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1

Friday

As soon as he opened the door, he could hear the screaming. It ripped through the damp air and shrieked in the yews. It echoed from the gravestones and died against the walls. It was like the sound of an animal, dying in pain. Yet this sound was human.

With every breath he took, Derek Alton seemed to draw the noise into his own lungs with the air, until something like an answering scream came from deep inside him. The asthmatic wheeze of his inflamed air passages was so high pitched that his ears couldnt locate its direction, but identified it as a noise that came from the air around him. The pain in his upper chest told him where that noise came from.

And Alton knew where the screaming came from, too.

With shaking fingers, he brushed some of the dust from his sleeve. The exertion had made his collar stick to the back of his neck, and a few strands of hair had fallen over his forehead, where they lay like barbed wire on his skin. He rubbed at a fresh scratch on his knuckles, but managed only to smear a streak of blood across the back of his hand. He could taste dust in his mouth, too  old dust, the debris of years, stirred into the air by a random act of violence.

The screaming reminded Alton of the shriek of agony he had once heard from a rat, when a terrier had flushed it from its nest in a barn and its back had been broken under a farmers spade. The dying rat had squealed with its last strength, as its legs kicked and its pale claws clutched and uncoiled in the dry earth.

Now he waited, expecting to hear other noises. At first, there was only the stirring of the breeze in the yews and the drip of rainwater from the ivy on the church walls. But gradually he began to distinguish something else  a rhythmic thudding. It reverberated inside a room some distance away, well beyond the first houses on the road into Withens. It was like a ritual drumbeat, folding over on itself and creating multiple layers of sound. He shivered as he recognized the undertones of menace, which spoke of imminent death.

Then there was a burst of laughter somewhere in the village, followed by the slam of a door. A female voice shouted something that Alton couldnt make out. It was just one sentence, half a dozen words, and then the voice had gone. Further away, a ewe called to its lambs on the slopes of Withens Moor, where the hefted flocks still roamed their territories on the heather and peat bog. Alton had seen Withens Moor. He had seen Black Hill and Hey Moss, too. And he knew the moors themselves were dying.

Death had been on Derek Altons mind all day. He had awoken with a jolt in the early hours of the morning, panicking that he might have disturbed Caroline with one of his bad dreams. But as soon as he opened his eyes and stared at the faint light on the bedroom curtains, he realized that his mind had been banging back and forth like a pendulum, swinging between the distant dualities of darkness and light, winter and spring, death and renewal. He might have been thinking of the end of winter and the first invasion of spring. But, mostly, he was sure he had been thinking of death.

Alton heard footsteps approaching through the aisle of the church. There were no carpets in St Asaphs, and his visitor was wearing heavy work boots that thumped on the stone flags.

He turned back towards the nave and squinted at the figure moving slowly out of the light to stand beside him. Once they were standing close together, the porch of the church seemed far too small.

Neil Granger was wearing a black leather jacket of the kind that Alton thought of as motorcyclists gear, though he knew Neil didnt have a motorbike, only the old Volkswagen Beetle he used for getting to and from his job at the Lancashire Chemicals factory in Glossop. He looked very tired.

You might as well go, Neil, said Alton. You cant do any more here tonight.

Neil had sweat running from his temples into the black smudges on his cheeks. He wiped a hand down the side of his face, spreading the smudges even more. But he looked at Alton with concern when he heard his wheezing.

Are you sure youre all right?

Im fine, said Alton. I just needed some fresh air. And we ought not to do any more until the police have been to take a look.

Dont hold your breath, then. They might get here next Easter.

I know, I know. But all the same 

You want to do things by the rules.

Alton sighed. I wish there were still rules for this kind of thing.

You like rules, dont you? It goes with the job, I suppose.

Well, there are the Ten Commandments. But Alton smiled to show that he knew it was a joke.

In Withens? said Neil.

Yes, even in Withens.

I think youll find theyve broken all the tablets of stone.

A few feet away, a blackbird scuttled into the undergrowth over the horizontal gravestones that lay like fallen monoliths in front of the church. The blackbirds were always the last to go to their roosts in the dusk. They hopped jerkily across the graves in the half-light and rustled hopefully among the dead leaves, searching for insects and larvae. It was enough to make some people nervous of entering the church at this time of night. Even the blackbird had its duality. It was a creature of darkness, as much as of light.

Neil flapped the lapels of his jacket to fan his face. Alton could smell his sweat, and he felt a surge of affection and gratitude towards the young man for taking the trouble to stop by and help. Not many people would have done that. Not in Withens.

I appreciate what youve done, Neil, he said.

But instead of acknowledging Altons thanks, Neil turned his face away, staring out into the churchyard.

Vicar, he said, Im sorry.

What for? said Alton, surprised.

Neil waved a hand vaguely towards the village. Well, all this. Its not what you expected, is it? Not what you deserve really, I suppose.

I dont know what you mean, Neil.

Neil laughed, then coughed as the dust got into his throat. Alton caught the glitter of the rings in his ear and the sheen of his black hair. He wanted to put his hand round the young mans shoulder and tell him it was all right. Whatever Neil was apologizing for, it was perfectly all right. But he hesitated, worrying that the gesture might be misinterpreted, then cursing himself for being so cautious. He ought to be able to give forgiveness, if that was what Neil Granger needed. But by the time the reactions had run through his brain, the moment had passed, and it was too late.

In any case, Neil immediately seemed to have forgotten what he had been saying, and his mood changed again.

Well, like I said, well tackle the churchyard this weekend.

Yes, said Alton. Well do that.

I was hoping Philip would help us, but hes being mardy about it.

Your brother is busy these days. I understand.

Some new business hes got involved in. I dont know what hes up to any more. But well get it sorted between the two of us, eh? Remember, Vicar  death and renewal, winter and spring 

The darkness and the light.

Thats it. Time for a bit of light on the subject, I reckon.

Neil turned to look at the vicar then, but Alton could barely see his eyes. They, too, were dark, and they were at the wrong angle to catch the light leaking into the porch from the nave. Alton couldnt tell what expression was on Neils face. But a strange thought ran through his mind. If he had been able to read Neils eyes at that moment, he might not have seen any expression at all  only a reflection of the gravestones outside in the churchyard.

Ive got to be up early in the morning, anyway, said Neil.

Alton nodded. Do you remember, the year before last ?

But Neil held up a hand before Alton could finish his question.

I dont even want to think about it, he said. Two years ago, Emma should have been there.

