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One

SHE HADN’T THOUGHT of him in a long time. The way he would hunch against the doorway, watching her as she dressed. Waiting to see which sweater she would choose, the soft green or maybe the red. You know it, don’t you? His voice, as she stood before the mirror, as clear inside her now as it had been those years before. Watching you like this, the way you do those things; I can’t keep my hands off you.

After they had started living together it had seemed that he could never leave her alone. She would wake in the night and he would be propped up in bed on one elbow, staring down at her. Once, he had parked his car across the street from the office building where she had been working and had sat there the whole day on the chance that she might walk past one of the windows. Whenever she had passed within reach of him inside the flat they had shared, his hands had moved for her, wanting to touch, to hold her. Just when she had become convinced it was going to be that way for ever, he had changed.

Tony.

Small ways at first, barely perceptible: he no longer held her hand when they were watching television; failed to dip his head into the corner of her neck as she stood at the stove, making Sunday morning scrambled eggs. She realized that she had dressed five mornings in a row without his coming through from the bathroom, shaving lather on his face, to watch.

After that there had been other things, clearer, impossible not to recognize.

‘Tony?’

‘Uh?’

‘Are you okay?’

‘Does it look like I’m okay?’

‘No. That’s why I …’

‘Then why ask?’

She looked at herself now in the mirror. A plain grey sweater over a calf-length black skirt; the boots she had had repaired for the second winter running. Her hair was dark, almost black, and she wore it down to her shoulders at the sides, the front cut thicker and short, clear of her forehead. This evening she had been more than usually careful with her make-up, not wanting to send out the wrong signals, certainly not too soon.

Something was not quite right. She pulled open the top drawer of the dressing-table and took out a thin wool scarf, deep red; tying it loose at the side of her neck, rearranging it several times until it was right.

A smile came to her face.

‘Shirley Peters, you are not a bad-looking woman.’

Her voice was loud in the small room, a rough undertow as if she might be going down with a cold.

‘Still.’

The letter lay on the coffee-table in front of the couch, a single sheet of notepaper, pale blue. Maybe the only reason she had read this one twice was that it had been written with a fountain-pen. Black ink. Isn’t it strange how things that should be insignificant affect what we do?

Please be there between eight-fifteen and eight-thirty.

She carried it over to the narrow kitchen. A bottle of Italian red had been opened and recorked and she rinsed a glass under the cold tap before pouring herself a drink. The writing was distinctive, lower-case letters that were small and rounded, the capitals more pronounced and florid. The P of Please large enough to contain the whole word within its loop.

Shirley checked her watch again, plenty of time. Back in the living-room, she pushed a cassette into the tape deck and swung her legs up on to the cushions of the settee. One of her friends had told her it wasn’t fashionable to like Sinatra so much, but she didn’t care. There were not so many things she did like that she could afford to pass them up for the sake of fashion.

She smiled and, as Sinatra’s voice rose against a bank of strings, leaned back her head and, for no longer than a moment or two, closed her eyes.

The first ring of the phone merged with high-flown phrases, bits of a dream. As she went to pick it up, Shirley thought against logic it might be her date, cancelling the evening. But then, removing one ear-ring, that wasn’t the way it happened, no way for him to know her number, not yet; what happened was, he simply didn’t turn up.

‘I thought I’d missed you.’

‘Tony …?’

‘Thought you’d left early.’

‘I don’t understand …’

‘Monday night, isn’t it? When did you ever stay in on a Monday night?’

She had a sense of her bones, fragile, pressing against the lightness of skin. Across the room a glimpsed reflection, the red scarf bright against the grey.

‘Where are you? What do you want?’

‘Long time since we talked.’

‘We didn’t talk, we shouted.’

‘That temper of mine …’

‘I told you I didn’t want to see you again.’

‘You did more than that.’

‘I had to protect myself.’

‘Oh, yeh …’ His voice softening into a smile she could still see. ‘Tell me something, Shirl.’

‘Go on.’

‘Tell us what you’re wearing.’

Her eyes were closed as she set the receiver back in place. Damn him! In the kitchen she uncorked the bottle a second time. Court orders couldn’t free her from that look that had come back to his face after they had separated, couldn’t disguise the tone of his voice. She clunked the glass down in the sink and went to the wardrobe for her coat. He was right and it was Monday night and when had she stayed in on a Monday night these last twenty years? It was what got her through the rest of the week.

Careful, she released the catch, turned the key.


Two

IT WAS SEVERAL moments before Resnick realized that one of the cats was sitting on his head. The radio was tuned to Four and a woman’s voice was trying to tell him something about the price of Maris Piper potatoes.

‘Dizzy, come on.’

He turned slowly, coaxing the animal down on to the pillow. The clock read six-seventeen. A second cat, Miles, purred on contentedly from the patch in the covers where Resnick’s legs had made a deep V.

‘Dizzy, cut it out!’

The cat, unbroken black and with its tail crooked in greeting, continued the rhythmic movement of its claws in and out of Resnick’s arm.

‘Now!’

Finally, he lifted the cat away, lowering it to the floor as he swung his own legs round, hesitated for no more than seconds, finally bracing himself on to his feel. Rain clipped against the window and when he pulled the curtains aside it did little to raise the level of light.

