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We left the flat and headed to the station. On the way, Snow refocused on the case.

‘Hey, have you got that e-fit of the person in the van on your phone?’ Snow asked, glancing at me.

‘Yeah, why?’ I questioned.

‘Can I send it to myself?’ she asked, ‘I just want to try something with the picture...edit it a little.’

‘Yes, go ahead.  My phone is in the bag there,’ I said, pointing to the footwell.

‘Thanks,’ she replied.

‘Care to share what you’re thinking?’ I asked.

‘Of course.  I’m just frustrated with the e-fit of the suspect,’ she said, whilst tapping on my phone and sending herself the picture.

‘What are you planning to do?’

‘Just have a go editing it with an app,’ she told me. 

‘You know how to do that?’ I asked her.

‘Yeah, of course.  The picture is bugging me, because there’s a familiarity there, but I can’t place him,’ she told me. ‘If I mess with the picture a bit, I thought it might make me realise who I’m thinking of.’

‘Good idea,’ I agreed.

‘Or it’ll go nowhere,’ she murmured.  ‘It’s worth a go though, right? Anything is while he’s still out there.’

‘Exactly.’

By the time we reached the station, Snow was almost done.  Still fiddling with her phone while we walked in, she only stopped when we reached Marks and Samson ready for handover. 

While we’d been gone, the detectives had been through the list and had encountered the same issue as we had.  They’d considered and cleared everyone aside from Matthew Danielson, who they’d been trying to locate and identify ever since.  We thanked them and saw them off home, now their shift had ended.

‘Bit worrying, isn’t it?’ I said, walking to our office.

‘Being unable to locate one of the men?’ she questioned.

‘Yes,’ I nodded.  ‘I reckon it’s a fake name, you know? I mean, it’s pretty easy to give a fake name...do they even ask for ID at a shelter of that kind?’

‘Even if they do, it’s easy to fake an ID as well,’ she pointed out. 

‘Yes, it is,’ I murmured, logging onto my computer.

‘Morning Emerson, morning Snow,’ Benson said, coming into the office.

‘Oh, hey sir,’ I said, turning around to see him.

‘Morning Benson,’ Snow said, before setting her phone down on the desk.

‘I don’t have any updates for you,’ Benson told us.  ‘So, we’re continuing from the point you got to today,’ he sighed. ‘Weird day yesterday, right?’ he commented.

‘Yeah! Strange the connection with your girls,’ I replied.

‘I know...really unsettling,’ he replied.

‘They’re gorgeous though, Benson! And such little characters!’ I added.  ‘Emma was hilarious the way she was role playing a doctor too.  What a funny little thing,’ I smiled, remembering how she’d laid herself down and giggled to herself.

‘Oh my God!’ Snow exclaimed, rising to her feet in a motion so automatic and instant it was captivating, all eyes instantly on her.

‘What’s the matter?’

‘I know who we need to be looking at!’ she cried, eyes wide and excited and panicked at the same time.

‘Who?’ I frowned, on alert as I instinctively stood too.

‘We think the guy is young, right? We think though, that he knows how to use a knife...he can cut. Benson’s daughters said they saw a man in scrubs with the dog.  Emma then role played being a doctor...not only that! She role played a ‘dead’ doctor, which I think we misinterpreted.  Maybe he told her he worked with the dead, or something like that which made her do that.  Also, the name from the shelter! Matthew Danielson! Turn it around!’ she exclaimed, excited.  ‘Daniel Matthews!’

‘Who is Daniel Matthews?’ Benson demanded, frown fixed in place.

‘Oh my God!’ I exclaimed, realisation hitting. ‘The assistant in the morgue?’ I questioned.

Snow nodded. ‘Doctor May’s assistant! Daniel Matthews!’ she said, reaching for her phone.  ‘Look at the edited picture...I took off the wig, gave him glasses...who do you see?’ she asked me, excitedly.  

