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Though our brother is upon the rack, as long as we ourselves are at our ease, our senses will never inform us of what he suffers. They never did, and never can, carry us beyond our own person, and it is by the imagination only that we can form any conception of what are his sensations.

ADAM SMITH, THE THEORY OF MORAL SENTIMENTS

A friend loveth at all times, and a brother is born for adversity.

PROVERBS 17:17
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CHAPTER ONE





Was she being followed? It was hard to tell at that time of night on the motorway. There was plenty of traffic, lorries for the most part, and people driving home from the pub just a little too carefully, red BMWs coasting up the fast lane, doing a hundred or more, businessmen in a hurry to get home from late meetings. She was beyond Newport Pagnell now, and the muggy night air blurred the red taillights of the cars ahead and the oncoming headlights across the road. She began to feel nervous as she checked her rearview mirror and saw that the car was still behind her.


She pulled over to the outside lane and slowed down. The car, a dark Mondeo, overtook her. It was too dark to glimpse faces, but she thought there was just one person in the front and another in the back. It didnt have a taxi light on top, so she guessed it was probably a chauffeured car and stopped worrying.


Some rich git being ferried to a nightclub in Leeds, most likely.


She overtook the Mondeo a little farther up the motorway and didnt give it a second glance. The late-night radio was playing Old Blue Eyes singing Summer Wind. Her kind of music, no matter how old-fashioned people told her it was. Talent and good music never went out of style as far as she was concerned.


When she got to Watford Gap services, she realized she felt tired and hungry, and she still had a long way to go, so she decided to stop for a short break. She didnt even notice the Mondeo pull in two cars behind her. A few seedy-looking people hung around the entrance; a couple of kids who didnt look old enough to drive stood smoking and playing the machines, giving her the eye as she walked past, staring at her breasts.


She went first to the ladies, then to the caf, where she bought a ham-and-tomato sandwich and sat alone to eat, washing it down with a Diet Coke. At the table opposite, a man with a long face and dandruff on the collar of his dark suit jacket gave her the eye over the top of his glasses, pretending to read his newspaper and eat a sausage roll.


Was he just a garden-variety pervert, or was there something more sinister in his interest? she wondered. In the end, she decided he was just a perv. Sometimes it seemed as if the world was full of them, that she could hardly walk down the street or go for a drink on her own without some sad pillock who thought he was Gods gift eyeing her up, like the kids hanging around the entrance, or coming over and laying a line of chat on her. Still, she told herself, what else could you expect at this time of the night in a motorway service station? A couple of other men came in and went to the counter for coffee-to-go, but they didnt give her a second glance.


She finished half the sandwich, dumped the rest and got her travel mug filled with coffee. When she walked back to her car she made sure that there were people arounda family with two young kids up way past their bedtime, noisy and hyperactiveand that no one was following her.


The tank was only a quarter full, so she filled it up at the petrol station, using her credit card right there, at the pump. The perv from the caf pulled up at the pump opposite and stared at her as he put the nozzle in the tank. She ignored him. She could see the night manager in his office, watching through the window, and that made her feel more secure.


Tank full, she turned down the slip road and eased in between two juggernauts. It was hot in the car, so she opened both windows and enjoyed the play of breeze they created. It helped keep her awake, along with the hot black coffee. The clock on the dashboard read 12.35 A.M. Only about two or three hours to go, then she would be safe.




Penny Cartwright was singing Richard Thompsons Strange Affair when Banks walked into the Dog and Gun, her low, husky voice milking the songs stark melancholy for all it was worth. Banks stood by the door, transfixed. Penny Cartwright. He hadnt seen her in over ten years, though he had thought of her often, even seen her name in Mojo and Uncut from time to time. The years had been kind. Her figure still looked good in blue jeans and a tight white T-shirt tucked in at the waist. The long ravens-wing hair he remembered looked just as glossy as ever in the stage lights, and the few threads of gray here and there made her look even more attractive. She seemed a little more gaunt than before, a little more sad around the eyes, perhaps, but it suited her, and Banks liked the contrast between her pale skin and dark hair.


When the song ended, Banks took advantage of the applause to walk over to the bar, order a pint and light a cigarette. He wasnt happy with himself for having started smoking again after six months or more on the wagon, but there it was. He tried to avoid smoking in the flat, and he would stop again as soon as hed got himself back together. For the moment, it was a crutch, an old friend come back to visit during a time of need.


There wasnt a seat left in the entire lounge. Banks could feel the sweat prickling on his temples and at the back of his neck. He leaned against the bar and let Pennys voice transport him as she launched into Blackwater Side. She had two accompanists, one on guitar and the other on stand-up bass, and they wove a dense tapestry of sound against which her lyric lines soared.


The next round of applause marked the end of the set, and Penny walked through the crowd, which parted like the Red Sea for her, smiling and nodding hello as she went, and stood next to Banks at the bar. She lit a cigarette, inhaled, made a circle of her mouth and blew out a smoke ring toward the optics.


That was an excellent set, Banks said.


Thanks. She didnt turn to face him. Gin and tonic, please, Kath, she said to the barmaid. Make it a large one.


Banks could tell by her clipped tone that she thought he was just another fan, maybe even a weirdo, or a stalker, and shed move away as soon as she got her drink. You dont remember me, do you? he asked.


She sighed and turned to look at him, ready to deliver the final put-down. Then he saw recognition slowly dawn on her. She seemed flustered, embarrassed and unsure what to say. OhYes. Its Detective Chief Inspector Burke, isnt it? she managed finally. Or have you been promoted?


Afraid not, he said. And its Banks, but Alan will do. Its been a long time.


Yes. Penny got her gin and tonic and raised it to Banks, who clinked it gently with his pint glass. Slinte.


Slinte, said Banks. I didnt know you were back in Helmthorpe.


Well, nobody put on a major advertising campaign.


Banks looked around the dim lounge. I dont know. You seem to have a devoted following.


Word of mouth, mostly. Anyway, yes, Im back in the old cottage. What brought you here?


I heard the music as I was passing, Banks said. Recognized your voice. What have you been up to lately?


A hint of mischief came into her eyes. Now that would be a very long story indeed, and Im not sure it would be any of your business.


Maybe you could tell me over dinner some evening?


Penny faced him and frowned, her brows knit together, searching him with those sharp blue eyes, and before she spoke she gave a little shake of her head. I cant possibly do that, she whispered.


Why not? Its only a dinner invitation.