Of course. Im sorry.

Its all right. I suppose it seems a long time ago now, for most people. I dont expect everybody to remember.

But I do remember, said Alton. And there are her parents, of course.

Oh, her parents remember, said Neil.

Because of the failing light, Alton could see little beyond the wall of the churchyard now, except the streetlights in Withens. He was sure it wasnt Carolines voice he had heard in the village earlier. Perhaps it had been Fran Oxley, or even Lorraine, or one of the other members of the Oxley family.

But it definitely wasnt Caroline  she would never laugh like that, or shout so loudly in public. At this moment, Caroline would be walking past the Old Rectory, averting her eyes from the house and garden until she could turn into the crescent and reach their bungalow.

Somewhere in the darkness beyond the streetlights was Waterloo Terrace, where the Oxleys lived. Alton could picture the eight brick cottages, tightly packed like a row of soldiers, standing shoulder to shoulder against the larger stone buildings that clustered around them.

Derek Alton and Neil Granger stood in the church porch a few moments longer, listening to the noises from the village. The screaming faded, then grew louder again.

Does that sound like a rat to you? said Neil.

Yes, it does.

Neil nodded. OK, then.

He rubbed at his face as he began to walk away down the flagged path. His clothes rustled like the sound of the blackbird in the dead leaves. Alton lifted his head for a second to look towards the village. And when he turned back, he found that Neil had already disappeared into the darkness beyond the yew trees.

Later, Derek Alton would have a lot to regret. He would be sorry that he hadnt watched Neil Granger leave, and hadnt observed the moment when the young man passed out of his sight. Perhaps he could have called Neil back and said something that might have changed his mind. But he hadnt. Alton had been too distracted by the noise coming from the village, and too absorbed in his own concerns. He would feel guilty for that, too.

But most of all, Derek Alton would regret not saying goodbye.



There were ten more dead bodies to collect that night. Others had probably died underground, or had been trapped deep in the spaces between the stone arches and the hillside behind them. But Sandy Norton wasnt satisfied.

Were going to have to put more poison down, he said. The buggers are breeding like, well 

Rats?

Yeah.

Norton shone his torch into the mouth of the middle portal. It was one of the nineteenth-century tunnels, the old westbound line, which wasnt used for anything these days. The railway track had long since been ripped up, and the tunnel abandoned. The arched walls glistened with water, and a small stream ran into a stone conduit near his feet. Just beyond the limit of his torch beam, there were shadowy, scurrying movements on the dirt floor.

It makes you wonder what they find to eat, said his mate, Jeff Cade, as he took off his rubber gloves and put them away in a pocket of his overalls. I mean, arent they supposed to live near people? Youre never more than six feet away from a rat, and all that? But there are no houses around here any more.

Norton laughed. Thats no problem. Look up there, where the old station and platforms used to be. You see that car park and the picnic area, right? Well, thats like a drive-in McDonalds as far as these little buggers are concerned. Just think  theres all the food that people leave on the grass when theyve been having their picnics, and all the bits of sandwiches and chocolate bars, and God knows what, that they chuck out of their car windows. Theres thousands of people coming past here, especially at the weekend, ever since they turned the old railway line into a footpath.

Its called the Longdendale Trail. I know.

And then theres the road up there  the A628. Have you ever seen how much stuff lorry drivers bung out of their cabs? You cant walk along the roadside up there without getting splattered with lumps of flying pork pie and pasties. Its disgusting. Particularly when they have tomato sauce. I hate tomato sauce. But it means theres waste food lying all along the roadside. Not to mention the cafs in the lay-bys. The bins are overflowing with rubbish up there sometimes.

I suppose youre right.

No, there might not be people living here any more. But the whole world comes by to feed the rats in Longdendale.

Its a good job they cant get to the cables in the other tunnel. They can gnaw their way through anything, given time, can rats.

We need some more poison, anyway, said Norton.

A few yards away, in the old eastbound tunnel, a pair of four hundred thousand volt cables ran through a concrete trough. The cables entered the tunnel three miles away at Dunford Bridge, carrying a section of the National Grid between Yorkshire and Manchester. As they emerged again at Woodhead, they ran past a relay room, then up into a series of giant pylons that marched down the valley towards Manchester. The abandoned Woodhead tunnels had saved the moors from being covered in pylons for those three miles.

Sandy Norton had often admired the quality of the stonework in the tunnel arches, which had survived in good condition for more than a hundred and fifty years. But their present use was one the navvies who built the tunnels couldnt have imagined as they hacked their way through the hill with their pickaxes and gunpowder.

In fact, those navvies wouldnt even have been able to imagine the newer two-track tunnel to the south, which had been cut in the 1950s and accommodated the countrys first electrified rail line. That tunnel was empty, too, now. Apart from the little battery-powered locomotive that ran on the maintenance track in the National Grid cableway, the last trains had run through the Woodhead tunnels over twenty years ago.

Norton and Cade were packing up to leave the site when a car slowed and stopped on the road overhead. They heard it pull on to the bare concrete pad where a house had once stood above the tunnel entrances, but which was now no more than a pull-in for a good view down the valley. After a few moments, the car started up again and drove off.

That was an old Volkswagen Beetle, said Norton.

How do you know that?

I recognize the sound of the engine. Its distinctive  air-cooled, you know. I used to have a Beetle myself years ago, when I was a lad.

Have we finished with these rats, then?

For now, said Norton. He turned off his torch. You know, I wouldnt like to walk through this tunnel in the dark.

Cade shuddered. Me neither. Three miles in the dark? No thanks. Itd be bad enough, even without the rats.

He turned back towards their van. But Norton didnt follow him immediately. He was looking up at the stones over the arch of the tunnel mouth. Hed once been told that the navvies who built the old tunnels had been very superstitious men. They were convinced that their tunnelling had disturbed something deep in the hill, which had been the cause of all the disasters that happened to them  the tragedies that had earned Woodhead the nickname Railwaymens Graveyard. Norton had heard that when the navvies had finished tunnelling, their final act had been to carve faces at each of the tunnel entrances to control the evil spirits. But if the carvings were still there, they were so worn now that he couldnt make them out.

Sandy Norton shrugged. He didnt know about evil spirits. But the faces hadnt done much to control the rats.