‘Daniel Matthews,’ I replied, shocked.

‘Who is this man? And morgue? Our morgue?’

I nodded, eagerly.  ‘Come on! Let’s go!’ I said, heading for the door.

As I rushed down the corridor and headed to the stairs at speed, everything Snow said hit me with accuracy and stark realisation.  Every single point she’d made was right, and suddenly, I was sure she was right.

Running down the steps, with Snow and Benson behind me, I rushed down to the morgue, barging into Room 1 to find no-one there.  Turning, we went straight back out and into the next room, heading in without even knocking and ending up walking in on Doctor May and assistant Madelaine in deep discussion.

‘Doctor May,’ Benson said, urgently.

‘Sir!’ she exclaimed, wide eyed.

‘May, where is your assistant-Daniel Matthews?’ he questioned, brusquely.

‘He hasn’t turned up today,’ she said.

I frowned at her. ‘Have you been...crying?’ I asked, alarmed at this development.  Looking at her closely, it did appear that Doctor May had been crying-and this was something I had never seen...not in many years of knowing her.  Forensic medical examiners were renowned for an almost cold exterior-and this was the opposite.

‘I, uh...I actually was uh...going to have to come and see you sir,’ she said, head bowed as she started sniffling.

‘What’s the matter? What’s going on?’ Benson asked, eyes moving urgently.

‘It’s the hair found on Casey Evans,’ May said, lifting her gaze to Benson’s.  ‘I’ve looked everywhere.  Absolutely everywhere.  It’s gone! It’s just gone.’

‘What?’ he exclaimed.

‘It was sent to evidence...we sent it down ourselves,’ she said, nervously, ‘But I wanted to do some additional testing and I...I can’t find it...anywhere.’

‘Who took the hair sample to evidence?’ I asked, urgently.

‘It was my assistant,’ she told me.

‘Daniel Matthews?’ I checked.

‘Yes, why?’

I looked at Snow.  ‘Go ahead...’

‘We have reason to suspect that Daniel may have some involvement in the Casey Evan’s murder...’

‘Daniel?’ she frowned.

‘Yes.  Where can we find him?’ I asked, urgently.

‘I don’t know! He’s supposed to be here right now, but he didn’t turn up.  I called but it went to voicemail, which is rare.  He’s usually very diligent.  Always here, always keen to learn.’

‘Is he good with a knife, May?’ I asked.

‘Oh, very good,’ she nodded. ‘Clean cuts.’

‘And you trusted him with the hair sample?’

‘I did, yes! I trust both of my assistants,’ she said, glancing at Madelaine.  ‘I can’t believe Daniel would have anything to do with a murder!’

‘But you don’t know that, do you?’ Snow pointed out.  ‘What do you know about him?’

‘I...well, he’s a hard worker...he’s good at his job, follows instruction well...’

‘No, but tell me about him,’ Snow interrupted.  ‘His home life.  His family.  His partner.  Friends.  What can you tell me?’ she demanded, quite forcefully I thought, considering it was Snow.  It told me how frantic she was feeling about the situation.

‘I, uh...well, I don’t know him personally, so to speak...he’s a very quiet type,’ she explained.

‘Madelaine? Do you know him at all?’ I asked, turning to her, quickly.

She shook her head.  ‘He doesn’t really talk much...apart from about the autopsies. That’s the only time when I see him talking and interested in anything.’

‘Okay,’ I replied, looking towards Benson.  ‘How do we find out his details?’ I asked him.  ‘We need to get to him fast.’

‘But what about my mistake? The hair?’ May said, alarmed.

‘Doctor May-if Snow is right about this, then the hair has likely been tampered with by Daniel Matthews,’ Benson told her.  ‘When you last saw it, you gave it to him to take to evidence, right?’ he questioned.

‘Yes, that’s right,’ she agreed.

