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HAVE YOU READ THEM ALL?

The thrillers featuring Detective Inspector Jack Caffery are:

BIRDMAN

Greenwich, south-east London. DI Jack Caffery is called to one of the most gruesome crime scenes he has ever seen. Five young women have been murdered – and it is only a matter of time before the killer strikes again …

‘A first class shocker’

Guardian


THE TREATMENT

Traumatic memories are wakened for DI Jack Caffery when a husband and wife are discovered, imprisoned in their own home. They are both near death. But worse is to come: their young son is missing …

‘Genuinely frightening’

Sunday Times


RITUAL

Recently arrived from London, DI Jack Caffery is now part of Bristol’s Major Crime Investigation Unit. Soon he’s looking for a missing boy – a search that leads him to a more terrifying place than anything he has known before.

‘Intensely enthralling’

Observer


SKIN

When the decomposed body of a young woman is found near railway tracks just outside Bristol, all indications are that she’s committed suicide. But DI Jack Caffery is not so sure – he is on the trail of someone predatory, and for the first time in a very long time he feels scared.


‘Warped … bloodthirsty … Hayder is brilliant at making you read on’

Daily Telegraph


GONE

A car has been stolen. On the back seat was an eleven-year-old girl, who is still missing. It should be a simple case, but DI Jack Caffery knows that something is badly wrong. Because the car-jacker seems to be ahead of the police every step of the way …

‘Grips her readers by the scruffs of their necks’

The Times


POPPET

Fear spreads quickly at Amberly Secure Unit. When unexplained power cuts lead to a series of horrifying events, hysteria sets in amongst the inmates. AJ, a senior psychiatric nurse, seeks help from DI Jack Caffery. But will they be strong enough to stare pure evil in the eye and survive?

‘Hayder pushes the boundaries of what’s been said and written before’

Daily Mail


WOLF

Fourteen years ago two teenage lovers were brutally murdered in a patch of remote woodland. The prime suspect confessed to the crimes and was imprisoned. Now, one family is still trying to put the memory of the killings behind them. But at their isolated hilltop house … the nightmare is about to return.

‘Hayder’s work and characters are worth the unending nightmares they will inspire’

New York Times






Have you read Mo Hayder’s stand-alone thrillers?


THE DEVIL OF NANKING

Desperate and alone in an alien city, student Grey Hutchins accepts a job as a hostess in an exclusive club. There she meets an ancient gangster rumoured to rely on a strange elixir for his continued health; it is an elixir others want – at any price …

‘Left me stunned and haunted. This is writing of breathtaking power and poetry’

Tess Gerritsen



PIG ISLAND

When journalist Joe Oakes visits a secretive religious community on a remote Scottish island, he is forced to question the nature of evil – and whether he might be responsible for the terrible crime about to unfold.

‘The most terrifying thriller you’ll read all year’

Karin Slaughter



HANGING HILL

A teenage girl has been brutally murdered on her way home from school. The cryptic message ‘all like her’ is crudely written on her body. Headstrong DI Zoe Benedict knows she is getting close to the truth. But as she digs, she realises there are frightening parallels with her own dark past. Secrets that, if exposed, could destroy her …

‘An authentically disturbing, gripping winner’

Financial Times





Mo Hayder



WOLF
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Part One




Picking Elderflowers in the Evening, Near Litton, Somerset

AMY IS FIVE years old and in all of those five years she’s never seen Mummy acting like this before. Mummy’s in front of her on the grass, standing in a weird way, as if she’s been frozen by one of those ice guns that the man in The Incredibles have got in his hand most of the time. She’s on one leg, with one arm out, like she’s been running and got told to stop and stay still as a statue. Her mouth is open too and her face is white. It would be really funny if her eyes weren’t all opened up and weird, the way her face goes when she’s looking at something scary on the television. Behind her is a line of fluffy white clouds in the sky – like on The Simpsons – except the sky’s a bit darker, because it’s nearly night-time.

‘Amy?’ After a while Mum puts her foot down. Stops balancing on it. She does this funny little sideways dance like a puppet what’s about to fall over, and when she gets her balance again her face changes. ‘AMY?’

She starts running and as she runs she’s screaming, ‘Brian!?! Brian, I’ve found her. Brian? Come NOW. I’ve found her. Over here in the trees.’

Before Amy can say anything Mum has grabbed her up. She’s still screaming out to Dad, ‘Brian Brian Brian,’ and she’s hugging Amy the way she hugged her that day she was about to go into the road and almost got squished by a bus, which Mum says is the most scary thing that ever happened to her, but Amy didn’t think was even half as scary as the Puzzler man off of Numberjacks on CBeebies.

‘Where’ve you been?’ Mum puts her back down on the ground with a bump. She squats and runs her hands up and down her arms and legs, straightening her blue dress and pushing her hair out of her face. Staring at her, all worried. ‘Amy? Amy, are you all right? Are you all right, darling?’

‘I’m all right, Mummy. Why?’

‘Why?’ Mum shakes her head, like the times when Dad says something really stupid. ‘Why? Oh baby, baby, baby. My baby.’ She closes her eyes, drops her head against Amy’s chest and squeezes her. It’s a really hard hug and Amy can feel her insides squishing up, but she doesn’t want to squiggle away coz it might upset Mum.

‘Amy!’ Dad comes running along the path. The field is very big and very green and sloping and all the people from the cars that were parked here before have got out and they’re all standing staring at her. ‘AMY?’ Dad’s not carrying the container they were putting their flowers into any longer, instead he’s got his phone in his hand. He’s taken off his nice jumper and his shirt’s all wet and yucky under the armpits. Mum says that’s where he leaks when he runs too fast so he must of been running for a long time. His face is just like Mum’s, all white and scared, and Amy wants to laugh a bit, coz they do look funny both of them, all white like Halloween masks, except it’s hard to tell if Dad’s really cross or really sad.

‘Where were you? Where have you been?’ His voice is really shouty. ‘How many times have I told you not to go out of our sight?’ He turns and yells at the people over at the cars. ‘We’ve found her. We’ve found her.’ Then he turns back to Amy. He’s cross, definitely cross – you can tell by how squinty his eyes have gone. ‘You’ve been ages, you’ve made your mother cry now. This is the last time we pick elderflowers. The last time.’

‘Brian, be quiet. She’s all right, that’s the main thing.’

‘Is she?’ He puts a hand on Mum’s shoulder and moves her out of the way so he can bend and look into Amy’s face. His eyes go up and down and side to side, taking in every inch. ‘Are you all right? Amy? Where’ve you been? Have you spoken to anyone?’

She bites her lip. Her head feels all nasty and hot and there are some tears in her eyes that fall out of under her eyelids and go running down her cheeks.

‘Amy?’ Dad shakes her arm. ‘Did you speak to anyone?’

‘Only the man. That’s all.’

Dad goes all funny when she says this. Suddenly his hands aren’t nice any more but are like bird’s claws, digging into Amy’s arms. ‘The man?’

‘Yes.’

Mum’s mouth starts quivering. The black make-up stuff on her eyes has gone runny and it’s all trickling down her face. ‘I told you we shouldn’t be out here at this time of day, Brian, this is when they all come out – all of them. And we’re not far from the Donkey Pitch. Remember? The Donkey Pitch?’