She was backing away from him as she spoke. I just cant, thats all. How can you even ask me?


Look, if youre worried about being seen with a married man, that ended a couple of years back. Im divorced now.


Penny looked at him as if hed missed the point by a hundred miles, shook her head and melted back into the crowd. Banks felt perplexed. He couldnt interpret the signals, decode the look of absolute horror hed seen on her face at the idea of dinner with him. He wasnt that repulsive. A simple dinner invitation. What the hell was wrong with her?


Banks gulped down the rest of his pint and headed for the door as Penny took the stage again, and he caught her eyes briefly across the crowded room. Her expression was one of puzzlement and confusion. She had clearly been unsettled by his request. Well, he thought, as he turned his back and left, red-faced, at least she didnt still look so horrified.


The night was dark, the sky moonless but filled with stars, and Helmthorpe High Street was deserted, streetlights smudgy in the haze. Banks heard Penny start up again back inside the Dog and Gun. Another Richard Thompson song: Never Again. The haunting melody and desolate lyrics drifted after him across the street, fading slowly as he walked up the cobbled snicket past the old bookshop, through the graveyard and on to the footpath that would take him home, or to what passed for home these days.


The air smelled of manure and warm hay. To his right was a drystone wall beside the graveyard, and to his left a slope, terraced with lynchets, led down step by step to Gratly Beck, which he could hear roaring below him. The narrow path was unlit, but Banks knew every inch by heart. The worst that could happen was that he might step into a pile of sheep shit. Close by he could hear the high-pitched whining of winged insects.



As he walked, he continued to think about Penny Cartwrights strange reaction to his dinner invitation. She always had been an odd one, he remembered, always a bit sharp with her tongue and too ready with the sarcasm. But this had been differentnot sarcasm, not sharp, but shock, repulsion. Was it because of their age difference? He was in his early fifties, after all, and Penny was at least ten years younger. But even that didnt explain the intensity of her reaction. She could have just smiled and said she was washing her hair. Banks liked to think he would have got the message.


The path ended at a double-barreled stile about halfway up Gratly Hill. Banks slipped through sideways and walked past the new houses to the cluster of old cottages over the bridge. Since his own house was still at the mercy of the builders, he had been renting a flat in one of the holiday properties on the lane to the left.


The locals had been good to him, as it turned out, and hed got a fairly spacious one-bedroom flat, upper floor, with private entrance, for a very decent rent. The irony was, he realized, that it used to be the Steadman house, long ago converted into holiday flats, and it was during the Steadman case that he had first met Penny Cartwright.


Bankss living room window had a magnificent view over the dale, north past Helmthorpe, folded in the valley bottom, up to the rich green fields dotted with sheep, and the sere, pale grass of the higher pastures, then the bare limestone outcrop of Crow Scar and the wild moors beyond. But his bedroom window looked out to the west over a small disused Sandemanian graveyard and its tiny chapel. Some of the tombstones, so old that you could scarcely read the names anymore, leaned against the wall of the house.


The Sandemanian sect, Banks had read somewhere, had been founded in the eighteenth century, separating itself from the Scottish Presbyterian Church. Its members took Holy Communion, embraced communal property ownership, practiced vegetarianism and engaged in love feasts, which Banks thought made them sound rather like eighteenth-century hippies.


Banks was a little pissed, he realized as he fiddled with his key in the downstairs lock. The Dog and Gun hadnt been his first port of call that evening. Hed eaten dinner alone in the Hare and Hounds, then had a couple of pints in the Bridge. Still, what the hell, he was on holiday for another week, and he wasnt driving. Maybe hed even have a glass of wine or two. He was still off the whiskey, especially Laphroaig. Its distinctive taste was the only thing he could remember about the night his life nearly ended, and even at a distance the smell made him feel sick.


Could the drinking have been what put Penny off? he wondered. Had she thought he was drunk when he asked her to dinner? But Banks doubted it. He didnt slur his words or wobble when he walked. There was nothing in his manner that suggested hed had too much. No, it had to be something else.


He finally opened the door, walked up the stairs and unlocked the inside door, then switched on the hall light. The place felt hot and stuffy, so he went into the living room and opened the window. It didnt help much. After he had poured himself a healthy glass of Australian Shiraz, he walked over to the telephone. A red light was flashing, indicating messages on the answering service.


As it turned out, there was only one message, and a surprising one at that: his brother, Roy. Banks wasnt even aware that Roy knew his telephone number, and he was also certain that the card and flowers he had received from Roy in the hospital had come, in fact, from his mother.


Alanshityoure not there and I dont have your mobile number. If youve got one, that is. You never were much of a one for technology, I remember. Anyway, look, this is important. Believe it or not, youre about the only one who can help me now. Theres somethingI cant really talk about this to your answering service. It could be a matter of life and death. He laughed harshly. Maybe even mine. Anyway, Ill try again later, but can you ring me back as soon as possible? I really need to talk to you. Urgently. Please. Banks heard a buzzing noise in the background. Someones at the door. Ill have to go now. Please call. Ill give you my mobile number, too. Roy left his phone numbers, and that was that.


Puzzled, Banks listened to the message again. He was going to listen a third time, but he realized there was no point. He hated it when people in movies kept playing the same message over and over again and always seemed to get the tape in exactly the right spot every time. Instead, he replaced the receiver and took a sip of wine. Hed heard all he needed. Roy sounded worried, and more than a little scared. The call was timed by his answering service at 9:29 P.M. about an hour and a half ago, when Banks had been drinking in the Bridge.


Roys phone rang several times before an answering machine picked up: Roys voice in a curt, no-nonsense invitation to leave a message. Banks did so, said hed try again later, and hung up. He tried the mobile number next but got no response there, either. There was nothing else he could do right now. Maybe Roy would ring back later, as he had said he would.


Often, Banks would spend an hour or so perched on the window seat in his bedroom looking down on the graveyard, especially on moonlit nights. He didnt know what he was looking fora ghost, perhapsbut the utter stillness of the tombstones and the wind soughing through the long grass seemed to give him some sort of feeling of tranquillity. Not tonight: no moon, no breeze.


The baby downstairs started crying, the way it did every night around this time. Banks turned on the TV. There wasnt much to choose from: films, a chat show or news. He picked The Spy Who Came In from the Cold, which had started half an hour ago. That didnt matter; hed seen it many times before, and he knew the plot by heart. But he couldnt concentrate. As he watched Richard Burtons edgy, intense performance and tried to pick up the threads, he found his mind wandering back to Roys phone call, felt himself waiting for the phone to ring, willing it.