‘Okay, so we have reason to arrest him too,’ Benson told Snow and I.  ‘Don’t panic, May.  This is not your fault,’ he reassured her.  ‘Emerson? Snow? Let’s go and get an address for him immediately,’ Benson said, turning to the door. ‘May! If he turns up here, keep him talking and phone one of us immediately.  We’ll be down immediately.’

‘Yes, sir,’ she agreed.

We left then, hurrying up the stairs towards our floor.  Benson barked orders the whole way there, even as we ran up the stairs, two steps at a time.

‘I’ll find his home address from departmental records,’ Benson told us.  ‘Snow-you search him and get a vehicle registration.  Then we need to get out an alert, in case he’s out in that.  Emerson-you get his photo which I’ll obtain from department records, send it over to the dog shelter and get a confirmation if that’s the man walking Panda/Zebra-whatever we want to call him.’

‘Ziggy,’ I told him, unnecessarily.  

‘Whatever,’ he said, dismissively.  ‘Emerson, come with me.  Snow-go sort the vehicle.’

Ten minutes later, we reconvened and sure enough, we knew we were on the right track.

‘I got a positive response from the shelter,’ I told Snow, as Benson and walked back into the office.

‘Well, guess what his vehicle is?’ Snow responded, turning to look at us.  

Her eyes were bright, full of excitement, and I knew immediately what the answer was.  ‘A white van, perhaps?’

‘Exactly that.  A white, Peugeot van.  I’ve got the registration and have just issued an alert for the van.  If it’s seen by police, all calls will be directed to us,’ she informed us.

‘Good work, Snow.  I have the address,’ Benson then added.  ‘So, let’s go.  If he’s home, we’re going to drag him in straightaway.  If not, we’re waiting on his vehicle.’

‘Shall we all go in one vehicle?’ I questioned.

‘No, let’s take two in case we need some more support.  Hey, Tommy!’ Benson called.

Tommy Haines turned from where he stood, a short distance away.

‘We need an extra body,’ Benson told him. ‘You up for it?’ he asked.

‘Always,’ Tommy agreed.  ‘Where are we going?’ he questioned then.

‘To apprehend our suspect in the Casey Evan’s murder,’ Benson told him.

‘No way! Yeah, I’m coming!’

We hurried out to our vehicles and then Snow, and I began following Benson across town as we headed towards the home where Daniel Matthews was known to live with his mother. The car was tense and I didn’t say much, feeling like I might jinx it if I did.  I was reluctant to congratulate Snow too soon, but I was already pretty damn sure that she’d got it right.  Everything fit.  Every piece in the jigsaw made sense. 

We were halfway there when the phone call came.  ‘It’s Benson,’ I said, frowning as I hit the green button swiftly.

‘Emerson?’ he barked.

‘Yes, sir?’

‘There’s a change of plan.  Incident on the bridge above Barrowmere Lake,’ he informed me, curtly.  ‘Matthew’s vehicle has been spotted, and police and fire are already on the scene.’

‘Why?’ I exclaimed, confused.

‘Because he’s threatening to fucking jump!’ Benson told me, sounding pissed off.  ‘Turn around and make your way there...’

‘Yes, sir,’ I said, even as he was hanging up.  ‘Fuck...’

‘Jump?’ Snow exclaimed, beside me.

‘Yeah, jump,’ I replied, tension tightening through my stomach.  ‘Fucking hell, Snow! This is getting more intense by the second!’

‘It’s him, Ally.  I know it is.  I’ve had this sense that whoever did this was on the tip of my tongue for a while now, and now I know why.  It’s him, Ally. It all makes sense.’

‘I know it does,’ I agreed.  ‘We just need to get there in time...’

‘Exactly.  He can’t fucking jump! I want this guy put behind bars for what he’s done,’ she frowned.

‘Same here,’ I agreed.

When we pulled up to the bridge, the tailbacks and police roadblocks told us all we needed to know.  Pulling up on a verge, we were out of the car and heading for the bridge at a run before we knew it.  Catching up with Benson and Haines was tricky, but soon we were behind them, following them over.