Finally, he locked the steel gate that prevented unauthorized access to the middle tunnel. All three tunnels had their own gates. Without them, rail enthusiasts and others who were even less welcome would always be trying to get into the tunnels. Some of those folk would want to walk all three miles to the other end, just to prove they could do it. They wouldnt be bothered by the rats. They wouldnt take any notice of the risk from the high-voltage power cables. They wouldnt even be deterred by the National Grids yellow-and-black signs on the gates. The meaning of the signs was clear enough, with their symbol of a black lightning bolt cutting through a body. It was clear even without their message, which read: Danger of Death.



Whenever the phone rang in the Old Rectory, Sarah Renshaw stopped what she was doing and looked at the nearest clock. It would be important to have the exact time, when the moment came.

She was in the sitting room, where the mahogany wall clock said five minutes past ten. Sarah checked her watch, and adjusted the minute hand slightly so that it read the same. She didnt want there to be any confusion. All the times were important  the time Emma had last been seen, the time her train had left Wolverhampton, the time she should have arrived home. And the exact minute they got news that she had been found would be vital. Sarah felt comforted by the recording of the minutes. It was more than a ritual. Time was important.

Howard had gone to answer the phone, so Sarah waited. In the middle of their big oak Jacobean sideboard, a candle was burning. The wick was already halfway down, and the melted wax was pooling in the brass holder. There were plenty more candles in one of the drawers, and Sarah wanted to light a new one right away to mark the moment, as if the act itself would make a difference. But she hugged her hands under her armpits and restrained herself as she listened to Howard speaking in the next room. She would be able to tell by the tone of his voice.

Sarah looked at the clock again. Six minutes past ten. For a moment, she panicked. Which would be most important  the exact time the phone had rung, or the moment she had got the news? Which would she celebrate, in the years to come?

Howard? she called. Howard?

But he didnt respond, and Sarah quickly calmed again. Howards voice was subdued. If the call had been about Emma, she would have known it by now. The news would have communicated itself to her through the wall. Sarah had often thought that the call, when it came, wouldnt produce any normal-sounding ring on their phone, but would announce itself like a fanfare. She vaguely imagined a line of liveried trumpeters like those who appeared with the Queen at state occasions. Her ears already rang to the sound they made.

And certainly there would be the sensations  the tingling and the little quivers of pleasure that she experienced whenever she felt that Emma was close by. When the call came, she expected a jolt like a great charge of electricity, like the entire four hundred thousand volts from the cables that ran through the hillside two hundred feet below their house.

Yes, when the phone call came, she would know. Sarah would have no need to listen to the sound of Howards voice, or to hear what the person at the other end of the line was saying. The fanfare would sound, and the electricity would surge through her body, stinging her hands and burning the skin of her face. And the mahogany wall clock would stop of its own accord at the exact moment, at the precise second and micro second, and it would never start again. Sarah would know.

Howard came into the sitting room, instantly dominating it with his bulk. He was wearing a thick, white Arran sweater that made her want to wrap her arms round him and bury her face in the wool. But he shook his head briefly, and averted his eyes.

Sarah had been standing at the bookcase near the door. She ran her hand along some of the spines, and touched a folded and dog-eared piece of paper that had been used to mark a page in Twentieth-Century Design. She tried to breathe in the scent of the books, but the familiar smells of paper and ink seemed fainter tonight. Subjects and Symbols in Art had a small stain on the cover that had almost faded now because Sarah had touched it too often. She took out Art Deco Graphics and a David Hockney book, and put them back the other way round.

Many of the books were inscribed in Emmas own handwriting on the title page. She had only put her name and the date, but the inscriptions seemed to offer a sort of continuity, a narrative reflecting a particular period in Emmas life.

These were the books Emma had once handled and read, which meant that the words on their pages must have entered her mind and become part of her. Sarah was able to pick up a book that Emma had once opened, and read the words that Emma had studied.

Sarah Renshaw often found herself spending time rearranging the books. Perhaps by shuffling the dates on the books, she could change the order of events in Emmas life. If she had read this book before that one, might things have been different? Would Emma have been at home now, complaining that her mum was messing up the order of her books?

Sarah wiped a tear from her eye. She caught herself just before she spoke aloud, and dropped her voice to a whisper, so that Howard wouldnt hear her.

Ill help you put them back exactly how you want them, dear. Well do it together.

Sarah turned away from the bookcase and took down a calendar from the top of the TV set. She crossed off another day, neatly deleting it with two short, sharp strokes of a black marker pen.

It was Day 743. Emma Renshaw had been missing for over two years.



Now the laughter in the village had subsided, or the woman making the noise had moved out of earshot. Derek Alton stood in his church porch and listened to the sound of Neil Grangers car engine as it moved slowly out of Withens. It climbed the road away from the village and began to cross the miles of bare moorland towards the valley of Longdendale.

Finally, even the sound of the engine disappeared behind the hill. The blackbirds settled into the yew trees, Altons breathing returned to normal. And as it grew dark, Withens became almost entirely silent. Except for the screaming.


2

Saturday

With a heave of his shoulders, a police officer in body armour swung the battering ram. The door split at the first impact. He swung a few more times, and the thump of steel hitting wood wrecked the stillness of the early morning. A burglar alarm began to shriek as the lock shattered, and the officer gave the door a kick with his boot.

Standing in the damp bracken at the edge of the road, Detective Constable Ben Cooper watched officers wearing Kevlar vests burst into the house as their team leader began to shout instructions. The door had given way a bit too easily, he thought. Maybe the householder should have spent more money on security, and less on the plate glass and patios.

Well, they give the impression of people with nothing to hide, he said. But God knows what all that glass does to their heating bill.

Cooper could feel a fine rain in the air, like feathers touching his face. Sunlight and showers were passing across the hills so quickly that it was almost dizzying. Though he was standing still, he seemed to be moving from darkness into light and back again, as the clouds obscured the sun, showered him with rain and were blown westwards by the wind. The raindrops hardly had a chance to dry on his waxed coat before the next bank of clouds reached him.

For some reason, PC Tracy Udall was wearing her body armour, too. No doubt it was a sensible precaution, but it looked a bit odd when the most dangerous thing in sight was a patch of stinging nettles. Besides, she seemed to Cooper like a candidate for a breast reduction operation to make the vest fit properly.

For the moment, PC Udall had left her yellow waterproof jacket in the car. But the banks of darker clouds rapidly moving towards them from the east suggested that she might regret moving too far away from the car without it.

If were right about their source of income, they wont be worrying about sharing a bit of it with Powergen, she said.