Standing under the shower, Resnick massaged shampoo into his hair as vigorously as he dared; eyes closed tight, face tilted upwards, he lowered the temperature of the water until it reached minimum. When he looked into the mirror, his breath came back at him a mixture of German beer and sweet pickled gherkins. He was the usual eight pounds over on the scales. Cats swayed around his bare legs, almost slid under his feet as he pulled on his dark grey trousers, light grey socks.

By the far wall of the kitchen, Pepper peered out at him from between the leaves of the rhoicissus on top of the fridge.

Dizzy, Miles and Pepper – where was Bud?

The runt of the unrelated litter appeared, splay-legged and startled, as Resnick opened a tin of chicken and liver cat food and forked it into four bowls: green, blue, yellow and red. Whenever he changed the position of the bowls, the cats would go to their usual one without fail – who was it claimed that cats were colour-blind? Or maybe the answer lay in the way each one had its name, printed in inch-high red ink, taped to the side of each bowl.

Too early for anything more strident, Resnick set a guitar album on the stereo and kept the volume turned low. He got the coffee-pot going, cut three slices of rye bread for toast and sat down to read yesterday’s paper. Both of the city’s soccer teams had played and lost; one was treading water in the Third Division, the other keeping close to the top of the First until the inevitable winter retreat. It went without saying that Resnick supported the former. Off-duty Saturday afternoons he would stand on the terraces with half-a-dozen refugees from the Polish delicatessen and search with growing desperation for something to applaud – a cross-field pass, a tasty back-heel, a shot on goal was almost too much to ask for.

Using one sock-covered foot to dissuade Dizzy from finishing the contents of Bud’s bowl, Resnick thinly sliced some mozzarella and placed it on the toast. Coffee he drank black and without sugar: there were days when he wondered exactly why it was that he didn’t lose weight.

*

‘You ought to get married again, Charlie.’

Superintendent Jack Skelton was on his way out of the station, executive briefcase under his arm and something of a gleam in his eye. Greying hair, still thick, had been brushed meticulously into place. Bugger’s probably back from a three-mile run already, Resnick thought.

‘I’m still waiting for the first time, sir,’ he said.

‘A wife would do things for you.’

‘That’s what I’ve heard.’

‘Like make sure you didn’t leave the house in the morning with breakfast on your tie.’

Resnick glanced down. ‘It’s not mine, sir.’

‘You’ve got someone else’s breakfast on your tie?’

‘Someone else’s tie.’

Skelton continued down the steps and round into the car park with a step that managed to be unhurried and urgent at the same time. Resnick wondered if the superintendent would be back in the station for the nine o’clock briefing, or whether the chief inspector would be sitting in for him. He’d rather Skelton’s briskness than twenty minutes of Len Lawrence doing his man-of-the-people act.

The CID office was L-shaped. Desks were pushed together along the centre of the room, four and then six and four more around the corner; spaces left between them for access. A row of desks lined the window that ran the length of the left-hand wall. Four detective sergeants and sixteen constables used the office in shifts; somehow, between them, trying to make an impression on the five thousand plus crimes that had been reported so far that year – it was early November – and that was only one section of the city.

Resnick’s office was the missing section of the rectangle, partitioned off from the rest by chipboard and glass.

Patel had drawn the early shift, seven till three, and was bending over his desk, making final adjustments to the files that would bring Resnick up to date with what had happened through the night. One detailed the movement of prisoners, in and out of the cells on the ground floor; the other logged messages and Patel would have sorted these into local and national. And he would have put on the kettle for tea.

‘Anything I ought to see urgent?’ Resnick called through the open door.

‘Sir, there were six robberies, sir.’ Patel stood at the entrance to Resnick’s office, one file under each arm, sheets of computer paper folding back at top and bottom.

‘Six? You’re going to have your work cut out.’

As officer on the early shift, Patel was responsible for all burglaries. He looked at Resnick, unable to relax, uncertain if he was supposed to smile.

‘Let’s have a look, then. Before the army gets here.’

The DC placed the files on Resnick’s desk, opening each in turn. ‘Sergeant Millington, sir. He is here already.’

Resnick nodded. What was the matter with everybody today? Had they done something to the clocks without telling him? He was certain he’d changed all his when Summer Time had ended.

‘That tea won’t mash by itself, lad.’

Patel scuttled out and Resnick did no more than glance at his sergeant, knowing he had to finish reading the files before the meeting. Graham Millington took a cigarette from its packet, transferred it from one hand to another, put it back unlit. He could never understand it. There he was, ten years in uniform, seven as a DC; four years now since passing his promotion board to sergeant. Not only that, he had a couple of commendations and a medal for bravery, a three-piece suit that didn’t strain to fit, a wedding ring on his finger, an internal clock like Greenwich Mean Time and a clean tie. What more did it take to make detective inspector?

‘Anything the matter, Graham?’ Resnick closed the files.

Millington sniffed and shook his head. ‘No, sir.’

‘Somebody’s been busy along the back of the boulevard.’