Reaching the scene of the incident, Benson showed his ID and spoke to the officer who had been trying to converse with Daniel Matthews.  As the highest-ranking police official now on the scene, Benson took over, organising everything-and as I’d expected, it was myself and Snow who were sent in to speak with Matthews.

The man stood on the edge, right on the precipice of falling off the edge.  In his hand, he held a knife, which he was waving around erratically.  

‘Fucking hell,’ I muttered, edging closer with Snow.  ‘I’m not trained in talking someone off a ledge, Snow...hell, I reckon I’d convince him to jump.’

‘I’ll do the talking,’ she offered.  ‘I was the one who brought us here, effectively.’

I glanced at her.  ‘Shall we do it together?’ 

‘Yeah,’ she agreed, her face tense and serious.

‘Okay...fuck...’ I murmured, as we moved past the cordoned off area and headed to him.  A uniformed police officer was attempting to speak to him, but Matthews was wildly shouting, his manner tense and fraught.  ‘Excuse me...we’ll take it from here,’ I told the officer.

‘Thank God,’ the man said, moving back.  

‘Hello Daniel,’ I said, moving into position close to him, but not close enough to scare him off.

‘Get the fuck away, you bitch!’ he screamed at me, waving the knife.  ‘I’m going to fucking jump!’

‘You know us, Daniel,’ Snow said, moving beside me a little further forward. ‘We’re the lead detectives on the Michael Ratcliffe case, remember?’ she said, gently.

‘Don’t say his fucking name!’ he cried, angrily.

‘I’m sorry, Daniel...why don’t you put the knife down and come and talk to us in the police car.  You don’t need to be doing this,’ Snow told him, calmly.

‘Fuck off!’ he yelled at her.  ‘You don’t know why I’m here! You don’t know what I’ve done.’

‘Actually, I do, Daniel,’ she said, softly.  ‘You’re here because of Casey, right? Because you’re feeling guilty because of what you did to her?’ Snow continued.

‘You don’t know anything!’ he screamed at her.

‘No? We know you killed her, Daniel.  We know you took the hair evidence to prevent being caught.  We know you killed her first before raping and sodomising her.  We know it all, Daniel.’

The man in question was blubbering now, crying freely now.  ‘You don’t know...you don’t know...’

‘What don’t we know, Daniel?’ Snow asked him.

‘You don’t know why I had to do it...why I had to kill her...’

‘Tell us then, Daniel.  Why did you kill Casey?’ Snow asked, slowly.  

‘I’m not a fucking pussy!’ he suddenly yelled.

‘Of course you’re not,’ Snow told him, frowning in confusion.  ‘Why do you say that? Why do you think you’re a pussy?’

‘Because he said I was!’ he roared, angrily, holding the knife to his neck.

‘Please don’t do that, Daniel,’ she said, not wanting him to harm himself.  ‘No-one here thinks you’re a pussy...quite the opposite.  Your actions show that you’re absolutely not a pussy, Daniel.’

‘I am a pussy! But I fucking showed him, right! He’ll know what I did! He’ll fucking see what I can do.’

‘Who will, Daniel?’ Snow asked.

‘Ratcliffe!’ he yelled at her, angrily.

‘Why would...do you know Michael Ratcliffe, Daniel?’ Snow suddenly asked, reality dawning.  

‘Yes, I fucking know him!’ he cried, distressed.  ‘But I wish I didn’t!’ he continued, gasping frantic breaths into his lungs.

‘How do you know him, Daniel?’ Snow continued, intent on keeping him talking.  While he was engaging, it was the best thing to do.

‘He’s my fucking father!’ he roared, ‘Not that I knew that till he was plastered all over fucking TV for killing those girls!’ he gasped, crying erratically. 

‘I don’t understand...’ Snow said, clearly confused.