‘What man?’ Dad says. ‘Amy, tell me in the most grown-up way you can, because this is serious. What man?’

She turns towards the woods, lifting her hand to point. But as she does she sees that he’s gone – the man who likes dogs. He’s gone away. And he must of taken the puppy, coz that’s gone too.

‘He was really cute.’

‘Cute?’ Mum says. ‘Cute?’

‘The puppy was called Bear.’

‘The puppy?’

‘Oh, for God’s sake!’ Dad rubs hard at his forehead. ‘There’s always a puppy. Always a shagging puppy.’

‘Brian, please.’

‘It’s the oldest trick in the book: I’ve got a poorly puppy – come into the woods and I’ll show you. We’re taking her to the police. She needs an examination.’

Amy frowns. The man in the woods didn’t say that the puppy was poorly, and he didn’t ask her to come into the woods to look at it. She was the one what found the puppy, before she met the man.

‘I don’t want no exam, Mum – I don’t want one of them.’

‘See, Brian, you’ve scared her. Now, Amy …’ Mum sits down on the grass. She pats her leg. ‘Come here, sweetie. Sit down.’

Amy sits on Mum’s lap. She wipes her nose with her hand. Sniffs up the rest of the snot, which is yucky. She wishes Dad wasn’t cross – she doesn’t understand why he’s cross, coz the man wasn’t horrid. He looked a bit funny, with a big hairy beard like a goblin, or like a Santa Claus in reverse, because his beard was black, but he spoke to her very very nice and made her a promise, a proper pinkie-promise which everyone in the world knows is the most proper. And another thing is that he called her Crocus, which was the bit she liked the best – when he said she was as pretty as a crocus. Because crocuses are really pretty and they’re sometimes purple and sometimes yellow and sometimes both. Miss Redhill at school says they’re the second flower of spring after the snowdrops have died and gone back into the ground.

‘Amy,’ Mum asks. ‘This man … was he nice to you?’

‘Yes. And he was nice to the puppy.’

‘Was it his puppy?’

‘No.’

‘Then whose puppy was it?’

‘I don’t know.’ She puts her finger in her nose and picks it thoughtfully. She thinks that maybe the puppy wasn’t a puppy for real but a grown-up dog – sometimes a big dog can be little if it’s a puppy and sometimes an old dog can be smaller than a puppy, even though it’s really lots older. It’s all about something called ‘breeds’ what can be small or big. ‘He came after I found the puppy. I just said that, didn’t I?’

Dad straightens up. ‘Come on. Show me where you found this puppy.’

Mum lets Amy jump off her lap. She holds her hand as they walk into the trees. It’s a bit more spooky in the wood coz it’s dark in here now. But she can see Dad’s white shirt, and Mum does that thing as they go, with her hand, where she squeezes Amy’s thumb to let her know everything’s OK. Amy squeezes her hand in return.

Amy takes Mum and Dad to the place she met the puppy. It’s getting really night-time now and the trees are all silent and dark. No puppy. The man made a promise to take the puppy somewhere safe.

‘I was here,’ she says. ‘And I was putting the flowers in the … There it is!’ She sees the Tupperware container. She goes and picks it up and turns round to show Mum and Dad all the flowers inside. Which are the best flowers without none of them worms like the ones Dad found earlier.

‘I was only getting the flowers off of here and I was getting the flowers and this puppy comes up and he’s got a poorly paw.’

‘A poorly paw?’ Dad looks at Mum with his eyebrows all arched.

‘Yes, with blood and stuff. And the person of it wasn’t there and the man didn’t know who the grown-up of the puppy was neither, so I was going oh puppy puppy and I was going to bring it back to you, Daddy, because if it didn’t have a nowner, it needed to be—’

‘An owner,’ Mum says.

‘An owner,’ Amy repeats. ‘And if it didn’t have an owner then it needed one and I thought that it could of lived at our house, under the cooker – coz there’s that place that gets really warm, and I don’t mind giving it my pocket money, Mum, to buy it some milk.’

Mum wipes her eyes and laughs a little. Which is nice. She hasn’t laughed at all since all of this happened.

‘Amy …’ She gives her a hug. More gentle this one. ‘He didn’t touch you, Amy, did he? Did he ask you to do anything you didn’t like?’

Amy sucks her fingers for a while. They taste of grass and the stems off of the flowers. She wishes she could of kept the puppy.

‘Amy? Did he ask you to do anything you didn’t like?’

‘No. He didn’t do nothing. He was nice to me and he’s going to help the puppy. Honest, Mum. Honest.’

Dad lets out his breath in a long sound like a balloon what’s had a pin put in it. He shakes his head. He tucks the phone back in his pocket and stands up and walks around a bit with his back to Amy and Mum, shouting into the woods.

‘Hello? Hello – do you want to come and have a chat with me? Any puppies you want to talk about, you fucker?’

There’s a long long silence. Then he comes back and it’s amazing coz Mum doesn’t say anything about the rude word he just said.

‘Come on, let’s go – you should have been in bed hours ago.’

Mum takes Amy’s hand and they follow Dad back to the van – Dad’s white van he drives for work. Amy uses her thumbnail to try to get rid of the green stains what’s got themselves all over the inside bits of her hands. The flowers here are supposed to be very puffy, which is why they’ve come here today, and you can make really really nice drinks out of them if you put in enough sugar, but that takes a grown-up because of the heat and how hot it gets. Hot enough to make your finger fall off if you put it into the saucepan. With blood and everything.

Amy’s teddy, Buttons, is on the front seat. She clambers in after Mum and snatches Buttons up, holding him to her face to get his fluffiness on her. When Dad turns the engine on with the keys, Amy moves the seat belt around so she can kneel up, put her nose to the window and look back at the woods. Mum doesn’t stop her.

Dad drives the van off of the grass and on to the road. It’s bumpy going along and Amy bounces around, but she doesn’t stop watching the trees. She wonders if the reverse Santa Claus man will find the puppy’s owners.

When the van gets further up the road and she can’t see the trees any more and can only see the road and the other cars and buildings whizzing past, she sits down and gets the seat belt more comfortable. She puts Buttons in her lap. He looks up at her with his nose what needs mending and his bad paw, just like the puppy.

‘Mummy,’ she says when they get to the place that’s at the end of their road, the place where someone has sprayed a picture of a Moshling on to the road sign. ‘Mummy, what word does it make if you put that “huh” letter Miss Redhill makes when she puffs on her hand—’

‘Aitch you mean?’ says Mum.

‘Yeah – what happens if you put aitch next to eggy “e” and lollipop “el” and the “puh” sound. You know, that letter you make when you blow out candles on your birthday cake? “Puh”?’

‘Aitch, ee, ell and peee?’ Mum says. ‘That spells “help”. Why?’

‘Help?’

‘Yes.’

‘And what about umbrella “uh”, and snakey “sssss”?’

‘You and esss? That spells “Us”. Help us.’ Mum looks down at Amy, a puzzled smile on her face. ‘Help us? Why? Why are you asking that?’

