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      For everyone who has ever 
had to deal with death.

      
        
      

      
        
      





      
For what is it to die, But to stand in the sun and melt into the wind? 
And when the Earth has claimed our limbs, 
Then we shall truly dance.

      
        Kahlil Gibran (18831931), The Prophet
         
      

      
        
      

      
        
      






The Death Clock really exists, 
but try it at your own risk! 
You can find it at: http://www.deathclock.com
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 			1

 		Soon there will be a killing. It might happen in the next few hours. We could synchronize our watches and count down the minutes. What a chance to record the ticking away of a life, to follow it through to that last, perfect moment, when existence becomes nothing, when the spirit parts with the physical.
 	The end is always so close, isnt it? Fate lurks beneath our feet like a rat in a sewer. It hangs in a corner of the room like a spider in its web, awaiting its moment. And the moment of our dying already exists inside us, deep inside. Its a dark ghost on the edge of our dreams, a weight that drags at our feet, a whisper in the ear at the darkest hour of the night. We cant touch it or see it. But we know its there, all the same.
But then again  perhaps Ill wait, and enjoy the anticipation. They say thats half the pleasure, dont they? The waiting and planning, the unspoiled thrill of expectation. We can let the imagination scurry ahead, like a dog on a trail, its nostrils twitching, its tongue dribbling with joy. Our minds can sense the blood and savour it. We can close our eyes and breathe in the aroma.
I can smell it right now, cant you? Its so powerful, so sweet. So irresistible. Its the scent of death.
 		   

Footsteps approached in the corridor. Heavy boots, someone pacing slowly on the vinyl flooring. Here was a man in no hurry, his mind elsewhere, thinking about his lunch or the end of his shift, worrying about the twinge of pain in his back, a waistband grown too tight. An ordinary man, who rarely thought about dying.
The footsteps paused near the door, and there was a rustle of papers, followed by a moments silence. An aroma of coffee drifted on the air, warm and metallic, like the distant scent of blood.
As she listened to the silence, Detective Sergeant Diane Fry rubbed at the black marks on her fingers with a tissue. The fax machine invariably did this to her. Every time she went near the damn thing, the powder ended up on her skin. There always seemed to be a spill from a cartridge, or fingerprints left on the casing. But tonight she felt as though she were trying to wipe a much darker stain from her hands than fax toner.
Hes seriously disturbed, she said. Thats all. A sicko. A Rampton case.
But she didnt expect a reply. It was only a tactic to delay reading the rest of the transcript. Fry scraped at her fingers again, but the marks only smeared and sank deeper into her pores. She would need soap and a scrubbing brush later.
Damned machines. Who invented them?
On the other side of the desk, Detective Inspector Paul Hitchens waited patiently, rotating his swivel chair, smiling with satisfaction at a high-pitched squeal that came from the base at the end of each turn.
Fry sighed. Waiting for her in the CID room was the paperwork from several cases she was already up to her neck in. She was due in court tomorrow morning to give evidence in a murder trial, and there was a conference with the Crown Prosecution Service later in the day. She didnt have time to take on anything else, as her DI ought to know.
Shed also slept badly again last night. Now, at the end of the day, her head ached as if steel springs had been wound tight across her forehead and driven deep into the nerves behind her eyes. A growing queasiness told her that she ought to go home and lie down for a while until the feeling passed.
And this will be a real killing  not some drunken scuffle in the back yard of a pub. Therell be no spasm of senseless violence, no pathetic spurt of immature passion. Theres no place for the brainless lunge of a knife, the boot in the side of the head. Therell be no piss among the blood, no shit on the stones, no screaming and thrashing as a neck slithers in my fingers like a sweat-soaked snake 
No, therell be none of that sort of mess. Not this time. Thats the sign of a disorganized brain, the surrender to an irrational impulse. Its not my kind of killing.
My killing has been carefully planned. This death will be a model of perfection. The details will be precise, the conception immaculate, the execution flawless. An accomplishment to be proud of for the rest of my life.
TRANSCRIPTION NOTE: BRIEF PAUSE, LAUGHTER.
A cold worm moved in Frys stomach. She looked up from the faxed sheets, suppressing a feeling of nausea that had risen as she read the last sentence.
I need to hear the original tape, she said.
Of course. Its on its way from Ripley. Well have it first thing in the morning.
What are they using  a carrier pigeon?
Hitchens turned to look at her then. He smoothed his hands along the sleeves of his jacket, a mannerism hed developed over the past few weeks, as if he were constantly worrying about his appearance. Tonight, he looked particularly uncomfortable. Perhaps he wasnt sleeping well, either.
Diane, Ive heard this tape, he said. This guy is convincing. I think hes serious.
When the footsteps outside the door moved on, Fry followed their sound and let her mind wander the passages of E Division headquarters  down the stairs, past the scenes of crime department, the locked and darkened incident room, and into a corridor filled with muffled, echoing voices. By the time the sounds had faded away, her thoughts were aimless and disoriented, too. They were lost in a maze with no way out, as they so often were in her dreams.
No, hes laughing, she said. Hes a joker.
Hitchens shrugged. Dont believe me, then. Wait until you hear the tape, and judge for yourself.
Fry regarded the DI curiously. Despite his faults as a manager, she knew he had good instincts. If Hitchens had heard the tape and thought it should be taken seriously, she was inclined to believe him. The printed words on the page werent enough on their own. The callers real meaning would be captured in the sound of his voice, the manner of his speech, in the audible layers of truth and lies.
He seems to be hinting that hes killed before, she said.
Yes. There are some significant phrases. Not this time, for a start.
Yet in the same breath hes disapproving of something. Disapproving of himself, would you say?
With a nod, Hitchens began to smooth his sleeve again. He had strong hands, with clean, trimmed fingernails. A white scar crawled all the way across the middle knuckles of three of his fingers.
He could turn out to be an interesting psychological case for someone to examine, he said.
The DIs voice sounded too casual. And suddenly Fry thought she knew why he was looking so uncomfortable.
Dont tell me weve got a psychologist on the case already?
It wasnt my decision, Diane. This has come down to us from Ripley, remember.
She shook her head in frustration. So some chief officer at Derbyshire Constabulary HQ had got wind of the phone call and decided to interfere. That was all she needed. She pictured one of the ACPO types in his silver braid strolling through the comms room at Ripley, demonstrating his hands-on approach to visiting members of the police committee, hoping theyd remember him when promotion time came round.
OK, so whos the psychologist? said Fry. And, more to the point, who did he go to school with?
Now, thats where youre wrong, said Hitchens. He pulled an embossed business card from the clip holding the case file together. As she took the card, Fry noticed that it was a pretty slim file so far. But it wouldnt stay that way, once reports from the experts started thumping on to her desk.
Dr Rosa Kane, she said. Do you know anything about her?
The list of accredited experts and consultants had recently been updated. Someone had wielded a new broom and put his own stamp on the list, bringing in people with fresh ideas.
Not a thing, said Hitchens. But we have an appointment to meet her tomorrow.
Fry took note of the we. She made a show of writing down Dr Kanes details before handing back the card. If the psychologist turned out to be fat and forty, or a wizened old academic with grey hair in a bun, Fry suspected that shed become the liaison officer, not Hitchens.
She stood up and moved to the window. The view of Edendale from the first floor wasnt inspiring. There were rooftops and more rooftops, sliding down the slopes to her right, almost obscuring the hills in the distance, where the late afternoon sun hung over banks of trees.
Whoever had designed E Divisions headquarters in the 1950s hadnt been too worried about aesthetics. Or convenience either. The public were deterred from visiting West Street by the prospect of an exhausting slog up the hill, and the lack of parking spaces. Because of its location, Fry missed the sensation of normal life going on outside the door. There had always been that feeling when she served in the West Midlands  though maybe not since theyd started building their police stations like fortresses.
You havent finished the transcript, said Hitchens.
I think Ill wait for the tape, sir, if you dont mind.
There isnt much more, Diane. You might as well finish it.
Fry bit her lip until the pain focused her mind. Of course, even in Derbyshire, all the darkest sides of human experience were still there, hidden beneath the stone roofs and lurking among the hills. This was the smiling and beautiful countryside, after all.
The transcript was still in her hand. Holding it to the light from the window, she turned over to the last page. The DI was right  there were only three more paragraphs. The caller still wasnt giving anything away about himself. But she could see why somebody had thought of calling in a psychologist.
 		    