‘I never knew my father...until he murdered two children and was on the news.  My mum told me who he was-so I thought I would go and see him in prison. I thought he’d want me!’ he cried, gasping random breaths in, struggling clearly.  ‘But do you...’ he gasped, ‘know what he...said to me?’ he managed.  ‘Called me a...fucking...pussy...said he...didn’t want a...didn’t...want a son...like me...’ he said, crying and weeping, his face wet and streaming with tears. Lifting the knife, he held it to his neck.  ‘So, I fucking showed him, didn’t I?’ he said, swiping the tears with the back of his hand.  ‘I killed that little bitch to show him I’m not a fucking pussy, right?’

‘You killed Casey Evans to prove to a man you never knew was your father, that you’re not a pussy?’

‘You don’t understand,’ he said, shaking his head at her, his face ashen now.

‘I’m trying to understand, Daniel.  Help me to understand.’

‘I had to do it,’ he told us, sadly.  ‘Just like I have to do this...’ he said and lifted the knife once more before bracing himself and with one, determined slice of the blade, effectively slit his own throat.

Horror filled me as I watched his neck begin to spurt blood at an alarming rate.  I saw Daniel’s eyes widen in shock but then he was falling.  One step backwards was all it took and then he was gone, Snow and I rushing to the edge to see him smash through the ice below, plunging down into the depths of the lake beneath the bridge.

Daniel Matthew’s body disappeared into the water, below the remaining ice and disappeared from sight, as all the police personnel around us frantically ran to look over the bridge’s edge.  I watched and then slumped, my knees giving out beneath me.  Snow was there, holding me and supporting me as shock set in.  Turning to look at her, my heart was thumping hard in my chest, and her face mirrored my own expression.

Words became impossible, and irrelevant, faced with what had just happened.  It was as if a nightmare had just played out in front of our very eyes, and there was no going back.  There would be no surviving a fall like that, let alone the blood loss suffered from cutting the carotid artery, which had been spurting an alarming amount of blood when Matthews had stepped backwards.

Snow eased forwards and put her arm around my shoulders.  I bent my head forwards, trying to process what had just occurred.  After several long moments, I noticed that Snow’s arm was shaking as she held me.  Looking over at her, my eyes met her haunted gaze.

‘You okay?’ I asked her, voice wavering slightly.

‘No,’ she murmured.

‘Emerson...Snow...’ It was Benson from behind us.  

We both turned, our shellshocked faces betraying the horror of the unexpected outcome.  

‘Sir, I...’ Snow began.

‘You did amazingly, Snow,’ he said, patting her shoulder awkwardly, as an older father might.

‘He jumped, sir,’ she said, looking bereft.  

It was clear in her gaze. She thought she’d failed.

‘Yes, he jumped, Snow...but not before you got all the information we needed.  Not before you figured the whole thing out and put it together accurately.  Be proud of yourself, Snow.  I know the rest of us all are,’ he assured her.

She stood up a little straighter, her shoulders squaring a little.  ‘I want to see this through...’ she said, her voice getting stronger.

‘We all do,’ he nodded.  ‘Let’s get down there and see if we have any chance of retrieving his body.’

I nodded. ‘Let’s go.’

‘You two come with us though,’ he instructed.  

We left the scene with Benson and Tommy Haines and wound our way down to where our cars were parked on a verge. Press was gathering, some reporters already filming segments for the news.  Benson dismissed every journalist who attempted to ask him a question, and we left before anything could be said.

Reconvening a long way below, at the side of the still-frozen lake, I listened as Benson talked with the fire fighters, ultimately deciding that body retrieval was not an option here.  There would be one fly-over by a search and rescue helicopter to attempt to locate Daniel Matthews’ body, but it was very clear from how everyone was talking, that no-one believed we would be finding him.  Staring out at the lake, it was obvious why.  A thick layer of ice covered Barrowmere Lake, and although he’d gone through when he’d fallen the long distance from the bridge, the rest of the ice was thick.  They’d be no body found.  Not until spring.  Not until a thaw.