He wiped the rain off his binoculars so that he could study the house more carefully. It had been a farmhouse at one time, but part of the side wall had been taken out and replaced with floor-to-ceiling glass, which must let more light in than had ever been seen by several generations of Derbyshire hill-farming families. There was new glass at the back too, and dormer windows had been built into the stone-tiled roof.

The room he could see through the glass had a floor made from patterned blocks of light-coloured wood, where once there would surely have been stone flags. There was a glimpse of light from another window way down at the far end. That could only mean that an internal wall had been removed to create one large room running right through to the back of the house. An estate agent would probably call it an open-plan living space.

As they had descended into the valley, the police team had been careful not to disturb the dawn with the lights of their beacons and the wail of their sirens. But now the time for discretion had passed. On the way to the raid, one of the task force officers had joked that theyd need to get inside the house quickly to be out of the rain. Kevlar fibres were known to deteriorate if they got wet. Also if they were exposed to direct sunlight. That was why police officers in body armour never went out in sunlight, or so they said. But at least it provided a lot more protection than if you had left it hanging in your locker at the station.

A few hundred yards beyond the target house was another cluster of roofs, including a number of old farm buildings, one of which had been converted into a double garage. But there was also a four-wheel-drive vehicle standing on the brick-paved driveway  a Toyota or a Mitsubishi, he couldnt quite be sure from this distance. As he watched, a large, shaggy-haired dog wandered into sight, sniffed at the vehicles front near-side tyre, looked over its shoulder guiltily, and slunk off towards the back of the house. There was a paddock at the side of the driveway, newly fenced and containing a Shetland pony, a Jacob sheep and two Muscovy ducks.

What about the neighbours? said Cooper.

Well, the house actually belongs to an architect, said Udall. Apparently, hes employed by the Cooperative Society, and he designs grocery shops and crematoria for a living.

Udall had an air of briskness that Cooper liked. In the car on the way from Glossop section station, she told him that shed been in the force ten years. She was a single mother, and had joined up after her youngest child was old enough to attend nursery school. When she had been on the wrong shifts  which she usually was, she said  her mother had collected the children from school. Now her son was thirteen, and she was starting to get worried about him.

Grocery shops and crematoria?

Or, as Sergeant Boyce puts it, rashers to ashes. Hes a scream.

Every team needs a comedian.

But the architect is working abroad. Somewhere in the Gulf States, I think. So he leased the house for a couple of years. The present occupier also has an address in South Manchester, where his neighbours say hes a motor dealer.

One of those brief, unnerving silences had developed down at the house. The officers waiting outside checked their earpieces. These moments never lasted long, but they were worse than any amount of overexcited shouting over the airwaves.

Cooper looked at the unused farm buildings and thought of his brother Matt, struggling more than ever now to support his family on the income from Bridge End Farm. Revenue from livestock farming had plummeted, and not just because of the aftermath of the foot-and-mouth outbreak. Farmers like Matt lived on a knife edge, wondering when the bank would pull the plug on their overdraft. There were some advantages to a regular salary from Derbyshire Constabulary, after all.

What about the barn conversion?

Holiday lets, said Udall. Its divided into two studio apartments, with a shared patio round the back. No doubt they provide a useful bit of extra income, in case the crematorium market dries up.

Not much chance of that. Theres no shortage of people to burn. And nowhere to bury them these days, either.

No, the graveyards are really in demand. People are dying to get in them.

Is that one of Sergeant Boyces, too?

Udall flushed a little, but said nothing. She tugged at the bottom edge of her vest to pull it down over her hips, where her duty belt was heavily hung with baton, handcuffs, CS spray, and a series of leather pouches that Cooper had forgotten the use for. In fact, he didnt think they even had all those things to wear in the days when he was in uniform. Changes happened fast in the police service, and six years away from a uniform was long enough to get out of touch.

Tracy Udall had dark hair pulled back almost painfully tightly into a short ponytail that protruded from her white trilby-style hat. Cooper had presumed from what shed told him that the father of her child hadnt been around from the word go. Now she must be only a couple of years on the other side of thirty. Unfortunately, Sergeant Jimmy Boyce was married, with four kids of his own.

Cooper knew he could probably learn a lot from PC Udall and her colleagues  the day-to-day, on the ground stuff about policing that had started to pass him by after six years at a CID desk in Edendale. It was his chief superintendent at E Division who had first uttered the words lateral development when he had failed to get promoted to the detective sergeants job he had hoped for. Lateral development meant a move to a different speciality without the benefit of promotion, but it came with the suggestion that wider experience might count favourably towards future advancement. On the other hand, his mother might have said it was just a case of always jam tomorrow.

Yet, suddenly, here he was on a secondment to the Rural Crime Team  playing an advisory role to Sergeant Boyces pro-active squad of uniformed officers. These were people who knew the problems of the Peak Districts villages. They had gained their knowledge from years as community constables, liaising with the local people and listening to their troubles. Those troubles often involved a catalogue of burglaries, petty thefts, vandalism and car crimes that were committed with impunity, to all intents and purposes. Prioritization was the buzz word these days, and property crime was low priority. Members of the public in some areas could consider themselves lucky if they got any police response at all, except for the offer of a crime number for their insurance claim and a sympathetic letter from Victim Support.

Cooper was glad to help, if he could. But while he stood with PC Tracy Udall on this roadside in the Longdendale valley, he couldnt help wondering if this was the first step on the path of his lateral development. Was Sergeant Boyce tipped to move onwards and upwards after the initial success of his team? Did a uniformed sergeants job await some lucky detective constable in a few months time? He wondered what Detective Sergeant Diane Fry would make of that, as his immediate supervisor. But it didnt take much effort to imagine the smile on her face. She would be glad to be rid of him, he was sure of it.

Now Cooper was standing in sunlight, and he found he was sweating under his waxed coat. It was one of those spring days when you didnt know what to wear when you went out in the morning. Whatever you chose, you knew you were going to get wet, or too warm. Probably both. There was nothing predictable about the weather in the Peak District at any time of the year, no matter how long you lived there. Outdoors, you were forever taking off layers of clothing and putting them back on again, as you passed from sweaty uphill slog to the biting wind of an exposed plateau. In April, you never knew from one moment to the next what sort of weather was going to hit you. A squall, a gale, a deluge of hailstones, or a warm burst of sun  you could get it all within an hour.

Down in the converted farmhouse, the suspects roused from their beds would be getting ready for a trip. With a bit of luck, they wouldnt be seeing much sunlight for a while.