Detective Constable Ben Cooper watched the dead womans face turn slowly to the left. Now her blank eyes seemed to stare past his shoulder, into the fluorescent glare of the laboratory lights. The flesh was muddy brown, her hair no more than a random pattern against her skull, like the swirls left in sand by a retreating tide.
Cooper was irrationally disappointed that she didnt look the way hed imagined her. But then, hed never known her when she was alive. He didnt know the woman now, and had no idea of her name. She was dead, and had already returned to the earth.
But hed formed a picture of her in his mind, an image created from the smallest of clues  her height, her racial origins, an estimate of her age. He knew she had a healed fracture in her left forearm. Shed given birth at least once, and had particularly broad shoulders for a female. Shed also been dead for around eighteen months.
There had been plenty of unidentified bodies found in the Peak District during Coopers twelve years with Derbyshire Constabulary. Most of them had been young people, and most of them suicides. In E Division, they were generally found soon after death, unless they were dragged from one of the reservoirs. But this woman had been neither.
In profile, the face was cruelly lit. Shadows formed under the cheekbones and in the eye sockets. Creases at the corners of the eyes were picked out clearly in the lights. He could see now that it was a face with a lot of character, marked by life and formed by experience. A woman in her early forties. Someones daughter, and someones mother.
But the human remains found by walkers in the woods at Ravensdale had lain there a long time, exposed to the weather and the attention of scavengers. The body had decomposed beyond recognition. It had begun to disappear under the growth of moss and lichen, its shape concealed by the blades of coarse grass that had grown through the eyes of the skull.
The head continued to rotate. It travelled through three hundred and sixty degrees, revealing the back of the neck then the opposite profile, finally coming to a halt facing forward again.
What about the eyes? said Cooper. Are those her proper eyes?
Well try a couple of different colours. Blue and brown, perhaps.
Suzi Lee had cropped dark hair and long, slender hands. She was a forensic artist who worked with the Pathology department at Sheffield University. Cooper watched her fingers stroke the sides of the reconstructed head, as if feeling for the shape of the skull that lay beneath the clay.
Blue and brown? We dont know which?
The eyes are one of the first parts of the body to decompose. Theres no way we can tell what colour they were in life.
It was a silly question, said Cooper.
Dont worry about it.
OK. Heres another one, then  just how accurate is this reconstruction?
Well, like the eyes, the appearance of the nose and mouth cant be predicted with any confidence, so theyre largely guesswork. If I use a wig for her hair, that will be a stab in the dark, too. But the overall shape of the head is pretty accurate. Thats the foundation for a persons physical appearance. Its all a question of bone structure and tissue depth. Look at these 
She showed him a series of photographs of the skull, first with tissue depth markers glued to the landmark locations, then with a plasticine framework built up around them. The numbers of the markers still showed through the plasticine like a strange white rash.
Lets hope its good enough to jog someones memory, anyway, said Cooper.
I take it this is a last resort? said Lee. Facial reconstruction usually is.
The clothes found with the body had no identification. There was no jewellery, or other possessions. And no identifying marks on the body, obviously.
The remains were completely skeletonized?
Pretty much, said Cooper. But it wasnt entirely true. He still remembered the partially fleshed fingers, the thin strips of leathery tendon attached to the bones. Some parts of the womans body had clung together stubbornly, long after her death.
By the way, Ive been calling her Jane Raven, said Lee. Jane, as in Jane Doe. Raven after where she was found. Thats right, isnt it?
Yes, Ravensdale, near Litton Foot.
Apart from the basic facts and a few measurements, thats all I know about her. But I dont like to leave a subject completely anonymous. Its easier to interpret a face if I give the individual a name.
I know what you mean.
So I named her Jane Raven Lee. Then I could think of her as my sister. It helps me to create the details, you see. Lee smiled at his raised eyebrows. My English half-sister, obviously.
Cooper looked at the file hed been holding under his arm. It contained a copy of the forensic anthropologists report in which the dead woman had been assigned a reference number. This was her biological identity, all that was officially known about the person she had once been. A Caucasian female aged forty to forty-five years, five feet seven inches tall. The condition of her teeth showed that shed been conscientious about visiting the dentist. There would be useful records of her dental work somewhere, if only he knew which surgery to call on.
But perhaps it was the detail about the width of her shoulders that had given him his mental picture of the dead woman. He imagined the sort of shoulders usually associated with female swimmers. By the age of forty-five, after at least one pregnancy, her muscles would have become a little flabby, no matter how well she looked after herself. Living, she might have been generously built. A bonny lass, his mother would have said.
Facial reconstruction is still an art as much as a science, said Lee. The shape of the face bears only limited resemblance to the underlying bone structure. It can never be an exact likeness.
Cooper nodded. A reconstruction couldnt be used as proof of identification, but it did act as a stimulus for recollection. The accuracy of the image might not be as important as its power to attract media attention and get the eye of the public. Any ID would have to be confirmed from dental records or DNA.
Theres a fifty per cent success rate, said Lee. You might be lucky.
Cooper accepted a set of photographs from her and added them to the file. It immediately felt thicker and more substantial. Reference DE05092005, also known as Jane Raven Lee, five feet seven, with shoulders like a swimmer. A bonny lass.
Thank you, youve been a big help, he said.
Lee smiled at him again. Good luck.
But as he left the laboratory and went out into the Sheffield drizzle, Cooper wondered if he was imagining too much flesh on the unidentified woman now. It could be an emotional reaction to compensate for what he had actually seen of her, those last few shreds of skin on the faded bones.
Her biological identity had been established, at least. Now the anthropologist and the forensic artist were passing the responsibility back to him. He had to find out who Jane Raven really was.
 		    