Snow and I used the time spent in discussion with the firefighters to gather ourselves back together, the shock slowly wearing off to the point where we could begin talking normally and taking action.

‘I cannot believe he is who he said he is,’ I murmured, staring out to the frozen water.

‘I know,’ she sighed.

‘Didn’t we check if Ratcliffe had seen anyone? He didn’t mention seeing a long-lost son!’ I exclaimed, looking towards her.

‘No,’ she sighed. ‘He didn’t.’

‘Snow?’

She looked at me.

‘You doing okay there?’ I asked her, reaching for her hand, not even caring who saw me do it.

She nodded, sadly.  ‘Yeah, I...’ she broke off, looking off to the lake.

I waited, giving her time to summon up what she had to say.

‘I guess I didn’t want it to end this way...’

‘None of us did, Snow.  It’s not your fault though,’ I told her, clearly.  ‘I think he was going to do this the whole time.  From the moment we arrived, he was waving that knife around.  He knew he’d put away for Casey Evan’s murder, but he took the cowards way out.’

‘I guess...’ she murmured.  ‘But I thought he wanted to show his ‘father’ that he wasn’t a pussy?’ she questioned. ‘By taking the ‘cowards’ way out, he hasn’t done that.  Didn’t he want to go to prison? Prove to his father he was as much the ‘big man’ as he was, able to murder, abuse and beat a small child?’ she questioned.

I sighed.  ‘Who knows, Snow?’ I murmured.  ‘Come on...looks like they’re moving. Why don’t we go and get this all put together in its finality?’

‘That would be good,’ she nodded.

‘Yeah? Come on then.’

We finally left with Benson and Haines and were dropped back to our car after reassuring him we were both fine.  Tasked with going to his home address and looking for evidence, we were also faced with the job of talking to Matthews’ mother, which both Snow and I knew would be hard.  Told to meet the family liaison team there, we drove to the address direct from the scene.

Outside the house, Snow and I waited.  When another car pulled up, it was clearly the people we were waiting for.  Gathering courage, Snow and I exchanged a glance before getting up and out of the car.

‘Hello, I’m Detective Emerson-this is Detective Snow,’ I introduced us.

‘Hello,’ one woman replied.  ‘I’m Nancy Grier, head liaison officer for Evergreen and this is Hannah Mills, senior liaison officer for Waverly.  We’ll transport Mrs Matthews over to the police station after you’ve had the conversation.’

‘Okay, thank you,’ I nodded.  ‘Shall we do this?’

They agreed, so we made our way up the drive and prepared ourselves for the confrontation.

After knocking, I waited, and when the woman answered the door, it was clear that she already knew.  Her face was blotchy from crying, but she looked harassed and angry too.

‘Tracey Matthews?’ I questioned.

‘I already fucking know!’ she told us, wailing.  ‘He jumped, didn’t he? He fucking jumped! He said he was going to! Took a bloody knife from my goddamn kitchen! He fucking jumped, didn’t he? I’ve seen it on the news, I did!’ she exclaimed, rambling.

‘Can we come in please, Mrs Matthews?’ I asked.

She turned, not answering, but leading us into the lounge.  When we reached the space, I spoke.  ‘Tracey Matthews.  I am Detective Ally Emerson. This is Detective Kate Snow.  We work at Evergreen Police Department.  This is also Nancy Grier-liaison officer for Evergreen and Hannah Mills, liaison officer for Waverly.  We’re all here to support you today after the incident on the Barrowmere lake bridge, where unfortunately, your son decided to take his own life by slitting his throat before stepping off the edge.’

She sank back onto the sofa behind her, shaking her head. ‘No...fucking no!’ she exclaimed, looking shellshocked.