‘I just had a word with uniform. Night inspector said some kid rang in about five. Just got back from a party. Got out of a taxi and into the drive and realized the front door’s open to the wind. Takes him another five minutes to realize there’s a space where the TV used to be.’

‘Anyone else in the house?’

‘Family. All upstairs in bed. Fast off.’

Lucky for some, Resnick thought. ‘Much else missing?’ he asked.

‘VCR, couple of good cameras – the kid’s getting himself into a state on account his entire James Brown collection’s been lifted.’ Millington sighed. ‘Five others so far, and there’ll be more when folk wake up to it. All the same.’

‘All mourning their James Brown, eh?’

Millington felt one side of his mouth shaping into a grin and willed it to stop. He wanted to call Resnick’s bluff but didn’t quite dare. For all he knew, his superior went home and kicked back the carpet, tossed down a few glasses of schnapps and boogied the night away to ‘Papa’s Got a Brand New Bag’.

Bodies moved past the doorway, snatches of early conversation, a loud laugh and then a groan as Mark Divine’s voice rose above the rest, boasting about the night before to the other officers.

Resnick glanced over his shoulder at the round-faced clock between pinboard and his pair of filing cabinets: four minutes past eight.

‘Okay, Graham,’ said Resnick, standing. ‘Let’s get to it’

Superintendent Skelton had not returned from Central Police Station, so, after briefing his men, Resnick had reported to Chief Inspector Lawrence, together with the uniformed inspector in charge. Both men had kept it as short as possible and by a quarter-past nine, Resnick was back in his own office, phoning through to the detective chief inspector at headquarters.

‘Lively night down your way,’ the DCI observed, pleasantly caustic.

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Getting any help from uniform on this?’

‘Two men for house-to-house, sir.’

‘Right you are, then, Charlie. Talk to you tomorrow. You’ll likely have a result by then.’

Resnick set the receiver down and the door to his office opened.

‘Didn’t know if I should remind you,’ said Graham Millington. ‘You’re in court this morning, aren’t you?’

Resnick closed his eyes, pinched the bridge of his nose between forefinger and thumb. The door to his office closed quietly. Beyond it phones rang and were answered. Somebody swore, softly, repeatedly, and no one appeared to notice.

He had been trying to wipe from his mind the fact that he was due, that morning, to give evidence. There were cases that seemed to make no impact at all, others that brought their share of sleepless hours, and then there were those that bit deep.

This had started with a call to the station. A child’s mother had rung in, pretending to be a neighbour. She had alleged that her husband was consistently forcing their daughter to take part in sexual acts. That was what it had come down to, when all the pretence, the play-acting were over. Remembering, Resnick’s mouth went tight. It all seemed a long time ago, the first stumbled words, the investigation, the child who had sat quietly before a video camera and played with dolls. Yes, he did, he took this and he put it there. Seven years old. Was that what people got married for, Resnick asked? Had children?

On his way into the city-centre he tried not to answer the questions, tried to clear his mind of the case altogether. Once in the witness box it would come back soon enough.

There was time to walk up to the indoor market and take his usual seat at the Italian coffee stall. The girl slid an espresso in front of him without waiting to be asked and Resnick drank it down in two and ordered another.

‘How’s it going?’ she asked.

Resnick slid the coins across the counter and shrugged. How was it going? Phones rang and were answered. It was part of the job, it was what he did.

The courthouse had been newly built from pink stone and smoked glass, and from the foyer entrance you could watch the buses pulling out of the station and into the traffic, one every couple of minutes. Hiss of brakes, hiss of rain. Resnick turned and saw the couple, child and mother, sitting on a bench seat, clear space between them. Had he thought about it, he would have known they would be there, known he would see them, but he had stopped himself thinking about it These things took a long time. He wondered if the little girl would recognize him and how she would react if she did.

A woman stood beside them, bending down to talk to the mother, her hand brushing the fall of the child’s hair as she straightened away. Resnick dismissed her as being a relative, put her down as a social worker, not the same one who had been at the station when they had been asking their questions.

‘Yes, it hurt me.’

This woman was tall, tall enough; she had a way of standing that said I know who I am and what I’m doing here and if you don’t, well, I don’t give a damn. The deep collar of her camel coat was pulled high, the belt looped loosely over. Resnick caught sight of tan boots with a heel, a glimpse of blue skirt where the hem of the coat separated out.

When he realized she was looking back at him, Resnick slid one hand inside his jacket and left it there, resting on the fastened button, covering the stain on his tie.

He felt the need to walk over and talk to the mother, say something calming and trite. What stopped him was not knowing how to speak to the little girl, sitting there plucking at a button on her sleeve and tapping her toes against that newly polished floor. What stopped him was knowing that his reason for doing it was to appear sympathetic in front of the woman in the camel coat.

Rachel Chaplin rested her right hand on the back of the bench and watched Resnick walk away towards the door of the court. She didn’t know his name, but knew his rank; she knew him for a police officer. She knew that he had been looking at her and not at the clients who were sitting on the bench. When he had been about to approach them she had guessed that he had been involved in the arrest and in a moment she would ask Mrs Taylor if that had been so. Meanwhile, she was wondering what had made him change his mind.

