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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Monday 10th October 1983

      
        
        Whitby, North Yorkshire

      

      

      ‘Winds could reach 80mph this evening and up to a month’s worth of rain is forecast to fall within the next twenty-four hours. Travel is expected to be seriously disrupted and North East Police are already advising people not to travel tonight unless absolutely necessary.’

      ‘It sounds like I’m going to need a brolly,’ Judith Patterson said as she quickly snatched two hot slices of toast from under the grill.

      ‘It’s not going to be a barrel of laughs on the building site,’ her husband Geoff said. He took the toast from his wife and began slathering it with butter.

      ‘Will you give Alice a lift in?’

      ‘If she’s down within the next ten minutes, yes.’

      Judith looked at the clock on the wall. ‘It’s never gone eight already.’ She wiped her hands on a tea towel and charged out of the room to the bottom of the stairs. ‘Are you still alive up there, Lady Muck? Would you like me to send someone up to wash and dress you?’

      ‘You’re hilarious, Mum. Have you considered auditioning for Opportunity Knocks?’

      Laughter came from the kitchen.

      ‘You heard that, I suppose,’ Judith said to her husband. ‘I can’t think where she gets it from.’

      Alice started coming down the stairs. She was dressed in blue jeans and a red and black checked jumper. She carried her battered satchel over her shoulder and had a beaming smile on her face.

      ‘One of these days, you’ll cut yourself with that tongue of yours,’ Judith said. ‘There’s going to be a storm later so wear your waterproof and take a brolly. Though I don’t know why I bother with you two…’

      ‘You don’t appreciate me,’ Alice and Geoff both finished Judith’s sentence for her.

      Judith tried not to laugh, but it was difficult to hide her smile.

      She followed her daughter into the kitchen and clipped her husband round the back of the head.

      ‘What was that for?’

      ‘Teaching your daughter to back-chat.’

      Geoff and Alice exchanged a high-five.

      ‘Why do I get the feeling you’re both ganging up on me?’

      Geoff grabbed Judith around the waist and pulled her onto his lap. ‘We poke fun because we love you,’ he said, kissing her on the cheek.

      ‘Great. Now I’ve got toast crumbs all over my face. And you haven’t shaved this morning.’

      ‘I thought you liked me all hairy and manly?’

      ‘Not at this time of morning, I don’t.’ She climbed off Geoff’s knee and smoothed her dress down. ‘That cereal won’t eat itself, Alice.’

      ‘I think I’m going to skip breakfast this morning,’ she said, pushing her glasses up her nose.

      ‘You certainly are not. You know what you’re like on transport on an empty stomach. Eat.’

      ‘I’m fat.’

      ‘Who says your fat?’

      ‘I do.’

      ‘Don’t be daft. You weigh the same as I did when I was your age. I wasn’t fat, was I, Geoff?’

      ‘I’ve no idea. I didn’t meet you until you were twenty.’

      ‘Stop splitting hairs.’ Judith pulled out a chair at the table and sat down. ‘Has someone at that college been calling you names again?’

      ‘No,’ Alice said. She didn’t look up from the bowl of cornflakes. Reluctantly, she picked up the bottle of milk and poured on a generous amount.

      ‘I can give that tutor of yours a ring if you want?’

      ‘No,’ Alice replied, almost a moan.

      ‘Judi, leave her to it,’ Geoff said, placing a comforting arm on hers. ‘You know what girls are like. They see a few models in a newspaper and wonder why they’re not as stick thin as they are. I’ll bet a week’s wages you thought the same when you were her age. What you don’t seem to realise, Alice,’ he said, turning his attention to his daughter, ‘is that those supermodels are starved. They may look happy in their designer make-up and clothes, but the people who manage them put them on strict diets.’

      ‘Your dad’s right. For once. You shouldn’t read those magazines.’

      ‘It’s not the magazines,’ Alice said, eating small spoonfuls of cereal, struggling to swallow against the emotion rising up inside her.

      ‘What is it then?’

      Alice didn’t answer.

      ‘Come on, we’re going to be late,’ Geoff said, standing up.

      ‘She’s still eating.’

      ‘I’ll get stuck in traffic if I don’t leave now.’

      There was a flurry of madness as Geoff grabbed his coat from the hallway and slid his feet into size eleven boots. Alice kicked out her chair and followed her dad.

      ‘Here, take this toast. It’s still warm,’ Judith said, wrapping a couple of slices in a tea towel.

      ‘I don’t want it, Mum,’ Alice moaned.

      ‘You’ll be hungry by ten o’clock if you don’t eat anything.’

      ‘I’ll get something at the college.’

      ‘Geoff, will you tell her?’

      ‘She’ll get something at the college, Jude,’ he said, leaning forward and kissing his wife on the lips. ‘I’ll give her a pound.’

      ‘I don’t know why I bother getting up early to make sure you both have a decent breakfast.’

      ‘Because you love us,’ Geoff smiled.

      ‘Alice, waterproof coat and a brolly. Come straight home after your last lesson. If the storm is as bad as they’re making out on the radio, the bus’ll never get up the hill.’

      ‘Yes, Mum.’ Alice rolled her eyes.

      ‘You’ll be here when I get in?’ Geoff asked.

      ‘Aren’t I always?’

      ‘Love you,’ he said, opening the front door and letting in a blast of autumnal breeze.

      ‘I’ll take your word for it. Have a good day. Both of you.’

      She watched as father and daughter made their way down the path. Geoff unlocked the van and Alice struggled to climb in. She slammed the door closed behind her. As it pulled away from the kerb, Alice waved frantically at her mum, a huge smile on her face.