There was nothing he could do about it right now, but the sense of urgency and fear in Roys voice disturbed him. He would try again in the morning, in case Roy had simply gone out for the night, but if he couldnt get in touch then, he would head for London himself and find out just what the hell was going on.




Why did people have to be so bloody inconsiderate as to find bodies so early on a Saturday morning? wondered Detective Inspector Annie Cabbot. Especially when Banks was on holiday and she was on call. It wasnt only that she was losing her weekendand detective inspectors dont get paid overtimebut that those first crucial hours of an investigation were made all the more difficult by people being, for the large part, unavailable, making information harder to ferret out. And this was a particularly beautiful Saturday morning; offices would be empty, services reduced as everyone loaded a picnic basket in the car along with the kids and headed for the nearest stretch of grass or sand.


She pulled to a halt behind the blue Peugeot 106 on a quiet stretch of country road halfway between Eastvale and the Al. It had been just after half past seven when the station desk sergeant rang and woke her from an uneasy dream she immediately forgot, and after a quick shower and a cup of instant coffee, she was on the road.


The morning was still and hazy, with the drone of insects in the air. It was going to be just the kind of day for a picnic by the river, dragonflies and the scent of wild garlic, perhaps a bottle of Chablis cooling in the water, maybe her sketch pad and a few sticks of charcoal. After a few nibbles of Wensleydale cheesethe type with cranberries was her favoriteand a couple of glasses of wine, it would be time for a nap on the riverbank, maybe a pleasant dream. Enough of that, she thought, walking over to the car; life had other plans for her today.


Annie could see that the cars left wing had made contact with the drystone wall, so much so that the wing had buckled and scratched and the impact had brought down a section of the wall. There were no traces of skid marks, no tire tracks at all on the dry tarmac surface.


There was already activity around the Peugeot. The road had been closed to all non-police traffic, and the immediate area around the car had been taped off. That would cause a few problems when the tourists started to dribble in, Annie thought, but it couldnt be helped; the integrity of the scene had to be preserved. The photographer, Peter Darby, had finished photographing the body and the car and had busied himself videotaping the immediate area. Detective Sergeant Jim Hatchley and Detective Constable Winsome Jackman, who both lived closer to the scene, were already there when Annie arrived, Hatchley standing by the roadside and Winsome sitting half in and half out of the unmarked police car.


What have we got? Annie asked Hatchley, who, as usual, looked as if hed been dragged through a hedge backward. The little piece of tissue paper he had stuck to a shaving cut on his chin didnt help much.


A young woman dead behind the wheel of her car, said Hatchley.


I can see that for myself, snapped Annie, glancing toward the open drivers-side window.


Bit prickly this morning, arent we, maam, said Hatchley. Whats up? Get out of the wrong side of bed?


Annie ignored him. She was used to Hatchleys taunts, which had only grown more frequent since she had been made inspector and he remained a sergeant. Cause of death? she asked.


Dont know yet. Nothing apparent. No obvious marks, no bruising. And officially shes not even dead yet. Not until the doc says she is.


Annie refrained from pointing out that she knew that perfectly well. But youve examined her? she pressed on.


I had a quick look, thats all. Didnt touch anything. Winsome checked for a pulse and found none. Were still waiting for Doc Burns.


So she could have died of a heart attack for all we know?


I suppose so, said Hatchley. But like I said, shes very young. It smells a bit fishy to me.


Any idea who she is?


Theres no handbag, no driving license, nowt. At least not as you can see looking through the windows.


Maybe she was forced to pull over. That makes more sense than a young woman traveling alone stopping voluntarily for a stranger on a dark country road. You can see she hit the wall. Maybe someone was chasing her.


I checked the number plate on the computer, guv, said Winsome, walking over from her car. The cars registered to a Jennifer Clewes. Lives in London. Kennington. Twenty-seven years old.


We dont know for certain its her yet, Annie said, so find out all you can.


Right, guv. Winsome paused.


Yes?


Wasnt there another one?


Another what? asked Annie.


Another murder. Like this one. Young woman found dead on the side of a road. The M1, not the A1, but even so


Yes, said Annie. I remember reading about it in the papers. I cant remember the details. Look into it, will you?


Yes, guv. Winsome walked back to her car.


Annie looked at Hatchley again. Has Detective Superintendent Gristhorpe been informed?



Yes, maam. Says to keep him up-to-date.


That made sense, Annie thought. No point having the super come running down here if the woman had pulled over into the lay-by and died of a heart attack, asthma, brain aneurysm, or any of the other random failures of the flesh that cause sudden death in otherwise healthy young people. Who was first officer on the scene?


PC Farrier over there.


Hatchley pointed to a uniformed police constable leaning against a patrol car. Pete Farrier. Annie knew him; he worked out of Western Area Headquarters, the same as she did. Had done for years, according to all accounts, and was a reliable, sensible bobby. Annie walked over to him. What happened, Pete? she asked. Who called it in?


Couple over there, maam. Farrier pointed to a man and a woman some yards away from the scene. They were sitting on the grass by the side of the road, and the man had his arm around the woman, whose head was buried in his chest.


Annie thanked Farrier and walked back to her car, took her latex gloves from the murder kit in the boot and slipped them on. Then she walked over to the Peugeot. She needed to have a closer look at the scene, gather some first impressions before Dr. Burns arrived and started his examination. Already a number of flies had settled on the womans pale face. Annie shooed them away. They buzzed angrily around her head, waiting for the chance to get back.


The woman sat in the drivers seat, slumped slightly forward and listing to the left; her right hand grasped the steering wheel and her left held the gear stick. Her seat belt was fastened firmly in place, holding her up, and both the front windows were open. The key was still in the ignition, Annie noticed, and a travel mug sat in its holder.


The victim wasnt a big woman, but her breasts were quite large, and the seat belt ran between them, separating them and causing them to appear even more prominent. She looked to be mid-to-late twenties, which matched Jennifer Clewess age, and she was very attractive. Her skin was pale, and probably had been even before her death, her long hair was dark reddyed, Annie guessedand she was wearing a pale blue cotton blouse and black denim jeans. There were no apparent marks on what they could see of her body, as Hatchley had noted, and no sign of blood. Her eyes were open, a dull vacant green. Annie had seen that look before, felt that stillness.