Amy bites her lip. Something was attached to the puppy-dog’s collar. A teeny-weeny piece of paper what had been writed on in blue pen. It was all torn and the letters were all smudged and spread into big blue pools so you couldn’t read them properly. Except for those letters.

Help us.

‘Amy? Why’re you asking?’

Amy looks at the side of Dad’s head. If she mentions puppy-dog again, Dad’s going to start shouting. So she shakes her head.

‘Nothing,’ she says as they pull up outside the house. She wishes she had a little puppy-dog. And different parents. Parents what would not get cross when she told them things what are true. ‘Nuffink.’




Earlier that Day: the Pig Man

THE PIG MAN. That’s how Oliver Anchor-Ferrers views himself. Like something lifted whole from the pages of a Victorian bestiary. Nine weeks ago the doctors in the Mayo Clinic in London gave him drugs to thin the blood. They opened his pericardium with stainless-steel rib retractors, connected multiple cannulas to his body and rerouted his blood to mechanical membrane oxygenators which carried out the job his heart should have been doing, delivering oxygen to his tissues and organs. His own heart the medics stopped by injecting a cardioplegic solution to induce paralysis. For almost an hour on the operating table Oliver was dead. Once they’d cut out the valves he’d had from birth and replaced them with valves from a specially bred pig, the surgeons closed the aorta and secured the sternum with steel wire. In spite of his appearance – that of a perfectly normal man in his sixties – the truth is that Oliver Anchor-Ferrers is being kept alive by a piece of foreign flesh flickering inside his heart. He’s half man, half swine.

Valve replacement is a common enough procedure, an operation that’s been in use for years – there must be several thousand pig men walking the planet, by his reckoning – but Oliver can’t rest easy about it. Since the moment he woke in the ward he has been listening to his pulse, wondering how it is linked to his brain and whether the mechanical, ancient survival parts of his cerebellum have yet recognized the foreignness. Since the op he lies in bed at night listening to it thrum-thrumming in his chest. He wonders what control he has over it. He wonders who is choosing to live – him or the pig.

Keep beating, he sometimes whispers under his breath, pig-heart, keep beating …

Oliver is sixty-four and he is worth several million pounds. England is his native country –he owns two properties here. His chief home, a Regency end-of-terrace, is in Knightsbridge. But it is in the second, where he is now, a rambling Victorian house set high on a hill in the Somerset Mendips, that he feels most at home. His favourite chair, scruffy and old and moulded to his skeleton, is in its usual place, next to the inglenook. He’s been looking forward to this chair for what seems like ages. It’s taken almost two months for the London doctors to give him the all-clear to come down here.

He stretches out his legs and settles back, gazing around in contentment. The fire isn’t made, not now that it’s summer, and there is a basket of dried flowers in the hearth to fill the space. But all the familiar hallmarks of a family visit are here. They left London at the crack of dawn and arrived late morning and it’s a typical first day, passed in amiable chaos. Everywhere are dotted the groceries and bits and pieces that Matilda brings down from London: endless Waitrose bags and papery deli bundles and boxes of cereals and fruit juices. The only unwelcome addition is his pale pink medication tray on the windowsill.

Matilda comes hurrying in from the boot-room, all colour and fragrance. She is dressed in her blue-and-pink gardening apron – the one Kiran gave her years ago. She’s tying a spotty-print tool pouch to her waist and Oliver notes that, as is her custom, she has wiped her face of London make-up. Instead of postbox-red lipstick and foundation her skin is bare and peach coloured. Her lips are their natural soft pink, like the inside of a fig. Matilda is sixty, and grey now, but her skin is as clear as a cloudless sky, and when Oliver looks at her the light still does the same strange dance around her that it has always done, from the moment they first met all those years ago.

‘Sweetheart.’ She stops and smiles at Oliver. It’s a smile that conveys everything: love and pity and a shared desperation that it’s come to this – to heart surgery and medication in numbered boxes. ‘Sweetheart, do you mind if I …?’

She wants to go into the garden. It’s less than half an hour since they’ve arrived and already she wants to be outside. In the twenty-eight years they’ve owned this house she has poured her heart into the flowers, shrubs and borders. He smiles. ‘You must, darling. In fact, I think I can hear the plants calling you.’

‘Are you sure you’re all right?’

‘Of course, of course, I am perfectly fine.’

Matilda finishes tying the belt and leans over him. She slides her hand into his shirt, presses the palm coolly across the scar on his chest.

‘How’s it feeling?’

‘It’s behaving.’

‘Not grunting? Not squeaking or squealing? Doctor says I’ve got to listen out, especially for the squealing.’

He presses his fingers over hers and holds her hand tighter to his chest so she can feel the thud thud thud down there.

‘Good.’ She takes a moment to button up his shirt, smoothing it until she’s satisfied. She kisses his head. ‘Nurse Matilda’s a bit of a dragon, so get ready for the regime. Drink your tea, pills in three hours. And that cake’ll be ready in twenty minutes, so I’ll be back.’

She leaves the room, rummaging in the tool belt for secateurs. He watches her straight back, her refined profile. No one would know how tender she is inside. Just like no one would look at him and think there were pig parts keeping him alive.

‘You all right?’

He looks up. Lucia is sitting in the window seat, the kitchen table pulled up close, drawings and magazines and poems spread out everywhere. The sun is spilling in behind her, catching all the highlights in her spiky black hair. Her skin is white, and her eyes are outlined so many times with make-up they make deep smudged holes in her skull. She’s studying him in her challenging way. Steady and dark. He and Matilda call it ‘the Lucia look’. Lucia might be nearly thirty, but she still behaves like a sullen teenager.

‘Yes. Why?’

‘Just …’ She puffs out a bored breath. Shrugs. ‘You know, just think I’ve got to ask. Be polite.’

She goes back to her work and Oliver watches her scribble and scratch her head, poring over her books, every few moments reaching automatically for one of the black grapes that sit in the bowl in front of her. Bear, their Border terrier, is asleep under the table, half draped across Lucia’s feet. Bear doesn’t look like a bear at all, more a small teddy with unevenly set ears that have to be cut differently to make them sit parallel. She is little but she runs like the wind and has to be tied up the first day they arrive here. She’s got a habit of making a bolt for it, heading for the forests, so she’s wearing her collar. The lead is under the leg of Lucia’s chair, Bear’s head is resting on Lucia’s boots – Doc Martens with pastel trolls’ faces covering them. Ridiculous children’s cartoons, all over her feet.

Oliver picks up his cup of tea and sips slowly. The familiar musty tartan blanket he loves so much is over his legs, there’s the smell of Matilda’s cake in the oven and he’s holding tea in the chipped mug she sometimes uses when she’s gardening. It’s got a cheesy photo of Kiran and Lucia on it, their arms around the old golden retriever they used to have when they were children. A year ago he wouldn’t have drunk from this mug, he’d have been embarrassed by its sentimentality.

‘Oliver.’

Matilda has reappeared in the doorway, secateurs still in her hand. Her expression is no longer calm – it is wary and alarmed. Immediately the pig valve flutters.

‘Yes?’ he says guardedly.