Twenty-five miles away, in the centre of Edendale, Sandra Birley had stopped to listen. Were those footsteps she could hear? And if so, how close?
She turned her head slowly. Echoey spaces, oil-stained concrete. A line of pillars, and steel mesh covering the gaps where she might hurl herself into space. A glimpse of light in the window of an office building across the road. But no movement, not on this level.
Sandra clutched her bag closer to her hip and followed the stairs to the next level. At night, multi-storey car parks were the scariest places she knew. During the day, they were made tolerable by the movement of people busy with their shopping bags and pushchairs, fumbling for change, jockeying for spaces amid the rumble of engines and the hot gust of exhaust on their legs. But after theyd gone home, a place like this was soulless and empty. Drained of humanity, even its structure became menacing.
She pushed at the door to Level 8, then held it open for a moment before stepping through, her senses alert. Not for the first time, Sandra wondered whether she ought to have worn shoes with flatter heels, so she could run better. She fumbled her mobile phone out of her bag and held it in her hand, gaining some reassurance from its familiar feel and the faint glow of its screen.
This was a night she hadnt intended to be late. A last-minute meeting had gone on and on, thanks to endless grandstanding from colleagues who wanted to show off, middle managers who didnt want to be seen to be the first going home. Shed been trapped for hours. And when it was finally over, the Divisional MD had taken her by the elbow and asked if she had a couple of minutes to go over her report. Why hadnt he taken the trouble to read it before the meeting? But then, why should he, when he could eat into her personal time, knowing that she wouldnt say no?
Her blue Skoda was parked at the far end of Level 8. It stood alone, the colour of its paintwork barely visible in the fluorescent lights. As she walked across the concrete, listening to the sound of her own heels, Sandra shivered inside the black jacket she wore for the office. She hated all these ramps and pillars. They were designed for machines, not for humans. The scale of the place was all wrong  the walls too thick, the roof too low, the slopes too steep for walking on. It made her feel like a child whod wandered into an alien city. The mass of concrete threatened to crush her completely, to swallow her into its depths with a belch of exhaust fumes.
And there they were, the footsteps again.
Sandra knew the car park well, even remembered it being built in the eighties. Some feature of its design caused the slightest noise to travel all the way up through the levels, so that footsteps several floors below seemed to be right behind her as she walked to her car.
Shed experienced the effect many times before, yet it still deceived her. When it happened again tonight, Sandra couldnt help turning round to see who was behind her. And, of course, there wasnt anyone.
Every time she heard the sound of those footsteps, she turned round to look.
And every time she looked, there was no one there.
Every time, except the last.
 		   

Wasnt it Sigmund Freud who said that every human being has a death instinct? Inside every person, the evil Thanatos fights an endless battle with Eros, the life instinct. And, according to Freud, evil is always dominant. In life, there has to be death. Killing is our natural impulse. The question isnt whether we kill, but how we do it. The application of intelligence should refine the primeval urge, enrich it with reason and purpose.
Without a purpose, the act of death has no significance. It becomes a waste of time, a killing of no importance, half-hearted and incomplete. Too often, we fail at the final stage. We turn away and close our eyes as the gates swing open on a whole new world  the scented, carnal gardens of decomposition. We refuse to admire those flowing juices, the flowering bacteria, the dark, bloated blooms of putrefaction. This is the true nature of death. We should open our eyes and learn.
But in this case, everything will be perfect. Because this will be a real killing.
And it could be tonight, or maybe next week.
But it will be soon. I promise.
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      Melvyn Hudson had decided to do this evenings removal himself. He liked a fresh body in the freezer at the end of the day  it meant there was work to do tomorrow. So he called Vernon out of the workshop and made him fetch the van. Vernon was useless with the grievers, of course. He always had been, ever since the old man had made them take him on. But at least hed be where Hudson could keep an eye on him.

      The vehicle they called the van was actually a modified Renault Espace with black paintwork, darkened windows and an HS number plate. Like the hearses and limousines, the vans registration number told everyone it was from Hudson and Slack. Your dependable local firm.

      They were dependable, all right. Bring out your dead  that might be a better slogan. Sometimes Melvyn felt like the council refuse man arriving to pick up an old fridge left on the back doorstep. Nobody worried about what happened to their unwanted rubbish. Their disused fridges could pile up in mouldering mountains on a landfill site somewhere and no one would be bothered, as long as they didnt have to look at them. Most people were even more anxious to get a corpse off the premises.

      A few minutes later, Vernon drove out on to Fargate, hunched over the steering wheel awkwardly, the way he did everything. Hudson had sworn to himself hed get rid of Vernon if he messed up one more thing, no matter what old man Slack said. The lad was a liability, and this firm couldnt afford liabilities any more.

      Hudson snorted to himself as they drove through the centre of Edendale. Lad? Vernon was twenty-five, for heavens sake. He ought to be learning the business side of things, ready to take over when the time came. Some chance of that, though. Vernon was nowhere near the man his father had been. It had to be said that Richard had done a poor job of shaping his son. Not that thered be a business much longer for anyone to run.

      When they reached the house in Southwoods, Hudson asked the relatives to wait downstairs. There was nothing worse than having distressed grievers watching the deceased being manhandled into a body bag. If full rigor hadnt set in, the corpse tended to flop around a bit. Sometimes, youd almost think they were coming back to life.

