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THE RED ROOM

People magazine summed up her last
book, Beneath the Skin, with four
chilling words: "Goose bumps all over."
Mademoiselle cautioned that it was "a
gripping read for anywhere but home
alone." Now, in her newest novel,
bestselling author Nicci French ratchets
up the level of psychological suspense
as a psychiatrist becomes a psychopath's

obsession ... and perhaps his next victim.



Interviewing people in police custody is
part of Dr. Kit Quinn's job. But when
Michael Doll, a disturbed derelict
caught hanging around a London
schoolyard, breaks a mug and tears up
her face during questioning, he also
cracksher composure and self-
confidence. The incident leaves her with
recurring dreams of a red room, where
nightmares become real ... Three months
later, Kit 1s again called upon to talk to
Michael Doll after the police pick him
up for the murder of a teenage runaway.
Her colleagues in the department think
that involving Kit in the case might help
her recovery and put Doll behind bars
for good. It doesn't do either. For Kit
believes Doll didn't do it, and he walks



free. Touched by the fate of the homeless
girl,  Kitbecomes involved in a
dangerous, deadly inquiry. But when she
links the teenager's murder to the high-
profile case of a pretty blond housewife,
abducted in broad daylight and killed,
the main figure in the middle of it all is
... Michael Doll. As her investigation
continues, Kit finds him always in the
shadows. Outside her doorway. Inside
her apartment. Calling her on the phone.
Wanting to love her. Yet, even with her
fear escalating, Kit has the gut feeling
that Doll isn't a killer. Even more
frightening is her suspicion about who is
... In her previous books, Nicci French
claimed the territory of violent
obsession as her own. Here she explores



the geography of the twisted psyche even
more deeply, breaking new ground as
she opens up the dark places in the
human mind ... and reveals the red room,
a place of nightmares, inside us all. v

Nicci French 1is the author of the
bestsellers Beneath the Skin and Killing
Me Softly, as well as two earlier books,
The Memory Game and The Safe House,
bothpublished in England to great
acclaim.

GREAT ACCLAIM FOR NICCI
FRENCH'S PREVIOUS THRILLER,
BENEATH THE SKIN

"Brilliant ... frightening ... a tale of sheer
terror." -com.People



"An insinuating tale of sexual terror." -
com..ationew York Times Book Review

"Captivating ... brilliant ... a gripping
read for anywhere but home alone." -
com.Mademoiselle

"Plenty of psychological suspense ... a
textured, elegant novel with writing and
characterization that bind an atypical
triplex structure." -com.Baltimore Sun

"Genuine suspense keeps pages turning.
... Don't plan on doing much else once
y o ustart reading this  one." -
com.Cleveland Plain Dealer

"Creepy ... French ups the suspense to
nail-biting effect." -com.Orlando



Sentinel

"Stunning ... French knows how to carry
a chilling situation to frightening
extremes." -com.Publishers Weekly

"Strong ... accomplished." -com.Kirkus
Reviews

"Compelling ... absolutely first rate." -
com.Booklist

ALSO BY NICCI French vii
Killing Me Softly Beneath the Skin

This book 1s a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents are the
product of the author's imagination or



are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual events, locales, or persons, living
or dead, is coincidental.
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To Karl, Fiona and Martha

SPECIAL SYMBOL USED IN THIS
VOLUME

@ (4) Accent sign. Placed immediately
before the letter marked with an accent
in print.

THE RED ROOM1

Beware of beautiful days. Bad things
happen on beautiful days. It may be that



when you get happy, you get careless.
Beware of having a plan. Your gaze is
focused on the plan and that's the
moment when things start happening just
outside your range of vision. I once
helped out my professor with some
research on accidents. A team of us
talked to people who had been run over,
pulled into machinery, dragged out from
under cars. They had been in fires and
tumbled down stairs and fallen off
ladders. Ropes had frayed, cables had
snapped, people had dropped through
floors, walls had tipped, ceilings had
collapsed onto their heads. There is no
object in the world that can't turn against
you. If it can't fall on your head, it can
become slippery, or it can cut you, or



you can swallow it, or try to grab hold
of it. And when the objects get into the
hands of human beings, well, that's a
whole other thing. Obviously there were
certain problems with the research.
There was a core of accident victims
who were inaccessible to our inquiries
because they were dead. Would they
have had a different tale to tell? That
moment when the basket slipped and the
window-cleaners fell from twenty floors
up, their sponges still in their hands, did
they think anything apart from, Oh, fuck?
As for the others, there were people
who, at the time of their mishap, had
been tired, happy, clinically depressed,
drunk, stoned, incompetent, untrained,
distracted or just the victims of faulty



equipment or what we could only and
reluctantly characterize as bad luck, but
all of them had one thing in common.
Their minds had been on something else
at the time. But, then, that's the definition
of an accident. It's something that breaks
its way into what your mind is on, like a
mugger on a quiet street. When it came
to summing up the findings, it was both
easy and hard. Easy because most of the
conclusions were obvious. Like it says
on the bottle, don't operate heavy
machinery when intoxicated. Don't
remove the safety guard from the
machine press, even if it seems to be
getting in the way, and don't ask the
fifteen-year-old doing a week's work
experience to use it. Look both ways



before crossing the road. But there were
problems, even with that last one. 3 We
were trying to take things that had been
on the edge of people's minds and move
them to the front. The obvious problem
with that is that no one can move
everything to the front of their mind. If
we turnto face a source of danger,
something else has an opportunity to
sneak up behind us. When you look left,
something on your right has the chance to
get you. Maybe that's what the dead
people would have told us. And maybe
we don't want to lose all of those
accidents. Whenever I've fallen in love,
it's never been with the person I was
meant to like, the nice guy with whom
my friends set me wup. It hasn't



necessarily been the wrong man, but it's
generally been the person who wasn't
meant to be in my life. I spent a lovely
summer once withsomeone I met
because he was a friend of a friend who
came along to help my best friend move
into her new flat; the other friend who
was meant to come and help had to play
in a football match because someone
else had broken his leg. I know all that.
But knowing it isn't any help. It only
helps you understand it after it's
happened. Sometimes not even then. But
it's happened. There's no doubt about
that. And I suppose it started with me
looking the other way. It was toward the
end of a May afternoon and it was a
beautiful day. There was a knock at the



door of my room and before I could say
anything it opened and Francis's smiling
face appeared. "Your session has been
canceled," he said. "I know," I said. "So
you're free ..." "Well ..." I began. At the
Welbeck Clinic, it was dangerous ever
to admit you were free. Things were
found for you to do, which were
generally the things that people more
senior than you didn't wantto bother
with. "Can you do an assessment for
me?" Francis asked quickly. "Well ..."
His smile widened. "Of course, what I'm
actually saying is, "Do an assessment for
me," but I'm putting it in a conventionally
oblique way as a form of politeness."
One of the disadvantages of working in a
therapeutic environment was having to



answer to people like Francis Hersh
who, first, couldn't say good morning
without putting it in quotation marks and
providing an instant analysis of it, and 5
second ... don't get me started. With
Francis, I could work my way through
second, third, and all the way up to tenth,
with plentyto spare. "What it is?"
"Police thing. They found someone
shouting in the street, or something like
that. were you about to go home?"
"Yes." "Then that's fine. You can just
pop into the Stretton Green station on
your way home, give him the once-over,
and they can send him on his merry
way." "All right." "Ask for DI Furth.
He's expecting you." "When?" "About
five minutes ago." I rang Poppy, caught



her just in time, and told her I'd be a few
minutes late meeting her for a drink. Just
a work thing. When someone is doing the
sorts of things that are likely to cause a
breach of the peace, it can be
surprisingly difficult to assess whether
they are bloody-minded, drunk, mentally
1 1 1 ,physically ill, confused,
misunderstood, generally obnoxious but
harmless, or, just occasionally, a real
threat. Normally the police handle it in a
fairly random fashion, calling us in only
whenthere are extreme and obvious
reasons. But a year earlier, a man who
had been picked up and let go turned up
a couple of hours later in the nearby high
street with an ax. Ten people were
injured and one of them, a woman in her



eighties, died a couple of weeks later.
There had been a public inquiry, which
had delivered its reportthe previous
month, so for the time being the police
were calling us in on a regular basis. I'd
been in the station several times, with
Francis or on my own. What was funny
about it, in a very unfunny way, was that
in providing our best guesses about these
mostly sad, confused, smelly people
sitting in a room in Stretton Green, we
were mainly providing the police with
an alibi. The next time something went
wrong, they could blame us. Detective
Inspector Furth was a good-looking man,
not much older than I was. As he greeted
me, he had an amused, almost impudent,
expression that made me glance



nervously at my clothes to make sure 7
nothing was out of place. After a few
moments [saw that this was just his
permanent expression, his visor against
the world. His hair was blond, combed
back over his head, and he had a jaw
that looked as if it had been designed all
in straight lines with a ruler. His skin
was slightly pitted. He might have had
acne as a child. "Dr. Quinn," he said
with a smile, holding out his hand. "Call
me Guy. I'm new here." "Pleased to meet
you," I said, and winced in the vise of
his handshake. "I didn't know you'd be
SO ... er ... young." "Sorry," I began, then
stopped myself. "How old do I need to
be?" "Got me," he said, with the same
smile. "And you're Katherine--Kit for



short. Dr. Hersh told me." Kit used to be
the special name my friends called me.
I'd lost control of that years ago, but it
still made me flinch a bit when a
stranger used 1it, as if they'd come into
the room while my clothes were off. "So
where 1s he?" "This way. You want
some tea or coffee?" "Thanks, but I'm in
a bit of a hurry." He led me across the
open-plan office, stopping at a desk to
pick up a mug in the shape of a rugby
ball, with the top lopped off like a
breakfast egg. "My lucky mug," he said,
as | followed him through a door on the
far side. He stopped outside the
interview room. "So who am I meeting?"
I asked. "Creep called Michael Doll."
"And?" "He was hanging around a



primary school." "He was approaching
children?" "Not directly." "Then what's
he doing here?" "The local parents have
started an action group. They give out
leaflets. They spotted him and things got
a bit nasty." "To put it another way, what
am I doing here?" Furth looked evasive.
"You know about these things, don't you?
They said you work at Market Hill."
"Some of the time I do, yes." In fact, |
divide my time between Market Hill,
which is ahospital for the criminally
insane, and the 9 Welbeck Clinic, which
provides assistance for the middle
classes 1n distress. "Well, he's weird.
He's been talking funny, muttering to
himself. We were wondering if he was a
schizophrenic, something like that."



"What do you know about him?" Furth
gave a sniff, as if he could detect the
man's stench on the other side of the
door. "Twenty-nine years old. Doesn't
d omuch of anything. Bit of
minicabbing." "Has he got a record of
sexual offenses?" "Bit of this, bit of that.
Bit of exposure." I shook my head. "Do
you ever think this is all a bit pointless?"
"What if he's really dangerous?" "Do
you mean, what if he's the sort of person
who might do something violent in the
future? That's the sort of thing I asked my
supervisor when I started at the clinic.
She answered that we probably won't
spot it now and we'll all feel terrible
afterwards." Furth's expression
furrowed. "I've met bastards like Doll,



after they've done their crime. Then the
defense can always find someone who'll
come in and talk about their difficult
childhood." Michael Doll had a full
head of shoulder-length hair, brown and
curly, and his face was gaunt, with
prominent cheekbones. He had strangely
delicate features. His lips in particular
looked like a young woman's, with a
pronounced Cupid's bow. But he had a
wall-eye and it was difficult to tell if he
was staring at me or just slightly past
me. He had the tan of a man who spent
much of his life outside. He looked as if
the walls were pressing in on him. His
large callused hands were tightly
clutched as if each was trying to prevent
the other from trembling. He wore jeans



and a gray windbreaker that wouldn't
have looked especially strange if it
weren't for the bulky orange sweater
underneath, which it failed to cover. 1
could see how, in an another life,
another world, he might have been
attractive, but weirdness hung about him
like a bad odor. As we came in he had
been talking quickly and almost
unintelligibly to a bored-looking 11
female police officer. She moved aside
with obvious relief as I sat down at the
table opposite Michael Doll and
introduced myself.I didn't get out a
notebook. There probably wouldn't be
any need. "I'm going to ask you some
simple questions," Isaid. "They're after
me," Doll muttered. "They're trying to



get me to say things." "I'm not here to
talk about what you've done. I just want
to find out how you are. Is that all right?"
He looked around suspiciously. "I don't
know. You a policeman?" "No. I'm a
doctor." His eyes widened. "You think
I'm 1l1? Or mad?" "What do you think?"
"I'm all right." "Good," I said, hating the
patronizing reassurance in my Vvoice.
"Are you on any medication?" He looked
puzzled. "Pills? Medicines?" "I take
stuff for my indigestion. I get these pains.
After I've eaten." He rapped his chest.
"Where do you live?" "I've got a room.
Over in Hackney." "You live alone?"
"Yeah. Anything wrong with that?"
"Nothing. I live on my own." Doll
grinned a small grin. It didn't look nice.



"You got a boyfriend?" "What about
you?" "I'm not a poof, you know." "I
meant have you got a girlfriend." "You
first," he said sharply. He was quick-
witted enough. Manipulative, even. But
not all that much more crazy than
anybody else in the room. "I'm here to
find out about you," I said. "You're just
like them," he said, a tremble of rage in
his voice. "You want to trap me into
saying something." "What could I trap
you into saying?" "I dunno, I ... I ..." He
started to stammer and the words
wouldn't come. He gripped the table
hard. A vein on the side of his forehead
was throbbing. "I don't want to trap you,
Michael," Isaid, standing up. I looked
over at 13 Furth. "I'm done." "And?" "He



seems all right to me." To my side I
could hear Doll, like a radio that had
been left on. "Aren't you going to ask
him what he was doingoutside the
school?" "What for?" "Because he's a
pervert, that's why," said Furth, finally
not smiling. "He's a danger to others, and
he shouldn't be allowed to hang round
kids." That was for me. Now he started
talking past me at Doll. "Don't think this
is doing you any good, Mickey. We
know you."I glanced round. Doll's
mouth was frozen open, like a frog or a
fish. I turned to go and from that point on
I had only flashes ofawareness. A
smashing sound. A scream. A push from
one side. A tearing sensation down the
side of my face. I could almost hear it.



Quickly followed by a warm splashing
over my face and neck. The floor rising
to meet me. Linoleum hitting me hard. A
weight on me. Shouting. Other people
around. Trying to push myself but
slipping. My hand was wet. I looked at
it. Blood. Blood everywhere. Everything
was red. Unbelievable amounts
everywhere. | was being dragged, lifted.
It was an accident. I was the accident.

115

"And I said, "Yes, yes, I do believe in
God," but God can be the wind in the
tree and the lightning in the sky." He
leaned forward and pointed at me with
his fork, this man who I wasn't going to
be going home with at the end of the



evening, and whose phone number I
would lose. "God can be your
conscience. God can be a name for love.
God can be the Big Bang. "Yes," I said,
"I believe that even the Big Bang may be
the name for your faith." Can I top you
up?" That was the stage of the evening
that we'd arrived at. Six bottles of wine
among eight of us, and we were only on
the main course. Sloppy fish pie with
peas. Poppy is one of the worst cooks I
know. She makes industrial quantities of
unsuccessful nursery food. 1 looked
across at her. Her face was flushed. She
was arguing about something with Cathy,
waving her arms around
overemphatically, leaning forward. One
of her sleeves trailed in the plate. She



was bossy, anxious, unconfident,
perhaps unhappy, always generous--she
was throwing this small dinner party in
honor of my recovery and my imminent
return to work. She felt my eyes on her
and looked my way. She smiled and
looked suddenly young, like the student
she'd been when I met her ten years ago.
Candlelight makes everybody look
beautiful. Faces around the table were
luminous, mysterious. I looked at Seb,
Poppy'shusband, a doctor, a
psychiatrist.  Our territories bordered.
That's what he had once said. I'd never
thought of myself as having a territory,
but he sometimes seemed like a dog
patrolling his yard, barking at anyone
who  cametoo close. His sharp,



inquisitive features were smoothed by
the kind, guttering light. Cathy was no
longer brown and heavy but golden and
soft. Her husband at the other end was
cast into secret shadows. The man on my
left was all planes of light and darkness.
"I said to her, "We all need to believe in
something. God can be our dreams. We
all needto have our dreams."" "That's
true." I slid a forkful of cod into my
mouth. "Love. "What is life without
love?" I said, I said,"--he raised his
voice and addressed the table at large--
""What's 17 life without love?"" "To
love," said Olive, opposite me, lifting
her empty glass and laughing like the
peal of a cracked bell. A tall, dark,
aquiline woman with her blue-black hair



piled dramatically on top of her head.
I've always thought she looks like a
model rather than a geriatric nurse. She
leaned across and planted a smacking
kiss on the mouth of her new boyfriend,
who sat back in his chair looking dazed.
"More fish pie, anyone?""Is there
someone in your life?" murmured my
neighbor. He really was quite tipsy.
"Someone to love?" I blinked and tried
not to remember. Another party, another
life away, before I'd nearly died and
come back to life as a woman with a
scar bisecting her face: Albie in a spare
bedroom in a stranger's house, with
someone  else. His hands on her
strawberry-pink dress, pushing its straps
off her shoulders; her creamy breasts



swelling under his hands. Her eyes
closed, her head tipped back, the bright
lipstick smudged. He said, "No, no, we
mustn't" in a drunken slur, but let her
anyway, slack and passive while her
fingers unreeled him. I had stood there
on the landing, gazing in, not able to
move or speak. There are only so many
things one can do in sex, I thought then,
watching this tableau; all the gestures we
think are our own belong to other people
too. The way she rubbed her thumb
across his lower lip. Ido that. Then
Albie saw me and I thought, There are
only so many ways you can catch your
lover with somebody else. It seemed
unoriginal. His lovely shirt hung loose.
We had stared at each other, the woman



lolling between us. We stared and I
could hear my heart beat. What's life
withoutlove? "No," I said. "Nobody
now." Poppy rapped her knife against
her glass. Upstairs I heard a child shriek.
There was aloud thump on the ceiling
above us. Seb frowned. "I want to make
a toast," she said. She cleared her throat.
"Hang on, let me fill the glasses." "Three
months ago, Kit had her terrible ... thing.
..."" My neighbor turned and looked at my
face. I put up my hand to cover the scar,
asif his gaze was burning it. 19 "She
was attacked by a madman." "Well ..." I
began to protest. "Anybody who saw her
in that hospital bed, like I did, what he'd
done to her ... We were desperate."
Drink and emotion made Poppy's voice



wobble. I looked down at my plate, hot
with embarrassment. "But nobody should
judge her by appearances." She blushed
with alarm and looked at me. "I don't
mean the ... you know." I raised my hand
to my face again. I was always doing
that now, the gesture of self-protection I
hadn't managed at the time. "She may
look gentle, but she's a tough, brave
woman, she's always been a fighter, and
here she i1s, and on Monday she returns
to work, and this evening is for her, and
[ wanted everyone to raise their glasses
to celebrate her recovery and ... well,
that's it, really. I never was good at
making speeches at the best of times. But
anyway, here's to darling Kit." "To Kit,"
everyone chorused. Glasses, raised high,



chinked across the debris of the meal.
Faces glowing, smiling at me, breaking
up and re-forming in the candlelight.
"Kit." I managed a smile. I didn't really
want all this, and I felt bad about that.
"Come on, Kit, give us a speech." This
from Seb, grinning at me. You probably
know his face or his voice. You've heard
him giving opinions on everything from
serial killers' motivations to toddlers'
nightmares to the madness of crowds. He
compliments and smiles and does his
very best to make me feel good about
myself, but really, I suppose, sees me as
a hopeless beginner inhis own
profession. "You can't just sit there
lookingsweet and shy, Kit. Say
something." "All right, then." I thought



about Michael Doll, lunging across the
room, hand upraised. I saw his face, the
glint of his eyes. "I'm not really a fighter.
In fact I'm the opposite, I--was There
was a loud howl from upstairs, then
another. "Oh, for God's sake," said
Poppy, rising in her chair. "Other
children are in bed at ten thirty, not
beating each other up. Hang on,
everybody." "No, I'll go," I said, pushing
back my chair. "Don't be daft." "Really, I
want to. [ haven't 21 seen the children all
evening. I want to say good night to
them." I practically ran from the room.
As I climbed the stairs, I heard footsteps
pounding along the corridor, and little
whimpers. By the time I reached their
bedroom, Amy and Megan were in bed



with the covers pulled up. Megan, who
1s seven, was pretending to be asleep,
though her eyelids quivered with the
effort of keeping them shut. Amy, aged
five, lay on her pillow with her eyes
wide open. A velvet rabbit with shabby
ears and beady eyes lay beside her.
"Hello, you two," I said, sitting on the
end of Amy's bed. In the glow from the
night-light, I could see that there was a
red mark on her cheek. "Kitty," she said.
Apart from Albie, they were the only
people 1 knew who called me Kitty.
"Megan  hit me." Megan sat up
indignantly. "Liar! Anyway, she
scratched me, look. Look atthe mark."
She held out her hand. "She said I was a
bird-brain." "I did not!" "I've come to



say good night." I looked at them as they
sat up in their beds with their tousled
heads, bright eyes and flushed cheeks. I
put a hand on Amy's forehead. It was hot
and damp. A clean smell of soap and
child's sweat rose off her. She had
freckles across the bridge of her nose
and a pointed chin. "It's late," I said.
"Amy woke me," said Megan. "Oh!"
Amy's mouth opened in a perfect circle
of outrage. Downstairs I could hear the
hum of voices, the scrape of cutlery on
china, someone laughing. "How shall I
get you to go to sleep?" "Does it hurt?"
Amy put out one finger and poked my
cheek, making me flinch. "Not now."
"Mummy says it's a shame," said Megan.
"Does she?" "And she said Albie's



gone." Albie had tickled them, given
them lollipops, blown through his
cupped hands to make owl noises.
"That's right." "Won't you have babies,
then?" "Ssh, Amy, that's rude." "Maybe
one day," I said. I felt 23 a little throb of
longing in my belly. "Not yet, though.
Shall I tell you a story?" "Yeah," they
said together, in triumph. They'd got me.
"A short one." I searched around in my
mind for something usable. "Once upon a
time there was a girl who lived with her
two ugly sisters and ..." A joint groan
came from the beds. "Not that one."
"Sleeping Beauty, then? Three Little
Pigs? Goldilocks?" "Bo-o-ring. Tell us
one you made up yourself," said Megan.
"Out of your own head." "About two



girls .." prompted Amy. his... called
Amy and Megan ..." his... and they have
an adventure in a castle." "OK, OK.
Let's see." I beganto talk without any
idea of how I was goingto continue.
"Once there were two little girls called
Megan and Amy. Megan was seven and
Amy was five. One day they got lost."
"How?" "They were going for a walk
with their parents, and it was early
evening, and a great storm blew up, with
thunder and lightning and winds howling
round them. They hid ina hollow tree,
but when the rain stopped they realized
they were all alone in a dark forest, with
no idea of where they were." "Good,"
said Megan. "So Megan said they should
walk until they came to a house." "And



what did I say?" "Amy said they should
eat the blackberries onthe bushes
around them to stop themselves from
starving. They walked and walked. They
fell over and scraped their knees. It got
darker and darker and lightning flashed
and big black birds kept flapping past
them, making horrible screeching
sounds. They could see eyes peering at
them from the bushes ... animal eyes."
"Panthers." "I don't think there were
panthers in that--was "Panthers," said
Megan  firmly. "All right, panthers.
Suddenly, Megan saw a light shining
through the trees." "What about--was
"Amy saw it at the same time. They
walked towards it. When they reached it,
they found it came from an oil lamp



hanging above an arched 25 wooden
door. It was the door to a great ruined
house. It looked scary, a spooky place,
but by now they were so tired and cold
and frightened that they decided to take a
chance. They rapped on the door, and
they could hear the sound echoing inside,
like the beat of a drum." 1 paused. They
were silent now, their mouths open. "But
nobody came, and more and more big
black birds screeched around them, until
there was a dark cloud of birds in the
sky. Black birds and flashes of lightning,
and rumbles of thunder, and the branches
of trees swaying in the wind. So Megan
pushed hard on the door and it swung
open, with a squeaky creak. Amy took
the oil lamp from the entrance, and



together the two little girls went into the
ruined house. They held hands and
stared around. "There  was a
passageway, with water running down
the walls. They followed it until they
came to a room. It was painted all blue,
with a cold blue fountain bubbling in the
middle and a high blue ceiling, and they
could hear the sound of waves crashing
on the shore. It was a room of water, of
oceans and faraway places, and it made
them feel that they were further from
home than they had ever been before. So
they walked a bit further and came to
another room. It was a green room, with
ferns and trees in pots, and it reminded
them of the parks they liked playing in
and made them feel more homesick than



they had ever felt before. So they walked
a bit further and came to a third room.
The door was shut. It was painted red.
For some reason they felt very scared of
this room, before they even opened the
door." "Why?" asked Megan. She
reached out a hand and I clasped it in my
own. "Behind the red door lay the red
room. They knew that inside this room
was everything they were most afraid of.
Different things for Megan than for Amy.
What are you most scared of, Megan?"
"Dunno." "What about being high up?"
"Yeah. And falling off a boat and dying.
A ndbeing dark. And tigers. And
crocodiles." "That's what was inside the
red room for Megan. And Amy?" "Amy
hates spiders," said Megan gleefully.



"She  screams." "Yeah, and poison
snakes.  Fireworks exploding in my
hair." "OK. So what did Megan and 27
Amy do now?" "Run away." "No, they
didn't. They wanted to see inside. They
wanted to see those tigers and boats and
crocodiles--was "And poison snakes--
was "And poison snakes. So they pushed
open the door and they went into the red
room, and they looked around and it was
red everywhere. It was red on the
ceiling and red on the walls and red on
the floor." "But what was in it?" asked
Megan. "Where was the crocodiles?" I
paused, nonplussed. What actually was
in the room? I hadn't thought of this bit of
the story. I toyed with the idea of a real
live tiger that would eat them both.



"There was a little stuffed tiger," I said.
"And astuffed crocodile." "And a
stuffed snake." "Yes, and a little toy boat
and there was lovely food to eat and a
big lovely soft bed. And Megan and
Amy's parents. And they tucked them up
in the bed and gave them a big kiss and
they fell asleep." "With a night-light."
"With a night-light." "I want another
story," Megan said. | leaned down and
kissed two grumpy foreheads. '"Next
time," I said, backing out of the room.
"Tailed off a bit at the end, I thought." 1
started and looked round. Seb was
smiling atme. "Where did you get it
from? The Bruno Bettelheim collection
of bedtime stories?" He said it with a
grin, but I answered him seriously. "It



was a dream I had in hospital." "But I
don't suppose there were toys and a
warm bed in your red room." "No."
"What was there?" "I don't know," 1
said. I was lying. | felt my stomach lurch
at the memory of it.

Later, I refused the offer of a lift home
from my drunken friend who believed
God was the Big Bang, and walked the
mile from Poppy and Seb's to my flat in
Clerkenwell. The cool, damp wind blew
in my face, and my scar tingled faintly.
The half-moon floated between 29 thin
clouds, above the orange street-lamps. I
felt happy and sad and a little bit drunk.
I'd made my speech--about friendship
helping me through, all of the trite, true



phrases about valuing life more now--
and eaten apple crumble. Made my
excuses and left. Now I was alone. My
footsteps echoed in the empty streets,
where puddles glinted and cans rattled
in gateways. A cat wrapped itself
around my legs then disappeared into the
shadows of an alleyway. At home, there
was a message on the answering-
machine from my father. "Hello," he
said, in a plaintive voice. He paused and
waited, then: "Hello? Kit? It's your
father." That was it. It was two in the
morning and I was wide awake, my
brain buzzing. I made myself a cup of
tea--so easy when it's just for one. A bag
and boiling water over it; then a dribble
of milk. Sometimes I eat standing at the



fridge, or prowling around the kitchen. A
slice of cheese, an apple, a bread roll
past its sell-by date, a biscuit munched
absentmindedly. Orange juice drunk out
o fits carton. Albie used to cook huge
elaborate meals--lots of meat and herbs
and spices; pans boiling over; strange
misshapen cheeses on the window-sill;
bottles of wine uncorked at the ready;
laughter rolling and swilling through the
rooms. [ sat on my sofa and sipped the
tea. And because I was alone, and in a
maudlin kind of mood, I took out her
photograph. She was my age then, I
knew that, but she looked ludicrously
young and long ago. Like a faraway
child; someone glimpsed through a gate
at the end of the garden. She was sitting



on a patch of grass with a tree behind
her, wearing frayed denim shorts and a
red T-shirt. The gleam of sunshine was
on her, dappling her bare, rounded
knees. Her pale brown hair was long
and tucked behind her ears, except for a
strand that fell forward over one eye. A
moment later, and she would have
pushed itback again. She had a soft,
round face, sprinkled with tiny summer
freckles, and gray eyes. She looked like
me; everybody who had ever known her
always said that: "Don't you look like
the image of your mother? Poor dear,"
they would add, meaning me, her, both
of us, I suppose. She died before I was
old enough to keep her 31 as a memory,
though I used to try to edge myself back



through the foggy early years of life, to
seeif I could find her there, on the
bleached-out edge ofrecollection. All 1
had were photographs like this, and
stories told to me about her. Everyone
had their own versions. I had only other
people's word for her. So it wasn't
really my mother I was missing now, but
the impossibly tender idea of her. I
knew, because of the date my father had
written punctiliously on the back, that
she was already pregnant, though you
couldn't tell. Her stomach was flat, but I
was there, invisible, rippling inside her
like a secret. That's why I loved the
photograph: because although nobody
else knew it, it was both of us together.
Me and her, and love ahead. I touched



her with my finger. Her face shone up at
me. [ still cry when I see her.

2

I have always been nervous of New
Year's Eve. I can't make myself wholly
believe in a fresh start. A friend once
told me this meant [was really a
Protestant rather than a Catholic. I think
she meant that I trail my life behind me:
my dirty linen and my unwanted
baggage. Nevertheless, I wanted my
return to work to be a new beginning.
The flat was cluttered with all the things
that Albie had left behind. It had been
six months, yet I still had a couple of his
shirts inthe cupboard, an old pair of
shoes under my bed. I hadn't properly



thrown him out. Bits of him kept turning
up, like pieces of wreckage washed up
on a beach after a storm. That Sunday
evening, I put on a pair of white cotton
trousers and an orange top with three-
quarter-length sleeves and lace around
the neck, like a vest. I put mascara on my
lashes, gloss on my lips, the smallest
dabof perfume behind my ears. I
brushed my hair and piled it, still damp,
on top of my head. It didn't matter. He
would come, and then a bitlater he
would go away again, and I would be in
my flat on my own once more, with the
windows open and the curtains closed
and a glass of cold wine and music
playing. Something calm. I stood in front
of the long mirror in my bedroom. I



looked quite steady. I smiled and the
woman smiled back, raising her
eyebrows, ironical. He was late, of
course. He is 33 always just a bit late.
Usually he arrives panting and out of
breath and smiling and talking before the
door is even half open, sweeping in on a
gust of conversation, on the crest of
some 1dea orother, on a boom of
laughter. I heard him laugh before I ever
saw him. I turned round, and there he
was, delighted with himself, enviable in
that, I thought at the time. He was quieter
today; his smile was wary. "Hello,
Albie." "You're looking very fine," he
said, contemplating me as if I were an
artwork on a wall that he hadn't quite
made up his mind about. He leaned



forward and kissed me on both cheeks.
His stubble scratched my skin, my scar,
his arms held my shoulders firmly. There
was black ink on his fingers. I allowed
myself to look at him, then stepped back,
out of his embrace. "Come on in, then."
He seemed to fill my spacious living
room. "How have you been, Kitty?"
"Fine," I said firmly. "I came and saw
you in hospital, you know. When I heard.
You probably don't remember. Of course
you don't. You were quite a sight." He
smiled, and put up a finger to trace my
injury. People seemed to like doing that.
"It's healing well. I think scars can be
beautiful." I turned away. "Shall we get
going?" We started in the kitchen. He
took his special mushroom knife, with a



brush on the end to flake away dirt, his
fondue set with its six long forks, his
ludicrous striped apron and chef's hat
that he insisted on wearing when he was
cooking, three cookbooks. Eel stew, I
remembered. Passion-fruit souffl@e that
had risen too much and blistered on the
roof of the oven. Mexican tacos filled
with mince and sour creamand onions.
He ate with gusto too, waving his fork
around and stuffing food into his mouth
and arguing and leaning across the
candles on the table to kiss me. Last
Christmas he'd eaten so much goose and
swigged it back with so much hearty red
wine that he'd gone to the casualty ward
thinking he was having a heart-attack.
"What about this?" I held up a copper



panwe'd bought together. "Keep it." 35
"Sure?" "Sure." "And all those Spanish
plates that we--was "They're yours." But
he took his dressing-gown, his South
American guitar music, his poetry and
physics books, his aubergine-colored
tie. "I think that's everything." "Do you
want a glass of wine?" He hesitated,
then shook his head. "I'd better be getting
back." He picked up his bag. "Funny old
world, 1sn't it?" "That's 1it, then?"
"What?" "Your epitaph on our
relationship.  Funny old  world." He
frowned at me. There were two vertical
creases above his nose. I smiled to
reassure him that it didn't really matter.
Smiled when he got up to leave with his
boxes, smiled when he kissed me



goodbye, smiled as he walked down the
steps to his car, smiled as he drove
away. Now I was going to look ahead,
not behind.

The Welbeck Clinic stands in a quiet
residential street in King's Cross. When
it was built in the late fifties, the whole
point was that it shouldn't look like an
oppressive institution. After all, it was
going to be a bulldingin which
psychiatrists solved people's problems
and made them happy and sent them back
into the world. What was meant by not
looking institutional was that it didn't
look Victorian, with Gothic towers and
small angled windows. Unfortunately the
design was so successful and highly



praised and prize-winning that it
influenced the construction of urban
primary schools, medical centers and
old people's homes, and the Welbeck
Clinic now looked very institutional
indeed. Normally I didn't really see the
building, just as [ wasn't conscious of my
own breathing. I went to it every day,
worked and talked and studied and drank
coffee there. But now, walking up the
steps after weeks away, I saw that the
building was middle-aged, the concrete
stained and cracked. The door dragged
on the stone step, scraping like
fingernails as I pulled it open. I arrived
at Rosa's office and she immediately
came out and gave me a long hug. Then
she held me back to contemplate me with



a 37 semi-humorous expression of
inquiry. She was dressed simply in
charcoal slacks and a navy blue sweater.
Her hair was quite gray now and when
she smiled her face almost shimmered in
all 1its fine wrinkles. What was she
thinking? When [ had first met her,
almost seven years earlier, I had already
known her extraordinary work on child
development. I'd occasionally been
puzzled by this great expert on children
who had never had children herself, and
I sometimes wondered if the rest of us at
the clinic were competing to be her
cleverest son or daughter. There may
have been something maternal about the
way she presided over the Welbeck, but
1t wasn't necessarily wise to rely on a



mother's softness and forgiveness. She
had a steely objectivity as well. "We've
missed you, Kit," she said. "Welcome
back." I didn't speak. I just pulled a face
that was meant to look affectionate.
There were butterflies in my stomach; it
felt like my first day at secondary
school. "Let's go outside and talk," she
added briskly. "I think it's cleared up.
Isn't the weather funny at the moment?"
We walked toward the garden at the
back and Francis met us on the way. He
was also dressed casually, in jeans and
a dark blue shirt. As usual he was
unshaven, his hair rumpled. He was a
man who wanted to look like an artist
rather than a scientist. When he saw me,
he held out his arms and we had rather



a nawkward few seconds of walking
toward each other before I could step
into his embrace. "So good to have you
here again, Kit. You're sure you're
ready?" I nodded. "I need to work. It's
just ... this bit 1s rather like getting back
on a horse again after a fall." Francis
pulled a face. "I'm glad to say I've never
been anywhere near a horse. Best idea is
not to get on one in the first place." It
had rained earlier but now the sun was
out and the wet flagstones glittered and
steamed. The benches were sodden so
we stood in a group self-consciously,
like people who had just been
introduced at a drinks party. "Remind me
of today's schedule," said Rosa, for
something to say. "This morning I'm



going to see Sue." 39 Sue was an
anorexic twenty-three-year-old, so thin
she looked as if the light could shine
through her. Her beautiful eyes were like
brimming pools in her shriveled little
face. She looked like a child, or an old
woman. "Good," she said crisply. "Take
it at your own pace. Let us know if
there's any help youneed." "Thanks."
"There's one more thing." "Yes?"
"Compensation." "Oh." "Yes. Francis is
certainly of the view thatyou should
consider legal action." "Open and shut
case," said Francis. "It was even done
with the policeman's own bloody mug,
wasn't 1t? What on earth did he think he
was up to?"I looked over at Rosa.
"What do youthink?" "I would rather



hear what you think." "I don't know what
I think. It was all so confused. You know
that the Crown Prosecution Service ..." |
tried to recall the wording of the letter
I'd received his... declined to proceed
against Mr. Doll. Maybe it was their
mistake. Maybe it was my mistake.
Maybe it was just anaccident. I'm not
sure what I'd be after." "About a couple
of hundred grand, some of us reckon,"
said Francis, with a smile. "I'm not sure
that Doll really meant to hurt anybody.
He was just flailing around, panicking.
He picked up the mug and smashed it
against the wall, and cut himself, and
then he cut me. He wasa mess even
before the police had finished with him.
You know what happens to people in



police cells. They go crazy. They kill
themselves or fly atother people. I
should have been prepared for that." |
looked at Rosa and Francis. "Are you
shocked? Do you want me to be angrier?
Out for Doll's blood?" I shuddered. "The
police beat him up pretty badly before
throwing him into a cell. By the sound of
it, they thought they were doing me a
favor. They must be furious that he got
off." "They are," said Rosa drily. "And it
was Furth's mistake, though he will
never admit to that, of course. And mine,
too. Perhaps I wasn't concentrating hard
enough. Anyway, I just don't see the
point of 41 suing them. Who would it
help?" "People should be held
responsible for their mistakes," Francis



said. "You could have died." "But I
didn't. I'm fine." "Think about it, at
least." "I think about it all the time," 1
said. "I dream about it at night.
Somehow the 1dea of getting someone to
compensate me by giving me money
doesn't really seem relevant just now."
"I hear what you're saying," said
Francis, in a tone that made me want to
tweak his nose.

It was raining steadily as I drove back;
warm summer rain that splashed on my
windscreen, and sprayed up in iridescent
arcs from the wheels of the trucks that
thundered past. The rush-hour traffic
was building, and my eyes felt gritty, my
throat a bit sore. As I pulled up outside



my flat, I saw that a man was standing at
the front door. He had on a raincoat, his
hands in the pockets, and he was looking
up at the house. He heard my car door
slam, and turned to me. His blond helmet
of hair gleamed in the rain. His thin lips
stretched into a smile. I looked at him
for a long time and he just looked back
at me. "Detective Inspector Guy Furth," I
said.l felt myself surveyed and
evaluated under his gaze and I tried not
to flinch. "You look good, Kit," he said,
and smiled, as if we were old mates.
"What's this about?" "Can I come in for a
moment?" I gave a shrug. It seemed
easier just to agree.

3



"I've never been here before," he said,
looking around. I couldn't help laughing
at that. "Why on earth should you have
been? We've only met the once.
Remember?" "Feels like more," he said,
walking around as if he were thinking of
buying it. He went across to the back
window, which looked out over the
expanse of grass. "Nice view," he said.
"You don't see that from the front. Nice
bit of green." I didn't reply, and he
turned 43 round with a smile that was
betrayed by his eyes. They flickered
warily around the room as if he were an
animal that feared being caught from
behind. I always felt that my flat changed
with each person who entered it. I would
see it through their eyes. Or, rather, I



would see it the way | imagined the
personwould see it. This flat would
look too bareto Furth, lacking in
comfort and decoration. There was a
sofa and a rug on a varnished wooden
floor. There was an old stereo in the
corner and a pile of CD'S stacked next to
it. There were bookshelves full of
books, and books on the floor. The walls
were whitewashed and almost bare.
Most pictures irritated me or, worse
still, they stopped irritating me. I found it
painful the way, after weeks or months, a
picture that had unsettled me would
become unnoticed, just another part of
the decoration. When I stopped noticing
a picture, I put it away or got rid of it
until I had only two. There was a



painting of two bottles on a table that my
father had given me when [ was twenty-
one. It was by a hopeless old friend of
his, a distant cousin. I could never walk
past it without it stopping me. And there
was a photograph of my father's father
and his brother and sister in front of a
studio backcloth somewhere in what
must have been the mid-1920's. My
grandfather was wearing a sailor suit.
All  three of themhad a strange
suppressed smile on their faces, as if
they were holding back a giggle at a joke
out of our view, out of our hearing. It
wasa lovely photograph. One day,
maybe in a hundred years' time, someone
would have that picture on the wall and
they would be amused by it and they



wouldwonder: Who were those
children? I looked at Furth and saw that
for him, ofcourse, it meant nothing
Maybe there was just atouch of
bafflement and scorn. Is this all? This is
what Kit Quinn comes back to every
night? He stood too close to me and
looked into my eyes with an expression
of concern that turned my stomach.
"How are you now?" he said.
"Everything all right with the face?"I
stepped back before he could stroke my
scar. "l didn't think we'd ever meet
again," Isaid."We felt bad about you,
Kit, Furth  said, before adding
hurriedly: "Not that it was anybody's
fault. He was like a mad animal. It took
four of us to lay him out. You should



have paid more 45 attention when I told
you he was a pervert." "Is that what
you've come round to say?" "No." "Then
why are you here?""Chat." "What
about?" He looked shifty. "We wanted
some advice." "What?" I was so startled
by the wild unexpectedness of this that I
had to make some effortnot to giggle
"You're here about a case?" "That's
right. We wanted a chat. Have you got
anything to drink?" he asked. "Like
what?" "A beer or something." I went
and found a bottle of something
Bavarian-looking in the back of the
fridge and brought it to him. "Do you
mind 1f I smoke?" I fetched him a saucer
from the kitchen. He pushed the glass |
had given him to one side and took a



swig from the bottle. Then he lit the
cigarette and drew on it several times.
"I'mworking on the Regent's Canal
murder." he said finally. "You've heard
about 1t?" I thought for a moment. "I saw
something in the paper a few days ago.
Body found by the canal?" "That's the
one. What did you think?" "Sounded
sad." I grimaced at him. "A little story at
the bottom of a page. A young drifter.
The only reason there was any story at
all was that there were some nasty
injuries. They didn't even know her
name, did they?" "Still don't. But we've
got a suspect." I shook my head. "Well
done. Now--was He held up his hand.
"Ask me the name of the suspect."
"What?" "Go on." He grinned widely



and settled back in the chair with his
arms folded, waiting. "OK," 1 said
obediently. "What is the name of the
suspect?" "His name 1s Anthony Michael
Doll." I stared at him, taking it in. He
looked back, cheerily triumphant. "There
now, see why you were just the person
for the job? Perfect, eh?" "Chance to get
my own back," I said. "I missed out on
my chance to give him a kicking in the
cell, so perhaps I can help to send him
47 down for murder. Is that the idea?"
"No, no," he said, in a soothing tone.
"My boss was interested in you doing
some work for us. Don't worry, you get
your fee. And it might be fun. Ask your
friend Seb Weller." "Fun," I said. "How
could I resist? And we had such a good



time before." I went over to the fridge
and pulled out an open bottle of white
wine. I poured myself a full glass and
held it up to the fading light. Then I took
a mouthful and felt the icy cold liquid
trickle down my throat. I stared out the
window, at the red sun low in the
turquoise sky. The rain had stopped and
it was going to be a beautiful evening. |
turned back to Furth. "Why do you think
it's Doll?" He looked surprised, and then
pleased. "You see? You're interested.
He spends his days fishing on the canal.
He's there every bloody day. He came
forward when we had our appeal for
anybody who'd been in the area." Furth
looked sharply round at me. "Does it
surprise you?" "How?" "A man like that,



coming forward." "Not necessarily," |
said. "If he's innocent, he's better oft
identifying himself. And if he's guilty ..."
I stopped. I didn't want to be sucked into
a  consultation  based on Furth's
thumbnail sketch of a suspect. He
winked at me anyway, as if he'd caught
me. "If he's guilty," he said, "he might
like to get involved in the inquiry, even
in a small way. What do you think?" "It's
been known," I said. "Of course it's been
known. People like that love it. They
want to be close to it, to feel how clever
they are. A little extra kick. The sick
bastards." "So what did he say?" "We
haven't interviewed him." "Why not?"
"We'll let him stew a bit. But we haven't
been lying down. We've got this young



officer called Colette Dawes. Nice lady.
Clever. She's got to know him. In plain
clothes, of course. Got him talking. You
know the sort of thing. Bit of a drink, bit
of flattery, bit of crossed legs when he's
looking, steer the conversation. In the
meantime, she's wearing a wire and
we've got the tapes. 49 Hours of them."
"That's your investigation?" [ said,
baffled. "Getting a female officer to flirt
with him?" Furth leaned forward with an
urgent expression on his face. "I'm not
going to say anything," he said, in a
conspiratorial whisper. "We just want
your professional opinion of him. Off the
record. It wouldn't take long. Just look at
his file and then have a brief talk with
him. You know the kind of thing--a



preliminary assessment of him." "Talk to
him?" "Sure. Have you got a problem
with that?" Of course I had a problem
with that and now I knew that I couldn't
say no. "No problem," I said. "This
woman, Colette Dawes, does she know
what she's doing?" Furth pulled a face.
"She can look after herself. We're
always around, anyway. Look, Kit, I can
understand you feeling nervous. We
thought 1t might be a way of making you
feel better." He took a sip from his beer.
And you wanted to make sure I wouldn't
sue for compensation, Ithought to
myself. "Thank you, Doctor," I said.
"Maybe itwould." "So, what do you
say?"I stood up and walked to the
window, looking out over that hidden



lawn trapped between the backs of
office buildings. It was early evening
now but it wasn't dark or even twilight.
The light was softening from harsh
yellow into gold. "It's a plague pit, you
know," 1 said. "What?" "Bodies were
tossed in a pit there during the plague.
Covered with quicklime. Buried.
Forgotten about." "Bit creepy." "No, it
isn't," I said, turning back to him. "T'll
just say one thing now. I don't know
anything about your case. | think this
woman playing Mata Hari is a crackpot
idea. I don't know what authority you're
doing this onand I don't want to know.
To me it seems irresponsible, it may
even be illegal, but then I'm a doctor, not
a lawyer." "Will you let me know,



though?" "Yes." "When?" "How about a
couple of days? There's 51 someone |
need to talk to first." "You'll ring?"
"Yes." He went and I stayed for many
minutes looking out of the window. Not
at Furth, not out of that window. I looked
out at the grass, watching the green
change and fade in the glorious evening.
Dead people. Dead people everywhere.

4

I phoned Rosa at once, at home. I
couldn't wait. "Furth came to see me," |
said. "Who?" "The detective. The one
who was there when it happened, when I
was attacked." I told her the whole story
and as I told itthe more bizarre and
unprofessional it sounded. "And what



did you say?" she asked finally. "I was
taken aback." "But curious." "Curious? 1
felt pulled." "What does that mean, Kit?"
"I wake in the night. Or sometimes I
don't wake in the night. It hardly seems
to make a difference. And I go over and
over it, as if it is still happening to me.
Or as if it is about to happen and I can
do something to stop it, wind back the
clock. It's like I am back in that room
again, and there's red blood everywhere.
Mine. His." "So you want to meet Doll
again and reduce him to his human size?"
"You're a clever woman, aren't you?"
"You know, I've never thought being
clever was veryimportant. Look, Kit,
I'm just goingto say two things to you
and they're the two things you must have



had in mind when you decided to ring
me. The firstis whether you'll do
yourself any good by seeing this man.
The second is that it doesn't really matter
what good it does you. You're being
brought in to do a job. Can you do that?"
"Yes. I think so." There was a pause.
"It's dangerous to ask for advice, Kit.
You might not get the advice you
wanted." She gave a sigh. "I'm sorry. In
my opinion you shouldn't do this. Now
why do I think you're not going to pay
any attention to what I 53 say?" "It must
be a bad line." "Yes, it must be that." I
put down the phone. It was twilight
outside. Once more the rain splashed
down the window-panes and rattled and
slapped in the wet trees outside. Wild



July, bashed and drenched by warm
gales. I went and stood by the window
and looked out at the garden below, the
waterlogged lawn. A couple, holding
hands, sloshed together across the grass,
through the piles of sodden blossom and
the shallow puddles. She turned her face
toward his, laughing in the half-
darkness. 1 moved away from the
window. Love and work, that's what gets
you through the days. The phone rang,
startling me out of my reverie. "Is that
Kit?" The voice sounded very far away.
Crackly. Was it abroad? Maybe not.
New York can sound closer than South
London. It is, in away. "Yes?" "It's
Julie." Dull silence. Julie. Julie. Julie.
Couldn't think of anybody. "Julie



Wiseman." "Oh, Julie. But I thought you
were ..." She'd gone away. Dropped oft
the face of myearth. "I'm back in
London." Back from where? Should I
know? I tried to picture her as I'd last
seen her. Dark curly hair--pinned up,
wasn't it? There was a rush of memory,
like a breath of warm air, that made me
smile. Cigarettes late at night in cheap
restaurants. One night we were all there
so late that the cooks came out of the
kitchen with a bottle of wine and sat
with us. Above all, Julie had done the
thing we all said we wanted to do and
secretly knew we would never dare to.
She had been a math teacher in a
secondary school and she handed in her
notice and set off around the world or



around South America or wherever it
was. | felt myself soften. I said that we'd
missed her and that it would be great to
see her. And she said it would be great
to come and see me, and then it quickly
emerged that it would be great if she
could do evenmore than that. I
remembered now. She'd given up her flat
when she left. What had she done with
her stuff? Given it all away, knowing 55
her. That was Julie, generous with her
0 W n possessions, generous with your
possessions. Could she stay for a day or
two? 1 paused for a moment. I couldn't
think of a single reason why it wouldn't
be better to have somebody else here
with me for a bit. She came through the
door with a waft of elsewhere about her.



A vast rucksack and a brown canvas bag
hit the floor so that dust rose off them.
She wore brown leather shoes, rough
khaki trousers, a blue padded jacket that
had a sort of Tibetan look to it. Her face
didn't justlook tanned. It was beyond
tanned. It looked sanded, seasoned,
weather-blown, polished. Her hands and
wrists were brown as well, and her
eyes, bright as semi-precious stones,
were grinning at a joke you hadn't seen
yet."Blimey, Kit, what on earth
happened to your face?" "Oh, well, as a
matter of fact ..." But she was head
down, rummaging in a plastic bag. "I've
go something for you," she said. I
expected her to produce some hand-
carved antique Buddha, but it was a



bottle of duty-free gin. "I thought you
might have some tonic to go with this,"
she said. "I could pop out and get some."
Clearly there was no doubt that this was
to be opened and poured straight away.
"It's all right," I said. "I've gotsome."
"And could I make myself something? I
slept for about thirteen hours on the
plane." "Where have you come from?" "I
stopped over for a couple of weeks in
Hong Kong," she said. "Amazing. Some
fried eggs maybe." "And bacon?" "That
would be great. And fried bread if
you've got some. For the last couple of
months I've been having a dream about
coming back to England and having a
real old fry-up--eggs and bacon and
tomatoes and bread all fried wup



together." "I'll get some tomatoes while
I'mat it. There's a twenty-four-hour shop
on the corner." "I've got something else
for you too." She got out a huge duty-free
carton of Marlboro cigarettes. "Actually
I don't smoke." "I sort of knew that,"
Julie said 57 with a smile. "Do you mind
if I light up?" "Not at all." Fifteen
minutes later, [ was sitting opposite Julie
at the kitchen table. I was sipping at my
gin and tonic. She was alternating sips
from her gin with gulps of treetrunk-
browntea and assaults on the great
platter of her very, very late breakfast.
As she ate she told me bits of stories:
treks at altitude, canoes, hitchhikers,
campfires, strange foods, a flood, war
zones, brief sexual encounters, a full-



blown affair in a harborfront apartment
in Sydney, crewing on a yacht between
Pacific Islands, waitressing jobs in San
Francisco and Hawaii and Singapore, or
was 1t S@ao Paulo and Santo Domingo?
And all this--it was understood--was
like a film trailer advertising coming
attractions. The full stories, in all their
texture, would betold to me in due
course. "I love this flat," she said. "I
alwaysdid."I was puzzled for a
moment. "Was I living here before you
left?" "Of course," she said, mopping up
a thick pool of yolk with a corner of
greasy bread. "I've been here several
times. I've beento dinner here." That
was right. I remembered now. It felt like
a rebuke. She had done so much, seen so



many strange sunsets, had so many
"experiences," all those sights, and all
the time I'd been here in Clerkenwell,
going out to work, having a room
painted. My work had seemed so
important, [ hadn't even taken a holiday
in the time Julie had been broadening her
mind. I caught a glimpse of myself in the
mirror. | looked so pale. As if Julie had
come back from being in the sun and
lifted a stone and found me stuck to the
underside, damp and sickly. "But in a
way I really envy you," she said, not
meaning it at all. "I stepped off the
ladder. I mean the career ladder. Now
I'm back and I've got to find a way back
on. Here I am. Back and totally
unemployable." She gave a laugh. She



was clearly, and rightly I had to admit,
very proud of herself. "And you," she
said, inthe moment I'd been dreading.
"What have you beenup to? How did
you get that amazingly sexy scar?" 59
"Someone attacked me in a police cell."
"God!" She looked suitably impressed.
"Why?" "I don't know. Because he was
panicking, I suppose." "How awful." She
chomped loudly for a few seconds.
"Was it really bad?" "Pretty bad. It
happened three months ago and I went
back to work today." "Today? You don't
mind me coming, do you?" Her face
creased in an anxious frown. "Landing
on you like this." "No, it's fine. As long
as 1t isn't for too--was "What else 1s
happening? Apart from being attacked by



a madman and nearly dying, [ mean." I
searched for a significant event. "Albie
and I split up," I said. "Finally." "Yes,"
Julie said sympathetically. "I remember
you talking about having problems." Oh,
fuck, I thought to myself. Really? Three
years ago? | seemed to be living a life
like one of those old-fashioned deep-sea
divers, walking along the bottom very,
very slowly in heavy lead boots. "So it
there anybody new?" "No," I said. "It
only happened recently." "Oh," she said.
"What about work?" "I'm still at the
clinic." "Oh," she said. I had to think of
something. I just had to. Or else I might
as well leave the room and phone the
Samaritans. "['ve been asked to do some
work for the police. Maybe it might even



turn into a kind of consultancy." Saying it
out loud to an outsider made it seem
real. She took a giant slug of gin,
swallowed it, then yawned. I could see
her white teeth, pink tongue, a glistening
tunnel of throat. "Amazing," she said.
"Did I tell you aboutthis man who
picked me and a friend up when we
were goingup to the Drakensberg
Mountains?" She hadn't but we moved
over to the sofa and she did now. The
full version, this time. It felt soothing,
Julie stretched out like a cat talking with
fond pleasure about these faraway
dangers while I took a sip of my drink
every few 61 minutes, and outside the
night came on very slowly, like a game
of Grandmother's Footsteps that I could



never win. And finally I looked up and
Julie was asleep, her drink still in her
hand, her brain having told her strong
brown body that it was in Thailand or
Hong Kong, and that it was actually
three in the morning. I slid the glass from
her fingers and she murmured something
unintelligible. Then I fetched a duvet
from the cupboard in my bedroom and
covered her with it, right up to her chin.
She gave a sigh and wrapped herself up
in it like a hamster in its nest. I couldn't
help smiling at the sight. This wanderer
was already more comfortable in my flat
than I was. I went into my bedroom and
took off my clothes. It had been the
strangest day--frantic with activity after
so many weeks of convalescence. My



head buzzed with thoughts. My skin felt
cold and exposed, like a twig peeled of
its bark. I climbed into bed and pulled
my ownduvet around me. I couldn't
seem to get it comfortably over me. |
knew that 1t was square but it felt as if it
were lozenge-shaped and there always
seemed to be a bit of my body exposed.
Atlast I allowed myself to think of the
girl found dead by the canal. Lianne, that
was her name, or the name she had
called herself. Just Lianne. A lost girl
with no real name. I would find out more
about her soon; tomorrow, perhaps. I
had to sleep, so that my brain would be
clear for tomorrow. Tomorrow I had to
see Doll. I touched my scar. Closed my
eyes. She wasn't by the canal anymore,



obviously. Lianne with no last name. She
would be in a cold metal cabinet, filed
away. I felt, almost physically, the size
of London stretching around me in all
directions. There were bad things going
on in some of those houses. But I tried to
convince myself that it didn't matter
statistically. Think of all the millions
and millions of houses in which good
things were happening, or nothing much
at all beyond loneliness or neglect. That
was the really amazing statistic. All
those houses in which no serious harm
was being done. It didn't cheer me up but
I fell asleep anyway.

563

Michael Doll's bedsit was above a dog-



grooming parlor in Homerton, in a road
full of strange and dingy shops that
always made me wonder how they could
possibly make any money. There was a
taxidermist, with a stuffed and faded
kingfisher staring with dull eyes out of
the window. Who had wanted to stuff a
kingfisher? There was a clothes shop
selling flowery aprons and Crimplene
slacks with heel straps; an everything-
under-11shop; a twenty-four-hour
grocer, where dented tins were stacked
in pyramids on the shelves and a fat man
sat at the till picking his nose. Number
24A. One of the windows was covered
with a billowing stretch of plastic. A
light was on.I turned to Furth. "You
know it's not meant to be this way round.



