hathersage, in the Derbyshire Dale district.  Nothing distinguished the house from its neighbors: no flowering hanging basket by the door, no satellite dish among the forest of roof antennas, no blaze of color breaking the sameness of gray.  Only the number on the door marked the house as a unique residence.

      Next door to the Mahmoods’ residence a woman of approximately sixty was watering the flowers in her window box.  The woman looked up and smiled as I approached.  When I identified myself and asked if she and the Mahmoods were friendly, she nodded and glanced at their front door.

      “Have you come about Aakesh, then?” Her forehead furrowed, revealing her anxiety.  “I do hope you’ve found him.  Such a nice man.  His wife is that upset.”

      I explained that we probably had located him and asked if she would mind coming with me while I talked to Deeksha.

      The woman’s hand flew to her mouth.  “Oh, dear!  Must be bad news.”

      I merely repeated my request.

      Setting the watering can on the doorstep, she said, “Of course I’ll help in any way, Miss.  If you think I can actually do anything…”  She wiped her hands on her gardening apron, took it off, and hung it from her front door doorknob before following me to the Mahmoods’.

      Deeksha Mahmood, the missing man’s wife, seemed surprised to see her neighbor but bid the woman good day.  Deeksha seated the neighbor near the fireplace, then ushered me to a chair by the front window before introducing me to her sister-in-law, Kali Raju.  Both women sat on the sofa, facing me, their black eyes staring at me, their lips pressed together.  Under other circumstances or in other places—an interrogation at the police station, for example—they would’ve looked like uncooperative suspects.  But I assumed they were under terrible stress and were waiting for my help.  I was afraid I was about to disappoint them.

      “Thank you for seeing me, Mrs. Mahmood,” I began, finding comfort in the familiarity of routine.  I held out my warrant card to the women, who barely glanced at it. “I’m Detective-Sergeant Brenna Taylor from the Derbyshire Constabulary.”

      “You’ve information about Aakesh?” Deeksha’s question was more of a nudge than a query.  It also came quickly, my introduction barely finished before she’d spoken.

      I nodded, uncertain how to begin.  It was never easy breaking the news of murder.

      “It must be not so good, perhaps, since you have employed the help of our neighbor.  Though I am happy to see you, as I always am,” she added, inclining her head to the woman.

      The neighbor smiled weakly, opened her mouth as if to say something soothing, then glanced at me before merely nodding.

      I thanked the woman for coming, then told her she could go back home.  I hadn’t known Deeksha had Kali to comfort her. The neighbor wasn’t needed.

      She rose hesitantly, glancing from the two anxious women to me, as though making sure I wasn’t about to change my mind.  Then, glancing toward the door I presumed opened onto the kitchen, she asked, “Would you like a cuppa, dear?  I can easily fetch you one.”

      Deeksha shook her head.  “Thank you, no.  I am fine.”

      “If you’re certain…”

      I said, “Thank you again.  I’ll look after Mrs. Mahmood.”

      Looking as though she were being robbed of the Story of the Century, the woman murmured that she was available any time to help should the need arise, and slowly crossed the room, closing the door gently behind her.

      Kali grabbed Deeksha’s hand and sat motionless, her eyes on me.

      The two women were dressed similarly, in Pakistani or Indian saris, the gold and silver threads in the cloth catching the lamplight.  Deeksha raised her arm, and a half dozen gold bangle bracelets slid down to her elbow.  A wind chime of small bells sang under the breath of breeze slipping through the open window.  The clinking of the metal was startling in the quiet, like a jail cell door slamming closed, yet it blended with the room’s Asian décor.

      I took the computer-enhanced photo from my shoulder bag, glanced at it and handed it to Deeksha, asking if this looked anything like Aakesh.  I waited, nearly holding my breath, for her assertion or denial.  As terrible as it’d be if the victim were Deeksha’s husband, I prayed it’d prove to be true.  We could then proceed with the case.

      Staring at the photo as though mesmerized, Deeksha nodded. “Yes, this is Aakesh.  This is my husband.”

      “Are you certain, Mrs. Mahmood?  The body”  I stopped, not wanting to tell her how we’d found him, and rephrased the statement.  “Perhaps this isn’t a good likeness of the man we discovered.  It’s not a real photograph.”

      “Nor do I need one.  It is he.  How did he die?”

      “We’ll know precisely after the post-mortem, but we think he was struck on the head.”