Hatchley was right, though; there was something very fishy about the whole setup, fishy enough at least to warrant a thorough preliminary investigation before deciding upon the scale of the inquiry. As Annie examined the scene, she made notes of what she observed and thought for later use.


When Annie had finished, she walked over to the couple who had found the body. They were very young, she noticed as she got closer. The man was ashen and the woman he was holding still had her face buried in his shoulder, though she didnt appear to be heaving with sobs. The man looked up and Annie squatted beside them.


Im Detective Inspector Cabbot from Western Area Headquarters, she said. I understand you found the car?


The woman turned her face away from the protection of the mans shoulder and looked at Annie. She had been crying, that was clear enough, but now she just seemed shocked and hurt.


Can you tell me what happened? Annie asked the man.


We already told the policeman in the uniform. He was the first to get here.


I know, said Annie, and Im sorry to make you go through it again, but itll help if you tell me.


Theres nothing to tell, really, is there, love? he said to the woman, who shook her head.


First off, why dont you tell me your names?


This is Sam, Samantha, he said, and Im Adrian, Adrian Sinclair.


Okay, Adrian. Where do you live?



Sunderland. Annie thought shed noticed a hint of Geordie bur in his voice, though it was faint. Were on holiday. Adrian paused and stroked Samanthas hair. On our honeymoon, in fact.


Well, theyd certainly remember it for as long as they lived, Annie thought, and not for the right reasons. Where are you staying?


Adrian pointed up the hillside. Were renting a cottage. Greystone. Just up there.


Annie knew it. She made a note. And what were you doing down here by the road?


Just walking, Adrian said. It was such a beautiful morning, and the birds woke us so early.


They were dressed for walking, Annie noticed. Not professional ramblers with the plastic-covered Ordnance survey maps around their necks, ashplants, boots and expensive Gore-Tex gear, but simple, sturdy shoes, light clothing and a rucksack.


What time did you arrive here?


It must have been a bit before seven, Adrian said.


What did you find?


The car stopped in the lay-by, just like it is now.


Did you touch it?


No, I dont think so.


Annie looked at Samantha. Neither of you?


No, Samantha said. But you might have touched the roof, Adrian, when you bent to look inside.


Its possible, Adrian said. I dont remember. At first I thought maybe she was looking at a road map, or asleep, even. I went over to see if she needed any help. Then I saw her, with her eyes open like that andWe might never have gone over, unless


Unless what?


Well, it was me, really, Sam said. I mean, like he said, Adrian just thought it was someone pulled over to rest or look at a road map.



But you didnt. Why not?


I dont know, really, Sam said. Its just that it was so early in the morning, and she was a woman, alone. I thought we should make sure she was all right, thats all. She might have been attacked or upset or something. Maybe it was none of our business, but you cant just leave, can you, walk on by? A little color came to her cheeks as she spoke. Anyway, when we got closer we could see she wasnt moving, just staring down like that, and it looked as if shed hit the wall. I said we should go over and see what was wrong with her.


Did you know she was dead when you looked through the window?


Well, said Adrian, Ive never seen a dead person before, but you can sort of tell, cant you?


Yes, Annie thought, having seen far too many, you can tell. Nobody home.


Samantha gave a little shudder and seemed to melt deeper into Adrians embrace. And the flies, she said.


What flies? Annie asked.


On her face and her arms. Flies. She wasnt moving. She wasnt even trying to swat them away. I thought how much they must be tickling her.


Annie swallowed. Were the windows open?


Yes, said Samantha. Just like they are now. We really didnt disturb anything. I mean, weve seen Morse and Frost on television.


Im sure you have. I just have to make certain. I dont suppose you saw anyone, heard any other cars or anything?


No.


What did you do when you found her?


Rang the police. Adrian pulled a mobile from his pocket. He wouldnt have had much luck with it around these parts a few months ago, Annie reflected, but coverage had been improved a lot recently.


And theres nothing else you can tell me?



No. Look, were just sodevastated. Can we go home now? I think Sam needs a lie-down, and I could do with a strong cup of tea.


How long are you staying at Greystone? Annie asked.


Weve got another week.


Stick around, said Annie. We might want to talk to you again.


Annie went back to rejoin Hatchley and saw Dr. Burnss gray Audi arrive. She greeted him and they walked over to the Peugeot. This would be a difficult examination for Dr. Burns, Annie knew, because the body was sitting upright in an enclosed space, and he could hardly move it before Dr. Glendenning, the Home Office pathologist, arrived. She also knew that Dr. Burns was aware the scenes-of-crime officers would be eager to give the car a thorough going-over, so he was being extra careful not to touch any surfaces and damage any possible prints, even though he was wearing disposable gloves. It was the police surgeons job only to determine and pronounce that the girl was deadthe rest was up to the pathologistbut Annie knew that Dr. Burns would like to give her some idea of time and cause, if at all possible.


After feeling for a pulse and examining the womans eyes, then listening for a heartbeat through his stethoscope, Dr. Burns confirmed that she was, indeed, dead.


The corneas havent clouded yet, he said, which means shes probably been dead less than eight hours. Im sure the flies have laid their eggs already, which youd expect to happen quite soon in summer with the windows open, but theres no sign of advanced insect activity, another indication were dealing with a relatively recent death.


Dr. Burns slipped off a glove and slid his hand inside the womans blouse, under her arm. Best I can do as far as temperature is concerned, he said, noticing Annies curious glance. It does help give an approximation. Shes still warm, which confirms that death occurred only a few hours ago.



It was a warm night, said Annie. How long?


Cant say exactly, but Id guess about five or six hours at the most. He felt the womans jaw and neck. Rigors present where youd expect it to be, and as the heat probably speeded that up, were still working within much the same parameters.


Annie looked at her watch. Between two and four in the morning, then?


I wouldnt swear to it, of course, said Dr. Burns, with a smile, but that sounds about right. And dont tell Dr. Glendenning Ive been making wild guesses. You know what hes like about that sort of thing.


Any thoughts on cause of death?


Thats a bit more difficult, said Dr. Burns, turning to the body again. There are no visible signs of strangulation, either ligature or manual, and no petechial hemorrhaging, which youd expect with strangulation. Also no signs of a stab wound, no blood that I can see, at any rate. Itll have to wait until Dr. Glendenning gets her on the table.


Could it have been a heart attack, or something like that?


It could have been. Heart attacks arent so common in healthy young women, but if she had some sort of genetic disorder or preexisting conditionLets say its within the realm of the possible, but unlikely.