An isolated farmhouse is an ideal base for an illegal operation. And God knows, there are plenty of those between here and Edendale, said Udall.

Too many, said Cooper.

And they make great drugs factories particularly. Its taking diversification a bit far, if you ask me. Definitely too far. If they cant make a living at farming, they should stick to opening tea rooms and doing bed and breakfast.

But theres more money in drugs. And you dont have to deal with tourists.

The neighbours are going to get a shock, said Udall. You can see theyve got no security to speak of. There are no walls and no gates, and the lights are mostly to show off the garden and the fish pond. And the Afghan doesnt look as though it would put up much of a fight.

People are used to thinking that they dont need to set up fortifications around their homes in this area.

Ah, but the architect isnt from this area. He lived in Sheffield until two years ago. He ought to know better.

Its the scenery, said Cooper. It gives people a false sense of sanity.

If Cooper were to be honest with himself, his short spell with the E Division Rural Crime Team was already starting to feel like a breath of fresh air. Winter in Edendale had been long and hard, and full of other complications. Diane Fry, for one.

And then he had chosen to move out of Bridge End Farm for the first time in his life. He had left home at almost thirty years old, and now he had all the business of looking after himself, and the unexpected implications of having property, even though his flat in Edendale was only rented. He had his own territory now, and that made life look different. That, and his looming thirtieth birthday, made a lot of things look different. It was as if he had suddenly been lifted out of his old, familiar rut and pointed in a different direction, so that he wasnt quite sure who or what he was any more. In fact, he was a bit like the former farmhouse down there  designed for a different purpose entirely.

Besides, houses like this need security these days. Almost every house of any size in Longdendale has been targeted by thieves during the last eighteen months or so, said Udall. Some of them have been hit more than once. If the thieves dont get in the first time, they do a recce and come back later.

Professionals, then?

No doubt about it.

Local? Or the travelling variety?

Well, we definitely think theyre using somewhere on our patch to store the stuff theyve nicked. Another isolated farmhouse, probably.

What items are they going for?

This lot go for antiques: clocks, porcelain  anything small that looks as though it might be worth a bit of money. Theres a huge market for that kind of thing. Its likely theyre collecting enough for a vanload, then shipping it off to the States or somewhere in Europe. Easy money, all right.

The Shetland pony was deliberately bullying the two Muscovy ducks, nudging them around the paddock until they began to flap their wings and quack angrily.

Did the architect design the alterations himself? said Cooper.

I believe so. But he seems to have designed them for looks, rather than with security in mind, doesnt he?

Youre right. He really should have known better. Here they come.

The task force officers were escorting two men out of the target house. Each man had his hands cuffed behind his back and an officer gripping his elbow. They looked as though they had dressed hastily in whatever had come to hand first. Much as Cooper had done himself, in fact. But these two would have the chance to put their feet up for a while in a warm, dry cell when they reached the section station at Glossop.

Cooper turned the binoculars westwards, looking for more signs of civilization in the bare Dark Peak landscape of peat moors and heather. His attention was caught by a small, tree-lined valley and the glimpse of a church tower.

Whats over there? he said.

That? Oh, thats Withens.

Cooper could hardly see the village itself. It seemed to be lying in the bottom of a hollow, slipped casually into a narrow cleft in the moors. There were trees above the village on the lower slopes, through which the roofs of houses were barely visible. But the valley was so narrow that it looked as though the two facing slopes were only waiting for the right moment to slide back together and crush the village completely, and all its inhabitants with it.

Withens, said Cooper, trying the sound of the name in his mouth as he might taste an unfamiliar morsel of food, not sure whether it was going to be bitter or sweet, soft on the teeth or difficult to chew.

Above the village was a moorland plateau, a gloomy blend of dark khakis and greens, with no sign of the purple flowers of the heather that would bring colour in the summer. Much of the landscape up there would be quagmire  a wet morass of peat bog that shifted underfoot, sucking at the soles of boots and clinging to trousers. Across the valley, Bleaklow Mountain stood right on the watershed of England, and attracted sixty inches of rain a year to its wastes of haggs and groughs.

I thought wed go down to the village and take a look when weve finished here, said Udall. You might be interested to see it. Withens has its own problems. As it happens, the local vicar reported a break-in yesterday.

Fine.

Cooper noticed a pair of black shapes in the distance, circling over the moor. He turned the binoculars towards them, grateful for any sign of life in the landscape.

But this wasnt the sort of life he welcomed. They were carrion crows. Though he couldnt see what had attracted them, he guessed they probably had their eye on a weak lamb. Sometimes, before shearing, their prey might be an adult sheep that had rolled over and couldnt get up again because of the weight of the unshorn fleece on its back. But in the spring it was the sickliest lambs that the crows were looking for as they flapped and circled over the moors. Just now, their diet would consist mostly of young grouse and the eggs of other birds. But a weak lamb was a great bonus. Its carcass would last them for days.

If theyd found a lamb up there, then they would land in a little while and perch on a handy rock as they waited patiently for it to weaken enough to be helpless. Then they would begin to work on its eyes, picking at the white flesh as if they were delicacies that had to be eaten fresh. And once the lamb was blind, the crows could eat the rest of it at their leisure, while it died.

Cooper lowered the binoculars and looked up at the dark bulk of the hills beyond Withens.

Tracy, have you noticed the smoke? he said.

Udall followed his gaze. Hell!

Black clouds were billowing across a wide stretch of the moor, with an occasional flicker of flame visible behind them. The seat of the fire looked as though it might be just below the horizon. PC Udall went off to her car to use the radio, but was back in a couple of minutes.

Moorland fire. They think it was started by some kids on a school outing from Manchester. The fire service are turning out all the crews they can muster, but its right on the summit above Crowden, so its pretty inaccessible. The poor bloody firefighters will have to do the last half-mile on foot with their equipment. Theyre also saying they might have to mobilize the helicopter to bomb it with water from the reservoirs.

Beyond our remit, anyway, said Cooper.

Thank God.

A gust of wind blew along the road and another shower spattered their faces. But there was too little rain to help the firefighters.

I think theyre ready for us down there, said Udall.

OK.

Cooper took one last look at the moors above Withens. The smoke was spreading in the wind rolling low over the heather. But in front of it, blacker even than the smoke, the two carrion crows were still circling.



Even before the sun had risen on Withens Moor, Neil Granger had known he wasnt alone. He had been standing with his back to one of the air shafts above the old railway tunnels, facing east towards the approaching dawn. There was nothing but air between his face and the black ridge of Gallows Moss, where the light would soon begin to creep up among the tors.