      “He hit something, then?  He fell?  It is an accident?”

      “No.  I’m afraid not.”  I hesitated, unsure of how much detail she could bear right now.

      “He was killed, then. That is the only thing left.” Her voice was remarkably steady, with no sign of emotion.  Although she spoke to me, her eyes remained on the piece of paper. She sat rigidly upright, neither moving when Kali leaned over to see the image nor sagging in grief. Kali, however, shrieked, bent her head, and began crying.

      I apologized for bringing them bad news.

      Deeksha shook her head, staring at her husband’s likeness. “It is all right.  You are merely doing your job.”

      Kali’s sobs became louder.

      Ignoring her sister-in-law, Deeksha looked at me. “So he is dead. When did you find Aakesh?”

      “Just this morning. I’m sorry I just got your missing person report this afternoon.”

      “I reported him missing only to the police.”

      “I’m glad we had it. I could see the resemblance between the photo you offered and the computer-enhanced one, but I wasn’t certain if we had…” I broke off, unsure of how much information to divulge.

      “And where is the location? Not where he is now, when you found him?”

      “On a moor west of Hathersage.”

      “Not far from here, then.”  She angled her head, as though considering the distance or why he would be there. “And how was he found?” I must have hesitated too long, for she said, “I need to know, Miss Taylor. If not from you, from some other officer.  Please do not worry.  I am strong.”

      She seemed it. Her gaze was steady, examining my eyes for the details behind my placating words. Her hands lay on her lap, clasped as though it were the only thing that she needed to hold.  She neither comforted nor acknowledged Kali, but sat there as though she were an immovable boulder in a stream rushing around her.

      I told her of the hikers and the refrigerator, of the plastic bags and the desolate area. When I’d finished, I waited for her to cry, but she remained unflinching, taking in the details. Perhaps she’d cry in private. “Would you like some tea?” I asked, half rising in my chair.  “Or coffee?”

      Seeming not to hear my question, Deeksha remained looking at me. “When may I have my husband’s body?”

      “I’ll let you know, Mrs. Mahmood.  It’ll be a while yet, I’m afraid.”

      “Yes.  Of course.  You have work to do.”

      I accepted the computerized photo from her. “Did your husband have any enemies?  Do you know of anyone who would’ve done this?”

      “Your question implies that is the reason his body has been dismembered.  If it had been a simple act of anger, Aakesh might be dead, but to be left this way suggests it is a greater anger than results from letting our dog howl. The act speaks of a terrible enemy and the old remedy of revenge by murder.”

      “Do you know of anyone, Mrs. Mahmood?”

      “No.  We keep to ourselves.  No one knows us well enough to hate us or become our enemy or wish us evil.”

      “And you’ve lived here…”

      “Nearly ten years. The village is quiet and people keep their noses from others. That is why we have stayed.”

      “You’ve had no problems, then.”

      “I know what you are trying to say. Aakesh, I and Kali,” she said, finally nodding at her sister-in-law, “are Pakistanis. That brings resentment automatically in the way of the culture difference, filling job positions, practicing an unfamiliar faith and observing different holidays.  It would be the same were we Chinese or Maori. The skin color matters only that it is not white. But no, there are no enemies of which I know. Aakesh would have told me. We would have stood up to them together.”

      Turning to Kali, I said, “Do you know of anyone, Miss Raju? Perhaps your brother”

      “He was loved by all!” The statement came so swiftly, so forcibly, that I blinked. Kali wiped the tears from her cheeks and glared at me. Her eyes seemed darker, moistened as they were by her crying. “He had no enemy. You are imagining things.”

      “I assure you, Miss Raju, I don’t wish your brother or anyone an enemy.  I’m just trying to get a lead on who might have done this.”

      “You will find nothing if you persist along this line.  It is ridiculous.”

      Deeksha sat back slightly. “With my whole heart I do not believe it is a hate crime, as you term it.  Perhaps you have another question you wish to ask me?”

      I asked if someone had recently moved into the village who might not like them. No, she and Aakesh had been the latest arrivals and the villagers had seemed interested in their shop, becoming good customers. I asked if they had had problems with disgruntled patrons or suppliers. No, they were blessed with repeat customers and the business was steadily growing. I asked if there had been any trouble with workmen or planning issues. No, they had breezed through the regulations and setting up shop. “And what is the type of shop you own?”