He was an overweight man in his early forties, whose narrow eyes were bagged and tired, and who couldn’t find the time to drop his tie off at the cleaners.

Now Rachel Chaplin was wondering just why she was smiling.

Giving evidence, Resnick stumbled over a date and had to flick back through the pages of his notebook for verification. Yes, that did mean that the child was examined by a doctor precisely seven days after he had received the initial call. Yes, the delay was in part due to the manner in which the mother had elected to inform the authorities. Did he think that the mother had been to any degree complicit in the father’s behaviour towards their daughter?

Only once did Resnick allow himself to look directly at the man standing between two officers in the dock. He had been asked to describe the accused’s emotions when faced with the offence. Had he shown unusual emotion? Had he broken down? Wept? Asked for forgiveness? He stood there now much as a man might stand, bored, in the Friday-night queue at the supermarket.

‘Detective inspector?’

Resnick’s eyes never left the father’s face as he answered. ‘The accused said, “She’s just a bloody kid!” And then he said, “The lying little bitch!”’

Rachel could have been waiting for him, but she wasn’t. She was by the exit, talking to a ginger-haired man Resnick recognized as the probation officer to the court. She was talking earnestly, her oval face serious amidst curls.

‘Inspector …’ The soft leather bag that hung from her right shoulder hit against the glass door as she moved.

Resnick turned towards her, nodding to the probation officer as he did so.

‘I won’t keep you a moment,’ Rachel said. There was an unevenness at the bottom of her front teeth, as though a piece had been chipped away.

‘I’m Rachel Chaplin, I’m …’

‘You’re the Taylors’ social worker,’ Resnick interrupted.

‘Yes.’

The probation officer raised a hand that neither acknowledged and walked between them, down and into the street.

‘How are they coping?’ asked Resnick.

‘In the circumstances it’s difficult to say.’

‘The girl …’

A barrister hurried behind Resnick, stuffing his gown down into a sports bag as he went. The step which the inspector automatically took forward placed him close enough to Rachel Chaplin to see his reflection clearly in the red-framed glasses that she wore.

‘Ask me again in six months, a year. I might have an answer for you. Ask me after the father comes out of prison, after therapy. I don’t know.’ She looked away from him and then back and asked, ‘How are you?’

Taken by surprise, Resnick didn’t know what to say.

‘You seem tense,’ Rachel said. ‘You’ve got frown lines cluttering up your eyes and you haven’t been sleeping properly.’

‘I haven’t?’

‘Uh-huh. You’ve probably got a bed that isn’t firm enough to take your weight and if you told me you drank Scotch before trying to sleep, I’d believe you.’

‘Suppose it’s coffee?’

‘The effect’s the same.’

He couldn’t decide if her eyes were more green than blue.

He said: ‘Is this why you called me over?’

She said: ‘It’s what I’ve ended up saying.’

‘But when you stopped me …?’

‘I wanted to tell you that Mrs Taylor … this morning, before court, I asked her about you.’

‘Yes?’

‘She said how understanding you’d been.’

‘Then she’s wrong,’ Resnick said. ‘I don’t understand at all.’

Instead of leaving the building with her, the two of them walking down the steps side-by-side, Resnick was on his own. The corner outside the court was jammed with people waiting for the lights to change. He hadn’t thought about turning away from her, he had just done it.

He was heading for the underpass that would take him through the shopping precinct and back into the city centre when the bleeper clipped inside his jacket sounded and sent him in search of the nearest telephone.


Three

RESNICK HAD LIVED here, this part of the city, when he had been a uniformed sergeant, straining to get back into CID, eager to improve his status, move on up. Now the terraced streets had two-tone 2CVs parked at the kerb and, through painted blinds, glimpses of parlour palms and Laura Ashley wallpaper: maybe he should have stuck around a little longer.

There was an ambulance outside number 37 and Resnick pulled in between it and a maroon saloon which he recognized as belonging to Parkinson, the police surgeon.

The rain had stopped but the air was still damp enough to make ageing bones ache. A few people stood around on the opposite side of the street, hands in their pockets, shuffling their feet and speculating. Faces stared out from windows, several with lights already switched on in the rooms behind.

DC Kellogg stood talking to a youth with a shaft of black gelled hair in the doorway of number 39, listening and making notes. By the entrance to number 37, a young constable stood with hands clasped behind his back, embarrassed to be the temporary focus of so much attention.

Millington met Resnick in the narrow hallway.

‘How did it go at court?’

Resnick ignored the question, looked past his sergeant at the partly open doorway ahead. ‘Scene-of-crime here yet?’

‘On their way.’

Resnick nodded. ‘I want a look.’

A grey top-coat had been dropped across the back of an easy chair; from behind it the toe of a red shoe poked out. On the glass-topped coffee-table were a couple of wine glasses, one with an inch of red wine at the bottom, and a single red and white ear-ring. A thick glass ashtray held the stubs of three cigarettes. Above the fireplace, a few tan-and-orange lilies had started to throw off their petals, curled like tongues.

There were several posters on the walls, clip-framed; from one Monroe looked out, slump-backed on a stool, black clothes, white face. Resnick glanced into her empty eyes and turned away. Words from a song of Billie Holliday nudged away at his mind, images of winter through the slight distortion of glass.