You should be looking at the case, and
theorizing a suspect, not looking at a
suspect and seeing if he can be fitted into
your case. I'm only doing this because
you've already fucked up, sending your
pretty Colette in with her wires and
flashing her slim legs." "Of course, Kit,"
he replied blandly, looking ahead down
the grim street. "Are youall right,
though?" "Fine." 1 wasn't going to tell
him that I'd been awake since three in the
morning, rehearsing for this moment. As
we got out of the car, | felt a spasm of
apprehension and clenched my fists. |
had put on a pair of black jeans, a long-
sleeved white T-shirt under an old suede
jacket, which hid my alarm. My hair was
loosely tied back. I wanted to look



relaxed and approachable, but business-
like as well. I was the doctor, friendly
but not a friend. I pressed the doorbell,
but couldn't hear ifit was ringing
upstairs. There was no reply. Irang
again and waited. Still no one came. |
pushed against the door and it swung
open. Istepped inside, and called:
"Hello? Michael?" My voice hung in the
msty air. The stairs were narrow and
bare. Balls of fluff lay on the boards.
The stairwell was painted hospital
green. | put my hand on the varnished
banister, which was tacky to the touch,
as iflots of sticky fingers had held it
before mine. There was hardly room for
the two of us. I went firstand Furth
followed, as if we were climbing a



winding staircase in the turret of a 65
castle. As I went up the flight of steps
toward the door at the top, I became
aware of a thick, meaty smell. Suddenly
I knew this was all wrong. "We can't do
this," I said to Furth, in a low voice.
"What do you mean?" Furth hissed.
"Have you lost your nerve?" I shook my
head. "No, no. I need to see him on my
own." "What are you talking about? I
can't let you do that, for Chrissake."
"Don't you see? You and me and him all
over again. What would he think?" Furth
looked around desperately, as if there
was someone else on the stairs who
could take charge. "You're not going in
there on your own." "You told me he
was a petty little pervert. What's the



problem?" "I've told you, I think he's a
killer." I thought. "You stay on the stairs.
['lIltell him you're there. It'll work."
Furth was silent for a moment. "I'll be
right outside. Just shout and I'll be in. Do
you hear me? One second's doubt and
you scream, Kit." "Perfect." 1 said,
taking a deep breath. "Stay a few steps
down until I'm inside. Michael?" I called
again, and rapped firmly against the
door, painted in the same depressing
green. Someone slid a chain lock into
place, thenpulled the door open a
couple of inches. "What do you want?"
A tiny segment of Doll's face peered out
at me. His eyes looked slightly
bloodshot; his pasty forehead was
covered in dozens of tiny under-the-skin



pimples. The smell was stronger now.
"It's Kit Quinn, Michael. Dr. Quinn. The
police phoned about me dropping by."
"But I wasn't expecting, [ haven't ... It's a
mess 1n here. You're too early.
Everything's a mess." "That doesn't
matter at all." "Wait. Wait." The door
shut on me and I could hear sounds of
him clearing up; things were being
dragged across the floor, drawers
slamming shut,a tap running. A few
minutes later the door opened, this time
full. Doll was there. I made myself 67
smile and I saw him smile back. I made
myself step forward. He had brushed his
lank hair back behind his ears, and
dabbed some kind of Ilotion over
himself. The sweet smell of it, combined



with the meaty odor, caught in my
nostrils. I made myself hold out my hand.
I saw it was quite steady. He shook it
delicately, as if it was a bomb that might
go off. His palm was soft and sweaty
against mine. He couldn't meet my eye.
"Hello, Michael," I said, and he stood
back to let me into the room. As I
stepped over the threshold, I heard a low
growl, then a dark shape hurtled toward
me. [ saw yellow teeth, a red tongue,
shining eyes, and smelled the fierce reek
of its breath against me before Doll
pulled it off. "Down, Kenny!" Kenny
was big and blackish-brown, with a
large amount of Alsatian in him. "Sorry.
Sorry." "That's fine. He didn't even touch
me." The chemical rush of fear sluiced



through my veins. The growl was still
rumbling at the back of Kenny's throat.
"No. I'm so sorry. So sorry." "Oh. You
mean about this." I touched my face and
he stared at the scar. "Sorry," he said
again. "Sorry sorry sorry. I didn't mean
... It was just the way they treat you ... It
wasn't really my fault, you were just
there and they said things." "I'm not here
to talk about that, Michael." "You're
with them." "I'm not with them. I want to
be straight with you. I'm a doctor, I talk
to people who have troubles, or who
need to talk, or want to talk. And I give
the police advice. They brought me here
but I told them to wait outside. I wanted
us to talk, just you and me." "Yes. They
beat me up too, you know. It wasn't only



you. Both of us."I looked at him and
considered why it might be that a man
like Michael Doll would never be given
a normal job, why he would scare most
womenaway. There was no single
explanation. It wassimply that
everything was a bit askew. I thought of
the way that drunk people pretend to be
sober, the way they might get all the
details right but fool nobody. Doll was
imitating a normal, socialized member of
the public. He 69 had even made a
special effort for my wvisit. He had
fastened the buttons of his shirt all the
way to the top and he was wearing a tie.
There was nothing strange about the tie,
but the knot had been pulled incredibly
tight and small. It looked as if it would



be impossible to undo. His worn
corduroy jacket was slightly too big and
he had rolled one sleeve inwards and the
other outwards, so that the lining showed
on one side but not on the other. His belt
had apparently split because it was
wound about with masking tape. He had
shaved but he had missed an improbably
large section, an archipelago of stubble,
under the line of his jaw. I didn't know if
he was an evil person or a psychopath. I
knew that he was poor and always had
been. I knew that he lived alone. I've
sometimes thought that the most
important words anybody says to us are
not "I love you." but "You can't go out
looking like that." People say it to us
over and over again as children, and as



we grow up, we internalize it and say it
to ourselves. So we grow up learning to
do the sort of things other people do, to
say the sort of things other people say,
so that we can pass unnoticed in the
world. There are men like Michael Doll
who never had it said to them, or not in
the right way. For them, doing the things
people do is a foreign language that they
always speak with a strange accent.
"Tea? Coffee?" Sweat was gathering on
his forehead. "Tea would be lovely." He
got two mugs out of an otherwise empty
cupboard. One was a Princess Diana
mug; the other had a chipped rim.
"Which would youlike?" "How about
the Diana one?" He nodded as if I had
passed some test. "She was special,



Diana." He met myeyes for a second
then his gaze flickered off again. He put
his hand up under his shirt and scratched
vigorously. "I loved her. Do you want,
um ..." gesturing at the sofa. I sat on it
gingerly, and said, "Yes, lots of people
loved her." He frowned, as if searching
for the right words, thenrepeated
hopelessly, "She was special." In the
corner of the cramped room, which
doubled as sitting room and kitchen,
were two large bones. A cloud of flies
buzzed noisily around them, and around
a bowl on the floor, half full of jellied
dog meat. On the wall, over 71 the
small, greasy cooker, was one of those
calendars featuring naked women with
vast breasts and dewy smiles. A pan



with hardening baked beans sat on the
hob. A small television was on in the
corner, with the sound on mute. A
horizontal white line flickered down the
screen. The sofa was covered in dog
hairs and stains that I didn't want to think
about. Beer cans and crisp packets and
overflowing ashtrays lay on the floor.
Through the door I could see a section of
Doll's bedroom. There were pictures,
torn from newspapers and magazines, all
over the wall. As far as I could tell, they
ranged from the semi-naked pouting
page-three girls to graphic pornography.
There were shelves on the wall, but not
for books -comfor apparently random
clutter: a plastic ballerina with one leg
broken off at the knee, six or seven old



and cracked radios, abicycle bell,
several muddy sticks, a dogcollar, a
notebook with a picture of a tiger on the
front, a yo-yo without any string, a
cracked pitcher, a girl's pink hairband
with arose on the front, one pale blue
sandal, a hairbrush, a length of chain, a
pewter basin, a ball of twine, a heap of
colored paper-clips, several old glass
bottles. I could imagine that a good fifty
percent of the British public would
believe Michael Doll deserved a life
sentence just for what he had done to this
flat. He saw me looking and said, halt
proudly and half defensively, "That's just
stuff Icollect. From the canal. You'd
never believe the things people throw
away." | watched as he put a tea-bag in



each mug, then four spoonfuls of sugar
into his. His hand was trembling so
much that the sugar scattered over the
work surface. "I like 1t sweet," he said.
"Want a biscuit?" I felt I couldn't eat
anything he'd evenlooked at. "No," I
said. "Help yourself." He took two
biscuits from a packet and dipped both
of them together into the tea until it
touched the tips of his fingers. The
biscuits were so soggy he had to hold
them in his other hand. He lifted them to
his mouth and ate them, licking them oft
his own skin with relish. His tongue was
thick and grayish. "Sorry," he said, with
a grin. 73 I brought my lips very close to
the tea inimitation of a sip. "So,
Michael," 1 said. "You know why I'm



here?" "They said I should tell you about
the girl." "I'm a doctor who's done some
work on people who commit crimes like
this." "Like  what?" "Violent, against
women, that sort of thing. Anyway, the
police have asked me for my advice on
the canal case." I saw aflicker of
interest in his good eye. He looked at me
intently for the first time. "Obviously," I
continued, "I'm interested in chatting
with anybody who might have seen
anything. You were one of the people
who came forward. You were in the
area." "I fish," he said. "I know." "I sit
there every day," he said. "When I'm not
working. It's peaceful down there, away
from all thenoise. It's like the
countryside in way." "Do you eat the



fish?" Doll looked appalled and
disgusted. "Can't stand fish," he said.
"Slimy smelly things. And you wouldn't
want to eat anything from that water. |
took one back for my dog once. Wouldn't
touch it. Now I just keep them in my net
and chuck themback at the end of the
day." "You were quite near the spot
where the victim was found." "That's
right." "Do you know what happened?"
"I looked for it in the papers. There
wasn't very much about it. She was
called Lianne. I saw an old picture of
her when she was alive. She was just a
girl. About seventeen, they said. That's
justa girl. It was terrible." "Is that why
you came forward?" "The police asked.
They wanted to talk to anybody who was



in the area." "How near were you?" "I
was a few hundred feet away. Toward
the river. I was there all day. Fishing,
like I said." "If Lianne had walked along
that way you'd have seen her." "I didn't
see her. But she might have walked past.
When I'm fishing 1 get lost inmy
thoughts. Did you see her?" "What?"
"Did you see the body?" 75 "No." "The
throat was cut." "That's right." "Is that a
quick way of dying?" "If you cut the
main arteries then it would be quick."
"There'd be a lot of blood, wouldn't
there? The killer, he'd be covered in it."
"I suppose so. I'm not really that sort of
doctor. Have you been thinking about
1t?" "Yeah, of course. I can't get it out of
my mind. That's why I wanted to hear



about what the police were doing." I
pretended to take another sip from my
tea."Are you interested in the
investigation?" | asked. "I've never been
near anything like this before. I thought I
could be part of it. I wanted to help."
"You said you can't get it out of your
mind." He shifted in his chair. He took
another biscuit but he didn't eat it. He
broke it into pieces and then into smaller
pieces until there were just crumbs on
the table. "I go over it." "Go over what?"
"That girl, walking along the canal and
then suddenly having her throat cut and
dying." I took a packet of cigarettes from
m y pocket, lifted from Julie's stash
specially for the occasion. He looked
up. I offered him one and he took it. I



tossed my box of matches across the
table, as if I was among friends. "The
police must have asked you if there was
anything at all you remembered." "That's
right." "I want to approach it from a
different angle that might jog a memory. |
want to know a bit about what you felt."
"What do you mean?" "About Lianne
being killed?" He shrugged. "I think
about it." "Because you were nearby?" "l
suppose." "What do you think about?" "I
go over it in my mind." "Over what?"
"X. It," he insisted. "I think what 1t must
have been like." "What do you think it
was like, Michael?" He laughed. "Isn't
that your job? Don't you try to imagine
what 1t must be like to kill women?" 77
"You said you couldn't get it out of your



mind." "l didn't see anything. So I
imagine it." "That's what interested me,"
I said. "If youdidn't see anything, why
did you come forward?" "Because I was
in the area. The police asked." "Are you
all right, Michael? Have you been
talking to anybody?" "You mean a
doctor?" "Yes." "What for?" "Sometimes
it helps to talk about it." "I have talked
about it." "Who to?""To a friend."
"And?" He shrugged. "We talked." There
was another pause. "You're interested in
the case. Is there anything you'd like to
know about it?" His look shifted now.
Evasively? "I'minterested in what the
police are doing. [ want to know how it's
going. I feel strange, being there and not
knowing anything." "When you can't get



it out of your mind, what do you see in
your mind?" He thought for a moment.
"It's like when you flash a light on and
off very quickly. I see the woman."
"Which woman?" "Just any woman. I see
her out there on the towpath. Someone
coming up behind her, grabbing her,
cutting her throat. 1 see it all in a
moment. I see it over and over." "What
does it make you feel?" He shook
himself, almost shivered. "I dunno.
Nothing. I just can't get rid of it. It's
there. I only wanted to help." His voice
was plaintive and high. He sounded like
a little boy. I remembered the details I
had read about his life yesterday in the
files, when I'd gone into the station to
talk with Furth: taken into care at eight,



having been neglected by his alcoholic
mother and beaten by his stepfather.
Twenty residential homes and ten sets of
foster-parents by the time he was
sixteen. A history of bed-wetting;
running away; of being bullied at school,
then of being a bully. He'd tortured a cat
in one of his foster-homes, and set fire to
his bedclothes inanother. He'd been
moved to a special unit for disturbed
children at thirteen, where his violent
behavior had escalated. By the time he
was 79 independent, living in a squalid
bed-and-breakfast, wandering around
streets with his wandering eyes, and
spying on girls in the park, he was a
crisis waiting to happen. "Nobody
listens," he went on fretfully. "That's



what the trouble is. Nobody ever listens.
You say something and they don't hear
you because they think you're scum, or
something, That's what they call you.
They don't hear what you say. That's why
I go fishing, where I don't have to meet
no one. Ican be there all day. Even
when it's raining. I don't mind the rain."
"Has nobody ever listened to you?"
"Nobody," he answered. "Not ever. Not
her." T guessed he meant his mother.
"She never cared. Didn't even see me
after I was taken away. Never seen me. |
don't even know if she's alive. If I ever
have a little baby boy or girlie"--here
his tone became cloyingly sentimental--
"T'll cuddle them and pet them and never
let them go." A column of ash crumbled



onto his trousers. "What about in the
homes?" 1 asked. "Did they listen to you
there?" "Them? That's a joke, that is.
Sometimes 1did bad things, I couldn't
help it, like I was all full of stuff inside
me and [ had to let it out, and they hit me
and locked me in my room and wouldn't
let me out even when I cried and cried."
His eyes filled again. "Nobody hears
you." "What about your friends?" I asked
cautiously. He shrugged, ground his
cigarette out. "Girlfriends?" Doll
became agitated. He picked at the cloth
of his trousers and his eyes darted off.
"There's a lady," he said. "She likes me,
that's what she said. I told her stuff."
"Stuff like what?" "Like, things I felt.
You know." "About  feelings?"



"Feelings, yeah. And other things. You
know." "Feelings you have about
women?" He mumbled incoherently.
"The feelings you have about women,
Michael, do they make you anxious?"
"Dunno." "Do you like women?" He
tittered nervously and said, "Course.
There's nothing wrong with me in that
area." 81 "I mean, like them as people.
Do you have friends who are women?"
He shook his head, lit another cigarette.
"When you think about the girl who was
murdered, what does that make you
feel?" "That Lianne, she was a girl
who'd run away. Don't blame her either.
I ran away, you know. I always thought
my mum would end up getting me back.
I'd smash her face in if she showed up



now, though. Smash it in with one of her
bottles, like, till there was nothing left.
That'd teach her." "So you wanted to
help the police, because you knew you'd
been in the area?" "Right. I keep going
over it in my mind. I can't stop. I make
up stories about it." He glanced at me,
then away. "I go back to the canal and sit
there and I think to myself, It may happen
again. It could, couldn't it? It could
happen again, right where I'm sitting."
"Does that frighten you?" "Kind of. It ..."
He licked his lips. "Kind of nervous and
kind of, you know ..." "Excited?" He
stood up and started to prowl round the
small room. "Do you believe me?"
"Believe what, Michael?" "Believe me,"
he repeated hopelessly. I hesitated



before replying. "I'm here to listen to
you, Michael. To hear your side of the
story. That's what I do: I listen to
people's stories." "Will you come back
again? | thought you'd be all angry with
me, after, you know ... what happened.
But you don't treat me like I'm no good."
"Of course not." "And you're pretty.
Don't get me wrong, I'm not--you know,
coming on. You're a lady. I like your
eyes. Gray. Like the sky. I like the way
they watch me."

Furth was sitting gloomily on the stairs. I
almost tripped over him. "So, what do
you think?" he asked, as if Thad just
emerged from the insect house at the zoo.
We walked out and got into the car. Doll



would probably be looking at us out of
the window. He would see me with
Furth. What would he think? I would
down the window and let the warm wind
gust over my face. A few heavy drops of
rain 83 splattered against the windscreen
and the sky darkened. "Poor." "That's 1t?
That's your profile of him? Poor? This is
the man who's wrecked your face.
Remember?" I sighed. "OK. Poor, sad,
uneducated, disturbed, self-pitying, self-
righteous, vicious, lonely, damaged,
scared." Furth grinned. "And you've only
had the starter. Now it's time for the
main course."

6

Back at the police station, I splashed



cold water over my face and wiped it
dry ona thin paper towel from the
dispenser, scrubbing off the last traces
of lipstick. I brushed my hair and tied it
back more tightly, no loose strands. I
took off my earrings and dropped them
into the side pocket of my shoulder-bag.
[ felt asif something soft and almost
indefinable was drifting over my face,
like cobwebs or a few thin strands of
hair. The air was warm and thick and
stagnant. Second-hand. I was sucking in
air that other people had just expelled
from their lungs. I caught a glimpse of
myself in the spotted mirror. I looked
stern and pale. And plain--but plain was
good right now. Furth was waiting for
me, standing among all the packing



cases. He had a tiny mobile pressed
against his ear, half hidden under his
shiny hair, but he slid it into his breast
pocket as soon as he saw me. "Bloody
phones don't work here anymore," he
said. "Half the computers have already
gone. Nothing to sit on in half the rooms.
No fucking toilet rolls in half the
cubicles." Then he jerked his chiseled
jaw. "Upstairs," he said. I followed him
into a small square room, with a dead
rubber plant drooping in one corner and
a window that was painted shut. In the
corner, a broken chair lay on its side. On
the table inthe center of the room there
was a large tape-recorder, and a box of
tapes with small neat writing on the
labels. Furth sat down,and I sat



opposite him. Our knees were almost
touching under the table and I drew back
a little, putmy hands on the wooden
armrests of my chair. "Ready?" he
asked, lifting a hand. 85 "We've wound
it forward to the spot you'll be most
interested in." I nodded and he jabbed
the "play" button with his forefinger. I
didn't recognize the voice at first. It was
higher, for a start. And the pace was
completely different--sometimes very
fast, so that I could barely make out what
was being said, and then, abruptly, it
would slow down and each syllable
would be slurred. For a few seconds I
almost thought there was something
wrong with the machine, the batteries
running down-- except it was plugged



into a wall socket and whenI leaned
over, I could see the spools running
evenly. "I go down there. At nights I go
down there when I can't sleep and I often
can't sleep, Dolly, thinking about ..." |
pushed the "stop" button. "Dolly?" Furth
gave a modest cough. "That's the name
Colette--WPC Dawes--chose for
herself. Delores--Dolly for short. See?
He's Doll, and she's Dolly. That's how
she struck up a conversation at first. You
know--"What a coincidence," she said,
all surprised, blinking her long lashes,
"my name's Doll too!" Clever, eh?" "I'm
awestruck." He laughed. "You're a hard
womanto please, Kit Quinn. Do you
want to continue?" "Go on then." his...
the women. You know." "Go on,



Michael," said the woman. "Go on." "I
got to where it happened. When no one
else is there and it's all dark and I stand
where she was standing." "Yes?" "Yes,
Dolly. Is this right?" "You know it is." "I
go there and I 1magine--I imagine it all
happening again, just like then. This girl
walkingup the path and she's quite
pretty, right? She's young, seventeen
maybe, and she's got long hair. I like hair
that's long. Like you hair, Dolly, when
you let it down. And I imagine for a bit |
just follow her, a few steps behind. She
knows I'm there, right, but she doesn't
lookround. I can see she knows. Her
neck's gone all stiff, right, and she walks
a bit faster. She's scared. She's all
scared of me. 87 I feel tall and strong.



You know. Manly. Can't mess with me.
She walks a bit faster and I walk a bit
faster. I get closer." There was a pause,
just silence and breathing and an ambient
hiss. WPC Colette Dawes said again:
"Go on." Quite sharply this time, as if
she was his teacher. "I get closer," he
repeated. His voice had slowed right
down. "She turns round and as she turns
round I see her mouth wide open and her
eyes wide open and she looks just like a
fish, like one of my fish before I throw it
back in the dirty water. Like a fish under
my thumb." I listened to the sound of
Michael  Doll laughing. A nervous,
liquid laugh. At least the woman didn't
join in. Silence. Furth and I sat and
listened to the sound of the tape turning. |



looked at the other tapes in the box.
There were three more, labeled and
dated. Doll spoke again: "Does that
make me a bad man? What I've just said,
does that meanI'm bad, Dolly?" "Did
you hate her, Michael?" "Do I hate her?"
he asked, fretfully. I made a mental note
of the jumbled tenses. I wished I had a
pad of paper in front of me, that I was
making pedantic little notes and
concentrating on that. "No, not hate. |
love her, of course. I love her. Love.
Love." Furth leaned over and turned oft
the tape, then he sat back and crossed his
arms. "Well?" I pushed my chair back
and stood up. The room felt too small. |
crossed over andlooked out of the
window at the wall opposite, the thin



trickle of water coming from the leaking
gutter. If 1 craned my head, I could
almost see aline of heaving gray sky.
"I'd like to talk to WPC Dawes." "Come
on, Kit, for Chrissakes. This isn't a big
deal. We just want your professional
opinion, based on his background, the
impression he made on you, his taped
confession. What kind of man Doll is in
you considered opinion, blah blah, you
know the kind ofthing. You've heard
him. He did it. He as good as confessed
he killed the girl and now he's getting oft
on it, wanking in his squalid bedsit night
after night, looking at his dirty 89
pictures and thinking about it. He's a
pervert, a murderer. Not someone you
want to be anywhere near. You of all



people know that. You know what he's
capable of. Just write a few paragraphs
on what youthought of him." "Just a
word with Colette Dawes. ThenI'll
write up your report. All right?" He
frowned. He sighed heavily. He jammed
his hands in his pockets. "I'll see what I
can do," he said.

A woman carrying a clipboard and a
bundle of envelopes came through the
door. I could see immediately how Doll
would have trusted her. She had yellow
hair and a smooth, softly contoured face
that seemed to have no edges to it, no
bones. She hadpale skin with a
permanent blush about it. And she
looked very young. We shook hands.



"Did Furth tell you about me?" "Not
really," she said. "You're a doctor or
something." "Yes. Furth wanted some
advice about Michael Doll. I've seen the
file. I've listened to a bit of the tape."
She lifted her bundle, holding it with
botharms against her chest, like a
shield. "Yes?" "I wanted a quick word."
"Yes. DI Furth said. I haven't got much
time. I'm emptying filing cabinets."
"Fifteen minutes. No more. Shall we go
for awalk?" She looked wary but
pushed her bundle across the desk and
murmured something I couldn't make out
to the duty officer. We went in silent
single file down the stairs, and walked
outside. Stretton Green police station is
on a quietback-street but a minute's



walk brought us to Stretton Green Road.
There is a health-food shop with a few
tables that serves coffee during the day
and we sat in the corner. I walked across
and ordered two black coffees from a
young woman who was sitting reading
the paper by the till. "Ten," I said, as the
woman left us with our mugs. "What?"
said WPC Dawes. "Piercings," I said.
"Three in one ear, four in the other, two
in the nose and one through her bottom
lip. And who knows what else?" She
took a sip from her coffee but 91 didn't
reply. "Colette. Is it all right if I call you
Colette?" "Sure." "Well, Colette, it was
remarkable what you got out of Doll," I
said. She gave ashrug. "Was it
difficult?" Another shrug. "Where did



the conversations take place?" "Different
places." "I mean the one in which he
describes the murder in detail." "We
were in his flat." "Did you like him?"
She looked up sharply and then looked
away. Crimson patches had appeared
through her pale skin. "Course not." "Or
did you feel some sympathy?" She shook
her head. "No, no, Doctor..." "Kit."
"Kit. Look." She was angry, or making
herself get angry. "Didn't you see the
pathologist's report?" she continued.
"No, that's not my remit. I'm just
concerned with Michael Doll." "He's a
dangerous man, you don't know." "Oh,
yes, I do." "What do you want, then? Do
you want to waituntil there's another
murder and maybe we cancatch him



then? Or maybe the next victim will fight
back and catch him for us--is that what
you're waiting for?" I sat back in my
chair. I didn't reply and she continued.
"This is a piece of good old-fashioned
police work. Furth and the others spent
days and nights going through everybody
who was in the area. It was Furth who
came up with the material on Doll.
Didn't he tell you that?" "No." "I got
friendly with him, got him to talk. That
wasn't a nice thing to do. So I don't know
what you're saying." I took a slow sip of
my coffee, carefully not finishing it off. I
didn't want her to go yet. "I just want to
get any information about Michael Doll
that I can. All right?" She gave the
smallest hint of a nod inreply. "So,



Colette, what was your plan 93 once you
got to know him?" "I just wanted to get
him to talk." "About the murder?" "That's
right." "But that's hard, isn't it? So could
you tell me about your conversations?"
A strand of hair had slipped down her
forehead and she pushed it up. It slipped
again and she made an effort to fasten it.
"Doll hasn't exactly got a lot of friends. I
think he was desperate for somebody to
talk to." "Or desperate for a friend."
"Same thing." "Yes," I said. "How long
have you known him?" "Not long. Not
more than a couple of weeks." "I
understand that there were three or four
taped conversations and that the one I
heard came from the last of them. Is that
right?" "That's right." "What were the



first ones like?" "What do you mean?"
"Did he talk about the murder?" "No."
"Did you raise the subject?""A bit."
"Did he talk about it straight away?" "I
had to get his trust." "You mean he had
to trust you before he told you that he'd
murdered someone?" "He didn't exactly
confess, did he? That's why they brought
you in."I put both my elbows on the
table, which brought my face close to
Colette's. "You know, I've talked to lots
of people with terrible problems,
who've done terrible things, and the
barrier at the beginning is to get them to
feel that their interests will be served by
being honest with you, by telling you
everything. How did you do it?" "Have
you got a cigarette?" she asked. "As it



happens," I said, and took out of my bag
the packet I'd brought along for Doll. "I
encouraged him to talk freely," she said.
"I said I wanted to know his secrets."
"You said you wanted to know his
secrets and he told you he had committed
murder." "It wasn't like that. I was
talking to him about his fantasies." "This
wasn't in the pub, I take it. These
conversations were back at his flat."
"Yes." 95 "You steered the conversation
towards areas of sex and violence." She
took a drag of the -cigarette. "I
encouraged him to talk. The way people
do. The way you do." "Was it a sort of
quid pro quo? Did you provide him with
fantasies and invite him to respond with
his own?" "I tried to get him to talk. I



needed to show him that I wouldn't be
shocked by anything he would tell me."
"But the first couple of big conversations
you had withDoll didn't produce
anything?" "Not  really." "Obviously
Furth and the rest listened to the tapes."
"Obviously." "And they said they
weren't producing  anything." "They
weren't producing anything." "And they
said, "Go back and get something
better."" "Not exactly." "And they said
try harder." "How do you mean?" "I
imagine they said something like "Why
should Doll tell you anything? You've
got to encourage him a bit more."" "I
don't know what you mean. I just got him
to talk." "Absolutely. What I heard was
great stuff. Really disgusting. There's no



question, Colette, you went back in there
and came away with the goods." "I did
my  job.""You met this strange,
disturbed, highly unsocialized man and
by the third or fourth meeting he's giving
you a lurid fantasy about murdering a
woman. You see where I'm heading,
don't you?" "I did my job." I leaned over
so that our noses almost touched. "Did
you have sex with Michael Doll?" She
flinched. "No," she said, almost in a
whisper. Then, more loudly, "No." I kept
my eyes tightly on hers. "You were
wearing a wire. Maybe sex would be a
problem. Maybe it wasn't exactly sex."
"No," she said, shaking her head. She
rubbed the corner of her right eye.
"Good," I said softly. "Let's 97 go." We



walked back in silence until we were
walking up the steps to the station. I
stopped and held her back. "Colette," 1
said. She looked away. "Who prepared
you for the assignment? Who gave
advice?" "Just Furth." "Right," T said.
"And how do you feel about it now?"
"How should I feel about 1t?" "Troubled,
maybe." "Why? That's the problem with
people like you. You try and get
everybody to feel traumatized." "I was
trying to be sympathetic." "I don't need
sympathy." We parted coolly and I
called Furth immediately. He appeared
looking breezily confident. "So?" he
said. "I need to hear all the tapes," I
said.



7

I woke and slept in snatches and then
finally I woke up late. I gulped some
coffee asI ran around getting myself
ready. Julie came out of her room
wearing nothing except an old jacket of
mine she must have found in the
cupboard of the spare room that I had
made a partial attempt at turning into a
study. Now her room. We were going to
have to have a talk about things. She
looked like a rodent that had been
dragged out of hibernation. Her hair was
a mass of fluff, her eyes narrow as if she
needed to keep out of the light. "I didn't
know you were getting up so early," she
said. "I'd have made you some



breakfast." "It's twenty to nine," I said,
"and I'm ina rush.""I'll do some
shopping," she said. "Don't bother." "It's
no bother."

I drove back to the police station with a
feeling of ominous inevitability, like
when I was fifteen years old and taking
my first real exams. I sat very straight in
the driver's seat, and 99 clenched my
hands on the wheel. Every bit of my
body felt tight. My spine was like a
metal rod. My neck muscles strained.
My jaw clenched involuntarily. My head
throbbed as if someone was thrumming
against my temples with their knuckles.
"Idiot, idiot, idiot," I muttered to myself
under my breath, stuck at a traffic light



that went red, green, red without any
cars moving because a tractor trailer
was blocking the road. It was raining
steadily. Outside, a few people scuttled
by under umbrellas, side-stepping the
puddles and dog shit on the pavements.
Gray, clogged, mucky London. My
report lay beside me on the passenger
seat. It was about six hundred words
long. Brief and to the point. The tapes
were in a plastic shopping-bag beside it.
At the police station, I reversed into a
parking space and heard the ominous
scrape of metal on metal. The funny thing
is that when it happens to you, you
almost feel it, as if the car's bodywork
was your own skin. "Shit." The back of
my car was jammed up against the



gleaming blue paintwork of a horribly
expensive-looking BMW. I climbed out
into the downpour, and examined the
long thin scratch I'd made on the other
car. My own had suffered even more,
with a light broken and one panel like
screwed-up newspaper. I fished a
notebook out of my bag and wrote a note
of apology, together with my car's
registration number and my own phone
number, folded it several times to
protect it against the wet, and tucked it
under the BMW'S wipers. I'd failed to
bring an umbrella and I was already
soaking. Water trickled down the back
of my neck. I picked up the report and
dropped it into my bag.




Furth was sitting at a table in the
conference room with a clipboard in
front of him, but he got up when I came
in, giving a friendly nod. With him was a
woman with prematurely gray hair and a
smooth, placid face whom I had met
once before, a young beanpole of a PC,
and abulky man with straggly hair
around a bald pate and small, shrewd
blue eyes. "Just the person," Furth said.
"Were your ears burning? Let me take
your coat. Here, you know Jasmine,
don't you? Jasmine 101 Drake. And this
is DCI Oban. He's my governor. Coffee?
Tea? Nothing?" I looked at Oban with
some alarm. "Don't mind me," he said. "I
was just looking in." "No tea for me," I
said, easing myself into anorange



plastic chair and putting my report, in its
blank white envelope, in front of me.
"You asked me to deliver this in person.
Here 1t is." "Nice one," Furth said, with
a look across at Oban. Then he winked
at me. "She looks gentle, but you've got
to watch yourself." I slid my finger under
the sealed flap and tore it open. "Do you
want this?" "Before you start, you might
like to know that we've brought Doll in."
"What?" "Apart from your report, things
are moving ahead. There are divers in
the canal as we speak. Hisown
testimony places him in the area, there's
his suspicious behavior before and after,
and his own taped confession, of course.
It's all bubbling away nicely. Everything
done to the letter, don't worry. Legal aid,



of course. John Coates. He's on his way
now. You must know him." I'd met him
once in here with Francis. Nice, smiled
a lot. Youd want him for your bank
manager rather than your lawyer. I
looked at Jasmine Drake, but she was
doodling on her notebook and wouldn't
look up. I glanced across at Oban and
was disconcerted to find his pale,
unblinking eyes on me. I pulled out the
single sheet of paper and placed it on the
table in front of me. "Is that it?" said
Furth. "Summarize it for us, please, Dr.
Quinn." The voice was Oban's. "Let him
go." The room filled up with silence. I
could hear my heartbeat. It was quite
steady. I felt better with it out, now that I
had crossed the line. "What?" "Unless



there's other evidence you haven't told
me about, I don't see a case. As yet."
Furth's face flushed. That was the worst
moment. I was meant to be on his side
but now itseemed that I wasn't. "You
don't know what you're talking about,"
he said, not looking me in the eye. I took
a deep breath. "Then you 103 shouldn't
have asked me for my report." "It's your
report I'm bloody talking about," said
Furth, with a sudden angry hilarity, as if
this were something that could be
laughed away. "You were just asked to
assess Doll. That's all. A simple brief.
He's a pervert. Isn't he? That's all you
have to say. Anthony Michael Doll's a
pervert." "He's a disturbed young man
with violent and lurid fantasies." "So



what--was "Fantasies. There's a
difference between the fantasy and the
act." "He's confessed and he will
confess again. You'll see." "No. He
fantasized during sexual acts with WPC
Dawes." I looked around. That had done
it. There was silence. "Did you know?
Did you know that when she
encouraged--her word for it--him to talk,
she was jerking him off, allowing him to
fondle her? Did you encourage it,
without actually spelling it out? Interests
would be best served, that sort of thing.
Wasn't she getting good enough material
at first? Anyway, it doesn't matter. It's
not a confession, it's a piece of
pornography." "Listen, Kit." His face
was flushed. "Ishould never have



brought you in. That was my mistake. I
should have realized that after your
accident  your judgement might be
impaired. You're actually identifying
with Michael Doll, protecting himin
some strange way. It's like people falling
in love with their kidnappers." He stole
a glance atOban, then turned his
concerned face back to me. "We thought
we were helping you, but now I see we
were wrong. It was all too early. So
maybe we should just say thank you for
your time, and we'll reimburse you." I
said, as mildly as I could manage, "You
told Colette Dawes to solicit a
confession from Michael Doll. Did she
know what she was dealing with? Did
she get carried away?""He's a



murderer," Furth said, openly scornful.
"We know he is and you bloody well
ought to know he is. We just need to
prove it before a jury. WPC Dawes did
a fine job indifficult conditions." |
looked him in the eyes. "Was this your
idea?" Furth made an obvious attempt
105to speak calmly. "We've got a
murderer inthere," he said. "In my
opinion. We've built a case. We've got a
confession. If we've stretched the rules a
little, I'd have thoughtyou would
approve of that, Kit, of all people. We're
on the side of the women--the one who
has been killed and the others who will
be." "I think you've misunderstood me," I
said, hearing my voice tremble. Was it
nervousness or anger? "I'm not saying



that Michael Doll cannot have killed this
woman, but you've got no case. I'm here
as someone who works with the
emotionally troubled and the criminally
insane, not a lawyer, but I would guess
that that tape would be entirely
inadmissible in any trial. More than that,
I reckon that ifany judge heard it, he
would throw the whole case out for the
most blatant entrapment." I looked at
him, his handsome face. "If [ were you, I
would bury that tape in a very deep hole
and pray that Doll's lawyer never ever
hears about it. In any case, I want no
more to do with the case." "That's the
first sensible thing you've said." That did
it. "This whole thing," I said, almost
gasping  for breath, "is a fucking



grotesque obscenity. And you'"--this was
to Jasmine Drake--"y should know
better. And 1 don't just mean as a
policewoman. As a bloody woman. And
that goes for you too." I turned to DCI
Oban, who was sitting apart, with a
blank expression on his large, soft,
slightly florid face. I looked furiously at
the report lying on the table, the report
that was expressed in such calm and
scientific language. Oban didn't reply to
me. He stood up and as he opened the
door he looked at Furth with a gloomy
expression that reminded me of a very
old, wrinkled bloodhound. "Let him go,"
hesaid, in a voice that was soft and
almost casual. "Who?" "Mickey Doll.
Anything else?" Nobody spoke. Now he



looked at me. "Send us your invoice,
Doctor, or whatever it is you normally
do. Thank you." But he didn't sound very
grateful. I had spoiled his day. Then he
left. Jasmine Drake followed, with a
narrow-eyed glance at me before she
disappeared into the corridor outside. I
was alone with Furth, who was sitting in
silence, staring at the wall. I got up 107
to go. The sound of my chair scraping on
the floor woke him from his reverie. He
seemed surprised that I was still there.
He spoke as if he were in a dream. "It'll
be your fault," he said, "when he does it
again. He did it to you, he did it to that
girl, and outside, walking around, is
someone -comprobably, shall we say
probably?--that he'll do it to next."



"Goodbye, Furth," I said, leaving. "I'm,
um, you know ..." "Keep an eye on the
newspapers," he called after me, having
to shout to be heard. "This week, next
week--it'll be there."

8

As I reached the street I was trembling
with suppressed emotion. I wanted to do
something extreme and violent, like
throwing a large object through a shop
window or leaving the country, assuming
a new identity and never coming back to
Britain as long as I lived. I would settle
for going home, locking the door and not
emerging for a week. When I got back to
my car, the BMW was gone. Doubtless I
would soon be hearing from an



insurance company. "We have been
notified by our client ..." A scrape along
two panels. How much would that cost?
My flat had a wonderful clattery
emptiness about it. Julie wasn't home.
This was a precious opportunity. I ran a
bath, poured some exotically and
absurdly named salts into the water,
grabbed a newspaper and a magazine
and slid into the water like a walrus. |
quickly tossed aside the newspaper and
read the magazine: I read about the five
best country-house weekend getaways
for under a hundred pounds, I learned
seven ways to shock your man in bed
and I answered a questionnaire entitled
"Are You a Homebody or a Party
Animal?" It turned out that I was a party



animal. Why did I so rarely go to
parties? Finally 1 tossed aside the
magazine as well and slowly slid down
the bath until only my nose and mouth
protruded above the surface of the
water. Unconcerned, I heard the phone
ring, once, and the intervening beep of
the answering-machine. I imagined lying
in a flotationtank. A saline solution
adjusted to give you perfect buoyancy,
maintained at the 109 same temperature
as that of your body. Darkness. What
was the point? were you totally detached
or totally absorbed? 1 knew that either a
very shorttime felt extremely long or
else it was the other way round. I felt a
succession of thumps and the slamming
of the door. Julie. It sounded as if she



had kicked the door shut. Time to get
back into the world. 1 dried myself
slowly as if to delay the inevitable, then
wrapped the towel around my body and
stepped  out. "Fantastic," said Julie.
"Bath in the daytime. That's the way to
live." "It feels a bit illicit," I admitted,
though at the same time I felt irritated at
being teased for self-indulgence by
somebody who had spent years drifting
around the world. "Don't worry about
supper," she said brightly. "I was
looking at a couple of your cookbooks
and I went out and did some shopping.
Are you in this evening?" "Yes, but I
hadn't really planned--was "Great. Let
me take care of you. It's asecret but
don't worry about it. It's all very light.



Very healthy. By the way there's a
message for you on the answering-
machine from someone called Rosa.
Sorry, I didn't know you were here and 1
was expecting a call. I'm not sure if I
pressed the right button. I might have
erased itby mistake." She had. I went
and got dressed very quickly and simply.
I wasn't going out. I pulled onsome
white jeans and a pale blue sweater. |
was tempted to ignore Rosa's message. |
couldn't think of any good news it could
possiblybe. But I counted to ten and
dialed. "We need to meet," Rosa said
immediately. "What for?" "It's to do with
the police. I understand you didn't
follow my advice. It's not exactly a
surprise, but it would have been nice to



have beentold." "Oh," I said, with my
heart sinking. "Right. Shall 1 come in
sometime tomorrow?" "I'd like to see
you today. Is it all right if [ see you at
home?" "Why? I mean fine," I said. "I'll
be about an hour," Rosa said, and hung
up. 111 I began a farcically ineffectual
attempt at tidying the living room to the
slightly alarming sounds of Julie doing
things in the kitchen. Infact, it was
barely forty-five minutes before there
was a knock at the door. I ran down the
stairs and opened the door with a
rehearsed cheery greeting that froze as I
looked out on the step. "Oh," was all that
I could manage, which I think was what I
had said to Rosa on the phone. "I'm not
alone," she said. She wasn't alone.



Standing beside her was Detective Chiet
Inspector Oban. Behind him was a car.
A BMW. "I'm sorry about the car," |
said. It was all I could think of, but as I
said it I realized that if you can only
think of one thing it doesn't mean you
have to say it. It may be that the one thing
you can think of is the very worst thing
to say. "It was completely my fault. I'll
pay for it atonce. I know that the first
rule of crashing is neverto admit
responsibility but it was completely my
responsibility." Rosa looked puzzled
and Oban gave a faint smile. "A parking
problem," he said to her in explanation.
Then he looked back at me. "That was
you, was it? There was a note, but it had
been rained on. Don't worry, I think the



damage will be treated as having
happened in the course of duty." "Which
it did," I said. "In a way." I had run out
even of foolish things to say, so I held
open the door and stood aside as they
made their way past me. At first I'd
thought, in some paranoid way, that it
was because of the damage to the car,
leaving the scene of a crime, or
something like that. But it clearly wasn't
that, so what was going on? Had some
sort of official complaint been made? |
followed them up the stairs. As we
reached the living room, Julie came out
of the kitchen looking rather striking in a
striped butcher's apron, my apron. She
looked surprised. [ introduced
everybody. Oban shook hands with Julie



slightly awkwardly. "You're, erm--was
he said. "Julie's staying here for a few
days," I interrupted. What was he talking
about? Then I looked atlJulie, tall,
tanned, @ Amazonian. Oh, God, he
probably thought this was some 113 sort
of gay thing. I considered trying to
explain our relationship, then couldn't
really see the point. "I'm just making our
supper,” Julie said, sounding horribly
domestic. "Do you wantto stay?" "It's
just a work meeting," 1 said hurriedly.
The thought of Julie and me starting to
entertain as a couple made me shudder.
"You're really a detective?" Julie said to
Oban. "I really am," he said. "That must
be amazing." "Not most of the time."
Oban looked toward Rosa, who had



picked out a book from a shelf and was
flicking through it with a frown of
concentration. "Could you excuse us?"
he said, with careful politeness to Julie.
"What? Me?" said Julie in surprise. "I'll
get back to the kitchen." She scuttled
away. When she was gone, Rosa pushed
the book back into the shelf and turned to
me. "Please sit down," I said. We all sat,
slightly awkwardly, with Rosa and me
side by side on the sofa, while Oban
pulled over the chair so that he faced
me. "Dan Oban phoned me this morning-
-was "Rosa," I interrupted, "I know I
should have ..." She held up a hand to
silence me. "Wait," she said. She turned
to Oban. "Dan?" They obviously knew
each other well. "I'm sorry about all



this," I charged in again, before he could
speak. "I was 1n a bit of a state anyway,
and I was so cross about the entrapment,
the whole idea of it, that I couldn't stop
myself. Butit was unprofessional and
...""You were right," Oban said. I
couldn't see his expression because as
h espoke he was leaning forward,
rubbing his eyes. He was tired. "What?"
"The whole idea was disastrous. You
were right. I've been talking to some
people in Legal and, as yousaid, it's
likely that the tape would be totally
inadmissible as evidence. That poor girl
was leading Doll by the nose. As it
were." He gave a sheepish grin toward
Rosa, which he suppressed immediately
when she frowned back. "So," I said,



with a shrug. "Good." 115 "That's not
what I was coming to say. I rang Dr.
Deitch because I want you back."
"Back?" "That was good, clear-headed
work. I want you on the investigation." "I
don't think that's a good idea." "Why?"
"Lots of reasons. For a start, can you
imagine me working with Furth again?
He was steaming." "Furth's my problem.
He is no longer incharge of the
investigation, anyway. I am." "Oh," I
said. "But, still, I don't think I've got
anything to offer. I haven't done much of
this sort of thing before. Any, really. I
just work with men like Doll. I've got no
ideas." Oban stood up and paced toward
the window, then turned. "This i1s a
simple case," he said. "This is the most



basic, horrible murder. Find a woman in
a lonely place, kill her, run away. He's
still out there. We just need to get a bit
lucky. Just a little bit and we'll get him."
"Why did you ring Rosa?" I said
suspiciously. "Why not me?" "Because
he wanted to know what I thought," Rosa
said. "You mean whether I'm crazy?" I
said. Rosa couldn't keep a straight face.
"I wouldn't presume to comment on that,"
she said. "He wanted to know if it was
fair to ask you." "And you said?" "That
he should ask you." "You mean ask me
whether it was fair to askme?" She
shrugged. "What do you think?" said
Oban. "I'll think about it," I said tamely.
"That's good," said Oban. "I just want
you aboard. You name the terms. You've



got a free hand. I'll give you whatever
you need." The door burst open and Julie
appeared. She was carrying a tray.
Where the hell had she found that? On it
were three dishes. "Before you say
anything," she said, "this isn't supper. It's
just a snack. You'd like some, wouldn't
you, Mr. Detective?" "Very much," said
Oban, looking at the tray eagerly. "What
is 1t?" "They're the simplest things. This
1s some ham and figs, this is an artichoke
salad and 117 this is just a little omelette
made with zucchini. I'll get some plates."
She returned, not just with plates and
forks but with glasses and an opened
bottle of red wine. A very expensive
bottle of wine belonging to Albie that he
had forgotten to collect but would



remember sometime in the future. So
Julie was good for something after all.
She generously topped up our glasses.
Both Oban and Rosa helped themselves
to all three dishes. "This is very good,
Julie," Rosa said. "Delicious," said
Oban. "I must say, this seems a very
good arrangement. How long have you
and Kit, you know, er ..." "Oh, just a
couple of weeks," said Julie brightly. I
drained my glass in one gulp.

9

The next day, when I went into Stretton
Green for a meeting, Oban gave me a
hug, which made me feel more like a
favorite niece thana professional
consultant. Then he led me through the



office to meet the largely new team that
w a s investigating the canal murder.
"Thanks for lastnight," he said.
"Delicious food. Tell me." He looked
round with a quizzical expression.
"When did you and, er, Julie meet?" "I
don't know. Years ago. She was a friend
of friends of mine. I'm not really--was
"Nice," he said. "You two make a good,
erm--was "Look," 1 said urgently. "I
think I'd better--was I broke off because
Oban was now leading me through the
open-plan office, which looked a bit as
if aburglar had got in recently--filing
cabinets with all their drawers open,
files lying scatteredon a table,
cardboard boxes half filled with stained
mugs. "Moving," said Oban, kicking a



roll of Sellotape out of his path. "I kind
of gathered." "A bloody disaster is what
it 1s. Have you ever moved house?"
"Yes. Awful." I looked around for Furth
but, to my relief, I couldn't see him. And
then I got 119 irritated with myself.
What did 1 have to feel bad about? I
hadn't asked for this. We stopped at the
far side of the office, in a corner. Oban
signaled to various people hunched over
desks, and phones were replaced, files
closed and a small group of detectives,
male and female, gathered round. Oban
gave an introductory cough. "This is Dr.
Kit Quinn. She's attached to the Welbeck
Clinic and to Market Hill Hospital for
the Criminally Insane." He turned to me.
"I won't introduce youto everybody



now. You'll probably run up against
most of them." "Hello," I said, trying to
aim a smile at the whole room. At that
moment, Furth came in. He stood by the
door and folded his arms across his
chest. "It was because of Dr. Quinn,"
Oban continued, "that we let Michael
Doll go." This statement wasn't exactly
greeted with a round ofapplause.
Instead there were some murmurs at the
back and a shuffling of feet. "And if
anybody has a problem with that, I'd like
them to come and see me. If this case
had gone in front of a judge, it would
have been tossed straight back in our
faces. I won't repeat here what I said in
private to Guy, but let's do some old-
fashioned legwork, all right? And in the



meantime, give Dr. Quinn what she
needs." More murmurs. I sensed that not
everybody was delighted to have me
foisted on them. "Kit, is there anything
you want to say?" I started. I hadn't been
prepared for this. I looked at the slightly
sullen faces that were pointed at me.
"Well," I said. I hated beginning
sentences when I had no idea what was
going to come next. "I just want to say
that I'm not here to tell you how to do
your job. The best I can do--perhaps--is
to help by pointing you in one direction
rather than another, making suggestions."
"It was Doll," someone said. I couldn't
see who. "Was 1t?" I said, for want of a
more effective riposte. "Yeah." I could
identify the speaker now, a man at the



back in shirtsleeves, tall, the build of a
rugby player. Oban stepped forward.
"Then find some 121 real evidence,
Gil," he said. "What if you were wrong?
What if Doll did 1t?" "Look, I never said
Doll was innocent. Isaid there was no
evidence. What I want to do is look at
what you've got and pretend that I never
heard his name." Somebody muttered
something [ couldn't hear and someone
else guffawed. "That's enough," said
Oban sharply. "Meeting's over. Sorry,
Kit," he said, looking over his detectives
with an expression of disdain. "I'd say
they aren't a bad lot, really, except it's
not true. But I know you can stand up for
yourself. I'll leave you with Guy. All
right?" "Fine." It wasn't. Oban left and



the others drifted away, not looking very
busy. I looked at Furth. "Can 1 get you
some tea?" he asked, with careful
courtesy. "In a minute, thanks." "Got any
ideas, then?" "No," I said, honestly. "I
haven't. Anyway, at this stage, ideas
would be anobstacle. I want to look
through the material withan empty
mind." Furth gave a thin smile. "I don't
see why we need to hire empty minds as
long as we've got Gil. But I told you
already, this isjust a simple case."
"Really?" "A runaway found dead by a
canal." "Is that simple?" Furth shrugged
and looked around, almost as if he was
embarrassed that anybody should be
eavesdropping while he stated the
obvious to a stuck-up shrink. "Perverts



pick on prostitutes and runaways
because they're easy targets. They pick
on themby canals because they're
deserted. No passing traffic." "Yes. I've
read all that." "You disagree?" "Can I
make a suggestion?" Furth tightened his
lips. I think he wanted to tell me to fuck
off out of the station and not come back,
but this wasn't allowed. "That's what
we're paying you for," he said.
"Sometimes it's too easy just to put a
label on someone. It might help not just
to think of Lianne as a runaway. It stops
you 123 seeing her as an individual."
"She .was a runaway." "I know," I said.
"She may have been other things as
well." "Like a prostitute, you mean?" He
halflaughed, then stopped when he saw



the look on my face. I had had a sudden
flash of him when he was a boy, pushed
around by other boys until he developed
his hard-man act. "No. I don't mean that.
She was a young woman. She had a
history, a past, a family, a name."
"Which we don't know." "How old was
she, about?" "Sixteen, seventeen--maybe
a bit less, maybe a bit more." "How do
we even know she was called Lianne?"
"We don't. We just know that's what she
called herself. Character named Pavic,
who runs a local hostel, identified her."
"But presumably it's just a matter of time
before you find out how Lianne actually
was, where she came from." "What
makes you think that?" He had a slight
smile on his lips. "Everyone's on some



list, some computer, some register, aren't
they?""Do you know how many
runaways there are?" "A lot, I know."
"Tens of thousands." "I know," I said.
"Those are the ones we know are
missing, but can'tfind. The ones
someone, somewhere, wants us to find.
What about all of the others, like Lianne,
who nobody really gives a fuck about,
who just drifted off one day and never
came back? How do we find them, if no
one's reported them as lost? It's like a
fucking missing-luggage department in
an airport. Have you ever been in one of
those? 1 have, in Cairo--a great
warehouse of suitcases, most of them
completely hidden from sight, gathering
dust, being eaten by rats. Hard enough to



find your bag even if it's got a label on,
but if it hasn't, you might as well forget
it." "Lianne's not a piece of luggage." He
stared at me. "I didn't say she was piece
of luggage," he said. "I said she was like
a piece of luggage." "My point is that we
have to think of her 125 as a girl, not a
stray item. Not just "the runaway.""
"What about the canal? Are allowed to
call it that or do you think it might be a
river indisguise?" "I was trying to say
that it helps to come to things fresh. But
maybe that's really a reminder for myself
rather than you." "Good," he said, very
quietly. "We're eagerly awaiting your
contribution. What can Iget you?"
"Didn't Oban tell you?" I tried hard to
sound authoritative and as if I knew



exactly what [ was doing. "I want a quiet
room and then I'd like to look through
everything you've got." "Anything else?"
This last was said with grim politeness.
"Tea would be nice, please. Just a drop
ofmilk. No sugar." Furth took me to a
small windowless room that smelled as
if it had been previously used for storing
something corrosive and illegal. There
was nothing but a desk and a plastic
chair. Within a couple of minutes two
female officers arrived carrying a
bundle  of files. It seemed
disappointingly flimsy. Almost nothing
was known about Lianne's life, and they
hadn't even accumulated much data on
her death. I started to read. I sat in the
room for an hour and three-quarters. I



read about puncture wounds, I read some
statements, I looked at photographs of
her pale body at the scene, face down in
the scrubby grass behind some bushes by
the canal and at the end I thought: Is that
it?

10

On the radio they said it was the wettest
summer since 1736. I parked in a puddle
and sat for aminute, while water
cascaded down the windscreen and
bounced off the hood. I closed my eyes
and heard the rain inside my head like a
roaring. I have not become used to
seeing dead bodies. The pathologist was
waiting for me. Alexandra Harris. I'd
met her before. She didn't look like a



pathologist, whatever a pathologist is
supposed to look like, more like an
aging B-movie actress from the thirties,
127 voluptuous in her white coat, with
dark hair falling in ringlets around her
creamy oval face and a dreamy, passive
air about her. Or maybe she was just
tired. There were dark rings under her
eyes. "Alexandra," 1 said, as we shook
hands. "Thanks for giving me your time."
"That's OK. It's my job. Guy said you'd
already looked through the files." "Yes.
It wasn't you who did the autopsy,
though?" "No, that was his lordship. I
mean Brian Barrow. Sir Brian. He's
teaching today. What are you looking for
exactly?" "l just want to get an
impression," 1 said. "An impression?"



She gazed at me doubtfully, as if
suddenly this wasn't such a good idea.
"A feel for her," I added inadequately.
"Lianne." "Have you seen a cadaver
before? There's not much to see." "Seen
one?" 1 asked. "I trained as a doctor. I
had one of my own for six months."
"Sorry. Do you want me to take you
straight through?" "Might as well." My
fingers slipped on the handle of my
briefcase. I wanted to see Lianne; really
see her, not just flick through the ghastly
color photographs looking for clues.
She'd had a short, lonely life, with no
one to miss her muchnow that she'd
died. I wanted to touch her; stand by her
body for a while. 1 didn't think
Alexandra would understand that, and



I'm not sure I understood it either. "Do I
need to change?" I asked. "You mean
into a ball-gown?" Alexandra said, with
a grin. "No, we dress pretty informally
around here." "I'm sorry," I said. "I'm
fairly new to this. I haven't learned to
treat it all as a joke yet." "You want me
to talk like an undertaker?" "I want to
see Lianne," 1 said gently. Alexandra's
smile faded. She wasn't quite as friendly
anymore. | followed her through two sets
of swing doors, hearing the click of my
heels across the linoleum. Here we were
in another world, cold and silent and
sterile.  An underworld, I thought.
Beneath my thin summer clothes, my 129
skin was covered in goose-bumps. I
could hear my heart thumping--how



strange, all these bodies in here, but only
our two hearts beating.

I could see what Alexandra had meant.
Lianne looked as if every trace of
evidence that she had lived in the messy
crowded world outside had been
scoured off her body. She was very,
veryclean. Not clean like when you
wash your hands. Cleanlike when
you've been scrubbing a sink and your
hands are wrinkled and raw. With her
head exposed, the one scrap of her life I
could see was the tiny fold of a hole in
an ear-lobe. Sir Brian Barrow had had a
tricky job. He had cutround her neck
slightly above the laceration. His own
incision had now been sewn back up.



The knife wound remained but, cleaned
up with noblood, it had a look of
padded plastic. I had attended surgical
operations before and the strong cat-
food smell of meat and blood had never
left me. But this was different. Just a
sharp medicinal odor that burned my
nostrils. Lianne's face was round. There
was a scattering of freckles across the
bridge of her nose. Her mouth was small
and colorless. Ilaid one finger against
her cheek, felt the stony flesh. Death at
my fingertips, so chill and hard it made
me gasp. She had coppery hair, long,
shaggy, and parted crookedly in the
middle. When I leaned forward, I could
see the split ends. Hair appears to go on
growing after death, everyone knows



that. Hair and nails--but when I
cautiously lifted up one side of the sheet
to expose an arm, I saw that Lianne's
fingernails were chewed to the quick.
She had tiny plump hands. Somehow, it
was the hands that moved me most. They
still looked soft, as if they could curl and
hold. I touched her palm, and it was
stonytoo.l took a deep breath and
pulled off the covering, so that only her
feet were still hidden. Itook in her
whole body; it was as if the sight of her
was pouring into my skull and fixing
there. Once more there was Sir Brian's
long incision down from her neck to her
reddish pubic hair. Not quite straight.
There was a little cut around her belly-
button, like a road forking at an ancient



monument. The wound had been neatly
sewn up, like a demonstration in a home-
economics lesson. I needed 131 to
concentrate on the relevant wounds. Her
throat was neatly and efficiently cut, side
to side, but there were also these small
stab marks onher stomach, her
shoulders, her thighs. There were
seventeen of them--1 lost count the first
time and hadto start again. Her high,
shallow breasts were untouched; so too
was her genital area. I knew from the
autopsy report that there had been no
injuries inside either the vagina or the
perineum. I stepped closer to Lianne. I
tried to keep calling her that in my mind.
Her legs were unshaved. Her arms were
downy. There were a couple of violent



scratches on her left wrist--those would
be from where she'd lain among
brambles by the canal. A scar on her left
knee. Maybe she'd fallen over when she
was little. I imagined her when she was
still 1in pigtails, with gaps in her teeth,
running around some garden one summer
when it didn't rain, thinking life would
be happy. That's what is so touching
about children: They are sure that life
will be grand for them. Ask a six-year-
old what they want to be when they grow
up, and theysay, a pilot, a prime
minister, a ballet dancer, a pop star, a
footballer, a millionaire. What had
Lianne wanted to be, I wondered. Well,
whatever her dreams had been, there
were no dreams now. Here she was--



except, of course, Lianne wasn't here at
all, only her wrong-colored, chilled
corpse. There was nobody here except
me. No breath of life in the room except
my breath. I had never before had such a
sense of absence. I lifted the sheet oft
her feet, and saw that the nails were
painted red, the wvarnish chipped. I
touched the scar on her knee. I touched
her hand again, with its pathetic bitten
nails. I lifted up a strand of copper hair.
Even her hair felt dead. Each cell and
particle of her had stopped in its track. I
could feel the blood hammering round
my body, the air rushing through it, the
images flooding through my eyes, the
hairprickling on my clammy skin.
Enough. I pulled up the sheet, made sure



it entirely covered Lianne, not even a
strand of hair showing. I wanted to say
something, anything, to break the silence,
but I couldn't think of anything to say so I
cleared my throat loudly instead.
Immediately Alexandra clipped back
into the room. She must have been
waiting just outside. "Finished?" 133
"Yes." Lianne was lying in a drawer and
with an effort, Alexandra pushed it back
as if into a giant filing cabinet. "Nothing
you couldn't have found in the report,
was there?" she asked, with a touch of
sharpness. "I wanted to look at the
wounds," I said. I collected my case, my
mac, stumbled through the door into the
drenching downpour. I lifted my face up
to the sky and let rain stream over it like



tears.

I went back to my boxy room at the
station and rifled through Lianne's file
again, though Iknew it pretty well by
now. I looked first at the sparse sheet of
biography: young woman known as
Lianne, estimated age around seventeen,
thought to have turned up in the Kersey
Town area seven to eight months ago,
stayed briefly in a hostel run by a man
called William Pavic, otherwise--
according to the couple of fellow
drifters the police had managed to track
down -comslept in parks and on benches
and in the doorways of shops or, every
so often, on the floor of a luckier friend
who lived in a BandB. That was all--



notothing about her character, her
friendships, her sexual history. It didn't
say whether she had been a virgin or not.
I picked up the map of where her body
had been found, X marks the spot. Then I
dialed through to Furth. "I'd like to see
where she was found," I said. "Maybe
this afternoon, after my clinic work? Say
five o'clock, is that possible?" "I'll get
Gil to take you there," he answered. I
could almost hear him smile.

"Here's where Doll did her," he said,
glancing sideways at me. He stood back
to let me see. Lianne's body had been
found on asteepish bank behind the
stump of a dead tree, where ragwort,
cow parsley and nettles grew. You could



still see from the crushed and broken
stems where she had sprawled face
down. Her head had been pushed right
into the green forest of weeds. Her feet,
in their white pumps and perky red-
striped socks, had been resting against a
broken bottle. Tatters of plastic hung
from the brambles and floated in the oily
brown water. There 135 were cigarette
packets and old stubs ground into the
mud of the canal towpath. A tiny plastic
horse lay just in front of Lianne's hiding
place; probably some toddler had let it
drop there. Just behind it I could see a
bike wheel, rusting and bent. "And a
young man found her?" "That's right.
Darryl something or other." "Pearce?"
"Yeah, a jogger. Serves him right. Did



you read his statement? He found her as
she was dying. More or less. He was
staggering along here and heard her
crying out." "But she had died by the
time he found her." "Wanker--that's
Darryl, not you. He pissed around her
for ten minutes, he said, deciding what to
do. Scared out of his wits, more like.
Then, by the time he got his bottle back
and looked and then called us and we
got there, she was dead. If he'd walked
straight round, she could have told him
who'd done it. Saved us an inquiry."
"Wasn't he a suspect?" "Course. But he
didn't touch the body. Old Lianne looked
as if she'd been sprayed with blood. The
killer must have been covered. We did
swabs on Darryl, fiber tests, everything.



Not a sausage." "And there was the
woman, Mary Gould," Isaid, half to
myself. "Yeah, the old dear with bread
for the ducks. She came from the other
side of the bushes, from the flats. She
saw the body and just legged it back
home. She didn't phone until the next
day. We've put her medal on hold." I
turned back to the spot and stared at it.
"And then Doll came forward a couple
of days later to say he'd been lurking in
the area," said Gil. "He didn't exactly
use those words." I frowned and he gave
me his cocky grin againand whistled
through his teeth. I tried to picture the
scene to myself. When she was found,
she had been wearing a very short red
Lycra skirt, pulled up over her buttocks.



Her underpants had not been removed.
She had been wearing a purple cotton
shirt withno bra underneath. She had
been wearing the clothes when she died
and they hadn't been removed
subsequently. The stabbings had been
through the shirt. On her left wrist she
wore one of those digital watches they
give away 137 free at garages, and
round her neck was a tacky gilt locket in
the shape of a broken heart. It had curly
pink writing on it: "Best .." Was
someone, somewhere, wearing the other
half of the heart, bearing the legend,
his... Friend"?

I rang up Poppy, my best friend. I needed
to hear a warm voice again. "Kit! How's



it gone, your first week back?" In the
background 1 could hear children
shrieking and yelling. Poppy was stirring
something, the chink of a spoon. Only a
week, I thought. Four days. "Odd," I
answered. "Very odd." "I tried to ring
you before. Some woman I didn't know
answered." "Julie. Did you ever meet
her years ago? Maybe she was before
your time. She's been away." "Didn't she
give you my message?" She hadn't. "Who
is she? Hang on--Megan! Amy! Come
and get your hot milk and honey! Sorry.
This Julie ..""She's been away,
traveling round the world. She's staying
here. For a bit." "Oh. Do you mind?"
"Not yet, not really." "But are you all
right? Oh, Christ, clear thatup now.



Now! Get a cloth or something, it's

running everywhere." "Do you have to
g0?" "I think so. Call you back."

I'd bought food the previous day,
including a bag of fresh pasta, a jar of
red pepper and chili sauce and a couple
of those bags of salad that you don't have
to wash. But they had disappeared. So
had the slice of lemon and ginger
cheesecake. There was almost nothing in
the fridge except for a couple of cartons
of milk, some cream cheese and--I lifted
them up to make absolutely sure--a pair
of new black knickers, with their price
tag still attached. I knocked on Julie's
door. No answer. I pushed it open.
Clothes were flung everywhere,



including some of my own. There were
jars of cream and tubes of lipstick on the
filing cabinet, where she'd propped a
mirror from the bathroom. My slippers
lay by her unmade bed. I didn't feel like
going out to the 139 shops again--I was
too tired--so I made myself some toast
and marmalade and a mug of cocoa. |
retrieved my slippers and put on my
dressing-gown. Then I got out my sketch-
pad. I sat at the table, taking small sips
o ffrothy hot chocolate, and I tried to
draw Lianne--not her face, though; her
small childish hands, with the nails
chewed to the quick. Hands are difficult,
worse than feet or faces, even. It's
almost impossible to get the proportions
right. Fingers bulge out like bananas; the



thumb twists at an improbable angle. I
couldn't get it right, and after several
attempts [ gave up. I was mildly
bothered by the black knickers in my
fridge and the rainslapping at my
window and the itchy notion that I was
missing something.

11

Being busy brings its own adrenaline
rush. That morning, instead of lying in a
hot bath until I heard Julie leave, I took a
quick shower and washed my hair. I
didn't bother to dry it, justtoweled it
briskly then twisted it up. Idrank my
coffee while I pulled on adress and
sandals. Then, putting my car keys and
an apple in my bag, | managed to whisk



outpast Julie, who sat at the kitchen
table with amug of tea, looking as
sleepy as a cat in a puddle of sunlight. |
drove straight to the Welbeck and
parked my car in its old place, under the
acacia tree. The morning was misty and
damp. No one else was there yet except
a cleaner, moving backwards over the
lobby with avacuum cleaner. In my
office I pulled the door shut and opened
the windows, which looked out over the
small patch of gardens at the back. There
were no papers in my out-tray, but a
small mountain in the in-tray. Patients I
should see, referrals I had to deal with,
correspondence I needed to reply to,
forms to fill in, journals to read,
invitations I was going to turn down.