Dr. Burns turned back to the body and probed gently here and there. He tried to unloosen the womans hand from the steering wheel but couldnt. Thats interesting, he said. Rigor hasnt progressed as far as the hands yet, so it looks as if were dealing with cadaveric spasm.


What does it mean in this case?


Dr. Burns stood up and faced Annie. It means she was holding the wheel when she died. And the gear stick.


Annie thought about the implications of that. Either the woman had just managed to pull into the lay-by when she died, or she was trying to drive away from something, or someone.



Annie stuck her head through the car window, uncomfortably aware of the closeness of the corpse, and looked down. One foot on the clutch, the other on the accelerator, gear stick in reverse and ignition turned on. She reached out and touched the travel mug. It felt cool.


As she moved back, Annie smelled just a hint of something vaguely sweet and metallic. She told Dr. Burns. He frowned and leaned forward, apologizing that he had no sense of smell. Gently, he touched the womans hair and pulled it back to expose her ear. Then he gasped.


Good Lord, he said. Look at this.


Annie bent over and looked. Just behind the womans right ear was a tiny star-shaped hole, around which the skin was burned and blackened with a sootlike residue. There wasnt much blood, and what there was had been hidden by her long red hair. Annie was no expert, but it didnt take an expert to realize that this was a gunshot wound fired from close quarters. And if there was no gun in sight, and the woman had one hand on the steering wheel and the other on the gear stick, then it could hardly have been a self-inflicted gunshot wound.


Dr. Burns leaned through the window in front of the woman, feeling the other side of her skull for signs of blood and an exit wound. Nothing, he said. No wonder we couldnt see anything. The bullet must be still inside her skull. He stepped away from the car, as if washing his hands of the whole affair. Okay, he said, thats all I can do for now. The rest is up to Dr. Glendenning.


Annie looked at him and sighed, then she called Hatchley over. Inform Superintendent Gristhorpe that weve got what looks very much like a murder on our hands. And wed better get Dr. Glendenning and the SOCOs down here as soon as possible.


Hatchleys face dropped. Annie knew why, and she sympathized. It was the weekend, but all leave would be canceled. Sergeant Hatchley probably had plans to go and watch the local cricket team and have a booze-up with the lads afterward. But not now. She wouldnt even be surprised if Banks was called back, depending on the scale of the investigation.


She looked down the road and her heart sank as she saw the first media vans arriving. How quickly bad news travels, she thought.








CHAPTER TWO




Unaware of the excitement just a few miles down the road, Banks was up and around before eight oclock that morning, coffee and newspaper on the table in front of him, mild hangover held at bay by aspirin. He hadnt slept at all well, mostly because he had been waiting for the phone to ring. And he hadnt been able to get that song Penny Cartwright had been singing out of his mind: Strange Affair. The melody haunted him and the lyrics, with their images of death and fear, troubled him.


His window framed a view of blue sky above the rising northern daleside and the gray flagstone roofs of Helmthorpe, about half a mile away at the valley bottom, dominated by its church tower with the odd turret on one corner. It was similar to his view from the wall by his old cottage, just a slightly different angle. But it failed to move him. He could see that it was beautiful, but he couldnt feel it. There seemed to be something missing, some connection, or perhaps there was a sort of invisible shield or thick fog between him and the rest of the world and it dimmed the power of all he had held dear to move him in any way.


Music, landscape, words on a pageall seemed inert and impotent, distant and unimportant.


Since the fire had consumed his home and possessions four months ago, Banks had become withdrawn and taciturn; he knew it, but there was nothing he could do about it. He was suffering from depression, but knowing that was one thing, changing it quite another.


It had started the day he left the hospital and went to look at the ruins of his cottage. He hadnt been prepared for the scale of the damage: roof gone, windows burned out; inside a shambles of charred debris, nothing salvageable, hardly anything even recognizable. And it didnt help that the man who had done this had got away.


After a few days convalescing at Gristhorpes Lyndgarth farmhouse, Banks had found the flat and moved in. Some mornings he didnt want to get out of bed. Most nights he spent watching television, any old rubbish, and drinking. He wasnt drinking too much, but he was drinking steadily, mostly wine, and smoking again.


His withdrawal had driven the wedge even deeper between him and Annie Cabbot, who desperately seemed to need something from him. He thought he knew what it was, but he couldnt give it to her. Not yet. It had also cooled his relationship with Michelle Hart, a detective inspector who had recently transferred to Sex Crimes and Child Protection in Bristol, much too far away to maintain a reasonable long-distance relationship. Michelle had her own problems, too, Banks realized. Whatever it was that haunted her was always there, always in the way, even when they were laughing or making love. Theyd been good for each other for a while, no doubt about it, but now they were down to the just good friends stage that usually comes before the end.


It seemed as if the fire and subsequent spell in the hospital had put his life on pause, and he couldnt find the play button. Even work, when he got back to it, had been boring, consisting mostly of paperwork and interminable meetings that never settled anything. Only an occasional pint with Gristhorpe or Jim Hatchley, a chat about football or the previous evenings television, had relieved the tedium. His daughter, Tracy, had visited as often as she could, but she had been studying hard for her finals.



Brian had dropped by a few times, too, and now he was in a recording studio in Dublin with his band working on a new CD. Their first as the Blue Lamps had done okay, but the second was slated for much bigger and better things.


More than once Banks had thought of counseling, only to reject the idea. He had even considered that Dr. Jenny Fuller, a consultant psychologist he had worked with on a number of cases, might be able to help, but she was on one of her extended teaching gigsAustralia this timeand when he thought more about it, the idea of Jenny delving into the murky depths of his subconscious didnt hold a lot of appeal. Maybe whatever was there was best left there.


When it came down to it, he didnt need any interfering shrink poking around in his mind and telling him what was wrong. He knew what was wrong, knew he spent too much time sitting around the flat and brooding. He also knew that the healing processthe mental and emotional process, not merely the physicalwould take time, and that it was something he had to do alone, make his way step by weary step back to the land of the living. No doubt about it, the fire had burned much deeper than his skin.


It wasnt so much the pain hed enduredthat hadnt lasted long, and he couldnt even remember most of itbut the loss of all his worldly goods that had hit him the hardest. He felt like a man adrift, unanchored, a helium balloon let float off into the sky by a careless child. What was worse was that he thought he ought to be feeling a great sense of release, of freedom from materialism, the sort of thing gurus and sages spoke about, but he just felt jittery and insecure. He hadnt learned the virtue of simplicity from his loss, had learned only that he missed his material possessions more than he ever dreamed he would, though he hadnt yet been able to muster up the energy and interest to start replacing those items that could be replaced: his CD collection, his books and DVDs. He felt too weary to start again. He had bought clothes, of coursecomfortable, functional clothesbut that was all.