      This corpse was an old man, shrunken and smelly, with a bubble of grey froth on his lips. He wasnt quite cold yet, but his skin felt like putty, flat and unresisting. Hudson thought that if he poked a finger hard enough into the mans stomach, it would sink right in until it touched his spine.

      Vernon was standing by the bed like an idiot, his arms hanging at his sides, his mind on anything but the job.

      Whats up with you? said Hudson.

      Melvyn, when you do a removal like this one, dont you ever notice the little things in a persons bedroom?

      Like what?

      Just the little things. Look, theres a glass of water hes only half drunk. Theres a razor here that somebody used to shave him with this morning. Its still got some of his hairs on it, even though hes dead.

      Of course hes bloody dead, said Hudson, struggling to keep his voice down. What do you think were doing here?

      Dont you look at those things, Melvyn?

      No. Its just a job. Were professionals.

      But dont you sometimes think  Well, while all this stuff is lying around, its as if hes not really dead at all. Hes still here in the room.

      For Gods sake, leave off the thinking, Vernon, and get a grip on this stiff.

      Hudson took the knees of the corpse, while Vernon grasped the shoulders. An arm lifted and a hand flapped, as though waving goodbye.

      Watch it, or hell end up on the floor, said Hudson. The family down there are doing their best to pretend they dont know whats happening. An almighty thump on the ceiling will ruin the illusion.

      They got the body on to the stretcher and began to negotiate the stairs. These old cottages were always a problem. The doorways were too narrow, the stairs too steep, the corner at the bottom almost impossible. Hudson often thought that people must have been a lot smaller when they built these houses  unless they lowered corpses out of the window on the end of a rope in those days.

      They loaded the stretcher into the van, then Hudson went back into the house, smoothing the sleeves of his jacket. It wasnt his funeral suit, of course, just his old one for removals. But appearances mattered, all the same.

      Now, dont worry about a thing, he told the daughter of the deceased. I know your father was ill for some time, but it always comes as a shock when a loved one passes over. Thats what were here for  to ease the burden and make sure everything goes smoothly at a very difficult time.

      Thank you, Mr Hudson.

      Theres only one thing that I have to ask you to do. You know you need to collect a medical certificate from the doctor and register your fathers death? The registrar will issue you with a death certificate and a disposal certificate. The disposal certificate is the one you give to me.

      Disposal? said the daughter uncertainly.

      I know it seems like a lot of paperwork, but it has to be done, Im afraid. Hudson saw she was starting to get flustered, and gave her his reassuring smile. Sometimes its best to have lots to do at a time like this, so you dont have time to dwell on things too much. Well give your father a beautiful funeral, and make sure your last memories of him are good ones.

      The daughter began to cry, and Hudson took her hand for a moment before leaving the house.

      Back in the van, Vernon reached for the pad of forms under the dashboard.

      Leave the paperwork, said Hudson. Ill do it myself.

      I know how to do it, Melvyn.

      I said leave it. You just concentrate on driving.

      Why wont you let me do the forms?

      Oh, shut up about it, Vernon, will you? You get the best jobs, dont you? I let you drive the van. I even let you drive the lims.

      Im a good driver.

      Hudson had to admit that Vernon was quite a decent driver. But everyone liked driving the limousines. You got to hear some interesting stuff from the grievers in the back. They didnt care what they said on the way to a funeral, and especially coming back. They gave you a different view of the deceased from what the vicar said in his eulogy. Vernon was the same as everyone else  he liked to earwig on the grievers. But if he was going to go all moody and yonderly on a removal, it was the last straw.

      A few minutes later, they drew up to the back door of their own premises, got the body into the mortuary and slid it into one of the lower slots of the refrigerator. Even Vernon would have to admit a corpse was just a thing once it was removed from the house, away from the half-drunk glass of water and the hair on the razor. There was no other way to think about it, not when you did the things you had to do to prepare a body  putting in the dentures, stitching up the lips, pushing the face back into shape. It never bothered Hudson any more. Unless it was a child, of course.

      Watch it, dont let that tray slide out.

      Vernon jerked back into life. His attention had been drifting, but so had Hudsons. Even at this stage, it wouldnt do to spill the body on to the floor.

      Vicky, the receptionist, was in the front office working on the computer, but there were no prospects in, no potential customers. The last funeral was over for the day, though the next casket was waiting to go in the morning, and one of the team was already attaching the strips of non-slip webbing to hold wreaths in place.

      Hudson knew that some of the staff thought he fussed too much. They sniggered at him behind his back because he got obsessed about timing, and was always worrying about roadworks or traffic jams. But he wanted things to be just right for every funeral. It was the same reason he spent his evenings on the phone to customers, advising them on what to do with their ashes, getting feedback on funerals, hearing how the family were coping.

      It was all part of the personal service. And personal service was Hudson and Slacks main asset. Probably its last remaining asset.

       		   


      Ben Cooper drove his Toyota out on to the Sheffield ring road, just beating a Supertram rattling towards the city centre from Shalesmoor. Technically, he was off duty now, but he plugged his mobile into the hands-free kit and called the CID room at E Division to check that he wasnt needed. He didnt expect anything, though. In fact, it would have to be really urgent for somebody to justify his overtime.

      Miss is in some kind of meeting with the DI, said DC Gavin Murfin. But she didnt leave any messages for you, Ben. Ill tell her you checked in. But Im just about to go home myself, so I wouldnt worry about a thing.

      OK, Gavin. Ive hit rush hour, so itll take me about forty minutes to get back to Edendale anyway.

      Brake lights had come on in front of him as scores of cars bunched at the A57 junction. A few drivers were trying to take a right turn towards the western suburbs of Sheffield. But most seemed intent on crawling round the ring road, probably heading for homes in the sprawling southern townships, Mosborough and Hackenthorpe, Beighton and Ridgeway. Some of those places had been in Derbyshire once, but the city had swallowed them thirty years ago.

      Gavin, whats the meeting about? said Cooper, worried that he might be missing something important. Everything of any significance seemed to happen when he was out of the office. Sometimes he wondered if Diane Fry planned it that way. As his supervising officer, she wasnt always quick to keep him informed.

      Ive no idea, said Murfin. She didnt tell me. Ive got some files to give her, then Im hoping to sneak away before she finds another job for me to do.

      Theres no overtime, Gavin.

      Tell me about it.

      Cooper had come to a halt again. Clusters of students were standing near him, waiting for the tram to re-emerge from its tunnel under the roundabout. They all wore personal stereos or had mobile phones pressed to their ears. The main university campus was right across the road, and he could make out the hospital complexes in Western Bank. The one-way system in central Sheffield always baffled him, so he was glad to be on the ring road. He didnt want to stay in the city any longer than necessary.