At the table Lucia lifts her chin and stares curiously at her mother. ‘Mum?’

‘Oliver,’ Matilda says, levelly, ignoring her daughter. ‘Have you got a moment? A chat?’

‘What sort of chat?’ Lucia says.

Matilda won’t meet her daughter’s eye. Instead she tips her head meaningfully at Oliver, suggesting they need to speak in private. With an effort he gets to his feet, ignoring the now familiar swoop of nausea that sudden movement brings. He clutches up the walking stick and crosses the room as fast as he can, feeling Lucia’s eyes on him all the way. When he draws level with the pantry Matilda puts a finger to her mouth and touches his wrist, pulling him out of the kitchen.

‘I’m so sorry,’ she whispers. ‘Sorry to do this to you. But you’ve got to see it. Or else I’ll think I’m going mad. I’m so sorry.’

Silently beckoning him to follow, she steps out of the back door. He moves after her, conscious of the air wheezing in and out of his lungs. Keep beating, pig-heart.

Outside, the sun has almost reached its midday summit and is glaring down on the hilltop. Matilda puts a hand under his elbow to help him walk away from the house. They go slowly. In spite of its location, high up on the hill, surrounded on all four sides by sky, the garden feels more like a series of rooms than an open space. A path leads from a walled garden to a walnut orchard, through a hedge into a formal knot garden, then through a gate to three descending parterres with crumbling, ornamented balustrade steps. One can wander through the areas in any imaginable sequence, from a paddock of grass that sways knee-high, studded in the summer months by meadow flowers, to the moss-covered stone walls of the kitchen garden where giant rhubarbs spring from the ground like fountains. It’s a maze, a maze and a monument to Matilda’s love. Her energy.

Every now and then the eye catches on a black spot. Like dots of fungus. Or a scatter of pathogens on a Petri dish. These are the places Lucia has sabotaged Matilda’s colour scheme on the many occasions she comes back to live with them. She sneaks into the garden and secretly plants black tulips and blood-purple hellebores; her way of staking a claim on the property, making sure her mark is made. It drives Matilda mad and the moment Lucia leaves home again, the moment she appears, even temporarily, to have got her life back on track, Matilda takes the opportunity to weed out the offenders.

At the bottom of the flights of steps the land drops away, leading to a series of small, half-sunken coppices; from afar they resemble a puckered string in the landscape. At the first coppice Matilda lets go of his arm and hurries on ahead. He follows at a short distance, using his stick for support. She stops about twenty yards away in a small clearing where a rake leans against one of the trees. Next to it is a trug, cast aside, as if Matilda has been interrupted in the middle of picking up leaves.

‘There.’ She turns to him. Her grey hair is pulled back from her face, her lips aren’t pink any more but white. The bottoms of her teeth where they meet the gums are visible. ‘There. See what I mean? Or am I going mad?’

His eyes track back to the silver birches beyond her. He sees what is there and for a moment has to lean against a tree for support. Every muscle begins to shake.

It can’t be. It just cannot be.




The Haunting

MATILDA ANCHOR-FERRERS believes the house is haunted. Not haunted in the conventional sense, by the spirit of the long dead, but haunted by the shared memory of an event that occurred fifteen years ago, when Kiran was sixteen and Lucia was just fifteen. It was, in Matilda’s eyes, a watershed in lives. A happening that changed everything beyond repair. It happened on a summer’s day, not unlike today. And in woods identical to these.

Lucia in particular hasn’t recovered. She was the most affected and to this day carries the dark energy of those events, which is why Matilda didn’t ask her to come out here now. She is the one who must be protected from the unbelievability of what is in the trees.

‘Was it like this when you found it?’ Oliver stands in the clearing, one hand wedged on the trunk of an elder to support himself. The sudden walk and the shock are etched in his face. ‘Was it?’

‘Yes. I was gathering up the leaves and I …’ She trails off. She doesn’t know what to say. ‘I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.’

‘It’s pure coincidence. Chance.’

‘Coincidence?’ she echoes. ‘What sort of coincidence, Ollie?’

‘Something’s been brought down by an animal – it’s just fluke the way it’s …’ He waves his hands vaguely at the bushes. He’s trying to sound gruff, confident, but he looks as if he might be sick at any moment. ‘The way it’s ended up like that.’

‘What sort of animal would be big enough, tall enough to do something like—’

‘Mum?’

Matilda breaks off. Behind Ollie, standing timidly at the entrance to the copse – all black T-shirt and white skin – is Lucia. It’s hot out here but she’s wearing Ollie’s old Barbour as if she is cold. It swamps her, hanging to her knees.

‘Dad?’

Oliver sways away from the tree and turns awkwardly. ‘Lucia.’ He begins to walk painfully up the path towards her. Pointing to her with his walking stick. ‘Didn’t see you there. Let’s go back to the house.’

‘What’s going on?’

‘Nothing.’ Oliver puts out a hand to try to shield her view. To move her away. ‘It’s nothing. Go back to what you were doing.’

‘So fake.’ She tries to sidestep him, craning her neck to see down into the clearing. ‘I know you, Dad. You’re lying.’

Matilda comes forward, trying to block her view as well. ‘Lucia, darling, why don’t you go inside and get the cake out of the oven. It’s going to burn.’

But Lucia has seen it. ‘Oh,’ she says, her hand coming up to her mouth. ‘Oh, no.’

Matilda takes her daughter by the shoulders. Turns her bodily in the direction of the house. ‘Listen to me. Do as I told you. Go into the house and get the cake out of the oven. Your dad and I will deal with everything out here. It’s not what it looks like. All right? Lucia? Is that all right?’

The skin around Lucia’s mouth is blue. After a long time she nods numbly. She takes a stiff step towards the house, then another. Her head is down, her legs awkward and uncoordinated. Watching her go, Matilda feels that familiar pang of guilt … as if she’s somehow let her daughter down. Maybe every mother is like this and has one child destined to be a worry. For Matilda it’s not Kiran, it’s Lucia; she just can’t seem to settle in life. She’s started and ended careers more times than can be counted – one minute she’s performing with a punk band, the next she’s designing clothes for a goth store – and as for boyfriends, well, the rapidity with which they change leaves Matilda dizzy. Every time a job or relationship goes sour Lucia comes limping back home to lick her wounds. She’s been back with them for the last two months. Fate, of course, would put her here now, of all times.

Matilda raises her eyes to the house, with its dark walls built of the local blue lias. It’s a four-storey building, including the vast towers put in place by the second owner in the 1890s, hence its name: The Turrets. Dark as a crow. God, she thinks, they should have sold this place back when it all happened. But fifteen years ago there wasn’t a property in the area that would have sold – you couldn’t have given them away. People were superstitious and scared and nothing could induce them to come and live out here, especially in a location as remote as The Turrets. How long would it take the emergency services to get here? they asked. Look at that driveway – it must be more than half a mile long. And the nearest police station is in Compton Martin.

The sound of Lucia opening and slamming the back door punctuates the silence. Neither Matilda nor Oliver speaks. Somewhere a bird sings, the breeze shifts the branches.