Parkinson stood up and half-turned to acknowledge Resnick’s presence; he took off his bifocals and slid them down into a case he kept in the breast pocket of his suit jacket.

‘You’re finished?’ Resnick asked.

‘For now.’

‘Any idea of time?’

The police surgeon blinked and sounded bored; Resnick guessed the weather had kept him off the golf course for too long. ‘Somewhere in excess of twelve hours.’

‘Last night then?’

‘The wee small hours.’

Resnick nodded and moved a little closer. The rear of Shirley Peters’s skirt had become rucked up behind her and one leg was folded beneath the other, as if she had been sitting on it and then lain slowly back. Her grey sweater had been loosened from the waist band of the skirt and was pushed up at one side towards her breast. Maybe, Resnick thought, it had first been pulled all the way up and later drawn, imperfectly, down. The dead woman’s head lolled back sideways on a cushion, angled over towards the fireplace. Her eyes – mouth – were open. The line of red, taut and twisted, ran from beneath the rich dark of her hair: a red scarf knotted at the throat and pulled tight.

‘Who found her?’

Millington cleared his throat. ‘Patel.’

‘He’s still around?’

‘Supposed to be helping Kellogg with …’

‘I want to see him.’

The scene-of-crime squad was filling out the corridor. During the next hour or so, a practised search would be carried out, samples lifted with tweezers, scraped from beneath the painted fingernails of Shirley Peters’s hands; wine glasses, surfaces would be fingerprinted; photographs taken, a video film shot and prepared for Resnick’s briefing.

Clear out of the way and let them get on with it.

‘We were knocking on doors, that run of break-ins, the nearest was down the street at number 62.’

‘Two constables and yourself.’

‘Yes, sir.’

Resnick watched the slim fingers of Patel’s hands slide back and forth along his thighs, intertwine, free themselves and move again. He wondered if it was the first time Patel had come upon a dead body – and decided that probably there would have been a grand-parent or an aunt, some relative back home in – where was it? – Bradford.

‘I rang the bell, knocked. Nobody came to the door, so I made a note to call back and that was when the neighbour came out from number 39.’

‘Neighbour?’

Patel opened the small black notebook, the right page marked by a rubber band. ‘MRS BENNETT.’ The name had been written in capitals, neat and black and underlined. ‘She said somebody should be in, Shirley, that was the name she used. She said she often slept late.’

‘You tried again?’

Patel nodded. Resnick thought how different it would have been coming from any of the other officers. The young Asian’s diffidence came from years of stepping through conversation as through minefields, aware of how little it took to make everything go up in your face. Without it, he would have been unlikely to have survived in the Force.

‘I went round to the back …’

‘To ask a few routine questions about a burglary?’

Patel looked into Resnick’s face: the first time he had done so directly. ‘I thought it would do no harm to check. Only a minute. There is an entry at the end of the street.’

You followed a hunch, you bugger, Resnick thought. Good for you!

‘The back door, it wasn’t quite closed. Pulled to. I tried the handle.’

‘You went in?’

‘There were grounds for believing … at least, I thought …’

‘From what the neighbour had said, someone should have been at home.’

‘Yes, sir. I opened the door wide enough to call out. Several times. Loud enough, I think, to have woken most people.’

Not this one, Resnick thought, seeing again the savage turn of the woman’s head, back against the cushion.

‘With the other burglaries in the area …’ Patel ceased talking, the words drained from him. Resnick knew that inside his head the officer was walking again through the kitchen, past the sink, electric cooker, the painted chipboard units, on towards the living-room door.

‘Your suspicion now,’ Resnick finished for him, ‘was that the neighbour’s assumptions were wrong, the house was empty, there had been a break-in, illegal entry through the rear, just like the rest.’

Patel nodded.

‘But that wasn’t the case?’

‘No.’ Patel shook his head. ‘No, sir. It was not.’

Resnick touched him briefly on the arm. ‘Outside and get some fresh air. Right?’

Resnick watched him walking slowly back across the road, head bowed a little and his helmet held by his fingers between arm and hip. If he hadn’t already vomited, he would before long.

‘Graham?’

Millington walked over from where he had been watching a scene-of-crime officer loading a fresh cassette into his video camera. ‘Shouldn’t be too long now.’

‘Where’s Lynn?’

Millington pointed beyond the ambulance. Lynn Kellogg was sitting on a low wall, talking to a couple of kids of barely school age.

‘Send her over. And, listen, if there’s nothing more you can do here, run Patel back to the station. He ought to get home but he’ll as like say no.’

‘If it was anybody else, I could take him to the pub and buy him a large brandy.’

‘Anybody else, that body might have been mouldering away in there for days.’

Millington looked at him sharply, looking for offence. ‘I hope you’re not including me in that?’

‘You, Graham?’ said Resnick, straight-faced. ‘You’re a sergeant.’

Lynn Kellogg was a stocky, red-faced woman of twenty-eight with soft brown hair and the still distinguishable burr of a Norfolk accent. Her mother and stepfather owned a chicken farm between Thetford and Norwich and each Christmas for the past three years Resnick had found a capon in a plastic carrier-bag inside the metal waste-paper bin beneath his desk.