Still, he reflected, munching on a slice of toast and marmalade as he scanned the reviews section of the newspaper, things were definitely improving a little each day. It was becoming easier to get out of bed on a morning, and he had got into the habit of occasionally taking a walk up the daleside opposite his flat on a fine day, finding the freshness and exercise invigorating. He had also enjoyed Penny Cartwrights singing the previous night and was beginning to miss his CD collection. A month or so ago, he wouldnt even have bothered reading the reviews in the paper.


And now brother Roy, who hadnt even rung or visited him in the hospital, had left a mysterious urgent message and had not called back. For the third time since he got up that morning, Banks tried Roys numbers. He got the answering machine again, the recorded voice telling him to leave a message, and the mobile was still switched off.


Unable to concentrate on the newspaper any longer, Banks checked his watch and decided to ring his parents. They should be up by now. There was just a chance that Roy was there, or that they knew what was going on. He certainly seemed to keep in touch with them more than with Banks.


His mother answered and sounded nervous to be getting a call so early in the day. In her world, Banks knew, early-morning phone calls never meant good news. Alan? What is it? Is there something wrong?


No, Mum, Banks said, trying to put her at ease. Everythings fine.


Youre all right, are you? Still recovering?


Still recovering, said Banks. Look, Mum, I was wondering if our Roy was there.


Roy? Why would he be here? The last time we saw Roy was our anniversary last October. You must remember. You were here, too.



I remember, said Banks. Its just that Ive been trying to ring him


His mothers voice brightened. So you two are making it up at last. Thats good to hear.


Yes, said Banks, not wishing to disabuse his mother of that scrap of comfort. Its just that I keep getting his answering machine.


Well, hes probably at work. You know how hardworking our Roy is. Always got something or other on the go.


Yes, Banks agreed. Usually something about two shades away from being criminal. White-collar, though, which didnt seem to count as crime to some people. When Banks thought about it, he realized he really hadnt a clue what Roy actually did to make his money. Only that he made a lot of it. So you havent heard from him recently?


I didnt say that. As a matter of fact he rang about two weeks ago, just to see how your dad and I are doing, like.


The implied rebuke wasnt lost on Banks; he hadnt rung his parents for a month. Did he have anything else to say?


Not much. Except hes keeping busy. He might be away, you know. Have you thought about that? He did say something about an important business trip coming up. New York again, I think. Hes always going there. I cant remember when he said he was going, though.


Okay, Mum, said Banks. Thats probably where he is. Thanks very much. Ill wait a few days and call him when he gets back home.


You make sure you do, Alan. Hes a good lad, is Roy. I dont know why you two havent been getting on better all these years.


We get along fine, Mum. We just move in different circles, thats all. Hows Dad?


Same as ever. Banks heard the rustle of a newspaperthe Daily Mail his father read just so he could complain about the Conservativesand a muffled voice in the background. He says to say hello.



Right, said Banks. Say hello backWell, take care of yourselves. Ill call again soon.


Mind you do, said Bankss mother.


Banks rang off, tried Roys both numbers once again, but still no Roy. There was no way he was going to wait a few days, or even hours. From what he knew of Roy, under normal circumstances if he had buggered off somewhere and not bothered to ring back, Banks would have assumed he was sunning himself in California or the Caribbean with a shapely young woman by his side. That would be typical of him and his me-first attitude. As far as Roy was concerned, there was nothing in life you couldnt get through with a smile and a wad of cash. But this was different. This time Banks had heard the fear in his brothers voice.


He deleted the message from his answering service, threw a few clothes along with his toothbrush and razor into an overnight bag, checked that the lights were out, unplugged all the electrical items and locked the flat behind him. He knew he wouldnt get any rest until he got to the bottom of Roys odd silence, so he might as well drive down to London and find out what was happening himself.



Detective Superintendent Gristhorpe called the meeting in the boardroom of Western Area Headquarters after lunch, and DI Annie Cabbot, DS Hatchley, crime scene coordinator DS Stefan Nowak, along with DCs Winsome Jackman, Kev Templeton and Gavin Rickerd sat in the high, stiff-backed chairs under the gaze of ancient wool barons with roast beef complexions and tight collars. Their notes and files were set in neat piles on the dark polished table beside Styrofoam cups of tea or coffee. Pinned to corkboards on the wall by the door were Peter Darbys Polaroids of the scene. It was already hot and stuffy in the room and the small fan Gristhorpe had turned on didnt do much good.



Soon, when the investigation got seriously under way, more manpower would be allocated, but these seven would remain the core team. Gristhorpe as senior investigative officer and Annie, who would do most of the fieldwork, as his deputy and administrative officer. Rickerd would be office manager, responsible for setting up and staffing the murder room; Hatchley would act as receiver, there to weigh the value of every piece of information and pass it on for computer entry; Winsome and Templeton would be the foot soldiers, tracking down information and conducting interviews. Others would be appointed laterstatement readers, action allocators, researchers, and the restbut for now it was of prime importance to get the system into place and into action. It was no longer merely a suspicious death. Jennifer Clewesif that was really the name of the victimhad been murdered.


Gristhorpe cleared his throat, shuffled his papers and began by asking Annie for a summary of the facts, which she gave as succinctly as possible. Then he turned to DS Stefan Nowak.


Any forensics yet?


Its still early days, said Stefan, so Im afraid all I can give you at the moment is what we dont have.


Go on.


Well, the road surface was dry and there are no discernible tire tracks from any other vehicle. Also, we havent turned up any physical evidencediscarded cigarette ends, spent matches, that sort of thing. There are plenty of prints on the outside of the car, so that will take Vic Manson a while to sort out, but they could be anyones.


What about inside the car? Gristhorpe asked.


Its in the police garage right now, sir. We should know something later today. There is one thing.


Yes?


It looks as if she was definitely forced off the road. The left wing hit the drystone wall.


But there was no damage to the right wing, at least not that I could see, Annie said.



Thats right, Stefan agreed. The car that forced her over didnt make physical contact. Pity. We might have got some nice paint samples.


Keep looking, said Gristhorpe.


Anyway, Stefan went on, whoever it was must have got in front of her and veered to the left rather than come at her directly from the side.