Every sound from the surrounding valleys had reached his ears  a bird splashing out of the water on one of the reservoirs in Longdendale, the growl of an engine on the A628. Even the slightest movement of the wind stirred the coarse grass, like fingers groping for his presence in the darkness. The air was so clean that he could taste the first vapour rising from the dew on the heather, like the tang of cold metal in his mouth. But in a few minutes, the dawn would take away the darkness and the dew.

At first, the sounds he heard nearby could have been the shifting of small pieces of stone on the slope behind him. The scree was loose, and the changing temperature could easily make the stones move against each other. But gradually Neil became aware that someone had walked up to the air shaft behind him. Now, he thought, they were probably resting on the other side of the high, circular wall.

Well, Id given up on you, said Neil. I was starting to think no one was coming.

His voice dropped into the valley, carried away on the wind. There was no response from the darkness, and he smiled.

Its a bit of a steep climb, isnt it? It creased me up completely.

He expected to hear someone gasping for breath. But there was nothing  only the darkness and the distant sounds from the valley.

Im so unfit after the winter that, by the time I got to the top, I thought I was having a heart attack.

He paused, but still there was nothing.

I thought I was going to die up here, and nobody would know. If Id died and you hadnt come, then no one would have found me for days.

Neil glanced at Gallows Moss. A pale wash of colour was starting to touch the clouds. He raised his voice a little, as if the appearance of the light had revealed something that he hadnt suspected until now.

Are you all right? he said. Do you want a hand?

Neil waited in the silence, no longer facing east, but looking back over his shoulder into the west. Away from the light and towards the darkness. Something was different. The wind no longer felt refreshingly cool, but was cold enough to make him shiver. The sensations against his face werent like gentle fingers, but sharp claws scratching his skin. The air didnt taste of the dew, but of an unnamed fear. Neil wondered if he would ever hear the first bird calling at the sight of the rising sun. It had been only the darkness that had made him feel safe, after all. And in a moment, the dawn would take away the darkness.

Yes, I thought I was going to die up here, he said.

The first blow that hit him was so unexpected  like the world falling in, like a ton of stone toppling on to him from the air shaft, or a train bursting out of the ground from the old railway tunnel.

Neil went down, instantly unconscious, crashing on to the stones with a thud and crunch of bone. Part of his scalp had peeled away, and the bone underneath had shattered, ripping the membrane that covered the brain. Within a few moments, his cerebrospinal fluid was leaking from the tear on to the stones  stones that were already covered in blood that was spreading from his scalp wound. Blood had matted his hair and trickled in small rivulets down his face and neck, forming an interconnecting web like the meandering channels that drained the peat moor on which he lay. But the blood could find nowhere on his skin to settle and dry. So it continued to trickle across the greasy surface until it touched the stones and ran into the ground.

Where the fluid was leaking from his brain, infection would soon enter. But it would be too late to matter. Part of his brain tissue had been bruised by the impact, and now a small haematoma was forming deep among the tangled pathways and ganglia. The haematoma would be fatal.

But Neil might still have survived, if he had received urgent attention in a hospital emergency room. A neurosurgeon could have ordered a CT scan, operated to remove the haematoma, then sutured the membrane and carefully picked out the remaining bone fragments. With immediate surgery and a course of antibiotics against the infection, Neil might have lived.

But Neil Granger was destined never to reach a hospital, or a neurosurgeon. As his life oozed away into the peat, there was one person who waited for him to die. But there was no one to call an ambulance. Neil would never recover from the unconsciousness that followed the first blow to his head, or the coma that the second produced. He would never know what happened after he was left alone, and never feel the fear of what would happen to his body after death.

Nothing moved around the air shaft except the steam that trickled out of its mouth and drifted down the valley  and, a little while later, the two black shapes that circled over Withens Moor.


3

DS Diane Fry knew all about fear. Some people were excited by it, and liked to play with the taste and smell of it, teasing their senses to the limit. But others were destroyed by its poison, eaten away by a senseless, insidious acid that seeped into their brains before they could fight it.

It wasnt always possible to know what made you afraid. A therapist had once told her that fear conditioning could be created by a single episode, because that was the way nature had designed the human brain. It was an evolutionary advantage, a mechanism to prevent you from returning to a dangerous situation. Once frightened, forever cautious. And that was why just one sound, a single movement or a smell, could trigger the train of memory that stimulated fear. The sound of a footstep on a creaking floorboard, the sliding pattern of shadows as a door opened in the darkness, the soapy smell of shaving foam that made her nauseous even now.

The evidence bag that Diane Fry was holding contained none of those things. It contained only a grubby and stained mobile phone. So why did she feel as though the process had begun that would send her sliding down a long, dark tunnel towards the source of her fear?

Do the parents know about this yet, sir? she said.

Detective Inspector Paul Hitchens was also nothing to be afraid of, as far as Fry was concerned. He was capable enough, but had a disrespectful attitude towards his senior officers that wasnt going to get him any further in the promotion game. It was a tendency he didnt seem able to control, any more than Fry could control the dark shadow that had flapped and squirmed somewhere in her mind when she had picked up the bag.

No, Diane, said Hitchens. In fact, we need to be a bit cautious about that. Well have to consider how much information we give them.

Why?

Mr and Mrs Renshaw are, how shall I put it  a bit difficult to talk to.

Fry didnt feel in the least surprised. Since she had transferred to Derbyshire Constabulary from the West Midlands, she had found most people in the Peak District difficult to talk to  including her colleagues in E Division. Not only did they find her accent strange and exotic, but they also seemed to be living in a different world entirely, a world where the city streets she had known before just didnt exist.

Id like to see exactly where the phone was discovered, she said.

Of course. The contact details are all there. It was found by members of a rambling club doing a spring clean on an overgrown footpath near Chapel-en-le-Frith. The phone was one of hundreds of bits of rubbish they picked up. If it hadnt been wrapped up tight in a plastic carrier bag, there might not have been anything recognizable left to be found.

Despite its condition, the mobile phone had still contained its SIM card when it was found. It had been traced via the network operators, Vodafone, to the ownership of Miss Emma Renshaw, the Old Rectory, Main Street, Withens.

Fry opened the file that Hitchens had given her. As soon as she saw the first photograph, she thought she knew what had triggered the fear. Emma Renshaw was standing in a garden, wearing a white sweater with leaping dolphins across the chest. Her hair was fair and straight, hanging almost to her shoulders, and she looked happy, but shy, and a little nervous too.