According to my answering-machine, I
had twenty-nine messages. I switched on
my computer and found a dozen or so e-
mails there, too. I'd read somewhere that
a busy executive can get up to two
hundred e-mails a day. It was so unfair.
Couldn't they be shared out among all the
people 141 sitting alone in rooms to
whom nobody wanted to send messages?
By nine, the heap of paperwork had sunk
and I'd refused invitations to conferences
in three different countries; I'd separated
requests for me to see patients into the
yes, no and don't-know piles; I'd filled
up my diary with satisfying little blocks
of allotted time. There were crumpled
balls of paper all round my chair. I
could hear the sounds of the clinic



coming to life: phones ringing in other
offices, doors slamming, the murmur of
conversations in the corridor. I went
down to the coffee machine, which was
on the ground floor, then bolted back to
my office with my cup slopping against
my fingers. There I pulled out the notes
I'd made onLianne. I stared at the
sentences I'd jotted down until they
blurred, became hieroglyphics. The only
name [ had that could provide any kind
of illumination was the man who ran the
drop-in center where she sometimes
sleptor went for a hot bath, a warm
meal and clean clothes. Will Pavic, that
was it. On animpulse, I picked up the
phone and dialed his number. "Yes." The
voice was abrupt and impatient. "Could



I speak to Will Pavic, please?" "Yes."
There was a pause. "Is that Will Pavic
speaking?" "Yes." Crosser this time.
"Good morning. My name's Dr. Quinn
and I'm helping the police--was "Sorry, I
don't deal with the police. I'm sure you'll
understand that, in the circumstances."
The line went dead. "Bastard," 1
muttered. | took the apple out of my bag
and ate it slowly, everything except the
stalk. Then Idialed my own number.
"Hello!" Julie sounded much livelier
than she had when I'd last seen her. "It's
me, Kit. Something's been bugging me
all morning. Why is there a pair of
knickers in my fridge?" "Ooops!" There
was a splutter of laughter. "I read in
some magazine that if it's hot weather, it



feels glorious to put on a chilled pair of
knickers. That's all." 143 "But it's not
that hot." "That's why they're still there.
I'm waiting." So that was sorted. I
phoned Will Pavic once again. "Yes."
Same voice, same tone. "Mr. Pavic, this
is Kit Quinn, and please would you hear
what I have to say to you before putting
the phone down again." "Ms. Quinn--
was "Doctor." "Dr. Quinn." He managed
to turn the title into an insult. "I am a
very busyman.""As [ said--or was
trying to say--I amhelping the police
with their inquiries into the death of
Lianne." There was a pause. "Lianne
who was found by the canal?" "I know
who you mean. I don't know how you
expect me to help you." "I wanted to talk



to people who knew her. Who knew
what her life was like, what company
s hekept, what was worrying her,
whether she was the kind of person who-
-was "Certainly not. I won't have the
young people here badgered by your lot.
They've got enough problems as it is." |
took a deep breath. "What about you,
then, Mr. Pavic?" "What about me?"
"Can | talk to you about her?" "I've
nothing to say. I scarcely knew Lianne."
"You knew her well enough to identify
the body." "I knew what she looked like,
of course." His voice was harsh. 1
imagined a stern gray man with a face
like a hatchet and gimlet eyes. "I hardly
think that's the kind of discussion you
want, is 1t? You want to know about her



mind, right?" His voice dripped
sarcasm. [ wasn't going to lose my
temper. The more cross he became, the
calmer I felt. "I won't take long." I heard
a pencil tapping rapidly against a
surface. "Very well, what do you want to
know?" "Can I come and see you in
person?" No way was he going to tell
me anything like this. "I have a meeting
in less than an hour and after that--was
"T'll be with you in fifteen minutes," I
said. "It's very kind of you, Mr. 145
Pavic, I appreciate it." Now it was my
turn to put down the phone. I grabbed my
bagand jacket and ran out of my office
before he had the chance to ring me
back.




The Tyndale Center for Young People
was a large and unprepossessing pre-
war building with metal windows,
squeezed between a slatternly pub and
what must have been one of the ugliest
low-rise apartment blocks in London--
dirty gray breeze-blocks and mean little
windows, some of which were smashed.
A brightly colored mural made its way
up one edge, flowers, tendrils curling up
to the roof. It might have been Jack and
the Beanstalk. In another hand "Fuck
Off' was scrawled across the design
about six feet off the ground. On the
other side of the street, there were
several derelict houses with boarded
windows and doors, and weeds taking
over the front yards. Two teenage boys



with shaved heads were kicking a ratty
tennis ball between them in the street,
but they stopped and stared suspiciously
at me as | approached the door. "Hello?"
I couldn't work out if the person who
opened it was one of the young people
or a helper. She had purple hair, several
studs in her eyebrows and her nose, a
sweet smile. She was wearing massive
shaggy slippers. Behind her, I could see
a large hallway, with corridors leading
off it, and I could hear, coming from
upstairs, the insistent throb of rap music
and someone shouting. "I'm Dr. Quinn.
I've got anappointment with Will
Pavic." "Appointment?" shouted a voice,
out of sight. "Let her in." The woman
stepped aside. The hall was painted pale



yellow. There was a spindly tree in a
pot in the corner, a table stacked with
leaflets against one wall and an old sofa
near the stairs where a ginger cat lay
asleep. I saw at once that it had been
carefully designed to be unintimidating
for anyone who made it through the
doors. Will Pavic was in a small room
opposite, with the door open. He was
sitting at a desk staring directly at me
over the top of his computer. He must
have been in his forties, with hair
cropped to about the same length as his
dark stubble, and thick dark eyebrows.
In the brightness of his 147 office, he
looked monochrome, all black and gray
and chipped, as if he had been hacked
out ofgranite. He was scowling. He



stood up as Icrossed the hall toward
him, but stayed behind the cluttered
fortress of his desk. "Hello," 1 said. He
shook my hand firmly but cursorily.
"Take a seat," he said, nodding at a
hard-backed chair in the corner. "Just
put the papers on the floor." I cleared my
throat. I gave a nervous smile, which
Will didn't return. There were yellow
Post-it stickers on every spare inch of
the wall behind him. Suddenly it
occurred to me that I hadn't really
thought about what I was going to ask.
"I'msorry," I said. "I don't really
understand. Is this a children's home?"
"No," he said. "What then? A council
half-way house?" "The local authority
have nothing to do with it. The



government have nothing to do with it.
Ditto the social services." "Then who
runs it?" "I do." "Yes, but who do you
answer to?" He gave a shrug. "But what
actually happens?" I asked. "Simple," he
said. "This is a place where homeless
young people can stay for a short period.
We give them some help, make some
calls, whatever, and send them on their
way." "Did you send Lianne on her
way?" At that his face froze. "Look, I'm
starting from zero here," I said, smiling
at him. Noresponse at all, like a
computer that's been turned off. "I want
to find out whatever I can about Lianne--
I don't mean about her movements round
the time of her death, last-known
sighting, that kind of thing. That's for the



police. More, the kind of girl she was,
you know." His phone rang but was
picked up by the answering-machine. "I
didn't know her like that," said W. "How
long was she here?" "She wasn't here.
Not the way you mean. She came
occasionally. She knew people." "This
doesn't make sense. If you've got so little
connection with her, why was it you who
identified the body? How did the police
make the connection?" 149 "The police
made the connection because they put
her face on a poster and a concerned
citizen phoned up anonymously and said
that she had spent time at the Tyndale.
And the reason Iidentified her was
because I was the only supposedly
respectable person they could find who



admitted to ever having met her. But,
then, this is Kersey Town, which isn't
the sort of place you come from." "You
don't know where I come from." "I can
guess," he said, with a slight smile at
last. "I just want to know what she was
like, Mr. Pavic. Do you know anything
about her background, for instance? Or
her friends?" Now he looked
uncomfortable and irritated, as if I were
being obtuse. "You don't get it," he said.
"I don'twant to know about these
people's lives. I'm not going to pretend
to be their friend. I try to give a small
amount of practical help and most of the
time I fail. That's all. Runaways have
their reasons for running away, Dr.
Quinn. Do you think they do it for fun?



Lianne probably had very good reasons
for running away." "Do you think she
might have been abused?" Iasked. He
didn't reply and I felt crass for asking the
question. "She was lonely," he said
abruptly. "A lonely, eager, frightened,
angry young woman. Someone like you
might say she was looking for love.
Enough now?" "And you don't want to
help?" I said. He leaned over the desk,
his face harsh. "ButI already failed to
help," he said. "Again." "I--was "I've got
to go now. I've got a meeting." "Can I
walk with you to the underground?" "I'm
driving." "You could drop me off at a
station on your way, then. I've just a few
questions. Which way are you going?"
"Blackfriars Bridge." "Right past my



front door,” 1 said, conveniently
forgetting that my car was parked at the
Welbeck Clinic. He sighed
ostentatiously. "All right." We walked
out into the hall together. A startlingly
pretty girl, with long fair hair, ran in.
"I'm fucking trying!" she screamed 151
into our faces, then bolted up the stairs,
sobbing,

"Was she on any drugs?" I asked, as I sat
in the passenger seat of Will Pavic's
rusting Fiat and we eased through the
traffic. "More questions, eh?" "l was
curious." "Tell me where to turn off."
"Not yet. Why are you so angry?"
"Seems a reasonable response to me."
"To what?" "Everything., All this crap."



And the gesture he made, with his hands
off the steering-wheel, took in
everything: the traffic, the conversation,
me beside him when he wanted to be
alone, Lianne's death, life in general. We
drove the rest of the way in silence,
apart from the instructions I gave him.
He pulled up right outside the front door,
and I climbed out. "Kit. Hey, Kit--Kit!"
My heart sank. "Hi, Julie." "Brilliant
timing. ['ve forgotten my key." She bent
down and smiled in at Pavic through the
open door. "This is Will Pavic," I said,
in a muttered grunt. "Julie Wiseman."
She leaned right into the car, so that her
skirt rode up her thighs and her breasts
swelled under the flimsy shirt. "Hi, Will
Pavic. Are you comingin?" "He just



gave me a lift. He's on his way to a
meeting." Julie ignored me. "Tea?
Coftee?" "No, thank you." His voice was
remarkably courteous. So it was just me,
then. "Thanks for the lift," I called, and
turned my back on them. I left the door
open so thatJulie could let herself in,
and went upstairs, although in a few
minutes I'd have to turn round and head
back to the clinic and my car. Time for a
cold drink, at least. I let the tap run,
dabbling my fingers under the flow. I
heard Julie's feet clattering up the stairs.
"Wow! He's gorgeous." "You reckon?"
"Oh, definitely my type. Grim,
weathered, strong, silent. I asked him for
dinner." I spun round. "You what?" 153
"Invited him for dinner." She smiled



triumphantly. I spluttered something
incoherent and she grinned and kicked
off her sandals. "No good hanging
around waiting. I'm not like you, Kit.
Did you know you can divide people
into herbivores and carnivores?" "I--
w a s "Youre a herbivore. I'm a
carnivore. And he's a carnivore." "Is he
coming?" I managed to say. "Tomorrow.
Eight o'clock. He couldn't think of an
excuse in time." "I'm going out." "You
never go out," she said dismissively.
"Anyway, you can't. I said we were
having a few friends round for a meal,
and why didn't he join us if he was free.
So who are you going to invite?" "Julie
... "And what shall I cook?" "Listen ..."
"And, most importantly, what shall I



wear? Can I borrow your red dress?"
12

After I'd returned with my car, I went
into the living room and sat down with
some papers while Julie, well pleased
with herself, took a shower. She took so
many showers, singing unseasonal
Christmas carols loudly and tunelessly.
Perhaps she'd picked up all these clean
habits from traveling abroad. I
remembered the jokes that American and
Australian colleagues had made about
the English: untidy, dusty houses, bad
teeth, unclean. If you want to hide
something in an Englishman's bathroom,
what's the best place? Under the soap.
I'd been told thatlate at night at a



conference in Sydney. I reread the
scene-of-crime report. Ilooked at the
photographs. I closed my eyes and tried
to picture what it had been like down
there by the canal. Something was
irritating me. It almost drove me mad,
this feeling of something beyond my
grasp that [ was reaching for. Yet there
was excitement as well. Something was
coming. I had a photocopied map that
showed the sites. 1 staredat it
helplessly. What was there to worry
about? Julie came into the room,
glowing, almost steaming from her
shower. She was wearing her cut-off
155 jeans, a very small T-shirt that
didn't reach her belly-button and no bra.
There would have beenno room for a



bra. She was carrying a bottle of white
wine and two glasses. Without a word,
she poured it and handed me a glass. She
went to the kitchen again and returned
with a small Chinese bowl full of olives.
She put it on the coffee table and sat on
the sofa with her knees up against her
chest and took a sip. I tasted mine. It was
wonderfully cold. I looked at Julie. She
was very attractive, tanned, so relaxed
in her own body. I thought of Oban and
smiled. There was something of the
couple about us now, and I suppose he
thought Julie was rather a catch for me. I
could easily see the attraction of being
gay. There was so much bother with
men. Their  basic foreignness, the
different stuff in the bathroom,



everything. [ took another sip.
Unfortunately there was nothing I could
do about it. It was probably to do with
my upbringing or the pressures of
society, but I was stuck with
heterosexuality. "Try an olive," Julie
said. "I was walking through Soho this
afternoon. It's great, and Ibought these
olives stuffed with anchovies and
chilies. It's like being kicked in the face
by ahorse. In a good way, I mean." I
chewed one and indeed it did suddenly
feel as if a match had been struck on my
tongue but I took another gulp of wine
and the cool dousingof the hot felt
wonderful. "Nice," 1 said."l was
walking around and doing some thinking.
['ve got to find three things. A job, a



place to live and a man. That's why I
grabbed that guy outside. Is he married?"
"I don't know." "Or gay?" "I've never
met him before." "If he's not gay and he
looks good and he can string a couple of
words together and he's available, then
you've got to act instantly." "It's my
experience that when people are
available it's often for a good reason."
"You mean he might have a disease?" |
only laughed. "But look, Kit, I meant
what I said. I feel bad about squatting
like this. I wantto say that I'm actively
looking for a place." "That's all right."
"I'm cramping your style, I know." "Do I
have a style at the moment?" 1571
asked. "No, I know I get a bit ratty, but if
I was on my own, I'dprobably be



crawling up the walls." "I thought you'd
be out more. Looking for clues." I leaned
over, took the bottle and topped up my
glass and Julie's. "I'm mainly looking at
files, I'm afraid." Julie put two olives
into her mouth then started coughing and
gulped at her wine. She went very red in
the face. "Have you got a suspect?" she
managed to gasp. "That's not what I'm
doing. I'm going through everything I can
with a different eye, to see if anything
occurs to me about the sort of person
theyshould be looking for. I'm just
supposed to look atit lucidly, with no
pre-judgements--a bit like those lateral-
thinking riddles. You know, Antony and
Cleopatra are lying side by side, dead.
Beside them is a puddle of water and



some broken glass. How did they die?"
"Goldfish," said Julie instantly. "But
what about the man who gets into a lift
on the ground floor and always presses
the tenth floor, then walks the last five
floors, whereas on his way down he gets
into the lift at fifteen and goes all the
way to the ground, no stopping?"
"Dwarf." "So, do you think they'll find
the murderer?" "That depends. If he
stops now, then no, I don't think they
will." "That's a bit negative." "Do you
know how many murders are committed
in a year?" "What? In the whole world?"
I laughed. "No. In England and Wales."
"I haven't a clue. Five thousand?""A
hundred and fifty, two hundred,
something like that. And more than half



of those, maybe two-thirds, are solved
straight away. Most people are killed by
people they know, husbands, family
members. There'll be a fight outside a
club, some football fans, a burglar
killing an old lady, caught by her as he's
leaving. For the rest, there's the golden
first forty-eight hours in which most
people who are going to be caught are
caught. That's when the killer is still
going to be covered in blood, behaving
strangely, disposing of weapons and
clothes, covering his tracks. It's only
days and days later when they've run out
of i1deas that they even think of asking
someone like me to get 159 involved.
The murder weapon has been got rid of
and not found. The blood has been



washed away. If a witness had seen
anything, they would almost certainly
have come forward by now. You know
when you've lost your keys and you get
to that terrible stage where you're
looking in the places you've already
looked in? That's the stage they've
reached now." "Sounds hopeless." I bit
another olive. Lovely. "The police aren't
too bothered. No relatives creating a
fuss. No press calling for a result. But
there's a bright side. If the situation is
hopeless, then at least it's difficult to
make things worse." "Is that why you
were talking to that guy, Will?" "Yes.
Lianne--well, there are a lot of people
like her in this area." "You mean
prostitutes and runaways." "I mean



young women drifting around, not in
stable relationships, earning casual
money. And I think Will Pavic knows as
much about that world as anybody."
"What is he? A pimp?" "He runs a hostel
that helps some of these runaways." I
smiled at Julie's disappointed
expression. "Sorry. He's not a lawyer or
a doctor or a television producer. I've
already gathered from the expressions on
the police's faces every time his name
comes up that they don't think much of
him. Anyway, as you may have heard, he
wasn't very keen on communicating with
me, so maybe your plot to get him into
your clutches could be useful. While he's
falling inlove with you, he might start
talking to me. Or do you mind me being



here?" "For Chrissake, you've got to be
here. You've got to help." Julie was
going out for the evening but I finished
the bottle of wine and read through files
I'd alreadyread. I looked at the map
again and then I gave a sort of grunmt.
"That's it," 1 said to nobody. It wasn't a
great eureka moment. I didn't run around
the room shouting. But I felt puzzled and
that was something.

When I appeared in Detective Inspector
Furth's office the following morning, he
looked as if I had arrived to repossess
his stereo. "Yes?" he said. "I've had a
thought." 161 "Good," he said briskly.
"You didn't have to come in, though. You
could always just give a ring. It saves us



all trouble." "We don't have to be
enemies, you know," Isaid. "What do
you mean?" he asked, in a tone of
innocence. "Doesn't matter. Do you want
my idea?" "I'm agog." ""You may want to
look at the map," I said. "I've got my
own map." "Do you want to hear what
I've got to say?" "Please tell me your
thought, I'm on tenterhooks." I sat down
opposite Furth's desk. The chair was
irritatingly low, which made me feel as
if I was looking up at the chairman of the
board."Why the canal?" I asked.
"Because it's secluded." "Yes, but look
at the map." I laid out my photocopy on
his desk. "There are very secluded parts
of the canal, but not where the body was
found. Look. Where Lianne was found is



right by the Cobbett Estate." "That's
secluded enough," Furth said breezily. "I
know the site backwards. There are
plenty of bushes. It's poorly lit, deserted
at night. Also, the murderer could escape
along the canal in either direction or cut
off into the streets." "That's what
occurred to me when I looked atthe
map. It's a place that can be driven up to.
Look, it's almost next to the estate car
park." "So?" "Another thing puzzled me.
Lianne had her throat cut and her carotid
artery severed. Her clothes were soaked
in blood. I looked at the scene-of-crime
report for the amount of blood found on
the scene. Nothing." Furth gave a shrug.
"Well?" "Isn't that strange?" "Off the top
of my head, not really. If she was pulled



backwards, the blood might just go on
her and the murderer. The other spots
wouldn't be noticed. Anyway, the scene-
of-crime guys probably didn't mention it.
What would have been the point?" "This
is the point. What if Lianne wasn't killed
on the canal? What 163 if she was
brought there, already dead, and
dumped? The site was chosen because it
could be driven up to, and was dark and
quiet, as you say." "Is that 1t?" said Furth
briskly. "Yes." He got up, went to a
filing cabinet and opened a drawer. He
flipped through it, pulled out a gray file,
walked across and tossed it onto the
desk. I picked it up and looked at it.
"Recognize it?" "Yes." "Darryl Pearce.
He found Lianne's body, remember?



Remember how he found it? He heard a
drawn-out groan or cry. He hung around
a bit. Cowardly bastard. Finally made
up his mind, rummaged in the
undergrowth and found her. What's your
argument? Did your murderer bring a
half-dead person in his car? Do you
know how long it takes someone to die
after a wound like that?" "I thought of
that as well," I said. "Then what the fuck
are you doing here?" "One of the things
I've tried to remember is not to give too
much importance to any single piece of
evidence. Because it might be wrong.
Remember the Yorkshire Ripper hunt?
They looked in the wrong place for
about a year because they believed a
fake tape." "You think that runt Darryl



Pearce has the brains to fake anything?"
"I was wondering about that. I tried to
work out ifhe might have made a
mistake or fabricated the story to cover
up for something, but I couldn't think of
anything.""So?""Mary Gould."
"Remind me." "The woman who found
the body." Furth looked dismissive. "She
was the one who was too scared to
report it and phoned up the next day. It
was no big deal. She didn't have
anything important to contribute." "She
saw the body, but in her statement she
didn't say anything about Lianne still
being alive. What do you make of that?"
"She might have forgotten. Or not
noticed.”" "You don't not notice someone
bleeding to death froman artery." "She



could have arrived on the scene just
after Lianne had died." 165 I looked at
Furth. His expression was a little less
contemptuous. He looked as if he was
starting to become interested, despite
himself. "So," I said, "in that scenario,
you imagine Darryl Pearce hearing a
groan. According to his account he was
on the towpath, just by the canal. Then
while he 1s deciding what to do, Lianne
dies and Mary Gould arrives from the
other side, from the directionof the
housing estate, she said. She is horrified
and runs off before Darryl comes round
and finds the now-dead body. That's
quite a lot to happen in ninety seconds."
"You got a better suggestion?" "I've got
an alternative. Mary Gould finds the



body, cries out, runs off. Darryl Pearce
hears that cry and assumes it came from
Lianne. That's all I'm saying. Darryl
Pearce's statement is the only suggestion
we have that Lianne was ever alive
when she was lying by the canal." Furth
leaned back. "Fuck,” he said
reflectively. "Do you see what I mean?"
"I'm going to have to think about this
one." "There's one more thing." "What?"
asked Furth, looking past me into space.
"If we're agreed that the actual killing
isn't tied to the canal--was "Which we're
not," Furth interrupted. his-comthen the
significance i1s not the place but the
means of killing. Which may mean that if
this is a random killer on the look-out
for a vulnerable victim, then there may



be other killings that have been
overlooked. So it would be worth
checking with other cases. What do you
think?" "I'll consider it," said Furth. "Do
you want me to talk to Oban about this?"
"T'll do it." "Good," I said brightly. And,
having spoiled Furth's morning, 1 left,
feeling oddly cheerful.

13

When you've got somebody awkward
coming to dinner, all the agony aunts
agree on what you should do. You need
to find your very best friends. You talk
to themand explain the situation. You
invite them round buton the firm
promise that you'll repay 167 them by
inviting them for a really enjoyable



evening in the near future. I considered
this and then I had amoment of
inspiration. [ thought: Fuck it. Why
should I put anybody I care about
through an evening like that? 1 had a
much better idea. I had a small group of
people in the corner of my brain like a
migraine that was always waiting to
happen. They were like something stuck
to my coat that I couldn't get rid of. They
were the people to whom I owed
hospitality but whom I never got round
to 1nviting. There was Francis at the
Welbeck, for example. He had invited
me to dinner at his flat in Maida Vale.
There had been a terrible argument--I
couldn't remember what about-- and
somebody had left early, and Francis



hadgot very embarrassed and very
drunk. T had described the event to
Poppy and she thought it sounded funny
and even enjoyable, in a Blitz spirit sort
of way, but it really wasn't. In fact,
Francis had actually avoided catching
my eye for days afterwards, and had
never referred to the evening again. Still,
I suspected I ought to reciprocate in
some form, someday, and this seemed
like a good opportunity, not least
because it was such short notice that he
almost certainly wouldn't be able to
come. | rang him at work and said that |
was having a few people round the next
day, could he come? Great, he said. See
you then. Then there was Catey. I had
met Catey because at university her



boyfriend was the best friend of
someone | had gone out withfora while.
It was a distant enough connection, God
knows, and it wasn't as if we had hit 1t
off especially. There were dozens of
closer friends with whom I'd lost touch
gradually or suddenly but my tepid
relationship with Catey had been kept
going over the years by a stubborn,
persistent drip of invitations, a dinner
party that year, a drinks party the next,
and I would respond with an invitation
ratio of about one to every four of hers.
Once more | hoped that she wouldn't be
able to come, and that that would be my
obligations discharged for another year
or two. Indeed, when I got through to her
it turned out she was engaged for the



evening, but then she said "No, no, I'm
sure I can putthem off," and that she
wanted me to meet Alastair, her new
boyfriend, in fact, almost her fianc(@e.
She rang back three minutes later. That
was fine, she said. See you tomorrow.
Lovely, I said. Julie insisted on cooking
and I 169 agreed to that without any
protest since the entire imminent disaster
had been her idea. When I arrived home
just before seven the flat was full of rich
smells. The table was laid. The main
roomwas tidy. I went into the kitchen.
On one side there was a large dish I had
forgotten I had. She must have been
rooting around in the back of my
cupboards. It was full of vegetables. |
couldsee tomatoes, aubergines,



courgettes, sliced onions. "You said to
keep it simple," Julie said. "That's the
first course. Marinated vegetables. Then
there's a risotto. I've got the liquid all
ready. And I got some fruit and ricotta
round the corner." "I bought some wine,"
[ said, faintly. "Then we're all done."
"How do you do all this?" "What do you
mean?" "All this. This stuff, the laid
table, the dish with vegetables that could
be put in a magazine. There are no
cookbooks lying around wedged open
with stains where you spilled oil on
them." Julie laughed. "I don't know how
to cook. This isn't cooking. I just fried or
boiled afew vegetables and poured
some olive oil and a splash of vinegar
over them, sprinkled a few herbs. This is



just fast food." "Yes, but where did you
learn how to do it without planning and
worrying and complaining and making a
mess?" She looked puzzled. "Compared
with  what?" shesaid. "Are you
comparing boiling up some rice with
going and looking at dead bodies and
thinking about how they died?" I pulled a
face. "That wasn't exactly what I had in
mind," I said lamely. "But your dress,"
Julie said. "You haven't changed your
mind about that?"

Julie looked almost too sensational in
the dress. With her tousled hair and still-
tanned face and arms and legs, lipstick
and just a touch of mascara, she looked
as 1f she should be performing a torch



song in an exotic bar rather than having
dinner with a selection of my more drab
friends. "You look amazing," I said, and
she gave a half-grin as if it was all a
joke, as if we were both going to dress
up in grown-ups' clothes to play a game.
"I'm not going to be 171 able to compete.
I think I'll dress down this evening." "Is
this all right?" Julie said, looking
slightly alarmed. "You want this back
for this evening? I'm sure I can dig out
something." I shook my head. "That's
your dress," I said. "That dress does not
want to be worn by me ever again." I
tried on five different dresses. I was
after a complicated and subtle effect. |
didn't want it to seem as if I'd made an
elaborate, rather pathetic attempt to



impress at what was, after all, a casual
dinner. On the other hand it wouldn't do
to appear insultingly casual. I settled on
something simple and black, which
didn't look as if it had been sprayed on
but neither did it look as if I was going
to a barn dance. When 1 emerged from
the bedroom, Julie gave a whistle which
made me laugh. "That's amazing," she
said. "You look incredible. Is that what
you call dressing down?" I went over to
her and turned her toward the large
antiqued mirror on the wall. I leaned on
her shoulder and we scrutinized each
other and ourselves with a critical eye.
"We're wasted on this crowd," I said.
"We should be going out somewhere so
trendy that I haven't even heard of it." "I



thought these were your best friends,"
Julie said. "More like obligations. You
remember that detective,  Oban?"
"Course." "He thinks we're gay."
"What?" "I think so." Julie giggled and
then her face  wrinkled with
concentration. "Was it something we
did?" "I think it was just that we were
two women living together, you doing
the cooking, all that. You know, a cozy
set-up." "And a turn-on for him as well, I
suppose." "Maybe." She turned her back
to the mirror. "I can see the attraction,"
she said thoughtfully. "It's just that it's
always been men with me. Don't know
why." There was a ring at the door. |
looked at my watch. It was one minute to
eight. "Don't they know that eight means



nine?" 1 said, going across to the door
that led down to the street. It was 173
Catey, with Alastair hovering shyly
behind. Catey was prettily dressed in
pale green, and Alastair wore a suit and
a tie. Helooked as if he had come
straight from work. They kissed me on
both cheeks then gave me a bottle of
sparkling wine and a large bunch of
flowers. "I've heard so much about you,"
said Alastair. What, I wanted to say in
reply, could you possibly have heard
about me? But I just smiled. "We've got
so much to catch up on," said Catey, and
ran up the stairs. With a bit of desperate
improvisation, there was just enough to
catch up on to last us until eight minutes
past eight when Francis arrived. He was



wearing a white shirt with no tie and a
suit that looked so terrible--as if it had
been made out ofsome Terylene
substitute, left out in the garden for a
week and then not ironed--that I realized
it must have cost more than my car. He
had brought some champagne. He looked
round the living room. "This is an
exciting moment for me," he said. "This
is the flat that Kit never lets anybody
come to." Catey and Alastair looked
round it with new interest. It was like
one of those moments in the National
Gallery when you give a painting a
casual five seconds. Then you look in
your guidebook and discover it's the
most important German painting of the
fifteenth century and youretrace your



steps and say to yourself, "Come to think
of it ..." I flashed a look at Julie, which
was the closest I got to explaining that,
to be more precise, this was the flat that
I didn't let Catey or Francis come to.
"None of you know each other," I said.
"This 1s Julie, who's staying with me and
has done the cooking tonight and, well,
everything, really. And this is Francis,
who works with me at the clinic. And
thisis Catey, who, er, who's an old
friend. And this is Alastair." "Alastair
works in the City," Catey interjected.
"At something totally incomprehensible,
of course. Do you know? I heard on the
radio the other day that sixty percent of
people have no idea what their partner
does at work. By the way, Kit, what



happened to that person you were, you
know ..7"1 was tempted to say, no, I
don't know, but I said in a meek voice
that we weren't 175 seeing each other
anymore, and there was a silence.
Francis opened his champagne and filled
a glass for himself, then wandered
around the room looking at the furniture,
pictures, books as if he was compiling a
psychological analysis of me, which of
course was what he was doing. He made
me think of the days in summer when a
big fat bumble bee would get in through
a window and chunter around the flat
until I could flap it back outof the
window with a magazine. Meanwhile
Cateybegan to talk about what an
interesting area this was and how clever



of me it had been to get in early. His
unofficial tour concluded, Francis sat
down on the sofa between me and Julie.
"How's the return to work?" he said,
terminating the London  property
conversation. "That's a big question," |
said. "Are you still doing the same
thing?" Catey asked brightly. "Well ..."
"I was telling Alastair about what you
do in the taxi. The reason it came into
my mind was that [was wondering
whether you know anything about this
terrible murder the other day." I was
puzzled. How could Catey--whicho, as
far as I knew, still worked in a gallery--
possiblyhave heard about my
connection with the Lianne murder?
"Which one?" "The one on Hampstead



Heath. That mother who was killed with
her daughter there. Philippa Burton."
"No, I'm not involved with that." "It's
like Lady Di. People have been laying
flowers on the road nearby. They go on
for more than a hundred yards.
Someone's left a book of remembrance.
Ali and I walked over there just to have
a look and it's extraordinary. There's a
traffic jam, lots of police, queues of
people. Women were crying, men were
carrying their children on their shoulders
so that they could get a glimpse. Why do
people do 1t?" "What do you think,
Francis? =~ What's  your professional
opinion?" He looked alarmed. "It's not
really my field, of course. Maybe people
believe that at the spot something



happened, a good thing or a bad thing,
there's a special energy. Like heat.
People go there to get close to it." "It's
exciting," 1 added. "People want to be
near to feel involved in all the 177
drama." "And they care," added Julie.
"They were upset when they heard about
it and they wanted to show it. There's
nothing bad about that, is there?" "No," I
said, and I looked over at Catey. "I'm
working on a murder in a place where
people aren't leaving flowers." "Why?" |
shrugged. "The victim was homeless.
Her body was found by a canal. I don't
think anybody cared much at all." "That's
sad," said Catey. But she didn't pursue
the subject. At ten past nine when Will
Pavic still hadn't appeared, 1 decided



that we would start eating. We sat down,
leaving, on Julie's insistence, a space
next to her for him, should he arrive. The
vegetables, olive oil and exotic bread
thatJulie had conjured up from
somewhere or other were all
extraordinary. It was like being in a
restaurant but with the added benefit of
having my own furniture. The risotto
was wonderfully chewy and flavored
with sorrel, which I had thought was a
weed, but hugely impressed Catey. |
seemed to get some reflected credit for
Julie's food, asif I had been the
impresario for the occasion. The main
course was almost finished when there
was aring at the door. Will was
standing there in jeans and a blue shirt,



rough trainers, carrying a jacket under
his arm. Suddenly I felt overdressed,
which was ridiculous. He was the one
who ought to be apologetic. "It's been a
bad day," he said. "I should have rung to
say [ couldn't come, butl haven't got
your number." "It's in the phone book," 1
said shortly. "Well, I don't know if it is
in the phone book anymore. You could
probably have got it somewhere. Come
and eat. We started, I'm afraid." He
followed me upstairs. Indoors, in the
brighter light, he looked tired and
drawn. Iintroduced him to the people
around the table, who looked sheepish
suddenly, as if they had been caught
eating when they weren't allowed to.
Julie came forward, with a charming



smile, shook his hand and didn't let go,
leading him to his place beside her. He
tossed his jacket on to the sofa as he
passed it. "You'll have to catch up," said
Julie. "Do you mind if I pile everything
onto your 179 plate?" He smiled and
shook his head. "Redor white?"
"Whatever." For the next few minutes, he
ate steadily, glancing around the table,
but mainly concentrating on his food.
"Maybe we should try and bring Will up
to date," Julie said. "Like in a soap
opera. We talked about this area. I did
my normal spiel about traveling around
the world. You've never heard that, W.
I'll tell it to you later. And Catey and
Alastair went to look at where a murder
was committed on Hampstead Heath and



they signed the book of remembrance ..."
"We didn't actually--was his... and
Alastair was just talking about working
in the City." Pavic looked round at
Alastair. "Where do you work?" "Just
off Cheapside." "What firm?" Alastair
looked puzzled. "Hamble's." "Pierre
Dyson." "Well, yes," said Alastair. "I
mean, ['ve never actually met him, but,
yes, he's the chief. Do you know him?"
"Yes." There was a pause. "Sorry," said
Alastair. "What was your name again?"
"He's called Will Pavic," I said. "Hang
on, hang on. I remember. Wahl Baker,
right?" Will looked uncomfortable now.
"That's right." "It's great to meet you, W.
I've heard somuch about you." "You
mean about the hostel?" I asked. "No,



no," said Alastair contemptuously. "I
don't want to embarrass your guest, but
he managed the Wahl Baker fund for ten
years. Legendary years. Fantastic." "It
wasn't so fantastic,” Will said quietly.
"I'll be the judge of that," said Alastair.
"I didn't know you worked in the City," I
said. "I don't," said W. "Not now." And
then he fell silent as the conversation
drifted off in another direction. For the
rest of the meal I sneaked glances 181
across the table at Julie and Pavic. I
heard fragments of her conversation
about something in  Mexico and
something else about Thailand. His
replies were brief and I couldn't make
them out. After the meal we sat on the
sofa with coffee, tea, or, for Catey, a



concoction that smelled medicinal. Will
was clearing the table and we found
ourselves in the kitchen at the same time.
"Not exactly your sort of people, I
suppose," I said. He didn't smile. "What
do you know about my kind of people?
They seem all right." "I meant me as
well." He gave a smile that might have
been sarcastic. "Julie's nice, though," I
volunteered dutifully. "She seems nice,"
he said. There was a pause. "I can't
believe you swapped being in the City
for that hostel in Kersey Town." "You
know the City?" he said. "I know Kersey
Town." "It seemed like a good idea at
the time." "What about now?" He opened
his mouth, then closed it again, and
seemed to think before talking. "Sorry,"



he said. "I think it's too big a subject for
this kitchen in this dinner party." "Then I
suppose I should be sorry," I said. "By
the way, I talked to someone who knows
you." A flicker of interest. "Oh yes?" "A
detective called Furth. He's working on
the Lianne case. Know him?" "Yes, I
know him." "He warned me against
you." "That sounds like Furth." "I don't
like him either." Will piled the plates
carefully by the sink and turned to face
me. "I don't know what you want, Kit,
but I don't care what you think about the
police or anybody else." That was it. I
tossed the towel onto the kitchen table
and took a combative step toward him.
"What the fuck did you come here for?
You come late, and then slouch in the



corner like some adolescent with your
sarcastic ~comments and  grumpy
expressions. You think you're better than
me, do you?" 183 Will shoved his hands
in his pockets and frowned. "I came
because I was taken by surprise by your
friend's invitation and couldn't think of
anything to say. And I'm sorry [ was late.
As I 'said, it was a bad day." "I had a bad
day." "I'm not going to have a bad-day
competition." "I'm not the enemy," I said.
"Aren't you?" he said, and he walked out
of the kitchen. I went after him so we
arrived almost together. I was flushed
and furious. I don't know what he looked
like. "We were just saying," said Catey,
"how amazing it was to do what you did,
to give up everything, a fantastic job,



and work in this hostel." I thought he
was going to be as horrible to Catey as
he had been to me, back in the kitchen,
but his expression was almost benign. "It
wasn't so amazing," he said. He turned to
Alastair. "I mean, why don't you give up
your nice job?" Alastair looked startled.
"Well, that is, I don't know, really.
Because I don't want to, I suppose." Will
spread his hands. "I did want to. That's
all." Julie came over--noto, slunk over,
ifthat's the word--with a mug of coffee
and handed it to W. "Why are you bad-
tempered with Kit?" she asked. He gave
a start and looked across at me, almost
shiftily. "Bad-tempered?" he said.
"Maybe I'm over-sensitive. When I first
started the hostel, I expected help from



people, from the police, from social
workers. It didn't work outlike that.
Now I just want them to leave us alone.
So sometimes I snap at people." "I just
want to help," I said, realizing as I spoke
how pathetic that sounded. "You're too
late," he said. "She's dead. I was too late
as well." He gave a sad smile. "There.
That's something we've got in common."
He sipped at his coffee, then gulped it
down. "I'm sorry," he said. "I think I'd
better go." "Don't," I said. "Not because
of me." "It's not because of you. I'm not
fit to be seen inpublic just now." He
said goodbye quite graciously to
everybody and was nice to Julie about
the meal. Julie saw himout and when
she came back murmured 185 to me,



"The search goes on." I managed a
splutter of a laugh but I felt shaken and
on the pretext of making more coffee |
retreated to the kitchen and did all the
washing-up. When Ireturned with the
jug, I saw that my plan to revenge myself
on these people hadn't entirely worked.
Francis was talking about himself, Julie
was talking about the Taj Mahal at dusk,
Cateywas talking about Alastair,
Alastair was looking modest. I was able
to pour out coffee, drink coffee and say
almost nothing. After too long, they left
with ominous cries of how we must get
together soon, and I even saw Francis
and Alastair exchanging phone numbers
on the stairs, a nightmare vision of my
burdens joining together and becoming



even bigger ones. Julie and I were left
alone. I pulled a face. "Sorry to inflict
all that on you," I said. "Don't," she said.
"I liked them. And they like you. They
all care about you--you're lucky to have
so many friends, you know." For a brief
moment, she sounded almost wistful. "I
should be apologizing to you. My Pavic
plan didn't really work." "Doesn't
matter. There was nothing wrong with
the plan. It was Pavic who was the
problem." She smiled and drained her
glass. She putdown her glass then
stepped across to me. She put one hand
on my cheek and kissed me on the lips,
quite lightly. "If I become a lesbian," she
said, "you'll be the first person I make a
pass at. Night-night."



14

I'd been right about one thing--the moan
had come from the witness, or a moan
had, at least. A police officer called on
Miss Mary Gould and she said she
wasn't sure, well, yes, maybe she might
have cried out when she saw the poor
girl, in fact, come to mention it, yes, she
was sure she had. She wasn't in trouble,
was she? So it had been wrong to
assume that Lianne had been killed by
the canal. "Which means," I said to
Furth, "that there's no reason to think it
was Doll rather than anyone else.
Right?" "Lady," he said, thrusting his
face toward mine so that I could see the
yellow stains on his teeth, the shaving



rash on his neck, the 187 lines of
exhaustion round his mouth, "this is all
wanking around, you know. She was
murdered beside the canal, by Doll." "It
would be worth looking into other
murders, though, wouldn't 1t?" "We've
already done it. Gil and Sandra spent
four hours this morning trawling through
the unsolved murder cases in London
from the last six months and no match
turned up. So there goes your theory.
Sorry. Just the one body for you, not a
glamorous clutch of them." "What were
you looking for?" I asked."We are
trained police officers, you know.
Similarities in methods of killing,
victim, geography. That kind of thing.
There was nothing. No drifter, no



mutilated bodies, no common location.
Zero. Nothing." "Can I look through the
cases too?" He rubbed his eyes and
sighed. "You're meant to be helping, not
getting in the way. What's the point?"
"I'm looking for different things," I
answered mildly. He shrugged wearily.
"If you want to waste a day off, it's your
business." "Are there a lot, then?"
"Thirty odd, unless you want to extend
your search parameters to include the
Bronx." "How do I look at them?" "We'll
take someone away from catching
criminals and you can find a spare
terminal." "So when can I see them?" He
looked at his watch and muttered
something under his breath. Then: "Half
an hour or so." "Thanks." "Can I ask you



something?" he asked, in a more earnest
tone. "What?" "Are you always sure that
you're right?" I blinked at him, feeling
the little knot of panic in my stomach.
"You've got me wrong," I said. "I'm
never sure. That's the point."



Thirteen of the unsolved murders were
of young men, who had been killed late
at night or in the early hours of morning,
outside nightclubs, pubs, football
matches, parties. I scrolled through their
cases: bludgeoned to death, stabbed,
smashed in the face with a broken bottle.
In twelve of the thirteen cases, they 189
had drunk a large amount of alcohol; the
thirteenth was a nineteen-year-old black
man who'd been found lying underneath
his bicycle, the lights still on. His skull
was fractured. Hitby a car. Possible
accident. Possible race attack. Two
prostitutes, one found dead in her little
room above a kebab joint, whose
owners wondered what the smell was;
another who'd been battered to death on



some wasteland in Summertown. Not far
away from Lianne. I hesitated briefly
over her: Jade Brett, aged twenty-two,
HIV positive, no next of kin. Probably
not, but I made a note. There were
several homeless people, winos with
wrecked livers found dead by park
benches, or in the shop doors where they
usually slept. There were seven
children, and although their murders
were unsolved, in all exceptone case
the police were directing their inquiries
towards family members, acquaintances.
They weren't relevant anyway. And of
course, there was Philippa Burton,
thirty-two years old, middle class,
respectable, famous now for dying. Hers
was the only name I recognized. Clearly



none of the others had merited more than
a couple of paragraphs on page five of
some newspaper. | looked at the details
of her case. As I already knew, she'd
been snatched from Hampstead Heath,
by the playground where her little
daughter had been playing, and
discovered several hours later at the far,
wild end of the Heath, face down among
trees and bushes. She had been hit over
the head, several times, with a stone that
had been found afew feet away from
her. There was a cut down her left
cheek, and faint bruises around her
wrists. She had not been molested.
There was no sign that it had been a
sexual murder. I rubbed my eyes and
stared at the screen. Then I picked up the



phone and dialed Furth's extension. "I'd
like to see Philippa Burton's body. And
her case file." "What?" It wasn't a "What
did you say?" It was a "What the fuck
are you talking about?" "Can I?" "Why?"
he repeated heavily. I could hear him
breathing. "Because I want to," I said.
191"Are you messing us around,
Doctor? Is this something to do with
your own work?" "I realize that I--was
"You want to know what I think?"
"What?" "You've got a problem. After
Doll's attack. Other people have been
saying it." "Then why was I asked in?"
"I've been wondering about that." "The
fact is that I'm here. Can I see the body?"
"Just because it would be interesting?
No way." He put the phone down on me.



I stared at the computer screen for a few
seconds longer, thenI picked up the
internal phone again and asked to be put
through to Oban. "Can I come and see
you?" "Sure. Now?""Please." "All

right."

Oban looked at me steadily over the
steeple of his fingers. His eyes seemed
paler than ever. It was several seconds
before he responded. "I don't quite
understand, Kit, what it is you're looking
for." I didn't reply--there wasn't much to
say, since I didn't know either, and the
consciousness that Iwas probably
making an idiot of myself, to the delight
of the whole police station, was growing
stronger. "You've talked about not



making assumptions. Now  you're
assuming that Lianne's killer murdered
someone else as well. Why? You think
there might be a connection with the
Pippa Burton case. Why? Help me out
here, Kit." His gentle and courteous
tones were much harder to respond to
than Furth's bluster. "I don't think I'm
assuming that at all," I said. "I am just
saying that if Lianne wasn't murdered by
the canal--and there's no reason now to
suppose that she was--then there are
things we should consider, that we might
have missed." Oban was being painfully
patient with me. "For the sake of
argument, let's say that you're right. Let's
ignore the fact that Furth's team have
already looked through the files. Why



Pippa Burton? All I can see here is the
lack of connections." He started counting
them off on his fingers: "The victims are
different, the 193 wounds are different,
the areas are different, the =inds of area
are different. And it's not just that, it's
office politics. You've got a fund of
goodwill, guilt even. We felt bad about,
you know, the accident. You don't want
to use all that up." Again, I didn't reply. 1
managed to hold his gaze, and not drop
my eyes. "OK," he said with a sigh.
"Take a look." "Thank you." "It's not in
our remit, of course, but it shouldn't be a
problem. I'll make sure Furth sets it up--
he won't be happy, though. I know he's
an idiot, but he's got instincts as well.
They're not all wrong." He looked at me



assessingly and didn't smile. "Oh, well
..." I managed a laugh that sounded more
like a sob."Why is this case so
important to you, Kit?" I gave a shrug
"I'm trying to be thorough." "I hear
you've been seeing Will Pavic." "How
would you know  that?" "Dodgy
character. You know he used to be
something big in the City?" "l heard
something about that." "I don't know all
the details, but he had a breakdown,
gave it all up. He's tried to become the
Mother Teresa of north London." "That
sounds like a good thing." "It's more
complicated than that. He's out of his
depth." Again, he looked at me
searchingly. "He's not very friendly to
the police either." "Apparently the



feeling is mutual," I said drily. "We've
just been trying to persuade him to obey
the same laws as the rest of us. Don't be
fooled by his charm." Finally, something
that made me smile. I thought of Pavic
the other night, with his bristling head
and scornful eyes. "There's no chance of
that."

Oban was right. Furth was right. So why
did I not agree with them? I stared again
at Philippa Burton's body on the tray. A
slim, smooth body, with round hips, high
breasts and faint stretchmarks on the
stomach, from the birth of her daughter
probably. The hands were 195 long and
graceful, the manicured fingernails
painted with  pearly-pink  polish,



matching her toenails. Her body was
untouched, except for the marks around
her delicate wrists. She lay there like a
beautiful statue, draped in the folds of a
sheet. But above her smooth torso, the
left side of her head was bashed in. Her
cap ofyellow hair stuck to the dark
blood. I felt no impulse to touch her, or
linger over her body. She had a husband
and a daughter to mourn her, dozens of
shocked friends, a whole crowd of
strangers who had fallen in love with the
thought of her. There had been articles in
the newspapers; politicians had queued
up to pay tribute to this model mother, so
brutally mown down by an evil monster,
and we must not rest till he's caught, etc.
Thousands of people had piled flowers



and soft toys at the site where her body
had been discovered. Hundreds of
people would go to her funeral.
Strangers would send flowers. But I
stayed, staring at her, because of a
feeling, like an itchI couldn't scratch.
She'd been found face downwards, like
Lianne had been found face downwards.
Even 1 knew that wasn't enough to
connect them. Nevertheless, I had this
sense of aconnection waiting to be
made, if only I could think about it in a
different way. I left the morgue and went
for a walk on the Heath. It wasn't
raining, but it was a dull and heavy day.
The grass was wet and the trees dripped
steadily. There weren't many people
around, just acouple of joggers, and



dog-owners throwing sticks into the
soggy undergrowth. I walked fast, past
the playground, past the ponds, up the
hill where onsunny days people fly
kites. I wasn't really going anywhere,
just round in circles, my brain churning
uselessly.
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I was already distrusted by one group of
detectives. Now [ had to deal with
another. At least they were attached to
the same station--or maybe, given the
way | was regarded, that wasn't such a
good thing after all. Oban was kind,
despite all his misgivings, and spoke to
the head of the Philippa Burton murder
inquiry and said nice things about me. So
within a day I found myselfsitting
opposite Detective Chief Inspector Vic
Renborn. He was a large bald man, with
a very small amount of ginger hair above
his ears and at the back of his head. With
his fiery red complexion, he was a scary
sight. I could imagine doctors taking bets



on whether the heart-attack or the stroke
would come first. He panted slightly as
he spoke, as if the effort of opening the
door for me had been too much. "Oban
says youre interested in Philippa," he
said, as if he were referring casually to a
friend 1in the next room. "Yes."
"Everybody's interested in Philippa." "I
know." "I've got uniformed officers out
directing the traffic and controlling the
crowds around the area where she was
found. We've had to install traffic lights
and create a temporary car park. People
are coming from all over the country and
leaving notes and flowers. I've just had a
Canadian forensic psychologist on the
phone. He's in London promoting a book
and he was offering his services. I've got



an astronomer. Is that right?" He looked
inquiringly at a female officer who was
sitting in a corner with a notebook.
"Astrologer, sir." "Astrologer. And a
couple of psychics. One woman
dreamed last month that the murder was
going to happen. Someone else has said
that they'll be ableto identify the
murderer if we give them a piece of
bloodstained clothing. The press are
sniffing round. It's like a circus down
there. I'm a lucky man. Everybody wants
to help me. And I've got nothing. And
we're fucking moving office so I haven't
even got a place to hide. Are you here to
help me?" "I'm not specifically
concerned with this case." "I suppose |
should be relieved. 199 Oban says



you're involved in the case of a dead
drifter found by the canal." "That's
right," I said. "No psychics have come
forward about that one. Nobody cares."
"What do you want with Philippa
Burton?" "I'm not sure." "It's not just that
it's a higher-profile case?" "What do you
mean?" "I just want to inform you that
I've already got a psychological adviser.
Seb Weller--do you know him?" "Yes."
"Good man?"1 paused for a moment.
"I'm not hereto compete,” 1 said
tactfully. "Our problem is that we've
only got one witness and she's three
years old." "Has she said anything?"
"Plenty. She likes strawberry ice-cream
and The Lion King and small stuffed
animals. She doesn't like avocados or



loudnoises. We've got a child
psychologist ~ who spends her time
making mud pies with her, or something.
Woman called Westwood. Know her?"
"Yes, I know Dr. Westwood." My heart
banged uncomfortably. I didn't want to
tell Renborn that actually Bella
Westwood had taught me. We'd all
revered her--a young, striking, intelligent
and sardonic woman who sat on her
desk swinging her slim legs when she
taught--and 1t would always be hard for
me to think of her as an equal. Once a
teacher, always a teacher. When I was
seventy and she was eighty she would
still be the person who'd written in the
margin of my project: "Beware of
confusing  instinct  and hypothesis,



Katherine." Now, I was muscling in on
her world, questioning her judgement,
even. "So what do you want?" asked
Renborn. "I'd like to talk to the husband.
Maybe see the child, if possible." He
frowned. "I don't see why not myself.
But you'd better talk to Dr. Westwood
about the child. 1 don't know whether
she'll let you anywhere near her. There
are complicated rules about what people
are allowed to say to her. I don't
understand them, anyway." "That's fine,"
I said. "Ask Dr. Westwood, and see
what she says.""All right," said
Renborn. 201 "We'll get back to you."
"I'll wait." Renborn gave a grunt. "Well,
then," he said, "if you'd step outside, I'll
call her. Now." I had barely had enough



time to take a drink of water from the
cooler outside when Renborn came out
of his office looking puzzled, and not
especially pleased. "Do you know Dir.
Westwood?" he said. "I've met her," I
hedged. "Hmm," he said. "I thought she
was going to tell you to sod off. That's
what she's said to everybody else. Got
something on her, have you?" This last
was said with a wry expression close to
a smile, which was better than nothing.
"So that's all right, is 1t?" "She'll take
you this afternoon." "Thanks very much,"
I said, mentally rearranging my day.
"Look," he said, "I haven't got aclue
what you're up to, but if you turn up
anything, please tell me first. I'd be
disappointed if 1 learn about it on the



front page of the Daily Mail." "I only
want to help," I said, which, come to
think of it, was what I'd said to Pavic as
well. My new catchphrase. It had a
melancholy  ring. "There you go,"
Renborn said sadly. "You're sounding
like an astronomer again." "Astrologer,"
said the female officer. "I was testing

you.

"How are you, Kit?" said Bella, looking
at me with an expression of sympathy.
She had sent me flowers in the hospital,
I remembered, and a card of a charcoal-
and-ink  woman bending over and
brushing her long hair; her writing was
dashing and bold. I had kept the flowers
long after they had started to turn brown.



I had always wanted Bella to think well
of me. You don't have to be a genius to
know that she and Rosa were my
mother-figures, my figures of authority
and of comfort. "Better, I think." We
were sitting in Bella's battered old car,
stuck 1n traffic, so she was able to turn
and look at me without putting our lives
at risk. She had a thin face, crow's feet
round her eyes now, tiny wrinkles
forming above her 203 lip, strands of
gray in her curly brown hair that flowed
everywhere. She was dressed in a
deceptively nuanced way. In her dark
trousers and light brown sweater she
was smart enough to assert some sort of
professional status, to show that she
hadn't just walked off the street and was



making it up as she went along, but she
was casual enoughto be reassuring.
"Thank you for letting me see Emily." "I
wouldn't if I thought you'd be clumsy in
your approach--but I must say I don't
know what it is you're after here." She
put up a hand to stop me when I began to
answer. "I don't particularly mind,
either, as long as you don't confuse the
child, or distress her, which I'm sure you
won't." A warning was implicit in the
sentence. She didn't need to spell
anything out. "My job is simply to talk to
Emily and, if necessary, to offer her
help. The police investigation is outside
my area of expertise." And yours, she
didn't need to add. "So what have you
been doing with her?" "I asked her what



she remembered." "Just like that?" "Why
not? I know what you're thinking, that it
sounds too simple and open-ended. Last
year I had to talk to a four-year-old boy
who had been in the flat when his mother
was raped and murdered. He had spent
eight hours alone with her body. He was
severely traumatized, almost unable to
speak. Remember the case?" I nodded.
"There we had the problem of healing
Damien as well as finding out what he
had seen. That was a complex case
involving a whole lot of oblique
strategies. Games, drawing, telling
stories, you know the kind of thing. But
Emily was just left by her mother at the
playground. There's no trauma, no
evident distress. She wasn't disturbed by



being asked and itseems there was
nothing to remember. She was playing
with other girls and then her mother
wasn't there. That was the distressing
part but she doesn't seem to have
witnessed anything of her mother's
disappearance, or abduction,  or
whatever it was." "Three-year-olds
aren't very good at responding to direct
questions." Bella laughed. "Don't
worry," she said. "I've played with her.
I've watched her interacting with friends,
playing with her Beanie Babies.
Sometimes, painful as it is, we've got to
admit 205 that all the sensitivity and
clever tricks don'tmean anything if
there's nothing there to find." We drove
up through Hampstead to the very top of



the hill and then down the other side
through opulent residential streets that
were new to me. Bellaturned into a
quiet road and pulled wup. "They're
staying with Philippa's mother who lives
nearby. For what it's worth, it's meant to
be asecret." "Do the police believe
they're under threat?" "From the press, I
think." Bella sat still for a moment, not
getting out of the car. I looked at the
large house. "Philippa's mother must be
pretty well off," I said, stating the
obvious. "Very," said Bella. She
drummed her fingers on the steering-
wheel. "Look, Kit, have you got
anything?" "I don't know." She looked
hard at me with an expression of just the
mildest anxiety. She was trying to work



me out. Could I have gone mad? Her jaw
tightened and she opened the door.

I talked to Jeremy Burton outside in his
mother-in-law's beautiful back garden,
where the smooth lawn curved around
well-tended beds. Bella had introduced
me vaguely as an associate and left it at
that. I knew that he had worked for some
sort of software company. I think he
owned it, or most of it. He was thirty-
eight years old but looked older. His
hair was graying, his face looked drawn,
hiseyes bloodshot. "Is there any
progress?" he said. "I'm sorry," I said, "I
don't know anything about that. You'll
have to ask the police." "The only police
I see are uniformed officers. There's one



supposedly lurking around somewhere.
They don't know anything. I feel--I feel
in the dark." He rubbed his face. "I don't
think there's been any large step
forward." "They won't catch anybody,"
he said. "Why do you say that?" "Isn't
that what they say? If they don't find the
murderer straight away, then mostly they
don't find him at all?" "It gets harder," 1
conceded. "So what can I do for you?"
he asked. 207 "I'm extremely sorry about
your wife." "Thank you." He blinked, as
if he couldn'tsee very well. "It must
have been a terrible shock. Where were
you when you heard about it?" "I've said
all this before. I've said it so many times
it no longer feels like the truth to me."
H e paused, then managed a sad smile.



"Sorry. I'm not my normal merry self. |
was at home. I usually work from home
at least one day a week." "Was Philippa
distressed? I'm sorry, is it all right if I
call her Philippa? It sounds strange
talking like this about someone I never
met. It's just that if I call her Mrs. Burton
I feel like a tax inspector." "Thank you,"
he said."What do you mean?" "For
asking. You know, in the papers they
call her Pippa. She was never called
Pippa in herlife. 1 called her Phil,
sometimes. Now it's the tragedy of
Pippa--Pippa this, Pippa that. I think
they use it because it fits into a headline.
Philippa's got too many letters." He
sighed and ran a hand through his hair.
"And the answer is; no she didn't seem



distressed. She was happy. The same as
always. Nothing was different. It was
just life as normal. We were happy
together--though sometimes now it
seems as if I can't remember anything
properly anymore." "Mr. Burton ..."
"What I really don't understand is what
Phil's mood could have to do with her
death." "I'm interested in patterns of
behavior. Maybe I'm asking the same
question you must be asking, which is,
why her?" "Everything was normal ...,"
he said, sounding not resentful but just
puzzled. "Normal mood, normal state of
mind, normal patterns of behavior. I say
that and you look at me like that, and it
all sounds suspicious and strange.
Anyway, what does normal mean?" "Did



she have a routine to her life?" "]
suppose so. She looked after Em, looked
after the house, saw friends, saw her
mother, went shopping. Ran our life
together, I suppose. We were quite a
traditional couple, you know." "Did she
see friends during that last 209 week?"
"I've already told the police, she saw her
mother and she went out with Tess
Jarrett." Imade a mental note of the
name. "If anything had been troubling
her, she would have told you about it?"
"Doctor ..." "Quinn. Kit Quinn." "Right.
There was nothing troubling her. She
went out and got killed by a madman.
Everyone says so. Look, I don't know
what you want from me. Everyone wants
something. The police want me to cry on



television, or to break down and confess
that I did it. The press wants God knows
what. Emily wants--well, she wants to
know when Mummy's coming home
again, [ suppose. Idon't know." He
sighed and looked at me out ofhis
bloodshot eyes. "I don't know," he said
again. "What do you want?" He rubbed
his eyes. He looked tired and sad. "To
go home with Emily, and go back to
work,and be left alone and let
everything get back to normal." "Except
of course it can't." "I know that," he said
wearily. "I know. What I really want is
to wake up one morning and find it's
been a dream. In fact, every morning
now I wake up andfora moment I don't
remember, and then I do. Do you know



what that feels like? To have to realize
all over again?"l was silent for a
moment, and he stared down at the grass.
"Was your wife ever involved in any
kind ofsocial work? With foster-
children, that sort of thing?" "No. She
worked for an auction house when we
met, but she gave that up when she had
Emily." "She had no connections with
the Kersey Town area?" "She may have
caught a train from there." I went around
in circles several more times, always
coming back to the same point: What
was the use of asking Jeremy Burton
about his wife's character and mood
when she'd been the victim of a random
attack? At last I stood up. "I'm grateful to
you for talking to me," I said, holding out



my hand. He shook it. "Sorry, my
questions must have sounded a bit
strange." "No stranger than most of the
other things I've been asked. You know,
one newspaper 211 has offered me fifty
thousand pounds to talk to them about
what it's like to have my wife
murdered." "What did you say?""I
couldn't think of anything. I put the phone
down. You want to talk to Emily. She
hasn't any connections with the Kersey
Town area. I can tell you that straight
away." "I'll only be a minute." "Pam will
show you. That's my mother-in-law." A
handsome gray-haired woman was
hovering by the French windows that led
into the kitchen. There was anashen
pallor to her face, the color of a woman



who had experienced intense grief.
Jeremy Burton introduced us. "I'm very
sorry  about your daughter," 1 said.
"Thank you," she replied, with an
inclination ofher head. "Dr. Quinn
wants to see Emily," Burton said. "What
for?" "I'll only be a moment." Pam Vere
led me along the corridor. "Emily's got a
friend here at the moment. Is thatall
right?" "Of course." Pam opened the
door and I saw two little girls crouched
on the carpet arranging some stuffed
animals in a circle. Two girls, one with
dark brown pigtails, the other with light
browncurls and just for an instant I
didn't know which was which, and I felt
a pang. It was like a lottery. Which of
them was going to be picked out as the



one whose mother had been brutally
killed? Pam stepped forwardto the
darker girl. "Emily," she said, "there's
someone to talk to you." The tiny little
girl looked up with a fearsome frown. I
sat down next to her. "Hello, Emily. My
name's Kit. What's your friend called?"
"I'm Becky," the friend said. "Becky
Jane  Tomlinson." Becky immediately
started chatting away. I satas I was
introduced to the toys one by one. Last of
all were the good bears and the bad
bears. "Why are the bears bad?" I asked.
"Cos they're bad." "What do you do with
the toys?" 1 asked. "Play," said Emily.
"Do you ever take them to the
playground?" I asked. "Do you take them
on the swings and 213 into the sandpit?"



"I dunnit," said Emily. "I dunnit all with
Bella." "Did it," said Pam. 1 laughed,
outsmarted. "Youre a clever girl,
Emily," I said. "And 1 am sorry your
mummy died." "Granny says she's with
the angels." "What do you say?" "Oh, I
don't think she's gone that far. She's
coming back." I glanced up at Pam Vere
and saw on her face an expression of
such fierce anguish thatl had to look
away again. "Well, can I come back
again one day? If I think of a new thing
to ask you?" "Don't mind," said Emily,
but she had already turned away. She
lifted up a sad-eyed koala and pressed
her lips to its blackplastic nose,
crooning gently. "I'm so proud of you," |
heard her whisper. "So proud."



16

I was tired as I drove back to my flat
through the fumes of the rush-hour, and
glad that Julie wasn't home. She's said
something about aninterview with a
record company--although what she, a
math teacher and world-traveler, knew
about the music industry I didn't know. I
opened the windows to let in the evening
freshness. Children's voices floated up
from the garden at the back. I went into
the bathroom, turned on the taps, and
tipped some bath oil into the water. Then
I took off my clothes, which felt dirty
after my day, and slid into the tub. The
water was slippery and pungent, and I
lay back and closed my eyes. Then the



telephone rang. Damn, 1 hadn't turned on
the answering-machine. Why did phones
always ring when you were in the bath? |
waited, and 1t wenton ringing. So I
clambered out, wrapped a towel round
myself and dripped into the living room,
leaving a trail of wet footprints behind
me. "Hello?" Little soap blisters burst
along my arms. "Is that Kit Quinn?" the
voice crackled; he must be calling on a
mobile. "Speaking." 215 "It's Will Pavic
here." "Oh," I said, into the silence that
followed this announcement. "I wanted
to apologize for the other night." "Go on,
then." "What?" "You said you wanted to
apologize." There was a splutter at the
other end, which mighthave been
outrage or amusement. "I'm sorry I was



unsociable. There you are." "You were
obviously tired, and it was a stupid
invitation anyway. Forget it. It doesn't
matter, really." "Maybe  there's
something I can tell you about Lianne." |
felt a jolt of surprise. "Yes?" "It's not
much, really. But ... well, I'm about a
mile away from your flat, and I thought I
might as well call round. Just for a few
minutes. If you haven't got company."
"Fine. It's just me." I thought about my
bath of silky water. "See you, then. By
the way, how come you found my
number?" "You were right. It wasn't so
hard."