Eventually, certain that Lucia won’t come back, Matilda turns and stares at the mess, the way it’s been mingled and studded with plant matter and earth. It’s been here a while, more than a few hours she guesses from the shiny patina. Drying out in the heat. Bluebottles landing on it, some lingering. Laying eggs, she supposes.

Oliver rubs his nose. ‘I think we’re making too much of this.’

‘Are we?’

‘We know he can’t be back.’

‘We know, Oliver? Are you so sure of that?’

‘Of course I’m sure.’

‘Do we know he hasn’t been let out? I mean, I haven’t checked on him recently. Have you?’

Oliver huffs something about having other things on his mind. Not having time to check up on prisoners. ‘I’m sure he can’t be free. We’d have been told. Everyone would be talking about it.’

‘Well, that’s fine then.’ She grabs the rake from where it leans against the tree, and turns for the house. ‘That’s fine, and of course I believe you. But I’m still going to call the police.’




The Reflection Grove

FIFTEEN MILES TO the east of the Anchor-Ferrers’ house the weather is more troubled. Small clouds bump restlessly across the sky. The sun flashes on and off and sudden localized rainbursts punctuate the day. The West Wiltshire countryside is alive with birdsong and the new, acid greens of May. In a small grove on an otherwise deserted hillside, almost a hundred people have congregated. A middle-aged woman in towering stilettos, mini-dress and black veiled hat, holds centre stage on a beribboned platform. She appears to be holding back tears as she delivers a speech to the waiting journalists.

‘Lots of people are going to come here just to think about their lives and stuff.’ She opens her arms to indicate the grove they stand in, its bunting and flags and hospitality tables. ‘It’s a place for them to have a really good think about what’s happening in their personal journey, so what the clinic and me have decided we’re going to call it, is … the “Reflection Grove”.’

Oooooh, murmurs the crowd appreciatively. Clickety-click go the cameras.

‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘The Reflection Grove. And I want to say thank you for this, from the bottom of my heart, thank you to everyone who made it happen. It would have meant everything to my beautiful daughter to know other people are going to get something out of her tragedy. It’s so beautiful to be able to give something back.’

This is Jacqui Kitson. Two years ago her twenty-two-year-old daughter, then a minor celebrity, wandered away from a rehabilitation clinic located a mile away from this hilltop. She’d taken a lethal mix of drugs and alcohol and, disorientated, she eventually collapsed and died at a spot right under the feet of the gathered journalists. Her body lay for several months before it was discovered among the leaves.

Jacqui Kitson has lived through the trauma and come out the other end. In its wake she’s raised £15,000 through charitable donations to buy this glade on behalf of the clinic. A memorial for her daughter, a place for the residents of the clinic to come with their solitude and their thoughts. A willow-weave pagoda has been erected in the centre of the glade. On its lower floor are cutaway arches, with benches on the interior so that people can sit and gaze out at the view of the Wiltshire plains.

Ten current patients have attended the celebration. They wear an assortment of clothing, tracksuits, denim, trucker hats, and they stand in shuffling formation around the platform. The directors of the clinic are here too: three women in suits, each of them itchy with the desire to speak to the waiting journalists. Only one man doesn’t want to be part of it. One man who stands alone, keeping his distance, set a little apart from the melee in a place shielded by the lofty birches. A place he can watch, not participate.

DI Jack Caffery is a CID officer in his mid-forties. He is here out of duty, to show a police presence, but he will do anything to keep removed from this spectacle. He stands quite still, hands in his pockets, watching as people crowd around Jacqui Kitson. She smiles and nods and shakes hands. Poses for a photograph with one of the clinic directors. They hold up glasses to clink for the cameraman. Green tea, not champagne – this is, after all, a place to escape from the reach of intoxicants. Someone asks her to sit in the pagoda for photographs. She does this without blinking an eye, her hands resting demurely on her knees, her chin lifted in the direction of the sun.

Caffery is a seasoned detective; he has worked a lot of the country’s most notorious and difficult cases. He has seen things, a lot of things, and been in many situations that have made him uncomfortable. But he’s never wanted to get away from something quite as much as he wants to get away from this.




Bear

THE ANCHOR-FERRERS ARE all back in the house. They’ve locked the doors and windows in a mood of subdued panic. Lucia watches Dad in the hallway, his head bent. He is using a butter knife to prise open the cordless phone and check the batteries, frowning because Mum’s tried to call the police and inexplicably can’t get a line. Sunlight is coming through the great stained-glass window, falling on his face. Jewel-bright greens and reds, harlequining his expression into something monstrous. As if the day wasn’t surreal enough to start with.

Here in the kitchen, Mum is busy tidying things. The bags are all unpacked, the cake has come out of the oven and is sitting on the wire cooling rack, and every now and then Mum stops to smooth her clothes down, almost as if she’s expecting guests.

Except it’s not guests she is expecting, Lucia thinks. At least not the kind that come to eat cake.

‘Lucia,’ Mum says. ‘Look after Bear. She wants some attention.’

Lucia stares numbly at her mother. She wants to respond, but nothing comes out of her mouth. It’s like being shot through with anaesthetic; her face, all her muscles are immobile. What is in the garden is just like it was before. Exactly the same and there is no escaping it. She knows what the scene is meant to look like – and she can guess who has done it – but now it’s upon her it all feels so unexpected and wrong.

‘Lucia? Did you hear me?’

With an effort Lucia blinks. She tries to focus on Mum’s face but her eyes can’t help wandering past her, out to the coppices and the woods beyond. The funny thing is the trees themselves are the greatest shock. The normality of them. The fact they haven’t changed or reacted when everything else is all so wrong.

‘Deal with Bear.’ Mum is getting exasperated. ‘Lucia. Please. Stop her barking, I can’t hear myself think.’

Under the table Bear has been made nervous by all the activity. She is giving small, querulous yaps and tugging on the lead, making the chair scrape across the flagging. Lucia comes back to herself with a jolt. It’s happening. It’s really happening.

She crosses the room on legs that feel like rubber. Sweat is soaking into her T-shirt. Bear turns agitated circles, getting herself tangled in the lead. They should have got round to chipping her, then she wouldn’t have to be tied up here. She’s been known to head for miles – once as far as Farrington golf course. It’s as if she’s always known there is something bad about this place, despite the fact she wasn’t even born when the murders happened on the Donkey Pitch.

‘It’s OK, Bear.’ Lucia unhooks the lead and bundles her up. She sits in the window seat and holds Bear’s wiry body against her chest, hushing her, whispering. ‘It’s going to be OK, I promise, it’s all going to be OK.’

It breaks Lucia’s heart that Bear is scared like this. She loves this little animal more than anything in the world, and most of the time she thinks Bear’s the only living creature that really cares about her. Lucia might be silent and dark a lot of the time, but she’s not stupid and not much gets past her. She knows perfectly well that she’s not Mum and Dad’s favourite; she’s lived with that knowledge all her life. And as for what happened fifteen years ago … well, she will never, ever recover from those wounds.

Hugo … Hugo.

She will never, ever forget Hugo. Since his death the only thing she has felt safe to love is this little dog.