      “We sell Pakistani, Indian and other Asian items. Copper plates and pitchers, temple bells, woodcarvings, books on religion and the culture of Asia, incense, jewelry, slippers, saris. What many people consider typical Oriental goods.  The saris are in much demand by teenaged girls. They like to wear saris as scarves and shawls.  I was surprised when I first saw this in Buxton, but am now accustomed to the sight.  The girls look quite nice in them.”

      “Did you move to this village from Buxton, then?”

      “Yes.  It was the town to which Aakesh, Kali and I immigrated.  It is nice enough, but we like it better here, in Sutton Morley.”

      “I can understand you living here, Mrs. Mahmood. It’s quieter than Buxton. But I would’ve thought your shop would have done better in Buxton.  Or Chesterfield, even. A large town would attract more walk-in customers besides offering you the tourist trade.”

      “A larger portion of our business is done through phone orders and the internet, Miss Taylor.  That does not necessitate where we locate our shop.  We have a good client following from Liverpool, the product of large advertising and loyal word-of-mouth customers. It is enough for us.  We do not require great wealth to make us happy.”

      “That’s commendable. But returning to who might be responsible for your husband’s death, have you no former shop employees who want revenge for a wage dispute or a slight, real or imagined?”

      “No one.  Kali helped with the store when we first opened, but now there is just Aakesh and me.”

      I addressed Kali, who was sagging against the sofa cushions, dabbing at her eyes.  “When was this?  Did you work for your brother for a long time?”

      She shrugged, avoiding my eyes. “Not long. I worked for half a year, perhaps eight months. Fifteen years ago this was. When we first came to Buxton.  Just to help him get started and arrange the store.  Then he set up his website and began the phone orders side of his business and that could be taken care of easily.  He didn’t need me.”

      I finished jotting the information in my notebook, then asked if they had any personal problems.

      “What has that got to do with my brother’s death?” Kali exploded.  “You’re supposed to be looking for a killer, not discovering if he and Deeksha fought over who takes out the rubbish.”

      “I’m not asking about that. I want to know about personal problems such as neighbors complaining about a noisy party, or you don’t keep your rubbish contained.”

      “Or that barking dog,” Deeksha added.

      “Many fights have escalated from that, yes,” I said.

      “The last straw. I see. Again I must disappoint you, Miss Taylor, in your quest for my husband’s killer. We are left alone. It is quite agreeable, actually. I am not saying we are shunned.  We are not the objects of bitterness.  We have been in the country for twenty years, since we were twenty years old.  Now we are in our forties and there are times when we miss Karachi. That is where we lived in Pakistan. But we do not miss it enough to return there.  No one has ever slighted us here, nor said anything demeaning even though we are Muslims in a Christian land.”

      “So, you were never boycotted, shall we say, in Buxton or this village, perhaps by religious groups who view you as problems due to your faith?”

      “Nothing has happened. People talk to us. We have been in neighbors’ homes for tea and parties, our neighbor whom you bring here today, in particular.  When we had just moved in to this house, one villager came to invite our son to be on the local cricket team. Unfortunately, we have no son.”

      “Not to belabor the point, Mrs. Mahmood, but you seem to know of no reason why your husband should be killed and left in that manner.”

      “I would tell you if I knew, Miss Taylor, but I do not.  It is a mystery to me.”

      “Tell me about the day you missed him.”

      As though feeling she were out of the spotlight, Deeksha finally let herself relax. She crossed her leg and angled herself into the corner of the sofa, rearranging the edge of her sari over her thigh. “It is this past Tuesday night.  He goes out and does not come back.  I report him missing the next day.”

      “Do you know where your husband went? Did you try ringing up the store or person he went to see?”

      “It would have been of no use, Miss Taylor. I did not know where he had gone.”
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      “I had an idea where he was,” Deeksha said after several months. “It is nothing like him seeing a mistress.  I supposed, though I did not know, that Aakesh was seeing Kali, or his friend Shaw Vandeventer.  Shaw and his wife are proprietors of the bed-and-breakfast in the village.”

      “You don’t usually ask your husband where he’s going when he leaves your home?”

      “No.  He is the head of the household.  He had something to do, that is all I needed to know.  You look shocked, Miss Taylor.”

      I confessed that her attitude didn’t seem quite contemporary to many British women.