I pulled the plug on my bath and dressed
in a pair of ancient jeans and a vest top.



I wasn't going to make any effort for
Will Pavic. While I was waiting for him,
I flicked on the television news to see if
there was anything more about Philippa
Burton. She'd dropped from the main
story to the third one: detectives still
searching the area for clues; flowers and
soft toys still being left at the place
where her body was found. There was a
new photograph of her being shown, one
of her on a hilltop in baggy canvas shorts
and a T-shirt, laughing, her silky hair
blowing in the breeze, her arms around
her little dark-eyed daughter. I thought of
Emily burying her face into her koala
and whispering words to it that her
mother had said to her: "I'm so proud of
you." Maybe my mother had said things



like that to me before she went and died.
My father had never been very good on
details like that--he'd just say, frowning,
"Well, she loved you very much, of
course," as if that was enough. I'd
always wanted so much more: all the
d a f tdiminutives and terms of
endearments, the games she'd played
with me, the way she'd held me and
carried me, the things she'd wanted for
217 me, the hopes she'd had. All through
my life I'd made them up for myself.
Every time I had done well at school, I'd
told myself how pleased my mother
would have been. When I became a
doctor, I wondered i1f she would have
wanted that for me. Even now, when I
look at myself in the mirror, with my



mother's face, my mother's gray eyes, I
pretend it's not my reflection that I am
gazing at, but her, standing there at last,
smiling at me after so many years of
waiting. ... The doorbell rang. Will was
in a dark suit this time, no tie. His eyes
were red-rimmed and his skin chalky.
He looked as if he needed to sleep for a
hundred years. "Do you want a drink?" I
asked. "No thanks. Coffee maybe." He
stood in the middle of the living room,
11l at ease. I made a coffee for him, and
poured myself a glass of wine. "Milk?
Sugar?" "No." "Biscuit?" "No, I'm fine."
"Why don't you sit down? Unless you
wantto deliver your information like
that and bolt." He managed a brief
grimace, then sat on the sofa. I took the



chair opposite him and resisted the urge
to make small-talk, to fill in the silence
that flowered in the space between us.
He stared at me, frowning. "I told you I
didn't really know Lianne." "Yes, you
did." "And it's true. Dozens of teenagers
come throughmy doors every week
They are given shelter ifthey need it,
information about their options if they
require it. We put them in touch with
various organizations if that is what they
want. But no questions are asked. That's
the whole point--in a way, that's why |
set up Tyndale Center in the first place.
We don't try to tell them what is best for
them. We don't make any judgements--
everyone else does that, not us. We lay
down certain rules, but outside that we



make no demands on them. That's what
the center is--a place where they are free
to think for themselves, even if that
means making painful mistakes about
their lives--was He stopped abruptly.
"All that's beside the point." "No, it isn't,
as a matter of--was 219 "Lianne had
been to the center three times in the last
six months or so," he cut in. "The first
two, she was quite optimistic about her
future. She said she wanted to be a cook-
-you'll find that about a fifth of children
in care seem to want to be cooks. We
gave her some leaflets about catering
courses, that kind of thing. But the third
time, the last time we saw her, she was
depressed. Very subdued indeed.
Withdrawn and listless." "Do you have



any idea why?" He drained his coffee
and stared into the bottom of his cup.
"Her best friend had killed herself a few
weeks earlier." "How old was she?"
"Fourteen or fifteen. Maybe sixteen. I
don't really know." "How did they know
each other?" "No idea. They came to the
center together once, but they'd
obviously known each other before.
They probably hung about in the same
places." "Why did she do 1t?" He
shrugged. "Pick a reason. Why don't
more of them do it, is a better question.
Daisy." "That was her name?" "Daisy
Gill. Sounds a happy sort of name,
doesn't 1t?" And for the first time since
I'd met him he gave me a proper smile--
rueful, quick to fade, but genuine while it



lasted. I smiled back and he looked
away, staring out of the window at my
grassy plague pit. "Do you want a glass
of wine now?""So now you've got
another fact," he said, ignoring me. "I
mean, to add to the one you already
knew. One: Lianne was troubled. Two:
Lianne was killed." "Maybe. Wine?"
"No. No wine. That's enough. Goodbye."
He stood up in a single movement and
held out his hand. I took it. "Thank you,"
I said, and it was at that moment that
Julie sailed through the door, with her
glossy and excited face; her mouth open
to tell me something. She stared at us,
startled. "This 1s a surprise," she
managed finally. Will nodded at her.
"I'm just leaving." "Glass of wine?" she



gabbled. "Beer?" "No," he said. "Thank
you." At the door, he turned. "I wanted to
say ..." He stopped and threw a glance at
me. "I am sorry for my rude behavior at
your dinner party. The food was
delicious." 221 And he was gone.
"Well," said Julie, turning on me.
"You're a sly one." "He came for about
two minutes. He wantedto tell me
something about the young woman who
was murdered." "Yeah, yeah. Well, I've
lost interest inhim anyway. He's too
grim for me. Do youwant to hear my
news?" "Go on." "I got the job." "No!"
"Yup. Starting in a month's time--I told
them I had other commitments before
then." "Do you?" "No, of course not, but
you can't seem too available, can you?"



"Congratulations, Julie. I'm sure you'll
be brilliant at it--whichatever it is." "I
don't really know myself." She giggled.
Then: "So I'll start looking for a place to
live." "No hurry," I said, before I could
stop myself. I'd have to get used to being
alone again. Iclosed my eyes briefly.
"Why don't you try and get him back?"
Julie said. "What the hell are you talking
about?" "Don't shout so. Albie. I bet he
misses you too. Anyone in their right
mind would miss you." "I don't want him
back." To my surprise, it wasn't so much
of a lie anymore. He'd left of his own
accord, and ifhe was missing me, he
was sure to be missing me in the arms of
another woman; missing me while
holding someone else's face in his hands.



So Ididn't want him. I wanted someone
who would just belong to me. I wanted
to be the best beloved. That's what most
of us want, 1sn't 1t?

17

I was tired, I had mildly swollen glands,
a sore throat that felt like glass when I
swallowed. I didn't feel much like going
to work, so I lingered over my breakfast
of toast and honey and strong tea. The
kitchen table lay in a pool of sunlight. I
would have liked to sit there all day,
hands round a warm mug, feet in 223
warm slippers, listening to sounds
coming from the street, maybe even
watching daytime television. But then the
phone rang and it was Oban. He said he



wanted to talk to me. "We are talking."
"I mean in person." "When?" "Could you
be here by ten?" I looked at my watch. "I
suppose so. I'll have to cancel a
meeting." "Good." "Has there been a
development?" "Not as far as I know."
"Then what's it about?" "We'll talk about
it face to face."

I was puzzled all the way over,
constructing good scenarios and bad
scenarios in my head, but mostly bad
ones. I didn't come up with anything as
bad as what I found when I was shown
into Oban's office at exactly ten o'clock.
Oban was sitting at his desk, clearly not
working but looking expectant. I saw he
wasn'talone. A woman was standing



with her back to me, looking out of the
window. She turned round. It was Bella.
She caught my eye, then looked away.
And sitting on the sofa against the wall
was Rosa from the Welbeck. "What's
this?" I said. Oban gave me an uneasy
smile. "Would you sit down, Kit?" he
said, gesturing at the chair in front of the
desk. Unable to think clearly, I did so
and immediately regretted it because it
made me the lowest person in the room.
Oban nodded across at Rosa. "Dr.
Deitch?" Rosa bit her lower lip. It was a
way of signaling that this was going to
hurt her more than it hurt me. She leaned
forward and put her hands together
almost in an attitude of prayer. "Kit, |
want to make it clear that I blame myself



forall this." "All what?" 1 asked--
knowing that that was what she wanted
me to ask. I should just stay quiet, I told
myself. "All what?" 1 asked again
helplessly. "We feel," said Oban,
looking at me kindly, which was worse
than anything else, "or that is, I feel and I
think that Rosa agrees with me, that we
rather unfairly plunged you 225 into th
case without proper regard for, er, level
of expertise and ..." "You have become
rather involved, haven't you, Kit?" said
Rosa gently. "In the first place," said
Oban, "it was a purely routine matter, a
brief assessment of a suspect. We felt
we owed it to you to ask you. And you
performed that task admirably. We
remain indebted to you. Then--and I



admit this was entirely my fault--I asked
you to become more involved. But
recently ... well, there have been some
murmurs. ..." "Bella?" I said, twisting
round in my chair to look at her. Bella
looked at me steadily. "I've not made any
complaint, Kit. But after you left I talked
to Jeremy Burton, and to the mother, and
I'm afraid I had to report to DCI Renborn
thatl couldn't see any point to your
interview with them. I'd describe it as a
fishing expedition, but I couldn't even
see that you were fishing for anything
This is a delicate case. It's getting a lot
of attention." "I know," I said. "I only
wanted to--was "I want to echo Dr.
Deitch," said Oban. "I blame myself for
pushing you into th pressured situation."



"You don't want me to work for you
anymore?" There was a pause. "We
think it was too soon for you," said
Rosa. "And that this particular case has
touched some nerve in you that may not
b e particularly healthy." "What do you
mean?" "Rosa has told me something of
your early history," said Oban. I stared
at Rosa. "Kit, all I have said to Dan is
that personal circumstances--losing your
mother so young-- may, in certain ways
..." her face was goingred his... well,
have affected your judgement in some
ways." "Oh" I sat there for a few
minutes, my cheeks burning as well.
Then I swallowed hard and painfully.
"You may be right. I may be too
involved. I do care, I don't know what



the rightlevel of caring is. But that
doesn't mean I'mwrong. And I haven't
been derailing the investigations. I
haven't been telling other people what to
do. I've just been following up different
lines of inquiry." 227 "Well, now,"
Oban said, "this isn't one of your bits of
academic research. You're talking as if
we can just let anybody roam round a
murder inquiry, pursuing their own
interests. It's not like that. And, I'm sorry
to have to say this, in a way you're in
danger of derailing the investigation.
You put my men's backs up, you trample
on other people's turf, and it seems, I'm
sorry, but it seems that you're doing it
without any reason. I mean, without any
proper reason. I accept that you're upset



by these victims. So are we all. We all
wantto catch these killers. You've
helped us," he added, more gently, "but
now we think it's time for us to move
on." "Can I say something first? Before I
go, Imean?" Oban leaned back in his
chair. "Of course." "First of all," I said,
"tell me, just in a sentence, how you
would describe the murder of Lianne."
"Standard murder of an accessible
victim by a psychopath," he said. "The
crime was committed by someone with a
pathological hatred and fear of women.
Hence the violent stabbing." "And the
murder of  Philippa Burton?"
"Completely different. I hardly know
whereto start. She was severely
battered with a blunt object. She is a



high-risk victim for the perpetrator. She
was abducted in a public place while
she was with a child. Different kind of
person, different method, different area,
different level of violence. But you
disagree." I stood up. I had to pretend at
least to be authoritative. I walked to the
window and looked out. Outside was an
area of virtual wasteland at the back of
the police station. There were three
overflowing Dumpsters and some large
metal bins, piles of planks, something
covered by a tarpaulin. To one side,
growing out of the concrete was a vast
explosion of buddleia, flaming purple.
Butterflies were fluttering around it like
tiny scraps of paper tossed in the wind.
That wasnice. I turned back to my



reluctant audience. "When [ looked
through the files on Philippa Burton
something rang a bell." "What was it,
Kit?" asked Rosa, at the same time as
Oban said, "We don't employ you to
listen to bells ringing. There are 229
psychics telephoning us every day about
Philippa Burton who hear bells ringing."
I thought of my group of men at Market
Hill; T thought of the things they had done
and the skewed way they looked at the
world. There were things I had learned
from them that nobody else in this room
knew. I had that at least. "People leave
signatures behind," 1 said. "Always,
even whenthey try to cover it up,
because the signature of a murderer is a
bit like the meaning of a poem. There's



the meaning that the poet intended, but
there may also be hidden meaning that
the poet wasn't conscious of. Sometimes
they think their signature is one thing but
it's actually another." I hurried on,
anxious to get to the end of my last stand
before they lost interest entirely. "What
caught my eyeabout the murder of
Philippa Burton was that she was lying
face down. Like Lianne." I paused and
looked at Oban.  His expression
remained gentle, even pitying. "Is that
it?" he said kindly. "We've already
covered this, Kit." "Have you ever seen
a recently killed body lying face up?" I
asked."l suppose so,” said Oban
doubtfully. "I've seen lots of pictures of
them.  The eyes are open, staring



upwards. You know how eyes in
paintings are meant to follow you around
the room. The eyes of a dead person are
the opposite. They are obscenely static,
just staring ahead, accusing, maybe. You
can imagine that if you'd killed someone,
you might want to turn them face
downwards, so they weren't looking at
you." "Maybe, but for God's sake, Kit, a
body is like a piece of bread. It can only
fall two ways, butter side up or butter
side down. It's not enough to build a
case on." "Remember the wounds on
Lianne's  body? Where were they?"
"Abdomen. Stomach, chest, shoulders."
"On her front. And yet she was laid face
down. That's like painting a watercolor
then hanging it so that it faces the wall."



I looked at Rosa. She was pulling a face.
"I find it difficult,”" she said, "when you
talk of these women as if they were
works of art.""I know, but they are
works of art," I said. "They are wicked
and incompetent and of no aesthetic
interest, but they are works of art and we
have to read them. That's what I do at the
231 hospital. You know that. I read
crimes as ifthey were symptoms and
patterns. I search for meanings. What
about the wounds themselves?" "Brutal,"
Oban said. "Frenzied." "Those aren't the
words 1 would wuse. Tepid, maybe.
Precise. Decorous, even. In some ways,
it looked like a frenzied sexual attack but
it just didn't ring true." I saw Oban
wince again. "It's not that there were no



signs of sexual assault--these
psychopathic ~ murders canbe a
punishment of women for their sexual
threat. But in those cases you see terrible
aggression directed at the breasts and
genitals. Not here, though. The stabbings
were all above the waist and avoided
the breasts entirely. Display of this kind
is very rare and this form of mutilation,
it's called piquerism, 1s even more So.
And yet she was turned face down."
"This is just not enough, Kit," said Oban.
H e was gradually losing his patience.
"Where's the connection? Two bodies
lying face down?" "I've seen a number of
attacks on women that were comparable
to the Philippa Burton one. They were
all very violent. Also, it seemed as if the



presence of the child was an attraction,
as an audience or a victim. But this
murderer didn't want the child present.
What I felt looking at Philippa Burton's
body was the relative restraint. I mean,
think of it: You hate women, you've just
killed a woman, and you've got
something like a claw hammer in your
hand. Why not really go for it?" Oban
leaned forward and put a hand on my
shoulder. "Kit, you're not giving us
anything. All right, you've got a feeling.
True, Idon't know what the fuck it
means. Sorry, ladies." The ladies looked
up, but mainly because they were being
called ladies. "But I've got nothing to
take to the people who think you've been
wasting our time." I rubbed my eyes with



my fingers. I had said my piece and my
mind felt empty. He was right. What was
there, after all I'd said? What was there
to do? I didn't want to think, I wanted to
crawl away, but with a last effort, I
managed to retrieve something very
small from the corner of my mind. "OK,"
I said in a small voice. "I'm finished. I'll
just say one last thing. We know that
Lianne's dead body was brought to the
233 canal towpath in the back of a car."
"We don't know that at all," said Oban,
irritably. "And Philippa Burton's body
was found a mile and a half from where
she was last seen. So, in all probability
she was taken by car as well. Has there
been any cross-reference for fibers or
traces?" "No, there hasn't, as you well



know," Oban said truculently. "Nor have
w e cross-referenced them with the Jack
the Ripper murders. We don't have time-
-was "That's my last suggestion. Will
you do it?" "Why would we--was
"Please," I said. I wanted to cry.
"Please."

18

There were fireworks in my head,
hissing and wheeling, in the red and
purple dark. I don't know how I managed
to walk out of the station, with my chin
up and my legs not giving way beneath
me. leven gave a friendly nod to the
woman on dutyat the front desk. I
reached my car, but my hands were
trembling so much I dropped the key on



the ground and had to scrabble around
for it. My eyes stung, as if there was grit
in them. [ had to get out of here, to where
nobody could see me. Ididn't want
anyone looking at me with that terrible,
terrible compassion in their eyes. I had
looked at people like that. Once, in a
differentlife. Everything seemed
impossibly far off, as if [ was looking at
my past through the wrong end of a
telescope. I made it into the car. For a
minute [ laid my head back against the
head-rest and shut my eyes. A nasty sick
headache was screwing its way into my
left temple. I slid the key into the ignition
and drove carefully out of the car park,
looking straight ahead. I imagined the
three of them watching me go from their



window and looking at each other with
troubled expressions. How would I ever
be able to face them again? I drove as
far as the little triangular churchyard
between the delicatessen and the
watchmaker's, not so far from my flat,
where I got out of the car and went and
sat on the grass, with my back against the
beautiful copper beech. Albie and I used
to come here sometimes, and 235 sit
under this tree. It was still damp from
lastnight's rain, and 1 felt the chill
seeping into my bones. I turned my face
up to the sun, which was just sliding out
from behind a gray cloud. A blackbird
sang full throttle just above me. I
breathed in deeply. In, out, in out; trying
to get rid of the bubbles of panic. I stood



up wearily and walked back to the car.
My legs were no longer shaky, but they
felt heavy. My head throbbed. Before
driving off, I pulled down the shade and
stared at myself in the mirror for a few
seconds. I looked at my scar, snaking
white down my cheek, then Ileaned
forward, so that it was just my eyes
gazing into my eyes.

I hoped that Julie wouldn't be there. But
as I fumbled with my key in the lock, she
came to the door and pulled it open for
me. Her cheeks were flushed. She threw
me a rather frantic glance and said in a
bright voice, "Kit! Good. You have a
visitor. I said I didn't know when you'd
be back but he wanted to wait. He said



he was a friend of yours." I took off my
jacket and walked forward. I could see
the back of a head above the sofa. He
stood up. "You said you would come
back to see me," he said, in his soft, high
voice. Michael Doll, in the same grubby
orange trousers he'd been wearing last
time I saw him, and an ancient gray vest
with rings of sweat under the armpits.
"Michael!" I didn't know what to say. He
was like my recurring nightmare, come
to squatin the corner of my flat. "I
waited," he said plaintively. "How did
you know where I lived?" "I followed
you back from the station once," he
replied, as if it was the most normal
thing in the world. "You never noticed
me." "I'll be going now," said Julie. "Is



that OK, Kit? Or do you want me to
stay?" "How long's he been here?" I
hissed, turning my back on Michael, who
had sat back down on the sofa. "A good
hour." "God. God, I'm sorry. You should
haverung me." "I did. I've left three
messages on your mobile." 237 "God," I
said again. "Are you all right?" "Yes.
No. I don't know. You shouldn't have let
him in." "Kit," said Michael, from the
sofa. "He seems harmless enough. He
just kept staringat my breasts." "I
didn't," said Michael, as if itdidn't
matter much anyway. "Why didn't you
come back to see me, like you said you
would?" "I've been busy." "You said you
would." "I  know, but--was "People
should keep their promises." "Yes."



"Otherwise it's not fair." "You're right."
Say as little as possible. Don't allow
him to establish any claim on me. Above
all, get him out, but without making him
feel resentful. He nodded as if satisfied
and put his hands onhis knees. There
was a recent scar running down his left
forearm, and a messy scab on his wrist.
"Can I have coffee now? I gave you
coffee." "You've had three cups
already," interjected Julie. "Four sugars,
please." "I have to go out again now,
Michael. I'msorry, but you can't stay
here." "And one of those biscuits I had
before with your lady-friend." He ran his
tongue round his mouth. I felt sick.
"Michael, listen--was "And can I, you
know, use your bathroom?" There were



little beads of sweat on his forehead and
above his upper lip. "It's through there."
As soon as he had shut the door, I turned
to Julie. "Listen, can you do something
for me? Can you take my mobile and ring
the police from outside the flat? I'll give
you the number." The horror of ringing
the people who thought I was going
crazy, and asking them to come and
protect me from the man I had prevented
them arresting, swept over me. I buried
my head in my hands. "Kit?" "Yeah.
Sorry. It's just--oh, shit. I don't know
what to do. He's probably fine, butl
don't want to take stupid risks." "Give
me the phone, then." She held out her
hand. "Come on, let's get on with it." 239
"I might be about to do something



terrible to him. Or to me." "I don't have a
clue what you're going on about, but if
he's dangerous, let's get him out of here.
Come  on.""No. Wait. Wait one
moment." I could hear the toilet flushing.
"I know. Ring Will Pavic. He'll know
how to deal with this." "Him?" "Please.
I can't think of anyone else just now. Do
it from outside." "What's his number?"
"It's in the phone's memory. Pavic."
"OK, OK. This 1s crazy." "I know.
Thanks." "What if he's not there, or if he-
-was Doll came out of the bathroom, and
Julie bolted for the front door. I noticed
approvingly that she left it on the latch.
"T'll put the kettle on, shall I?" I said, too
brightly. "Do you live here alone?"
"No." "Are you married?" "Why are you



asking?" "Your friend said you weren't
married." "Then you already know."
Avoid conflict. Don't back him into a
corner. Don't catch him out. "Four
sugars, you said?" "And a biscuit." "Was
there something you came here to tell
me, Michael?" "Why don't you have
carpets?" "Michael, is there--was "It's
funny, not having a carpet. It's like not
being in a proper house somehow. Even
in the home, we had carpets in every
room. Mine was brown. Brown carpet
and white wall, with those little bits in
the paper." "Woodchip." "Yeah. I used
to lie in bed and pick the bits off with
my fingernails. I used to get beaten for
that, when they found out in the morning.
But I couldn't stop myself. Like picking



off a scab. Tused to do it for hours
sometimes. There's be little bits of
lumpy paper all over the bed, under the
sheets. Like having crumbs in your bed
and even when you can't see them you
can feel them against your skin. Know
what I mean?" "Yes," I said helplessly. |
24 1poured boiling water over his
coffee and added milk. "Here. And help
yourself to the biscuits." "Got any fags?"
I went over to my bag and took out the
packet of ten that was left over from the
time I'd visited him in his bedsit. There
was one left. "Take this." "Match?" I
handed him a box; he struck a match, and
put the box into his pocket. "You had to
pretend not to mind when you were
beaten. But I always cried. Even when |



was fourteen, fifteen, I cried. I couldn't
help myself. Cry-baby. And then they'd
jeer at you, and then I'd cry some more.
So when I lay in bed, picking off the
wallpaper all night, I'd crythen too,
while I was doing it. Because I knew I'd
get caught and beaten, and I knew I'd cry
in front of everyone, and get picked on
more by the other boys." He picked up
his mug and slurped at the coffee. Bits of
ash scattered from his cigarette and he
brushed them off his clothes onto the
sofa. "You don't know what it's like."
"No," I said. "I still cry. I cried at the
police station. Did they tell you that?"
"No." "They laughed at me when I
cried." "That wasn't kind." "I thought you
liked me." Be firm. "Michael, I told you.



I've been busy." "I waited. I didn't go to
the canal. I waited for you to come back
to talk to me." "I've been working."
"You're just like the others. I thought you
were different." A chimney of ash fell on
his knee. He dropped the glowing
cigarette end into the coffee cup and I
heard it hiss. He could have killed
Lianne, I thought. Easily. If she had
laughed at him when he tried to pick her
up, say, or laughed at him when he cried.
"Can I have another fag?" "I'm out of
them. We could go to the shops together
and buy some more?" "It's all right." He
took a packet out of his pocket. It was
almost full. He offered one to me but I
shook my head. "I need 243 to go out,
Michael," I said. Will was never going



to come. He frowned. "Not yet. [ want to
talk." "What about?" "Just talk. You
know. Like you said I could say
anything." "That was a professional
interview, Michael," I said gently. A
look of incomprehension crossed his
face. "It was for work." "You mean, you
weren't telling me the truth?" "That's not
what I mean." "I still think about her."
"Lianne?" "Yes. Nobody wants to hear
me, but I was there, wasn't I? I was
there." "Maybe." "No. No. Not maybe.
Why do you say maybe? I was there and
..." The door swung open. I hadn't heard
his footsteps. Doll sprang out of the sofa,
tipping his cup onto the floor, where it
dribbled coffee dregs and wet ash.
"Hello, Michael," said W. He came



forward with his hand outstretched and
Doll took it and held on to it. "I wasn't
doing anything wrong." "Of course you
weren't." "Why are you here, then?" "Dr.
Quinn is a friend of mine." He hadn't
looked in my direction yet. "You know
each other?" "Yes." "So I know Kit and
you know Kit, and I know you and you
know me. We all know each other."
Suddenly he looked small and skinny,
standing there in his horrible orange
trousers. And I felt foolish and ashamed
of my fears. "You know each other?" |
echoed  Doll. Will turned to me,
perplexed. "I thought you musthave
realized. It's not such a coincidence, if
youthink about it. How's the fishing,
Michael?" "Haven't been," muttered



Doll. "Pity, now the weather's getting
better. Michael's a great fisherman, you
know," he said to me. "Yes, I know."
"I'm driving your way, Michael. Shall I
give you a lift?" He glanced at his
watch. "You could still have a good few
hours by the 245 canal before it gets
dark." "I don't mind the dark." "Well, let
me drive you anyway. I'm sure Dr. Quinn
has work to do." "Yes," I murmured.
"Thank you." "Are you all right?" "Yes."
"Well, you don't look it. Maybe you
should take a bit more care of yourself."
He glanced sharply at me. "And put an
inside chain onyour door, perhaps."
"I've got one. Julie just ... oh, well, you
know." "She's lurking outside, in her
slippers. Ready, Michael?" They left



together. I watched from the window as
Will put Doll into the passenger seat.
Doll said something to him and Will
laughed and patted his shoulder. Then he
shut the door. He looked up at the
window. I mouthed a thank-you through
the glass but he didn't react. He just
stared, as if he couldn't make out my face
properly. Then he turned away. Julie
burst in through the door. "Tell me
everything." "I can't," I said. "I think I'm
going to be sick."

19

The press conference was organized at
the very last minute but there was a buzz
about this one and nowhere in the
Stretton Green police station was



remotely big enough, even though a good
half of the rooms had now been stripped
of all their furniture. A conference room
was hastily booked at the Shackleton
Hotel just around the corner and it was
jammed with jostling men and women in
suits shouting into mobile phones. The
room was horribly hot and I saw a man
in a uniform trying and failing to open a
window. I stood right at the back, near
the door, where there was a welcome
breeze of slightly less unpleasant warm
air. Four men in gray suits swaggered
through the door. Oban, Furth, Renborn
and Renborn's deputy, Paul Crosby.
They almost brushed against me, but
didn't notice, insulated as they were by
three uniformed officers as well as by



their air of businesslike urgency. They
made their way through the crowd and
up 247 onto the platform at the far end.
They sat downat the table and were
instantly blasted by television lights,
which suddenly made them look more
real than anything else in the room. A
female officer came forward with a jug
of water and four glasses. They all took
sips with serious frowns. There was a
microphone on the table. Oban tapped it
with a finger. It sounded like someone
banging on the wall with a broomstick.
The noise subsided as if he had turned a
dial. "Ladies and gentlemen," he began,
"most ofyou won't know me. I'm
Detective Chief Inspector Daniel Oban
from Stretton Green. I won't beat about



the bush. We're here to announce a
significant step forward in the Philippa
Burton murder inquiry." There was a
slight buzz and Oban, big ham that he
was, paused, visibly savoring the
moment. "Ten days before the murder of
Mrs. Burton, a young woman, known to
her friends as Lianne, was found
murdered by the stretch of canal that
passes through the Kersey Town area.
We now believe that these two murders
were committed by the same person."
After saying this, he took a sip of water
then clenched his jaw. I suspected that
this may have beento prevent himself
breaking into an inappropriate smile of
pleasure at the excitement his words had
provoked. "If you'll let me finish," he



said. "One result of this is that two
separate murder inquiries will now be
combined. I happen to be the senior
officer and I will take nominal charge.
But it goes without saying that Vic
Renborn and his team have been doing
an outstanding job so far and we'll be
working closely together." He gave a
somber nod at Renborn, who gave a
brief, businesslike inclination of his
head in acknowledgment. There was an
immediate forest of hands at the front.
Oban pointed at someone I couldn't see.
"Yes, Ken?" "What's the basis for the
connection?" "As most of you probably
know, fiber analysis is generally used to
establish connections between a body
and a suspect. But in this case we found



matching fibers on the clothes of the two
women." "What sort of fibers?"
"Originally we thought the two women
had been murdered where they were
found. We now suspect they were killed
elsewhere and that they were then 249
transported in a vehicle to a relatively
secluded spot where the body was
dumped. We believe these fibers may
come from the vehicle in which they
were transported. What we found was a
form of ..." Oban looked down at a piece
of paper on the table, his... synthetic
polymer that is common to both bodies."
Someone else stood up. A woman
holding a microphone. "But how did you
come to make the connection?" Now
Oban allowed himself a slight smile. "A



crucial aspect of any murder inquiry is
the control of information, and the
pooling of it between different parts of
the Metropolitan Police and beyond. I
would like to say that this has so far
been a model of co-operation and I'd
like to pay tribute once again to Vic
Renborn and his team." "But why did
you compare the two murders? Are they
very similar?" "Not at first sight, no,"
said Oban. "Butthere are one or two
possibly linking factors." "Such as?" He
looked mysterious. "I hope you'll
understand if we don't discuss these at
this time." "Can you say anything about
the sort of personyou're looking for?"
Oban looked across. "Vic? You want to
take this one?" "Thanks," said Renborn,



giving a modest smile. "What we think
we're seeing here is a progression. The
first victim, Lianne, was what we call a
soft target. She was a runaway, living in
hostels, in a world of drugsand
prostitution. She was accessible and
vulnerable. With Philippa Burton he was
bolder. I'm not saying anything against
Lianne, who was of course tragically
murdered, but Mrs. Burton was a
respectable woman with a child. She
was a more difficult target. This is a
person who committed what you might
call an easy murder and has now moved
on to a more difficult one." Another hand
bobbed up. "Have you got anything more
specific?" "The murderer makes use of a
car. We had also had advice from a



highly experienced psychological
profiler with an excellent track record."
I knew who this was. Seb Weller. "He
has provided us with a 251 tentative
profile of which I'm authorized to give
just a few details. He's white. Twenty-
five to thirty-five, probably the upper
end of that range. We suspect that he saw
Philippa Burton, and the murder was
partly committed because the killer
didn't just desire her, he envied what she
had, she was obviously well-off, with a
child." "So you're saying it's a serial
killer." "No," said Oban hurriedly. "Let's
b e sensible here. I'm just saying that
we've got adangerous man moving
around, probably in a vehicle, so we ask
for any possible co-operation from the



public." "So he'll strike again," shouted
a voice fromthe back. "I certainly don't
want to alarm anyone," said Oban. "He
will be caught. But in the meantime
people--especially women in public
places--should exercise especial
caution. Let's keep'em skinned, all
right?" He looked around. "Any further
questions?" A  middle-aged woman
stood up. "You haven't explained what
made you compare these two cases."
Oban dealt with this himself. "That's not
an easy question to answer," he said.
"As you've heard, aninvestigation like
this depends on highly technical forensic
analysis but also on old-fashioned shoe
leather. We have already interviewed
hundreds of potential witnesses, we've



dragged the canal, we've conducted
house-to-house inquiries, we've
conducted intensive searches of the two
areas where the bodies were found. But
all the same, some of it comes down to
experience and instinct." Now he gave
an avuncular smile. "Call it the copper's
instinct, for want of a better term. We
had a feeling that there was a
connection, even i1fwe weren't sure
exactly what it was. That was what
made us check it out. Things just rang
bells." "Why did he choose those
victims?" "We believe the choices were
opportunistic. He saw his chance, acted.
That's what makes psychopathic killers
of that kind especially difficult to catch."
"Do you have any suspects?" "I don't



want to make any comment about that at
this time. I'll just say that we're
interviewing some people." 253 "Is it
true that you're employing a psychic to
find the killer? And is it a proper use of
taxpayers' money?" "For a start, [ am not
employing any psychics. On the other
hand, if someone can help me find the
killer, I don't care if they use tea-leaves
to do it. And on that hopeful note, I think
we'd better draw proceedings to a close.
Rest assured, we'll keep you in touch
with any developments. For the moment
you'll understand thatit's back to
business. We've got work to do."

Twenty minutes later we were sitting in
the Lamb and Flag, a nearby pub that



was decorated with a large collection of
horse brasses and much frequented by
policemen. Oban took a sip from his pint
of bitter and held the glass reflectively
up to the light. "When I was talking
about "us coppers," obviously you were
included, Kit. I know that inan ideal
world I should have singled you out for
credit. ..." I took a sip of my fizzy water
and felt very prim. I didn't want to seem
like a dour teetotaler but it was only
eleven on a weekday morning. "I'm not
interested in credit ..." Ibegan. "The
point is," Oban continued, "that it's good
for morale to talk about how well
they've done. Deserved or not. But rest
assured, if it all goes wrong, we'll single
you out for public blame." "Yeah," said



Furth, from across the table. He had just
placed a second pint next to the first,
which was looking dangerously close to
empty. "We'll see you all right, Kit. As
long as youdon't walk out again. I can
never keep track with whether you're on
or off the case. You've retired more
often than Frank Sinatra. Anyway,
cheers." The final contents of pint
number one disappeared. This was the
boys being nice to me. It was often
difficult to distinguish it from when they
were being nasty. | wasn't always sure
whether 1 was getting a slap on the back
or a jab in the ribs. Perhaps you needed
to be a bloke to tell. "I wasn't sure about
your profile, Vic," I volunteered
gingerly. "Don't blame me, love. I just



was quoting Seb. Are you saying he's
wrong?" 255 "No. But what we're doing
is playing the odds. We're saying the
killer 1s white because most serial
killers don't cross racial divides. I know
all that. The danger of these profiles is
that they cut off lines ofinquiry." "I
thought that was the point." "It's not much
good if it cuts off the right line of
inquiry." "I've heard your theory," said
Furth, abit too loudly. "A nice
psychopathic killer. Wanna crisp, by the
way?" Offering me his crisps. I was
certainly back on board. I took one and
crunched it loudly. "I wasn't saying he
was nice. But there are nice killers, in a
kind of way I mean." There was a
guffaw from somewhere. "I mean it. I've



come across a case where a child was
murdered and buried by its mother, and
the mother had wrapped it up as if she
was putting it to bed. I just think that we
should be  careful about making
assumptions,”" I said. "That's all." "So
what do we do?" said Oban. "That's our
problem. You keep saying what it isn't.
But what is it? Where do we look?" "I
don't know," I said, and swallowed the
last of my water. "We need to be open to
possibility, that's all." "Nah," said Furth.
"You're making it too hard for yourself,
darling. He started being careful, then he
snatched someone in broad daylight.
He's getting bolder. He needs to get the
same buzz. I'll bet you anything he'll get
more and more careless and we'll pick



him up the next time or the time after
that. And guess what? His name will be
Mickey Doll." I ignored the mention of
Doll. "You make it sound like a game."
"No," said Oban. "That's not fair." He
took a deep drink and wiped his mouth
with the back of his hand. "We may
behave like a bunch of piss artists, but
that doesn't mean we are." "Er, it does
actually, guv," said Furth, to great
laughter. It was like having a meeting in
the middle of a rugby club dinner.

20

I had a free afternoon after the morning
at the clinic. I bought myself a warm
croissant  stuffed with cheese and
spinach from the deli for 257 lunch, then



ate a heaped bowl of raspberries, which
were large, purple, cool from the fridge
and sweet with the hint of fermentation. |
ate them slowly, one at a time, relishing
this oasis ofempty time. The fruit
stained my fingers. Outside, the air was
thick and bright after lastnight's rain.
The leaves shone on the trees, glossy. I
tried to think. I thought about Lianne and
Philippa, letting their faces glow in my
mind. I knew what Philippa had looked
like alive--there had been so many
photographs, with her slender, toned
body and silky cap of hair, every bit of
her looking buffed and polished. I only
knew what Lianne had looked like dead,
bitten nails and ragged hair. 1 didn't
know the color of her eyes or the shape



of her smile. I needed to know about
these two young women, because even
random violence has a kind of reason.
And I wanted to start with Lianne
because she'd died first, but she seemed
to have left no trail. I finished the last
raspberry and rinsed out the bowl. The
police weren't any real help. They didn't
know who Lianne was; they didn't know
where she came from; they hadn't
tracked down people who had known
her; they could tell me nothing except
what I already knew, that she had been a
runaway, one of the missing thousands
who drift round the streets of the big
cities. The police came across people
like Lianne all the time. Runaways took
drugs.  Runaways  stole. Runaways



became prostitutes. "They are victims
and then they turn into criminals," said
Furth, and 1 opened my mouth to snap
something at him, but then closed it. We
were back to being enemies pretending
to be friends. I didn't know what else to
do so I turned to Pavic again. I had to
nerve myself to call him. In each of our
meetings, | had been at ahopeless
disadvantage, but the last had been the
worst. I took a deep breath and dialed
the number. A woman answered and
saild he wasn'tthere, but he was
expected at any moment. [left my
number, almost relieved. Then I waited,
prowling around the flat, looking out of
the window, picking up magazines and
letting them drop again, but really just



waiting. The telephone rang fifteen
minutes later. [ picked it up on the third
ring so he wouldn't think I was sitting by
it. 259 "Will Pavic here." "I'm really
sorry to bother you again," I said. There
was a pause, which he didn't fill. "I need
your help." "So 1 assumed," he said
drily. "I need to talk to people who knew
Lianne. Justa pointer in the right
direction." "Kit ..." "Please." "All right."
"God, that was easier than I expected."
He didn't laugh. Maybe he'd forgotten
how to. "Shall I come to your center?"
"Let's see. Are you free at, say, six?"
"Yes." "Meet me at the car-wash center
on Sheffield Street. It's just up the road
fromhere." "The car-wash center?"
"That's right. Big place. You can't miss



it. See you then." "About the other day--
was I said, but he'd already gone.

I reviewed my notes, and rang through to
the clinic for messages. Then I went
round the corner to the hairdresser's,
though it had recently started calling
itself a salon and had been redecorated
in silver and white, with harsh slabs of
light. A young man with a shaved head,
wearing loose black trousers and a
sleeveless black T-shirt, tied me into a
white nylon robe and sat me down in
front of a huge, unforgiving mirror. He
stood behind me, held my skull in his
practiced hands and asked me what I
wanted done. "A cut," I said. He lifted
up strands of my brown hair and



considered me for a few seconds. "Make
it a bit more choppy, perhaps? Muss it
up?" "Just a cut." "Highlights? A bit of
copper. That's very popular at the
moment." "Maybe next time." "Nice hair,
though," he mused, sliding it through his
fingers before laying a towel round my
shoulder and leading me over to a basin.
I sat back and let a tiny young woman,
with hair that looked as if it had been cut
with garden shears, 261 sluice warm
water over my head, and massage
shampoo that smelled of coconut into my
scalp. It felt wonderful. I closed my eyes
against the light. Then the young man
hovered round me with long-bladed
scissors and a forest of clips that he took
from his belt and snapped into my hair.



He cut off thick shanks of hair with a
crisp sound, and they fell softly to the
floor. When bits of hair prickled on my
face, he leaned forward and blew softly
on to my cheek. Afterwards, I felt much
better. My hair swung when I shook my
head, like one of those advertisements
for miracle conditioner. I ran home and
had a quick shower, then dressed in my
white jeans, biscuit-colored T-shirt,
pumps and ancient suede jacket. I felt
clean, fresh, alert.

The car-wash center was in a row of old
and dilapidated warehouses near the
canal. I got there just before six, but as I
approached, I saw that Will was already
waiting for me on the pavement. I drew



up and he climbed into the passenger
seat. Another car drew in front of us and
turned into the depot. "Where's your
car?" "Being cleaned, of course." "Is that
why we're meeting here--because you
want your car washed?" "Lianne worked
here for a few weeks earlier this year. |
thought 1t might be a good place for you
to begin. Though I'm not sure how many
of the people who worked here then are
still here. It's got rather a transient
population." "Here? Washing cars?"
"No. That's strictly for the men.
Collecting the money and handing out the
tickets. The woman who runs it was in
hospital for a bit, having a hip
replacement. She's a friend of mine." As
he spoke, a woman came out of the depot



toward wus. She was enormous, with
bristles on her chin and thin hair. Will
opened his door and she bent down, with
difficulty. "Diana, this is Kit. Kit,
Diana." I leaned across Will and shook
her hand. She had a firm grip and clever
eyes. "You're interested in Lianne?" She
sounded the E at the end of the name. I
wondered where she came from. "Yes.
It's kind ofyou to help." 263 "Do you
want to come in, then? I'll be with you in
a few minutes." "I think I'd better have a
car wash first, don't you?" She smiled at
me then. "Which one?" I looked at the
different washes chalked up on a big
board outside the depot. "I'll have the
superior." For the first time, Will looked
at me with a glimmer of approval.



"That's twelve-fifty, then." I handed her
the money, which she slipped deftly into
a pocket in her skirt. Then she
straightened up and beckoned me in
through the giant doors. "Wind up your
windows," she ordered. "Are you
staying in?" I asked W. "Looks like it." I
edged through the doors and immediately
I was inanother world, dark and wet
and swarming with activity. Sharp jets
of water hit us from all directions, and
about six men, wearing wellington boots
and rubber gloves, were on the car,
scrubbing it down with long brushes. |
watched them through the sudsy
windows. The man leaning over my
bonnet had a walrus mustache and sad
wrinkles on his jowly face and Slavic



cheekbones. The one on Will's side
looked about seventeen, very black, very
tall and thin, startlingly beautiful with
sloe eyes. He looked like a film star.
There was an older man, Chinese
maybe, who wiped my window
assiduously. He caught my eyes and
smiled at me through the water streaming
between us. "What is this place?" "A
car-wash  center." "Thanks," 1 said
sarcastically. "I mean, where do all
these people come from?" Will cast a
sideways glance at me. "Refugees
mostly. They work here for a while, no
questions asked. Cash in hand." "And
people like Lianne." "Sometimes I send
kids here. It's safe work. The money's
not derisory. They're off the streets,



earning till they find something else
maybe." A man in a yellow mac
beckoned me forward. I moved slowly
into a new set ofjets: clean water to
rinse off the soap. More men, this time
with cloths, approached. Behind us
another car moved into position. "This is
amazing!" 265 Will looked smug, as if
he'd arranged itall for my benefit.
"About Doll," T said at last. "I'm sorry
about that." "Why?" "I mean, sorry to
trouble you like that. After all, you
hardly know me--but I couldn't think
what else to do." "Why didn't you call
the police?" "I didn't want to get him into
trouble--and, to be honest, I was in a bit
of an awkward position myself. It's a
long story. Too long." He nodded as if



he wasn't curious. "You were right to
call me.""Is he dangerous, then?""I
don't know. He's ..." He hesitated for a
few seconds. "He's wretched." Once
again, I was signaled forward, this time
into a small bay ahead."We get out
here," said W. "Now they clean inside.
He'll be back, though." "Doll?" "He's
fallen for you. He thinks you understand
him." "Oh." T didn't know what to say.
"And he thinks you're beautiful," he said,
as if that was rather funny. I climbed out
of the car and waited for W. Instantly,
four other men climbed in, two with
cloths and buckets, one with a paintbrush
to getat the crevices and corners, one
with an industrial vacuum cleaner. Diana
appeared, with two cups of coffee. "This



is Gonzalo," she said, gesturing. "He
knew Lianne when she worked here." He
had floppy black hair, olive skin, the
shyest smile, and a soft, limp hand when
I shook it. "Hello," I said, and he ducked
his head. He was wearing a pink Bart
Simpson T-shirt. "So you knew Lianne?"
"Lianne. Yes. Lianne." "Were you her
friend?" "Friend?" His accent was thick.
I couldn't tell if he understood a word I
was saying to him. "Were you Lianne's
friend?" 1 repeated. He frowned at me.
"Where are you from, Gonzalo?" 267
His face cleared. He jabbed himself in
the chest. "Colombia. Beautiful." "I don't
speak Spanish." I turned to W. "Do you
speak Spanish?" "Nope. But I bet Lianne
didn't  either. Gonzalo, was Lianne



happy?" "Happy?" He shook his head.
"Nothappy." "Sad?" "Sad, yes, and
this." He put his hand to his mouth in a
theatrical manner. "Scared?" 1 asked.
"Angry?" suggested W. "Lost," said
Diana. She pushed a mug of coffee into
my hand and I sipped it. It was bitter and
tepid. "You see it in the eyes. There are
people who aren't quite with you
anymore. You see it a lot here." She
jerked her massive bristly chin in the
direction of the men, swarming like bees
over the cars."And you saw that in
Lianne's eyes?" She shrugged. "I hardly
met her. She was here when 1 wasn't.
She seemed a bit withdrawn maybe. She
didn't engage with people much. Did you
find that?" She turned to W. "Maybe," he



said cautiously. I had never met a man so
unwilling to commit himself. "Well, who
can blame her, eh? But she was honest,
I'll say that for her. She didn't pocket any
money that I could work out." I watched
them, the fat woman and the surly man.
Gonzalo shifted from one foot to the
other. "Thank you," I said to him. He
gave me his shy smile and backed away.
My car was shining, inside and out. The
man with the walrus mustache was
giving it a last look over. "And thank
you," I said to Diana. "I appreciate it."
She shrugged. "You're Will's friend." 1
wasn't so sure about that. I looked over
at W. "Do you fancy a drink?" He
seemed slightly taken aback. "OK," he
said, as if he hadn't been able to think of



an excuse in time. "Why don't you follow
me? There's a place I know near here." |
clinked some coins into the tip-box, and
then we drove in convoy in our gleaming
cars, downsmall back-streets by the
side of old warehouses. I'd never been
here--this was a London I had never
visited. We went to a pub on the 269
canal-side. From the front, it looked
rather dreary and run down, but at the
back there was a deck over the water,
where we sat with our tomato juice. The
sky was turning a strange brown, little
sighs of wind rippled across the oily
dark water and a few large drops of rain
fell. "You like 1t?" said Will dreamily.
"What? My drink?" "The canal." "It
looks a bit dirty to me." He sipped his



drink. "They're going to cleanit up.
Have you heard about the development
project?" I looked at the black water.
The warehouse on the far side was open
to the sky; all the windows had been
broken and inside there were piles of
twisted, rusty machinery. Everywhere
there was rubble and strange sorts of
rubbish that I didn't want to think about
too much. "Who'd want to develop this?"
"Are you kidding? A couple of hundred
acres of prime land right in the middle of
London? Ina couple of years this will
all be wine bars, healthclubs and
apartment blocks with private garages."
"Is that good?" He drained his glass.
"It'll be respectable," he said."You
make that sound like a dirty word. Won't



it help your young people? There'll be
jobs for them." "I don't think most of
them will fit in here. They'll be pushed
somewhere else where they can be
someone else's problem." I shivered and
he looked atme. "Are you cold?"I
shook my head. "Someone walked over
my grave." But he took off his jacket and
hung it round my shoulders. For a
moment [ was surprised by the thrill that
ran through me when I felt his hands
touch my shoulders. It had been such a
long time since anyone had touched me.
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"I still can't believe it." "No," I said
meaninglessly. "I mean, that kind of thing
doesn't happen, does it? Not to people



you know. I can't get over it." She shook
her head from side to side, as ifto clear
it. "Poor Philippa," she 271 said.
"Mmm." "And Jeremy. And poor, poor
Emily. What will happen to Emily?
What a thing. Who would want to do a
thing like that?" Since this wasn't a real
question, I didn't answer. I sipped the
coffee she had made for me and waited.
Tess Jarrett looked like a small, glowing
chestnut. She sat curled up ina large
easy chair in the conservatory of her
elegant home, small and round without
being plump. She had burnished brown
curls all over her head, flecked brown
eyes, honey skin that glowed with health
and wealth, round tanned arms, a small
mouth, perfect white teeth, pearly nails



on her small hands and her neat,
sandaled feet. She was, she said,
Philippa's best friend. Her very, very
best. She shone with horror and
excitement. "We were inseparable," she
said. "Even more since Emily and Lara
were born. They're almost exactly the
same age as each other, you see, and we
both gave up work, so we spent lots of
time together. It was nice." It was
difficult to imagine Tess as a mother.
Though she was thirty-two years old, she
looked so young and girlish, as if she
was about to put her thumb in her mouth.
"How long had you known each other?"
"We were at sixth-form college
together."  Her eyes widened. "That
means I've known her for half my life.



Knew, rather. I can't get used to saying
that." "It's hard," I agreed. "And then, of
course, after we got married, we lived
near to each other. Hampstead and
Belsize Park are ten minutes' walk apart.
We'd meet several times a week. We
used to go shopping together." She
fingered the pastel folds ofher cotton
dress. "We bought this together two
weeks ago, for when Rick and the
children and I go to Greece. And Rick
and Jeremy get onwell too. Poor
Jeremy." She sighed gustily. "Tess," I
said into the silence that followed,
"sometimes we can find out about the
killer by finding out about his victim.
That's why I'm here." She nodded. Her
face took on a tragic cast. "Yes," she



murmured. "I know that." "So I don't
need to know about her last movements,
or that kind of thing. That's for the 273
police. I'm more interested in her moods,
whatwas going on in her life. And
sometimes friends know more about that
than family." "I knew everything about
Philippa," she said emphatically. "We
had no secrets. For instance," she
lowered her voice and leaned forward,
"I told her when I was having problems
with Rick, shortly after Lara was born. I
think men often find it difficult when
their wife has a baby, don't you? You
can't give them all your attention
anymore. Youre so tired, anyway,
getting up in the night, and breast-
feeding, and things like that. I think



they're jealous, really. Men are like
children themselves, aren't they? What
was I saying? Yes, so Rick was getting
very short-tempered and rather
demanding, you know what [ mean, and |
didn't want--well, I told Philippa about
that. It helped, just to talk about it. She
was very good atlistening, Philippa
was. She wasn't a chatterbox, not like
me." She laughed girlishly, and I joined
in politely for a couple of beats.
"Sometimes," she went on, "I think that
was why we were such good friends. I
was the chatty extrovert, and she was
more--was She stopped and frowned at
me. "Yes?" I didn't want Tess to stop
now that she'd finally worked her way
round to Philippa. "More someone who



is a bit on the outside of things, if you
see what [ mean. Whereas I'm right at the
center." "Was that how she chose to be,
do you think? On the outside." "Oh, yes,
she was quite happy. I never saw her
cry. Isn't that odd? I cry all the time. |
cry in Dumbo and Bambi when I watch
them with Lara, and any film, really,
that's a bit soppy, and at the television
news if they show starving children, and
when Lara cries I sometimes cry as
well, even if she's crying because I've
told her off, and we sit there like a
couple of babies howling, and I cry
when she does something for the first
time as well--I was in floods of tears
when she said "Mummy" for the first
time. I can't help it, stupid, isn't it? I cry



when I'm happy and I cry when I'm sad.
But Philippa wasn't like that. Even when
I first met her, she wasn't." "Which
doesn't mean she was happy," I said
neutrally. "No." She uncurled her legs
and wiggled her toes. "Of course not.
But she always 275 seemed a steady
kind of person. Not up and down like
me. I'm a pendulum. Over the moon then
down in the dumps, that's me. Even when
she was young and had boyfriends, she
didn't fall head over heels in love. She
did it--patiently, I suppose. She was
good at waiting and seeing. Anyway, she
didn't have that many boyfriends. She
was very calm. She never lost her
temper with Emily, not like I do with
Lara, little monkey. She was very firm



with her, but she didn't just blow. "How
on earth do you do it?" I used to ask her.
Used to. Can't get used to that." She
blinked her brown eyes at me, and a
single tear rolled down her cheek, then
another. I handed her a tissue. "Thanks.
Sorry." "What was her relationship like
with  Jeremy?" "Well, how should I
describe it? Me and Rick, we argue
sometimes, and then make up--
arguments are almost worth it when you
make up at the end, aren't they? But she
and Jeremy didn't argue. They were very
courteous with each other. He bought her
flowers every Friday, without fail. Isn't
that nice? I wish Rick did that. Yellow
roses were her favorites, and sweet
peas, though you can't usually buy sweet



peas from the florist's, can you? She was
good at gardening--have youseen her
garden? Jeremy and Emily are back
there again, I think, after staying at her
mother's. I must go and see them soon.
Anyway, I never saw them being lovey-
dovey--but maybe that's just the way they
were. [ mean, you never know what goes
on in other people's lives, do you? And
when  Emily was born, they were
thrilled. Do you know? I've lied to you, I
have seen Philippa cry. I went to see her
just after Emily was born, the next day I
think it was, in hospital. I was enormous
with Lara, like one of those little round-
bottomed toys you push over and then
they pop up again, except if anyone had
pushed me over I would just have lain



onthe floor forever. I hate hospitals,
don't you? They make me think I'm about
to die. All those depressing green walls.
Philippa was sitting up in bed, and
holding this little bundle and staring
down at i1t, and when I came in, she
looked up and there were tears
streaming down her face. A great sheet
of tears. She said, "She's so beautiful.
Look how beautiful she is. My own little
daughter." Then of course I had to go and
cry too, and then Emily woke up and
began roaring. She loved Emily. 277
That's why--was She stopped abruptly.
"Yes?" 1 said delicately. "Oh, it's
probably nothing." I waited. She was
aching to tell me. "I sometimes think she
was having an affair." "Mmm?" [



murmured. "I don't know why, and
maybe | shouldn't say it, but I just sensed
it in her behavior, and she wasn't at
home in the day so much. I think women
have an instinct for that kind of thing. I
wouldn't dream of telling anyone else
this, it's probably not true, but I'm sure
there was something like that going on."
"Do you know who she might have been
having an affair with?" "No. Could have
been loads of people. I mean, she is
lovely to look at. Was. Slim and blond,
lucky thing. Lots of men would jump at
the chance. Rick, even. I don't mean that,
o fcourse, but you know how men are
after the first flush of passion is over
with their wives and they've settled
down and their life seems a bit dull,



everyone gets like that, I think, and
anyway Rick always had a bit of a soft
spot for Philippa. Butdon't get me
wrong, no way am [ saying it was him--
God, I'm sure I'd know that, woman's
instinct, and I'd kill Rick if he did
anything like that, and of course Philippa
was my best friend forever ..." She came
to a halt andlooked at me in a
bewildered kind of way, as if she'd tied
herself up in her words. "I'm just saying
there were lots of men she knew,
husbands of friends, men who moved in
the same circle. But Idon't suspect
anyone particularly, I just think in the
last few weeks of her life there was
something going on." "Something?"
"Hmm, maybe I should say someone.



Her attention kept wandering. She had
this excited, secret look. She let me
down a couple oftimes when we'd
arranged to meet, which she never used
to do, and then made some pathetic
excuse. She was fidgety, kind of. Not all
there. She'd fallen for a man. I'm sure of
it."

I left Tess's house half an hour later, at
midday. I felt drained. Before Tess, I
had revisited Philippa's husband and her
mother. Jeremy had moved back into his
house, which was a bit smaller and a
279 bit newer than Pam Vere's. The
long, narrow garden had an orchard at
the bottom, a swing hanging from one of
the apple trees. They had been rather



less forthcoming about Philippa than
Tess had been. I didn't think they were
holding anything back, but they seemed
naturally reticent. He was bewildered
and helplessly sad. She seemed dazed
and numb. I had two messages on my
mobile. One was from Poppy, asking me
why I hadn't been in touch with her for
so long. The other was from W. "Please
ring," was all he said. "Yes?" he barked
into the phone, when I dialed. "It's Kit."
"Hang on a minute." I heard him giving
some kind of instructions to whoever
was with him. "Kit? Can you be here this
evening, at about six-thirty?" "Why?"
"There are some people coming to meet
you." "Who knew Lianne?" "Why else
would they be coming to meet you?" I



opened my mouth to snap back, then
closed it again. "I should be able to get
there in time." "See you, then." And he
was gone. He was like a man with a
swarm of bees in his head.
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I rang the bell and a young man with
dreadlocks and a tattoo of a ladybird on
his forearm answered. I assumed he was
one of the residents, but he turned out to
be a volunteer member ofstaff who
introduced himself as Greg. Unlike the
time I had been here before, the center
was buzzing with activity. A knot of
teenagers stood about in the hall,
smoking cigarettes. Through an open
door, I could see into a games room,



where aloud game of snooker was in
progress. The sound of voices drifted
down from upstairs. Gregtook me
across the hall to Will's office and
pushed open the door without knocking.
"Hi," I said to W. "This is good of you.
Thanks." "Thank them, not me. They're
waiting for you inan upstairs room.
Shall T show you up?" "How many of
them?" "Five, I think, unless any have
wandered off. They may have done." *
281 The room was hot, and thick with
smoke. There was a pinball machine in
the corner, and two boys were standing
idly by it in a fog of cigarette smoke.
One had a shaved head with a white scar
running across his scalp, and the other
was squat and rather hairy. They looked



up when I came in but didn't
acknowledge me. The other three were
girls, or young women. They sat in the
three easy chairs and on the floor.
Among them was the startlingly pretty
girl that I'd seen the first time I'd met
Will Pavic. She looked up, frowning
slightly. She had thick dark brows and
spooky green eyes. "Hello," 1 said,
walking into theirthe midst. "I'm Kit."
No one said anything. I went round
shaking their hands one by one, realizing
almost at once that this was a mistake
but unable to stop what I'd started. Most
of them looked self-conscious; their
hands were limp and sweaty in the
baking room. "Thank you very much for
seeing me." I sat on the floor and pulled



out a packet of cigarettes I had bought,
offering them round. That got their
attention. Everyone took one, even if
they already had one on the go. "How
about if you all tell me your names?"
"Spike," said the boy with the shaved
head by the pinball machine. There was
a splutter of laughter from the others. A
joke I didn't get. "Laurie." That was the
hairy one. "Carla," said the black girl
siting on myright, in a whisper.
"Catrina." She had the worst acne I'd
ever seen, and a beautiful mane of red
hair. "Sylvia." That was the green-eyed
girl. She smiled knowingly. "That's the
name ['ve given myself, at any rate." "I'll
try and remember. Will's probably told
you why I'm here. I want to find out as



much as I can about Lianne, because the
more we know the more chance there'll
be of finding who killed her. For
instance, 1f we could find out where she
had come from, what her real name was,
her background, that might help a lot."
There was a stony silence. "But apart
from that," I went on, "I just want to find
out, well, what she was like. The kind of
person she was." "Will said you were
all right," said Spike. He made the
sentence sound like a question. "He
means, you won't go running to the 283
cops with things we tell you," added
Sylvia. "Not that we'd tell you anyway.
We never told the other one." "What
other one?" "You're not the first." "The
police talked to you already?" Sylvia



shrugged and a shuffling kind of silence
descended on the room, broken only by
the flare of a match as Spike lit up again.
"Anyway," | said at last, "I won't tell
them anything that isn't connected to
Lianne. OK?" There was a general
grunting of assent. "How long had she
been around here, do you know? In this
area, I mean." "Will said about five
months," said Spike. I wished Will had
told me that. "Which of you saw her last,
do you reckon?" "That'd be me." Carla
wouldn't look up to catch my eyes. She
talked to her folded hands. "What did
you do together?" "We just walked
around together, looking in shop
windows. We talked about the things
we'd buy if we had the money. Clothes



and nice food and stuff. CD'S. We didn't
have any money though, did we? Unless
Lianne--was She stopped. "Yes?" "She
was a pretty good pickpocket,"
interrupted Laurie admiringly. "She
could slide her hand into anyone's bag.
She and Daisy used to go round the
underground  stations  together. They
were a wicked pair. One would bump
into the person and the other would lift
their wallet." "Cool," said Spike. "Daisy
Gill?" 1 asked. "Yeah, the one who
topped herself." "How did you two
meet?" I asked Sylvia. "Here. She was
quite shy, really. Or rather ..." She
wrinkled up her nose and pushed her
blond hair fastidiously behind her ears,
"she didn't talk much. Not about herself,



if that's what you're wanting. She never
said where she came from. I betit was
somewhere in London, though. She knew
London really well." "I bet she'd been in
care for ages." This was Catrina. "Why
do you say that?" "You can tell. I only
met her the 285 once. I met her here, like
Sylvia, a couple of months back. We had
a game of table tennis, and she was crap
at it and stormed off when one of the
others teased her. But if you've been in
care, you can tell." "It's like a smell."
Spike sniggered. "That's  horrible."
Sylvia turned on him. "That's a stupid
thing to say." He winked at her. "Don't
worry, you don't smell, Sylvia. You're
lush." "Anyway, I know for a fact she
was in care because she once told me



about a home she'd been in," said Sylvia,
ignoring him. "She tried to organize a
sleepover with her friend at Christmas.
They slept in next-door rooms anyway,
so it was no big deal, but the staft
wouldn't let them have a sleepover.
That's typical of the way things are run.
Red tape. They said nobody was
allowed to share rooms. Against the
rules. So Lianne said she barricaded
herself and her friend into her room and
they wouldn't come out and then the next
day as a punishment they weren't
allowed Christmas dinner. Or crackers
or anything. But she said she was still
pleased she did it, just to make a stand.
She didn't say where the home was. She
was dead secretive, really." "You don't



ask?" "You respect people's privacy." "I
know she slept in the park sometimes.
She said it was better than most of the
poxy hostels round here." "Had she been
in lots of homes?" I asked. "Probably,"
said Sylvia. "Most of us have by the time
you get to our age." She looked almost
smug as she said this, her beautiful face
demure. "If she was a runaway, then like
as notshe'd been round the houses."
"Look at me." I turned to Catrina's soft,
monotonous voice. "I've been in twelve
foster-families and eight homes." "I was
with a foster-family once for nearly two
years," said Laurie. His face was plump
and young behind all the hair. He didn't
look more than fourteen. "Yeah? What
did you do wrong, then?" asked Catrina.