      I dont suppose you fancy going for a drink tomorrow night? said Murfin.

      Dont you have to be at home with the family, Gavin?

      Jeans taking the kids out ice skating. Ill be on my own.

      No, Im sorry. Not tomorrow.

      Youre turning down beer? Well, I could offer food as well. We could have pie and chips at the pub, or go for an Indian. The Raj Mahal is open Wednesdays.

      No, I cant, Gavin, said Cooper. Ive got a date.

      A what?

      A date.

      With a woman?

      Could be.

      At last, Cooper was able to take his exit, turning right by the Safeway supermarket and the old brewery into Ecclesall Road. Ahead of him lay a land of espresso bars, Aga shops and the offices of independent financial advisors. In the leafy outer suburbs of Whirlow and Dore, the houses would get bigger and further away from the road as he drove into AB country.

      Are you still there, Gavin?

      Murfins voice was quieter when he came back on the phone.

      Im going to have to go. Miss has come out of her meeting, and she doesnt look happy. Her nose has gone all tight. You know what I mean? As though shes just smelled something really bad.

      I know what you mean.

      So it looks as though Ive blown it. I just wasnt quick enough.

      Good luck, then. Speak to you in the morning.

      Cooper smiled as he ended the call. Murfins comment about Diane Fry had reminded him of the forensic anthropologists report on the human remains from Ravensdale. The details in the document had been sparse. Like so many experts reports, it had seemed to raise more questions than it answered. But hed made a call to Dr Jamieson anyway, mostly out of optimism. In the end, there was only one person whose job it was to find the answers.

      The nasal opening is narrow, the bridge steepled, and the cheekbones tight to the face. Caucasian, probably European. An adult.

      Yes, you said that in your report, sir.

      Beyond that, its a bit more difficult. We have to look for alterations in the skeleton that occur at a predictable rate  changes in the ribs where they attach to the sternum, or the parts of the pelvis where they meet in front. We can age adults to within five years if were lucky, or maybe ten. So youll have to take the age of forty to forty-five as a best guess.

      And the chances of an ID? Cooper had asked.

      To a specific individual? None.

      Dr Jamieson had sounded impatient. Probably he had a thousand other things to do, like everyone else.

      Look, all I can give you is a general biological profile  its up to you to match it to your missing persons register. Im just offering clues here. I dont work miracles.

      But its definitely a woman? Cooper persisted.

      Yes, definitely. That should narrow it down a bit, surely? You dont have all that many missing women on the books in Derbyshire, do you?

      No, Doctor, we dont.

      And Jamieson had been right. The problem was, no one had ever filed a missing person report answering the description of Jane Raven.

       		    


      Fry got herself a cup of water from the cooler and waited a few moments before she went back into the DIs office. She was vaguely aware of Gavin Murfin lurking rather furtively in the CID room, sitting down again when she looked his way. But the rest of the place was already deserted. It smelled stale, and ready for the arrival of the cleaners.

      She walked back in and put her water down on Hitchens desk.

      He was on the phone for more than three minutes, she said. Why havent they traced the call?

      They have. He was in a public phone box.

      Of course he was. No doubt in some busy shopping centre where no one would notice him. And I suppose he was long gone by the time a patrol arrived?

      Hitchens looked at her with the first signs of impatience, and Fry realized shed gone a bit too far. She blamed it on the headache, or the fact that she felt so exhausted.

      Actually, Diane, the phone box was in a village called Wardlow.

      Wheres that? She screwed up her eyes to see the map on the wall of the DIs office, making a show of concentrating to distract him from her irritability.

      On the B6465, about two miles above Monsal Head.

      Fry kept the frown of concentration on her face. She thought she had a vague idea where Monsal Head was. Somewhere to the south, on the way to Bakewell. If she could just find it on the map before the DI had to point it out 

      Here  said Hitchens, swinging round in his chair and smacking a spot on the map with casual accuracy. Fifteen minutes from Edendale, thats all.

      Why there?

      We cant be sure. At first glance, it might seem a risky choice. Its a quiet little place, and a stranger might be noticed  or at least an unfamiliar car parked by the road. Normally, wed have hoped that somebody would remember seeing a person in the phone box around that time.

      So what wasnt normal?

      When a unit arrived in Wardlow, a funeral cortege was just about to leave the village. There had been a burial in the churchyard. Big funeral, lots of mourners. Apparently, the lady who died came from Wardlow originally but moved to Chesterfield and became a well-known businesswoman and a county councillor. The point is, there were a lot of strangers in the village for that hour and a half. Unfamiliar cars parked everywhere.

      Hitchens drew his finger down the map a short way. As you can see, its one of those linear villages, strung out along the road for about three-quarters of a mile. While the funeral was taking place, every bit of available space was occupied, including vehicles parked on the grass verges or on the pavement, where there is one. Some of the villagers were at the funeral themselves, of course. And those that werent would hardly have noticed one particular stranger, or one car. On any other day, at any other time. But not just then.

      So it was an opportunist call? Do you think our man was simply driving around looking for a situation like that to exploit and took the chance?

      Could be.

      Fry shook her head. But he had the speech all prepared, didnt he? That didnt sound like an off-the-cuff call. He either had a script right there in front of him in the phone box, or hed practised it until he was word perfect.

      Yes, I think youre right.

      Either way, this man is badly disturbed, she said.

      That doesnt mean he isnt serious about what he says, Diane.

      Fry didnt answer. She was trying to picture the caller cruising the area, passing through the outskirts of Edendale and the villages beyond. Then driving through Wardlow and spotting the funeral. She could almost imagine the smile on his face as he pulled in among the mourners cars and the black limousines. No one would think to question who he was or why he was there, as he entered the phone box and made his call. Meanwhile, mourners would have been gathering in the church behind him, and the funeral service would be about to get under way.

      The recording, said Fry. Have Forensics been asked to analyse the background noise?

      Well make sure they do that, said Hitchens. But why do you ask?

      I wondered what music was playing. Abide With Me, perhaps. Or The Lords My Shepherd. We might be able to tell what stage the funeral service had reached, whether he was already in the phone box as the mourners were going in, or waited until the service had started to make the call. Maybe there were some late arrivals who noticed him. Well have to check all that. If we can narrow it down, we might be able to trace the people who were most likely to have seen him.

      Thats good.

      And another thing 

      Yes?