Like many women officers, she tended to get shunted into certain areas: so many cases of child abuse and rape that there were whole weeks on end when she thought she’d joined Social Services. But she was good with other women, kids too, and that didn’t mean Resnick forgot seeing her wade into the crowd at the Trent End and haul out a youth in a red and white scarf who’d just hurled a half-brick at the visiting goalkeeper.

‘Important witnesses?’ asked Resnick, nodding in the direction of the five-year-olds.

‘Public relations.’

‘There’s a woman in number 39, Mrs Bennett. Sounds as if she might be the eyes and ears of the street. According to Patel, she was pretty knowledgeable about the dead woman’s movements – or thought she was. Have a chat, will you? If you turn up anything that seems important get in touch with Sergeant Millington or myself at the station. If there’s any chance of closing this one down quickly, so much the better.’

He spoke with the officer in charge of the scene-of-crime team for no more than ten minutes. When he got their report through, there might be something to go on. The small crowd of onlookers had got cold and bored and had mostly drifted away. The street lights stood out clearly now. On the horizon the reflections of the other lights threw up an oddly violet glow over the heaped shadow of the city. Resnick shivered as he headed back towards the house; he hated those evenings where dusk hardly seemed to exist; you blinked and there it was, night.

Whatever in the room had been touched, had been replaced with care. Shirley Peters’s face looked like the painting of a face. When the Home Office pathologist performed the post-mortem, what he did would be careful, too, and terrible.

‘Sir …’

The constable was at the entrance to the room, more awkward now than embarrassed, fidgeting from one foot to another as if his trousers were suddenly too tight.

‘There’s somebody outside, sir … to see …’ He nodded towards the corpse. ‘It’s … I think it’s her mother.’

Resnick started to move. ‘For God’s sake, keep her out.’

‘Yes, sir.’

As the constable turned, the woman slipped beneath his arm and Resnick had to set his body in front of hers to keep her from the room. She had hair that was a shade of platinum blonde you didn’t see much any more, and, if it hadn’t been for the way it had been piled up on top and the size of her heels, she would have been less than five feet tall.

‘What’s happened? Shirley. Oh, my God, Shirley!’

‘I think we should go back outside, Mrs Peters. And you,’ he called over her head, ‘stop dithering and find DC Kellogg. Next door. Now.’

The woman tried to wriggle past him and Resnick grasped her shoulders.

‘Let me go!’

‘I don’t think that’s a good idea.’

‘You’ve got no right …’

He was slowly forcing her back along the hallway, trying not to force his fingers too hard against her upper arms, hurt her, bruise her.

‘My Shirley!’ She screamed up into Resnick’s face and he loosened his grip until his hands were not quite touching her arms. They were inside the front doorway and Lynn Kellogg was waiting by the metal gate at the pavement.

‘I think we should go and sit next door,’ Resnick said, talking to the DC as much as Mrs Peters. ‘Maybe a cup of tea?’

All colour had left the woman’s face; her eyes were blinking involuntarily and, at her sides, her hands were beginning to shake.

‘Come on,’ said Resnick, touching her gently.

‘No, no …’

‘I think you might be going to faint.’

‘No, I’m not. I’m all right. I … I think I’m going to faint.’

Resnick stooped and swept an arm behind her legs and caught her before she struck the ground.


Four

THE SANDWICH WAS tuna fish and egg mayonnaise with some small slices of pickled gherkin and a crumbling of blue cheese; the mayonnaise kept dripping over the edges of the bread and down on to his fingers so that Dizzy twisted and stretched from his lap in order to lick it off. Billie Holliday and Lester Young were doing it through the headphones, making love to music without ever holding hands. Resnick couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that he had lied to Skelton, wondering why.

His marriage had neither been so bad that he had stricken it from the record of his memory, nor so lacking in incident that he would have truly forgotten. Something over five years and she had walked in while he was painting the woodwork in the spare room and announced that she wanted a divorce. Each year of their marriage he had redecorated that small room at the back of their own bedroom in the hope that one day she might walk into it with a glow in her eyes and announce that she was pregnant. Why else did he use alphabet wallpaper in primary colours? Why else the paintwork in bright reds and greens?

All she had been able to say was that she needed space to grow, room to find herself and she didn’t mean the one he was so obsessively turning into a succession of nurseries. Her horizons, she felt, were being limited, foreshortened.

Fine, Resnick had said, let’s sell up, move. There’s nothing special to keep us here. I’ll forget about making babies for a few years and you concentrate on your career. Better still, throw in your job. Retrain. Get a place at university. Go abroad. Only last month someone from CID got a transfer to Billings, Montana; doubled his salary for the price of a ticket across the Atlantic, one way. Now he’s got a house on the edge of town that looks over miles of prairie and all he had to do was learn how to ride a horse.

None of that was what she had in mind.

Whatever growing Resnick might be going in for, and she made it more than clear in those last weeks that he had a lot of potential in that area, he was going to do it in his own time and company. She was going to stretch her new-found wings alone.