"They moved up north. They said there
wasn'troom in their new house. It
sounded really cool there, with a garden
and all. Close to the 287 sea." There
was no self-pity in his voice. He
sounded quite matter-of-fact. "Can you
tell me about Lianne's sexual
relationships?" I asked cautiously. There
w a s silence. Spike ground out his
cigarette furiously. "I'm asking because
it might help. Had she been abused, for
instance?" "Probably," said Sylvia
casually. Spike rattled the pinball handle
loudly. There was a nasty kind of sneer
on his face. Ithought he was trying to
stop himself crying. "Why do you say
that?" "If she'd been in care for a long
time, Imean." "You mean, you expect



people in long-term care to have been
sexually abused?" "I've had enough
now," said Spike. "I'm off." But he didn't
move. I looked at him. His pasty face
had flushed; there were red blotches on
his cheeks. "So you reckon she'd been
sexually  abused." "I wouldn't say
sexually, necessarily," said Catrina, "but
you don't get through it unharmed, if you
see what [ mean. You stop being a child
pretty quickly." "You don't trust anyone,"
agreed Laurie. He came and sat down
among the girls at last, while Spike
hovered by the door. 1 took out my
packet of cigarettes again and he moved
forward to take one, but still didn't sit.
"Did she have boyfriends?" They looked
at each other. "I didn't see anything,"



said Sylvia. "And she never said. I
mean, lots of people say, don't they?
They like to brag about things. But
Lianne never mentioned anything like
that. Mind, none of us knew her that
well, did we?" Again, she looked round
the group and they shook their heads.
"She was just around." "She was close
to Daisy," said Carla. "They painted
each other's toenails once, I remember. I
came into Lianne's room and they were
gigeling and painting each other's
toenails. One color for each nail. It was
nice," she said, a bit wistfully. "Lianne
didn't giggle much. They told me they
were going to save up the money Lianne
stole and have a restaurant together." A
silence fell on the group as they 289



thought of the two girls, both dead now.
All of a sudden, they looked young and
defenseless. Even Spike, still on his feet,
with his cigarette hanging off his upper
lip and his hands in his pockets, looked
as 1f he had been caught off-guard. I sat
quite still, not wanting to interrupt the
moment. "She once kissed me," said
Laurie, his face scarlet. "I told her I'd
never, you know." He ground to a halt.
Carla took his hand and put it on her lap
with a gesture that was unexpectedly
touching and maternal. "Anyway, | told
her, I don't know why, maybe because I
had had a review that week, with my
social workers, you know, and I'd heard
there was still no one who wanted to
foster me, and 1 just felt rotten that day,



you know, lonely or something, like you
get every now and then, and she was
sitting there, downstairs where the
snooker table is, just sitting and not
doing anything, and no one else was
around. And all of a sudden she kissed
me. Held my face and kissed me." His
eyes filled with tears. Carla patted his
hand. "I heard her cry," said Spike,
suddenly and hoarsely. As he spoke, he
moved closer to the door, as if he was
going to bolt. No one said a word. "I'd
only met her the day before. We had a
blazing argument because she nicked my
radio and said it was hers. She was a
right little thief. Anyway, it was in the
day, and there was no one around, and |
came back from doing some business."



He cast a furtive look at me and
continued: "Anyway, I heard this sound
coming from upstairs. I didn't realize at
first what it was. It sounded so odd. Like
a cat being tortured or something. I crept
up the stairs and it was coming from her
room. She was kind of mewling and
whimpering, just like a cat. I stood there
for ages and she didn't stop. She went on
and on, just crying and crying and crying
like her heart was breaking." "Did you
go in?" I asked. He frowned. "I didn't
want to embarrass her," he said.

I poked my head round Will's door. He
was staring at his computer screen, but
his hands were slackon the desk.
"Working late?" I leaned against the



wall. My legs felt weak and my head
buzzed with fatigue. 291 "What? Yes, 1
guess so." "Can | ask you something?"
"Mmm?" "Do you have anyone to go
home to?" "No.""I didn't think so." I
looked at him. His face was like a stone.
I leaned forward, tookit in my two
hands and I kissed him on his lips. Then
I turned and left, and he went on sitting
there.

23

People should enjoy their work. One of
the great pleasures of life is activity, and
work 1s the main activity for most
people. Whatever it is, it should be fun,
and people somehow have the capacity
to turn the strangest things into fun, and



it's right that they should. I would almost
prescribe this capacity for taking
pleasure as a medicine against
depression, against the boredom and fear
in most lives; I know that, and feel it as
well, yet sometimes it seems difficult to
bear. When I was twelve 1 went to the
funeral of my grandmother. We came out
of the crematorium and were ushered
over to the Garden of Remembrance, an
area with short formal hedges and a
small lawn thatlooked as though it
should contain a miniature putting green.
Grown-ups stood around awkwardly,
reading the messages on the wreaths.
After a few minutes I wandered away. |
remember seeing two things. The first
was smoke coming from the chimney and



wondering if my grandmother was in
that. Then, around the side, I entered the
parking area for the hearses. It was a
warm spring day and the undertakers
were sitting on the bonnets of the cars.
Several of them had taken off their
jackets and rolled up their sleeves. They
were smoking cigarettes and talking. A
couple of them laughed at a joke I was
too far away to hear. It's stupid, I know,
even for atwelve-year-old, but it was
then that [ realized the undertakers
weren't really sad that my granny had
died. In fact, they didn't care at all.
When [ was driving back with my father
I told him angrily about what I had seen
and said that he shouldn't pay them
because they had been so disrespectful.



My father explained patiently that the
undertakers went to two or three funerals
every day and they couldn't be sad for
everybody. 293 Why not? I said. It was
their job to be sad. My father failed to
convince me. In fact, I decided that only
unfeeling people could possibly become
undertakers. If you were a good,
sensitive person, all those deaths, all
that grief, would send you mad. So, by
definition, the people left doing the job
must be psychopaths who were able to
lookserious while they carried the
coffin, then rush home to watch TV and
play with their children and say that
they'd had a good day at work. Of
course, I'd grown up and learned that the
surgeon you'd want to operate on your



baby's defective heart valve was not
someone who was as worried as you
were but the person who was best at the
job, even if he was a bow-tied prima
donna only thinking of his reputation and
about getting out to the golf course as
early as possible. So what did I expect
of Oban and Furthand the rest of the
men, and a very few women, in suits?
They assumed the requisite somber
expressions with language to match
when the cameras were around. They
were gutted, absolutely gutted. This was
a nappalling case, everyone involved
was deeply shocked. But the fact is that
they were having a great time. Take DCI
Oban. He wasn't being festive exactly,
but there was a new bounce to his step.



It was understandable. He had been
stuck with an obscure, hopeless murder
case that no one else wanted. No one
was paying any attention, except when it
went wrong. Now, Cinderella-like, it
had turned into the murder case of the
year and everyone wanted to be his
friend. When I called on him the morning
after my visit to Kersey Town, it was
like trying to see the prime minister. He
gave me a friendly nod. "Are you in a
rush?" he asked. "Not especially," I said.
"Good," he said. "You can talk to me as
we go." This wasn't an easy matter. He
was  always taking a call, always
between meetings. He was always that
few minutes late to demonstrate he was
the most important person. It was like



talking from the platform to someone
who was on a train pulling out of a
station. | started telling him about my
conversation with people who knew
Lianne, but he interrupted quickly, "Do I
need to know this, Kit?" "Look, Oban ..."
"Dan," he insisted. "The background to
the victims 1s 295 all we have." He
stopped for a moment and gave a
doubtful grunt. "I'm not convinced, Kit.
Until I see something specific, we've got
to stick with what 1 said at the press
conference. The presumption must be
that what we have is an opportunist
killer. Have you talked to Seb? He
agrees with that." "No, I haven't talked to
him." In fact, I had been putting it off.
That was one of the reasons I hadn't



returned Poppy's phone calls in the last
few days--I didn't wantto get Seb
instead. "We'll see him in a minute. You
can talkit over." "That won't be
necessary." "And 1 don't want any
rivalry between you." "There isn't any
rivalry." "By the way, Kit, have you
been talking to anybody about our Mr.
Doll?" "No," I said. "Who would I talk
to about him?" A thought struck me. "He
came round to my flat." Oban shrugged.
"I'd watch yourself." "So obviously Julie
knows about him." "Obviously," said
Oban, with a twinkle in his eye. "Oh,
and I've talked to Will Pavic about him.
Will  knows him anyway." "Pavic
again?" Oban gave another grunt.
"You're getting into some strange



company. He's treading a fine line, that
one." "So people keep saying." Oban's
expression became somber. "No, I mean
it, Kit. Pavic has rubbed a lot of people
up the wrong way in this area. The
social-service people hate him. I think a
few journos are out to get him." "What
on earth for?" I said. "I know he's not
exactly easy to get on with but he's only
trying to help." "Really?" said Oban
dubiously. "Not everyone would agree
about that. There are rumors, more than
rumors, about drug-dealing in that hostel
o fhis. Some people say that he's just
turning a blind eye to it, but others are
saying he rakes a percentage off the top.
I can tell you that if he makes one false
move he's going down. Anyway, that



wasn't what I was saying. I've been
phoned up by a couple of journalists
about 297 Mickey Doll." "What for?"
"Just questions. Is it true that he's been
questioned for the murders? Is there a
prospect of his being charged? Why did
we let him go?" "How did they hear
about him?" "This station's like a bloody
news agency. If someone farts in here,
someone else will be on the blower to
the Mail about it." "What did you say?"
"Just bare bones. If anybody rings you
about it, refer them to me. Ah, here he is
now." I half expected to see Michael
Doll buthe was referring to Seb, the
media's favorite psychiatrist, Poppy's
husband, my kind-of friend. Today, he
looked as if he was ready to go onthe



one-o'clock news. He was wearing
crisply pressed black trousers, boots and
a rather spectacular black-leather jacket
over a shiny white shirt. His hair was
deftly tousled and he had the appropriate
day or so's growth ofstubble. He
stepped forward, kissed me on both
cheeks than gave me a hug "Kit," he
said. "Isn't this great? Working on the
same case, I mean." "Wonderful," 1 said,
wrapped in his arms and deeply
uncomfortable there. "How's Poppy?"
"What? Oh fine, hunky-dory. You know
Poppy." He gave a light laugh and
winked at Oban. "Kit and I go way
back." "Obviously." "She and my wife
are thick as thieves. So this i1s like a
family affair." "So you know Julie?"



asked Oban. "Julie?" Seb frowned. "Do
[ know Julie, Kit?" "l hope I'm not
putting my foot in it," Oban said
roguishly. "No," 1 said frantically,
feeling my cheeks burn. "Look, I keep
wanting to say--was "Never mind. There
are things we need to discuss. Hang on."
His mobile was ringing again. "Oban
was telling me about your views on the
case," I said to Seb as we waited. "I
knew some of them already, though. I
think I heard you talking about the case
on the radio, but I'm not sure if I heard
your conclusion. I think they had to play
a record." "Oh, that," he said absently.
299 Oban put his phone in his pocket
and joined us again. "We need to talk
integration here," he said. "Well, of



course I'm completely delighted that
Kit's on board." Seb gave his wide smile
once more and touched my shoulder.
"I've always wanted to see her being a
bit more ambitious about her work. But I
suppose we should just formalize the
pecking order. Two separate inquiries
have been merged into one, and I was
the consultant for the primary murder."
"But the murder of Lianne happened
first, Seb. Do you mean that the murder
of Philippa Burton is more important?"
"I mean it was a larger-scale inquiry.
What I'm saying is that we have two
psychological consultants and I want
matters made clear. Just to formalize
things." "I don't quite understand," I said.
"Well, for instance--just a random



example--there should be a consistency
in the public presentation of the
psychological expertise." "You mean,
you want to appear on television and at
press conferences," said Oban drily.
"That's fine by me," I said hastily. "So
that's agreed," said Oban. "It was only a
hypothetical example," Seb said, "but
very well, if that's what you want, then I
accept the responsibility." "However,
Kit remains centrally involved," said
Oban firmly. "After all, she is the person
responsible for the two inquiries being
merged." "Yes, I heard about that," said
Seb. "Whata piece of luck." I took a
deep breath. I wasn't going to be goaded.
"How 1is the fiber analysis going?" I
asked. "Have they managed to get any



closer to the car type?" Oban shook his
head. "You can see the technical stuff if
you want. It's a very specific kind of
colored synthetic fiber. It definitely
comes from the same source but that
doesn't mean it's actually the carpet from
the car itself. It could be from a blanket
or a piece of cloth or a hundred other
things. The result's no bloody help at
all." He put his hands in his trouser
pockets and looked blank. "I've got to be
going. There's a meeting with someone
from the Home Office. Then I've got to
see a collection of people who're going
301 to dowse for the murderer. Or at
least I think that's what it was. Idiots
with forked sticks." He went and Seb
and I were left awkwardly together with



nowhere to go. "How's Poppy?" I said,
then remembered I'd asked that already.
"Oh, you know," he said, looking over
m y shoulder. "By the way, I've been
meaning to call you. Did Poppy tell you?
Megan and Amy hardly slept for days
after your goodnight story. Woke
screaming in the night." "I'm sorry," I
said. "I didn't mean ..." "No, I was only
joking. Interesting idea, though. I've been
thinking about it. Did you get it from
somewhere?" "I think I told you that it
was a dream I've been having since my
accident." "Red room. Interesting idea.
A bloody chamber. So you think it's a
sort of womb? Your mother died, didn't
she? Do you think you're expressing a
wish to return to her dead womb?" I had



a strong impulse to beat Seb around the
head with a heavy object. "No, I don't," I
said. "It's a story about being very afraid
because being slashed across the face
made me very afraid." "Possibly," Seb
said reflectively. "Have you written
about it? Are you planning a paper on
1t?" "No," I said. "My subject is usually
other people's dreams." "Good," he said.
"Good."

The next morning, very early, the phone
rang. It was Oban. "Get a paper." "What
do you mean? What paper?" "One of the
tabloids. Any of them. Fuck it." And he
put the phone down. Five minutes later
after a breathless run down to the man
outside the tube station, a selection of



the day's tabloid newspapers was spread
out on my table. The familiar, slightly
eager, slightly dazed expression of
Michael Doll was staring up at Julie and
me out of amess of huge, raucous
headlines: ARREST IN  PIPPA
MURDER. "I'M INNOCENT" SAYS
PIPPA SUSPECT. PIPPA SUSPECT'S
"WEIRD"  PAST. Pippa. That name
again. The right length for a headline.
And where was Lianne? Who cared
about her? I scanned the papers. It was
all 303 there. The questioning, a
suspiciously detailed account of what
had been obtained by Colette's wire, the
release on what were described as
"technical grounds." There was a
sketchy account of his life and times:



children's home, reformatory, minor
sexual offenses. A young woman from
the Daily News had managed to get an
"exclusive" interview, as if there was
any problem in getting this pathetically
lonely man to talk to a young woman.
Here, atleast, Lianne was mentioned.
Doll boasted that he had been close by.
To make things worse, he tried to deny
that he had been a suspect. No, not at all,
he said, he was an important witness, he
was the only person who had actually
seen anything. There was a photograph
of him in his room looking proud of
himself. That room. There was a
description of the room by the journalist-
-a rich, clever young woman coming
face to face with a desperate, poor,



fucked-up man--that was a form of
accusation in itself. The article ended on
a note of caution that looked as if it had
been composed with a lawyer looking
over the writer's shoulder: "We do not
suggest  that Mickey Doll has any
involvement in the crime. He is not a
suspect. No evidence has been found
linking him to the tragic murders of
Lianne and young mum Philippa Burton.
Yet men like Mickey Doll, with his
porn-fueled fantasies and his criminal
record, are an obvious threat to the
community, to our families, to our
children. In identifying a man like Doll,
in printing his photograph, inrevealing
where he lives, we are not, of course,
recommending any actions against him



by members of the public. That would be
illegal, however understandable,
however legitimate the concerns of
ordinary people. Itis time for the
politicians to act." Julie took away the
interview and read it with her coffee and
a bowl of the fruit she ate for her
breakfast. "Hmm," she said, when she
had finished. "It doesn't really capture
his full charm." But the following day
Oban told me, rather casually, I thought,
that Doll was in hospital. A concerned
citizen had walked up to him in a pub
and smashed him in the face with a
broken bottle. "So he's scarred too," he
added cheerfully. "He's apparently been
asking for you, but I wouldn't visit, if |
was you." "No, it's probably not a good



305 idea," I agreed, with a pang of guilt,
and put Doll out of my mind.

24

Two days after Doll had been attacked, I
went back to the Burtons' house, not
because Ithought it was a particularly
fruitful idea but because Oban pressed
me into x. "Something odd about the
bloke," he'd said. "Something odd about
most people," I replied. "He's not upset
enough." I wondered what that meant.
Jeremy Burton had seemed upset enough
to me, with his hopeless, tired face, his
little grimaces of bafflement and misery.
Was there a right amount of grief, then?
How did you measure it? I thought about
the thousands of people who'd laid



flowers on the site where Philippa's
body had been found, and wept
copiously for a pretty young mother and
for the little girl she had left behind.
Was that grief? I didn't say any of this to
Oban, of course--he'd just have raised
his eyebrows ironically and sent Seb
instead. I arrived at the house on a
Sunday morning, as Jeremy Burton had
requested. Philippa's mother opened the
door, and ushered me through the hall
and into the gleaming kitchen. There
were flowers everywhere--faded velvet
irises, shriveled ox-eye daisies and
numerous vases of white lilies, whose
thick, oppressive fragrance filled the
house. As I passed the living room, I
saw banks of condolence cards on the



mantelpiece and the table. I looked out
of the kitchen window. The father and
daughter were in the garden together,
sitting on a wrought-iron bench with
their backs to the window. He was doing
a crossword, and she was kicking her
legs back and forth. Something made him
look round, andI raised a hand and
made my way out into the garden and
across the lawn. He gave a nod of
recognition. I had worried about
blundering backin but he didn't seem
displeased to see me. We shook hands
and he folded up the paper self-
consciously, although not before I'd
noticed he hadn't filled in a single clue.
He was wearing an open-necked T-shirt
and khaki shorts, but nevertheless looked



rather neat and smart. Some people
always look respectable, I thought, and
some people never do. Give Doll a bath,
a haircut, a shave, a manicure, dress him
in a 307 thousand-pound suit, and he'd
still look unwashed and somehow
unsavory. You couldn't clean off his
past. "Look," said Emily. I crouched
down. She had laid her treasures on the
bench beside her. There was a round
gray stone and a sharp white one, a
forked stick, a feather, a clump of moss,
a small pink bouncing ball smeared with
mud, an old cat's collar, a wooden ice-
cream stick, a plastic tube. "Look," she
said again, and uncurled her plump fist.
There was a small shell on the palm of
her hand. "Where did you find that?" I



asked. She pointed to the graveled area
near the kitchendoor. "It's lovely," 1
said, and she closed her fist over it
again. She was wearing a spotted
sundress, and her hair was clipped back
behind her ears, making her face seem
thinner thanI'd remembered. "I'm going
to give them to Mummy," she said, in a
self-important voice. 1 glanced ather
father. "She means, put them on Phil's
grave after she's buried," he explained,
wincing. "ltwas my mother-in-law's
idea, that Emily should collect things for
her. I'm not so sure. She seems to be
taking the idea a bit too literally." He
frowned so that a small furrow appeared
over the bridge of his nose. "What else
have you found?" I asked Emily. She



climbed carefully down from the bench,
shell in one hand, and started to gather
up the treasures with the other. "Come
and see," she said."Can I come in a
minute? First I need to talk to your
father." She nodded. The stones and
moss and plastic tube fell on the grass.
She knelt down and started to pick them
up. Her father made no move to help her.
His hands were thrust into the pockets of
his shorts, his newspaper tucked under
one arm. Iglanced across at him. His
face looked bruised with tiredness. "I
tell you what, Emily, why don't I bring
those to you when I come and see what
else you've found for your mother?"
"Promise?" "Yes." "Don't forget that."
She pointed to the plastic tube, lying at



my feet. 309 "I won't." We watched her
as she plodded away from us. "She
thinks Philippa's coming back." "Does
she?" 1 looked at her straight back and
spindly legs as she disappeared through
the kitchen door. "Won't you sit down?"
He pointed to the bench. "Thanks."
"Coffee?" "No, thanks, I'm fine." He sat
down too, at the other end of the bench.
"I heard about your contribution," he
said. "Oh, well ...""I underestimated
you, | think." "How are you doing?" I
asked."All right." "Sleeping OK?"
"Yes. Well, no, not really. You know. I
wake and ..." He trailed off. "Eating?"
He nodded. "I talked to Tess Jarrett a
few days ago. She said that Philippa
seemed distracted during the last few



weeks before her death. Do you think
that's true?" "No, I don't." I waited. "I'm
sorry. That's all I can say." "She didn't
seem to have anything on her mind?" He
stared down at the ground, as if he was
trying to pretend I wasn't there. "She
seemed the same as usual." "Tell me
about the night before she died. Describe
your evening together." He sighed and
started intoning in a monotonous voice:
"I came back from work at seven. Emily
was in bed and Philippa was reading her
a story. We both said good night to
Emily." "What did Philippa say, when
she said good night?" "What did she
say?" He blinked at me. "Do you know, I
can't remember. We went downstairs
and I poured us both a glass of wine and



we walked round the garden together. It
was a nice evening." His voice was
getting a bit less clipped. "We had
supper outside, there." He pointed at the
table on the patio. "What did you eat?"
"Moussaka. Green salad." 311 "What
did you talk about?" "I can't remember."
He looked distressed. "I can't remember
anything, except at some point she asked
me if I thought she was looking older."
"What did you say?"He flicked
something I couldn't see off his shorts. "I
must have said something about how she
always looked beautiful to me, but I can't
remember the exact words." "So, there
was nothing different about her, or your
relationship with her?" He spoke now as
if he were waking from a deep sleep.



"Different? 1 don't know what you're
digging for. Do you think this was
something to do with me? Or her? She
wasn't depressed. She didn't drink. She
didn't take drugs. She didn't wander
round Kersey Town like that girl ..."
"Lianne." "Yes. She got up in the
morning and made me breakfast. She
looked after the house. She looked after
Emily. She met friends. She was happy.
She talked about when she should return
to work. She talked about having more
children one day. Soon." His voice
cracked slightly, but he went on, "Then,
one morning, after she had made
breakfast and tidied up the house, she
went out with her child and she was
suddenly murdered. End of story. That's



what the police think anyway, and so
does that other doctor who's been round
here asking questions. If you've got
reasons for thinking differently, please
tell me what they are. I want to know." I
stood up. "I'm sorry to distress you." I
stooped down and picked up the clump
of moss, the two stones, the plastic tube.
"Isit OK 1if I take these to Emily?"
"She'll probably be in her bedroom. Top
of the first flight of stairs." "Thanks."

She was arranging small plastic animals
on a shelf. I squatted beside her with my
hands cupped. "Here are your things."
"Do elephants go with lions or horses?"
"If it were up to me, I'd put them with the
lions. Do you want to show me what



you've collected for your mother?" She
stood up and crossed over to her bed
where she pulled out a large cardboard
box. 313 One by one, she placed things
on the floor: a small jam-jar, a thistle
head, several cards from cereal packets,
three buttons, a string of plastic beads, a
marble, a small shred of orange silken
material, some spangled wrapping-
paper, a chipped china dog, an apple. I
watched her face. She was perfectly
intent on her task. "Which is your
favorite?" She pointed at the marble.
"Which would your mother have liked?"
She hesitated, then pointed at the orange
rag. The door opened and Philippa's
mother put her head round the door.
"Excuse me," she said, in her firm,



pleasant voice, "but a friend is due to
arrive for Emily any minute." She made
me feel as if [ had sneaked in under false
pretenses. "Of course." I put the objects I
was holding carefully into the cardboard
box. "'Bye, Emily." "And the shell," she
said, not looking up. "The shell's pretty.
She liked pretty things."

Albie phoned up. He just wanted to say
hello, he said. He just wanted to see
how I was getting on. I held the phone
carefully, as ifit could hurt me, and
waited. We waited for the other person
to say something. Then we both said
goodbye politely. I phoned my father but
he wasn't there. I wanted someone to say
to me, "Life can be hard, butdon't



worry, my darling, everything is going to
be all right." I wanted someone to hug
me tight and stroke my hair. I wanted my
mother. Ridiculous, but true. Would it
never go away, that feeling? Would I
miss my mother for my whole life, not a
day going by without missing her? I
picked up the phone to ring W. It was so
quiet inmy flat that I could hear my
watch ticking on my wrist and my heart
beating, and the occasional rattle of dry
leaves in the trees outside. But I didn't
ring him. What would I say? "I'm on my
own, come round and hold me, please"?
I poured myself a glass of wine and lit
two candles. Then I turned off the light
and sat onthe sofa. Somewhere, a
mosquito whined in the half-darkness.



Outside it began to rain 315 again and
the wind sighed in the trees. What did I
know about him? Nothing, except he'd
given up atop job in the City to run a
hostel for homeless young people who'd
fallen through all the safety-nets; that the
police distrusted him and suspected him
o fallowing drugs to be sold on his
premises; thathe was sour and ill-
humored and dark. I wanted him now
because he was so unlike ebullient
Albie, and because he looked like a
crow, a solitary bird. I wanted to wrap
myself up in his ragged misery and make
us both better.



In the end I didn't have to seek out Will
because he came to me. The following
night, when I had already gone to bed
after a busy day, the doorbell rang. |
pulled on my dressing-gown and looked
a tmy watch. It was past midnight:
probably Julie had forgotten her key
again. [ stumbledto the door, still
tangled up in strange dreams. He was
standing there and when he saw me he
gave a kind of shrug. "I couldn't sleep,"
he said. I stood back and he went up the
stairs in front of me. He sat on the sofa,
and Ipoured out a tumbler of whiskey
for him, and a smaller one for me. I was
very conscious of my tousled hair and
tatty dressing-gown. | couldn't think of a
single thing to say to him. He seemed so



big and alien in my flat. How had I ever
dared to kiss him, or to dream of him?
We sat and sipped our drinks. He hadn't
eventaken off his coat, and he stared
into the glass as if it held some answer.
In the end, I made a move, because I
couldn't bear to go on sitting there in the
gloom and heavy silence. I crossed over
to the sofa, and I leaned down toward
him. I didn't kiss him: that would have
seemed too intimate. I undid the buttons
on his coat, and then on his shirt and he
lay back with his pale torso gleaming
and his eyes closed, while I touched him
with tentative hands, and watched him.
He put up his hands and held my face
blindly and I sat astride him, pulled open
my dressing gown and pressed his head



againstmy breast, listening to the
hammering of my heart. "You should be
careful," he muttered. I didn't know what
he was talking about; I didn't care. We
were just strangers, in need of comfort.
Outside, the rain was blown in waves
against the window. 25 317

As soon as the phone rang, it felt like the
wrong time. It was dark outside. My
eyelids felt glued together. How long
had I been asleep? I was in my own bed
but it felt strange. I was in an unusual
part of the bed, to one side: Albie's side.
As 1 reached across I realized with an
ache in my stomach that [ was alone.
Will had gone. "Yes?" was all I could
manage. "Is that Kit?" "Who's this?"



"Furth. You all right?" "What?" 1 said
stupidly. "Sorry, you just woke me up."
"There's a car on the way to fetch you.
Can you manage that?" "What for?" "The
boss says he'll see you at the hospital."
"What hospital?" There was a pause.
"What's it matter what hospital?" "Don't
know. What's happened?" "Haven't time.
We'll fill you in when you get here. Can
you manage that? Or shall I say you can't
come?" My brain was coming to life
now, though slowly, like a lizard sitting
on a stone in the morning sun. [ was able
to think. For example, I could now see
that Furth was hoping I would say
grumpily that [ was too tired and slam
down the phone. "No problem," I said.
"Where do we meet?" "The driver



knows," Furth said, and the line went
dead. The car was on its way. I had only
a couple of minutes. I ran into the
shower, switched the water on very cold
and allowed myself to think about Will,
the way we'd held each other like two
drowning swimmers. Which one was
dragging the other down? What the fuck
had it all been about? Why had he gone
like that, like a thief? I turned the shower
to very hot so it stung my skin. I thought
of his expression as he'd come inside
me, almost a sob, the closeness I'd been
without for so long. Then I'd come as
well, just from the look of him, I'd felt.
He had held me so close that I had been
scared and now he was gone. Was that
1t? Well, I thought. Well what? I dried



myself quickly and began to get 319
dressed. I was doing up the buttons on
my shirt when Julie came in, naked. She
didn't seem to have seen the films in
which the actress gets out of bed then
immediately wraps atowel around
herself. I had wondered if she did itto
demonstrate that she had irritatingly
large breasts for such a slim figure but
really Iknew she wasn't like that. She
just didn't think about it, which I found
even more alarming. "What's going on?"
she said. "House on fire?" "Work." I
said. "Something seems to have come
up. Don't know what." "God," she said.
"Sounds important." "Don't  know.
Someone just phoned." I still didn't feel
awake enough to formulate complex



sentences. "You want some coffee?" "I
don't think there's time. A car's on its
way to pick me up." Julie gave a smile.
"I' ' heard you had company." "Who
from?" "No, I mean I heard. Through the
wall." "Oh, for God's sake, Julie ..."
"No, no," she said. "There was nothing I
could do about it. It's the walls. They're
like paper." I felt myself go very red.
"Well, that's very embarrassing. I'm
sorry if I kept you awake. I thought you
were out." "Well, I came in again. But
don't be sorry, I was glad. You deserve
some fun." "It wasn't exactly fun," I said,
feeling in some deranged way like
Julie'sprudish elderly relative.
"Really?" she said, her expression
changingto one of concern. "Well, it



sounded fun. Who was the guy?" I gave a
hufty sort of deep breath. "As it happens
it was W. You know, Will Pavic."
"Christ," she said. "That's weird. I mean
great. Pavic. God. Is he awake?" "No.
Actually he's gone, as a matter of fact."
"Gone? Right. Will Pavic. That's
incredible. When you get back, I want to
hear every single detail." "Julie! One,
I'm not going to tell you every detail.
And two, you seem to know everything
already." There was a ring at the door.
In the quiet of two thirty A.M. it sounded
like a fire 321 alarm. "And three. I've
got to go." As I walked out, Julie was
saying, "Will Pavic. That's great. It's
fantastic. Butisn't he a bit strange?" |
just shook my head and left. The car



outside looked like a minicab. A man in
a suit was holding the front passenger
door open. "Dr. Quinn?" he said.
"You're taking me to see DCI Oban?" "I
don't know about that. I'm just dropping
you at St. Edmund's." "Fine." As we set
off I asked him if he knew what this was
about. When he said he didn't, I stayed
silent and just looked out of the window.
It was the dead time of night, but London
never really wentquiet. There were
newspaper vans, the occasional car,
people walking purposefully, the
leftovers from yesterday mixing with the
people preparing for tomorrow. I felt
that my pulse was starting to race. I
worked through alternatives in my mind.
Another murder. An arrest. What else



could be important enough for this?
"You a real doctor?" the driver asked.
"Sort of." "Know people at this hospital,
do you?" "Not at this time of night." The
car pulled up outside the entrance to the
casualty department of St. Edmund's. A
uniformed officer was standing outside
like a doorman. As I got out of the car he
muttered something into the radio on his
lapel. It crackled something
unintelligible back. "I'm Kit Quinn," I
said. "Yeah," he said. "I'll take you up."
I seem to have spent a lot of my life in
the sort of places that never entirely
close--airports, police stations,
hospitals--and I rather like them for their
slightly forlorn bustle that continues
even when it is dark outside and good



citizens are asleep. There were
ambulances outside, a doctor and nurse
ran past, there were cries from various
directions. A pale young woman in a
white coat was sitting in a corner
drinking coffee and eating a mangy-
looking sandwich while somehow
attempting to fill in a form. Work was
being done. The officer led me past all
that, up some stairs and along a corridor.
From a good fifty yards away I could see
Oban sitting on a bench. He caught sight
of me 323 too early and we had that
embarrassing hiatus where we were too
far away to speak, so he nodded at me,
then pretended to inspect his nails as if
therewas something wurgent and
fascinating about them, and then he



looked back up at me. I was intensely
curious about his expression. Sad?
Triumphant? But I couldn't read it. He
looked like a troubled relative waiting
fornews, an expectant but worried
father. And he looked awful. Rumpled,
unshaven, gray with fatigue. "Thanks for
coming, Kit," he muttered. "So?" I said.
"What is i1t? Another murder?" "No," he
said, and with obvious effort he made an
attempt at a smile. "I think I've won my
bet with you. If it was a bet. I wish I felt
better about it." "What bet?" "I think I
said something to the effect that our
murderer was cruising around in his car
and he would strike again when he had
the chance. You were dubious. Now he
has struck again. Or tried to." "What do



you mean? Who have you got in here?"
"Ms. or Mrs., or whatever you call it,
Bryony Teale. Aged thirty-four." "Is she
badly injured?" "Not physically. I've
asked for a doctor to come and talk to
you." "What happened?" "Bryony Teale
was walking along the canal this
evening, silly girl. These people behave
as 1f itwere some country riverbank.
She was approached and attacked by a
man. But in the middle of it, two people
stumbled on them on the towpath. The
man fled. A car was heard driving away
at speed."I was silent, thinking
furiously. "Are yousure there's a
connection?" "We're working on it. But
it was at the same spot, almost to the
yard, where Lianne's body was found. It



seems compelling to me." "Bloody hell.
And there were witnesses?" "Two of
them." "Did they get a description of the
car?" Oban shook his head gloomily.
"That would be too easy, wouldn't it?
They were helping Bryony. Terrible
state she was in." "Has she said
anything?" "Not yet. She's terribly
shocked. She can hardly speak." 325 "So
what am [ doing here?" "I want you to
talk to her. Now, later, whenever she
can talk. I want to see what you can get
out of her. Hypnotize her, shine a light in
her eyes, hold an object in front of her,
anything, just find out what she knows."
"Of course. But what about Seb?" "It's
not his sort of job. Don't worry. I'll deal
with Seb. And it would be better if it



was a woman." "Dr. Quinn?" I looked
round. A doctor was standing next to me,
a balding, very pale man of about my
ownage with a slightly resentful
expression. Here we were, taking up
space, time. He had the air of someone
who had to be in two other places.
"Yes." "I'm Dr. Steen. Apparently you
want to know about Bryony Teale here."
He looked athis clipboard. "She's not
my patient but I've checked her card. No
injuries except some superficial
bruising. She's been suffering from
shock, which 1is understandable. Dr.
Lander just did the usual--rehydration,
warming her up, keeping her under
observation. She should be fine in the
morning." "Has she got family? Has



anybody been notified?" Steen gave a
shrug. "She's not my patient," he said.
"I'm sorry." "Can I talk to her?" He
looked down at his clipboard helplessly,
as if he expected it to tell him something,
It didn't. "I don't know," he said. "It may
not be a good idea." "It's all right," I
said. "I'm used to patients like this. I
won't be intrusive." "OK," he said.
"There's a nurse in there, I think. I've got
to run." And he did. "So," I said, "shall I
go in and see her?" "For what it's
worth," Oban said. My hand had been on
the door handle, but I stopped. "I don't
understand," 1 said. "Atleast this i1s
some kind of positive development in
the case. We've got witnesses. Nobody
has been killed. Why so gloomy?" "I'm



not exactly gloomy," Oban said. "Just
confused. And I don't like it." "What do
you mean?" "There was one thing I didn't
mention." "What's that?" 327 "Those two
witnesses, the ones who saved Bryony."
"Yes?" "One of them was Mickey Doll."
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I would have liked to see my face.
"Doll?" T said stupidly. "Doll?" Oban
stared glumly at me and nodded. "He
wasa witness again?" "That's right."
"But that's ..." I stopped. I didn't know
what to say or what to think. "Yeah."
"But why?" "I'm working on it." There
was a very long pause. I was incapable
of movement or speech or thought. "So,"
I finally managed, "I'd better talk to this



woman."

The first thing that struck me was her
hair, which was long and the color of
ripe apricots. The second was her hands,
clenched into fierce fists onthe sheet
that was pulled up over her. I went
across to the bed, the duty nurse beside
me--a huge woman who walked with a
roll like a pitching ship, her shoes
creaking loudly on the scuffed linoleum.
"Don't go distressing her now," she said,
and picked up one of the woman's slim
wrists in her enormous fingers and held
it for a minute, head cocked on one side
as 1f she was listening. Then she
squeaked away again, and the door shut
with a click behind her. "Hello,



Bryony," I said, and she stared up at me
as 1f I was indistinct to her. Her pupils
were dilated. I pulled up a metal chair
and sat down, noticing as I did so that |
was wearing odd socks. "My name's
Kit." "Hello," she murmured, struggling
into a sitting position so that her pale
orange hair fell forward. She had a
striking, slightly flat face, with high
cheekbones and a firm jaw. Her eyes
were pale brown, almost golden.
"You've had a shock," I continued, "but
you're quite safe now. There is no need
for you to be frightened. All right?" She
nodded and half smiled. "Sorry," she
said, in a low voice. "Sorry to be so
feeble."I smiled back. "Don't 329
apologize. Is there anything you need?



Tea? Something to eat?" "No." "Look,
it's beginning to get light outside." I
gestured to the small window. Outside,
the dark had become gray. "Night's
nearly over." "I want to go home." "I'm
sure you'll be able to very soon. Where
1 shome?" "Home," she repeated
vaguely, and lifted a hand to her head.
"Why do I feel so strange?" "You've had
a shocking experience. It's normal to feel
strange." "Like people after the football-
disaster thing?" "That's right." "But I'm
not that kind of person." She trailed her
fingers over her face, as if she were
tracing her features to remind herself of
who she was. "What happened?" "You
don't remember?" Oban was going to be
even more glum when he heard that. "I



remember bits, like in a fog. Tell me
what happened. Please." She leaned
forward and touched the back of my
hand softly. I thought of those confused
misty few seconds in Stretton Green
police station, the warm feeling of the
blood on my face. "You were attacked
by the canal late last night. But you were
lucky. Two men came to your aid. Your
attacker ran off. Obviously anything you
can remember will be a help but don't
force anything. Just let it come back of
its own accord--don't block it out." She
nodded and sat up straighter, pulling the
sheet around her. "My head aches," she
said, "and I'm thirsty. Can I have a glass
of water?" I poured water from the jug
on the locker beside her into a plastic



beaker, and held it out. When she took it,
her hand was trembling violently, so that
drops spilled onto the sheet and she had
to wrap the other hand round the beaker
as well. "Thank you," she said. "God,
I'm tired. I'm so tired now. Is Gabriel
coming soon?" "Gabriel?" "My
husband." "I'm sure the police will have
contacted him." "Good." She lay back
and her hair spread on the pillow.
"Before you rest, Bryony, could you 331
tell me what you remember?" "l
remember ... | remember a shape in the
darkness. Coming out of the darkness."
She closed her eyes. "And someone
shouting." Her eyes snapped open. "I
can't," she said. "Please. Not yet. It's a
jumble. When I try and grab hold of



something it slides away from me, like
trying to remember a dream. A horrible,
horrible dream." "It's OK. Take your
time. Did yourecognize the person who
attacked you?" "No! No, I'm sure I
would remember that, wouldn't I? Or
would I?" "And what," I asked her as
neutrally as I could, "about the men who
helped you?" "What?" She blinked and
rubbed her face again. "Had you seen
them before, those two men?" "Seen
them? No. I don't know. 1 don't know.
Who were they? Wait a minute, wait a
minute." I stood up and crossed to the
little window, where morning was
breaking. It looked straight into another
room. I could see an empty bed, a
locker, a phone on wheels, just like the



ones in Bryony's room. My brain was
seething. What the fuck had Doll been
doing there? I would have to speak to
himtoo. Later, though. My mouth was
parched from the whiskey I'd downed
last night, my eyes achedin their
sockets. I needed caffeine. "l don't
know," she said at last. "I'm sorry."
"Bryony." I turned back to her. She was
staring at me, waiting for me to speak.
"It's very important that if you remember
anything, anything at all, any detail, no
matter how irrelevant it seems to you,
you tell someone. The police. Me. But
someone. All right?" She nodded. At that
moment, the door swung open and Oban
pushed his head into the room. "Mrs.
Teale," he said, "you have a visitor to



see you. Your husband is on his way up
now." "I'll leave you now, Bryony, but
I'll come and see you later, if that's all
right," Isaid, moving toward the door
where Oban was waiting, his great
weary brow puckered with anxiety. She
nodded at me and half closed her eyes.
"Well?" said Oban, as soon as we were
in the corridor. "She doesn't remember
much." "Fuck," he said. Then: "Fuck,
333 fuck, fuck." "She will, though," I
said. "She's just had a shock. Give her
time." "Time, you say. Time is the one
thing I don't want to give. What if he
strikes again?" A tall man strode past us,
the husband, I guessed. He had a straight
nose, dark hair and thick dark eyebrows,
and he reminded me of a picture of a



Roman emperor in one of the books I'd
had as a child. "Do you want me to
speak to her later?" Iasked Oban.
"Would you?" "Sure. And, as you said
yourself, I think it's best for a woman to
talk to her, given what's just happened."
"Yes," he said. "What about Doll?
Should I see him?" "Fuck," he said
again. "I don't know. He's at the police
station now, making a statement." "So he
definitely wasn't the attacker?" I asked
cautiously. "Oh, God, Kit, ask me in a
few hours' time. The other witness is
there as well. Sensible type, for once."
"A man in a suit with a mobile phone,
youmean." "Yeah, all that. Anyway, I'm
on my way back there now, so I'll find
out more, maybe." He gave a disgusted



grunt. "Just maybe." "OK, well, give me
a call. On my mobile--I may well be
out." "Sure. Thanks." His tone was
preoccupied. I could almost hear his
brain churning round and round, like a
wheel in mud. Then he said, "Do you
know what really pisses me off?"
"What?" "We've got three witnesses, if
you count bloody Mickey Doll. One's a
bereaved little child. One's in shock.
One's a fucking pervert and weirdo who
can't string three thoughts together, and
who's a suspect anyway--or would be if
it was possible. I need a break here."
"Give it time. Maybe you've just got a
break." "Maybe." "Speak to you later,
then." * 3351 was driven back in a
police car through the early morning.



The roads were already full of traffic.
The wet pavements gleamed in the low
sunlight. The metal shutters outside
newsagents were being scrolled up.
Asian grocers were arranging oranges
and Dbaskets ofplums in pyramids
outside their shops. A refuse van moved
slowly along, picking up sacks that had
been left by the side of the road. I lay
back and watched London move past me.
I thought about Will, his frowning face in
the candlelight, and about Bryony Teale
with her apricot hair and her smile and
trembling  hands. I pictured Bryony
alongside  Lianne, and Philippa. 1
touched my scar. Welcome to the club, I
thought to myself. Then I tried not to
think at all.
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Julie was still in bed. I could hear her
turning over on her divan in the room
that a long time ago had been my study. |
boiled the kettle and heaped several
tablespoons of coffee beans into the
grinder. I covered it with a tea-towel
before turning it on, but still [ heard Julie
groan through the walls. I put my nose
close to the coffee and inhaled deeply. In
the fridge Ifound a nectarine, which I
quartered and put on a plate, and a small
pot of Greek yogurt. I drank the strong,
rich coffee slowly, between small bites
of sweet juicy nectarine and creamy
spoonfuls of yogurt. It was seven
o'clock. I had to arrange to see Doll and



maybe the other witness. I had to wvisit
Bryony Teale. And I wanted to see W. I
lifted my hand and put it against my
neck, my cheek. My skin felt soft and
tender. I closed my eyes and let his face
come into my mind. Maybe he didn't
want to see me again, though--maybe that
was it, a few hours in the middle of one
sleepless night. Julie staggered in,
wearing a man's shirt that looked
suspiciously like one of Albie's. Where
had she found that? "Hi," she said
vaguely, and padded over to the fridge.
She poured herself a mug of milk and
drank it in one go. Then she turned to
me, with a white mustache on her upper
lip. "Everything OK?" 337 "Yes. I
guess." "Emergency over?" "For the time



being." "Good. Want a slice of toast?"
"No thanks." I went and stood by the
window, looking out on to the street, as
if he'd be walking there. "I wish ..." |
stopped. "Yes? Tell me?" I had his home
number. Why not? I rang him. There
were several rings before he answered.
The receiver was picked up and there
was a muffled greeting. It sounded
something like: "Unngh." "It's me," 1
said. "Kit." There was another
unintelligible sound followed by a
pause. Gathering his faculties perhaps.
"Did you just wake up?" he said. "I've
just got in," I said. "What do you mean?"
"I was called out." "Oh." There was a
pause. "Do you want to have breakfast?"
"Now?" "What's the time?" I heard some



fumbling and a groan. "At about eight?"
"At your place?" "I don't really eat much
at my place." I was disappointed. I
wanted to see his home. People say that
you're strongest on your own territory.
It's not true. Your own territory is where
you're vulnerable. You can play at being
a tourist everywhere else, but the place
where you sleep will give things away
about you. Somehow I found it hard to
imagine Will Pavic living anywhere. He
gave me directions to what he described
as a pretty basic caf{@e that he went to
on his wayto work. I put the phone
down. How many hours' sleep had I
had? One. Maybe two. I felt as if there
was somebody small inside my head
jabbing the back of my eyeballs with



slightly warmed needle points. I went to
the bathroom, filled the basin with cold
water, dipped my face in it and held it
under for as longas I could manage. I
looked at it in the mirror, water running
off it. Had last night really happened? It
felt confused in my mind now, different
bits running together, like in a dream.
That face, my face, was the best
evidence that something had occurred.
Pale, 339 hollow-eyed--whichat a sight.

Andy Caf@e was full of smoke and
people  in donkey-jackets and steel-
capped boots. Will waved me over from
the far corner. I sat opposite him and we
didn't touch. "I'm having a basic fry-up,"
he said. "What about you?" "I'll just have



coffee." "I wouldn't recommend their
coffee." "Tea, then." "What about food?"
"I ate something when I got in." Will's
food arrived, stacked on a large oval
plate, with two uncompromisingly dark
brown cups of tea. He loaded some fried
egg, bacon and tomato onto his fork. "I'm
sorry," he said, before filling his mouth.
"What about?" He had to chew and
swallow for a long time before he was
able to speak. He took a gulp of tea. I
took a gulp of tea. "Leaving like that," he
said. "I don't sleep. 1 get restless. It's
better to go." I didn't speak and Will
carried on eating. He wasn't looking at
me. "You don't need to make excuses," |
said. "I suppose I'd like you to be honest
with me. I'm tired of playing games with



people. Or maybe just tired." Will was
mopping up egg yolk from his plate with
a piece of fried bread. It was almost
more than I could bear at this time of the
morning. He put itinto his mouth and
chewed it vigorously. He wiped his
mouth with a paper napkin. He raised his
eyes and looked at me. As he did so I
realized how rare that was. He was
always looking to one side, over my
shoulder. I had seen him naked, I had
been to bed with him, yet I had hardly
looked in his eyes. He was some years
older thanme, about forty, but looked
older with graying hair and a face that
wasn't so much wrinkled as creased
over his ferocious high cheekbones. But
his eyes were gray and very clear, like a



child's eyes. "It wasn't just that," he said,
his face coloring slightly. "I looked at
you when you'd fallen asleep. I brushed
the hair off your face. You're a heavy
sleeper." He smiled slightly. "You
looked lovely." "Look, you don't have to
... 1 341 know I'm not ..." "Shut up and
listen. What 1 was trying to sayis that
you looked different. It was the first time
I had ever seen you when you didn't look
sad or anxious or ..." He hesitated and
then said, "Or too hopeful." "Oh, well,
hopeful," I said. It made me sound
pathetic, like a spaniel that was going to
be kicked. "You'd even looked a bit sad
when you'd walked across your room
and kissed me. But then, when you were
asleep and didn't know anyone was



there, you looked young and peaceful." I
took a sip of the last of my tea. It was
even browner and more bitter than the
rest had been. "And," continued Will, "I
just had the sudden feeling that the best
favor I could do you was not to be
around." "I don't need to be protected," |
said. "I can make up my own mind about
what's best for me. And, anyway, I think
you're maybe quite a happy person, in
your own grim sort of way. Especially
considering the number of people who
hate you. It's amazing, I would have
thought that a part of your job was to get
on with the police and the social
services." "I don't have a job," Will
said, frowning. "A lot of these kids I'm
trying to keep clear of the police and



social services." "You talk as if they're
out to get you." "They are out to get me."
"I've heard people talk about drug-
dealing onyour premises. They said
they'll charge you with conspiracy. You
could go down for ten years." "Fuck
them," he said dismissively. "Well, do
you allow it?" He gave a noncommittal
grunt. "I'm not wired, you know." He
shrugged. "You've seen the place.
Obviously we keep dealers out, or try to.
But it's the culture. We're trying to help
thesepeople. It's complicated and
messy. It's not like reading out a paper at
a seminar." "Do you know what I think?"
Now he did allow his features to relax
into a sort of good humor. "No, Kit. I
don't know what you think." "I think



there's a bit of you that would like to be
arrested and sent to prison, just to
confirm your view of what the world is
like." 343 "I'm not interested in
gestures." "That depends if you count
martyrdom as a gesture." I looked at him,
unsure whether he would flare up or
give his sarcastic laugh. He seemed
unsure himself. "Maybe it's flattering to
be hated," he said finally. "I think that
might be one of the definitions of
paranoia," I responded. "Maybe the idea
that everybody's out to get you is
preferable to the fear of just being
ignored." "But you just said that
everybody .was out to get me." "Yeah, |
forgot. Are you ever going to ask me
back to your place?" "What do you



mean?" "You talked about not being able
to sleep inunfamiliar surroundings. I'm
curious to see how you manage it in your
own bed." He looked at his watch. "I'd
invite you back now but it's about twenty
to nine. I've got people to meet." "I didn't
mean that." He looked the closest to
embarrassed that I'd ever seen. "Sure,"
he said. "Anytime." "What about
tonight?" "That's a possibility," he said.
"I'd justhave to warn you, among
various warnings, that it's quite austere. |
mean, it lacks a woman's touch." "I'm
glad to hear that." Suddenly he looked
more somber. "Don't expect too much
from me, Kit," he said, in a return to his
usual starker tone. I gave a sigh. "I don't
think Iexpect very much at all," I said,



and I gavea huge yawn. "Tired?" "I
think today's going to be a bit of a
struggle." "What happened last night?" |
sat back in my chair and looked at him.
"Do you really want to know?" I said.
"It's nothing interesting." "Yes, I want to
know." So 1 ordered two more teas for
us and I gave him a pr@ecis of my night
at the hospital. "So what are you going to
do now?" he said, whenI'd finished.
"She was deeply shocked when I saw
her. I'll talk to her over the next few days
andsee if I can find out anything."
"Walking along the canal after 345
midnight,"  Will  said  scornfully.
"Honestly!" "You mean she was asking
for 1t?" "I mean she was a fucking idiot."
H e took a sip of tea. "What was her



husband called?" I thought for a moment,
trying to get the pea-soup fog in my brain
to disperse. "Gabriel," Isaid. That
sarcastic smile again. "Do you know
him?" "I know who he is." "Who is he?"
"Haven't you heard of that theater
building that's opened in one of the
warehouses by the railway? The
Sugarhouse or something. You know,
Hungarian mime artists on stilts, that sort
of thing. That's him." "I think I've heard
of it." "Lottery grants. Revitalizing the
community. He should just fuck off back
over the hill to Islington and then his
wife wouldn't get attacked."
"Revitalizing the community is your job,
1s 1t?" Will didn't reply but ran his finger
around the rim of his cup. Then he



looked up at me. "What are you doing?"
he asked. "What do you mean?" "I mean,
what are you doing? Are you trying to
make them better or do you think you'll
catch the murderer all on your own?"
"I'm an adviser, that's all," I said
uncomfortably. "You don't need to
convince me," he said. "What do I
know? As far as I can see, there's
someone driving around attacking
women. They are dangerous, they need
to be caught. All that's clear. I don't
understand what you're doing. Or why.
Why youre so involved. I don't
understand what you're after." With his
finger he gently traced the scar on my
face. It made me shiver. "You've already
been attacked once. Isn't that enough?" 1



took his hand in mine. "Stop that," I said.
"I should introduce you to some
detectives. You all seem to feel the same
about what I'm up to. Meanwhile I've got
to do some of this useless work." "I
didn't say it was useless. I said I didn't
understand it." I leaned down and kissed
him. "The problem," 1 said, "with
everything, really, is that you 347 only
know at the end, when it's too late, if it
was worthwhile. T1l see you."
"Tonight?" "You want me to?" "You
want me to get down on one knee?" I
looked around the caf@e. "Not here," 1
said. "Look, here I am, all hopeful, as
you put it. I'm saying [ want to see you
again, tonight, at your place. Now, what
about you?" "Yes," he said, in a voice so



low it was almost a whisper. "Yes." We
stared at each other. When I left he was
still sitting there, with his greasy plate
and cold tea and stern face. Intwelve
hours, I would hold him again.

28

At last, I thought, a witness who was
straightforward, a man who spoke his
mind, dealtin facts and nothing else,
saw what there was to be seen, never let
fancies cloud his judgement. He shook
my hand firmly and cleared his throat as
a preliminary to speaking. My eyes felt
scorched in their sockets. All the coffee
and the dark brown tea I had drunk this
morning was toxic in my system. "Dr.
Quinn," I said. "I'm Terence Mack. But



people call me Terry." "Do you make a
habit of walking along the canal after
midnight?" I asked. He gave a sniff. "I
don't think someone like me needs to
worry." I couldn't help but agree. He
was compact and gingery, with hairy
knuckles and wrists, and long ear-lobes.
His dark gray suit was rather too tight
round his waist, and he wore, over his
white shirt, a striped red and black tie
that made my head ache even more. He,
too, must have been up half the night, but
he didn't look weary atall. He sat
upright and alert. But he was a dead
loss, for all that. Like most witnesses, he
had only realized after the event that
something was happening. 1 had his
statement in front of me. It was short and



precise; he had even noted the exact time
of the attack immediately afterwards:
1:19 A.M. according to his watch, which
was set at the correct time, to be sure.
He had, he said, been walking along the
canal because he had 349 been at a
meeting with clients from Singapore at
the Pelham Hotel, just up the road, and
afterwards had been unable to find a
taxi. The path was the shortest route to
the busy intersection of roads near
Kersey Town station, where he knew
there was a cab rank. "I was coming out
of the tunnel," he said to me now.
"There's a light there. So I stepped out
into the darkness andfora moment I
couldn't see anything atall. You know
how it is." I nodded. "I justheard a



noise. I could make out some shapes,
scuffling, by the water's edge. Then the
next thing I knew there was this woman
in my arms, screaming." "And she said
..."" I looked back at the statement his...
"Help! Help, please help."" "Maybe she
said help more times than that, I can't be
exact. She screamed from an inch away.
Her hair was in my eyes, so I couldn't
see much at all, but her voice was clear
enough." "And you saw nothing after
that." "Just this other fellow standing
there." "The other witness?" He raised
his bushy eyebrows. "Weird-looking
guy." "What did he do?" "Who?" "The
weird-looking guy." "He helped." "And
there was definitely another man?"
"What do you mean? What do you think



this 1s all about?" 1 looked at the
statement once more. "There isn't much
of a description here." He looked a little
shamefaced. "It was over so quickly.
Just shapes in the darkness and the
woman flying at me. I didn't really know
what was going on. At least I noticed the
time." "That was good," 1 said. "How
was Bryony, [ mean, the woman?" "A bit
shocked," said Terence. "A bit
hysterical. She was saying it was all
right, there was no need to do anything,
even though she was in a terrible state.
Poor girl. Is she all right?" "She's
traumatized. But she will be, Ithink.
What was Doll--the other guy--doing
while you were phoning?" "Doing? Not
very much. Holding on 351 to her,



seeing if she was all right. Not the kind
youneed around in an emergency. She
was crying by then, but softly. Holding
on to my arm and whimpering and saying
would I stay with her. She was in shock,
I could see that. Her hands were
trembling. She was breathing in these
short gasps. I hope they gave her tea
with lots of sugar, that's always best for
shock. Can I ask you something?" "Yes."
"The fellow I gave my statements to,
name of Gil I think, he said the attacker
w a s probably the same man who
murdered Philippa Burton." "He did?" I
said drily. "Is he?" "I don't know." "I
should have got him. I could've. I didn't
know what was going on." "You're sure
there was nothing about the fourth shape



you remember--height, hair, clothing?"
He shook his head regretfully. "It was
over so quickly." "Did you see where he
went?" "No. | presumed up the steps to
the road, but I didn't see him. I should
have  followed, shouldn't I?" "You
phoned for help. That was the main
thing. It's for the police to run after
people." "She was shivering. I put my
jacket over her shoulders until the police
and ambulance arrived." "Good. That
was  good." "But Philippa Burton's
murderer. That would have been
something, ..."

"A pretty lady," he said, and his voice
trembled. "Such a pretty little lady."
"Michael," I said, trying to hold his eyes,



which wandered all over the room, not
resting on anything for long, except the
view out of the window, which
overlooked the car park. "Twice," he
said, in a strange, high tone. "Two times
it's happened now to me. I've been there
twice, Kit." He looked dreadful. There
was an ugly, suppurating gash running
from his left nostril, over the corner of
his mouth and down his chin, which gave
his face a distorted appearance, and set
his mouthinto a vague twitchy smile.
The wound was swollen and purple, and
it looked to me 353 as if he'd been
tugging at the stitches; ends ofnylon
thread stuck out of his skin. Even as we
spoke, he couldn't keep his hands off it,
but touched and picked at it. His lip was



swollen, and he kept dabbing at it with
the tip of his tongue. There was a large
graze on his forehead. One wandering
eye was bloodshot. His hair was greasy.
His clothes hung off him, as if in a
couple of days he'd lost several pounds
in weight. He smelled bad, too--a thick,
sour odor thatfilled the poky room.
"Why me, Kit?" he asked, in his fretful
voice. "Why am I always the one?" "I
don't know," I answered, truthfully
enough. "You're all right, though, aren't
you? Hero of the hour." "Pretty lady," he
said again. His eyes flickered round to
rest on me for a moment. "Not as pretty
as you. You're always the prettiest, don't
worry about that. Soft hair, though." He
made a faint mewing sound, which made



me shudder. His statement was a jumble
of  contradictory assertions--that he'd
seen a huge man, a giant of a man, trying
to strangle Bryony, that she'd run from
her attacker and straight into his
outstretched arms, that he'd rescued her
himself, that he'd seen the man drive off
in a blue estate car, maybe it wasn't
blue, maybe it was red, maybe it wasn't
an estate car, that maybe, come to think
of it, he'd seen him run off down the
canal, that Bryony had fainted. "Just tell
me the things that you know for sure,
Michael. Why were you by the canal so
late?" "Fishing. Good time for it. Full
moon. Nobody around, no bloody
noise." "Where were you? Right on the
edge?" "My patch. In the shadows, just



near the tunnel, where no one can see
me, but I can see them." "What did you
see?" "You know," he said. "The lady.
The man after her. And the other man.
Terry. Have you met Terry? We both
rescued her. Chased him off, saved her."
"Can you describe him?" "A man. A big
man." "Anything more?" "Not exactly. |
just saw shapes and then I got up, I think
I got up, I don't know exactly, I was
confused, anybody'd 355 have been
confused, Kit, and I held on to her so he
couldn't get her." "Are you sure? You
are quite sure it happened like that? You
pulled her away?" "Oh, yes." He smiled
with his misshapen mouth. "I saved her.
I'm sure I saved her. Does she realize
that? The papers say terrible things



about me, but I saved her from him. Tell
them that, will you? Tell everyone what
I did, Kit, so then they'll know. They'll
b esorry for the things they did.
Everyone'll be sorrythen." Once again
he touched his face, licked his cut lip.
"What happened after that?" "After?"
"After you pulled her." "Then this other
man came out of the tunnel, and she ran
to him and the other one ran off. And she
screamed and screamed and screamed. |
didn't know anyone could scream that
loudly." "Michael, listen. You must
think. Is  there anything you can
remember, anything at all, anything you
saw, or you heard, no matter what, that
you haven't told the police or me?" "I
stroked her hair to comfort her." "Yes."



"And the other man, the one who came
out of the tunnel, he said--excuse me,
Kit--he said very loudly: "Fucking hell."
Sorry." Doll looked prim. "Where are
you going now, Michael?" "Where?" His
eyes wavered on me. "I don't suppose |
could come to ..." "You should go home,
Michael. Get yourself asolid meal.
Clean clothes. Rest up." "Rest up," he
repeated. "Yes. Things have got a bit out
of hand, really. They gave me pills but |
don't know where 1 put them." "Go
home, Michael." "Am I safe?" "Are the
police protecting you?" "They said
they'd keep an eye out." "Good," I said. I
smiled at him. In the middle of my
confusion about what had happened, my
deep weariness, my distaste for Doll, |



felta jolt of surprising and unwelcome
tenderness for him, with his slashed face
and reddened eyes and his general
squalid hopelessness and helplessness.
"I think you're quite safe, really. It won't
happen again. Just take care." 357 "Kit.
Kit." "Yes." But he didn't have anything
to say to me. He just stared at me for a
few seconds. His eyes filled up with
tears. They ran down his cheeks, over
his cut face, into his dirty neck.

It was eleven o'clock. I had two hours
before my meeting with Oban and Furth,
three before I was due at Bryony Teale's
house. I thought about going home and
taking a shower, maybe lying down. But
suddenly I didn't feel tired anymore. |



felt sharp and clear with lack of sleep,
as if I was standing on a high mountain,
breathing in thinair. I thought about
getting myself something to eat, but the
idea of food made me feel slightly
nauseous. All T wanted was a glass of
cold water to wash through my body,
dilute some of the bitter coffee I'd
gulped down. I walked out of the station,
and on the high street I bought a large
bottle of carbonated water and took it to
a patch of green nearby, where there
were seats and drooping rose bushes.
There, 1 saton a bench in the sun,
drinking my water and watching the
people who walked past. The warmth
feltlovely on my skin, gentle and
soothing. Isighed and closed my eyes



and felt sunlight trickle down my neck.
My head buzzed lightly with fragments
of the last twenty-four hours: I heard
Will's groan of last night, felt his hand
on my breast. I saw him as he had been
this morning, so careful not to promise
me anything. I pictured Bryony's face on
the hospital pillow; her pale orange hair
and caramel eyes, her trembling hands. I
let Doll into my mind, with his plaintive
incoherence and his blotchy oozing face.
The other witness-- Terence Mack with
the square, hairy hands--had been
momentarily blinded by the light of the
tunnel. Nobody had seen anything that
mattered. Everyone was always looking
in the wrong direction. Drama happened
in the dark shadows. I sat there for a



long while, thinking and not thinking,
letting the images drift across my brain
like wisps of fog, insubstantial but
suggestive. The sun moved in and out of
clouds. People came out of their offices
and sat on the patch of grass to eat their
sandwiches. I thought about Albie, but
he seemed a long way off now--a man
laughing in the distance, head thrown
back, white teeth 359 gleaming; a
stranger. It was hard to believe that for
months on end I had gone to sleep
wishing he was beside me, and woken
each morning remembering all over
again that he had hurt me and that he
wasn't coming back to take me in his
arms and say that he was sorry. Never
again. He'd never again hold me and



touch me. Such a hard, sharp word:
never. Definite, like a knife, like a line
drawn under something. And tonight I'd
see W. I'd go to his house and I'd make
him look at me and see me, and I'd feel
happy for a while. I stood up, and
wrenched my mind back to Bryony
Teale.