The second photograph was slightly more recent. A note said it had been taken while Emma was on a study trip in Italy. Not Venice or Florence, or even Rome  the places where everyone was supposed to go to look at art. She was in Milan, visiting contemporary design houses. But the weather had been warm and sunny in Milan. The photo showed her standing in front of a caf with another girl, of Asian appearance. Emmas hair was pulled back, revealing good cheekbones and delicate ears, which made her look more vulnerable, despite the increased confidence in her smile. She was wearing a sleeveless T-shirt, and the skin of her arms and neck was bare and pink.

Emma Renshaw disappeared just over two years ago, said Hitchens. She was a student in Birmingham, where she attended the University of Central Englands School of Art and Design. She was last seen by the young people she shared a house with in Bearwood, about three miles from the art school. Bearwood is in the area called the Black Country.

Yes, I know, said Fry.

Oh, of course you do.

Fry could see the information from her personnel file gradually being dredged up into her DIs mind. The expression on his face changed as he remembered the awful details, became embarrassed for a moment, then resumed his professional manner.

Youre from the Black Country yourself, arent you, Diane?

Yes, sir. Thats where Im from.

The Black Country was the name given to the urban sprawl west of the city of Birmingham. Old industrial towns like Wolverhampton, West Bromwich, Dudley, Sandwell and Walsall were in the Black Country. And many smaller communities, too  like Warley, where Fry had lived with her foster parents, a string of housing estates tucked between Birmingham and the M5 motorway. Right next door to Bearwood.

Anyway, the house the young people shared is in Darlaston Road, Bearwood. Emmas housemates say they left her in the house getting ready to travel home by train to Derbyshire for the Easter holidays. At least, thats what Emma told them she was doing, and they had no reason to doubt her.

The housemates being Alex Dearden, Debbie Stark and Neil Granger, said Fry, consulting the file.

They were all old friends, it seems. The two young men grew up in the same village as Emma, in Withens. Debbie Stark is from Mottram, a few miles away, but she was Emmas best friend at high school.

West Midlands Police had sent copies of all their files to Derbyshire  there were reports of interviews conducted with Dearden, Stark and Granger, and with several others among Emma Renshaws friends, neighbours, and classmates and teachers at the art school. Fry noted that the officer assigned to the missing person case had been based at the local Operational Command Unit headquarters in Smethwick  a place she knew well.

In fact, Fry could picture Darlaston Road, Bearwood, but wasnt sure at which end of the road she would find 360B, the address Emma Renshaw had shared. Bearwood possessed most of the local shops for the Warley area. She had been there many times.

Im not clear on Emmas last-known movements, she said. Who was individually the last to see her? Or did the young people leave the house together?

Neil Granger was the last to leave, by a matter of some minutes. He was on his way to work, but had overslept. He said he had been drinking the night before.

Did Granger arrive at work on time?

A few minutes late, said Hitchens. He had a car, which he drove into Birmingham. He claimed the traffic was heavy that morning, and it delayed him even more. The foreman at the site said it was unusual for Granger to be late for work, and he was normally very reliable. So he believed what Granger said, and didnt think anything of it. He said he had a lot more to worry about with his other employees.

Emma had been nineteen when she disappeared, and the guidelines said that immediate enquiries should be made in the case of a missing female under twenty-one. They were considered vulnerable, and, if they went missing, statistically more likely to have been the victim of a crime.

So the police officer in Smethwick who had taken the case had followed the proper procedures. Mostly. He had enquired whether Emma had done anything similar previously, and had checked the information her parents had given him against the missing person files. He had confirmed that Emma wasnt involved in current criminal proceedings, in case she had left home to avoid prosecution for something her parents didnt know about. He had collected all the identifying details. He had recorded her full name, age, address and description, along with the two photographs provided by the Renshaws.

But if Emma was going home by train, how was she planning to get to the railway station? said Fry.

By taxi  or so she told her housemates. West Midlands were unable to trace any taxi driver who picked her up from the house at Darlaston Road, or anywhere nearby. Nor was there a booking for that area where the passenger failed to appear. But I suppose she might have hailed a cab in the street.

Its unlikely, in that neighbourhood.

Hitchens nodded. But West Midlands checked that, too.

I wonder why Neil Granger didnt offer to give her a lift to the station, if he had a car?

He said it was because he was already late for work, and he was afraid of getting in trouble. And Emma assured him she didnt need a lift.

So he said.

Fry turned back to the reports. Enquiries had been made at several pubs and clubs that Emma had been known to visit. Friends and classmates had been spoken to. The university had no indication that Emma had been having problems with her work, or emotional or financial difficulties, or had any intention of leaving the course. There was a note on the bottom of the officers report that the parents of the missing person had agreed to any publicity.

It looked fairly comprehensive, at first glance. There was certainly a shortage of leads for West Midlands to have followed up, but all the usual enquiries had been gone through. No one had been able to suggest any reason why Emma should have decided to disappear, or anything she might have been worried about. No one had any idea where she might have gone  except back home to Withens.

So we need to talk to all the housemates again, said Hitchens. Alex Dearden lives and works here, in Edendale. Neil Granger moved out of Withens, too, but not very far  hes a few miles further down the Longdendale valley, in Tintwistle. Debbie Stark, Im afraid, is still in the West Midlands. She got herself a job there after she graduated.

Well, they could have scattered a lot further than that, said Fry. So we should think ourselves lucky.

But to Frys critical eye, the West Midlands reports had something missing. There seemed to be no air of urgency to them. Enquiries had taken place over a long period  several weeks, in fact. It was as if the officer assigned the case had been fitting it in between other jobs, when it was most convenient. And there was no mention of assistance being brought in from the local CID. No detectives name was appended to any of the enquiry reports.

It didnt really surprise her. In a huge metropolitan area, thousands of people were reported missing every year. Some priority was supposed to be given to women under twenty-one, but how many of those were there? And how many children and young people, too? The children were the biggest priority of all when it came to missing persons. Given a CID team already stretched to the limit by multiple murder cases, violent crime and drug problems, burglaries and car theft, how much attention could Emma Renshaw have expected, when there was no evidence that a crime had been committed?

Fry had been in that situation herself. She had worked in one of those CID offices. She guessed the officer had tried his best. But in the end, his sense of relief almost rose off the page as he concluded that the facts pointed towards Emma Renshaw having left the West Midlands, just as she had been supposed to do. He had passed the problem back to Derbyshire.