Well, said Gristhorpe, what do you do if a youre a woman alone and a car comes up fast behind you on a deserted country road at night?


Id say either you take off like a bat out of hell or you slow down and let him get by and put as much distance as possible between the two of you, said Annie.


Exactly. Only in this case he forced her over to the side of the road.


The gear stick, Annie said.


What? Gristhorpe asked.


The gear stick. She was trying to get away. She was trying to reverse.


Thats the way it looks, said Stefan.


But she wasnt fast enough, said Annie.


No. And she stalled.


Do you think, Annie went on, that there might have been two of them?


Why? asked Gristhorpe.


Stefan looked at Annie and answered. It was uncanny, she thought, how often their thoughts followed the same pathways. I think DI Cabbot means, he said, that if the driver had to put on the brake, unfasten his seat belt and pull out his gun before getting out, those few seconds might have made all the difference.


Yes, said Annie. Though why we should assume a murderer would be so law-abiding as to wear a seat belt is stretching it a bit. And he may have already had his gun out and not bothered to turn off the ignition. But if someone was there to leap out, say someone in the back, with his gun ready and no seat belt to unfasten, then she wouldnt have had time to recover from the shock and get herself into reverse. Remember, shed probably be panicking.


Hmm, said Gristhorpe. Interesting. And possible. Lets keep an open mind for the time being. Anything else?


Not really, said Stefan. The victims been taken to the mortuary and Dr. Glendenning said he should be able to get around to the postmortem sometime this afternoon. In the meantime, it still looks very much as if death was due to a single gunshot wound above the right ear.


Any ideas about the sort of weapon used?


Weve found no trace of a cartridge, so either our killer was smart and picked up after himself, or he used a revolver. At a rough estimate, Id say its probably a twenty-two caliber. Anything bigger would most likely have left an exit wound. Stefan paused. We might not have had a lot of practice with gunshot wounds around these parts, he said, but our ballistics specialist, Kim Grainger, knows her stuff. Thats about it, sir. Sorry we cant be a bit more helpful right now.


Early days, yet, said Gristhorpe. Keep at it, Stefan. He turned to the rest of the group. Has anyone verified the womans identity yet? he asked.


Not yet, said Annie. I got in touch with Lambeth North. It turns out their DI at Kennington is an old friend of mine, Dave Brooke, and he sent a couple of DCs to her address. Nobody home. Theyre keeping an eye on the place.


And there are no reports of her car being stolen?


No, sir.


So its still more than within the realm of possibility that the registered keeper of the vehicle is the person found dead in it?


Yes. Unless she lent her car to a friend or hasnt noticed its gone missing yet.


Do we even know for certain that she was alone in the car? Gristhorpe asked.



No. Annie looked at Stefan. Im assuming thats something theyll be able to help us determine down at the garage.


Stefan nodded. Perhaps.


Anyone run her name through our system?


I did, sir, said Winsome. Name, prints, description. Nothing. If she ever committed a criminal act, we didnt catch her.


It wouldnt be the first time, Gristhorpe said. All right, first priority, find out who she is and what she was doing on that road. In the meantime, I assume were already making door-to-door inquiries in the general area of the incident?


Yes, sir, said Annie. Problem is, theres not much in the general area. As you know, it happened on a deserted stretch of road between the A1 and Eastvale in the early hours of the morning. Weve got people going from house to house, but theres nothing except a few holiday cottages and the occasional farmhouse within a mile each way of the car. Nothings turned up so far.


Nobody heard the shot?


Not so far.


An ideal place for a murder, then, Gristhorpe commented. He scratched his chin. Annie could see by the stubble that he hadnt shaved that morning. Hadnt combed his unruly hair, by the looks of it, either. Still, personal grooming sometimes took backstage when it came to the urgency of a murder investigation. At least as far as the men were concerned. Kev Templeton was far too vain, of course, to look anything but his gelled, athletic and trendy best, not to mention cool as Antarctica, but Jim Hatchley had definitely taken a leaf out of Gristhorpes book. Gavin looked like a train spotter, right down to the National Health specs held together over his nose by a plaster. Winsome was immaculate in pinstripe navy trousers and matching waistcoat over a white scallop-neck blouse, and Annie felt rather conservative in her plain pastel frock and linen jacket. She also felt unpleasantly sweaty and hoped it didnt show.


Finding herself doodling a cartoon of Kev Templeton in full seventies gear, complete with the Afro and tight gold lam shirt, Annie dragged herself away from her sartorial musings, admonishing herself once again for having difficulty concentrating these days, and got back to the matter in hand: Jennifer Clewes. Gristhorpe was asking her a question, and Annie realized she had missed it.


Sorry, sir?


Gristhorpe frowned at her. I said do we have any idea where the victim was driving from?


No, sir, said Annie.


Then perhaps we should set about canvassing all-night garages, shops open late, that sort of thing?


If the victim really is Jennifer Clewes, Annie said, hoping to make up for her lapse in concentration, then the odds are that she came from London. As the road she was found on leads to and from the A1, which connects with the M1, that makes it even more likely.


Motorway service stations, then? Kevin Templeton suggested.


Good idea, DC Templeton, said Gristhorpe. Ill leave that to you, shall I?


Wouldnt it be better to get the local forces on it, sir?


Thatll take too much time and coordination. We need results fast. Better if you do it yourself. Tonight.


Just what I always fancied, Templeton grumbled. Driving up and down the M1 sampling the local cuisine.


Gristhorpe smiled. Well, it was your idea. And I hear they do a very decent bacon panini at Woodall. Anything else?


DC Jackman mentioned that there had been a similar crime some months ago, Annie said.


Gristhorpe looked at Winsome Jackman, eyebrows raised. Oh?


Yes, sir, said Winsome. I checked the details. Its not quite as similar as it appears on first glance.


Even so, said Gristhorpe. I think wed like to hear about it.



It was near the end of April, the twenty-third. The young womans name was Claire Potter, aged twenty-three, lived in North London. She set off at about eight oclock on a Friday evening to spend the weekend with friends in Castleton. She never got there. Her car was found in a ditch by the side of a quiet road north of Chesterfield by a passing motorist the following morning and her body was found nearbyraped and stabbed. The way it looks is that her car was forced into a ditch by her assailant. The pathologist also found traces of chloroform and characteristic burning around her mouth.


Where was she last seen?


Trowell services.


Nothing on the service stations closed-circuit TV? asked Gristhorpe.