29

"Nice," [ said, looking out of the
window. "Bad area, though," said Oban,
sniffily. Oban had told me that Bryony
Teale was willing to talk to me.
Especially to me. A sympathetic female
ear, Oban had said on the phone. Not as
a compliment. I had walked over, and as
I approached the house, the window of a



car outside had slid down and a hand
emerged, beckoning me over. Oban
peered out. He opened the door and
invited me to sit next to him on the back
seat. He said he wanted to talk first. It
would have been nicer outside, even on
this gray day, but Oban was obviously
more comfortable in the car. Maybe it
seemed like a mobile office. The house
was part of a terrace that curved in a
gentle crescent, not so much a bold letter
C, more a parenthesis. The houses were
tall and narrow, late Victorian. Some
were shabby, one was boarded up, but a
few bore the tell-tale signs of
gentrification: shiny-painted front doors
with brass knobs and knockers, freshly
pointed brickwork, metal shutters on the



lower windows. Oban pointed down the
street. "Ten years ago a stack of flowers
was piled up there." "Why?" "A couple
of boys were walking along down
toward Euston Road when they ran into
a gang of other kids. They chased them
and they caught one by those railings.
They beat him up and then when they
were done someone pushed a knife into
hm." He looked back at the house. "I
don't know why people like that want to
move here." "From what I hear they're
trying to do some good to the area, show
some faith in the local 361 people."
Oban pulled a face. "Right," he said.
"And this is the thanks they get. They're
s o bloody na@ive. I've seen it all
before. That woman walking down the



canal as if it's a country lane. I mean, I'm
not a particular fan of country lanes, but
this 1s stupid. Did you hear of the woman
a few years ago who was staying in one
of the local hotels?" "I don't know," I
said. "I hear stories about lots of
women." "This one stayed on the road,
but some boys dragged her down on to
the towpath. She was raped. They asked
her if she could swim. She said no,
clever thing. So they threw her in. She
swamacross to the other side. Got
away." "What's your advice?" I asked.
"To stay indoors with the door locked
and the TV on?" "It would be safer."
"The best idea would be if everybody
went walking by the canal." "Who wants
to walk by a smelly canal?" Enough was



enough. "Do you think we should go in
and talkto Bryony Teale?" 1 asked.
Oban looked thoughtful. "It might be
better if you talked to her on your own,"
he said. "At first anyway." "I'm not sure
if we'll get anything from her at all yet,"
I said. "She seemed in a bad way last
night." "Just do what you can. Give us
something, anything." Then Oban's voice
dropped into a mutter thatl couldn't
make out at all. "What was that?" Oban
started to speak but nothing except a sort
of twitching splutter emerged. "It's that
bloody Doll," he finally managed. "He's
in it somewhere. I don't know how but
he 1s." "You said he was just a witness."
"Witness my arse," said Oban, his face a
fiery red now. The police driver sitting



in the front of the car turned round and
gave me alook. "I want to bury that
bastard. Ask her about Doll. Ask her
what he was doing there." "Sorry," 1
said. "As I understand it, the point of the
connection was the place, this same area
o fcanal, and the same method of
abduction. That's where Doll spends his
life, sitting there with his rod and his
maggots. And there was the girl and the
witness. He helped her." 363 Oban gave
a sarcastic laugh that was part grunt, part
cough. "I haven't got a bloody clue
what's going on," he said. "But Doll has
been in this from the beginning like a
bad smell. He's bound up with it
somewhere. I just know. So do you
You've seen him, you've seen where he



lives." I gave a shudder. "I know. All
right, I'll ask. Do I just knock at the
door?" "That's right. We've had an
officer there all day, just to make cups of
tea probably. She'll answer." "What are
you going to do?" "I'm off. If she's able
to make a statement, I'll send one of my
DC'S over." As I opened the car door,
Oban put his hand on my wrist. "Get me
something, Kit. I'mdesperate." The
young female officer opened the door.
"Dr. Quinn?" "That's right. How is she?"
"Dunno. She hasn't said much." I looked
round. The floor and the stairs were
stripped and polished but there was a
casual, slightly raffish feel to the
interior. A bike hung from a heavy-duty
hook on one wall. There were shelves



with rows of battered paperbacks in the
hall and I could see more shelves with
more books on the landing at the top of
the stairs. The hall led through to the
kitchen and I could see a garden beyond
that. The door opened next to me and a
man came out, the man I'd seen at the
hospital. He was unshaven now, and his
dark curly hair was rumpled. He was
dressed in a navy blue sweatshirt, jeans
and worn tennis shoes with no socks. He
looked the way I felt. Iguessed he'd
slept even less than I had. He was tall,
six foot or so. He shook my hand. "I'm
Gabe," he said. "I saw you," I said. He
looked puzzled. "At the hospital. Last
night. This morning. Whatever." "Oh,
yes, sorry, | wasn't at my best. Can I get



you something?" "I'll make some tea,"
said  WPC Devlin, officiously, and
padded off toward the kitchen like an
Edwardian maid. "How's your wife?"
Gabe's expression changed to one of
concern. "I don't know. Better than last
365 night." "That's good. Can I have a
word with her?" Gabe looked
uncomfortable. He put his hands in his
trouser pockets, then took them out
again. "Can I ask you something first?"
"Of course." "Bry was attacked by this
person who did these other awful
murders?" "It seems possible, at least. It
was in exactly the same place as one of
the bodies was found." "But it seems so
far-fetched," he said. "Whyon earth
would someone come back to the spot



where he'd already committed a murder?
It sounds so risky." "Yes, but murderers
do that. It's not a theory, it happens.
Murderers go back." "Right, right," said
Gabe, as if he were talking to himself. I
had an impulse to put my hand on him, to
offer him comfort, but it was better to let
him talk. "What I wanted to ask, I mean
1t probably sounds stupid or paranoid,
but I just wanted to know if Bry could be
in any danger. Could he want to get at
her again?" 1 thought for a moment. I
wanted to be precise about this. "The
opinion of the investigating officers is
that the perpetrator of these crimes is an
opportunist. Late at night, on the canal,
your wife was an obviously vulnerable
target." Gabe's eyes narrowed and he



looked at me. "But what do you think?"
"I should say that I'm hired by the police
to suggest possible ideas. I consider
different directions. I have always
suspected that something links the first
two  victims." "What? Why?" Gabe
Teale sounded as if he was in the middle
of a bad dream. "I don't know. It's just a
feeling. It may be wrong. It's probably
wrong. The police don't agree with me,
that's for sure. I just wanted to be frank
with you." "But if you're not wrong ..."
he was speakingslowly, in a fog of
tiredness and stress, "that would mean
Bry was still in danger." "Don't worry
about that," I said. "There i1s no question
whatever that the police will provide
basic protection. All right?" "That's



good," he said, not looking very
reassured. "Thank you." "Can I see your
wife now?" 1 367 said, as gently as I
could. "T'll take you through. Would you
rather talk to her alone?" "That's up to
you," I said. "I'm sure she'd rather you
were there." "She's in here," he said,
leaning against the door, pushing it open.
He looked through. "Bry? The doctor's
here." I followed him in. Two rooms had
been knocked into one, making a large
space that ran the depth of the house. |
could see the street through the large
window at one end and the garden
through the French windows at the other.
Toward the garden end Bryony Teale
was sitting on a large rust-colored sofa.
She was wearing a bright orange



sweater and blue three-quarter-length
trousers. Her bare feet were tucked up
under her. I walked over and her
husband pulled up an armchair for me.
Then he sat down on the sofa, lifting her
up so that she could lean against him.
They exchanged glances and Gabe gave
her a reassuring smile. Above her on the
wall was a  large, poster-sized
photograph showing a little girl standing
in a deserted city street. The child was
ornately dressed--she almost looked like
a gypsy fortune-teller--but what struck
me most were her dark, fiery eyes,
which gazed directly into the lens. It was
as if the girl had that moment looked
round, and focused her extraordinarily
intense glare on the photographer. You



knew that at the next moment she must
have looked away again, but it was
enough. It made you want to know about
the girl, whathad happened to her,
where she was now. "That's amazing," 1
said. Bryony looked round then forced
the beginning of a smile. "Thanks," she
said. "' took it." "You're a
photographer," 1 said. "I don't know if I
can still call myself that," she said
ruefully. "I have difficulty finding people
who want to publish the sort of pictures I
want to take." "I can't believe that," I
said. "I took that one last year about a
quarter of amile from here," said
Bryony. "I was walking and I met her
with her family. They were refugees
from Romania. Isn't she beautiful?" I



looked again. "She's fierce," I said.
"Maybe [ scared her," said Bryony.
"How are you feeling?" I said. 369
"Sorry to be so collapsed." "Don't be
ridiculous," I said. "You don't have to
prove anything. You don't even have to
talk to me if you don't feel like it." "No,
no, I want to. This isn't like me." I
looked closely at her. She was
obviously better than when I'd seen her
at the hospital, but she was still pale
with dark rings under her eyes. "Anyone
would have been shocked by what you
went through," I said. "So I suppose your
work means you do a lot of walking
around in strange places." "A bit," she
said. "But you should be careful. I was
just talking to the head of the murder



inquiry. He doesn't think that walking by
the canal at night is such a good idea." "I
keep telling her that," said Gabe. "But
she's fearless. And stubborn. She's
always lovedto walk." "I feel a bit
differently now," she said. "Well, maybe
not alone at night," 1 said cheerily,
noticing the first stirrings of an argument.
"Do you feel all right to talk about it?" "I
want to help." "If it feels bad, just tell
me and I'll stop." "I'm all right." "Can
you tell me what happened?" "I've spent
today going over and over it in my mind,
but I don't think I'll be of much use. It
happened so quickly. I was walking
along the canal towpath. I felt an arm on
me, pulling at me. Pulling and pulling,
and I gave a scream. Then immediately



there were these other people grabbing
at me. It sounds so stupid but at first I
didn't realize that they were trying to
help. Before I knew what was going on,
the man had run away." "That was all?"
"AlIl?" "Look, Bryony, after the attack
you were in a state of shock. Trauma.
You don't need to downplay what
happened to you." "Oh." She gave a
shaky laugh. "Well, to be honest, I was
scared shitless. It's true that the kind of
work I do means that I wander around in
the strangest places, and if you let
yourself be frightened by things then
you'd never get anything 371 worthwhile
done. I'd just take self-portraits of
myself in my garden." She gave another
small laugh. "But, to be honest, I think I



almost walked along the canal as a kind
of dare to myself--does that sound
completely mad to you?" "No. It sounds
reckless, not mad." "Well, so I was a bit
spooked anyway, walking along in the
shadows"--she glanced up at Gabe, who
gave her an encouraging little nod-- "and
then this shape loomed up at me and his
hands were all over me. I thought I was
going to die, or be drowned. Or raped."
She gave a shudder. "When I look back
on it, I try to tell myself it was nothing,
but I thought I was going to be killed,
just because I was stupid enough to be
by the canal in the middle of the night. I
dreamed about it last night and I woke
up crying." "Did you notice anything
about the man?" She shook her head



hopelessly. "It was dark. This is going to
be so pathetic. I think he was fairly
short. He may have had closely cropped
hair. I've got an image of that in my
mind. That's all." "White?" "Yes. Or I
think so." "Do you remember what he
was wearing?" "No." "Or what he wasn't
wearing? A suit? A long coat? Jogging
shorts?" She gave a thin smile. "No,
none of that," she said. "One last thing," I
said. "I wonder if you could say anything
about the two witnesses." "What do you
mean?" "What did they do?" Bryony
looked puzzled. "I don't understand. You
know what they did, they scared the man
off." I couldn't quite think of what to say.
I had another try. "From what you say, it
was all terribly confusing. It might have



felt like you were being attacked by
three people. Or attacked by two people
w howere scared off by the third
person." "Why?" "I was just wondering."
Bryony looked thoughtful. "I'm trying to
go over it in my mind. All I can say is
what I've said all along. I was attacked
by a manand he ran away. That's it."
373 "Just the one attacker and two
witnesses who scared him off?" "Yes."
She looked more confused than ever.
"Sure?" "Yes. No. Well, as sure as I can
be of anything, that is." "If you give a
statement to the police, they'll ask you a
lot more questions along those sort of
lines. It's amazing what you can
remember if you approach it in the right
way." "I'll do my best, Dr. Quinn, I



really will." "Please call me Kit. When
people call me Dr. Quinn I look around
the room for someone else." "All right,
Kit. Can [ say somethingelse?"
"Anything." She swallowed. "I'm so
grateful for everything that's being done
for me but ... but ..." "What?" "I wonder
whether it was just an attempt at a
mugging. Maybe he was going for my
purse." "Yes," I said. "One of the
witnesses mentioned that. He said that
you said it was nothing, that you didn't
even want to phone the police. He
insisted on doing it with his mobile."
She pulled up her legs even further so
that her knees were under her chin. She
looked into my tired eyes with her tired
eyes. "Does that seem strange to you?" I



gave my best doctor's smile of
reassurance. "Not at all. Have you ever
beenwalking along the street when
you've seen someone trip and fall over?
Sometimes they'll give themselves a
nasty knock but as often as not they won't
wait to get over it. They'll try to walk on
as if nothing has happened. It's a strong
human impulse to try to insist that things
are carrying on as normal. You see it
even in quite serious accidents. People
with severe bleeding try to continue on
their way to work. It's completely
natural to try to persuade yourself that
nothing serious has happened. Maybe it's
the brain tryingto protect itself from
stress." "But it might be true." There was
a tone of appeal in her voice. "It might



be, mightn'tit, just a mugging? A
horrible coincidence." "You may be
right. We'll definitely consider it. But
I've already been talking to your 375
husband about this. We won't take any
chances." "That's good," she said
bleakly. I leaned forward. "You've
probably already been told this, but I
want to tell you again. It's very common
for people who've been through
experiences  like  yoursto suffer
depression. You feel confused about it,
youmay even blame yourself, or be
blamed." I looked at Gabe. "I know what
youmean," he said. "I know we're
sometimes a bitratty with each other.
But I couldn't possibly blame Bry for
anything." "I didn't mean that," I said. "I



was justtrying to say that these things
are difficult for you in ways you don't
expect. And it's difficult for partners as
well." Bryony sat back on the sofa and
closed her eyes. "I just want it all to go
away," she said. "I think it has, for you,"
I said. "I believe that. What we really
want 1s to make itgo away for
everybody." She leaned back against
Gabe, who stroked her hair. Suddenly I
felt a bit envious and entirely unnec and
made an awkward exit. 30

When I turned left, off the busy arterial
road and into the cul-de-sac where Will
lived, I was slightly taken aback. His
house, as he'd said on the phone, was a
smallish Victorian semi, the one with a



bottle-green door and a black iron gate,
not the one with the straggly privet hedge
and the boarded-up window on the first
floor. What he hadn't said was that these
two were the only old houses in a large
new estate, with high-rise blocks of
flats, a network of walkways and car
parks and a small playground whose
roundabout had been chained up. Two
teenagers swung on the swings meant for
toddlers, smoking and dragging their
heels on the rubberized Tarmac. Will's
house, with its front garden and neat
fencing, looked quite surreal, as if it had
been plucked out of some middle-class
residential street and been placed here
by mistake. I think I'd been 1magining
that he would open the door and draw



me inside and we'd gaze ateach other
then fall into each other's arms. Of
course it didn't happen like that. Will
opened the door with a cordless phone
tucked under his chin, and beckoned me
in without saying anything. 377 Then he
disappeared into the kitchen with his
phone, leaving me standing alone in the
living room with the smile dying on my
lips. But at least it gave me the chance to
look around a bit. The room was almost
empty. If I called out, my voice would
probably echo. There were, I saw,
precisely four objects init: a splendidly
large and deep mustard-yellow sofa; a
sleek hi-fi system in the corner; a
revolving CD stack full of discs; and one
of those beautiful apothecary chests with



dozens of tiny drawers that you buy for
several thousand pounds in overpriced
antiques shops in north London. And that
was all. No table. No other chairs. No
TV or video player. No bookshelves. No
hooks where coats and jackets hung. No
pictures or photographs on the white
walls. No randomobjects scattered
round the place. I thought of my flat:
However neat and bare it is, it's full of
odd things--pens and notepads, books,
newspapers and magazines, decorative
bowls with dice or keys or a pair of
earrings in them, candlesticks, mirrors,
glasses, flowers. Buthere, there was
absolutely none of the clutter of daily
life. I slipped off my suede jacket, slung
iton the sofa arm, and peered at the



CD'S. Icouldn't find a single name I
recognized there. I walked over to the
chest and cautiously opened one of the
drawers. It was empty. So were the next
three. I found a stash of paper-clips in
the fifth and a broken chesspiece several
drawers later. Nothing more. "Sorry
about that." I was startled. He'd padded
in silently, like a cat, and caught me
snooping among his things, except that he
didn't seem to possess any things. "Do
you really live here?" "How do you
mean?" "Well, this." I gestured round the
room. "What do you do when you're
here? There's nothing init. There's no
sign of you being here. It's spooky,
really. It's not so much minimalist as
utterly minimal." "That's the general



idea." "How long have you lived here?"
"A couple of vyears.""Two years!
You've collected 379 nothing in two
years? Where were you before?" "In a
very full house." "With a wife?" "That
was one of the things it was full of, yes."
"So you walked out on everything?"
"You don't go in for small-talk, do you?
Do you want a drink?" "Yes. What have
you got?"I followed him into the
kitchen, which bore onlya faint
resemblance to any kitchen I'd been in
before. There was a sink near the back
window, a large stainless-steel rubbish
bin, a fridge in the corner. But there
were none of the usual kitchen units and
surfaces, and I couldn't see a cooker.
Instead, there was an old pine table



againstone wall, on which stood a
kettle, a toaster, a coffee grinder and two
sharp knives. "Christ, Will, this is a bit
weird." "Whiskey, gin, brandy, vodka,
Campari,some strange Icelandic
schnapps that I've never opened." He
was rummaging in a tall cupboard. "Or
there's beer and wine in the fridge. Or
tomato juice." I didn't fancy beer or
wine, certainlynot tomato juice. I
wanted something that I could feel
burning my throat and coursing through
my veins. "I'll try the Icelandic stuft."
"Brave of you. I'd better join you." I
went to the back door and looked out
into the garden. It was dusk, but I could
see in the gloom that it consisted of a
small lawn and a large bay tree set bang



in the middle. Will put several chunks of
ice into two tumblers, then glugged in
several fingers of a clear liqud.
"Thanks." I raised my glass to him
formally, then tossed half the drink down
my open throat. "Fuck!" It hit me in the
back of my throat and my eyes watered.
"All right?" "You haven't drunk any." He
drank without flinching, then set down
his tumbler on the table. Yards of floor
separated us. He seemed miles away and
unreachable. "I don't really know why
you wanted to come," he said, over the
great space that divided us.I didn't
bother to answer. I drank the rest of my
liquor in one. The room tipped then
righted itself again. Who cared what
happened? At least] was here, and



something was going to happen. "Do you
want me to go away, then?" 381 "No."
"Good. I'm over the limit anyway. So
what next?" "Something to eat?" "No
thanks." "Have you slept?" "No." "No
sleep, no food." "I'm not going to make
the first move, W." Drink made me
brave. "All right." "Because it's your
turn." "To answer your question, I left
because one day Iwoke up with a
hangover and I felt unutterably sick of it
all.""Of your job?""My job, my
slickness at it, my amazing ability to
obey the letter of the law and never the
spirit, my petty triumphs and successes,
m ydrinking, my increasing cocaine
habit, my house with its fine period
furniture, my bank balance, my briefcase



and laptop and mobile phone, which I
carried to work early every morning on
the underground, pressed up against all
the other men just like me. Sick to death
of all my things. The more you have the
more you find you need. The latest,
smallest mobile, fancy gadgets, a watch
that's a computer. Sick of the fucking
trouser press, the suits and ties, the
drinks parties, the meetings with lots of
other men 1in suits just like mine who
owned trouser presses and period
furniture, the holidays in Cape Cod that
people talked about, the conversations
about golf and school fees and fine
wines. I just woke up and knew I
couldn't do it. I couldn't go there for one
single day more. It was a bit like alcohol



poisoning. I felt sick of myself, allergic
to the world I lived in. Disgusted by
how oblivious I was to everything
aroundme. Do you know? Every
morning, and every evening, [ walked
past these groups of homeless kids, like
the ones I spend my days with now, and
past winos and prostitutes, and I literally
didn't see them, unless they were in my
way. | was blind to them." "Then you
suddenly saw them?" "It wasn't exactly
the road to Damascus." "But it was your
conscience that made you leave and start
the center?" 1 wanted him to say
something good about himself. "I don't
use that word unless I'm 383 trying to
squeeze a donation for the center out of a
businessman who wants to feel virtuous.



Politicians have degraded it.
Conscience. Integrity. Honor. Truth.
Sincerity. Love." His voice was
scornful. "It was more like compulsion.
Don't make me out to be a crusader. I did
it for me, to rescue myself. I'm the only
person I'm trying to save. Do you want
more drink?" "OK. Why not? What about
your wife?" "She stayed." "In the full
house." "Yes." "Children?" "No." "Do
you ever see her?" "No." "Do you miss
her?" "No." "Do you get lonely?" "No.
Or not until now." "Why now?" "Why do
you think, Kit?" "Do you do this often?"
"What?" "What we are about to do."
"No. Do you?" "No. Can't you tell?"
"People seem one thing and are actually
something quite different." "How do I



seem?" "Like someone who's scared and
making herself do it anyway." "What am
I scared of?" "I don't know. Me?" "Why
should I be scared of you?" I was,
though -comdread and excitement filled
me. "The world, then. Scared of getting
hurt?" "I'm the one who's supposed to
say ftrite therapeutic things like that."
"Drink up." "Finished. Now what?" "If |
asked you to come upstairs, what would
you say?" "Ask me, and you'll find out."
"Will you come upstairs?" "Yes." He
picked up the bottle by its neck and I
followed him out of the kitchen and up
the narrow, uncarpeted stairs into his
bedroom: one 385 futon, one wardrobe,
a tall standard lamp and unexpectedly
cheery yellow curtains, half open, that



twitched in the breeze from the open
window. "Undo the buttons on your
blouse." "Give me the bottle first. I need
Dutch courage. There. Like that?" "Yes.
You're really very lovely." "Then why
do you look as if you're in pain?"
"Because you're lovely." "It's all right."
"You don't want to trust me, Kit." "I
don't. I don't trust you at all. That's the
point." "I'll be no good for you." "That
doesn't really matter at all."

Afterwards, I lay on his futon and stared
out of the window at the gibbous moon
in the inky sky. Will lay beside me,
silent, looking up at the ceiling through
half-closed eyes. Then he said, "I'm
hungry." "I'm thirsty." "Do you want



something to eat?" "It didn't look as if
you kept much food here." "I don't. I
could get us a takeaway. Italian, Indian,
Chinese, Thai, Greek. Or there's even a
Japanese not so far off." "I don't mind.
Anything." "I won't be long." He pulled
on his old jeans and a gray sweatshirt.
"Don't go away." I lay on the bed and
listened to his footsteps clattering down
the wooden stairs; heard the front door
open and close. I was all alone, in Will's
house. After a few minutes, I went into
the bathroom. Very clean and functional.
I washed myself and put on the thick
blue toweling robe that was hanging on
the back of the door, then I wandered
into the second upstairs room, a square
room overlooking the back garden. All



there was in here was a grand piano and
a piano stool. I touched one of the ivory
keys and a single note hung in the air. It
sounded a bit out of tune. I opened the
lid of the stool and found a few dog-
eared pieces of music with penciled
instructions scribbled across the top and
a can of beer. I went downstairs to find
something to drink, for my mouth felt dry
after all the 387 alcohol. In the hallway,
the phone rang andan answering-
machine clicked on. "Will," said a man's
voice, in a stage-whisper. "Will, it's me,
mate. I need to talk to you. Will, are you
there? Please? It's urgent." There was a
silence, during which I could hear him
breathing heavily. Madly, I held my own
breath, as if the caller could somehow



hear me too. Then the machine clicked
off. I took a bottle of fizzy water out of
the fridge and drank two glasses of it. It
w as nearly eleven. In the past forty
hours, I'd had about two hours' sleep, if
that. But I didn't feel tired, not exactly; I
feltstrangely over-focused. My skin
tingled; my heart pounded; my brain
raced; all the objects in the room seemed
unnaturally clear to me, as if they were
back-lit. I went into the living room and
sat on the soft, deep sofa with my feet
curled up under me. That was how Will
found me, whenhe returned fifteen
minutes later. He came into the room
carrying a large bag and his face looked
preoccupied and wearily bleak--the face
he wore when alone. Then he saw me.



He didn't smile, but it was as if a
shadow moved away from him. I did
that, I thought, as I moved up to make
room. He didn't say anything, but put his
arm around me and pulled me against
him. His cheek was cold from the night
air. Then he sighed and leaned forward
to pull two black trays from his bag.
"That looks beautiful, like a work of art.
It's a pity to wreck it." "We should be
drinking sake with this." "I don't want
anything more to drink." "Here, eat this."
He fed me a chunk of raw tuna smeared
with a hot green paste and dipped into
soy sauce, and I chewed it obediently. It
didn't taste of fish or brine. It just tasted
of freshness. "Nice." "And another."
"Mmm." "Don't close your eyes." "No,



of course not." "Eat this. Kit, Kit." I tried
to keep my eyes open, but it was all too
lovely for me to bear any longer--the
warm room, the deep sofa, his dressing-
gown with hissmell on it wrapped
around my naked 389 body, the
unfamiliar food, the vague prickle of
fear somewhere in my belly, the feel of
his hand stroking my hair, the sound of
his voice in my ear, calling my name.
His breath on my cheek. I felt myself
sliding into a blissful darkness.

31

I looked at Michael Doll for a minute
before I approached him. There was a
line of men along the edge of the canal. It
was a Wednesday morning. Didn't these



people have jobs to go to? A couple of
radios were tuned to different stations
andturned up loud. The fishermen's
telescopic rods were enormously long,
sometimes  extending back across the
towpath and forward across to the far
side of the canal. As I stood there a
young cyclist came along the path,
forcing much grumbling and moving of
rods out of the way. There were one or
two clusters of fishermen, huddled
together over a cup of something warm
poured from a Thermos flask, but mainly
they sat alone. Somehow Michael Doll
was even more alone, further along the
bank, away from the others. Had they
heard about him? His dog sat beside
him, motionless except for the saliva that



dribbled from between his yellow teeth.
I walked toward him, stepping over rods
and between plastic boxes of hooks,
reels, maggots. Although it wasn't a cold
day, Doll was wearing a red and black
checked coat like a Canadian lumberjack
and a rather jaunty navy blue cap. He
was looking directly ahead, and as I got
closer I could hear that he was singing
under his breath. Then it was as if he had
felt my gaze on his face, like a breath of
wind, and he turned. He smiled, but not
with surprise. He had an air expectancy
that chilled me. "Hello, Kit," he said.
"How are you?" "Fine," I said, pushing
my hands into my pockets and looking
around. "I've never actually seen you
fish before." He gave a little throaty



chuckle. "It's a good life down here," he
said. "Good people." He lifted up the
rod. There was nothing on the hook.
"They nibble the worms off, canny
blighters." Another chuckle. He moved
the rod so that the hook swung toward
him and he caught itdeftly. He was
sitting on a 391 fold-up camp stool.
Down by his left bootthere was a
tobacco tin full of earthworms. He
sorted among them with his fingers until
he had apparently found one with which
he was satisfied. "The others seem to be
using maggots," Isaid. "Maggots is a
waste of money," he said. "You can dig
up the worms round the back. Many as
you want. Besides, worms is more
meaty." He almost closed one eye and



narrowed the other as he lined up the
unfortunate worm so that it could be
impaled on his hook. "You know, it's a
funny thing, people worry about foxes
and baby seals but theydon't worry
about fishes or worms. I mean, like, look
at this worm. People say a worm don't
feel pain but look at this worm." He
pushed the point of his hook through the
worm. Some gray liquid came out. Did
worms have blood? I thought I'd done it
in biology when I was about thirteen but
I couldn't remember. "Look," he said
unnecessarily, "it's wriggling more.
You'd think for all the world that it was
in pain and tryingto escape, wouldn't
you? Steady now." This last was
addressed to the worm. Far from



escaping, the worm was now impaled a
second time on the barbed hook. "Who's
to say that a worm don't feel pain like
you or me do?" "So why do you do it?"
Doll swung the rod again and the worm
disappeared into the dark waters of the
canal. The little float tipped and bobbed
and finally settled in an upright position.
"I don't think about it," he said. "Yes,
you do. You were just talking about it."
He frowned with concentration. "Well it
goes into my brain, if that's what you
mean. But it don't bother me. It's just a
worm, isn'tit?" "I suppose so. Do you
catch many fish?" "Sometimes 1 get ten.
Sometimes I sit the whole day in the rain
and get nothing." "What do you do with
them?" "I just throw them back. Except



sometimes the hook's in too deep. You
pull the hook out and it rips their mouth
or pulls their guts out with it. Then I
snap their neck and give them to a cat
that lives round where my flat is. Loves
them, he does."I pushed my hands
deeper into my pockets and tried to
maintain an expression of polite interest.
I could hear Doll muttering 393 to
himself, but then I listened more closely
and realized he was talking to the fish,
the invisible fish down in the oily dark
water, trying to coax them onto his hook.
"There you are," he whispered. "Come
on, my beauties. Come on." He lifted the
hook out of the water. There was no fish
but half of the worm was gone. He gave
a wheezing laugh. "Crafty buggers."



"Michael, I'm really here to talk about
w hathappened on the canal." He
murmured something unintelligible.
"Didn't you think it was strange that you
should be here when this happened?" He
looked round. "Not strange," he said.
"I'm always here. It's my patch. If he
wants to kill girls on my patch then I'm
here." "All right," I said. "This 1s your
patch. You know it. Did you recognize
the man? Was there anything familiar
about him?" "Nah," said Doll. "It was all
on top ofme so quick. Dark. Saw
nothing." "Are you all right, Michael?
You haven't been attacked again?"
"Nah," he said, smiling at me. "It's all
forgotten. Forgotten and forgiven." I
looked warily at his float. The worm



would have been chewed about three-
quarters of the waydown by now. I
didn't feel I could face the torment of a
second worm at this time of the morning.
"Try to think, Michael," T said. "If you
remember anything, anything at all, just
get intouch with me. You can get in
touch with me via the police." "Nah, I
got your number." "All right," 1 said
doubtfully. "I know where you live." "Or
you can tell the police." "Look, a fish, a
bloody fish." There it was, flashing
silver dangling from Doll's line. 1 left at
speed before there was any chance of
watching its intestines pulled through its
mouth.

Walking home, I passed a coffee shop



with a temptingly empty table outside in
the sunshine.l sat down, ordered a
double espresso and tried to make some
sense of the clutter in my brain. When
the second cup arrived, I phoned Oban.
Yes, Bryony had given 395 them a
statement and he was in low spirits. "As
you know, we got fuck-all out of Mickey
Doll that made any sense, pardon my
French, and as far as our description
goes we've got Terence Mack's fairly
tall man and Bryony's fairly short man.
Maybe we can get the two of them
together and they can get their stories
straight." "It was a scramble in the
middle of the night," I said. "What did
you expect?" "I can't believe that this
bastard broke cover, people saw him



and we've still got bloody nothing. What
are you up to?" "I'm sitting in a caf(@e
drinking coffee." "I wish I was bloody
with you. By the way, are you going to
give us some kind of report on the
incident? What do you reckon about it?"
"Bryony told me that she thought it might
havebeen a straightforward mugging
gone wrong, nothing to do with the case
at all." "Yeah, she said the same to us.
What's the matter with her? Doesn't she
want to be famous?" "We should
consider it." "Do you want to put her in
charge of the inquiry? I'd be glad to be
shot of it." I couldn't help laughing. "Are
you still there, Kit?" "We don't want to
be sidetracked," Isaid. "It's not just
Bryony. It doesn't quite fit the pattern.”



"What do you mean it doesn't fit the
pattern? It fits too many bloody patterns.
There's the spot on the canal, there's
Doll. That should be enough, even for
you." "I was thinking of the attack itself.
The other two were done quite skillfully,
in a way. But this was so clumsy."
"Come off it, Kit. These killers escalate,
they get more reckless. They need to take
more risks to get the same thrill. If the
witnesses hadn't been a wimp and a
headcase we'd have had him. And as for
that bloody headcase ..." "I don't know,
Dan. I just went and talked to Doll down
by the canal." "Don't tell me. You think
he's toonice to have done it." "The
opposite. If Doll were a murderer, he
would be much worse than this. I should



know. I've just watched him putting a
worm on a hook." 397 "Is that the basis
for your judgement?" "One of them."
"Well, T'll keep you away from my
thirteen-year-old, then. You should see
what he does with beetles and a
magnifying-glass." My coffee cup was
empty. I couldn't manage any more. My
head was already buzzing. The sun had
gone behind a cloud. It was surprisingly
cold. "So what are your plans?" I asked.
There was a silence on the line for a few
seconds so that I began to think we had
been cut off. "I've got a horrible feeling
that what we're really doing is sitting
and waiting for himto do something
even more stupid and get caught. In the
meantime we're going to try some more



publicity. I've briefed some journalists
on the new attack. I was trying to
persuade Mrs. Teale to go on television
but she didn't seem keen. Maybe you
could work on her." "All right." "Any
other ideas? What are you up to?" Now |
was silent for a few seconds. What .was
[ up to? "I suppose I'm trying to look at
everything again. I have this feeling
we're missing something." "Are you
looking for some connection between
them all?" "I don't know." "But Kit,"
said Oban, with only the smallest hint of
exasperation, "we've already got
connections. You established one of the
main ones. Why are you looking for
others?" "I don't know," I said, suddenly
lacking inall energy. "Maybe I'm just



blundering around in the dark." "You
said it, not me," said Oban. "Let me

know 1if you find the light switch." And
now he really was gone.

I went into the clinic and spent a busy
d a ytaking calls, answering mail,
chairing a case meeting on a boy who
had set fire to his foster-home, sitting in
on interviews of  two hopeless
applicants for a job. I made concerned
comments, | discussed and argued, and
all the time my mind was somewhere
else. 1 didn't gethome until eight and
there was a note on the table: "Ou. Back
very late. The weirdo called. Love J."
Had he 399 remembered something? I
had a long bath during which I briefly



fell asleep. 1 knew that you could fall
asleep while driving, then crash and die.
Could you fall asleep and drown in the
bath? I didn't take the risk. I got out and
put on a dressing-gown. I phoned W. No
answer. I looked in the fridge and found
a bowl of rice there, so I ate it standing
up. It would have been better heated,
with olive oil and Parmesan on it. Then I
ate two gherkins and a tomato. There
was an open bottle of wine in the fridge
and I poured myself a glass. I turned on
the radio and, with no surprise, realized
that the voice I heard belonged to Seb
Weller and he was talking about Lianne
and Philippa. God, he was a pro. Words
flowed smoothly from him, no
hesitations, occasionally a small pause



to establish his spontaneity. "Obviously,
this case touches on a central nerve for
many women living in the area," he said.
"I often think that men do not understand
it properly." "Except you, of course," I
muttered, then felt ashamed of myself.
"Men don't know what it is like for
women to walk down a dark street, stand
in a lonely subway hearing footsteps
coming towards them, lie in bed at night
and listen to the strange sounds outside.
All women, bold or cautious, always
have this hidden basement of fear. I like
to call it ..." he paused once more his... |
like to call it their red room. ..." "Oh,
Christ!" I exclaimed loudly. "A red room
where all the things they fear the most
..."" The phone rang and I banged the off-



knob onthe radio angrily. "It's me."
"Who?" "Mike." It took me a second to
connect this name with Michael Doll. So
it was Mike now. "Hello." "What are
you doing?" I felt a slight wave of
nausea. Was he going to ask me next
what 1 was wearing? Ipulled my
dressing-gown more firmly around me.
"Why are you calling, Michael? Have
you remembered something?" "I was just
calling," he said. "You just 401 called
on me, down at the canal. I'm just calling
you." There was a pause. "It was good to
see you." "I've got to go now," I said.
"That's all right," he said. "Good night."
"Sleep well." I didn't. Not after that. Not
for hours. I woke up feeling as 1f [ hadn't
slept atall. My tongue felt as if it had



been glued to the roof of my mouth. I
hadn't drunk that much, had 1? It was half
past eight when 1 gotup. Julie was
sitting at the table with a pot of coffee
looking through a newspaper. Others
were scattered on the table. It felt like
Sunday morning, but it was Thursday.
She'd gone to sleep about four hours
after me and she looked like someone in
an advertisement for being young and
fresh-faced. "What's up?" I said. "I went
to get a paper and there was stuff about
your crime in the papers, so I bought
some of them.""It's not really my
crime." "It's amazing. There's a woman
who says she can find the murderer using
crystals.  There's someone else who
thinks it's to do with the moon. There's



another psychologist. There's a photofit
picture." She held up the newspaper.
"He definitely reminds me of someone.
It's been driving me mad." "Buster
Keaton," I said. "That's right. But he's
dead, isn't he?" "I think so. Also, it's the
way he looked inabout 1925." So that
was what they had got out of Terence
a n dBryony. God, they must be
desperate. "It doesn't mention you,
though," said Julie,in a slightly
disappointed tone. Maybe she suspected
that I'd been making it all up, thatl
wasn't really involved, or just at some
very, verylow level. Tea-girl or
something, "Do you want to read it?" "I
don't think so." I drank some coffee and
dressed quickly. There were things I



wanted to do. If I drew a blank, then I
would call a halt, make an attempt to
become normal again, stop seeing
patterns everywhere, shapes in the
clouds. "We need to talk," said Julie, as
I rushed past on my way out. "Later," I
said, racing down the 403 stairs. As |
came out of the door, I sensed someone
close by. I could smell it. 1 turned.
"Morning, Kit." It was Doll, his dog
beside him. He was wearing the same
jacket as the day before and the same
hat. He had added a scarf, which was
tied around his neckwith two
ferociously tight knots. How could he
ever untie them? And how long he had
been waiting for me? "Michael," I said.
"What's up?" "I need to talk to you."



"You've got some evidence?" "I just
need to talk to you." "I'm in a hurry."
"I'm not." The oddness of the reply
stopped me in my tracks. "['ve got to go,"
I said. I began to walk but he walked
along with me. "I wanted to call round,"
he said. "I wanted to see you." "What
about?" "You understand. I need to talk
about things." I stopped. "You mean the
murders?" He shook his head too
vigorously. It looked as if it must hurt.
"Things. You understand." I tried to think
clearly. What I really wanted was to get
away and never see him again. But did
he have something important to tell me?
"Michael, I'm working on these murders.
You know that. If you've anything to say
about that, I'll listen. I haven't time for



anything else." "Why?" "Because I'm
busy." "That's all you care about, isn't it?
You only care about me because you
think T might tell you something. You're
like all the others." "Which others?" "I'll
talk to you later," he said, his face a
fiery red now. "I'll talk to you later when
I feel like it. I've got my eye on you now,
Kit. But I'm going. I'm busy as well, you
know. It's not just bloody you." And he
was away, muttering and twitching, A
young man walking toward him crossed
the road.
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"I don't know how I can help you," said
Pam Vere. She had placed herself in the
armchair opposite me, but upright, with
her hands tense on the armrests, as 1f she
was about to stand up again and show
me the door. I sat in the room where
Philippa wused to sit, where the light
flooded in through the French windows.
The bouquets of flowers that had been
standing on every surface last time I'd
been here had all gone now; people lose
interest pretty quickly. Only a vase of
massed pink and dark purple sweet peas
stood on the table between us--I
remembered that her talkative friend,
Tess, had said they were Philippa's
favorite flowers. There was a large
black-and-white photograph of the dead



woman on the mantelpiece behind Mrs.
Vere, so that in looking at the mother I
was  also looking at her murdered
daughter, whose grave smile and dark
eyes seemed to be staring intently into
the room she'd left. Pam Vere seemed to
have aged ten years since I last saw her.
She was probably still in her fifties, or
early sixties, but her face was pale and
weary, and the wrinkles on it were so
deep that they were like grooves carved
in stone. Her mouth was a thin line.
There were dark smudges under her
eyes. When I had been here before, I had
beentouched by Emily, and had
imagined what it must be like for her to
lose her mother so young, but I hadn't
really imagined what it must be like for



Pam to lose her daughter, her beloved
only child--not until now, when I looked
into her bleak face and saw how her
hands, when they released the arms of
the chair, trembled on her lap. "I don't
know how I can help you," she repeated.
"I'm so sorry to disturb you again. I just
wondered if it was possible to look
through some of Philippa's things."
"Why?" "Have the police already been
through  her possessions?" "No. Of
course not. Why on earth would they?
She was killed by a mad person, out
there. ..." Her hands gestured toward the
windows. "I'd like to take a look." "You
don't want to talk to Emily 407 again, do
you?" "Not at the moment. Is she here?"
"She's upstairs, in her room. I look after



her at the moment, most of the time at
least. I come in the mornings and I stay
until her father gets back. Until things get
on an evenkeel. She spends half her
time in her room. She'll be going to
nursery school, anyway." "How's she
doing?" "There's a cardigan Philippa
used to wear a lot, which she uses as a
blanket. She curls up on it and just lies
there sucking her thumb. The doctor said
I should let her. He said she was coming
to terms with Philippa's death in her own
way." "That sounds right," 1 said,
looking at her intently. Was I making her
angry? Was I blundering in? "Jeremy
does his interminable crosswords and
cries when he thinks no one can hear
him. Emily lies on her carpet. ..." She



rubbed her eyes. "I don't know. I don't
know what's best." "What do you do?" I
asked. "Me?" She gave a faint shrug. "I
ge tthrough the day." She stood up
abruptly. "What are you looking for?"
"Did she have somewhere she kept her
things--letters, diaries, things like that?"
She took a deep breath, flinching as it
there were a pain deep in her chest. I
knew that she mustbe toying with the
idea of telling me to go away and never
come back. "There's the desk in the
bedroom upstairs," she said finally. "I'm
not sure there's much in there, except
bills and letters. We haven't been
through all her things yet." She glanced
up at her daughter's photograph for an
instant, then looked away. "Jeremy's



packed up most of her clothes now. He
gave most of them to Oxfam. It makes me
feel odd to think of strangers walking
around wearing her nice dresses. She
had some lovely clothes, you know. The
police took away her diary." "Yes, I
know." "There's nothing to find. She just
went to the park one day, and she didn't
come home.""Can I see her desk
anyway?" "All right. What does it
matter?" * 409 It felt illicit to be in the
large bedroom, which had clearly been
decorated by a woman, and still looked
as if it was shared by a couple, with a
cluttered dressing-table against one
wall, and two plumped-up pillows on
the bed. But one sideof the open
wardrobe was empty, except for dozens



of bare hangers on the rail, and only
men's clothes were slung on the chair
near the door. The bureau-style desk
was near the window that overlooked
their back garden. There was a little jug
of dried flowers, a cordless telephone
and several photographs on its top. I sat
down at it, looking once more into the
face  of Philippa Burton, this time
holding a younger Emily, legs wrapped
around her mother's waist, round flushed
cheek pressed against Philippa's smooth
pale one. I pulled down the lid. Inside, it
w a s unpromisingly neat and empty. |
started with the little compartments,
lined with green baize. There were pens,
sharpened  pencils, paper  glue,
Sellotape, two books of stamps, one



first- and one second-class. Also a stack
of headed stationery, white envelopes,
brown envelopes, ink cartridges in a
small plastic bag, blank postcards, a
collection of bills with "Paid" written
across them. I examined them, but there
was nothing odd there: 180 to unblock
the drain; 1109 for a case of wine; 1750
for a set of eight ladder-backed chairs,
including two carvers; that kind of thing.
There was a bundle of drawings by
Emily--people with heads and legs and
n o bodies, blotchy rainbows, wonky
flowers, crooked patterns. Philippa had
written the dates when they were drawn
on the back; clearly she had been a
methodical woman. I found a stiff glossy
card showing National Trust paints that



were called things like sepia and old
linen, saffron yellow and drawing-room
red. There were circulars from charities
appealing for donations;  three
invitations, inviting Philippa and Jeremy
to parties that she would never attend
now; quite a few summer postcards--
scrawled, barely legible messages sent
by Pam and Luke, Bill and Carrie,
Rachel and John, Donald and Pascal,
sent from Greece, Dorset, Sardinia,
Scotland. And there were also a couple
of handwritten letters. One was from a
woman called Laura, thanking Philippa
and Jeremy for the lovely dinner. The
other was 411 from someone called
Roberta Bishop, introducing herself as a
near-neighbor and proposing that



Philippa should come to the next
residents' meeting to discuss parking on
the road and the plan for traffic calmers.
She used lots of exclamation marks. |
shut the lid and opened the first drawer.
A stash of A4 paper, a pile of holiday
brochures, old bank  statements
chronologically arranged and neatly
clipped together. I leafed through them,
looking for anything that might snag my
attention. Nothing did. Philippa hadn't
been extravagant. She spent about the
same amount each month; withdrew the
same amount each week from the cash
machine. [ was about to close the drawer
when I felt something right at the back,
pushed up behind the pile of paper: a
slim paperback book with a pink cover



called Lucy's Dream. It was, it
announced on the cover, "an erotic novel
for women." There was a soft-focus
image of a woman with blurred bare
breasts, the dark shadow of one nipple,
head thrown back, hair falling over her
shoulders like water. 1 toyed with the
idea of taking the book away before
Jeremy started to clear out his wife's
desk, but decided against it. Philippa
wouldn't mind now what he found out. In
the bottom drawer there was a large doll
1 nan unopened box. Her name,
apparently, was Sally; she had brown
ringlets, long brown lashes, and wide
blue eyes that stared up through the
cellophane. She gave me the shivers.
There was a pacifier and a bottle tied



into the cardboard. The writing on the
box announced that if you gave Sally
water, she cried and wet herself.
Probably, I thought, Philippa had bought
the doll for Emily; maybe for a birthday
that was coming up. There was also a
small notepad, which I opened. On the
first page was a shopping list with items
ticked off. The second page was a list of
things to do: ring plumber, buy
shoelaces, defrost fridge, take car to
garage for service. The next page was
covered in rather superior doodles of
various kinds of fruit. The fourth page
was empty, apart from several London
phone numbers jotted in the margin. The
fith page hada few words scrawled
across it, which I glanced at casually as



I licked one finger, ready to turn over the
leaf. I stopped dead, finger in 413 mid-
air. "Lianne" was written in a scrawl. |
stared at the letters, hardly daring to
move in case they should disappear, blur
into something else. Suddenly my mouth
felt dry. The word didn't change,
however long I stared at it. It still said
"Lianne." I looked down the page, gazed
as 1f I was in a dream. For there, near
the bottom and ringed in question marks
and in smaller writing, still unmistakably
Philippa's: "Bryony Teal." Lianne and
Bryony Teale, misspelled. Philippa had
written down the names of the two other
victims. There was another name, as
well, with a little flower doodled next to
it, symbol of the word. "Daisy." Very



carefully, as if it was a bomb that would
go off in my hand, I lifted the notepad
and dropped it into my bag. I closed the
drawer. For a minute, I sat at the desk
and stared out of the window, allowing
the knowledge of what I had just seen to
sink through my brain and take root
there. A small dark cloud moved across
the sun, so that the garden lay in
shadows. As I looked, Emily, dressed in
denim shorts and a striped top, ran onto
the lawn and stood there, calling
something to her grandmother, who was
still in the house. Suddenly she looked
up and saw me, sitting at her mother's
window and for one terrible moment her
whole face lit up into unbearable joy and
she stretched out her armsto me; her



mouth opened to call out a name, a
word. Then her body sagged and her
arms dropped limply to her side. I felt
tears prick my eyes. I stood up and left
the room, the bag with its precious cargo
slung over my shoulder. All that I could
think about were those names in the
notebook. And that I had told Bryony she
was not in danger.
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I phoned in my apologies to the
management meeting at the Welbeck. I
canceled my lunch with Poppy. I sat in
the car next to Oban, while he swore and
sweated and told me for the hundredth
time that it made no fucking sense. His
voice was just a drone, like the traffic. I



pressed my fingers against my temples.
There hadto be an explanation. We
were just looking 415 at this in the
wrong way, somehow. If we approached
it from a different angle, we would see it
differently. All the things that made no
sense at all would shine with meaning. |
closed my eyes and tried to relax my
mind, so that the knot of
incomprehension would unsnarl. I
waited for clarity to float down. Nothing
happened. Igroaned to myself and
rubbed my eyes. Beside me, Oban's face
was glum. He wasn't looking forward to
this visit either. His mobile rang and he
picked it up. "Yes," he barked. "Yes. Go
on." His expression changed, and he
leaned forward slightlyin his seat,



gripping the steering-wheel with his free
hand. "Say that again. OK, OK, we'll be
on our way back in, say, half an hour. No
more. Stay put." He put down the phone.
"Fuck," he said once more. "What?"
"Fuck." "Yeah, but what else, Daniel?"
He pulled up outside the Teales' house
with a shriek of brakes. "You'll never
believe what 1 just heard." "Tell me!
What?" "No time now, I'll save it," he
said, and sprang from the car.

"No," she said, in a whisper. Her face
drained of color as she stared at us. Her
eyes looked huge and dark. "No!" She
spoke louder this time, fiercely, and
lifted both hands to her mouth as if she
was praying. "I don't understand. It can't



be true. What does it mean?" "We don't
know," I said. I glanced briefly at Oban
to see if he wanted to add anything to my
bald statement, but he was sitting
perfectly still, staring down at his hands,
which were resting on the kitchen table,
as if he was ftryingto remember a
fragment of a dream. She opened her
mouth to say something, but then
dropped her head into her hands. Her
glorious hair hung over her face like a
curtain. "Can't be happening," 1 heard
her mutter. And then again. "It can't be
happening." Behind us on the cooker
something hissed then boiled over. A
smell of burning sugar filled the kitchen
but Bryony didn't move. Oban lumbered
to his feet and lifted a pan 417 off the



hob, then came back to where Bryony
was crouched over the table. "One of the
victims wrote down your name," I said.
"Yet you say that you never met her?" "I
didn't," she said slowly. "I really didn't."
Oban lowered his big, tired face into his
hands. "You're sure, Bryony? We meet
so many people, maybe you didn't know
her name. Maybe she knew you." "I've
never met her. Don't you think I'd have
remembered, with all the stuff in the
papers? I've never set eyes on her. I'd
never heard her name before she was
killed." "Nor Lianne?" "For God's sake,
I didn't meet her. What more can I say?"
Her voice was a wail. "What about the
name Daisy? Daisy Gill?" This from
Oban, who had suddenly lifted his head.



"No! No! Who's she? Another victim?"
Oban silently handed her a photograph I
had never seen before. The police can
work fast when they have to. It was one
of those strips of four, taken in a photo
booth, of a girl with a peaky triangular
face and spiky black hair. In the first she
was serious, her lips slightly open to
show a chipped tooth. In the second she
was beginning to grin, and was glancing
sideways, presumably at some invisible
friend. In the third, Daisy was giggling,
and had shifted sideways, so that the left
slice of her face was cut off. Inthe
fourth, she was gone and only a hand
waved in the air. Bryony stared at the
photo for a minute then pushed it away,
shaking her head violently. "No," she



spluttered, then burst into tears. I leaned
across the table and took her hand. She
held on to it as if she was drowning and
only I couldsave her. "Yet Philippa
Burton wrote down your name before
she died," said Oban quietly, almost as
if he was talking to himself. "I know she
fucking did!" snapped Bryony, through
her tears. "I heard you loud and clear.
Sorry. Sorry. Shooting the messenger
and all that. This 1s a shock, to say the
least." She wiped away her tears with
the heel of her hand, and made a visible
effort to compose herself, sittingup
straighter in the chair and pushing her
419 hair behind her ears. "I need to get a
grip onthis. Shall T get us all some
coffee?" "I never say no to coffee," I



replied, at the same moment as Oban
said, "Not for me, thanks." She stood up
in one graceful movement. She was
wearing a long black cotton skirt with a
black T-shirt over it and her feet were
bare. There was a silver chain around
her ankle. "Give me a few seconds to let
this sink in," she said, as she padded
over to the kettle. "Please." Oban smiled
tiredly at me and undid the top button of
his shirt. His blue eyes seemed even
smaller and paler than usual, and he kept
blinking them, as if he could somehow
clear his vision. His straggly hair was
greasy and his face unshaven. On the
way over here, between frantic calls on
his mobile, he had turned to me and said,
"I want you with me on this from now



on." It hadn't sounded peremptory, but
humble, as if he had turned from boss to
supplicant inan instant. There was no
doubt that I was the hero of the hour: the
woman who had seen what was
invisible to everyone else. I didn't feel
particularly good about it. I had
discovered a pattern, sure, but one that
made no sense. Rather, it actually
destroyed whatever sense there had been
remaining to us. In the meantime, there
was a killer out there. I picked up the
picture of Daisy Gill and stared at it.
There was a stud in her eyebrow and, |
saw, one in her tongue. There was a
locket round her neck. In the third photo,
the one where she was sliding out of the
frame, I could see it more clearly. It was



a little heart, like the one that Lianne had
been wearing when she was killed,
bearing the word "Best ..." I wondered if
Daisy's locket said his... Friend." I
watched Bryony as she spooned coffee
into two mugs. She was biting her lower
lip and frowning slightly, but when she
felt my gaze on her she turned her head
and gave me a rueful grimace. "Is your
husband here?" I asked. "Gabe? No, he's
just gone down the roadto the post
office. He'll be here any minute. He
doesn't usually work until mid-afternoon.
Here, you don't take milk, do you?" "No
milk, no sugar. Thanks." She sat down at
the kitchen table 421 again, wrapping
her fingers around her mug as if for
comfort. Suddenly she looked terribly



young and vulnerable. "All right," she
said to us. "What happens now?" Oban
cleared his throat, and said, with
portentous meaninglessness, "We'll be
making extensive  inquiries." Bryony
stared at him, looking baffled. "Look," |
said, "it makes no obvious sense that a
victim should know the identities of two
other victims or potential victims. We
don't know when she wrote down the
names, of course, so we don't know 1f
Lianne was already dead, or not." I
hesitated for a beat, but she was an
intelligent woman. She already knew
what I was about to say. "One thing it
seems to suggestis that it wasn't just a
mugger by the canalside." She nodded.
Her lips were white. "And that the killer



isn't just acting randomly," I added
gently. "No," she murmured. "I see." "So
the police will be spending some time
with you now, trying to find out ..." As I
spoke, I heard the sound of a key turning
in the front door, then someone whistling
tunelessly in the hall. "Gabe!" called
Bryony. "Gabe, I'm in the kitchen. With
the  police." The whistling stopped
abruptly. When he came in, he was
shrugging off a battered leather jacket.
His face was tense. "What's happened?"
he asked. "Bry? Are you OK?" "Please
don't be alarmed, Mr. Teale," said Oban,
but Bryony cut in, "Philippa Burton
wrote my name down before she was
killed." Gabriel opened his mouth but
didn't seem able to say anything. He just



stared at her, at us. He looked absolutely
stricken. "Mine and the girl Lianne's, and
someone called Daisy," continued
Bryony slowly, as if to make sure he
was taking it in. His horror seemed to
give her new calm and resolve. "Daisy
Gill, did you say?" "That's right, Mrs.
Teale." "So it looks like it wasn't just a
mugging. And it looks as if he wanted to
get me, not just anyone." Gabriel came
over and knelt beside 423 her chair. He
gathered both her hands in his and kissed
them, and then he buried his head in her
lap. She stroked his dark, tousled hair
softly, then took his head and lifted it so
that he was looking at her. "It's all right,
you know," she said. I thought she was
probably reassuring herselfas well as



him. "It's all going to be all right, I
promise. Nothing will happen. Do you
hear, my darling?" "Can we ask you a
few more questions before we leave you
in the capable hands of my detectives?"
said Oban. Gabriel got up, and stood
behind  Bryony, both hands on her
shoulders. "Do you know a man called
Will Pavic?" asked Oban. I stared at
him--whichyou was he asking that? "I
don't think so. Do we, Gabe?" "Well, of
course I know who he is," said Gabriel.
"I mean, most people know him in this
area." "Why?" Oban asked. "I mean, I
don't even know the woman who lives
next door, let alone the couple across the
road." Gabriel raised his palms. "I
meant, we're all in the same kind of



world. I run a community theater and one
of the things we do is to try and get some
of the people who feel most isolated and
abandoned by their community involved
again. He runs a hostel for young people.
And he's kind of famous, isn't he? He's
always, er, how shall 1 put 1t? Making
waves. We come across each other,
sure. That's all, though. Why? Why do
you ask abouthim?" "That's all for
now," Oban said. "Detective Inspector
Furth will be wantingto talk to you,
though." We left them in the kitchen,
Gabriel with his hands still on his wife's
shoulders; she with her head twisted
round to look up at him. She looked
terrified, and I was flooded by a sense
of dread.




"What do you make of this, Kit?" Oban
said,as we drove back toward the
station. "Guess what I heard on the way
over: Three calls were made between
the Burton household and Pavic's center
during the month leading up to Mrs.
Burton's death." "Oh," I said. I felt cold
to the bones, though the day was sticky.
425 "Oh? Is that all? Jesus, Kit, did you
hear? The first two calls were just a
minute or so long. The final one lasted
eighty-seven minutes. What do you make
of that, eh?" "I don't know." "Pavic, eh?
This is going to be interesting." "Very
interesting," 1 said slowly. Then: "I
think," T said painfully, "that I ought to
mention something." "Hang on." He
punched some numbers into his phone.



"Tell me later." "All right." I leaned my
forehead against the window and briefly
closed my eyes. What a colossal mess.
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We pulled in at the police station and
Oban leaped out and set off at speed so
that I had to runto keep up with him.
"What are we doing?" I said
breathlessly, to the back of his head.
"Talking to some people." A uniformed
officer joined from a corridor to one
side and moved into step with Oban. "Is
h e here yet?" Oban asked. "He's in
Two," the man replied. "You want me to
talk to him?" "We'll do it straight away.
Won't take a minute." I followed Oban
as he turned left and then right down the



corridor. We came to a door and Oban
knocked briskly. It opened and a
policewoman stepped out. She nodded
respectfully. "Is he all right?" "Don't
know, sir," the woman said. "He hasn't
really opened his mouth. Exceptto
yawn." "Stay here," he said, to her, not
to me. "We won't be more than five
minutes." He held the door open for me
and I stepped inside. I don't know what |
was expecting. [ hadn't really had time to
think. So when I saw Will Pavic I felt as
if, quite unexpectedly, I had been
punched in the face. He was leaning on
the far side of the table, his hands in his
pockets. He looked round and caught my
eye. Even my legs felt unsteady. He 427
displayed almost no reaction except for



the smallest trace of a sardonic smile.
He was wearing a gray suit and a white
shirt with no tie. I wondered if he had
actually been arrested. Did they still take
ties away from men to stop them hanging
themselves? I turned toward Oban. "I
didn't..." was all I managed at first. "I
didn't realize ..." "Mr. Pavic has kindly
come in for a quick word. Obviously we
need to clear one or two things up.
Please sit down." Oban gestured at one
of the chairs by the table. Will sat down.
He still didn't speak. I leaned on the
wall just inside the door, as far away
fromhim as I could get. I looked at him
but his bored gaze was on the table. It
was an expression I already recognized,
unyielding, opaque. I was gibbering by



the door but Oban was affable and
relaxed, sitting down opposite Will as if
theywere having a drink together.
"There've been developments in the
murder case involving Lianne and
Philippa Burton." No response from W.
Oban gave a cough. "Maybe you know
there was a further attack by the canal on
a woman named Bryony Teale. I think
you may know her husband, Gabriel."
"I've heard of him," Will said tonelessly.
"I don't know him." "He'd heard of you.
But then, you're pretty well known, aren't
you, Mr. Pavic? And you'd had contact
with Lianne, of course. Until this
morning, [ must admit that I doubted
there was anything that connected the
women in this case." Will's eyes



narrowed and the sour smile became
more apparent, but he didn't speak.
"You've never come across Bryony
Teale?" Oban continued. "She's a
photographer. Apparently she spends a
lot of time walking around this area, in
the streets and by the canal." "No," Will
said. "What about Philippa Burton? Do
you know her? Have you met her? Heard
of her?" Behind my back I clenched my
fists, my fingernails digging into the
palms of my hands. Will shook his head.
"No," he said. "Why should you?" said
Oban. "She lives over in Hampstead.
Married to a businessman. But I suppose
you meet all sorts of people." No reply.
This time he looked over 429 at me. I
didn't look away. I tried to make a face



at him conveying that, although I was a
part of the investigation, I was still
aware of the awkwardness of the
situation and also how completely unnec
it was to interrogate him in this way. It
was a lot for one expression to convey,
and it probably came out as a form of
panic. Itdidn't seem to matter, though.
Will was looking at me as if | was a coat
Oban had hung up on the way in. "As |
was saying," said Oban, "I wasn't
convinced of any sort of link. I just
assumed women were being attacked at
random. Dr. Quinn, though, she nagged
away at the idea of a link. Now she's
found a note kept by Philippa Burton. It
was all there: Lianne's name, Bryony
Teale's. Amazing, don't you reckon?