‘We have reason to believe your son was involved in a local murder, Tracey,’ I continued, ‘Which was the reason for him deciding to ultimately take his own life.’

She stared at me, her eyes wild.  ‘What?’

I drew breath.  Courage to continue.  ‘The death of Casey Evans-the eight-year-old schoolgirl who was murdered?’

‘No...’ she exclaimed.

‘Your son admitted to her murder before jumping...claimed he wanted to show his father that he ‘wasn’t a pussy’ like he’d called him.’

She gasped, looking shocked. ‘That man wasn’t his fucking father!’ she cried, animatedly, anger replacing the sadness.

‘Daniel said...’

‘More like a fucking sperm donor!’ she continued, ranting now.  ‘The twat up and left me the second he knew I was up the duff! Never wanted to know! I tried contacting him over the years, to get him involved in Daniel’s life, but it was always the same old story.  He didn’t have any money.  He didn’t have anything to offer.  Yada, yada...’ she moaned.  ‘He was a good for nothing prick, and when I saw him on the tele, accused of those murders, well...’ she muttered, shaking her head in disgust. ‘It just about summed the bastard up!’ she told us.

‘You must have been young when you had Daniel?’ Snow asked.

‘Fourteen,’ she nodded, reaching for a cigarette and lighting up immediately.  ‘Too, fucking young.’

‘And how old was he?’ Snow continued.

‘Eighteen.  Old enough to know better.’

And you didn’t tell Daniel about his father till recently?’ I asked, curiously.

‘Well, he turns up on the tele, right?’ she said, leaning forwards.  ‘So, I told Daniel...the apple doesn’t fall far from the fucking tree, right?’ she said, nastily.

‘What do you mean?’ I questioned.

‘He’s as fucked up as Ratcliffe!’ she told us.  ‘Been killing the family pets since he was this high,’ she said, indicating the height of a small child.  ‘Fucking twat came home with next doors dickhead cat dead the other week, so I went mental!’

‘Hang on-he did what?’

‘He killed the neighbour’s cat! Cos the dickhead was tearing open our bin bags! You’re meant to scare the things off, not fucking kill them!’ she ranted.  ‘Sick bastard strangled the poor thing, then skinned it and cut it apart! I found it! In his room!’

‘In his room?’ Snow asked, looking disgusted.

‘Oh, don’t even get me started,’ she said, shaking her head.  ‘That boy had mental problems!’

‘Was he diagnosed?’ I asked her.

‘Nah! I just mean he was fucking crazy! Liked cutting shit up! Anything he could lay his hand on! Every time I bought a new pet, it’d end up dead and fucked up...then buried in our back garden.  It’s like a fucking graveyard back there...all the poor animals I’ve had to bury over the years!’

‘Why didn’t you stop buying them?’ Snow wondered.

‘Because I have a right to enjoy having a pet, don’t I?’ she demanded. ‘And besides...I thought he’d grow out of it...get better, right? Well, turns out he didn’t...and now you’re telling me he killed that girl?’

I nodded. ‘I’m afraid so. He admitted it before he jumped.  He said he wanted to prove to his father he wasn’t a pussy.’

She screwed her face up. ‘I told him not to fucking go! I told him that man would be a disappointment, and now look what happens! I’m right...’

‘You knew he planned to go and see him in prison?’ Snow asked.

‘I couldn’t stop him, could I? He was a grown man...did what he wanted.  Well, he came back even fucking moodier than before...I understand why now that Mike called him a pussy,’ she said, shaking her head, disgusted again.  ‘All makes sense.’

‘You can see that he would be capable of murdering a child?’ I asked.

She looked at me, her gaze stony now.  ‘I don’t like to think it, but yeah...Daniel had problems.  Mike saying that to him was probably what tipped him over the edge,’ she told us.

‘I think you’re right.  Tracey, we need to see Daniel’s room.  There’s evidence we’re looking for in order to connect him with Casey Evan’s murder.  Do we have your permission
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