Apparently not, sir. I had a brief chat with DI Gifford at Derbyshire CID, and the impression I got was that theyve reached a dead end. No witnesses from the cafeteria or garage. Nothing.


The MO is different, too, Annie pointed out.


Yes, said Gristhorpe. Jennifer Clewes was shot, not stabbed, and she wasnt sexually interfered with, at least not as far as we know. But you think there could be some connection, DC Jackman?


Well, sir, mused Winsome, there are some similarities: stopping at the services, being forced off the road, a young woman. There could be any number of reasons why he didnt assault her this time, and he could certainly have acquired a gun since his last murder. Maybe he didnt enjoy stabbing. Maybe it was just a bit too up close and personal for him.


Okay, said Gristhorpe. Good work. Well keep an open mind. Last thing we want is to let a serial killer slip through our hands because we dont see the connection. I take it youll be activating HOLMES?


Yes, sir, said Winsome. The Home Office Large Major Enquiry System was an essential tool in any major investigation. Every scrap of information was entered into the computer and connections were made in ways even a trained officer might easily miss.


Good. Gristhorpe stood up. Okay. Any


There was a knock at the door and Gristhorpe called out, Come in.


Dr. Wendy Gauge, Dr. Glendennings new and enigmatic assistant, stood there, looking as composed as ever, that mysterious, self-contained smile lingering around her lips the way it always did, even when she was bent over a corpse on the table. Rumor had it that Dr. Gauge was being groomed as Glendennings successor when the old man retired, and Annie had to admit that she was good.


Yes? said Gristhorpe.


Wendy Gauge moved forward. Ive just come from the mortuary, she said. We were removing the victims clothing and I found this in her back pocket. She handed over a slip of lined paper, clearly torn from a notebook of some sort, which she had thoughtfully placed in a transparent plastic folder. Her killer must have taken everything else from the car, Dr. Gauge went on, butwellher jeans were very tight and she wasyou knowsitting on it.


Annie could have sworn Dr. Gauge blushed.


Gristhorpe examined the slip of paper first, then frowned and slid it down the table for the others to see.


Annie could hardly believe her eyes, but there, scrawled in blue ink and followed by directions from the motorway and a crude map of Helmthorpe, were a name and address:



Alan Banks

Newhope Cottage

 Beckside Lane


Gratly, near Helmthorpe

 North Yorkshire



By the time his colleagues back in Eastvale were speculating as to what his name and address were doing in a murder victims back pocket, Banks was in London, making his way through the early-Saturday afternoon traffic, past the posh restaurants and Maserati showrooms, toward his brother Roys South Kensington house, just east of the Gloucester Road. It was years since he had driven in London, and the roads seemed more crowded than ever.


He had never seen where Roy lived before, he realized as he drove under the narrow brick arch and parked in the broad cobbled mews. He got out and looked at the whitewashed brick exterior of the house with its integral garage next to the front door and a mullioned bay window above. It didnt look big, but that didnt matter these days. A house like this, in this location, would probably fetch eight hundred k or more on todays market, Banks reckoned, maybe even a million, and a hundred k of that youd be paying for the privilege of having the word mews in your address.


All the houses stood cheek by jowl, but each was different in some detailheight, facade, style of windows, garage doors, wrought-iron balconiesand the overall effect was of quiet, almost rural, charm, a nook hidden away from the hurly-burly that was literally just around the corner. There were houses on all three sides of the cul-de-sac, and the red brick archway, only wide enough for one car, led to the main road, helping to isolate the mews from the world outside. Beyond the houses at the far end, a tower block and a row of distant cranes, angled like alien birds of prey, marred the view of a clear sky.


There were hardly any other cars parked in the mews, as most of the houses had private garages. The few cars that were on display were BMWs, Jaguars and Mercedes, and Bankss shabby little Renault looked like a poor relation. Not for the first time the thought crossed his mind that he needed a new car. It was a hot morning for June, hotter here than up north, and he took off his jacket and slung it over his shoulder.


First he checked the number against his address book. It was the right house. Next he pressed the doorbell and waited. Nobody came. Perhaps, Banks thought, the bell didnt work, or couldnt be heard upstairs, but he remembered hearing it buzz on Roys phone message. He knocked on the door. Still no answer. He knocked again.


Occasionally, a car would pass by the archway, on Old Brompton Road, but otherwise the area was quiet. After knocking one last time, Banks tried the door. To his surprise, it opened. Banks could hardly believe it. From what he remembered, Roy had always been security-conscious, fiercely protective of his possessions, had probably been born that way. One of the first things he had done, as soon as he was old enough, was save up his pocket money to buy a padlock for his toy box, and woe be-tide anyone caught touching his bike or his scooter.


Banks examined the lock and saw that it was the dead-bolt kind, which you had to use a key both to open and to close. Behind the door were a copy of that mornings Times and a few letters, bills or junk. There was the keypad of a burglar-alarm system just inside the hall, but it hadnt been activated.


To the left was a small sitting room, rather like a doctors waiting room, with a beige three-piece suite and a low glass-topped coffee table, on which lay a neat pile of magazines. Banks flipped through them. Mostly business and hi-tech. Between the sitting room and the kitchen, at the back of the house, ran a narrow passage, with a door on the right, near the front, leading to the garage. Banks peeked in and saw that Roys Porsche 911 was parked there. The car was locked, the bonnet cold.


Back in the house, Banks took the door that led to a narrow flight of stairs. He stood at the bottom and called Roys name. No reply. The house was silent except for the myriad daily sounds we usually tune out: distant traffic, the hum of a refrigerator, the ticking of a clock, a tap dripping somewhere, old wood creaking. Banks shuddered. Someone had just walked over his grave, his mother would say. He couldnt put his finger on what it was, but he felt a distinct tingling up his spine. Fear. There was no one in the house; he was reasonably sure of that. But perhaps someone was watching the place? Banks had learned to trust his instincts over the years, even if he hadnt always acted on them, and he sensed that he would have to move carefully.


He walked into the kitchen, which looked as if it had never been used for anything but making tea and toast. The whole downstairssitting room, passage and kitchenwas painted in shades of blue and gray. The paint smelled fresh. A couple of framed photographs in high-contrast black-and-white hung in the passage. One was a female nude curled on a bed, the other a hill of brick-terraced houses leading down to a factory, its chimneys smoking, cobbles and slate roofs gleaming after rain. Banks was surprised. He hadnt known that Roy was interested in photography, or in
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