Two of the victims' names written down
by the other victim." Will gave a tired
shrug. "What's this about?" "That's what
I was getting on to. We checked her
phone calls for the last month or so. It
was mostly what you'd expect, her mum,
husband at work, couple of friends, a
travel agent, that sort of stuff, but there
was a funny thing. On July the ninth, a
call was made from the house to your
hostel. Now, I know what you're going
to say, but it wasn't to the payphone
you've got in the hallway, the one that
people use to do their drug deals." "They
don't use that phone to make drug deals,"
Will said. "I think you'll find that dealers
prefer their own mobile phones." "The
point I was making is that the call was



made to the phone in your office. We
were interested in any comment you
might like to make on that." If this had
been an exam testing impassivity, Will
would have got ten out of ten. Butit
wasn't an exam, and I knew that any
normal person in Will's situation would
have been startled by the connection
between the women, then thoroughly
taken aback by the call made to his own
phone. A normal innocent person would
have started behavinglike a guilty
person. Will just looked bored. "I have
no comment," he said."Do you mean
you're refusing to answer? That is your
right." "No, I don't mean that. I don't
know what sort of comment you're
expecting. Ask me questions and I'll



answer them." 431 "Did you talk on the
phone to Philippa Burton?" "No." "Do
other people have access to the phone?"
Another shrug. "Probably." "I don't want
"probably." Yes or no." Will clenched
his jaw. "Yes," he said. "Supervised
access?" "I'm out a lot. My assistant,
Fran, is there most of the time. We have
lots of casual helpers and volunteers.
But I'm sure the phone is left unattended
at times." "Was Lianne staying at the
hostel at that time?" "She never stayed at
the hostel. She might have been around."
"It's an important point because this call
was made before either of the murders
occurred." "Obviously," said W. "I'm
sorry,” said Oban. "Am [ missing
something? What's so obvious?" Will



drummed his fingers lightly on the table.
"It's not important," he said. "But what
did you mean?" Will sighed. "If these
people were talking to each other, then it
was before they were murdered. That's
all Imeant." "Who said they were
talking to each other?" "You did." "No. I
said a call had been made from
Philippa's phone to yours. She could
have talked to you. For example. Except,
of course, now you've assured us that
she didn't. But it might have been
someone else. Or else somebody else
rang from that phone. There are endless
possibilities. So it would now be more
useful than ever to know when Lianne
was at the hostel. Do you have records?"
"They're not very precise." "That's a



pity," Oban said, his benign tone
cracking at the edges. "Some detailed
records might have been extremely
helpful." Will pushed back his chair, the
way people used to do after finishing
large Victorian meals. Its metal legs
squeaked horribly on the linoleum floor.
He looked engaged for the firsttime,
which with Will Pavic was the same as
saying he was angry. "You know," he
said, "after years ofexperience, I've
discovered that the only 433 way to stop
people like you getting at my records is
not to keep them." For a moment Oban
concentrated very hard onremoving
invisible dirt from his fingernails. "Mr.
Pavic, I'm not much interested in
whatever political point it is you're



trying to make. A young woman who
spent time at your hostel has been
murdered. Another victim called the
hostel. I'm sorry if you find that boring."
Then there was a silence. When Will
spoke his voice was very quiet, but also
clear and icy, so I could hear it from
across the room. "I work with these
people all the time," he said. "They're
invisible. Something happens and people
like you get terribly interested. Then you
go away. So you'll forgive me for not
being grateful for the attention." He
stood up. "You don't seem to understand
how my house works. People don't
punch a clock. They don't write in a little
book when they use the phone." Now,
for the first time, he looked at me with



clear recognition. "It's not Cheltenham
Ladies' College. It's more like a little
rock in the middle of the sea. People get
washed up on it. They cling to it for a
bit. Then they get washed away again. If
they are a little stronger than they were
when they arrived, that's about the best I
can hope for." "Was Lianne stronger
when she left?" Now, despite
everything. Will couldn't hide the
sadness in his eyes. "I don't know," he
said. When he left, he didn't look at me
andI didn't hold out my hand or say
anything. But when he was gone, I bit my
lip and told Oban in faltering, half-
formed sentences that in the last week or
so | had been seeing Will Pavic. Sort of.
Oban looked punch-drunk  and



flabbergasted, as if I had woken him
from a very deep sleep only to tell him
something incomprehensible. "Pavic?"
he said dully. "But I thought ... But what
about ... You and him? Oh, well." He
gave a puzzled frown. "Pavic? You're
sure? You and him, a couple?" "We're
not exactly a couple." "Like my wife and
me. I know what you mean."
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"I want you to stick with me now," Oban
hadsaid. So here I was beside him,
standing once more on Jeremy Burton's
waterlogged lawn 435 and conscious all
the while of Emily--watching us out of
her bedroom window with her thumb
stuck in her mouth. Jeremy had insisted



we go outsideto talk, as if he felt
oppressed in the house. He was wearing
only a short-sleeved shirt, no jacket, but
he didn't seem to feel the chilly wind that
was rippling round the garden. I was
wearing a cardigan but I still felt cold.
Water seeped through my shoes. "I don't
understand," he repeated. That was
almostall that he'd said since we
arrived.  He  hadlooked at the
photographs  of  Daisy, Lianne and
Bryony, picking each one up and holding
it away from his face as if he was long-
sighted, before handing it back to Oban.
"No," he had said to each one. "No. I've
never seen this face. I've never heard
this name. No, no, no. I don't understand
why you're showing them to me." "Your



wife wrote down the names of the other
victims before she died," Oban said
patiently. "Lianne. And the name of the
woman who was recently attacked by the
canal, Mrs. Teale--Bryony Teale. And
Daisy Gill was a girl who killed herself
a few months ago, and was apparently a
friend of Lianne's. Your wife also wrote
down her name." "Why?" He shook his
head vigorously, and frowned at us as if
he wouldn't quite make out our shapes.
"Why?" His face sagged. He looked
tired. His skin had a gray pallor to it and
his eyes were red-rimmed and looked
sore. "We don't know why, Mr. Burton,"
said Oban. "We have only just found this
new evidence, and obviously it changes
the way we're looking at everything."



"Philippa never knew them," he insisted.
"She didn't." "She wrote down their
names." "It's all a mistake," he said
frantically. "I can't explain it but it's all a
mistake. She never knew them." "What
makes you so sure?" I asked, as gently as
possible. "She would have told me."
"What would she have told you?"
"Anything. Everything. All the things in
her life." For a moment he looked as if
he was going to burst into tears, but then
he glared at us and started striding down
the garden. 437 "Mr. Burton," interjected
Oban firmly, "I know this is a shock but-
-was "It's not a shock, it's--it's like a bad
dream." "Could she have been
threatened or ...?" "I don't know why she
wrote them down. Why would anyone



threaten her?" He suddenly stopped
walking and turned on us, so that we
were standing in a tight knot. "I know
what you're thinking." "What are we
thinking?" "That she was up to
something. Having an affair, or some
such rubbish. Or maybe that I was.
Maybe | was having an affair with all
those women and she found out. Is that
what you want me to deny? All right, |
deny it."He walked away again.
"Jeremy." I caught up with him and put
my hand on his arm to slow him down.
"Please listen carefully. We are not
suggesting anything or assuming
anything. Please listen. I know--was
"What do you know? Nothing. I'm not
much good at showing my emotions. I



never have been. That doesn't mean I
don't feel them. Phil knew that. She
could see when I was down or worried
about something, or if work had got to
me. [ would walk in through the door,
and she would look at my face and she'd
know if I was all right or not. I didn't
have to say anything with her. We
weren't all over each other, nobody
would call us a passionate couple. But
there are ways and ways of loving
someone. And I loved her and she loved
me, and now she's dead and you stand
there insinuating things about us and our
life together. We had a good life. The
life we both wanted. Not glamorous or
anything like that. But we had each other
and then we had Emily. And we were



trying for another child. Then we would
be a family, complete. That's what she
said. Now she's dead and we're never
going to be complete, are we?" "Mr.
Burton ..." And then we both saw that he
was crying. He stood under the apple
tree, bowed down by its half-ripe fruit,
and howled like a little boy until his face
was blotchy, and shiny with tears.

"No," said Pam Vere, sitting upright in a
chair. Her amber earrings swung as she
shookher head firmly. She didn't
recognize any of the faces. Yes, she was
sure. Perfectly sure. 439

"How long was Daisy here, Mrs.
Winston?" Mrs. Winston was plump and



curly-haired, and would have looked
cozy except that she wore too much
makeup and her eyes were shrewd and
appraising behind her thick glasses. We
sat in her warmkitchen, three cats
winding themselves round my legs, and
ate chocolate digestive biscuits. Oban
was back at the police stationand
dismissive of my desire to find out about
Daisy. "We've got to concentrate on the
main players, Kit," he'd said. "And,
anyway, my men have been there, done
that." "How long?" Mrs. Winston
frowned and took a noisy slurp of her
tea. "Now, let me think. What exactly
did I tell those nice officers who were
here? Well, it wasn't that long, as a
matter of fact. Usually, we like our



children to stay a long time, build up a
proper relationship, you know, give
them a family life. One girl we had for
nearly two years. Didn't we, Ken?" Ken,
who was half her size, nodded. "That's
right." "Georgina, that was, lovely girl."
"Lovely," echoed Ken. "But Daisy, now,
she didn't stay long at all. Three months,
maybe a bit longer." "Why such a short
stay?" "She never settled. We tried, you
know. We gave her her own room, with
new curtains that I made for her, and
nice furniture. And we made her
welcome, didn't we, Ken?" "We did." "I
said to her, the day she came, I said,
"Daisy, treat this house as your home.
And if you have any problems, however
big or small, then come to me."" "And



did she? Come to you with problems, I
mean?" "Oh, no. Never. She was tight as
a clam, that one. I knew, that first week,
I knew it wasn't going to work, didn't I,
Ken?" "You did." "She kept herself to
herself. Ate in her room. Crumbs
everywhere. Didn't join in or make an
effort. And she said dreadful things
about my boy Bernie." I'd met Bernie--a
great hulking boy of about seventeen in a
T-shirt with a skull on the front who'd
opened the door 441 to me. "When he
was only trying to be companionable."
"So, Daisy never told you much about
what was going on in her life?" "No.
Hardly anything at all. Secretive little
thing." "Did you meet any of her
friends?" "No. She went out, but never



brought anyone back here. Sometimes
she stayed out all night. Itold her,
"Daisy, I don't mind you going out, and
here's a key, but you have to tell me what
time you're coming back." Not that she
ever did, mind."I spread out the
photographs in front of her. "No," she
said, flicking through them. "I already
said. Of course, I recognize this one, but
only from the telly." "Philippa Burton."
"What's someone like her got to do with
Daisy?" "So you're quite sure you never
met any of them?" "I told the officers
already, no." "Thank you," I said
wearily. "Just double-checking." "It's not
easy being a foster-parent, you know.
You probably think I didn't care about
Daisy, but I did my best. I was very



sorrywhen I heard about what had
happened to her. "Poor little thing," I
said, didn't I, Ken? But I wasn't
surprised." "Why not?" She shrugged.
"She was an angry, wretched girl, really.
Prickly and rude, flaring up over
nothing, crying in her room, throwing
things. She kicked the cats sometimes. I
caught her at it. It was like a final straw.
She thought the world was against her,
that one. It was all too late." "What was
too late?" "U. Everything, 1 suppose."
"Thank you," I said, getting up to go,
wanting to leave the overheated kitchen
and the winding cats. "We did our best."
"I'm sure you did." "But some people,
you can't help them." "I'll let myself out."
"She was her own worst enemy."




"In a way, I blame myself," said Carol
Harman. "Who found her?" "I did. My
staff called me because 443 her door
was locked and she wasn't answering
their knocks. So I opened it with my
master key from the outside and found
her there. She'd hanged herself--but you
knew that, didn't you?" "Yes, 1 did." "We
knew she was at risk, cutting herself and
starving herself. She was on special
measures at the home--one-to-ones with
the staff, things like that. It shouldn't
have happened." "She must have been
determined," I said. I liked this woman,
who was making no attemptto justify
herself to me. "It wasn't a cry for help."
"If she hadn't succeeded, she might well
never have tried again. You don't know.



She was a difficult girl, very stubborn,
very needy. Terrible life. She once said
to me, "No one's ever said they loved
me."" "What did you say back?" "That I
loved her, of course--but it doesn't really
ring true, does it, coming from a woman
who's only known you for a few weeks,
and 1s paid to look after you?" "At least
you said it." "Hmmm. Anyway, you want
to know if I eversaw any of these
women. I met her once." She put the tip
of one finger on Lianne's face. "She
came to call for Daisy. They went up to
Daisy's room together. That's all." "None
of the others?" "No." "Why do you think
she did 1t?" "Killed herself? 1 don't
know. She had a sad life, didn't she? I
don't know of  any particular



circumstances, but that doesn't mean
there weren't any. Probably because in
the end it was easier than being alive."

36

The next day I drove to the clinic, sat
through a meeting about staff structures
and pretended to do some paperwork.
My brain was teeming with the events of
the last twenty-four hours. 1 thought
about the list of names; about Bryony's
white, shattered face when she heard;
Jeremy's howls under the apple tree.
And I didn't know what to do about W.
Would he be so angry with me he
wouldn't talk to me? Did I want to see
him again? At a quarter 445 past six [
phoned him. At about ten to nine I



looked at my watch as Will removed it
from my wrist and put it on the floor by
his bed. When I put it back on my wrist I
had come out of the shower. It was just
after ten. He was lying in bed. Ilay
down beside him. I was still damp from
the shower and he was still damp from
sweat and sex and me. I smelled of his
soap and I could smell me all over him.
"That was wonderful," I said, and then
started to apologize. "I always feel
stupid saying that. I feel as if I'm saying
thank you for something." I sat up with
my back against the wall, propped up
with a pillow, and looked at the room.
There were the remains of a Chinese
takeaway. An empty wine bottle lying
down and another a third full. Our



clothes were scattered. "I'm sorry about
yesterday afternoon," 1 said."I didn't
know what to do." "It doesn't matter," he
said. He was trailing his fingers over my
body, but not looking at me. "That was
what surprised me," 1 said. "It really
didn't seem to matter to you. I get scared
by police and I'm working with them.
You didn't seem bothered." "Is that a
problem?" "Maybe I get more scared
than you do." "That's understandable."
"Oh, you mean this?" I raised my hand
and touched my cheek, my scar. "What
did you want?" he asked. "Should I have
got on my knees and started pleading my
innocence?" "What do you mean, your
"innocence"?" "That's what you want as
well, isn't it? You want me to look you



in the eye and say, "Kit, I'm innocent. So
help me God."" "No," I protested. "But
...""Aha, so there is a but after all." He
stood up. "I'm going to have a shower." |
lay in bed, half covered by the thin sheet,
thinking. As soon as he came back into
the room, wrapped in a large white
towel, I said, "You know what the
problem is?" "Whose problem? Mine or
yours?" "You didn't lose your cool for a
second inthere. You were perfectly in
control." "And the question is, would an
innocent man behave like that?" 447
"Don't you care, though?" "What?" He
raised his eyebrows. "About what
people think of me? Why should I?" "No.
No. I don't mean about what people think
of you. I mean about--well, all of it.



Lianne and Philippa and Daisy and now
Bryony, and you're involved in it
somehow. Even if you have absolutely
nothing to do with it in a technical term,
you're involved. And you knew some of
them, W. You knew Lianne, and she was
young and lonely and in need of help,
and now she's dead, they're dead, and
yet you just sat there with your ironic
smile, scoring points. I mean, I know you
mustcare somewhere, deep down,
because otherwise why are you doing
this job and everything, so I know you
care, ofcourse ...""No, you don't. It
doesn't follow." "Well, all right, maybe
you don't care one bit and I find that
chilling." Will gave a nasty smile.
"More chilling than the possibility that |



might be capable of murder? Maybe," he
let his towel drop to the floor in a white
puddle, then pulled on arobe, "maybe
the possibility even excites you? Do you
like to think I'd be capable of killing
someone? I know you--you like to face
your fears, don't you? Feel the fear and
do it anyway?" The tone was mocking
and cruel. I sat up in the bed. "Listen,
Will, let's not play games like this.
Please. For what it's worth, I've met a
few dozen killers, Isuppose. Maybe
more. For all of them there are big fat
reports explaining why they did it. I
don't know of a single example where
somebody spotted them in advance as
potential murderers. In fact, several of
them were let out by people like me and



killed somebody else. So I'm not going
to stand here and say that you couldn't
kill a woman." "Sit." "What?" "You're
not standing, you're sitting." "Oh, for
God's sake. You're proving what I'm
saying. Look, what I'm trying to say is
that I was looking at you this afternoon.
And I suddenly thought you'd quite like
people to think you'd done it. It would be
great in every way. You would be a
victimyet again. The  great
misunderstood Will Pavic. And it would
show how stupid the police were. It
would  bepretty much your ideal
situation--you being right and everybody
else being wrong. Which is your 449
basic world view." Pavic's slow smile
didn't waver. "So I didn't manage to fool



you?" he said. I reached over and took
his hand and pulled him down beside me
on the bed. I stroked his bristly short
hair. 1 kissed his forehead. I laid the
palm of my hand against his cheek and
for the briefest moment he leaned into x.
"I've had rather a bad year," 1 said. "I
have bad dreams." "Kit ..." "My sex life
had been non-existent for a bit and just
now 1it's been the best, and that's been so
nice. Nice is the wrong word. You know
what I mean, anyway. And sometimes I
wonder whether I'm falling in love with
you." "Kit ..." he said again. He wasn't
joking or sneering any longer. That was
something, Even if everything was about
to come to an end, that was better than
his contempt. "Maybe you're right," I



continued. "And I'mdrawn to you
because you're bad-tempered and
intimidating, and you scare me in some
way. Or maybe I want you because you
seem unhappy and I'm kidding myself
that I can make you happy again-- you
know, that mad female fantasy you've
probably read about. Whatever. I've
been happy, anyway, just feeling wanted
again like this. I've been happy when
I've been working and suddenly I let
myself think of you. I have felt myself
coming back to life again. But I don't
wantto be with someone who doesn't
care about anything, and who won't yield
to anyone. I'm not much good at passion
with no tenderness. I'm not tough enough.
AndI'm really very bad at playing



games--well, here I am putting all my
cards on the table. No aces, as you can
see." I gave a small laugh and he still
didn't say anything. "So, maybe I need
someone with softer edges." Will put up
a hand and tucked a strand of wet hair
behind my ear. "I think it will be harder
for me than for you if we stop seeing
each other," I said. "I'm a rotten leaver.
I've never been any good at it. You're
probably better at it, though--1 bet you
don't spend much time looking back." "I
still want to see you, Kit." "You want to
see me on your terms." "What are your
terms, then?" "I don't know." 1 gave a
small sob. "But the point is, there are
some." 451 He smiled. "That's
completelyincomprehensible, you



know." "I know." He handed me a tissue
and Iblew my nose. "Anyway, for
tonight at least, I'm going. And maybe
that's what I should be doing alt." I put a
finger on his lip. "Ssh, don't say anything
else. Not now." I stood up and pulled on
my trousers and shirt. "I don't like the
idea of you walking around here at this
time of night," Will said. "I think I'll be
all right," I said. "My name wasn't on the
list."

I stepped out of the house and walked
away without looking back. There was a
full moon so bright that it lit wavelike
rims on the clouds across the sky. My
body was quivering with tension. I felt
tears running down my cheek, hot,



stinging, but I took some deep breaths. |
wiped my face. That was better. I'd done
the right thing, there was nothing to get in
a flap about. It was probably all over
now, anyway, but [ went over and over it
in my mind. Move on, I told myself.
Move on. I had other things to think
about. I've never been worried about
walking in cities late at night. I have a
theory that if you walk briskly, and look
as 1f you know where you're going,
you'll be safe. I've spent quite a lot of my
career talking to dangerous men, and I've
frequently asked them how they select
their victims. I think the answer is that
theypick on people, women mainly,
who, through weakness orlack of
judgement or insecurity, seem to be



inviting their attentions. I've tried to
make myselfbelieve that if you don't
look like a victim, youwon't become
one. Maybe I'm just kidding myself. The
randomness of suffering is unbearable.
Better to believe that people are
responsible for the things they bring on
themselves. I walked through empty dark
streets until I reached the brightness and
noise of the main road and Kersey Town
station. The taxis were squealing, the
stall was there selling tomorrow's
newspapers, as ifthere wasn't time
enough for that tomorrow. Usually I
would have been fascinated with the
sights of the late-nightcity. I love
looking at people who seem to be in the
wrong place at the wrong time. I try to



imagine what strange errands and wrong
turnings have brought them here, I tell
myself 453 stories about them. But now
there were other stories inmy head,
interrupting each other, shouting to be
heard. I crossed the busy road and cut
across the square, leaving the bustle
behind me. I thought of Bryony, walking
late at night along the canal. It was
stupid, as Oban had said, but I
understood the impulse. The darkness,
the quiet, the barely shifting black water,
a strange secret world right in the
middle of the city. I thought of Philippa,
on Hampstead Heath in broad daylight,
in a crowded children's playground. My
mind was working so furiously that my
w alkhome had become almost



unconscious, even  thoughl was
following a complicated route through
back streets and small alleyways. I was
barely ahundred yards from my front
door when something jerked me out of
my reverie and I looked around feeling
startled. Had I heard something? I was in
a quiet street with a row of houses on
one side and a churchyard on the other. I
saw nobody but then, in the corner of my
eye, I caught a movement. When I looked
more carefully in the direction I'd come
from, there was nothing. Had someone
moved back into a shadow? I'd be at my
front door in a minute. I started walking
briskly, my hand closed around the key
in my jacketpocket. A minute, less,
thirty seconds. I broke into a run and



reached my door. At the moment I
pushed the key into the lock, I felt a hand
on my shoulder and gave a stupid little
cry ofshock. There was a tightness
across my chest as Ilooked round. It
was Michael Doll. His sour-sweet
breath was on my face. "I just caught up
with you," he said, with a smile. I tried
to think. Be calm. Defuse it. Make him
go away. But | had to seem surprised. |
mustn't seem to take his presence for
granted. "What on earth are you doing
here?" "I missed you," he said. "You
didn't come and see me." "Why should I
come and see you?" "I've been thinking
about you." "Were you following me?" |
asked. "No, why should I?" he said,
taking a step back, looking away. He had



been following me. For how long? Had
he been outside Will Pavic's house?
"You been with someone else?"
Someone else? What was going on? 455
"I've got to go now, Michael," I said.
"Can I come in?" he said. "No, you
can't." "Just for a few minutes." "It's too
late. My friend's up there." He looked up
at the flat. "There's no light on." "She's
in bed.""l want to talk"I couldn't
believe that I was standing on my
doorstep at half past midnight
negotiating with Michael Doll about
whether he could come in. "I've got to
g0." "You'd let other people." "Michael,
it's late. You've got to go home." "I hate
my home." "Good night, Michael." I said
it with aslight, but not a welcoming,



smile and a touch onhis arm, which
signaled sympathy but not real warmth.
"I want to see you," he said, but more
feebly. "It's late," I said. "I'm going." Not
too quickly, I eased myself back into the
doorway and pushed the door shut but it
jammed. He had his foot against it. He
leaned forward so that his face was in
the gap. "You hate me?" he said. It was
hardly a question. "You want me to go.
Never see me." Oh, how I wanted him to
go. To scuttle out of my life, and if he
was going to fasten himselfto
somebody, then let it be to somebody
else. "I don't mean that at all," I said.
"I'mtired. I've had a difficult day.
Please." His face was quite close to
mine now. He was breathing with a



wheezing whistling sound. His arm
reached through the gap and I felt his
hand on my cheek. "Night, Kit," he said.
I didn't reply. The hand withdrew. I felt
the pressure against the door relent and I
was able to push it shut. I leaned against
it and felta sudden rush of nausea. I
could still feel the traces of Michael
Doll on my face. I could still feel Will
Pavic inside me. It seemed to me that I
was smelling of these men. I ran upstairs
and, although I'd already had a shower at
Will's, I had another long one, until the
water ran cold. Then I rummaged in a
cupboard and found a bottle of whiskey.
I took a glass to bed with me and sat in
the dark sipping at it in mouthfuls that
burned me inside and dulled 457 my



brain.
37

The next morning I phoned Oban and
told him about Michael Doll. He seemed
to find it mildly amusing. "So you've got
an admirer," he said. "Another admirer, I
should say." "It's not funny," I said. "I
think he may have been following me."
"Why?" I hesitated. I didn't want to talk
about Doll following me back from
Will's place. "It's getting more serious,"
I said. "He's hanging around the house,
watching me. I don't feel safe." There
was a cough that might have been a
laugh. "I don't believe this," he said.
"We've spent the last few weeks trying
to convince you that Doll is dangerous



and you've been tryingto convince us
that he's a sweet, misunderstood boy."
"That's not what I was saying." "I know,
love, can't you take a joke? But what do
you want me to do about it?" "I'm not
sure. But I'm starting to feel threatened
by him." "Dear me," said Oban. "And I
was just starting to get more interested in
your other friend." "What?" "It's hard to
avoid. I've been thinking about it and all
roads seem to lead to Will Pavic and his
bloody drug-dealing center." "That's
ridiculous." "Maybe. But we need to
think about it. If youlike I can send
someone round to whisper in Mickey
Doll's ear." I gave a sigh of relief. "That
might be agood idea," I said. "The
problem 1is, everythingl say to him,



whether I'm friendly or angry, just seems
to encourage him. I don't want to bully
him but it's getting out of hand." "Don't
worry. We'll lean on him. In a nice way,
of course. Are you coming in today?"
"Maybe later," I said. "I'll be at the
clinic for most of the day."

In the morning, I was sitting in one of the
seminar rooms at the clinic with a 459
fifteen-year-old girl called Anita, her
whey-faced, stunned mother, a social
worker and a solicitor. I was looking
through a file. It was the usual disaster.
Worse than the wusual disaster.
Supervisory visits had been omitted,
medication not administered, papers
lost. That was all standard. But a school



building had been set on fire. That had
certainly done the trick. Anita had
attempted  suicide twice, repeatedly
mutilated herself and her case had got
stuck in the in-tray. But if you set fire to
public buildings, you get attention. There
was a knock and the door was pushed
open. Itwas the clinic's receptionist.
"Phone for you," she said to me. I looked
round in disbelief. "I'll call back later."
"It's the police. He said he tried your
mobile." "It's switched off. Tell him I'll
ring back in a minute." "He said to get
you out of wherever you were. And he'd
hang on." I made profuse apologies, ran
down the corridor and picked up the
phone. "This had better be--was "Doll's
dead." "What?" "In his flat. Get there



"

now.

When I'd visited Michael Doll in his flat
before, I'd thought it a squalid, desolate
home for a strange and lonely man. He
had seemed the sort of person who
would have been obscure while he was
alive and whose death would have been
ignored. No longer. He had become
notorious. There were three police cars,
an ambulance and other unmarked cars
double-parked along the road. The area
around the street entrance was taped off.
Two policemen stood outside, and there
was a small crowd of people with
nothing betterto do on a weekday
afternoon in Hackney. I pushed my way
through with murmured apologies, and



as I approached the policemen I saw the
old women with wheeled shopping
baskets looking at me with new interest.
Whatcould T be? A detective? An
undertaker? One of the police went
inside and I heard a muffled shout. After
a few moments Obanemerged. He
seemed deeply shocked, 461 his face a
startling gray-green color. I found myself
asking how he was. "Jesus," he said in a
low voice. "Un-fucking-believable.
Pardon me." He looked around guiltily at
the old women. "What's happened?" 1
asked. "The crime-scene guys are just
starting," he said. "I wanted you to have
a quick look. Just soyou've seen it
before they take him away. Are you up to
1t?" " think so," I said, gulping slightly.



"It's not pretty," he said. I had to put
things like miniature hairnets over my
shoes. Oban told me not to touch
anything. Mounting the stairs required
some care because they were covered
with a sheet. At the top Oban turned to
me and told me to take a deep breath. He
pushed the door open and stood back,
leaving me to go in first. The body was
sprawled on the floor, face downwards,
except there was no face. It looked like
an effigy but the head wasn't finished. I
recognized the clothes from the previous
night. The soles of his shoes were
pointing up at me. The lace on the right
shoe was undone. Brown corduroy
trousers. Anorak. Above that just dark
wetness. I started to speak but my mouth



was too dry. I had to swallow several
times. I felt a hand on my back. "Steady,
love," said Oban. "Where's his head?" 1
asked, 1in a voice that didn't sound like
my own. "All over the place," said
Oban. "Repeated massive blows with a
very heavy, very blunt object, much of it
after death. It was a fucking frenzy.
Hence all this." I looked around. It was
the red room. It was the red room of my
nightmares. I had thought of it as an idea,
a symbol, but I was standing in it. It
looked as if the room had been sprayed
with blood from a hose. The walls, even
the ceiling, thick globs on the ceiling that
looked as if they were about to drop on
us but they had coagulated. "You know,
head wounds," said Oban, looking



round. "They always bleed a lot, don't
they?" I looked round. I tried to be
dispassionate, but I kept thinking about
that irritating disgusting presence on my
doorstep last night, thatrepellent
urgency, all reduced to that wretched
bundle on the floor. I had put some 463
sort of curse on him. I had wanted him
out of my life forever. Had I wanted him
dead? "Take a look at this," said Oban.
He held a transparent folder, which
contained a piece of paper. Written on it
in crude capital letters was: MURDRUS
BASTAD. "That was lying on the body.
Do you see?" he said. "They can't even
bloody spell." "So they caught up with
him," I said. Oban nodded. "What a
shithouse," he said. "You've been here



before?" "Yes," I said. "I thought it might
be useful for you to have a look at it.
Take as long as you want. Or as short."
My legs shook and I moved to sit down
on the arm of a chair but a man stepped
forward and prevented me. I apologized.
"What a fucking mess," Oban said,
again. "It looks like a slaughterhouse in a
museum." "Michael Doll was a
collector," Isaid. I mustn't be sick. I
swallowed hard and breathed shallowly
through my mouth. Oban pulled a face.
"Really? What did he collect?" "Just
anything he found. Stuff by the canal.
Anything he could carry. It was a kind of
illness." "I don't envy the people who
have to clear this out. ..." Oban carried
on talking but I couldn'thear him. I



couldn't hear anything. Because suddenly
I had seen it. I walked across the room, I
had to maneuver carefully around the
body. I walked across and reached for
something on a shelf. It was between a
jam-jar and a coil of rusting wire.
Somebody shouted something and 1 felt a
hand tuggingat me. "Don't touch," a
voice said. "That," I said, pointing. "T."
The man was wearing gloves and he
leaned forward and picked it up, very
carefully. "What's that?" Oban asked.
"You tell me," I said. "It's a feeding cup,
the kind you give to toddlers. What's that
written on 1t?" "Emily," 1 said. He
looked puzzled. "You're not going to tell
me that Mickey Doll had a daughter
called Emily, are you?" "No," I said.



"But Philippa 465 Burton did."
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"All right?" asked Oban, as we drew
away from the pavement where the
group of people had become a small
crowd. "Fine." I kept my voice firm and
smiled at him. I wasn't shaking. My
voice was steady. My breathing was
even. I wound down the window and let
the warm wind blow into my face. "It
was unbelievable, wasn't 1t?" His face
had returned to normal, and his tone was
jovial, even gleeful. He looked more
alert yet more relaxed than I'd seen him
in weeks. Ihalf expected him to start
whistling through his teeth. "Yes."
"Tough job for the scene-of-crime lads.



Nightmare. But there will be a lot of
sympathy for the people who did it, even
so. Rough justice and all ofthat. We
have to tread carefully at the press
conference." I closed my eyes for a
minute and thought of Doll's pulped
remains, the sea of blood. Red blood
everywhere; a room dark red with
blood. "So we come full circle, Kit."
"What?" "It was Doll all along. After
everything."I made a noncommittal
noise and gazed out of the open window.
The sky was blue and cloudless, the sun
golden; people on the street were
dressed in bright colors. It was a day of
heat and light, like the last gift of
summer. "Come on, Kit. You can put it
behind you now. It's over, admit it."



"Well ..." "Let me guess. You're still not
convinced. We find Emily's drinking cup
in Doll's room, for Christ's sake, with
her name written across it--of course
we'll have to confirm it with Mr. Burton,
but I think that's just crossing the T's,
don't you? But you're not convinced.
What would it take?" He turned his head
and grinned across at me as he said it.
He sounded fond, rather than
exasperated. "It's just that I don't
understand." "So? Who does? We don't
need you to understand any more. You're
not required to conduct a seminar about
it to your colleagues, or whatever it 467
is you do. We just needed to find the
person who killed the women, and we
have, thank God." "No. I meant it doesn't



make sense." "Lots of things don't make
sense." He swerved to avoid a cyclist in
neon Lycra, leaned briefly on his horn.
"But Doll was the murderer, Kit." I
didn't reply. "Kit? Come on, say it. Just
once. It won't hurt." "I'm not saying that |
think you're wrong. ..." "But you won't
say I'm right either." "No." He laughed.
Then he put a warm hand over mine.
"You did well, Kit. Even though, in the
end, your instincts were mistaken, you
didexcellently. Don't think I haven't
realized how hard it must have been for
you, after everything. But we'd have
been all over the place without you. You
kept us on the straight and narrow."
"No," I said, and was surprised by how
firm my voice was. "No. I stopped you



from charging Doll weeks ago. If you'd
charged him then, guilty or not, he'd be
alive now. In a year's time, maybe he
would have landed up in my hospital. 1
told him he was safe." "It does no good
to think like that. We've all made our
mistakes on this one, but you saw
connections we didn't see. You stopped
us frommaking mistakes we were
poised to make. You prevented a
Godawful mess." "But ..." "Christ, Kit,
give it a rest. No more buts. You're the
most bloody-minded womanit's ever
been my pleasure and privilege to work
with." "T'll put it on my CV," I said drily.
"And the most honorable," he added. 1
looked at him, but he was staring straight
at the road ahead.I put a hand on his



arm, lightly. "Thank you, Daniel."

My flat looked neglected, as if no one
was living there any longer. All the
windows were shut, the curtains
ambiguously half closed as if I had gone
on holiday, the surfaces dusty. There
were no fresh flowers, as there 469
usually are, except some dead ones in a
vase on the kitchen window-sill; no fruit
in the bowl on the kitchen table; no
books lying open on the arm of the sofa;
no notes from Julie stuck on the fridge
door. I opened the fridge. It was clean
and almost empty: one carton of semi-
skimmed milk, a tub of butter, a little jar
of pesto, half full, a bag of coffee beans.
And when had I last properly seen Julie?



With a little jolt of shame, I realized that
I couldn't remember. Over the last few
frantic days, she had been like a hazy
outline on the edgeof my vision,
hovering there but ignored, blinked
away. I had a vague recollection of her
saying we needed to talk as I rushed past
her, on my way somewhere else. When
had that been? The door to what I had
grown used to thinking ofas her
bedroom was open, so I put my head
round it. It looked too tidy. Julie always
left clothes on the floor, the bed unmade,
lipstick and pots of face-cream open on
the filing cabinet that she had turned into
her dressing-table. For a moment, I
wondered if she had gone alt, but her
suitcase was still on the floor, and the



cupboard was full of clothes. I went
back into the main room and opened
some windows. I wiped the surfaces.
Then I ranout of the flat, down to the
deli on the corner, where I bought goat's
cheese and a rough slab of Parmesan,
fresh pasta, single cream, Italian salami
and ham, olives stuffed with anchovies,
little almond biscuits, basil growing in a
small pot, artichoke hearts, four plump
figs. It wasn't that I wanted to eat any of
these things; I just wanted to have them
in myhouse, like a welcome for
whoever came through the door. After
the deli, I visited the greengrocer's
further up the road: red peppers, yellow
peppers, green apples, one pale-striped
melon, nectarines, purple plums and a



bunch of black grapes. At the florist's, |
boughta huge, brash bunch of yellow
and orange dahlias. I staggered home
with the plastic bags digging into my
fingers and the flowers tickling my nose.
I put the kettle on, ground coffee beans,
stuck the flowers in a glass vase, put the
cheese in the fridge, piled the fruit and
vegetables into a large bowl. There. If
471 Julie came in now, she'd know I
was back home again. I was just thinking
about a bath when the phone rang.
"Yes?" "Kit, I'm going to pick you up in
about five minutes, OK? I'm nearly with
you now." "I thought you said it was
over, Daniel." "It 1s, it is. This is just a
coda. You'll appreciate it, I promise
you.""l don't like surprises--was I



began, but the phone had gone dead.



"You've been in on this from the
beginning. I thought you should be here
at the end as well." "I still want to know
where we're going." Oban grinned.
"Don't grumble so much." A few minutes
later, we were standing at the Teales'
front door. "Are you sure she's here?" "I
rang in advance." When Bryony opened
the door, I was taken aback by her
appearance. She had tied back her
orange hair and her face looked pale.
There were smudges under her eyes, as
if she hadn't slept for days. She looked
thinner under the old blue jeans and an
oversized white shirt she was wearing,
and the smile she gave us didn't reach
her eyes. "Come in." "This won't take
long, Mrs. Teale," said Oban, as soon as



we were in the living room. "I just
wanted to ask you if you'd ever seen
this." Then he pulled a thin glove on to
his right hand, leaned down into the bag
he was carrying and, like a conjuror, he
flamboyantly produced a small leather
pouch. Bryony took one look at it, and
her hands flew up to her mouth. "Yes,"
she whispered. "It was found in Michael
Doll's house." He darted a look of pure
triumph at me. "Oh!" She gasped, as if
someone had punched her in the stomach
and all her breath was being expelled.
Abruptly, she started to cry, bending her
face into her hands and whimpering.
Tears dribbled between her fingers. I
glared at Oban, who got up and crossed
over to her, putting a hand clumsily on



her shoulder. "There, now. It's all right.
It's all over, Mrs. Teale, Bryony. He's
dead, you see. You are safe now." 473
"Safe?" She lifted her drenched face,
looking bewildered. "Safe?" "Yes. I
can't tell you the details, but I can say
that we are confident that Doll--the man
who passed himself off as a witness to
your attack--was the murderer. He has
always been a suspect, and he was found
dead in his flat this morning. He had in
his possession items belonging to both
you andto Philippa Burton. We knew
this was yours" -comand he held up the
pouch, jingling it--"because it contains,
among other things, your labeled house
keys. Maybe he'd collected something
belongingto Lianne, too, but we'll



probably never know that." He nodded
at her genially. "Trophies, you see." "But
how ... what ...?" "He had been the target
of a vigilante attack before, so we're
working on the supposition that they
killed him. Early days yet." "My pouch,"
she said slowly. "He had my pouch."
"Do you remember losing it?" "No. I
don't know. I mean, I must have lost it on
the night of the attack. But I didn't think

. I knew 1t had gone, but Ididn't
remember where I'd last had it. [ was too
confused. When I fell, he must have ... |
thought he was helping me. ... How did I
think that?" She shuddered violently and
wrapped her arms tightly round herself.
"Are you all right?" I asked. She turned
to me. "I suppose I must be," she said. "I



feel a bit sick, all of a sudden. I mean,
it's all going to be all right now, isn't it?
I suppose it hasn't quite sunk in." She
made an effort, and smiled. "It's been an
interesting few days." He held out his
hand. "Goodbye, Mrs. Teale, we'll be in
touch again soon. Tying up the many
loose ends, as it were. Though it won't
ever be quite tidy enough for you, Kit."
He looked smugly at me. "Goodbye,
Bryony." I was going to shake her hand
as well, but she put her arms round me
andkissed me on both cheeks. She
smelled clean and felt soft and fragile.
"You've been lovely," she whispered in
my ear. "Thanks."

"Satisfied?" said Oban, as we left.



"Don't crow, Dan, it doesn't 475 suit
you. Where are you off to now?" "Press
conference. I hope you're coming." "You
don't hang around, do you?" "Not when
we've got a result. Jump in." He held
open the passenger door. "I don't know
why I let you bully me." He snorted with
laughter. "That's a joke." I don't know
why, but I put my fingers up and touched
my scar lightly. "It's funny," I said, "but I
can no longer remember a time when |
didn't look like this." "Like what?"
"Scarred." "You're all right," he said,
self-consciously. Then: "Come on, climb
1n, we can't stand outside Mrs. Teale's
front door discussing your looks all
afternoon."




It was getting dark by the time I returned
home. The windows were dark, which
meant that Julie hadn't come back yet. I
let myself in and immediately ran myself
a bath. Less than twelve hours ago I'd
been staring down at Doll. His face rose
unbidden in my mind, not just the mess I
had seen on the carpet but the face he'd
turned toward me when he'd sat fishing
by the canal. That expectant smile. He
hadkilled two women, Lianne and
Philippa. He had tried to kill a third,
Bryony. Yet despite that, I couldn't stop
myself feelinga spasm of pity for the
man. He'd never had a chance. He had
been  vicious, repellent, perverse,
murderous, but he'd never had a chance.
I'd met too many people like Doll. "Hi.



You've got foam in your hair." I sat up.
"I didn't hear you come in." "That's
probably because you were under the
water. The flat looks nice." "Good. I'd
been  neglecting it""Yes." "It's
finished." "What?" "The case. It's over.
It looks like it was Michael Doll all
along." "Doll? The man who was in the
flat?" "Yes." "Christ. That'll make me
more careful about whomI open the
door to." "Julie, why don't we go out this
evening? Unless you've got something
else on." 477"I'd love that. But I'm
rather out of money at the--was "On me.
I've got plenty of money and nothing to
spend 1t on.""Oh, I'm brilliant at
spending."




I ordered clear soup, Thai fishcakes,
pork and chicken satay, noodles and
rice, steamed spicy dumplings, king
prawns in chili, squid with lemongrass
and coriander, spare ribs, a bottle of
South American wine. Julie looked
impressed and alarmed. "And two
glasses of champagne," I added. "What's
all  this about?" "What?" "You're
ordering enough for six of us. You're not
pregnant, are you?" The champagne
arrived and I chinked my glass against
Julie's. "This is my New Year's Eve."
"It's August, Kit." "The New Year can
begin anywhere." "I can't work out if
you're celebrating or drowning your
sorrows." "Bit of both. I'm glad it's over.
I'm glad Doll isn't going to do any more



harm. ButI don't understand how it all
happened, it's completely baffling, it
doesn't add up. And that makes me feel
..." "Frustrated?" supplied Julie. "More
than that. As if I've failed them. Philippa
and Lianne. Does that sound mad?"
"Yes. It does. You've been worrying me
with your--was "At the press conference
today, Oban went out of his way to
praise me. He was effusive, even. | felt a
complete fraud." "Because?" "Because |
feel as if [ haven't laid them to rest yet. It
sounds stupid, doesn't it?" "They're dead
so they're already at rest. And surely
what most matters is that he's been
caught." "He's dead." "Oh." She looked
taken aback. "Killed by vigilantes who'll
feel completely justified when they find



out what he'd done. Here we are, our
meal." I drank the whole bowl of soup. It
was so spicy it was like swallowing
pins and 479 needles. My body glowed
with the after-effect. ThenI ate three of
the spicy dumplings. I chewed them lots
of times and had to make an effortto
swallow them. But I managed it. "I'm
sorry I've been so obsessed." "That's
OK. I just want to know what happened
with Will Pavic." "That's over too. Or it
might be, atleast." "Really? That was
quick. But maybe that's not such a bad
thing. He was rather grim, wasn't he?" "I
think his grimness is the point," I said. I
bit into my spare rib and took a large
gulp of wine to swill it down. Doll's
pulped face floated in front of my eyes.



The room was in my head, sprayed with
his blood, with mine. "So why end it?"
"What? Oh, because I don't want to go
down that road. I think, well, I think I
should tryto be happy." "That sounds
like a good 1dea." I picked up a ring of
squid. It looked like rubber. Or guts. I
laid it back on the plate and stared at the
beige rice. I drank some more wine. I
felt extremely odd. "I've got something to
tell you," Julie was saying, through the
mist in front of my eyes. [ blinked.
"What's that?" "I'm leaving." "I know,
you're going to find a flat of your own."
"No. I'm leaving the country again. |
can't stand it. I feel trapped. I don't want
to be a teacher, or work in a record
company, turn up at an office every day



in my boring suit, with tights and leather
shoes. So I'm going away again. Do 1
sound like someone who's having
trouble coming to terms with real life?"
"I've always thought that there's nothing
wrong with escapism,”" I said, and my
voice seemed to come from a long way
off. "I just want to be happy too. Like
you."I raised my glass. "To your
happiness." "Don't cry, Kit. We can both
be happy. At the same time." We giggled
tearfully at each other. "And while
you're drunk and emotional," she added,
"I think Tought to tell you that I
borrowed your black velvetdress
without asking you, then I washed it in
hot water and it's gone all funny. The
481 hem looks like a wave. Sorry."



39

I woke the next morning to the sound of
wind rattling at the panes and clattering
in the trees outside. A few yellow leaves
scratched atthe windows as they fell.
For a horrible moment I couldn't
remember anything: not what day it was,
where I was, who I was. All I knew was
that I couldn't remember anything, that I
was ablank. I lay waiting for the
vacuum in me to be filled up with
memories. And sure enough, the
memories came flooding 1in. Doll
without a face, first of all, lying in his
blood and all around him blood dripping
from the walls, from the ceiling. A
torture chamber. Then Doll with a face,



his arm raised, the jagged porcelain in
his fist, the blood spraying everywhere,
and it was my blood. I lay pressed back
against my pillow with my eyes open but
seeing what was inside my head. I felt as
if I had been running and running for all
these months, thinking I was leaving the
red room behind. And all the time I had
been coming full circle, back to where I
had begun.

I drove straight from Market Hill to
Kersey Town, where I parked. On an
impulse, | ran to buy some flowers. I
didn't have a clue what kind of flowers
she had liked, if she liked any, but I
bought a fat bunch of anemones, purple
and red and pink, still dewy and like a



cluster of soft jewels. I ranalong the
pavement, for I didn't want to be late. It
seemed to me that to turn up on time was
the least I could do. I wanted to pay
tribute. I wanted to say sorry. I don't
know why Lianne had touched me so
deeply. I had never known her, but she
was motherless, like me. I had only seen
her face when she was dead, a round
face with freckles on the bridge of her
nose. I knew nothing about her, and
perhaps if I'd met her when she was
alive, I wouldn't have liked her or felt
any kind of tenderness toward her. I
knew nothing about her life. I didn't even
know her real name. No one did. She
might have been a Lizzie or a Susan or a
Charlotte or an Alex. Anyone. She was



an unknown girl, being buried in a
council plot, and maybe a woman who
had never 483 met her would be her
chief and only mourner. As I arrived
people were coming out of the previous
ceremony--the taped organ music
ushered them out and then, after a few
minutes of silence, the music ushered me
in. The room was quite long, painted
cream, and was lined with new wooden
pews. Infront of them stood Lianne's
coffin. I was the only one here. I didn't
know what to do with my flowers.
Should I put them on the coffin? Was that
what people did? I glanced round, then
laid the bright anemones on top of the
pale, shiny coffin with its gilt handles.
Then I sat down in the front pew and



waited while the taped music played.
After a minute or so, there was a rustle
behind me, and a woman came and sat
down beside me. She had her hair tied
back in a headscarf and wore a dark
gray jacket over her flowery dress, as if
she'd pulled it on in a hurry. We smiled
warily at each other, then she leaned
across to me and said in a whisper,
"Hello, I'm Paula Mann, from the
council." She waited a beat, then went
on, "I didn't know her, but I'm the one
who organized this. She died in our
district, see, and with no one else ...
poor mite, whoever she was. It falls to
us. We like to come and pay our respects
if we get the time. Sometimes we can't
manage it. But it's not right they should



be sent off with no one." "Kit Quinn," I
said, and we shook hands, and I thought,
Not just one but two mourners who only
ever saw you when you were dead. "I
don't suppose you knew her either?"
"No." "Thought not. Usually we manage
to find someone if there's someone to be
found," she said. "It's amazing how many
people die all alone, and you don't even
know where they came from. Says
something about the way we live, I
reckon. So much loneliness." Her nice
face creased. "Did you try and find out
who she was, then?" "That's my job, see.
I'm like a detective, really, except
usually there hasn't been a crime. I get
the corpses that haven't been claimed
and I've got to see if there's a next of kin,



or a friend, even, who'll take
responsibility--and if there 1isn't I
arrange the funeral and sort out all the
possessions. Throw them away in most
cases. Sometimes I feel terrible, when I
come across photographs, or letters, or
things that 485 mst've meant an awful lot
to someone once. And we just bundle
them all up, and keep them in a big
cabinet for a few months, then chuck
them. Burn them." "What did you do with
Lianne's stuff?" "She was different--we
don't even know if she had any stuft. All
we got was a dead body found by the
canal." "And that doesn't happen often?"
"Not so much--though it happens more
often than you'd care to think." The organ
music changed and the chaplain came in,



so the two of us hushed. He looked at us
solemnly and laid his hand on Lianne's
plain coffin, just above my bunch of
flowers. But before he could say
anything there was a noise behind us. I
turned and saw four young people
hovering awkwardly on the threshold. I
recognized them at once, though they
were dressed very differently, in strange
assorted black garments that they'd
probably cobbled together from friends.
There was Sylvia with the green eyes,
who looked like a sprite; the shy black
girl, Carla, who'd been the last of the
group to see Lianne alive; Spike with the
shaved head; hairy Laurie. Each of them
held asmall bunch of flowers, though
Sylvia's looked as if it had been grabbed



from a front garden as she had passed.
Carla had bought huge, waxy lilies that
must have cost a lot; I could smell them
from where I sat. I smiled at them but
they didn't smile back. Perhaps they
didn'tremember me. They looked
embarrassed, self-conscious, and Spike
was giggling and nudging Laurie as they
shuffled up to the coffin and laid their
flowers next to mine, then trailed back to
the pew across from us. The service
began at last. At least the chaplain didn't
pretend he knew Lianne or could say
anything about her. He just made his way
quickly through the required ritual.
Halfway through, 1 felt as though
someone was staring at me and turned
round. A small pain jabbed me in the



chest. He was there. W. Dressed in an
austere black suit and looking more like
a crow than ever. He sat at the back with
his arms crossed and stared at me. No,
that wasn't it. He was staring through me,
as 1f I wasn't there at all. His eyes
looked like holes in his gaunt, stubbly
face. His hair was cropped to his skull,
and I could see a small white scar on his
487 scalp. I turned back, but it was as if
his gaze was burning a hole in my neck.
When the coffin slid away I imagined
Lianne's body inside it, burning up. From
a fridge to a fire. I imagined her sweet
little face, her bitten nails, that heart
locket: "Best ..." Tears pricked at my
eyes but I blinked them back. Across the
aisle, there was the sound of weeping.



When I glanced over, it was not one of
the girls but Laurie. Laurie who had
once been kissed by Lianne, who'd let
her take his clumsy face in her hands and
kiss himfull on his hopeless mouth.
Timid Carla was holding his hand. Spike
was looking down at his big black boots
and I couldn't see his face. Only Sylvia
gazed ahead, with her calm, sea-green
eyes. The piped music played, and we
stood up to leave. Will was still sitting
at the back. His gaze was fixed on the
space where the coffin had been. He
looked impassive until I saw that his
face was a sheet of tears. He didn't
bother to wipe them away or conceal
them. I walked to his pew and held out a
hand. "Come on," Isaid. He looked at



me then, but I might have been a
stranger. | took his hand and pulled.
"Come on, it's the next funeral in a
minute. You don't want to sit through
another one, do you?" I steered him out,
blinking, into the sunlight. His hand was
cold and he moved stiffly. "Are you all
right, Will?" He didn't answer but he
looked at me at last, blindly. I pulled a
tissue out of my bag and wiped his face.
He stood still and let me. I put a hand on
his shoulder, but it was like touching a
board. "Will? Will, can I drive you
home?" "No." He jerked away from me.
"Where's your car?""l walked," he
managed. His face was stunned, as if
someone had brought a brick down on
his head. "Let me help you.""I don't



need help." I looked at his closed face,
his  stony despair, and all the old
tenderness welled up in me. He needed
help more than anyone I'd ever met.
"Come on," | said, and put my arm
through his. "Let's walk a bit." 489 We
walked in silence away from the
crematorium. He went whichever way |
steered him, as if he were stumbling
along in a pitch-dark cave. I could have
led him to the canal and pushed him over
into the brown water and he wouldn't
have noticed. But bit by bit I felt him
relax against me. I wanted to take him
home with me and take care of him. I
wanted to rub the back of his neck, run
him a bath, cook him a meal, make him
smile, watch him sleep in the darkness,



hold him tight, kiss the side of his
unhappy mouth-- not for sex but for
intimacy. Human contact: the feel of
someone else alongside you in this
crappy cold world. But he was never
going to let me in. Not like that. "Here's
my car. I'll run you home." He didn't
argue. I opened the passenger door and
pushed him inside. He looked up at me
and seemed to be about to say
something, but he changed his mind. I
drove in silence, and left him at his front
door. The last I saw of him, he was still
standing there like a stranger who had no
idea where he was. He looked so lonely.

I rang Poppy. Her greeting sounded a bit
brittle. "What's up?" I asked. "Nothing,"



she said huffily. But then she added,
"I've just been calling and leaving
messages with that Julie and you never
bother to call back." "I'm so very sorry,"
I said. "I've been busy." "Fine. But you
can't put people on hold." "Oh, Poppy,
look, I really amsorry. Shall 1 come
round now?" "No. Seb and I are going
out for a talk--not that it'll do any good."
She gave a bitter laugh. "What's wrong?
Is something up?" "Oh, you know, the
usual. Successful man and stay-at-home
wife." "You mean ..." "I don't know, Kit.
Let's talk later. OK? I've got to go and
put some makeup on. I look like a
frumpy old matron at the moment."
"Don't say things like that." "Why not?
It's true." "No, it's not. You're lovely."



"Don't be stupid. I can't fit 491 into any
of my dresses anymore." "No, I mean it.
You're lovely and wonderful and he
doesn't know how lucky heis." She
sniffed. "Sorry to have been curt." "No.
I'm sorry."

[ put the kettle on to boil water for some
pasta. What I really wanted was to sit on
my sofa and have someone serve me tea
and crumpets, cosset me, look after me.
For the briefestsecond, I let myself
dream of my mother stroking my hair and
telling me I could rest now. I felt shaky
with fatigue and emotion as I thought of
Lianne's coffin sliding into the flames. I
imagined Poppy desperately trying on
clothes in front of the tall mirror in her



room, and saw her disappointed face as
she stared at her reflection. And then I
imagined Will, all alone in his echoing
house. Suddenly, I could bear it no
longer. I pulled on my suede jacket and
ran to the car.I drove very fast,
impatient with every traffic light. When
he opened the door, he was still wearing
his black suit. He stood back and let me
in, and I pushed the door shut behind me.
I led him to the sofa and pushed him into
x and sat beside him. I took his two cold
hands between my warm ones and blew
on them. I undid the top buttons of his
shirt. I eased off his stiff black shoes.
"I'll make you a cup of tea," I said, and
he didn't protest. In his kitchen, I toasted
two slices ofbread and spread them



with the marmalade I found in the fridge.
"You're mothering me," he said, but he
took alarge bite of the toast anyway. I
didn't ask him why he'd been so sad. |
just watched him eating his toast and
drinking his tea. Then I led him upstairs
and took off all his clothes as if he was a
child, and he lay in bed and I sat beside
him and stroked his bristly head. At last
he closed his eyes and I took away my
hand. "I'm not asleep," he said softly. "I
only came to make sure you were all
right." "Yeah, yeah. You shouldn't worry
so much aboutother people, Kit.""I
can't help it." 493 "Ah." He was slipping
away from me. "You should worry about
yourself, you know." "Why?" "The good
doctor." "Will?" "Mmm." "About what I



said ..." But he was asleep at last. His
weary face softened, his lips parted
slightly, his fingers relaxed and curled
gently against the sheet. I watched him
for a while, then I got up, closed the
curtains and left.

40

My date hadn't arrived so I bought
myself a beer and stood outside on the
steps watching the theater-goers arrive.
Gabe Teale's theater, the Sugarhouse,
was an abandoned warehouse that stood
on railway land between the huge gas
works and the canal. There had been
what looked like a hasty conversion with
scaffolding and Portakabins but the
people innice suits or high heels were



still picking their way from the road
between piles of rubble. The West End
was only a quarter of an hour's walk
away but it seemed like a different
continent. [loved that about London.
However safe and familiar you were,
you were never more than five minutes'
walk away from something strange. The
respectable people shuffled across to the
improvised main entrance and then,
almost without exception, they looked
round at their surroundings and smiled
with that childlike pleasure of doing
something familiar in an improbable,
almost secret place. Or maybe it was
self-congratulation at having ventured
into sch a dangerous, out-of-the-way
spot. The crowd was starting to thin as



people drifted to their seats. I looked at
my watch. Twenty-two minutes past. I
wasn't going to be stood up, was 1? But
there he was, puffing a little as he caught
sight of me and did that rather pathetic
attempt at a slow-motion jog to show
that he was ina hurry. "I'm not late, am
[?" Oban said, looking round sheepishly.
"We've got a few minutes. Can I get you
a drink?" He perked up. "Is there a bar
here?" he asked. I held up my beer in
495 response. "Double Scotch." I fought
my way through the crowd. By the time
I'd got it for him a bell had rung. "We'll
need to be fairly quick," I said, giving
him the drink. He swallowed it in a
single gulp. "I needed that," he said
hoarsely. "I'm not used to this sort of



thing." "Nor am I," I protested. "I haven't
been to the theater for months, years. I
thought it would be a good thing to come
to this. A sort of celebration." Oban
looked dubious. "The last time I went
was in about 1985. It was some sort of
musical. On roller skates. I never felt the
need to go again. What's this one about?"
I looked at my program. "I don't know," 1
said. "It's something to do with the
history ofthis area." Oban looked
wistfully into his empty glass. "I didn't
know there was any history, apart from
criminality." A voice came over the
sound system tellingus that the
performance was about to begin. We
went into take our seats, except that it
turned out that there weren't any seats.



Market Day wasn't a normal play, any
more than the Sugarhouse was a normal
theater. It was more like wandering
around an indoor carnival. There were
jugglers, clowns, performers on stilts,
people on soapboxes giving speeches.
There were children playing games,
singing and shouting. There were
stylized sketches performed by people of
different ages in costumes they got out of
a chest in the middle of the arena. The
action happened all over the place,
sometimes at the same time, and you had
to wander around trying to catch what
you could. At first I was irritated,
tantalized by the feeling that I was
missing something important on the other
side of the hall, but after a bit I relaxed



and treated it like a walk through an
exotic foreign city. Oban grumbled at
first about there not being a proper story
but he was suddenly pulled out of the
crowd by a rather beautiful young female
magician. She asked him his name and
what he did and there was a big laugh
when he confessed to being a policeman.
He  wentvery red and then got
wonderfully startled when she found an
egg in his inside jacket pocket. I loved
it, and I loved it partly because in a
strange way it freed me to think. I gazed
withimmense pleasure at the man
walking across the wire above us but at
the same time my 497 head was buzzing
as I remembered all I'd been through in
the last month. I went over it and tried to



assemble it in some kind of order and of
course it wouldn't go. But for the first
time, in the middle of a happy crowd, it
didn't seem to matter so very much. In
the interval the performers didn't
disappear into theirthe changing rooms
but wandered through the crowd
introducing themselves and chatting.
Oban and I talked to one of the jugglers,
an accordion playerand a group of
children who went to the local primary
school. Oban suggested in a hopeful tone
that we go and talk to the young woman
behind the bar, so we walked out into
the "foyer," which was really just
another section of the old warehouse.
Oban bought me agin and tonic and
another double scotch for himself. The



girl who served must have been a
teenager. She had hair cut quite short and
bleached. She had rings all round her
ears, in her nose and through her lower
lip. I asked her how long she'd been
working here. "A few weeks," she said.
"Are you from around here?" I asked. "I
s'pose," she said. "It must be good to
have a place like this in the area." "I
s'pose," she said, and then someone
behind me ordered a bottle of Mexican
beer from her rather crossly and we
moved away. "Cheers," I said to Oban,
and we clinked glasses. "Clearly Gabe
is doing his bit for local people. It seems
as if this theater is a bit like Will Pavic's
hostel." Oban sipped his drink with a
murmur of pleasure. "I think he's doing a



bit better than Will Pavic," he said.
"This isn't exactly my sort of show. I
prefer a good story. I couldn't follow
most of it. But I can see that it's a clever
bit of work. Hello, look who's here." He
nodded at something and I looked round
andsaw Gabe Teale in conversation
with a seriously trendy-looking couple.
"Let's go over," I said. "He looks busy."
"Then we'll interrupt him." We pushed
our way through the crowd and I nudged
Gabriel's arm. He looked round and
gave a start, as well he might. "Surprise,
surprise," I said. "Indeed," he said. 499
He introduced us to the two people he
was talking to. I didn't catch their names
but it didn't matter because, with a
slightly curious look at us, they drifted



away toward another group of people
who looked as if they, too, were in the
know. "You didn't think we were the
cultural types," 1 said. He looked at us
with genuine confusion. Did he think we
were a couple? What was it about me?
Was there anybody in the world so
weird that if they were standing next to
me people wouldn't assume [ was going
out with them? "Well ..." he began. "It's
fantastic," I said. "I hadn't realized this
was such a huge set-up. And this
amazing show. And employing these
local people." 1 was babbling. Stop
babbling, Kit. "It's not just me," he said.
"I'm just the artistic director. There's a
board of directors and various other
people." "Don't be modest," I said. "Is



Bryony here?" "She doesn't work here,"
he said. "She's at home. She's still not
very well." There was a moment of
silence. "So," 1 said, "you've probably
got things to see to." "Yes," he said.
"There are a couple ofthings." We
shook hands formally in one of those
curious goodbyes that aren't very
momentous. It wasn'texactly as if
Gabriel and Bryony were emigrating. He
would be working in the area, I would
be living in the area, and yet, London
being London, we would probably never
meet again. When he was gone, Oban
gave me a smile."You look very
cheerful," I said. "I am. I've spent about
an hour and a halfwith you and you
haven't told me that I've been all wrong



about everything." I couldn't suppress a
smile. "I was working my way to that," |
said. The bell rang for the second half. |
took a sip. "You know, I'm feeling quite
cheerful as well. It's been anice
evening. I've got out of the house.
Trouble is, when I'm feeling cheerful,
that's when 1 startworrying. I'm a
Puritan, you see. Ibelieve that people
are only happy when there's something
that they don't know about." "You're
never going to be happy with that 501
attitude," Oban said. "People keep
telling me that. I just want to say one
thing and then I'll shut up. I know we
should be pleased with ourselves, job
well done and all that, but things keep
nagging away at me--you know like



when youbuy a shirt and, however
careful you are, there's always a pin left
over that sticks into y." Oban looked
baffled. "Is that the one thing you wanted
to say? About shirts?" "No, listen.
Michael Doll was found dead with these
trophies." "There's no problem with that,
is there? You're the one who knows
about these men. Murderers keep
trophies, don't they?" "They do," I
agreed. "It's absolutely standard. They
do it to maintain power over their
victims, to relive the experience.
Obviously these aren't normal trophies.
The feeding cup belonged to the little
girl, who wasn't his victim." "Yes, but
it's still a trophy, isn't it? It was the
reminder that he killed her mother. And



for all thatwe know there could be
something else that belonged to Philippa
Burton in that rubbish dump he lived in."
"You're right," I said. "And in the same
way, the leather pouch he got from
Bryony wasn't a normal trophy. For a
start, she wasn't dead." "He grabbed it
during the struggle and kept it. Handy as
well. It had the key to Bryony Teale's
house. He could have made use of it."
"Yes," 1 said. "So I'm just going to
mention two loose ends and then we'll
go and look at the play and that will be
the end of it. We're now assuming that it
was Michael Doll who was attacking
Bryony on the towpath. That would
certainly deal with the coincidence of
him being on the scene. But what about



the other man?" "I've thought about that,"
said Oban, taking another sip of his
drink. "We were looking at it from the
wrong angle. Instead of Terence Mack
and Mickey Doll rescuing Bryony from
unknown man, we have Terence Mack
and unknown man rescuing Bryony from
Mickey Doll. We knew that the different
accounts were totally hopeless anyway,
so it's not surprising that Mack and
Bryony didn't realize what was going
on." "And this unknown hero ran away
because he was too modest to take all
the credit?" "There are plenty of people
who don't 503 want to meet the police,
even as a witness. Maybe he was
carrying drugs, something like that." "All
right," I said. "Last question. What about



Philippa Burton's list? What about the
phone calls to the hostel?" Oban drained
his glass and placed it on the bar. "The
first thing is that we don't need to know.
When a murderer dies before being
tried, there are always details you never
recover. It could be anything. Maybe ...
maybe ..." he castaround his... maybe
Bryony took a photograph of Lianne, and

. and Philippa saw it in an exhibition
and wanted to get a copy of it and ..."
"Bryony said she didn't know either of
them, and why would she want to phone
the hostel? And why would that make
Michael Doll kill them all?" "That was
just off the top of my head," Oban said, a
little irritably. "Given time I could come
up with something better." "Doesn't it



worry you?" "What worries me is the
half-dozen or so murders I've worked on
where we never found anybody at all. I
think of those every evening before I go
to sleep. About once a year I dig out the
old files and I wonder if we missed
anything or if something new has been
developed that we cantry on it. This
case is closed. That's what makes me
happy. I don't mind a few gaps.
Remember, reality is cleverer than we
are. You can't expect to understand it
all."1 wanted to say more but I'd
promised and, besides, a brass band was
striking up inside.