Within six months she was remarried, her new husband an estate agent who changed his car every year and spent weekends at a holiday cottage in Wales. Resnick used to scan the papers, eager for reports that it had been burnt down. For a while he even subscribed to the fighting fund of Plaid Cymru. Now it was as if he had never really known her, as if nothing but their bodies had ever really touched. He had realized that in all the five years they had lived under the same roof, he had never known what she had been thinking or feeling and the truly frightening thing was realizing that he had never really cared. She would have said that was why, finally, she had to leave him. He had never been able to find her, so she had better try to find herself.

But what do you find, Resnick had used to wonder, down behind the rear seat of a new Volvo or at the bottom of an exclusive estate’s swimming-pool after the water has been drained away?

He used to think it very sad; then, as more years passed, he scarcely thought about it – about her – at all.

Maybe his denial to Jack Skelton had not been as much of a lie as he had thought.

He cleaned those parts of his fingers the cat had ignored, leaned forward and set the plate on the floor and then removed the headphones. As he did so, he realized that the telephone was ringing. He made a lunge towards it and lifted the receiver and, of course, the line went dead the moment it got close to his ear.

The receiver still in his hand, he dialled the station: no, no one had been trying to contact him. Lynn Kellogg was alone in the office, catching up on some paperwork. Her voice sounded more Norfolk the more tired she became and now Resnick had difficulty making out what she said.

‘How’s Patel?’ Resnick asked.

‘White as a mucky sheet. The sergeant told him to go home.’

‘Home to Bradford, or home to his digs?’

‘Digs, I suppose.’

‘You do the same.’

‘I’ve moved on from digs long since.’

She had moved to a housing association flat in the old Lace Market area of the city, where she lived with a professional cyclist who spent most of his spare time pedalling over the Alps in bottom gear and much of the remainder shaving his legs to eliminate wind resistance.

At least it allowed her space.

‘Go home yourself,’ Resnick said. ‘Get some sleep. And remember your box of plasters as well as your sensible shoes tomorrow. You’ll be doing house-to-house.’

Resnick went into the kitchen area and shifted Pepper far enough from the stove to set the kettle on the gas. He was spooning a mixture of dark continental and mocha into the filter when he realized he had been thinking about Rachel Chaplin for some minutes. Partly it was because of the little lecture she had delivered on caffeine before bedtime, but mainly it was the way he remembered her eyes. The way they held his gaze and refused to fade away. In some way or another she meant trouble for him, this Rachel Chaplin, and Resnick was unable to resist the feeling that a little trouble was his due.

He poured the boiling water over the ground coffee, reached for a clean glass and a bottle of Scotch and poured some of that, too. If he wasn’t going to be able to sleep, at least he could enjoy staying awake.

‘Don’t say it!’ warned Resnick. ‘Don’t say a thing.’

He leaned his back against the corner of the stairwell, breathing heavily, unsteadily. DC Kellogg turned her head and gazed out over the park with its pitch-and-putt course, the domed church on the hill opposite, beyond that houses and the first glimpses of open country.

‘Bloody lifts never work! It’s all right for youngsters like you. Take the stairs three at a time and keep smiling.’

Lynn Kellogg smiled. ‘First time I’ve ever heard you plead getting old, sir.’

Resnick levered himself away from the wall. ‘I’m not.’

Still smiling, she followed him along the landing, negotiating their way past two prams, one holding a sleeping child, the other a half-hundredweight of coal and the inside of a television.

Olive Peters showed them into a small living-room, dralon and plastic, a damp stain spreading out in dark, wavering rings from one corner of the ceiling. Her cheeks had sunk deep into her face and her mouth had all but disappeared, as if the dentures she normally wore had been mislaid, forgotten. Lacking yesterday’s make-up, grey creases strayed across her skin. The platinum blonde hair had been pinned-up haphazardly; her body shrunk inside a buttoned cardigan and skirt.

‘I could make some tea …’

‘Don’t trouble yourself.’

‘It seems wrong,’ she fidgeted. ‘When you’ve come out, like …’

‘Mrs Peters,’ said Lynn Kellogg, getting up. ‘Why don’t I pop into the kitchen and make us a pot? Would you mind?’

She leaned back into her chair, relieved. ‘That’s it, duck, you mash.’ And then, ‘There’s a packet of biscuits somewhere, you’ll see.’

‘Lovely girl,’ she said, turning to Resnick, and the tears began to flow again, easing themselves down her face.

Resnick leaned across and gave her his handkerchief, looked at the photograph of mother and daughter on the mantelpiece, crooked in a perspex frame, waited for the tea and biscuits.

Shirley Peters’s mother didn’t wait that long. ‘What makes me sick, when you catch the bastard he won’t swing for it!’

Something about the way she spoke jogged Resnick awake, made him realize that when she said ‘he’, she didn’t mean some anonymous, still-to-be-identified killer. She meant somebody specific.

‘Tony,’ she said, looking Resnick in the face, reading his thoughts in return. ‘He always said he’d do this to her. Tony. The bastard!’

In the kitchen the kettle whistled and then was still; Resnick quietly took out his notebook and fingered the cap from his pen.