Light

THERE IS A homage to the Anchor-Ferrers family in the huge stained-glass window that Oliver installed twenty years ago above the minstrel’s gallery. It shows the four of them: Matilda, Oliver, Lucia and Kiran, standing on a shrunken globe, surrounded by radiating sunrays, tangerine and yellow.

Oliver loves light. Loves it possibly, Matilda feels, more than he loves his own family. He worships it and considers it in every waking hour. Her friends tell her that at least light is free, whereas golf or flying a single-engined Cessna or fly fishing in Peru – well, those things certainly aren’t free and Matilda should consider herself lucky. Nevertheless she’s always felt a little envious of light. Even the children are named after light – there’s Kiran, meaning beam of light, and Lucia, which to many people’s ears sounds too close to Lucifer for comfort. Matilda has never been totally happy about it.

The window depicts the family as subjugated to light and to the heavens. The sky is like something William Blake might have painted, ablaze in glory. The house behind them is meant to be The Turrets, though it’s a poor and clumsy representation, in Matilda’s opinion. There is no dog there either – which is wrong, because there’s always been a dog in the family’s life. And no garden. Nothing to capture who they are. No flowers being picked or cakes being cooked.

A stupid thing to worry about, she thinks now, because actually nothing could matter less. Ollie stands under the window, busily fiddling with the phone. Alarmingly, it has chosen this moment to lose its power. Lucia is huddled in the window seat with Bear scrunched up against her chest, and Matilda doesn’t know where to put herself. She’s done nothing more constructive than walk agitatedly to and fro, moving things around, trying to put the place in order. Double-checking doors are locked and windows closed.

‘Check the back door again,’ she tells Lucia. ‘Do the top bolt too.’

Lucia goes down the small corridor and can be heard rattling bolts. Matilda can’t recall if the front door in the hallway has been bolted, but as she turns to go to it something brings her to a halt. She stares down at the floor, her heart beating low and slow. Four or five drops of something brownish red are there, each a long teardrop shape.

She drops to her knees and uses a thumbnail to scratch at the biggest. It comes away in flakes on her thumb. She raises her head and scans the room. The kitchen is huge – it straddles the side of the house and incorporates a small dining area, as well as a living area with a vast inglenook. It’s all familiar and old as the hills to her, except something is not quite right. It’s more than just what is looped in the bushes down in the coppice; something inside the house is out of place too. A smell? A vague unfamiliar scent. And this? She rubs the flake between her thumb and forefinger. It dis-integrates and softens down into the grains of her fingerpads. Blood? Is it blood? No, good God, no. Of course it can’t be. She goes to the sink to rinse her fingers. There’s no connection between these drops of red – which could be anything, let’s face it, anything at all – and what she has just seen in the trees. Oliver is right. Those belong to an animal which has been brought down by a predator. An entirely normal occurrence and to assign any other significance to it is sheer hysteria.

She wipes her hands furiously. Dips at the waist and leans forward so she can peer back down the corridor into the huge hall where Oliver is still picking away at the telephone. What’s keeping him? It should take him two minutes to replace the batteries.

He stops fiddling with the phone and rolls his head to the side, fixing her with a look. His face is very puffy from the medication and there’s a single blue vein in his forehead that Matilda has never noticed before. As if the surgeons have given him an extra blood vessel during the surgery.

He holds up the phone. ‘It’s not working,’ he mouths. His expression says: What do I do? Is this really happening?

Matilda doesn’t react. Lucia has come back into the room and she mustn’t be panicked. But inside Matilda is screaming. The house phone is their only lifeline. When the doctors finally told Ollie he was free to leave London they asked whether he had quick access to a hospital, The Turrets being so isolated, and Matilda said she’d drive him into Wells or call an ambulance. There’s no mobile signal up at The Turrets, but there’s a perfectly good landline. There’s never been a problem with it. Not until now.

Matilda has a runaround car they keep locked in the garage, but the keys are in Oliver’s study at the other side of the house. The Land Rover, their London car, they park down the drive. That’ll be quicker. She goes into the mudroom and puts her hands into the pockets of her oilskin that’s hanging there. Ferrets around for the Land Rover keys and mobile phone. There is a weak phone signal at the bottom of the driveway. She’ll have to drive down there and call the police. But the keys aren’t in the oilskin. Maybe they’re in her handbag, hanging on the chair in the hallway.

She goes back into the kitchen and stops short. At her seat in the window Lucia has her face up, her mouth hanging slightly open, and is staring in amazement at two men who have appeared in the kitchen doorway with Oliver, who stands next to them, regarding them in bewilderment, the broken phone forgotten in his hand. Beyond them, in the hall, the front door is ajar.

The men are dressed in dark grey suits and both wear serious expressions. One is short and long-armed, with freckles and ginger hair cut close like a soldier’s. He wears black-framed glasses and stands a little awkwardly, his eyes roving the kitchen nervously. The other is calmer. He is tall and straight-backed, with a large nose and very pale green eyes, fringed with fair lashes. His fair hair is curly, but it has receded back so far that the top of his head is as naked and shiny as a monk’s, giving him the look of a young Art Garfunkel. He is holding a police warrant card.

‘Mrs Anchor-Ferrers?’ he says. ‘Detective Inspector Honey. This is Detective Sergeant Molina. Sorry to barge in – we buzzed the intercom by the gates at the bottom of the driveway, but no one answered so we had to walk up.’

‘No,’ Matilda says distantly. ‘We’ve been outside in the garden.’

Sergeant Molina exchanges an uncomfortable glance with Inspector Honey, who clears his throat. Puts his card back in his pocket. He doesn’t smile.

‘I wonder,’ he says, ‘could we have a word with you?’




The Sickness

DI CAFFERY IS a good-looking man. Medium height, clean shaven with close-cropped dark hair. He’s a senior officer in his unit too, so he is often sought out by journalists. Their affection for him isn’t reciprocated; he avoids them whenever he can. He still has not learned how to give them what they want to hear, and despises the fakery and game-playing. Today, however, the journalist has got to him before he can escape, and now he is obliged to answer her question, ‘What does today mean to you and the rest of the force?’ He does so quickly and efficiently, bending slightly to speak into the small microphone she holds. He’s careful not to meet her eyes so she doesn’t see the lies in them.

‘Mixed feelings. Of course we were devastated by the family’s loss and that we couldn’t bring the search to a happier conclusion, but now, seeing the way Jacqui is rebuilding her life so positively …’ He gestures to the clearing where the crowd is gathered. ‘Then I can say we – the force – are delighted that the family are moving on with their lives.’

‘Do you think Jacqui has closure? I mean, her daughter’s body may have been found, but it’s still not known exactly what happened to her.’

Caffery stares at her. He hates the expression ‘closure’. It sounds like something connected to solicitors and house purchases. She sees him hesitate, and prompts: ‘Closure? Has she got it?’

‘I don’t know. I’m not even sure what the word means. Thank you.’

He nods and, ignoring the next question, moves away, heading for the cover of the trees where he can monitor events without having to speak. Startled by his rudeness, the journalist is momentarily lost for words. He manoeuvres himself further back into the trees, isn’t encouraged to follow him.