Fry shook her head, not sure whether she was puzzled, or whether she was trying to shake off the feeling that had been creeping up on her ever since she had taken the evidence bag in her hands.

You know, its all too vague, sir, she said. It seems to me that none of Emma Renshaws housemates was bothered enough about her to make quite sure that Emma could get to the station all right on her own. They think she was getting a taxi, but they dont know when, or where or how, or what taxi firm was coming to pick her up. And no one actually saw her leave the house.

Hitchens shrugged. Well, thats the way it is, Diane. You know it happens all the time. People just disappear through the cracks.

She nodded. Hitchens was right, of course. Throughout the country, teenagers went missing all the time, and were never seen again. But Emma Renshaw had last been seen in Bearwood, in the Black Country, no more than a mile or two from her own childhood home. That made a difference.

And we have to consider the other possibility   said Hitchens.

Sir?

The possibility that Emma Renshaw may have lied to everyone  her parents, her friends and her housemates. She may never have intended coming home at all.

Of course.

Fry looked at the railway timetable attached to the reports. Emma had been due to catch a train from Birmingham New Street station a few minutes before eleven oclock on the morning of Thursday, 12 April. Virgin Trains should have taken her to Manchester Piccadilly, where she would have had a quarter of an hour to change platforms and transfer to a local train. She had been expected to arrive at Glossop station at twenty past one, and her parents, Howard and Sarah Renshaw, had been waiting to collect her. But Emma hadnt got off the train. The Renshaws had tried to call her mobile phone, but had got only the message service. So they had waited for the next train from Manchester. And the next.

The schedule filled Fry with a sense of despair. No wonder the West Midlands officer had been glad to get the case off his desk. If Emma Renshaw had left the house in Darlaston Road as planned, there were two possibilities. Either she had disappeared in Birmingham, and had never made it to the train at all. Or she had vanished when she changed trains in Manchester.

Fry was looking at the names of two of the largest metropolitan areas in Britain, cities where a girl of nineteen could melt away so easily. A change of identity, and her family would never see her again, if she didnt want them to. Fry knew that all too well.

On the other hand, the evidence bag that she was holding contained a Motorola Talkabout with a bright blue inlay over the keys  a phone which Vodafone said had belonged to Emma Renshaw. Without a group of ramblers deciding it was time for a spring clean, the phone might have lain undiscovered for ever. If one of those ramblers hadnt been the mum of a teenager whose mobile phone had been stolen by muggers, it would have been sent to the council tip with the rest of the rubbish. And if it hadnt been for the police officer at Chapel-en-le-Frith who had taken the time and trouble to trace the owner of the phone, no one would ever have thought of submitting it for forensic examination.

But thats what they had done, and the result was in Frys hands. Down the right side of the phone, the blue inlay was streaked with the dried residue of a dark brown liquid that had glued up the keys and trickled into the little hole where the lead for the re-charger should fit. According to the label on the bag, the stains had been confirmed as human blood.

Fry knew that she might be looking at the last remaining biological traces of Emma Renshaw. Her fingers might almost be touching the pathetic remnant of Emmas life, a desiccated dribble of her DNA.

And that was what opened up the tunnel of fear that she had already begun to slide down.



DC Gavin Murfin had sandy hair and a pink face, and he always seemed to have dabs of tomato sauce on his lower lip. He was well past forty, yet he took no notice of any nagging about the condition of his heart. He had experience, though, and that was worth gold these days. Even Diane Fry had to admit it.

Fry found DC Murfin at his desk in the CID room, answering the phone with one hand and eating from a paper bag in the other. She waited impatiently until he put the phone down.

And Ill complain to the Chief Constable about you too, madam, he said to the empty air. Then he looked up and grinned at Fry. Were not providing the high quality of customer service the lady expects for her Council Tax.

I hope you were polite, Gavin, said Fry.

Polite? I charmed her so much that shes coming round straight away to have sex with me.

But Fry wasnt in the mood for Murfins brand of humour.

Gavin, what are you doing at the moment?

Eh?

Nothing much, by the look of it.

Im just having a minute, like.

Well, your minutes up. There are crimes to be detected.

Ive already detected one this year, Diane.

Well, its time to get your average up. Lets see if we can make it one point five.

Murfin sighed. Ill just finish this sarnie.

Fry looked at his sandwich more closely. Gavin, is that what I think it is?

Bacon and sausage. Murfin licked a bit of the grease off his fingers, then wiped the rest of it on a forensics report.

Theres half an inch of fat on that bacon, Gavin. Have you never heard of cholesterol?

Yes, of course I have. Me and the wife went there for two weeks holiday last summer.

Fry breathed in slowly, suppressing an urge to begin screaming. She knew it came from the fear, not from anger at Murfin. It was something she would have to deal with later.

Get the jokes out of your system now, Gavin, she said. Weve got a couple called Renshaw coming in.

Murfin gave a muffled groan from behind a mouthful of sausage. Youre kidding! Not Emma Renshaws parents?

Do you remember the case?

Everyone remembers it. What have they been doing now?

Who?

The Renshaws, of course.

Why should they have been doing anything?

Well, theyre regulars. Ask Traffic.

Gavin, I dont know what youre talking about.

Then you ought to pull some of the files on the Renshaws before you talk to them. It might reduce the shock, like.

Murfin answered the phone and pulled a face at Fry.

Too late. Theyre here already.

Bring them up then, Gavin. No, hold on a minute. Come here.

Murfin stopped at Frys desk on his way out of the CID room. She opened a drawer and pulled a Kleenex tissue out of a box. She carefully wiped the tomato sauce off his chin, screwed up the tissue and threw it in the bin.

OK. Now you look a bit less like an overweight vampire. You wont scare the Renshaws so much.

Youre kidding. Its me you ought to be worrying about, Diane. Those two are scarier than any vampire. Theyre like something straight out of Night of the Living Dead.

Youre watching the wrong videos again, Gavin. Try something a bit more sensitive.

I dont do sensitive, said Murfin, as he went to meet the Renshaws.

Fry sat down, took another breath and looked across the room. Opposite Gavin Murfins chaotic, paper-strewn desk was another that looked empty, almost abandoned. It had been cleared by its occupant before a secondment to the Rural Crime Team. The sight of the empty desk made Fry wonder if there would come a time when there was nowhere she could go for support when she needed it.
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