      I wonder if he just drove away again as soon as hed finished the call.

      Why?

      Well, that would make him stand out, wouldnt it? Someone might have wondered why he left without attending the service. If he was really so clever, Im guessing hell have stayed on.

      Stayed on?

      Joined the congregation. Stood at the back of the church and sung the hymns. He might have hung around the graveside to see the first spadeful of dirt fall on the coffin. He probably smiled at the bereaved family and admired the floral tributes. Hed be one of the crowd then.

      Just another anonymous mourner. Yes, I can see that.

      One of the crowd, repeated Fry, struck by her own idea. And all thinking about the same thing.

      What do you mean, Diane?

      Well, we know nothing about him yet, but I bet hes the sort of person whod love that idea. All those people around him thinking about death while he made his call.

      She paused and looked at Hitchens. He turned on his chair and met her eye, his face clouded by worry. Fry saw that shed reached him, communicated her own deep uneasiness. The callers words in the transcript were bad enough. Now she found herself anticipating the sound of his voice with a mixture of excitement and dread.

      Except that his death, said Hitchens, the one he was talking about in his call, was nothing to do with the deceased councillor who was being buried in Wardlow churchyard. It was a different death altogether.

      Of course it was, said Fry. But we have no idea whose.

      The DI looked at his watch. It was time to call it a day. Unlike some of his officers, he had good reasons for wanting to get home on time  an attractive nurse hed been living with for the past two years, and a nice house theyd bought together in Dronfield. But itd be marriage and kids before long, and then he might not be so keen.

      Its the Ellis case in the morning, isnt it? he said. What time are you on, Diane?

      Ten thirty.

      Is everything put together?

      DC Murfin is doing a final checklist for me.

      Good. Well, the undertaker who conducted the funeral at Wardlow is based right here in town, said Hitchens. Youll have time to drive round and speak to him in the morning before youre due in court.

       		    


      Fry wasnt looking forward to her court appearance next morning. But at least shed done everything she could to make it as straightforward as possible and give the CPS a solid case. With a bit of luck, thered be another long-term resident occupying a bunk in Derby Prison by the end of the week.

      Many of the details of the Micky Ellis case were depressingly predictable. Whenever officers of E Division got a call-out to a body on Edendales Devonshire Estate, they expected it to be another domestic. A killing in the family, a Grade C murder.

      You know, it never ceases to amaze me how often the offender calls in the incident himself in a case like this, said Fry, checking through the files Gavin Murfin had gathered for her. They cant think what else to do when they see the body on the floor, except dial 999.

      Well, I think its very considerate of them to worry about our clear-up rate at a time like that, said Murfin.

      Is everything there, Gavin?

      All tied up with a neat bow. Fingers crossed for a short hearing, then, said Murfin as she closed the top file. I hear Micky is pleading guilty, so it should all be over by Christmas. Not that he had much choice in the matter.

      It was just a walkthrough, said Fry.

      The best kind. I hate the whodunits, dont you? All those computers thinking they can tell me what to do, and every bugger in the building complaining about my paperwork.

      I presume youre referring to the HOLMES system.

      HOLMES  who thought up that name? Some Mycroft down in Whitehall, I suppose. One day theyll sack all the dicks and let the computers out on the streets.

      When is your tenure up, Gavin?

      Murfin said nothing. He worked in silence for a while. Out of the corner of her eye, Fry could see his mouth still moving, but no words came out.

      Only a few months left now, arent there? she said.

      Could be.

      Back to core policing for a while, is it?

      Unless I get promoted, said Murfin bitterly.

      Lets hope for the best, then.

      Fry was aware of the look that Murfin gave her. Of course, they might have different ideas as to what the best might be.

       		   


      Ben Cooper was still smiling as he cleared the outskirts of Sheffield and dropped a gear to start the climb towards Houndkirk Moor. At the top of this road was the Fox House Inn, where he crossed back into Derbyshire and entered the national park. As soon as he passed the boundary marker at the side of the road, Sheffield seemed to fall away behind him quite suddenly. And when he saw the moors opening out ahead of him, burning with purple heather, it always filled his heart with the pleasure of coming home.

      Cooper looked again at the file on the passenger seat. In all likelihood, the area he was entering had been home for Jane Raven Lee, too. Somewhere in the valleys and small towns of the White Peak would be the place shed lived, a house full of her possessions, perhaps a family who still missed her and wondered what had become of her. But a family who loved and missed someone reported them missing, didnt they?

      The previous weekend, Cooper had spent a couple of days walking in the Black Mountains with his friends Oscar and Rakesh. There had been plenty of fresh air to blow away the cobwebs, and a chance to forget the job for a while. But there had been an undercurrent of unease that he hadnt been able to identify until they were on their way home, driving back up the M5 from South Wales.

      It had been Rakki who dropped the first bombshell. He was due to get married next April, and hed started to talk about moving back to Kenya. His reasons had seemed impractical, even to Cooper  something to do with the smell of lemon chilli powder, tiny green frogs in the grass, and the moonlight on the beach at Mombasa. But Rakki had been five years old when his family emigrated to Britain in the late seventies, and those were the only memories he had. Later, when they stopped off at Tamworth Services, hed mentioned Gujarat, the Indian province his grandparents came from. Rakki had never even seen it, but his brother Paresh had visited last year. There were endless opportunities for the educated Gujarati, apparently.

      And then it had occurred to Cooper that Oscar had been in a serious relationship for almost a year. He could sense his old High Peak College friendships slipping away, a process that had started when they went their separate ways and took up different professions  Oscar to become a solicitor and Rakki to go into IT. Points of contact were becoming difficult to maintain. And one day soon, as they stood on top of a hill somewhere in the country, they would quietly agree. It would be their last weekend together.

      Cooper put his foot down a little harder on the accelerator as the Fox House came into view, outlined against the evening sky. He sensed the Toyota surging forward, eager to cover the ground. An irrational feeling had come to him, one probably born of relief at getting out of the city. It was a sudden burst of confidence, a certain knowledge that he was going to achieve his task.

      The facial reconstruction had given him the chance he needed, and he was sure it was going to work. Once he crested that hill, Jane Raven Lee would be coming back home, too.

       		    


      With a sharp backwards kick of her right foot, Diane Fry slammed the street door of the house. But the noise from the ground-floor flat didnt even falter. Disco-house with urban drum loops at full volume. No matter how hard she slammed it, the damn students wouldnt hear the sound of the door over the din of their stereo system.