      Judith waved back and mimed at Alice to eat her toast. She looked up at the sky. There wasn’t a cloud to be seen. She shivered in the cool breeze. No sign of a storm yet.
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        Whitby Community College, 12:30pm

      

      

      Alice came out of her English class and was hit by a wall of sunshine streaming through the windows. She looked through the window at the still air outside, the tall trees, their leaves turning brown, and a brilliant blue sky. Where was this storm her mother had been talking about? She was the only one who’d turned up at college wearing a waterproof coat and carrying an umbrella. It’s not as if the other students needed an excuse to make fun of her. Now, she was providing them with material.

      She had forty-five minutes until her next lesson and headed for the canteen. The usual array of food was waiting for her. There was a thick meaty soup, chips, lasagne, and a large vat of baked beans, fish fingers and beef burgers to choose from, and those pork sausages sizzling away under the heat lamp looked delicious.

      Behind her, she heard sniggering. She turned slightly and saw Rosie Clegg and her crew of beautiful people looking her way, chattering in hushed tones. They were probably laying bets about what she was going to order. Alice’s stomach rumbled. She was hungry. She wanted chips. She wanted sausages and a mound of baked beans. She wanted white bread, thickly buttered to make a chip butty with and dip into the bean juice. She wanted apple crumble and custard for afters. But she moved along the row, passed the fatty foods and picked up a tuna sandwich on brown bread, an apple and a banana. It wouldn’t fill her, but it would silence her tormenters.

      She paid for her lunch and took her usual seat in the corner where she took a dog-eared copy of The Secret Garden out of her satchel and opened it up.

      Her satchel was heavy today. It always was on a Monday. Monday was library day. She finished college at two o’clock, her earliest finish, and on her way home, she called into the local library to exchange the books she’d borrowed last Monday and check out another five or six to see her over the week and weekend. She loved books. She lived for books and her ideal job would be to work in a library one day.

      Half an hour later, she closed the book. She’d read The Secret Garden before, many times, but it was a story she loved and she continued to borrow it on a regular basis. Her tray was empty but for the banana peel and the crusts of her sandwich. She never ate crusts. She was still hungry and would love to have gone back for a chip butty or a couple of bars of chocolate, but Rosie Clegg and her bitches were still in the canteen, laughing loudly and flicking their hair back, eyeing up the boys as they came in from the rugby field in their muddy kits, and shooting daggers at Alice if she caught their eye.

      Alice placed the book in her bag, put her coat on and left the table. She had to walk past Rosie Clegg to leave and braced herself for the usual jibes about her weight. Her mother told her to ignore them. They were just words and words couldn’t hurt her. She was wrong. They did hurt.

      ‘Alice.’ Rosie grabbed Alice by the arm as she walked past. ‘Is everything all right?’ She seemed genuinely concerned.

      Alice looked at Rosie, took in the smooth skin, the neat hair, the touch of make-up on her lips and eyes. She glanced to her friends surrounding the table. They were smiling at her, struggling to stifle their giggles.

      ‘Fine. Thanks.’

      ‘I just wondered if you were poorly or something.’

      Alice frowned. ‘No. I’m fine.’

      ‘Oh good. I’ve got a leftover sausage here. Would you like it?’

      A couple of the girls around the table started laughing.

      ‘No. Thank you,’ Alice said. She pulled herself free from Rosie’s grip and headed for the door. She tried to ignore the grunting sounds from behind, but she couldn’t, and she was sure she heard one of them comment on her jumper. She closed her coat tightly around her knitted red and black jumper. She’d made it herself. She’d been building up to making her own clothes, having knitted a few doilies, scarves, and gloves, which were trickier than she first thought. The jumper was her first item of clothing for herself, and she was proud of it. Was.

      She hated Rosie Clegg and her ilk.
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        Whitby Library, 2:30pm

      

      

      Alice’s mum had been right. A storm was coming.

      Alice left the college at two o’clock to find a dark sky overheard, huge raindrops falling, and a stiff wind blowing. There was electricity in the air, she could feel it. Tonight was going to be a wild night with heavy rain, hurricane-strength winds, thunder and lightning, and she’d be tucked up in bed with a hot chocolate and a good book. She hoped the library had Wuthering Heights back in. That was the perfect book to read in a storm.

      She ran for the bus, knowing that it came at 2:05pm and got to the stop just in time as the bus turned the corner. She jumped on, showed her pass, and went to sit down. As the bus passed the college, she saw Rosie Clegg and two of her friends struggling with an umbrella. It had blown inside out; they were already soaked, and their tiny skirts and short jumpers were no match for the autumnal weather. Alice smiled to herself. It was a small victory, and she knew her mum would berate her for laughing, but she felt she owed it to herself to revel in their misfortune.

      The journey to the library took twenty minutes, followed by a five-minute walk, which Alice did in record time to get out of the oncoming storm.

      ‘Hello Alice. Give me your coat and I’ll hang it up.’

      ‘Thank you, Mrs Wilkinson.’

      She’d been told on more than one occasion to call her Jane, but Alice couldn’t call a grown-up by their first name. It didn’t seem right.

      Alice was known by name by all the staff in the library. She’d been coming here since she was a young child and her love of reading had never waned. In fact, it grew stronger with each passing year.

      Mrs Wilkinson took Alice’s coat and took it into the staff room to hang it by the radiator.

      Alice smoothed her hair down as she approached the counter.

      Standing behind the counter, gazing out of the window at the storm, was Anthony Winstanley. He’d been working in the library for as long as Alice could remember. He was a giant of a man, well over six feet tall and big, too. He was always pleased to see Alice and tried to get her to read a few of his favourite comic books, but Alice’s mum said they weren’t proper books. She enjoyed listening to the stories he told her, though. Spider-Man sounded fun.

      ‘I love a good storm, don’t you?’ Anthony asked, not taking his eyes from the window.

      ‘I prefer to be inside watching it than getting wet,’ Alice said.

      ‘I love it all.’ He turned to her, a smile on his thin lips. ‘I can’t wait until I leave and go walking home. I might go down by the old church.’

      Alice laughed. ‘That’s proper spooky.’

      ‘Have you read any Dean Koontz?’