DS Millington swung into the car park, driving too fast, as Resnick and Kellogg were closing the doors of the black saloon. Before there was time to climb the steps into the station, Millington was hurrying between them.

‘Six witnesses. Six. All willing to testify to Peters’s common-law husband threatening her with violence.’

Resnick pushed through the glass door, nodded to the uniformed officer on duty and moved on towards the stairs.

‘One couple, black, but never mind, can’t have everything, they remember it clearly, date, time, everything, wedding anniversary, that’s why. Got back from some do and there was all this going on in the middle of the street. You as much as sniff another man and I’ll bloody strangle you!, that’s what he came out with. They’ll swear to it.’

They were standing inside Resnick’s office now, Resnick’s face expressionless as he nodded, listening to the sergeant’s excited voice. Off to the side, Lynn Kellogg watching, a smile ready at the corners of her rounded mouth.

Millington clapped his hands emphatically. ‘Open and sodding shut!’

‘Tony Macliesh.’ Resnick’s tone was level, matter-of-fact.

Millington’s eyes grew wide, then narrowed to a slit. Resnick continued to look at a point some six inches above his sergeant’s head.

‘If you knew …’

‘I’ve sent Naylor and Divine to bring him in.’

Lynn Kellogg excused herself, hand to her mouth, bottling up the laughter as best she could until she reached the privacy of the ladies.

‘Open and shut, Charlie. Is that what you think?’

Resnick was sitting in Skelton’s office, trying not to get annoyed at the way both in-tray and out-tray were arranged a precise quarter-inch from the edges of the desk, the blotter with its fountain-pens, each containing different coloured inks, pointing towards it at an angle of forty-five degrees. Equidistant from the silver-framed calendar, photographs of Skelton’s wife and daughter, also silver-framed and smiling.

‘Looks that way.’

Skelton nodded. ‘Run me through it.’

Resnick uncrossed his legs, crossed them again the other way. ‘Shirley Peters, thirty-nine. Last four years she’d worked for a computer software company near the old market square. Typist, switchboard, nothing specialized. Up till about eighteen months ago she’d been living with this Tony Macliesh. Her mother says they were together the best part of three years – though to hear her tell it, the best part was when she finally chucked him. He went off to Aberdeen to work on the rigs, she got on with her life and inside six months he was back and making a nuisance of himself. Arguments, threats; he’d be banging on the door in the middle of the night. She changed the locks, spent some nights with her mum, only of course that made it worse because he thought she’d been with a bloke.’

‘Any complaints through us?’ Skelton interrupted.

‘Kellogg’s checking the files. There must have been something; a little over a year back she got a restraining order against him.’

‘Effective?’

‘Didn’t need to be. Macliesh got lifted for aggravated burglary and earned himself nine months in Lincoln. He’s not long out. One of the neighbours told Millington she saw him pacing up and down the street no more than two days back.’

Skelton leaned backwards, flexing his fingers and then cupping his hands behind his head. ‘File it away under domestic violence.’

‘I think so.’

‘No need to panic.’

‘No.’

‘You’ll get your other evidence?’

‘Scene-of-crime turned up some hairs on the woman’s sweater that weren’t hers, scraping of skin under the forefinger of the right hand, male pubic hair around the pelvic …’

‘I understood her to be fully clothed?’

Resnick looked at him. ‘Some people prefer it that way.’

The look he got in return was of no great interest, only mild surprise. Resnick had worked with Skelton for almost two years and if his superior’s self-control had slipped during that time, Resnick had not been aware of it.

‘How does this fit in with your theory about Macliesh?’ Skelton asked.

‘If what was driving him was sexual jealousy, anything’s possible. And all traces of semen were outside the body, her abdomen, her …’ Resnick left it there; if Skelton wanted to Use his imagination, he could give it a try.

‘All right, then, Charlie. You’re bringing him in?’

‘I sent two men down to his digs. He’d got himself a room in Radford. They phoned in an hour ago to say he wasn’t there, but most of his stuff’s still in the room. They’re nosing around, other lodgers, the local. They’ll turn something up.’

Skelton stood up, glancing at his watch. Resnick wondered if, the second the door to the office was closed, Skelton would be logging the exact time the interview had finished in his Filofax.

Kevin Naylor spread the colour charts across his desk and couldn’t remember whether Debbie had said peach or apricot. What was the difference anyway and how much did it matter? Something to do with the way it had to match the terracotta she’d already chosen for the tiles. Jesus! He’d always thought that getting married was a matter of finding a girl with the best qualities of your mother, but who wasn’t going to turn into her own at half-time. Then it came down to choosing your moment, plucking up courage, will you …? A bucketful of tears and a gold ring later and you put the deposit down on one of those new houses across from the canal.

All of which showed how naive a young DC could be once clear of his own territory.

Drawing the down payment out of the Nationwide had been simply the beginning. Now every weekend, every off-duty moment, was filled with papers and paints, carpet samples, swatches of curtain material – he could have described the layout of every large furniture store and warehouse, every DIY emporium within a fifteen-mile radius of the city.

He refolded the charts as Mark Divine came into the office with two mugs of tea. Why couldn’t he be like Divine? The world divided into three equal parts: you drank it, fly-tackled it or got your leg
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