      For a moment, she thought of ringing their bell and complaining. It might give her a brief feeling of satisfaction to shout at them. But she knew shed be wasting her time, and shed only get herself wound up unnecessarily. Coming home from work was supposed to help you relax, not pile on more stress. Wasnt that right?

      Fry looked up the stairs at the door of her own flat. Yeah. Some hopes.

      Inside, there was no noise but for the thud of the drum loops through the floor. So Angie was out. There was no note, nothing to indicate when she might be back. Fry opened the door of her sisters room and looked in. If it was anyone else, she might have been able to tell by what clothes were missing whether the person who lived there had gone to the pub, gone out for a run, or set off for a job interview. But not in Angies case. One T-shirt and one pair of jeans would do as well as any other, whatever the occasion.

      Since her sister had moved into the flat with her, Fry found herself worrying about her almost as much as she had when Angie was missing. Perhaps more. During all those years when they were separated, Angies whereabouts had been a generalized anxiety, deep and nagging, but an aspect of her life she had learned to accept, like an amputated finger. Now, the worry was sharper and more painful, driven in by daily reminders. By her sisters presence in the flat, in fact.

      Fry found a cheese-and-onion quiche in the freezer compartment and slid it into the microwave. Then she opened a carton of orange juice, sat down at the kitchen table and turned to the Micky Ellis file. Shed appeared in crown court to give evidence many times, but always found it a difficult experience. Defence lawyers would be waiting to pounce on her smallest slip, the slightest hint of doubt in her manner, the most trivial inconsistency between her oral evidence and written statement. A case could so easily be lost on a suggestion of failure in procedure. Forget the question of innocence or guilt. That was yesterdays justice system.

      And yet this defendant was certainly guilty. There couldnt truly be any doubt.

      There was an old joke on Edendales Devonshire Estate that you had three options when someone in your family died. You could bury them, cremate them  or just leave them where they fell when you hit them with the poker. Micky Ellis had chosen the Devonshire Estate third option.

      When Fry had arrived at the scene, the body of Mickys girlfriend had still been sprawled right where shed fallen, half on the rug and half under the bed on the first floor of their council semi. She remembered that the bedroom had lemon yellow wallpaper in pale stripes, and a portable TV set standing on the dresser. Shed noticed a series of cigarette burns on the duvet cover close to the pillow on the left-hand side of the bed, where a personal stereo and a half-read Bridget Jones novel lay on the bedside table. Fry had looked up at the ceiling for a smoke alarm then, but there wasnt one. And she remembered thinking that maybe Denise Clay had been lucky to live as long as she did.

      In this case, it had been the uniforms who made the arrest. The first officers to arrive had found Micky Ellis in the kitchen washing the blood off his hands and worrying about who would feed the dog. It was a walkthrough, a self-solver. Somebody had the job of doing the interviews, of course, as well as taking statements, gathering forensic evidence and putting a case together for the prosecution. And that was down to CID. The DI would be able to add the case to his CV, notching up a successful murder enquiry. It was all very predictable, but at least it didnt tie up resources the division couldnt spare. No one wanted the cases that stayed on the books for months, or sometimes years  the cases that Gavin Murfin called whodunits.

      Fry heard a sound and looked up from the file. But it was only one of the students leaving the house. She could tell by the way the music increased in volume as a door opened, then reverted to its normal mind-numbing thud.

      The microwave pinged, and she realized shed forgotten to get out a plate for the quiche. But first she put the orange juice back and opened a bottle of Grolsch instead. There was a shelf full of swing-tops in the fridge. Maybe shed get a bit drunk on her own tonight. It would ruin her fitness programme, but she needed something to help her sleep. Come the morning, she would have a chat with a funeral director to look forward to before her court appearance in a grubby little murder trial that might drag on for days. And then, if Ripley finally got their act together, she could expect to spend a bit of quality time listening to the voice of a sick, disturbed individual with violent fantasies and intellectual pretensions.