He remains there in the shadows, leaning back against a tree, because today he is struggling to keep upright. Caffery is ill. For two weeks now he has been blighted by the sort of headache that won’t be dulled by painkillers. He can’t sleep, and on the rare occasions he does sleep he dreams of being tied down. Of sinking in mud or quicksand. He hasn’t been to the doctor – doesn’t even know who his GP is – and anyway, he knows there will be no diagnosis. There is no physical root to the pain, he’s sure of that. It’s coming from something deeper, something intangible he can’t quite pinpoint. But he does know that listening to Jacqui Kitson talk about her daughter will make the pressure in his head worse.

The journalist, apparently having given up on her pursuit of Caffery, has found her way to Jacqui, who by contrast is eager to talk. She rolls out the same old lines, about how awful it was for the months when her daughter was missing, the agony of not knowing what had happened. Caffery’s hands twitch in his pockets with every sentence she speaks. It’s true that he knows more about the disappearance of Jacqui’s daughter than anyone else – he’s the investigating cop and there are things about the case no one will ever know, fabrications around what really happened that will never be revealed. But that’s not what’s troubling him today. It’s something more profound than that. Something about Jacqui’s demeanour and words scrape like sandpaper in his head. Every time she opens her mouth, the tension increases.

He pushes himself away from the tree and shuffles a few feet further into the woods, just to keep himself moving, get some life into his body. But it doesn’t work. He is tired. So very tired.




Minnet Kable

OLIVER IS A scientist, but a physicist, not a biologist, and he isn’t too sure if he understands exactly what is going on in his body. He has noticed that since the operation his thoughts come more slowly. Sometimes it’s like being in a dream – as if people are speaking to him from a different room. When the front door handle first turned, opened, and the bigger of the two put his head round the door, peering at Oliver in the hall, he struggled to work out how they’d got here. Who called them? He was sure it wasn’t him because the phone wasn’t working.

‘Have you been here in the house all morning?’

DI Honey, the tall man with the monk’s pate and tight curls, is grilling Matilda, who is answering automatically, her voice distant, as if she’s reciting a long-forgotten poem that has suddenly come back to her.

‘No. We didn’t get here until after eleven. This is our holiday home – we drove down from London this morning.’

‘You didn’t hear the sirens?’

‘No. But we don’t hear stuff up here, we’re very isolated.’

‘The victim lives just down here in the valley.’ He lifts his hand to indicate the west. ‘Down there, not far from the bottom of your driveway. In the house where the lane turns out on to the main road.’

‘The yellow house, you mean? The one with the stone tiles and the yellow walls?’

‘That’s the one.’

‘My God. Oliver? It’s the one that has the satellite dish. You know?’

He nods numbly, still struggling to catch up to the reality of all this. It’s a single woman who lives in the yellow house. He doesn’t know her by name but he’s seen her around. Brunette, mid-forties, quite attractive. Mostly he remembers she wears red jeans and leather jackets, like a city person, and insists on driving her four-by-four down the centre of the road – as if everyone else should pull to the side to let her pass.

‘The offender came in through the … the downstairs window. It was open.’

DS Molina – the red-haired one, who reminds Oliver of someone, a politician, or a singer, he can’t quite place it – puts his hands on the back of a chair. He looks as if he’s about to deliver a well-rehearsed speech. ‘We’re going to have to take you through a few protocols, have community liaison come over and talk you through some basic home security measures. If this is a holiday home it’ll come in handy anyway – to know about window locks and the like.’

‘First you need to tell us what has happened,’ Matilda insists. ‘And if you’ve arrested anyone.’

‘Until we’ve got a positive identification and we’ve informed the relatives, we can’t give out details.’

Oliver finds his voice. ‘I’d expect more people for a murder investigation – especially if your offender’s still out there. A helicopter maybe.’

‘There was a helicopter – didn’t you hear it?’

‘Like Mum said, we don’t hear anything up here,’ says Lucia. She manages to make it sound like an attack on her parents. ‘Not a thing.’

‘We’re asking people if they’ve had any break-ins – anything going missing. Have you got a garden shed?’

‘A garden shed? Yes. There’s a garage too.’

‘Do they lock? And have you checked they’re locked today? We’re wondering if anything’s been taken. Any tools. Like a Stanley knife …’

Stanley knife. A long cold silence comes down on the family. This is the final confirmation. Now they know it’s not their imagination. This is happening.

Keep beating, Oliver tells the pig valves. Beat the next beat. And the next …

‘You really should apologize!’ Matilda is suddenly pink with rage and bewilderment. ‘Is that what this is? A belated apology?’

Honey doesn’t answer for a moment. He seems confused. He glances at his sergeant for support, then at Lucia and Oliver. ‘I’m sorry,’ he says. ‘I don’t …’

‘What happened to the notification from the CPS? The CPS are supposed to let us know if there’ve been any changes or reviews to that man’s sentence. We’re supposed to be informed if he’s out.’

‘I’m sorry. “That man”? I don’t—’

‘Because my daughter was deemed vulnerable. She was only fifteen when it happened – fifteen. My husband and I were given the same rights as a family spokesperson. We were entitled to be informed if he came out again, and nobody’s said a word.’

‘Mrs—’

‘Look at my daughter.’ She gestures at Lucia, sitting on the sofa with Bear, who has picked up on the tension and is growling menacingly. ‘Look at her and tell me that she didn’t deserve to have some warning. And my husband’s just had serious surgery, so we’re not exactly equipped to deal with any of this. Meanwhile he, HE – he’s light years ahead of us, as usual. He’s already cut the phone line, or at least done something to stop it working. So you’re a bit late. We were supposed to have been given notice a long time ago. A bare minimum would be ten days – but no. Not a word. And now this …’

DI Honey holds up a defensive hand. ‘Look, I’m sorry, Mrs Anchor-Ferrers. I can hear you’re angry, and I want to respond to that, but until I know what you’re angry about there’s nothing I can do.’

This makes Matilda subside a little. Though her eyes don’t leave his face, she does at least move back from him, giving him a bit of space.

‘Kable,’ she mutters, bad-temperedly.

‘Kable?’

‘Well, of course! I mean, please tell me you know Minnet Kable is responsible. He’s out again, isn’t he? And nobody’s told us.’

There’s a long, breathless silence. Oliver notices that Lucia has closed her eyes and he knows why. It’s the first time in the last frenetic forty minutes any of them has actually said the name aloud, though it’s what they’ve all been thinking. It feels like speaking the name of the devil.

Minnet Kable. Minnet. With the emphasis on the first syllable. Usually the name is never spoken aloud in this household.

Minnet is white, British, and the Anchor-Ferrers have no idea how he came to be given such a name. There is nothing in any of the legal transcripts to suggest his heritage. Ollie, not having grown up in today’s multi-cultural England, is embarrassed to admit even to himself that the name has a guttural sound to it. Like a curse spoken in Aramaic. Something a demon in a film would say. And Kable is a demon. Fifteen years ago Minnet Kable murdered two people. One of them was Lucia’s ex-boyfriend, Hugo Frink.