      ‘Erm, no, and I don’t think I want to.’

      ‘You don’t know what you’re missing,’ he said with a cheeky grin.

      ‘I know what I like.’

      Alice walked away from the counter and headed for the classics section. While she perused the shelves, she stopped occasionally as the strong wind buffeted the building. It was going to be a nightmare walking home. Fortunately, she only lived ten minutes away, but it wouldn’t take ten seconds in this weather for her to become soaked to the skin.

      She chose five books – Wuthering Heights, Little Women, Persuasion, Anne of Green Gables and, she couldn’t resist, Alice in Wonderland. She didn’t care she was approaching her eighteenth birthday; she loved that book.

      Alice was only happy when she had a book in her hand, whether she was reading it or simply running her hands along the spines on a shelf. As much as she wanted to spend her entire life in a library, she had to tear herself away to go home.

      Anthony was still at the counter. Alice handed him her books and her card.

      ‘I was reading in the newspaper yesterday that library buildings are the tallest in the world. Do you know why?’

      Alice frowned. She wasn’t sure how that was possible. She looked around her. This building wasn’t very tall. There wasn’t even an upstairs.

      ‘Why?’

      ‘Because of all the tall tales in them,’ he said with a smile.

      It was a bad joke, but Alice smiled in return.

      ‘I’ve got another one for you. How do librarians make sure the books stay warm in winter?’

      ‘I don’t know.’

      ‘They give them book jackets.’

      Alice laughed. She liked that one and hoped she’d remember it so she could tell her dad when he came home from work. She turned and saw other people in the library staring at them.

      ‘Do you know why librarians love jokes?’ Anthony asked.

      ‘Why?’

      ‘Because they always get the reference.’

      She laughed even louder at that one.

      Mrs Wilkinson approached the counter with Alice’s coat in her hands. It was warm and dry from the radiator.

      ‘Has he been telling you his jokes again?’ she asked, while Alice filled her satchel.

      ‘Yes. They were very funny,’ Alice smiled.

      ‘A captive audience, Anthony. You should come in more than once a week, Alice, and let him try out his new material on you rather than us.’

      ‘I wish I could,’ she replied, her eyes lighting up.

      A large crash of thunder caused everyone in the building to stop and turn to the window. It sounded like something had come through the roof. The lights went off, plunging the whole room into darkness. They came back on again a few seconds later.

      ‘Good heavens, that sounded like the world was being torn in half,’ Mrs Wilkinson said.

      ‘I think I’d better be getting off,’ Alice said.

      ‘You be careful, Alice. Don’t stand under any trees. Oh, and will you tell your mum I’ll bring her the catalogue on Thursday when I see her?’

      ‘I will.’

      At the door, Alice zipped up her coat, put up the hood and pulled the drawstrings tight. She stepped out into the early evening which was as dark as midnight. She put her head down and marched for home.
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        John Street, 5pm

      

      

      Judith usually walked home from work. It took around twenty minutes. Even during the winter months, she’d button her coat up, put her head down, and enjoy the bracing air and the exercise. Tonight, Dr Pratt gave her a lift. The storm was just too severe. Anyone out in weather like this was a fool. He dropped her off outside her front door and watched her go into the house before setting off again.

      Judith closed the door behind her and wiped her feet vigorously on the mat while carefully taking off her coat so the rainwater wouldn’t go everywhere and make the floor slippery.

      ‘Good grief. I’ve never known weather like it,’ she said. ‘There were trees down on practically every road we went on. Thank God we trimmed that one in the back garden.’

      She looked up. The hallway was in darkness. She turned on the light and headed for the kitchen, desperate for a mug of tea.

      ‘How were the buses?’ she called upstairs to her daughter.

      Judith turned the light on, filled up the kettle and flicked the switch. She pulled the tea pot down from the shelf and opened the cupboard for a mug and the tin of tea. She frowned. There was no sound from upstairs. Alice always came down to see her when she arrived home from work.

      Judith went back into the hall and looked up the stairs.

      ‘Alice, are you up there?’

      There was no reply.

      Judith ascended. It wasn’t unheard of for Alice to be on her bed reading a book and oblivious to what was going on in the rest of the house.

      Judith knocked on Alice’s closed bedroom door. There was no sound from within. She pushed down the handle and opened the door to reveal an empty room, the bed neatly made. Alice’s satchel, usually by her desk, was missing. She obviously hadn’t come home yet.

      A loud crash of thunder from outside, the flash of lightning lighting up the room, caused Judith’s heart to sink. Surely Alice wasn’t still out in weather like this.
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        5:30pm

      

      

      The front door slammed closed. Judith jumped up from her seat at the table in the kitchen and ran out into the hall.

      ‘Oh. It’s just you.’

      ‘I’ve had warmer welcomes,’ Geoff said, kicking off his work boots. ‘Have you seen the weather out there? It’s practically biblical.’

      ‘Is Alice with you?’

      ‘No. Why would she be?’

      ‘She hasn’t come home yet.’

      ‘What?’ he asked, looking concerned. ‘Surely she’s not still out in this.’

      Judith wrapped her arms around herself, worry etched on her face. ‘She said she was going to the library after college and then coming straight home. She should have been back by three o’clock at the latest.’

      ‘Maybe she’s taking shelter in the library.’

      ‘I’ve called them. There’s no answer.’

      ‘Do you want me to go and have a drive round there?’

      Judith’s face relaxed into a smile. ‘Would you?’

      ‘Of course.’ He slipped his feet back into his work boots. ‘I’ll be five minutes. Or maybe ten,’ he smiled as he left the house, closing the door firmly behind him.

      Judith chewed her bottom lip and her frown deepened. She was struggling to hold back the tears. Alice wasn’t a fan of bad weather, or the dark. She’d be so scared out alone in weather like this.
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        6:10pm

      

      

      The front door opened and slammed closed. Judith had been in the kitchen, keeping herself busy by making a start on the tea. She ran out into the hallway to find Geoff standing on the doormat. He was soaked from the storm, water dripping down his face.