      “Aakesh and I are equals in many things, Miss Taylor. In many things, though, I am superior to him. Me, personally, and my gender. Many things that a woman does excel a man’s undertaking. Some things I do without consulting him, some things he does without consulting me, some things we share. Where he was going was not my concern.  It was his time off work and he had completed his household duties.  I presumed he was visiting his friend or sister, as I stated.”

      “You don’t like to know where he is in case you have an emergency?”

      “He is available for that.  He has a mobile phone.”

      I nodded slowly. Wherever that mobile was, it hadn’t been with him in one of the plastic bags.

      Kali said, “He didn’t see me Tuesday night. I didn’t know he had gone missing until you rang me up, Deeksha.”

      “He must go to your home often, then, if Deeksha thought he was visiting you.”

      Kali shrugged. “He visits me several times a month, but it is nothing regular.  Not like every Tuesday or the first and third Thursdays.”

      “Do you have an idea where your brother could have gone Tuesday?”

      “None. I don’t know his habits. Not since he married.” She exhaled heavily as she grabbed another facial tissue and rearranged herself against the sofa cushions.

      I asked Deeksha why Aakesh might’ve gone to see Shaw Vandeventer.

      “To play chess.” Her face still wasn’t registering emotion. “Sometimes he and Shaw play for hours. Aakesh says it is a superior game of the mind.” She glanced at the front window as a bird thudded against it.

      I stood up, looking to see if the bird had injured itself and was lying on the pavement outside the house.

      Deeksha, too, had risen, but she was now at the window, her right hand on the glass, peering outside. Satisfying herself that the bird had flown off, she turned to me.  I must’ve looked worried, for she said, “Do not be alarmed, Miss Taylor.  That happens frequently in the late afternoon and early evening.  It must be a trick of the light at this hour.  The bird must not be able to see the glass.”

      I said that I’d seen the same thing happen at my house.

      “It was a collared dove.” She said it without acknowledging my experience.  “I saw him just before he hit.  But he has not harmed himself.  He is not on the pavement or in the street.”

      “There’s that to be thankful for, then,” I said as we sat down. “Returning to Aakesh and Tuesday night…”

      “And the chess game? I am not certain that is where he went, but I assumed so. He plays perhaps once a month with Shaw, but on no set day.  Aakesh is well liked, Miss Taylor. He has many friends whom he visits.  Besides Kali and Shaw, he sees former neighbors of ours in Buxton and some people in Chesterfield.  He is gone varying amounts of time. It is really impossible for me to help you on this.”

      It was useless to ask more questions at the present.  Either Deeksha was in shock and she would be able to recall something later, or she was not telling me something on purpose.  I thanked the women and got up, but paused as Deeksha walked ahead of me to open the door.

      As I stepped outside, I asked both women if either of them had updated their kitchens recently.

      Kali blinked rapidly, then stiffened and said, “Do you wish to see for yourself?  It’s as it was when I moved to my house.”

      I told her that wouldn’t be necessary at the moment.

      Deeksha took several steps toward the back of the house and asked me to follow her, or as she phrased it, “You should see what I might merely say.  Since you ask, it must be important.”

      The kitchen had been updated, but not since the 1970s or ‘80s.  It was done in shades of green, yellow and white, with a floral print curtain of these colors.  Sunny yellow chairs and table occupied the center of the room, while apple green canisters and a green braided throw rug punctured the whiteness of the room. A white, small four-burner cooker and a larger refrigerator had seen substantial use but were clean.  Both were obvious older models.

      At the front door I paused, glancing from Kali and then to Deeksha. She looked at me, perhaps expecting something important.  I said, rather hesitantly, “We will need a formal identification of the body.”

      “Yes, of course.  Now?”

      “Not this very minute, Mrs. Mahmood.  Later today.  Or tomorrow.”

      “But soon, so you may proceed with your investigation.”

      And H.M. coroner could open a hearing, I would’ve said, but didn’t.

      “I will do it,” Kali said, taking a deep breath and standing upright.

      “You need not,” Deeksha said.

      “I want to.  I am his sister.  I can do it.”

      “Very well.”  Deeksha nodded.  “This is acceptable?” she asked me.

      “Yes.  Would later today suit you?”

      “Or tomorrow morning.  But I shall be there, either time.”

      I told her where she would have to go, then asked, “You’ll be all right?  Both of you?”

      Deeksha said, “Oh yes. I have
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