DI Honey’s eyes roll slowly to meet his colleague’s, as if none of this had occurred to him. As if expecting an answer. Then he puts his hands in his pockets and stares at the floor for a while. ‘Yes,’ he says eventually. ‘I admit I hadn’t thought about …’ He glances at DS Molina. ‘Don’t suppose you remember Minnet Kable. It was before you joined the force.’

Molina’s eyes are wide, as if his pulse is forcing them open. ‘I do remember him. I mean, Jesus!’ He runs his finger nervously around the inside of his collar. ‘Doesn’t everybody?’

Oliver shakes his head in resignation. And they call this modern policing. He’s seen more efficient police forces in the Third World. ‘You seriously didn’t think of Minnet Kable before?’

‘No. We didn’t. Though I agree it seems obvious.’

‘We need to take you outside.’ Oliver speaks in the most measured tone he can summon. ‘There’s something you’re going to have to see.’




The Deer

ALL FIVE OF them – the family and the two police officers – leave the house. Matilda locks the side door carefully and puts the key in her tool pouch before they set off down the path together. Lucia is with them. It’s against Matilda’s wishes, but she refused to be left alone in the house. She has brought Bear with her, clasped in her arms so tightly the dog can only move her head.

It is hotter now, the sky is so clear it’s almost white, just a few faint vapour trails drifting slowly high overhead. The land stretches away, not another house or building to be seen, only the distant pylons and a flank of a hill patchworked with fields. It had been this uninterrupted view that Matilda had loved about The Turrets, so different from the view out of their London windows. Now it’s what she hates the most.

They go tentatively, Oliver leading the way. He supports himself on the stick he’s been told by the doctors to use. From behind he doesn’t look to Matilda like her husband. He looks like an old man in baggy corduroy trousers. Infirm and bent. Past his prime.

They stop in the clearing and gather around. The flies react sluggishly, lifting half-heartedly from their meal as if to acknowledge the presence of the humans before drifting back down to gorge.

Earlier, when Matilda first happened on this scene, her initial impression was it was some














[image: Penguin Random House]

THIS IS JUST THE BEGINNING

Find us online and join the conversation



TWITTER / X
twitter.com/penguinukbooks



FACEBOOK
facebook.com/penguinbooks



INSTAGRAM
instagram.com/penguinukbooks



YOUTUBE
youtube.com/penguinbooks



PINTEREST
pinterest.com/penguinukbooks



LINKEDIN
linkedin.com/company/penguin-random-house-uk



TIKTOK
tiktok.com/@penguinukbooks




For the latest books, recommendations, author interviews and more
Sign up to the Penguin Newsletter

Find out more about the author and discover
your next read at Penguin.co.uk




TRANSWORLD

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
New Zealand | India | South Africa

Transworld is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
First published in Great Britain in 2014 by Bantam Press
Bantam edition published 2015
Penguin paperback edition published 2023

Copyright © The Literary Estate of Mo Hayder

The moral right of the author has been asserted

Cover image features Ukweli Roach as DI Jack Caffery
Wolf was co-produced by HARTSWOOD FILMS and APC STUDIOS for BBC
Cover photography by Sam Barker and design by BBC Creative, Rufina Breskin
BBC logo © BBC 1996 – used under licence


This book is a work of fiction and, except in the case of historical fact, any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

ISBN: 978-1-448-16823-1

Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes freedom of expression and supports a vibrant culture. Thank you for purchasing an authorized edition of this book and for respecting intellectual property laws by not reproducing, scanning or distributing any part of it by any means without permission. You are supporting authors and enabling Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for everyone. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article 4(3) of the DSM Directive 2019/790, Penguin Random House expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception.

The authorized representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House Ireland, Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin D02 YH68

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

All correspondence to:
Transworld
Penguin Random House
One Embassy Gardens, 8 Viaduct Gardens, London SW11 7BW


EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/follow_penguin_logo.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/logo_large.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/title_page_logo.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/images/cover.jpg
MO HAYDEH

THE SUNDAY TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR






EPUB/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Title Page



		Part One



		Picking Elderflowers in the Evening, Near Litton, Somerset



		Earlier that Day: the Pig Man



		The Haunting



		The Reflection Grove



		Bear



		Light



		The Sickness



		Minnet Kable



		The Deer



		The Chauffeur



		The Donkey Pitch



		What Angels Want



		Knives



		The Woman in the Yellow House



		Ewan Caffery



		A Party



		The Last Stone



		The House on the Hill



		Revision



		Dead Chickens



		Dog Food



		Normal and Healthy



		The Peppermint Room



		Half a Century



		The Peppermint Room



		Honig and Molina



		The Rose Room









		Part Two



		The Walking Man



		The Amethyst Room



		Fire



		The Scientist



		Fishing



		Tea



		The Peppermint Room



		The Vet



		The Wolf



		The Wait



		John Bancroft



		The Rose Room



		Clues



		Litton



		Handcuffs



		The Donkey Pitch



		Sudoku



		Jewellery



		Mrs Robinson



		Hatton Garden



		Sunset



		The Railway Cutting



		The Peppermint Room



		George Clooney



		Think Like Me



		Pietr Havilland



		The Eye of Providence



		Paper Tigers



		The Colonel



		Legacy



		Dorset



		The Smell



		Hugo and Sophie



		The Deer



		Breanne



		The Last Job



		International Art Thieves



		Alcohol



		Tobacco



		A Change of Plan



		Heart Attack



		The Police



		Calling London



		The Rose Room



		Columbus HQ



		Gauntlet Systems



		Cheryl



		Hog Roast



		The Cellar



		Eights Week



		Ian the Geek



		Headaches



		The Killing of Ginny Van Der Bolt



		Scissors in the Peppermint Room



		Bubblegum Mania



		Light Rays



		The Chrysler



		The Peppermint Room



		Bug Screens



		Sunrise



		The Cob



		The Peppermint Room



		Back to the Start



		A Man of Principle



		Rose Cottage



		Matilda



		Mrs Frink’s Memory Box



		Pig-Heart



		Oliver Anchor-Ferrers



		Lucia



		Ian and Lucia



		The Turrets



		Eyes



		The Turrets



		Emma



		Ian Molina



		Think Like Me



		Lucia and the Detective



		Good Guys and Bad Guys









		Part Three



		Amy



		The Truth









		Acknowledgements



		Read More



		Copyright













		1



		2



		3



		4



		9



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426



		427



		428



		429



		430



		431



		432



		433



		434



		435



		436



		437



		438



		439



		440



		441



		442



		443



		444



		445



		446



		447



		448



		449



		450



		451



		452



		453



		454



		455



		456



		457



		458



		459



		460



		461



		462



		463



		464



		465



		466



		467



		468



		469



		470



		471



		472



		473



		474



		475



		476



		477



		478



		479



		480



		481



		482



		483



		484



		485



		486



		487



		488



		489



		490



		491



		492



		493



		494



		495



		496



		497



		498



		499



		500



		501



		502



		503



		504



		505



		506



		507



		508



		509



		510



		511



		512



		513



		514



		515



		516



		517



		518



		519



		520



		521



		522



		523



		524



		525



		526



		527



		528



		529



		531



		533



		535



		536



		537



		538



		539



		540



		541



		542



		543













		Cover



		Frontmatter



		Begin Reading











EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