      ‘Where is she?’ Judith asked, tears pricking her eyes.

      He shook his head. ‘I went to the library, and it’s all closed up. I came back the long way by the Co-op and didn’t see a soul. I even got out of the van and went down that little alley by the pub to see if she was sheltering in the bus stop. There’s no sign of her.’

      Judith’s bottom lip wobbled. ‘Oh no, Geoff, what if something’s happened to her? Should I call the police?’

      Geoff thought for a moment. His face was expressionless. ‘I think you probably should.’

      Judith picked up the receiver and dialled three nines. Her hand was shaking as she placed it to her ear.

      ‘Emergency, which service do you require?’ the caller asked.

      ‘Police, please.’

      She was connected to the local station. It was answered after five rings.

      ‘North East Police,’ a tired voice said.

      ‘I think my daughter might be missing.’

      ‘You think?’

      ‘She hasn’t come home.’

      ‘How old is your daughter, madam?’

      ‘Eighteen.’

      ‘And how late is she?’

      ‘I don’t know. She’s always in when I come home from work. I’ve been back over an hour, and she isn’t here.’

      Geoff moved from the mat, kicking off his boots, and went to stand by his wife. He put a comforting arm around her shoulders.

      ‘Have you tried calling her friends or other family members?’

      ‘There isn’t…’ Judith struggled. ‘There isn’t anyone for me to ring.’

      ‘Are you saying your daughter doesn’t have any friends, madam?’

      ‘She … she finds it difficult…’

      ‘Is there any reason you’re worried why your daughter hasn’t returned home?’

      ‘She’s Down’s syndrome. She has some mental disabilities. I’m just worried with the storm that she may have panicked and got into trouble.’

      ‘OK, madam. The storm is providing many problems for us this evening, but I will send someone over to you. Now, I must warn you, there may be a delay. I’m going to need to take some details.’

      Judith began audibly sobbing. She crumpled into Geoff’s arms and almost dropped the phone receiver. He took it from her.

      ‘My name is Geoff Patterson. My wife … she’s…’

      ‘That’s understandable, sir. We will do everything we can to help.’

      ‘Thank you.’

      As Geoff gave the police officer his address and a description of Alice, Judith pushed herself out of his embrace and went back into the kitchen. She pulled out a chair and sat down. The tears were flowing, and they wouldn’t stop. A flash of lightning caused her to look up at the window. A crash of thunder so loud it shook the whole house made Judith scream with terror. She wasn’t frightened of the storm; it was the thought of her only child out on her own.

      She jumped up and ran into the hall, snatching her coat from the peg.

      ‘Can you hang on a moment?’ Geoff said into the phone. ‘Judith, what are you doing?’

      ‘I’m going out to look for her.’

      ‘In this?’

      ‘I can’t sit here and wait for the police. They said they’ll be delayed. I need to look for her.’

      ‘Judith, come back here right now.’

      She ignored him. She was still putting her coat on as she slammed the door behind her.

       

       

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      ‘Where the hell have you been? I’ve been worried sick. Look at you, you’re soaked to the skin. Don’t come any closer, that carpet was cleaned not two weeks ago. I’ll get you a towel.’

      Pauline Winstanley had been in the living room waiting for her son to come home, reading a People’s Friend and stealing occasional glances at the carriage clock on the mantlepiece. Anthony had been due home more than five hours ago. He had said over breakfast that, if the forecast storm materialised, he might have a walk down by the front and watch the waves crashing in and the lightning dance across the horizon. He loved bad weather.

      Anthony remained in the porch, dripping onto the Flotex. He didn’t dare step inside his mother’s pristine house.

      ‘Here,’ she said, handing him a fluffy white towel. ‘Where did you go?’

      He began vigorously drying his hair. ‘I went down the front. The waves were massive,’ he said with a smile.

      ‘For five hours?’

      ‘No,’ he said, turning away and unlacing his shoes.

      ‘I suppose you haven’t had anything to eat.’

      ‘I’ve had three bags of crisps and a chocolate bar.’

      ‘Very healthy.’ Pauline rolled her eyes. She took the soaked towel from him. ‘Take those clothes off. I’ll put them straight in to be washed. There’s still plenty of hot water, you can go up and have a bath.’

      ‘I’m not taking my clothes off here.’

      ‘And I’m not having you walking all through my clean house with your dirty clothes brushing against my wallpaper, thank you very much. Come on, off with them. Don’t look like that, I’ve seen it all before.’

      ‘Mu-um.’

      Pauline sighed. ‘All right. I’ll go into the living room, and you can run upstairs. Give me a shout when you’ve done.’

      ‘Close the door then,’ he called out as his mum disappeared into the lounge.

      Pauline put another bar on the fire. She closed her magazine and placed it neatly on the coffee table. She looked at her reflection in the mirror above the fireplace. Her dyed red hair was neatly coiffed, and she fingered it slightly. She stood back, breathed in, and looked at her figure. She didn’t think she looked too bad for fifty. She was going out for a meal with Leo on Friday. He was a lovely man and always commented on how she looked. It was another fortnight before her hairdresser appointment, but she wondered if Renee could fit her in to snip off her split ends on Thursday.

      ‘I’m ready,’ Anthony shouted. He didn’t really need to tell her as there was no mistaking the thundering sound of heavy feet bolting up the stairs.

      Pauline went into the hallway where her son’s clothes were dumped in a soggy heap. She picked them up, held them at arm’s length so she wouldn’t get wet and took them into the kitchen. As she loaded them into her new front-loading washing machine, she stopped as something caught her eye. The trousers were torn on the left knee and there were muddy scuff-marks all over the bum. And, if she wasn’t mistaken, a stain of red that looked like blood along the back pocket. What had that boy been up to?