      Fry stabbed a fork into the quiche. The outside was hot, but the centre was stone cold. Some days, this was about the best that it got.
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 		Hudson and Slack was one of the oldest established funeral directors in the Eden Valley. A dependable family firm, according to the sign over the entrance. Diane Fry pulled her Peugeot into the car park next to the chapel of rest. The company might be long established, but the premises dated from the 1960s, flat-roofed and square, with a modern plate-glass frontage. The place had been built discreetly out of sight in a side street off Fargate.
Fry got out of the car and stood at the gate, looking at the houses in Manvers Street. There were stone terraces on both sides, with no gardens between their front doors and the roadway. She wondered what sort of people would choose to live where death passed their windows every morning. How many times must they look up from a meal or a TV programme and see the long, black limousines creeping by? How often did they try to enjoy a moments peace, only to catch a glint of chrome from the handles of a coffin out of the corner of one eye?
She turned back to the entrance of Hudson and Slack. She was sure that living here wouldnt suit her at all. But there must be many ways of shutting out the sight of death passing by, or pretending it didnt exist.
I presume you want me to come in with you, Diane? said a voice from the other side of the car.
For a moment, shed forgotten Ben Cooper. As usual, hed been the only DC she could find in the CID room when she needed company. If there was anything to follow up from this visit, she wouldnt be able to do it herself, because shed be tied up in court.
Yes, of course. Youre not here to enjoy the scenery.
Cooper followed her into the funeral directors, where they found Melvyn Hudson to be a dapper man in his late forties, with neat hair greying at the temples. He was wearing a black suit and black tie, and he seemed to slip effortlessly into character as he came through the door into the waiting room and held out his hand.
Come through, come through. And please tell me exactly how I can help.
Beyond the door was a passage, and two men walking towards them. Like Hudson, they were in black suits, though neither of them carried it off so well. The larger man had a shaven head and a prominent jaw, like a night-club bouncer, while the younger one was slender and ungainly, his suit barely concealing the boniness of his shoulders and wrists. They stopped in unison when they saw the visitors, and their faces fell into serious expressions.
Sergeant, these are two of our bearer drivers, said Hudson. Billy McGowan  and this is Vernon Slack.
The two men nodded and moved on, closing a door quietly behind them.
Hudsons office felt like a doctors consulting room, with soothing dcor, interesting pot plants and certificates framed on the wall. Who did funeral directors get certificates from, Fry wondered. Were there classes in undertaking at night school? A diploma in coffin manufacture at High Peak College?
You realize there are quite a lot of people like that? said Hudson, after Fry had explained what she wanted.
Like what?
People who make a hobby of going to funerals. We see them all the time. Sometimes we joke to each other that a funeral isnt complete without our usual little bunch of habitual mourners.
You mean they go to the funerals of people they never knew?
Of course, said Hudson. They watch the church notice boards, or read the death announcements in the Eden Valley Times to see what funerals are coming up. And then they plan their diaries for the week ahead. For some people, funerals are their favourite type of outing. They become social occasions. Perhaps even a place where they meet new people.
Hudson must have noticed the shocked expression on Frys face.
Its perfectly harmless, he said. These are people who simply like funerals.
And you recognize these individuals when they turn up?
Oh, yes. Many of them are familiar faces to staff at Hudson and Slack, as they are to all my colleagues in this area.
Fry saw Cooper open his mouth as if about to join in, but she gave him a glance to shut him up. As he dropped his eyes to his notebook, an unruly lock of hair fell over his forehead. She ought to suggest it was time for a haircut again.
I dont suppose you could let me have some names, Mr Hudson? she said.
As it happens, yes. The Eden Valley Times used to publish lists of mourners on its obituary page until quite recently, and it was usually our job to collect the names. We did it as part of our service to the bereaved family, you see. The names wouldnt be hard to find, anyway. Youd only need to look through a few back copies of the newspaper and check the obituary pages, and youd see them listed as mourners at almost every funeral in the area.
No addresses, though?
Hudson shrugged. I cant help you with that. The only thing I can say is that they tend to stick to funerals on their own patch. They dont travel very much for their hobby.
Fry nodded. What about Wardlow?
Well, thats different, said Hudson. A small village, a few miles out of town  there arent many funerals in a place like that, as you can imagine. Hudson and Slack are one of the busiest funeral directors in the valley, but we dont do more than one job a year in Wardlow, if that. So if there were habitual mourners in Wardlow, I wouldnt recognize them.
He smiled, a sympathetic smile that suggested he cared about everybody, no matter who they were.
And I dont suppose they get much outlet for their interest, either, he said. Theyd be all dressed up with nowhere to go. Rather like a dead atheist.
Sorry?
Just my little funeral directors joke.
Fry raised her eyebrows, then looked at Cooper to make sure he was taking notes. Mr Hudson, you said a minute ago that the Eden Valley Times published lists of mourners until quite recently?
Yes. But theyve stopped doing it now. A new editor arrived, and he thought it was rather an old-fashioned practice. Well, I suppose he was right. The Times was one of the few local newspapers left in the country that still did it, so it was bound to go the way of all traditions eventually. But our customers liked it.
Why?
Well, locally, it became an indicator of status  an individuals popularity and success in life were measured by how many mourners they had at their funeral, whether the mayor attended or only the deputy mayor, that sort of thing. Also, people would look to make sure they were on the list and their names had been spelled right. Of course, there was often a lot of gossip about whod turned up and who hadnt  especially if there had been some kind of family dispute. You know what its like.
Not really, said Fry.
Hudson looked at her more carefully. Youre not from around here, are you? he said. I should have noticed.
She tried to ignore the comment. It wasnt the first time shed heard it. The traces of her Black Country accent normally betrayed her straight away, but apparently Melvyn Hudson wasnt quite so observant as he claimed to be. Nevertheless, Fry found herself unreasonably irritated by the implication that he ought to have been able to tell at a glance she wasnt local.
Wouldnt it be true to say theres another factor? she said.
Whats that?
That it isnt enough just to show your respects when somebody dies, you have to be seen to be doing it. Thats the whole point of getting your name in the paper, isnt it? So that everyone can see you were doing the right thing, no matter what you thought of the deceased person?
I think thats a little unfair.
And its the purpose of all the money spent on floral tributes too, isnt it? After all, they dont do the person whos died much good, do they?
Cooper stirred restlessly and snapped the elastic band on his notebook, as if he thought it was time to leave. Hudsons smile was slipping, but he stayed calm. Of course, he had to deal with much more difficult situations every day.
Have you had some kind of unfortunate personal experience? he said. If something is troubling you, we can offer the services of a bereavement counsellor.
No, snapped Fry. It was a general observation.
Well, your view might be considered somewhat cynical, Sergeant, he said. But I wont deny theres an element of truth in what you say.
All right. Do you conduct all the funerals here, Mr Hudson?
My wife Barbara does some of them.
And I suppose the fact that the Eden Valley Times stopped printing lists of mourners means your staff no longer collect the names, said Fry.
Thats correct. We dont do it as a matter of course any more. Only if a customer specifically asks us to.
And at Wardlow church yesterday?
Hudson shook his head. He accompanied the gesture with his sympathetic smile, suggesting  that he understood her distress, and she had his condolences.
No names at all, he said. Im very sorry.
 		   
Back in the CID room after his unexpected trip to the funeral directors, Ben Cooper wondered why Fry looked so distracted. Worried, even. But whatever was bothering her, at least she had time to take an interest in his forensic reconstruction, shuffling through the photographs hed brought back from Sheffield.
Theyre not bad, she said. Are we going to get these into the papers?
I delivered them last night. Media Relations have already set it up.
Good. You might get an early result. Have you got any other ideas, Ben?
I thought I might take copies round to show Mr Jarvis.
Who?
The owner of the property nearest to where the remains were found. His name is Tom Jarvis. We dont know how she ended up down there, but its possible Mr Jarvis may have seen her around the place while she was still alive.
No indication of how she died, right?
Not so far.
Fry handed the photos back. Bear in mind, if it turns out she was killed, this Mr Jarvis might become a suspect.
Of course, said Cooper. But in that case, if he denies all knowledge of her now, it could be the thing that catches him out later on.
Forward planning. I like that.
For a moment, Cooper thought she was going to pat him on the head or give him a gold star. But she began to move away, already thinking about something else. She went back to her desk and began to open a package that had arrived from Ripley, suggesting shed forgotten about him already. Cooper called across the office.
Have you got something interesting on, Diane? The visit to Hudson and Slack this morning  and I heard there was a tape of a call to the Control Room 
Its probably nothing, she said. And she picked up her phone, a sign that the conversation was over.
Cooper laid his photographs alongside the forensic anthropologists report. There were also a series of scene photos from Ravensdale. They showed the remains half-concealed by vegetation that had grown up around them, the long bones turning green with moss, like the roots of some exotic tree. When the tangles of bramble and goose grass were cut away, they revealed the skeletal hands folded carefully together, the legs straight, the feet almost touching at the heel, but turned outwards at the toes.
Dr Jamieson had an opinion on the feet. He felt it was only
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