      She stuffed the clothes into the machine, filled the drawer with powder and softener and put it on a high wash. Those stains needed removing.
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      The chiming of the clock on the wall in the living room timed perfectly with another rumble of thunder, though this one wasn’t as loud. The storm seemed to be heading out to sea.

      Judith looked up. She was sitting on the edge of the sofa, arms wrapped around her, tense and agitated, tears staining her face. It was midnight, and Alice was still missing.

      ‘She hates weather like this,’ Judith said, not for the first time.

      She looked over at WPC Freya Sloan in the armchair. She was only young, probably not much older than her missing daughter. She had neat, shoulder-length brown hair and beautiful skin, so smooth. She gave Judith a sympathetic smile that revealed dimples in her cheeks.

      ‘I’m not a fan of it either,’ Freya said. She brushed her hair behind her ear. ‘Would you like me to make you another cup of tea?’

      ‘No. Thank you.’

      Judith stood up and went over to the bay window. She pulled back the curtain and looked outside. All she could see was her reflection staring back at her.

      ‘I can’t do this. It’s madness to be just sitting here waiting.’

      ‘Judith, it’s better for someone to remain at home. If Alice decided to shelter somewhere from the storm, she may come home now it’s abating a bit. She’ll need to see a friendly face.’

      Judith nodded. She understood. She just couldn’t stand not doing anything. She returned to the sofa and sat down.

      ‘Tell me about Alice,’ Freya said. ‘You mentioned she likes reading, what else does she enjoy?’

      ‘She likes to make her own clothes,’ Judith said with a smile. ‘I got her into that when she was young. I was always getting patterns and making a skirt or a dress. When she was little, she used to sit in that seat where you are and watch me as I sized up the material and cut it to the right shape. When she was old enough, she’d help. She was a natural at it.’

      Freya smiled. ‘I wouldn’t know where to begin.’

      ‘It’s actually quite easy. Those patterns you can buy give you a step-by-step guide.’

      ‘And the jumper she was wearing when she left this morning, she made that, too?’

      ‘Yes. It was her first try at knitting. She spent all summer making it.’

      ‘Does she have many friends?’

      Judith’s face dropped. ‘No. She finds it difficult to make friends.’

      ‘What about the people she’s at college with?’

      Judith shook her head. More tears pricked her eyes, and she wiped them away before they could fall.

      ‘They don’t understand. She’s a regular teenager, like the rest of them. She has the same feelings and emotions. Because she looks a bit different and has learning difficulties, they treat her so … well, some of them can be very cruel.’

      ‘She’s bullied?’

      ‘She says she isn’t, but she is.’

      ‘How do you know?’

      Judith stole a glance at Freya and quickly looked away. ‘I … a few months ago, Alice was very quiet. She seemed sad but wouldn’t tell me why. I was worried about her, so I took the day off work and followed her to the college. A couple of the girls were laughing at her. I heard one mention her weight. I wanted to march right over there and slap them, but, well, that wouldn’t have done Alice any good at all, would it?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘I just wanted to see for myself what she was going through.’

      ‘Did you mention it to her, what you’d seen?’

      ‘No. I mentioned it to Geoff.’

      ‘And what did he say?’

      ‘He was fuming, naturally, but he said if we involved ourselves, we’d just make things worse. We’d have to wait for Alice to come to us and, in the meantime, make sure she had a happy home life.’

      ‘And she does?’

      ‘Of course. She’s very happy at home. When she’s not reading or making clothes, she’s watching game shows with her dad. They play this game where they try to give the funniest answers.’ She smiled at the memory. ‘It’s silly, I know, but the atmosphere in here is so light and full of fun. She can forget the cruelty out there.’

      The front door opened and slammed closed. Judith jumped up from the sofa and ran out into the hallway.

      Geoff looked as though all energy had been sapped out of him and he struggled to kick off his working boots. Behind him, two young men in uniforms and waterproof overcoats looked soaked to the skin, drained, and shattered. Judith didn’t need to ask; their impassive faces told her what she needed to know.

      Geoff shook his head.

      ‘We’ve looked all over. There’s no sign of her anywhere. It’s like she’s just disappeared.’

      Judith started to cry again. She held onto the doorframe, screwed up her face, and let the torrent of emotion pour out. Geoff leaped forward, grabbed his wife and wrapped his huge arms around her. He took her into the living room.

      Freya stepped into the hallway to join her colleagues. ‘Nothing at all?’ she asked, lowering her voice.

      ‘There’s no one out there,’ PC Simms said. ‘It’s a ghost town. Sergeant Adams said they’ll start knocking on doors at first light if she’s not found.’

      Freya looked over her shoulder into the living room and stepped closer to Simms. ‘Did Geoff say anything? Do you have any suspicions?’

      ‘He loves her. He’s worried about her. He said he thinks she’s being bullied at college.’

      ‘Judith said the same thing. We could go round there tomorrow and talk to the teachers as well.’

      ‘What about now, though?’ PC Lowe said. ‘I mean, the storm seems to be calming down, but we can’t just leave her out there, can we?’

      ‘We don’t know that she is out there,’ Simms said. ‘We don’t know anything.’

      ‘I’ve tried ringing Adams three times in the last hour, and it’s always been engaged,’ Freya said. ‘People must be calling about all kinds of things because of the storm.’

      ‘So, what do we do then? Do we go back out there or wait until first light?’ Lowe asked.

      ‘I don’t think we have any choice. We’ll wait,’ Freya said.

      All three remained in silence in the hallway, listening to the backdrop of Judith crying her heart out.
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      Tuesday 11th October 1983

      Judith was in the kitchen making breakfast. Geoff was sitting at the table, struggling to keep his eyes open. There was a heavy knock at the front door. As Freya was coming out of the living room at the time, she was the closest so answered. She turned back to look at the expectant faces of Geoff and Judith in the doorway to the kitchen.

      ‘It’s my boss,’ she said. ‘I’ll be right back.’

      She stepped out into the cold daylight and pulled her jacket around her to keep warm.

      ‘How are they?’ Detective Inspector Henry Bishop asked. He walked away from the house and expected Freya to follow him. He lit up a cigarette and took a long drag. He was in his late forties but looked much older due to his chain-smoking and heavy drinking. His unkempt hair was thinning, his waist was expanding, but he always smelled clean and fresh thanks to copious amounts of aftershave he sprayed on himself.

      ‘Not good, sir,’ Freya said, staying downwind of the cigarette smoke. ‘Judith managed to get a few hours’ sleep in the early hours. I think it was through exhaustion, mainly. Geoff’s been awake all night.’

      He stopped and turned to face her. ‘We’ve had a call from our friend the dog walker. A body’s been found in woodland opposite Whitby Cemetery.’

      ‘Oh God,’ Freya said, looking down.

      ‘You said Alice was wearing a knitted red and black checked jumper?’

      Freya nodded.

      ‘Then she’s our body.’

      ‘Oh no.’ Freya paused, dreading to hear more but needing to know. ‘Was she murdered?’

      Bishop took another lengthy drag on his cigarette. ‘It doesn’t look like it. Lots of trees and branches down. It looks like she was just in the wrong place. How are you getting on with them?’

      ‘Geoff and Judith? Fine, I think.’

      ‘Good. They’ll need to make an identification to confirm it. Give it an hour then drive them to the hospital.’

      ‘Me?’

      ‘Who else?’ he said, walking away.

      ‘I’m only a WPC, sir.’

      ‘They need someone they know to break it to them. You’ve been here all night. It’ll be good practice for you. Only, don’t take too long over it, there’s a good girl.’

      ‘Sir…’ Freya began.

      ‘She wasn’t murdered, Fiona. This has nothing to do with me.’

      Freya baulked at him getting her name wrong, but couldn’t correct him.

      Bishop threw his half-smoked cigarette onto the ground, opened the door to his Astra and climbed in, slamming it closed behind him.

      Freya remained on the pavement and watched it drive away. She’d never given the death message before. She didn’t know where to begin. She turned and slowly made her way back to the house.

      Outside, she took a deep breath, pushed open the door, and walked in.

      Geoff and Judith were back in the kitchen, sitting at the table. There was toast and a couple of bacon sandwiches in the middle and a cup of tea waiting for Freya. The smell alone made her feel sick. They looked up at her with wide eyes as she entered.

      ‘Any news?’ Geoff asked.

      Freya couldn’t look at them. She could feel herself getting hot under the pressure and blood was thundering through her brain.

      She tried to speak but couldn’t find the words, her mouth opened and closed several times before she chose something that would be truthful but not too severe.

      ‘Erm, this morning, a few hours ago, a dog walker found a body.’

      Judith cried and let out a glass-shattering wail. Geoff jumped up and ran to her, folding her into his arms. He looked up at Freya to continue.

      Freya could feel the tears crawling up inside her. She needed to remain professional. ‘There needs to be an identification, but DI Bishop seems to think, from the description you supplied of what Alice was wearing, that it is most likely Alice. I really am so sorry.’ Her bottom lip began to wobble.

      ‘How did she…?’ Geoff left the question hanging.

      ‘They don’t know. They seem to think it was from a falling branch in the storm.’

      ‘Where was she found?’

      ‘In woods opposite Whitby Cemetery.’

      Judith looked up. Her face was red from crying, her eyes bulging. She was physically shaking. ‘What was she doing out there?’

      ‘I don’t know.’

      ‘She wouldn’t go into woods on her own.’

      ‘I don’t know what to tell you. I really am so sorry.’

      ‘She can’t be dead, Geoff, she can’t,’ Judith cried. ‘Please, don’t let it be her.’

      Freya watched as Geoff comforted his wife. They were both crying. There was nothing more she could do here, and she felt as if she was intruding on their grief. She stepped out of the kitchen and went into the living room. Once she was alone, she released the grip on her emotions and allowed the tears to fall.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      A five-minute walk away on Crescent Avenue, Anthony Winstanley was late getting up for work. Downstairs, in the kitchen of the mid-terraced house, Pauline was preparing the table for breakfast. The white bowls and plates were set for two. A mug for Anthony and a cup and saucer for herself. Pauline didn’t believe in starting the day with anything cooked and fatty. The oats and milk were in the saucepan waiting for when she heard Anthony start moving around upstairs, then she’d set about making him a large bowl of porridge. Pauline would have her usual breakfast of two slices of brown toast followed by a piece of fruit from the bowl on the side.

      She looked at her watch. It was ten past eight and there was still no sound from upstairs. She flicked on the kettle and headed out of the room. She paused at the bottom of the stairs and angled her head for a better listen, not that she needed to strain her hearing, Anthony wasn’t the quietest of people.

      She went upstairs and knocked on his closed door. There was no sound from within. She knocked again, louder.

      ‘Anthony, are you awake? It’s almost quarter past eight.’

      She knocked again.

      ‘Mum, don’t. I’ve got a banging headache,’ Anthony answered from inside.

      ‘Are you getting up?’

      ‘I don’t feel very well. I’ve been awake since four. I keep shivering but I’m sweating.’

      Pauline rolled her eyes. ‘I’m not surprised if you’re going to go out walking in a storm. It sounds like you’ve got a fever. Do you want me to call Dr Pratt?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘Are you going to work this morning or not?’

      ‘I don’t think I can, Mum.’

      ‘Shall I call Mrs Wilkinson and tell her you won’t be coming in?’

      ‘Yes please,’ he croaked.

      ‘You’ll need to make it up to her, Anthony. This isn’t on.’

      ‘I know. I will.’

      ‘Don’t forget to take your tablet.’

      ‘I won’t.’

      Pauline shook her head and went downstairs. Anthony catching a cold from walking in all that rain last night reminded Pauline of the washing in the machine. She’d set it and gone straight to bed. Before she rang Mrs Wilkinson, she went into the kitchen, pulled open the washer door and took out the clothes. Hopefully, if the weather held, she’d be able to hang them out. She looked at the trousers and held them up to the light. The scuff-marks of mud had come away from the bum, but there was still that red stain around the pocket. She put them back in the washer, slammed the door closed and selected a boil wash.
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      The storm had caused havoc and destruction across the whole region. In the early hours of the morning, it had blown out to sea leaving behind damage to property and land with repairs costs running into tens of millions of pounds. It had also cost the lives of four people. An elderly couple were driving home to Scarborough from seeing their daughter in Ipswich when a falling tree caused them to swerve. They ran off the road, down an embankment and overturned. It was another six hours before they were discovered by road workers clearing the debris. A young man in his twenties was taking photographs from the seafront in Skegness when he was swept away. His body was washed up twenty-five miles further south.

      The fourth victim of the storm, Alice Patterson, was lying on a gurney in the mortuary waiting for the pathologist, Paul Nash, to begin his work. He stuck two Polo mints in his mouth and smeared his upper lip with Vicks vapour rub. He was feeling slightly delicate this morning after having one too many drinks the night before and the last thing he needed was to smell partly digested stomach contents. There was a tap on his door.

      ‘Are you ready for me?’

      ‘Not quite. I think you should come and have a look.’

      ‘What at?’

      ‘Something’s wrong.’

      Nash frowned as he stood up and followed his assistant into the post-mortem suite. He looked at the naked body of Alice Patterson and felt his stomach flip.

      ‘Alice here was brought in this morning,’ Sarah Clark began. ‘We removed her clothes, bagged them up and washed her, as we always do. However, it’s only when Jill was making a record of the clothes that she realised there was no underwear present. We’ve had a look, you know, down there, and there’s evidence of bruising and tearing.’

      ‘She was raped?’ Nash asked.

      ‘She could have just had a very energetic sex life.’

      ‘What does the paperwork say?’ Nash asked, not taking his eyes from Alice.

      ‘She was a victim of the storm. She was found in woodland with a branch covering her.’

      ‘Right, well, it’s the job of the police to find out if she was sexually active or not, not ours. We do the post-mortem in the usual way and inform the police of our findings.’ He stepped forward. ‘Scalpel.’ He held out his hand.

      Nash leaned down to begin the standard Y-incision and stopped. Frowning, he turned Alice’s head to one side, then the other. He looked back to his assistant.

      ‘Call the police.’

      ‘Why?’

      ‘She’s been strangled.’

      ‘Are you sure?’

      ‘Of course I’m sure,’ he almost snapped. ‘And by cleaning her up, we’ve washed away all the fucking evidence.’ He kicked the table, sending the instruments flying. ‘Call the police and get them down here. I’m not doing anything to this girl until there’s someone here who can tell us what the hell is going on.’
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      Detective Inspector Henry Bishop was not happy about having his morning disrupted. His phone hadn’t stopped ringing with people asking bloody stupid questions about incidents caused by the storm. He’d been out twice already. Once to a body swept up onto a beach and once to a girl found in woods, both of whom had been victims of the bad weather. He was in CID, for crying out loud, which stood for Criminal Investigation Department. What was he supposed to do, charge Michael Fish with manslaughter? He slammed his office door behind him and slumped in the chair behind his desk. Another report had been added to the pile while he’d been out. He opened the cover, read the first sentence which mentioned a known sex offender not contacting the local police station for the past three weeks, and closed it again. More trivial bollocks. He opened his top drawer and removed a screwed-up packet of Benson and Hedges. He promised his doctor he’d cut down, but you couldn’t be a detective and not smoke, especially with the idiots he had on his team.

      There was a knock on his door.

      ‘Someone had better be fucking dead,’ he bellowed.

      The door opened. ‘There’s a problem,’ DC Edward Ritter said, popping his head through the small gap.

      ‘Like I said, someone had better be dead.’

      Ritter coughed as the cloud of smoke from Bishop’s cigarette hit the back of his throat.

      ‘Girl found in the woods this morning we thought was killed by a falling tree.’

      ‘Thought?’

      ‘Dr Nash reckons she was strangled.’

      ‘What?’

      ‘Dr Nash has found evidence that she was strangled. He’s abandoned the post-mortem. He says he wants someone from CID to attend. He also wants to know why it wasn’t noticed at the scene.’

      Bishop thought for a moment. ‘Who was first attending?’

      ‘I don’t know.’

      ‘Well, fucking find out!’ he shouted. He stood up and grabbed for his jacket hanging on the back of his chair. ‘Get a car. You can drive me to the hospital. And whoever missed this, I want them sitting in this chair when I get back,’ he said, pointing to the empty seat opposite his desk.
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      The argument between Dr Paul Nash and DI Henry Bishop could be heard throughout the building. Bishop, in his usual bully-boy tactics, stormed into the post-mortem suite and criticised Nash’s staff for washing the body and destroying any evidence they may have been able to get from the victim. Nash, in return, criticised Bishop and his team for not properly investigating the scene.

      Nash pushed Bishop into the exhibits room and closed the door behind them for a little privacy.

      ‘She was found with a downed tree on her fucking back. What would you have thought?’ Bishop shouted.

      ‘A lone, young female found dead in woodland should have set alarm bells ringing. I mean, Jesus Christ, it’s not that long since the Yorkshire Ripper was front-page news. Haven’t you lot learned anything from the way that was handled?’

      ‘Different force,’ Bishop said, looking away.

      ‘Oh. So, everything runs perfectly smoothly and by the book in North East Police, does it?’

      ‘We did everything right.’

      ‘No, you didn’t, or you would have spotted the signs of strangulation straight away. She’s got two bloody big thumb prints on the back of her neck.’

      ‘Shit,’ Bishop spat through gritted teeth. ‘What else can you tell me?’

      ‘There’s evidence of a blunt force trauma to the back of the head. I can’t tell if it’s from someone hitting her or if it was from a falling branch. I’d normally say we’ll take a closer look, but she’s been washed.’

      ‘Fuck.’

      ‘Also, her knickers are missing and there’s evidence of recent sexual activity.’

      ‘She was raped?’

      ‘We won’t know until we’ve done the full PM, but I’m not doing anything until I have a police presence in that room to supervise.’

      ‘DC Ritter is scrubbing up now,’ Bishop said, falling into a seat. His face looked ashen. His eyes darted left and right, rapidly, as he thought. ‘You’ve got her clothes?’

      ‘Yes. They’re bagged up in the suite.’

      ‘I’ll have to send a team out to the woods, see if they can find anything useful. Look, Dr Nash … Paul … my team is under a great deal of scrutiny at the moment, especially with the Douglas Broughton case going tits up last year. If you could just not mention this in your report, that would be a big help to me,’ he said, his eyes wide with a slimy, placating smile on his face.

      ‘You’re asking me to write a false report?’

      ‘No. Just, you know, write your report in the usual way, but don’t mention that she was brought in as a simple accident. Just state that you did your PM and found evidence of rape and strangulation and we launched a murder inquiry.’

      ‘You’re asking me to lie?’

      ‘I’m asking you to help me out, Paul.’

      ‘Sorry. No can do.’

      ‘I’m not asking you to out and out lie, just, hold back on a few details.’

      Nash folded his arms.

      ‘You bastard,’ Bishop seethed.

      ‘Before you carry on, DI Bishop, I should inform you that we’re standing in the exhibits room which has an open mic that can pick up everything said in here so conversations can be relayed to the post-mortem suite, and that every single member of my staff, and including your DC Ritter, have heard every word you’ve just said.’

      Bishop turned and looked out of the window at the masked faces glaring back at him.

      He didn’t say anything. There was nothing he could say. He stormed past Dr Nash, shouldering him hard in the process, and headed for the exit.
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      DI Bishop pulled up in his Astra as close to the site where Alice Patterson was found dead as possible. A marked police car was already there with two PCs inside. Bishop climbed out of the car, slammed the door behind him and lit up a cigarette.

      ‘Were you first on the scene?’ he asked.

      ‘No, sir. We arrived just afterwards. We both stood on the cordon and told people they couldn’t go in. It’s busy with joggers and dog walkers in the early morning.’

      ‘Show me,’ Bishop said.

      The two PCs walked through the woods. Bishop struggled over the sodden ground in his sensible shoes and had to hold onto nearby trees to stop himself from falling. Ahead, the two uniformed officers stopped to allow him to catch up.

      ‘Go on, for fuck’s sake,’ Bishop instructed. He didn’t want them seeing him slipping and making him the laughing-stock of the station.

      ‘She was found here, sir.’

      Bishop joined them and looked around. They were deep into the woods but could still hear the sound of traffic from the nearby road.

      ‘Exactly here?’ He pointed.

      ‘Yes. She was lying on her front, head pointing in that direction.’

      ‘I’m assuming this was the branch covering her?’ Bishop pointed to a thick, heavy branch at the base of a mighty oak tree.

      ‘Yes. It took three of us to lift it off her. I was called in to help.’

      Bishop looked up and the two officers followed his gaze.

      ‘It doesn’t look like it’s come from this tree,’ Bishop said.

      ‘No. And there’s evidence of it being dragged, if you look closely.’

      ‘You are?’

      ‘PC Atkin, sir.’

      ‘Did you notice this before?’

      ‘No. I was on the cordon.’

      ‘You?’ Bishop looked to the other.

      ‘PC Bellamy. I didn’t notice. I helped lift the branch then went back to the side of the road, sir.’

      ‘I think the branch might have come from this tree, sir,’ Atkin said. He’d moved away from them and pointed up to a tall tree, roughly ten feet from where they were standing.

      Bishop looked up at the tree, down at the ground where Alice’s body was found, then at the forest floor. There was faint evidence of something being dragged along the ground as leaves and twigs had been pushed out of the way, though the storm had covered up most of the tracks.

      He walked along the makeshift path, kicking at the piles of leaves and debris as he went. He paused. Something had caught his eye. He turned back, pushed aside a few more leaves with his foot and bent down for a closer look. If he wasn’t mistaken, he was looking at a pair of torn knickers.

      ‘She was murdered, and it was made to look like an accident. And we fucking fell for it,’ Bishop said, more to himself than the uniformed officers.

      ‘Is there anything you need us to do, sir?’ Atkin asked Bishop as he strode past them back to his car.

      ‘Yes. Keep your fucking mouths shut about all this,’ he shouted over his shoulder.
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      WPC Freya Sloan parked in front of Geoff and Judith Patterson’s house on John Street and turned off the engine. She’d been told to dress out of uniform so had gone for a pair of navy trousers, a cream-coloured jumper and her padded winter coat over the top.

      Geoff and Judith had been allowed to view their daughter through a screen. They’d both cried and Judith had to be helped to a chair before she collapsed. Freya stayed with them until they were ready to go home. She drove them back to John Street, made them both a cup of tea and stayed for another hour until she felt she was able to leave them alone. They both thanked her for her kindness.

      When she arrived back at the station, she felt drained and was ready for a gin and tonic and something home-cooked by her mum, but it wasn’t even lunchtime yet. She heard rumour that DI Bishop had been charging through the station, asking where that bitch who’d spent the night with the Pattersons was. She thought she should find him before he found her.

      She tapped on his office door. He looked up and glared at her through his piggy eyes.

      ‘About time. Where have you been?’

      She remained in the doorway. ‘I’ve been with the Pattersons, sir. They’re very distressed. I thought they could…’

      ‘Never mind all that. Sit down.’

      She did as she was told.

      ‘Alice Patterson was
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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