41

Lottie and Megan were playing an



intricate, unintelligible game on the
grass. An hour earlier I had given a
bright purple floppy dinosaur to Lottie
and a red and white floppy snail to
Megan, and both featured prominently in
their game. I had given a green and blue
floppy crab to Amy and she was rolling
down the hill and trying to encourage the
crab to roll with her. Behind them was
London, looking pleasantly hazy in this
hot afternoon from high on Primrose
Hill. I was lying on a rug, propped up on
a nelbow. I took another sip of cold
white wine. 505 "I want to hear all about
it," Poppy said. "Of course, Seb has told
me some ..." She glanced over at Megan
and then at Amy. "Megan, stop that! Stop
it now or I'll take it away from you. But



Seb's  version is probably rather
different from yours." Her tone was dry.
I lay back on the rug. "I don't know if I
can tell  itcoherently,” 1 said.
"Especially on an afternoon like this,
with two glasses of white wine already
coursing round in my blood." It was an
all-female picnic. Three girls playing on
the grass, while two mothers and one
non-mother sat on the rug. The other
mother was Ginny, an old friend of
Poppy. The fathers were elsewhere.
Ginny's husband was playing cricket -
comsomewhere in the Home Counties,
she said--and Seb was in a television
studio somewhere in frontof us in
central London. "What's he talking about
now?" I asked. "Still the Philippa Burton



case?" "I think so. He's plugging this
book he's nearly finished." "About the
case? That's amazingly quick." "He was
writing it as it went." "Is everything all
right between you now?" "Not really."
She glanced over at the girls again. "But
[ can't talk about it now." "Of course.
Later." "About the book--actually, you'll
be really flattered. Guess why?" I took a
sip of wine. "I don't know," I said.
"Why?" "He partly got the idea from that
bedtime story youtold the girls when
you came round for dinner a few months
ago. Kept them awake for about a month.
Something about a castle, wasn't it?"
"What's the book called?" "The Red
Room, I think. Could that be it?" "Yes, it
could be. It was a nightmare 1 was



having. That's what it was about." "Oh, I
see. Seb must have talked to you about
it." I didn't reply because for the moment
I was drenched, smothered, plunged in
self-pity. I had been slashed in the face
and had a nightmare that had haunted me.
And now I felt as if I had been mugged
and my nightmare, my own 507 personal
private nightmare, had been stolen from
me. | drained my glass and then I
thought, So fucking what? Who cares?
Scattered around the blanket were
sandwiches, fruit, fizzy drinks and some
things I'd grabbed during a swoop on a
supermarket: plastic tubs of hummus and
taramasalata, pita bread, olives,
breadsticks, miniature pork pies, baby
carrots, chopped cauliflower. I prodded



the tip of a baby carrot into some pink-
colored dip and  nibbled it
experimentally. I felt numb--almost
pleasantly so--as Ilay and nibbled,
sipped, chatted, but I could see that the
attention of the other two women was
always incomplete. Whether they were
telling me something urgent, or crunching
on a floret of cauliflower, they would
always be glancing around or looking
over my shoulder in search of the little
girls. At one point I murmured something
intended to be reassuring about how they
were only a few yards away, and Ginny
immediately responded with a story of a
friend of a friend who had left a three-
year-old unattended for just two or three
minutes in a garden with a little pond



that was hardly more than an inch deep.
Well, you can imagine the rest. Ginny
w a sa comfy-looking dark-haired
woman with a lovely laugh. She was
such a motherly mother, I wondered who
she was before having Lottie. Someone
like me, probably, thinking she was all
right as she was. I lay back and closed
my eyes. Close to my ear, Poppy shouted
for the girls to come and have their lunch
right now and I mean right now. There
was ascramble of small bodies and
screams because someone had arrived at
the blanket without waiting for someone
else and I suddenly felt a shock of cold
on my jeans. I sat up with a yell and saw
the wine bottle had been tipped over on
to me by Megan as she clambered across



toward the chicken drumsticks. When
she saw what she had done, her howls
drowned even those of her little sister.
Poppy took her in her arms. "That's
absolutely all right, Megan, my darling.
Don't cry. It doesn't matter at all, does
it? Kit, could you tell Megan that it
doesn't  matter?" "It doesn't matter,
Megan," 1 said obediently. "I'm sorry,
Kit, Poppy said, "but Megan gets
ridiculously upset by these things." 509
By this time Megan seemed already to
have recovered her spirits and was
gnawing at a piece of chicken.
"Anyway," said Ginny cheerfully, "white
wine doesn't stain. In fact, it's what you
use for getting red wine stains out, isn't
1t?" "It's just a bit wet," I said, dabbing



at it with a sheet of kitchen roll. I felt
that it was me who should be saying it
didn't matter, rather than them. "God,"
laughed Poppy, "you should be grateful
it's just wine. You couldn't begin to
imagine the stains I've had on my
clothes." I smiled, with only a small hint
of strain, and filled my glass again. "You
know," said Ginny, "I think lots of
mothers have been particularly affected
by your murders." "Hardly mine," I
objected. "That poor little girl whose
mother was snatched away while she
was playing in the playground. I've
hardly let Lottie out of my sight ever
since it happened. I know it's irrational."
I murmured assent. "Didn't it get you
down terribly, Kit? Didn't you find it



unbearable?" I placed my wineglass on
the rug, thenthought better of it and
picked it up again. "I don't know if that's
the right word," I said. "It made me feel
sad." "Speaking for myself, I feel safer,
anyway, now that the person who did it
isn't around anymore. I saw the detective
on telly. He was being so nice about
you." I looked at the little girls. Amy had
reached the pudding course. She was
supposedly eating a chocolate muffin but
this involved so much mashing up of the
muffin, so much smearing of it over her
face and such a vast spillage of crumbs
onto the blanket that it was difficult to
believe any of ithad ended up in her
mouth. "It wasn't as satisfying as you
might think," I said. "This man--he was



called Michael Doll--he was just found
dead--was "Killed by vigilantes," Poppy
interrupted. "Obviously [ wouldn't
defend something like that," said Ginny.
"But I must admit when I read about it,
my first thought was, Great." She pulled
Lottie close to her and hugged her. "It
may be rough justice, but there's a man
who won't do harm again." 511 "Or
good," T added. "But you must know all
about him," Poppy said, inan
encouraging tone, sensing my distress.
"I'd met him." "Ugh," said Ginny.
"Creepy. What was he like?" "He .was
creepy,” I said. "He was very disturbed,
he was repulsive in many ways, a bit
pathetic." "But what's it like having
known somebody who's done these



terrible things?" Poppy asked. "I'm not
sure," I said. "You should ask Seb. But I
didn't think he had done the murders.
And he died before things were properly
sorted  out." "But there was solid
evidence. The police said so." "That's
right. There was solid evidence. Lots of
evidence. Unfortunately it doesn't really
fit together very well. But you don't want
to hear about that." I looked at them.
They really didn't want to hear about it.
The girls, who had wandered away, had
come back now and were demanding
attention. The two mothers were tied to
their children as if by steel wires, their
faces jerking round ceaselessly. Had
they fallen over? Had they run away?
were they being too noisy? were they



being too quiet? Had they been
murdered? I thought of little Emily in the
playground, digging in the sandpit while
her mother was seized and taken away
and beaten to death. Icreated the
scenario in my mind as [ had so many
hundreds of times before and played
through it with Michael Doll in the role
of the psychopathic killer. That was it. I
jumped to my feet. "Where are you
going?" asked Poppy. "You look as if
you've seen a ghost." "Maybe I have.
Sorry. Got to rush. Something ..." "Can |
look at the sun?" said Megan. "No,"
cried Poppy. "You must never ever ever
look at the sun." "Why not?" said Megan.
"It'1l burn your eyes." "If I close my

"

eyes." She closed her eyes. "Is it all



right if I close my eyes?" "I suppose so.
But you can't see anything." "It's not
dark," said Megan. "It's red. Where's the
red from?" 513"l don't know," said
Poppy. "I suppose it's the blood in your
eyelids." "Blood?" said Megan.
"Yippee. I'm looking at my blood. Let's
all look atour blood." And the little
girls staggered blindly around on the
sunny green hillside looking at their
blood while I ran from them as if I was
being pursued.

42

I was breathless when I arrived back at
my flat, and my head buzzed with the
white wine and thesun, but I
immediately picked up the phone and



called Oban. He was out somewhere. I
could hear traffic, people talking. "Are
you busy?" Iasked."It's the weekend,
Kit," he said. "What is 1t? Want to take
me to the opera?" "I wanted to alert you
that I'm going to see the little girl, Emily
Burton." "What?" "You know, Philippa
Burton's daughter." "I know who she
fucking is. That ... that ..." He seemed to
be gasping for breath. "That is sucha
bad idea." "There's just one question I've
got to ask"'"Kit, Kit," he said
soothingly, as if he were trying to talk
me off a window-ledge, "there's always
one more question. Think of what you're
doing. You'll stir up that poor family all
over again. You'll drive yourself crazy.
You'll drive me crazy. Just leave it." "I



wanted to ask if you thought a police
officer should come along with me."
"No, definitely not. The case is closed.
This is a free country. You can call on
anybody you like but it's nothing to do
with us. Honestly, Kit, I like you but you
need something, I don't know what it is--
was And the line went dead. 1 don't
know whether Oban had walked into a
tunnel or just given up in despair. A
tape-recorder. That was what I needed. I
had one somewhere. A few minutes'
rummaging produced a tatty little
cassette player from the bottom of a
cupboard and then, in a drawer of old
plugs, rubber bands, pens without caps
and a huge daisy chain of paper-clips, |
found a dusty cassette tape, a party tape



from when I was at college. That 515
would do. I phoned the house. A woman
answered. "Hello. Is that Pam Vere?"
"Yes." "This is Kit Quinn. Do you
remember? I'm the--was "Yes. 1
remember." "I wondered if I could come
and spend a few minutes with Emily."
"She's not here at the moment." "Could I
come later?" "But I thought it was over."
"I just want to dot some I's, cross some
T's. And I wanted to see how Emily is."
"She seems to be all right. She's happy
with friends. And an au pair has started."
"Can I come? I'll be five minutes." "I
don't want to be difficult, but is it really
necessary?" "I'd be very grateful," I said
firmly, unrelentingly. There was a pause.
"She'll be back at just past four. Maybe



you could talk to her before she has tea."
"I'll be there."

It was more formal than before. I had
arrived before Emily and I found a spot
in the kitchen where I could plug in my
tape-recorder. Neurotically I tested it a
couple of times, saying one-two, one-
two into x and playing it back. The
second time [ suddenly wasn't sure
whether it was the first one-two or the
second, so I did it again saying A-B-C-
D, for want of anything better. Emily
burst into the room like a little chattering
gremlin in paint-spattered red dungarees,
a blond au pair running to keep up with
her. She looked so happy. Suddenly I
pictured her in five years' time, with no



surviving memory of her mother, nothing
that could be disentangled from
snapshots and half made-up stories told
to her about Philippa by others. She ran
forward and hugged her grandmother's
knees. When she saw me, she fell silent.
I walked over and knelt down beside
her. "Remember me?" 1 said. She shook
her head solemnly and looked away.
"I've got something to show you." She
had just been getting ready to be shy but
inher interest she forgot. She gave me
517 her hand and we walked over to the
kitchen table and my tape-recorder. Pam
sat opposite us, watchful. "Look at this,"
I said. "What?" she said. I pressed the
"record" button. "Say something." "Don't
want to say something." "What do you do



at play-school?" "I do anything," she
said firmly. I switched it off, rewound
and played the tape back. Her mouth fell
open in amazement. "Do it again," she
said. "All right." I pressed the "record"
button. I sat very close to her. I could
smell soap and paint. "Well," I said, "so
what shall we talkabout?" Emily
crinkled her nose and giggled. "Dunno,"
she said. "That's your mark," she said,
pointing at my face. "That's right," I said.
"See? You remember." "Does it hurt?"
"Not so much," I said. "It's got better."
"Can 1 feel 1t?""All right." I leaned
forward and Emily stretched out a
stubby forefinger. She traced a stinging,
itching progress from near my ear, down
my cheek to the edge of my jaw. No pain



now. "When we talked before," I said,
"you were playing with your friend and
we talked about the playground. You
were playing in the playground when
your mummy wentaway. Do you
remember that?" "Yeah," she said. "Lots
of people talked to you about that, didn't
they?" 1 said. "Pleecemen,”" she said.
"That's right,” 1 said. "And those
policemen and comwomen, they asked
you if you had seen your mummy go
away with somebody and you said you
hadn't." Emily was scratching on the
table. I could feel I was losing her. The
tiny attention span of a nearly-four-year-
old was almost at an end. I looked at the
tape-recorder. The spools were rotating.
I had come here with just one shot in my



gun. [ would fire it, and if nothing came
of it, that really would be it. I would say
goodbye politely, go home and return to
those 519 bits of my life I had neglected
for toolong. I put out my hand and
enfolded Emily's own tiny, warm, sticky
hand. I gave a little squeeze to attract her
attention. She looked at me. "I don't want
to ask you about that, Emily. I want to
ask you about something different. Could
youtell me about the nice woman?"
"What?" Emily said. "What are you ...?"
Pam said. "Sssh," 1 said abruptly,
holding up my hand. "Emily, what did
she give you?" "Nuffing." "Nothing?" "A
lolly." "That's nice," I said. I could feel
the thump of my heart all over my body,
even in my head. "What did she do? Did



she push you on the swing?" "A bit. She
took me to the sand." I tried to picture
the playground. Yes, of course. The
sandpit was the furthest point from the
railings where Philippa had been
standing, watching her daughter. "That's
fun," I said. "And then she went away.
She left you there?" "Dunno." "What did
the lady look like?" "I'm bo-ored,"
Emily said loudly. "Was she big?" "Bo-
or-or-ored." "That's lovely, Emily," I
said. "Thank you very much." I gave her
a hug. She wrestled herself free and ran
to the door and out into the garden. I
switched off the tape-machine. I looked
over at Pam. She seemed lost in
distressing thought. "But ..." she said. "It
was that man. What was she ...?" I had



been intending just to get up and leave,
but I owed her something. "I should have
thought of it ages ago," I said. "You can
abduct a woman on a dark night, ina
lonely place, without too much fuss. You
can doit in a crowded place as well,
though it takes a bit more care. But you
can't trick a mother into leaving her child
alone, not even in a playground, not even
for a single minute. There'd have to be
somebody to look after the child. That's
what I suddenly thought. And I guessed it
would have 521to be a woman. And
Emily always said her mother was
coming back, didn't she?" Pam nodded,
staring at me. "Because that's probably
the last thing Philippa said to her. She
would have said something like, "Don't



worry, ['ll be back soon," and Emily's
still  waiting." I unplugged the tape-
recorder then stood up, clutching it to my
chest as if someone was going to try to
steal it from me. "I've got to go," I said.
"So he had an accomplice," Pam said. I
shook my head. "I knew Michael Doll," 1
said. "I don't think he was on genuine
speaking terms with a single woman."
Except me, I thought to myself. Andwitha
pang I left her sitting at the kitchen table,
with her hands folded as if she was

praying.
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I rang the Tyndale Center for Young
People on my mobile when I was just a
few minutes down the road. When the



woman who answered the phone said
that Will wasn't there, I drove the rest of
the way, parked right outside and rang
the doorbell. "Is Sylvia here, by any
chance?" 1 asked the young woman on
duty, who had cropped hair, a spider-
web tattoo on her cheek and who didn't
look much older than the residents.
"Nope." The spider-web moved and
stretched when she spoke. "Are you
expecting her?" "Couldn't say." "Do you
have any idea where I might find her?"
"Couldn't say." She took a cigarette from
behind her ear and stuck it between her
lips. "Confidential," she said. She lit the
cigarette. "Oh. Of course. If you do see
her, could you tell her that Kit Quinn
wanted to ask her something? I'll write



down my phone numbers." The young
woman didn't answer, just looked at me
suspiciously. "She knows me," I added. |
pulled my notepad out of my bag, jotted
down the numbers on a page and handed
it over. She put it on the front desk
without looking at it. I had little hope she
would do anything about it. "Thanks
anyway, and sorry to bother you." But as
I turned to leave, with no idea of where
to try next, a voice piped up, "You 523
could try the fair." I turned to see a boy
squatting by the front door. He looked
about ten, except he had a cigarette in the
corner of his mouth and was playing
with a flick-knife. "The fair? The one on
Bibury Common?" I'd passed it on my
way, feeling a tremor of nostalgia for the



days when I'd loved the swoop and
sickening fall of high rides, the tacky
fluffy toys and giant plastic hammers you
won when you shot all the targets down
with a misaligned air rifle. "Yup." He
hesitated. "Could you lend me a couple
of fags, miss?" "Sorry, I don't smoke."
"Money, then." He put his hands together
in a self-mocking gesture of pleading. |
slid a glance at the girl on duty then
passed over some coins. "Cool!
Thanks."

Evening was drawing in, and the fair
was just getting going. Men in leather
jackets, with oiled-back hair and manky
teeth, were tightening things with
spanners. The big dipper was circling



slowly round through the dusk, though its
chairs were all unoccupied. There was a
helter-skelter, a merry-go-round of
teacups, one of animals, the dodgem cars
watched over by lean young men in tight
jeans who were chewing gum, a haunted
castle, a rickety-looking hall of mirrors
whose last segment was being wheeled
into place, stalls where you had to toss
hoops over bottles and win dolphins,
stalls where you could win bags of
licorice allsorts and nasty vases if you
threw a dart into the bull's-eye, vans
selling greasy burgers and fat orange
sausages. And there was mud, squelchy
brown mud, liquid streams of mud
where the caravans had churned ruts;
mud everywhere. I looked around for



Sylvia. People were just beginning to
arrive. Tinny music was starting to play.
A helium balloon, let loose from the
grasp of a howling toddler, floated up
into the sky. The smell of frying and of
cigarette smoke filled the air. Perhaps
she wasn't here. I picked my way through
the mud, staring at the knots of people,
and was thinking of giving up when I
saw her. She was climbing into a
dodgem car with a boy of about sixteen.
As they sat down, he put his arm around
her shoulders but she pushed it away
525 contemptuously. Her hair was tied
into ridiculous bunches, and she looked
much younger than I'd remembered her,
and happy, as if she hadn't a care in the
world. I watched her as she bumped her



way round the circuit, screeching in
pretend fear when she was smashed into,
whooping when she wrenched her car
round to hit someone else. When she
climbed out, I went to meet her. "Hello,
Sylvia." "Hi." She didn't seem in the
least surprised to see me there. "l was
looking for you." "Yeah?" "I wanted to
ask you something. But I don't want to
interrupt your evening, so if you'd prefer,
we could meet after." "It's OK. I haven't
any money anyway. I'll see you around,
Robbie," she said, dismissively, to the
boy by her side, who slouched off, his
long flappy trousers dragging in the mud.
"Do you want something to eat? Or
drink?" "I don't mind." "What about ...?"
"OK. A burger with fried onions and



ketchup, some chips and a Coke." We
walked over to one of the vans, where I
gotthe food. "There's a bench over
there, where we can talk," I said. "Sure,"
she said, amiably. She didn't seem
curious, but she was certainly hungry.
She had eaten most of her food by the
time we satdown. There was grease
running down her chin and ketchup on
her lips. She dragged her sleeve across
her face and sighed. "There was just
something I thought you might be able to
help me with," I began. "About Lianne?"
"Kind of. Well, about Daisy as well.
Lianne's friend." "Sure. The one who
topped herself." "Yes. Did you know her
well?" "Saw her around. Hung around
with her sometimes. You know. Same



crowd." "Do you know if Will Pavic
knew  her?" "Probably. I mean, he
would, wouldn't he?" Her gaze
wandered off. "Could I get some
candyfloss  too?" "Definitely. In a
minute. This 1s a difficult question,
Sylvia, but do you know 527 -comd you
have any idea if Will Pavic ever, well,
got involved with any of the young
people in his care?" "Involved?" she
repeated, as if it was a foreign word.
"Yes. If he had sexual relationships with
any of them." "Oh, fucked them, you
mean?" She giggled and patted me kindly
on the shoulder. ""Sexual
relationships,"" she said, mimicking my
voice. "Did he?" "Got a fag?" "No."
"Oh, well." She pulled her own



cigarettes out of her jeans pocket and lit
one. "Don't think so." "Are you sure?"
"Sure? Course not. You can never be
sure about things like that, can you? Just,
not that I know of." She wrinkled her
little nose and puffed away. "He's not a
toucher, though." "A toucher?" "Some of
them put their hand on your shoulder, on
your knee, pat you when they're talking
to you. Ugh!" She shuddered. "Creeps,
as 1f we don't know what they're doing.
Will doesn't do that. He keeps his
distance." "OK. What about Gabriel
Teale? Did Daisy ever mention his
name?" "Gabriel? What kind of stupid
name 1s that for a man? Never heard of
him." "He runs the Sugarhouse." "Oh,
that. I know that, of course." "Did Daisy



ever go there?" I asked, tryingto keep
the urgency out of my voice. "Sure.
Loads of us have been there. Not me.
Not my thing. Daisy did, definite. She
had to learn how to do cartwheels." She
smiled. "She was brilliant at them by the
end. She could do it completely straight,
lots in a row. She used to cartwheel into
rooms." Excitement prickled up and
down my spine.l pulled the theater
program out of my bag and turned to the
back of it. "You know when we first
met, you said that someone was asking
questions about Lianne? Is that the man?"
I put my finger on the photograph of
Gabe. She glanced at it. "No way!" She
giggled. "The person who was after
Lianne was a woman." 5291 stopped



dead in my tracks. "You never said that,"
I managed. "You never asked." I pulled
Bryony's picture from my bag. "Was it
her, then?" Sylvia squinted in the half-
light. "Nope," she said. "You're sure?"
"Sure. They're nothing like. The woman I
saw was blond for a start." In a daze, I
pulled out another photograph. "Like
this?" "Yeah. Yeah, that's the one. I'm
certain. She was snooping around,
asking things in her hoity-toity accent.
Who is she?" I looked down at the face,
touched it softly with a finger. "A
woman called Philippa Burton."
"Philippa Burton." Sylvia looked at the
photograph and a shadow passed across
her face, a kind of hardness. "Did she
kill Lianne, then?" "No," I said. Then: "I



don't know." "You look funny, are you
111?" "No. I'm just confused, Sylvia. Do
youwant your candyfloss now?" "Are
you having one too?" "No." "Why not?
Let yourself go, why don't you?" She
turned her shrewd, delicate face to me
and looked at me assessingly. "You want
to relax." A curious feeling of
lightheadedness  took over. "OK. T'll
have a giant pink candyfloss." "Cool.
And then we'll go on that." She pointed
toward the Tilt-A-Whirl, which was
spinning round so fast that I could only
just make out the faces of the yelling
passengers. "['ll think about it." "Don't
think. Come on."

I ate the candyfloss. It fizzed against my



teeth, stuck in my hair and melted on my
cheek. Then Sylvia and I climbed into
the Tilt-A-Whirl. "I don't want to do
this." Sylvia giggled. The car started to
move, slowly at first, but then faster,
faster, and each car was whirling round
in its own dizzying 531 circle as well. I
tried to say something, but my cheek
muscles seemed to have gone slack. The
worldwas a hurtling blur. The
centrifugal force pinned me back against
the seat; my stomach was somewhere
else, my sticky hair whipped against my
face."Fuck," 1 managed to gasp.
"Scream," said Sylvia, in my ear.
"Scream your heart out." I tipped my
head back and I opened my mouth. I
screamed, until I could hear my scream



ripping above everyone else's. [
screamed my heart out.

44

There was more fumbling with my tape-
recorder, which became worse under the
skeptical, snorting, frankly disapproving
gaze of Detective Inspector Guy Furth,
and the disappointed and embarrassed
one of Detective Chief Inspector Oban.
They were two men with their minds on
other things, new cases, who were
confronted with an obsessed woman
who wouldn't let go. Worse than that, it
was a woman who was crouched under
a table in Oban's office trying and failing
to fit a simple plug into a socket. I
cursed silently and then loudly. A plug



was a fucking plug, wasn't 1t? I finally
managed it and positioned the machine
on Oban's desk. "You'll have to listen
carefully," I said. "The recording isn't
brilliant quality. I did it on an old tape I
found at the back of a drawer and I think
it's a bit past its best." The two
detectives exchanged glances as I
pressed the "play" button. It was a little
embarrassing, because I hadn't rewound
it properly and the tape began with me
saying one two, one two, and then the
alphabet. I looked at Oban. He was
biting his lip as if he was trying to stop
himself laughing. It didn't get much
better. There was the seemingly endless
prattling between me and Emily about
her play-school and my injury. Oban



was shifting impatiently in his seat.
"Was it hailing when you did the
interview?" Furth asked, with a curl of
his lip. "There's a sort of crackle on the
tape, I know," 1 admitted. "Sorry about
all this butl wanted you to hear the
whole thing so that you 533 got the
context." He muttered something under
his breath. "What was that?" I asked.
"Nothing," he said. I switched off the
tape and rewound it a bit. "For God's
sake," he cried, "we're notgoing to
listen to it again, are we?" "I want to
make sure you don't miss anything." He
groaned. As the conversation moved on
to the events in the playground, he gave a
frown of concentration. Suddenly Emily
was saying she was bored, there was a



click and a crackle and there we were in
the middle of "Hotel California"--it had
been a party tape in the mid-eighties.
The two men grinned. "I like this bit,"
said Furth. "Better sound quality as
well." "So what do you think?" I said
impatiently. "Play it again," said Oban.
"Just the last bit," he added hastily. With
a bit of trial and error I rewound the tape
and played Emily's responses about the
woman. Before the end, he leaned over
and switched it off himself. He sat back
with a look ofdiscomfort. "Well?" I
said. He was looking out of the window
as if he had justnoticed something
fascinating that required his full
attention. He glanced round as if he was
surprised I was still here. "Sorry," he



said. "I was just thinking of a few weeks
ago when we were playing you a tape.
Funny how things work out." "Not
really," I said. "What do you want me to
say?" he said. I already had that queasy
feeling that things weren't going my way.
"I'm not sure I wanted youto say
anything," 1 said. "I thought you might
jump up in the air and get excited."
"What should I get excited about?" I
looked at both of them. Furth's
expression was oddly kind, which made
me feel worse. "Are you not hearing
what I'm hearing? We should have
thought of this ages ago. People don't
grab mothers while they're supervising
their children with lots of other people
around. There was a woman involved, a



woman who spent a few minutes with
Emily while Philippa Burton was lured
away to the car where she was killed."
535 "I don't hear that," said Oban. "What
do you hear?" He gave a dismissive
sniff. "I hear leading questions being put
to a three-year-old girl who's giving
vague answers. [ mean "the nice
woman," what's that? That could be any
woman in the past year who bought her a
lolly." "So you don't believe Emily."
"For a start, as you know, that tape
would be totally inadmissible as
evidence. I also think it's bullshit. I'm
sorry, Kit, but I think you've got carried
away and you're starting to waste my
time." "So you're not going to consider
the possibility thata woman was



involved?" "Do you have one in mind?"
"Yes." "Who?" "Bryony Teale." "You
what?" "You can kick me out in five
minutes but listen to me."

"And did he listen?" said Julie, sipping
at her drink. We were sitting in a new
bar in Soho called Bar Nothing.
Apparently hard edges and straight lines
were out. This was all pastel sofas and
large cushions on the floor. We were
sitting at the bar. It wasn't actually soft.
It couldn't be soft. Your drinks would
fall over. But even that had a gently
swirling curve. I had met Julie in the
early evening and Ihad shouted and
raged and metaphorically headbutted the
wall, so she insisted that the only



solution was for us to dress up and go
out on the town together. She'd put on
and looked wonderful in yet another of
my dresses, a black one with chiffon
sleeves. 1 was wearing my special
figure-hugging pink dress that was part
of a fantasy of being the subject of one of
those blues songs in which the singer
complains about having been lured away
from home by a devil woman. I sort of
hoped someone would come up to the
two of us and tell us we were violating
city ordinances. | think I immediately
embarrassed  Julie by ordering two
margaritas, which is probably a bit
nineties, if not eighties, but I needed
something quick. "You know, pink is
your color," said 537 Julie, as we took



our first sips. "It goes with your gray
eyes, somehow." "Goes with my scar."
"Don't say that," she said. "I think I'm
getting better," I said. "I used to talk
about the Phantom of the Opera, didn't I?
I don't worry about people feeling that
anymore. Now I think they probably just
assume I had some cosmetic surgery that
went wrong." Julie didn't reply. Instead
she touched my face, tipping it so she
could see the side fully in the light. She
scrutinized it as if she were assessing an
ornament in my flat. Ithought of little
Emily running her finger down the scar.
Her inspection finished, Julie smiled. "It
looks like something that tells a story."
"The only story that scar tells is how
little time he had." Julie flinched and I



apologized. We ordered another drink
each and I steered the conversation on to
her. She talked about travels, about
terrible men and a couple of nice men,
and about her plans and suddenly she
asked me if I wanted to go along and I
horrified myself by thinking, Well, why
not? Why not just drop everything and
go? Toward the end of my second drink |
thought, Why not drop everything and go
that very evening? We found a table and
ordered a couple of salads and a bottle
of wine, but suddenly this didn't seem
enough. I felt a craving for red meat. |
thought I even saw Julie blanch when it
arrived, thin slices of raw beef with
shavings of Parmesan, drizzled with
olive oil and lemon juice. "I know I'm a



carnivore," she said. "But I think I prefer
it when the meat goes a nice brown
color." I tried to keep the conversation
to Julie and her life and times, I really
did, but it was no good. I was like an
unstable smoking volcano and while we
were still picking at our salads the
volcano erupted and started giving her
an animated account of the last couple of
days. "Yes. Oban did listen," I said, our
glasses full once more, "I mean, he heard
what [ was saying. That's the expression,
isn'tit? He heard me out. Then it was
just, the case is closed, don't waste our
time, don't make us think that life 1s more
complicated than we thought, don't make
us do our job properly." 539 I stopped
and laughed. I had caught myself actually



jabbing my finger fiercely at Julie. She
had moved away slightly to avoid being
stabbed by it. "It's not me," she said,
laughing as well. "You don't have to
convince me. Well, you do. I must admit
I don't understand what you're on about.
Are you saying that nice photographer
woman was helping that weirdo Doll
murder people?" "No, no, Doll had
nothing to do with it. She was helping
her husband, Gabriel." Julie took another
sip of red wine. "I dunno," she said. "I
should have been asking you about this
three drinks ago at least. I mean, these
are nice people. He works for a theater.
Why would they kill those women?"
"And Doll as well." "What do you
mean? That was done by those



vigilantes, wasn't it?" "No, it wasn't."
"But you told me that they even left a
message." "Yeah, 1 know. "Murderous
Bastard" withthose  ridiculous
misspellings. That was so pathetic, but I
was shocked by the scene and I didn't
think about it. Is someone who can't even
spell "bastard" going to use a word like
"murderous"? Remember what I thought
about the bodies of Lianne and Philippa?
The wounds were like someone
pretending to be a psychopath but
without the real conviction. You should
see what a real sexual psychopath does
to a woman's body." "I don't think so,"
Julie said. "So these are nice murderers,
right?" "They weren't doing it for fun. It
was because they felt they had to."



"What the fuck for?" "I haven't a clue.
But it doesn't matter. That's the good bit.
Before, none of it fitted together. Now it
all does. This poor girl, Daisy, it turns
out that she had a connection to Gabe
Teale. I saw a friend of hers yesterday
who told me she'd been working at the
Sugarhouse. Lianne was concerned
about Daisy, and she gets killed. I've
discovered that Philippa Burton was
after Lianne." "Why?" "No idea. The
note I found in her room showed that she
had made the connection between Lianne
and Bryony. Anyway, she gets 541
killed. I've now shown that Byrony was
involved in abducting Philippa." "Have
you?" said Julie doubtfully. "Absolutely.
So, now where was I?" "Not sure."



"Michael Doll. That so-called attack on
Bryony never made any sense. All that
coverage of Michael Doll made almost
everybody think he had murdered
Lianne. But for Gabriel and Bryony, it
placed Doll at the scene. Maybe he had
seen something. Maybe he even got in
touch with them and threatened Gabriel.
They made a half-arsed attempt to attack
him, knock him on the head, dump him in
the canal, whatever, make 1t look like
vigilantes, but then that Terence Mack
man pops up, Bryony is grabbed, Gabe
legsit, Doll hasn't got a fucking clue
what's going on, and it looks to
everybody like an attack on Bryony. No
wonder she was in such a traumatized
state." "Well ..." "And so they--or



probably just Gabe, since by now
Bryony is assumed to be in danger and is
under police protection--go to Michael
Doll's flat to do the job properly. Bryony
had got Emily's cup from when they
tricked Philippa into going off with
Gabe for a chat in their car. Gabe
murders Doll, leaves the cup. Doll is
dead, well and truly framed, the case is
closed." Julie tipped the last drops of
wine into our two glasses. "More?" she
said. "No," I said. "I'm sobering up."
"Doesn't sound like it. Now, wait a
minute," she said, "it wasn't just the
drinking cup, was it? There was also
that leather pouch. Do you really think he
would leave that deliberately? That was
a bit of a risk." "I thought about that," I



said. "I don't thinkit was deliberate.
You should have been there. The room
was just blood. Gabe must have been
covered." "If he was there," Julie added.
"He was there. He's covered in blood,
strips down to wash in the bathroom,
leaves the pouch. It's found, but it turns
out not to matter because it's seen as
another of Doll's trophies." Julie didn't
speak for a moment. She looked as if she
was doing long division in her head.
"You said all that to Oban in five 543
minutes?" she said finally. "I gave him
the shortened version." "No wonder he
kicked you out." "You're  not
convinced?" "I don't know. I'll have to
let it settle in my brain for a bit. I don't
care what yousay, I'm going to have



another drink." She ordered two
brandies, took a gulp ofhers and
winced. "So what're you going to do?
Are yougoing to have another go at
Oban?" I flicked my finger against my
glass, makingit ring. "No," [ said
reflectively. "I think I've used up my
store of goodwill with him. I don't know.
I've been going over and over it in my
mind. You know when Paul McCartney
thought of "Yesterday," he spent days
trying to work out where he had heard it
before. He couldn't believe he'd really
thought it up. I've been wondering
whether I'm imagining patterns that aren't
really there." I picked up the glass and
drank a burning gulp. "Maybe I should
go and talkto them," I said."Who?"



"Bryony and Gabe." "You mean, tell
them you think they're mass murderers?"
"Give them a little prod, make them
worried. Maybe they'll do something."
Julie drained her glass. "Like nothing, if
they're innocent," she said. "And kill
you, ifthey're guilty." "I can't think of
what else to do." Now it was Julie's turn
to point her finger at me. It was a little
unsteady. "How much have you had to
drink?" she said. "Two margaritas.
About a bottle of wine. And this
brandy." I finished it off. "Exactly," said
Julie. "What I hope is that it's the drink
talking. It's probably all been the drink
talking. But the last bit. I'm absolutely
sure that tomorrow morning neither of us
is going to remember anything about this



evening. Especially me. But I want you
to promise me that you won't do anything
really, really stupid. Do you promise
that?" "Of course I promise," I said, with
a smile. "I don't know if I believe you."
She put a hand on my shoulder and shook
me, 545 as if she wanted to wake me up.
"Look, Kit, don't you see that what
you're doing here is completely crazy?
And I mean .completely." "No, I--was
"It's one thing to put yourself at risk for a
reason--1 still wouldn't advise it." She
pausedto hiccup violently, then
continued, "But you're talking about
putting yourself at risk for no reason at
all. As if the lives of two dead women
were somehow more important than your
own living life, if you see what I mean."



"Yes. But that's not the way I'm looking
atit." "Sure, you're looking at it from
back-to-front and inside out. You're
trying to save dead people. You can't."
"I know that." She brought her face
closer to mine and repeated, louder,
"You can't save dead people, Kit. You
can't bring anyone dead back to life. Let
it go."

45

When [ was a teenager, my father used to
make me drink a big glass of milk before
going out to a party. He said it lined the
stomach. I should have drunk a glass of
milk last night, I thought, when I woke
the next morning. The light shining in
through my half-open curtains hurt my



eyes even before I opened them, and my
mouth felt dry. I squinted at my clock. It
was half pastsix. I'd give myself five
more minutes. Just five, no more. Never
had my pillow felt so soft or my limbs
so heavy or my eyelids so glued
together. I peered groggily at the clock
again, and the digits clicked round to six
thirty-five. Justa few more minutes. I
remembered a time as a child when I'd
been ill, and my aunt had come to stay
with us so my father could still go to
work. For those few days, I pretended to
myself that my aunt was my mother--that
this was what it would have been like if
she hadn't gone and died. I'd lain in bed
with my comics and a drink oflemon
barley water on the table beside me, and



the curtains half open just as they were
now, dust drifting in the sunbeams. And
each time Isurfaced from my feverish
dreams, I 547 could hear her
downstairs: cupboards being opened and
closed, a vacuum-cleaner purring, the
washing-machine  humming, glasses
chinking,  shoes clicking across the
hallway, murmuring voices at the front
door. I'd felt so safe, under my covers,
knowing she was just a few yards away.
I wished I could give myself a day like
that now. I could lie here until tomorrow
morning, slipping in and out of sleep,
drifting between insubstantial dreams
anddozy wakefulness; occasionally
padding out to the kitchenin my
dressing-gown to make a cup of tea.



Waiting for a cool hand on my brow. A
violent snore reached me from Julie's
room. | opened one eye. Six forty. Up, I
told myself, and my legs slid round to
the floor. My head pounded as I brought
it upright, then steadied to a mild,
manageable throb. Not too bad after all.
[ went to the bathroom and splashed cold
water over my face. Then I dressed as
quickly and quietly as I could. Before
leaving, I drank three glasses of water. I
longed for a strong black coffee but I
didn't dare in case I woke Julie. She'd
probably lock the door and throw the
key out the window if she knew where I
was going. But I had it all worked out. It
was a misty morning. The shapes of the
houses at the end of the street were



vague, and cars had their lights on. Later
it would probably be bright and warm,
but now it was chilly. I should have
brought ajacket with me, put on a
sweater instead of my thin cotton shirt.
There was already a fair amount of
traffic. London i1s never dark, never
quiet. But I still got there by half past
seven. That was fine; surely theater
directors never got up earlier than eight.
The curtains of the Teales' house were
all closed. No light seemed to be on.
Good. [tried to make myself
comfortable in the car seat. I had no idea
how long I would have to sit here: I
should have bought a cup of coffee on
my way, at least. I should have bought
something to read. All I had was the car



manual and a ten-day-old newspaper. I
read the paper, all the already forgotten
stories about a fashion model here, and a
war there, a dead boyhere and an
Internet millionaire there. Ifelt cold,
stiff, sore. I brushed my hair and twisted
it back. I peered at my face in the car
mirror and winced at my morning-after
pallor. I fidgeted. The 549 Teales'
curtains remained closed. I could have
slept longer after all. At a quarter to
nine, a light went on upstairs. My mouth
was dry. Questions pulsed behind my
eyes: Why am I here? What on earth am |
doing? At five to nine, the curtain was
opened andfora brief moment I saw
Gabriel's shape in the window. I slid
lower in my seat and peered at the house



through my gritty eyes. I needed a pee. A
few minutes later, the curtains were
opened downstairs. There were two
shapes; they were bothup. I imagined
them in their nice kitchen, making coffee,
toasting bread, talking to each other
abouttheir day, kissing each other
goodbye. The front door remained shut. |
could go home, I thought. Drive home
and climb back into bed. Julie was
probably still asleep, lying wrapped in
her covers with her arm over her eyes.
At last the door opened and Gabriel
appeared. He stood on the step for a few
seconds, patting his pockets to make sure
he had keys, calling something over his
shoulder. He was dressed in black jeans
and a gray woollen jacket, and he looked



like the kind of person I know; like one
of my friends. I had to wait a bit. I stared
at the car clock. I counted ten minutes,
then got out of the car. It still wasn't too
late to change my mind, even now. It
wasn't too late right up to the moment
that I rapped louder than necessary on
the front door and heard footsteps.
"Yes?" Bryony was in her dressing-
gown, holding itshut at the top in a
gesture [ recognized from myself. She
was staring at me with dazed eyes, as if |
had got her out of bed. I saw her
swallow hard. "Bryony," I said warmly.
"I hope this 1s OK. I was passing by on
my way to see a client. I literally saw
your road ahead of me and since I was
running ridiculously early, I popped in



on the off-chance." "Kit?" she murmured.
"And to be honest, I could do with a
lavatory and a cup of coffee before my
meeting, I didn't wake you, did I?" "No,
no, sorry." She made a visible effort. "I
just wasn't expecting--but come in, of
course. I'll put the kettle on. The loo's
down the hall." She gestured with a
hand. 551 Newly bitten nails, I noticed.
Bittenlike Lianne's nails had been
bitten. "Thanks." When I came out she
was spooning coffee beansinto a
grinder. "You look tired," I said. She
looked more than tired. Weight seemed
to have dropped off her, so that her body
was slack where it had been strong. Her
collarbones were sharp. Her face was
puffy; her glorious hair was greasy; she



had a faint red rash on her left cheek. As
she lifted the kettle to the coffeemaker, I
saw she had a bracelet of eczema round
one wrist. "Are you all right?" "I've been
a bit under the weather," she said. "Yes,
Gabriel said. Did he tell youl went to
the Sugarhouse the other evening?" "No,
he didn't." "Is it the worry that made you
117" I asked. "Perhaps," she said slowly.
She poured two cups of coffee and set
them down on the table. "Do you want
something to eat--or maybe you're ina
bit of a hurry for your meeting?" "I've
plenty of time," I replied cheerfully. "But
I don't want anything to eat. This 1s what
I need." I sipped the scalding coffee.
"Have you seen the doctor?" "What
about?" "About how you feel." "I'll be



fine. After all, everything's all right now,
isn't 1t?" "Is 1t?" "I mean, it's over. The
worry." I looked at her, and she fumbled
with her cup. "That's what the police
said." "I know. The police love things
being over, you see. They love closing a
case. Solved. Big tick. Celebration
down the pub. Move on." "I don't know
anything about that." "But it's different
for you and me, isn't 1t?" "Maybe it's
time [ got dressed." She stood up,
clutching her dressing-gown once more.
"It's getting on. Things to do." "You're
left with what you've suffered, what's
inside your head." She looked at me with
heavy-lidded eyes, as if just keeping
awake was a supreme effort. "And for
me there are questions that I can't stop



myself asking. I know it's stupid, butl
can't stop myself. Why would one 553
victim write down the name of another
before she died? How could a killer
snatch a woman from a park, in broad
daylight, in front of her child? Why did a
reliable witness think that Michael Doll
was just an innocent bystander?" "I can't
help ..." Bryony's lips were bloodless. "I
don't know." "Why would a woman let
herself be snatched from the playground
without screaming and shouting, and why
didn't the child make a fuss when her
mother disappeared?”" 1 made myself
smile. "The police weren't really
interested in any of this. Especially once
Michael Doll had died. I have a problem
with cutting off from things. That's what



people always say about me. Anyway,
with this, I've got all these bits of a story
and I've been trying to fit them together.
Do you mind if Itell it to you?" She
didn't react. "There was a girl called
Daisy. Daisy Gill. Fourteen years old,
though she may have looked older. I
never met her. I just saw her photograph
and talked to her friends. She was an
unhappy child, I know that. Parents who
abandoned her, carers who deserted her,
or worse. She badly needed friends. She
needed adults she could trust, who
would make the world a little bit safer
for her. It's hard for people like you and
me to imagine what her life must have
been like. Often angry and always lonely
and always scared." There was a



scraping noise as Bryony pulled out her
chair and sat down again. She cupped
her chin in her hands and for the first
time looked steadily atme out of her
caramel eyes. The color stood out
against her pale skin. "Daisy had one
friend. Lianne. I don't know Lianne's real
name, I don't know where she came
from. But I do know that she, too, was a
broken child. Desperate, even. But at
least Lianne and Daisy had each other.
They had precious little else, but they
had that. Perhaps it was their lifeline.
When they were both old enough, they
wanted to live together and run a
restaurant, cooking macaroni cheese.
That's what their friends said." "Why are
you telling me this?" "Daisy killed



herself. Hanged herself in her drab little
room in the place she was supposed to
call home. Then a few months later,
Lianne was killed, down by the canal.
And then, shortly after, Philippa Burton
was 555 killed by the same person.
Philippa knew Lianne--we have no idea
how or why. Lianne knew Daisy. And
the funny thing is that Daisy worked at
the Sugarhouse. So everything 1is
connected." "It's not really connected,"
Bryony said. "This is a small area.
Anyway, | was avictim as well."
"Michael Doll." For a brief instant, I
remembered my last sights of him.
Michael Doll alive. Michael Doll dead.
"He just blundered into the story. That
was all there was to it. He was just



there, by the canal where no one could
bother him, catching his wretched fish
then throwing them back into the water."
"He killed those women." She put her
hands in front of her on the table and sat
up straighter. "He was a terrible sight," I
said. "I saw his body, you know." "I
always wanted to take photographs,"
Bryony said softly. "Ever since I was
nine years old and my uncle gave me a
cheap little Instamatic for my birthday.
It's a curious thing, how you know
suddenly--but I always felt I could see
the world more clearly when I saw it
through acamera lens, like it made
sense. Even uglythings can look
beautiful through a lens. Meaningless
things make sense." She glanced up at



the photograph of her little gypsy girl.
"And I'm good at it, you know. Not just
at taking the actual picture, but knowing
what I'm looking for. I can go weeks and
nothing happens, then one day I'll see
something. A face. Something happening,
The way the light falls. Like a click in
my mind. And it made me feel I was
doing my bit, being a witness." She
licked her pale lips. "For society, or
something, as well as for me. Like Gabe
and his theater. He's good at what he
does too, you know." "I know," I said. "I
saw it." It felt very quiet in the kitchen,
as 1f the world outside had stopped. "We
got dragged into the story as well," she
said, with a long sigh. "It doesn't matter
anyway, does it? It's over. The police



said it's over, that I'm safe. That's what
you said aswell. I'd feel better
eventually. But I'm so tired. I'm so tired |
could sleep for ahundred years." 557
There was a soft click behind us and a
hush fell on the room. Every object
seemed clear and sharp: the pot plant on
the window-sill, the cups hanging from
hooks, the tiny web on the light bulb, the
sun glinting off the copper pans, making
geometric patterns on the wall, my
hands, folded peacefully on my lap. All
that I could hear was myself, breathing
calmly, and the faint tick of my watch. It
was twenty-two minutes past ten. Bryony
sat very still. At last I turned around.
Gabriel stood framed in the doorway.
He closed the door with a second soft



click and looked at us; from Bryony to
me, and back again. Nobody said
anything. The sun shone through the
window. I opened my mouth to speak
then closed it again. What was the use? I
had nothing more to say. I put up a finger
and traced my scar, from hairline to jaw.
It comforted me, somehow. It reminded
me of who I was. "I forgot my bag," said
Gabriel. "I'd better go," I said. But I
didn't get up. "She was just passing,"
said Bryony at last,in her new flat
voice. Gabriel nodded. "I want to go to
bed," she muttered, and stood up
unsteadily. "I'm 1ll." "It was just a social
call, I said. "We were talking about
things. You know." "What things?" He
looked across at his wife. "She was



talking about it all," Bryony said. "She
mentioned a girl. What was her name?"
"Daisy," I said. "Daisy Gill." "She killed
herself. And she was a friend of
Lianne's. And she worked at the
Sugarhouse." "This is so stupid,"
Gabriel said wearily. "This was all
meant to be over. What do the police say
about this?" "It's just her," said Bryony,
almostinaudibly. "She's alone." He
came over to me. "What did you want?"
he asked. He bent down and touched my
shoulder, softly at first, then he gripped
my shirt and pulled me to my feet.
"Gabe!" Bryony exclaimed. I looked into
his exhausted face, his bloodshot eyes.
Behind him I saw Bryony's wan face.
Beyond her, a closed door. There was



no escape. 559 "Are you going to kill
everybody in the world?" Isaid. His
hands were warm when he put them
around my neck. I let myself remember
my mother's face in the photograph I
carried with me wherever I went, as if
she could protect me. The way she
smiled and the sunlight stroked her pale
skin. My mother, sitting on the grass.
Gabriel's face was very close to me
now, like a lover's, and I heard him
whispering, "We didn't want this." His
face was set in a grimace of horror. His
eyes were half closed, as if he couldn't
bear to see what he was doing. I lashed
out at him, but his body was solid and
unyielding, like a grim tower. So I made
myself go slack, and he began to



squeeze. Against every instinct in me, |
let my knees buckle slightly. The world
was red and black and pain, and the
sound of someone crying. And then, with
my body as limp as I could make it, as if
I was about to go under, I brought my
right hand up and fast and as hard as I
could and I opened my fingers into a V
and jabbed into the direction of his eyes.
I felt a soft wetness, and I heard a yelp.
His fingers loosened for an instant then
tightened once more. I tore my hand
down his cheek, feeling the rip of skin
under my nails, then hooked them into
his screaming mouth and yanked back as
hard as I could. His roar filled my ears;
pain was pumping round my head and all
that I could see was red. Blood filled my



vision. I jabbed again and again, hitting
something soft, feelingthe stickiness of
his blood, the wet of his saliva, the jelly
of his eyes. "Bryony. Finish it now, for
fuck's sake! Bryony!" Something black
arced through the red fog in front of me. |
closed my eyes at last, but there was a
loud crack, like a gun going off a few
inches from me, and his fingers fell from
my throat. Itoppled onto the floor,
feeling the wood of the boards
splintering into my cheek. Another noise
and I could just make out a black tripod,
coming down once more. Then Gabriel
fell on top ofme. His body covered
mine and his blood ran down my face
and his gasps were in my ears, and her
screams. | pushed him off, and stood up



although the world was still howling
around me, and the floor tipped
dangerously beneath my feet. Gabriel
was lying in his own blood with his eyes
closed. There was a violent gash in his
head, his face was 561 ripped and one
eye was entirely red. But his chest
moved up and down with his breathing. I
took the tripod off Bryony and, half
leaning on her for support, led her to a
chair, pushing her down into x. "I'mnot a
bad person," she sobbed at me. "I'm not
a bad person. I'm good. Good.I'm a
good person. This was all just a mistake.
A horrible mistake."

46

The visitors' room at Salton Hill remand



center was like a squalid cafeteria in a
verybad area. There was even a
hatchway to one side where a woman
who looked as if she might be an inmate
filled paper cups with tea from a large
metal urn or poured industrial-looking
orange squash. There were plastic plates
o fbiscuits with circles of jam in the
middle. Children were running around,
there was shouting, the squeak of chair
legs on the floor, cigarette smoke, and
the reek of poverty everywhere. In men's
prisons there are all sorts: thugs,
psychos, rapists, tricksters, professional
crooks, minor drug-dealers. Butin a
women's prison the inmates mostly look
mad, sad, bereft. There aren't any female
bank robbers. There aren't any rapists.



There aren't any villains who regard a
year inside as a form of sabbatical.
There are desperate, confused people
who were caught shoplifting because
they had no money, or women who heard
voices and put a pillow over their baby's
face. They were scattered around the
tables, smoking, always smoking, and
talking to their baffled, shy mums and
dads, boyfriends, fidgeting children. I
was told by the woman who checked my
pass at the door that Bryony was on her
way, so Ibought two teas and a
miniature packet of biscuits, and took
two small paper packets of sugar with
one of those little plastic spatulas, as if a
plastic spoon would have been too much
of a luxury. I placed them all on a



cardboard tray. Nothing that could be
used as a weapon or, since this was a
women's prison, for self-mutilation. I sat
at my designated table, number twenty-
four, and took a sip of my tea, which
was so hot that it burned my upper lip.
And 563 before I had time to sit back
and gather my thoughts, there she was.
She was in her own clothes, of course, a
brown round-necked sweater, navy blue
trousers, tennis shoes on bare feet. I saw
her silver ankle chain, still there; her
wedding ring had been pulled off,
though. There was justa faint white
mark where it had been. Her blazing hair
was pulled back tightly and tied behind.
Butit was no good. She wore no
makeup, which made me realize how



carefully made up she had been before,
even when lying on the sofa, the morning
after the attack. There were new lines
around her eyes and a pallor that made
her look as if she had emerged from a
cave. She sat down without a word. "I
got you tea," I said, lifting a cup across
to her side of the table. "Thanks," she
said. She leaned across for the two
packets of sugar. She tore the corner oft
each in turn and poured the sugar into the
tea, watching it. Then she stirred the tea
jerkily. As she did so I saw the bandages
around her wrists. "I heard about that," I
said. She looked down. "I did it wrong,"
she said. "Someone told me. People cut
across because they've seen it done that
way on TV. But it heals too quickly. |



should have cut along the arm.
Lengthways. Lengthwise. Whatever.
You've come here to thank me, I guess."
I was startled by the abrupt change of
subject. "I came because Oban said you
wanted to see me. But I suppose I do
want to thank you. I was going to die.
You saved my life." "That'll count for
something, don't you think? That I saved
your life." "I think they'll take it
inffccsideration,” Isaid."I've co-
operated," she said. "I'vetold them
everythingg Did you bring the
cigarettes?" I reached into my jacket
pocket and took out four packets. I slid
them across the table, looking round. "Is
this all right?" I asked."So long as
they've still got the wrapping onit's all



right. They worry about things being
smuggled." She took a cigarette from a
packet of her own and lit it. "I'd got
downto about one cigarette a week.
Then suddenly, in here, I thought, Why
not? There's not much else to do." 565 "I
can 1magine." She looked round and
smiled. "Bit of a change," she said. "You
wouldn't think of me in a place like this,
would you?"I looked at this woman,
who had killed Lianne and Philippa and
Michael Doll, and then, like her, I
looked at those other pathetic women
who had had breakdowns, or failed to
pay their bills and panicked and cracked
up. "I met Gabe at college. Everybody
loved him. I'd only had two boyfriends
before him. I fell for him completely. |



thought I was the luckiest girl in the
world. Ironic, isn't it? If I hadn't been the
girl who nabbed Gabe Teale, I wouldn't
be sitting here." "I suppose you could
say that about anything," Isaid. "That's
what life is, 1sn't it? One thing leading on
to another." "I find that rather hard to
live with. I feel I found myself in this
situation. I feel I'm a good person. And I
loved Gabe and I was in his power and
then I made one decision, I mean I was
put in a situation, and then I was put in
another situation, and then I couldn't take
it anymore. | finally fought back. That
was with you. And now I'm here." She
paused, waiting for some kind of an
answer, but disgust clogged my throat
and I couldn't speak, so she continued.



"You know the funniest thing? When I
met you, well, not in the hospital but
when you came to the house, 1 thought
you were the sort of person I'd like for a
friend. We'd go for lunch and talk about
things." I was finding it difficult to
breathe. I had to say something. It took
an effort to maintain an even tone. "You
didn't feel that with Lianne?" I said. "Or
with Philippa? That they could have
been your friends, that they were
humans, like you, with hopes and fears,
just like you? With futures?" She stubbed
out her cigarette in a little tin-foil
ashtray on the table. Nothing you could
pick up and hit someone with. "I wanted
to see youbecause you were the only
person I could think of to talk to. Who



wouldn't judge me. I thought you would
understand. How's Gabe, by the way?
Have you seen him?" "I'm sorry," I said.
"I'm under strict instructions not to talk
about Gabe with you. There are legal
reasons, apparently. He's better, though.
Physically, I mean." 567 "Good," she
said. "Where was 1?7 Yes, about you.
You know about these things, don't you?
I've been working it all out. I saved your
life. That was a mitigating circumstance,
don't you think?" "It might be," I said,
"but maybe I'mbiased." "l think it's
unfair that we're both being treated as
murderers, as if we are both equally to
blame for what happened. You're a
woman, youre an expert, I had hoped
you could understand that these were his



murders. In a way, I was under his
control. I thought people might
understand that. If youlook at it one
way, I'm one of his victims as well. I
finally rebelled against that when I
saved you. I returned to myself, if you
like. It's as if it wasn't me until I saved
you." With that, she looked me full in the
eyes for the first time. Was she saying
that I owed her something? Her life for
mine? "What happened?" I said. "With
Daisy." "Nothing," she said. "She killed
herself.  You know  that." "She was
involved with your husband." "I don't
know that much. The fact is, young girls
have always been throwing themselves
at Gabe. It's not something I'm going to
defend. I'm not going to pretend I like it.



From the sound of it she was pretty
unstable. She didn't report it to the
police, did she?" "No." "Well, then. It's
all nonsense." "She was fourteen years
old, Bryony. Fourteen." "As I say, I don't
know anything about that. But the fact is
that this other girl, this Lianne, came
round and she was hysterical. She had
completely the wrong idea about Daisy.
She was probably on something." "I saw
her autopsy report," I said. "No traces of
drugs were found in her bloodstream." "I
was just saying that she was out of
control. She started flailing around. I
came in in the middle; I hardly knew
what was going on. One moment she was
shouting and lashing out at Gabe and me,
and the next moment she had fallen over



and she must have banged her head. It
was like this nightmare. Ididn't know
what was going on. All I know is that
she was dead and I panicked. We tried
to revive her, you know." 569 "You
panicked," I said. "So you and Gabe
stabbed her dead body lots of times.
Around the breasts and abdomen. And
then you dumped the body by the canal.
That might have been your idea. You
knew it after your long walks around the
area." "No," she said dreamily. "No, it
was Gabe's idea. All Gabe. He was
hysterical. He said we had to make it
another sort of murder, as if it was done
by different sorts of people from us.
"Us," that's what he said. He said we
were in it together. He said that it could



have ruined everything and that now we
would be safe. He said that he wouldn't
let me go." "But you weren't safe, were
you?" "No, we weren't. This woman ..."
"Philippa Burton. She had a name, you
know." "Yes, she'd got our address from
the other girl, from Lianne. She came to
see us looking for Lianne. She knew
she'd been there." "Why?" "Lianne had
told her about Gabe. That's what she
said." "No, I mean why was she looking
for Lianne?" "What does that matter?
Gabe was frantic. He couldn't think what
to do. I'm trying to explain why it all
looks so bad as a whole, but when you
break i1t down into bits, there's an ... an
explanation for it." "Were you going to
say an innocent explanation?" Bryony



paused. She was on her third cigarette
now. "I was going to, but it sounded
callous. I don't want you to think that
about me, Kit. I don't mind what most
people think, but Iwant you to
understand me." "So what happened with
Philippa?" "Gabe said he had an idea.
He was goingto talk to her, talk sense
into her. We arranged to meet her." "On
Hampstead Heath." "That's right. I didn't
know what was going to happen. He told
her that he wanted to talk to her, make up
a story that would satisfy her. I stayed
and looked after the little girl. I had no
idea what he was going to do. I'm not
sure 1fhe did. He said later that he
panicked  and attacked  her." "And
battered her body with a hammer and



571 dumped it on the other side of the
heath. So he presumably had the hammer
with him." "Presumably," said Bryony.
"That's damning against Gabe, isn't it?"
"Yes, it 1s. And you were with Emily,
waiting for her mother to come back?"
"After a while I got scared. Nobody
came. So | ran away. There were lots of
people around, she was going to be all
right. But that's what I feel most guilty
about, leaving a little girl alone like
that." "I can see that," I said. "And it
came as a terrible shock when you came
back and Gabe told you what had
happened." "He wasn't there. He didn't
come back for a whole day. He told me
he was thinking of killing himself." "And
he had to clean the car as well." "I never



even thought about that. All 1 could do
was shut it out. I was in purgatory. |
wanted to shout it out. I wanted to tell
everything, It feels better just telling you.
I've so wanted to tell the whole truth."
"Then there was Michael Doll. He had
bad luck as well, didn't he? As well as
you, I mean. The place you chose to
dump Lianne's body was the place
where Mickey Doll sat all day fishing.
You saw that in the papers." "That's
right." "What did he have on you? Did he
see you?" "I don't think so. I don't know.
Gabe did it. He didn't see anything."
"Did Gabe drop something that Doll
found?" "No.""So what was 1t?"
"Nothing." "What do you mean?" "I don't
think he knew anything. But Gabe



became obsessed with the idea that this
man had been there, that he might know
something. He said that he was the only
way we could possibly be caught." "So
you went down to see him at the canal.
You can't deny being present that time."
"No, I was there. I admit it. By then I
would have done anything to help Gabe,
to make itall go away." "What was the
plan? To knock him on the head and push
him into the water?" She started to cry. |
was prepared for 573 this. I passed a
couple of tissues across the table. She
wiped her eyes and blew her nose. "I
don't know," she said. "But you were
caught," I said. "You were brilliant.
Your description once you had
recovered from your trauma was a



particularly nice touch. That mysterious
criminal who was just different enough
from the other descriptions to make them
all seemunreliable.  What a
performance." "It wasn't a performance.
Thought I was goingto go mad." "And
then you got Doll after all." "That was
Gabriel. He said that with Doll gone,
and blamed for it, that would be the
end." "What did you say?" "I had no will
left. I just wanted it all to end." "When
you ran away from Emily, when you
were so worried, you took her cup with
you. That came in useful. You, or maybe
I should say Gabriel, left the cup there.
Of course, he also left a leather pouch.
But it didn't matter. It was another
miracle. It just incriminated poor



Mickey Doll even more. After all, what
murderer would deliberately leave
behind something that identified them? A
bit tough on Doll, though." She blew her
nose again. "I know," she said. "It
torments me. But I can't think of what
else I could have done." "And then there
was me," I said. "I was on the verge of
telling you," she said. "You knew that. |
was going to confess when he came
back. You're not sure. I can see that in
your eyes. You're not sure whether to
believe me. But I didn't let him kill you.
You're sure of that." "Yes, I'm sure of
that. You suddenly resisted him. Why
was that?" She lit another cigarette, her
pretty face screwed up. "I thought it was
going to go on forever and we would



never be safe, not safe enough for Gabe.
Maybe I was just tired." I took a sip of
my tea. It was very cold now, with a
metallic taste, though it might just have
been my dry mouth. Bryony leaned
forward with an urgent expression. "I've
been reading," she said. "I think I was
mentally ill. I've read about it. It's an
emotional-dependence 575 syndrome.
It's a well-known pattern. Women get
into the power of men and become
helpless. I had years of abuse with
Gabe. He's adifficult man. A violent
man. And it wasn't a black-and-white
situation. The first death was a suicide, a
tragedy. Then there was the accident. By
the time we were in the middle of it, I
had lost any sense of self." She took



another drag of her cigarette and looked
at me with narrowed eyes. "Do you think
people will believe that?" "Very
possibly," I said. "People believe the
strangest things, I've found. And you're
young and pretty and middle class,
which always  helps." "You're an
expert," she said. "You were the crucial
person in this case. The police trust you.
Will you help me?" I took a deep breath
and put my hands in my pockets, perhaps
to conceal that they were trembling. "I
think I may be too involved in the case to
appear as an expert witness," I said. Her
expression hardened. "Kit," she said, "I
could have let you die. I saved you. We
could have been sitting at home now and
you would be dead. I saved you." I stood



up. "I'm glad to have been spared," I
said. "I'm sorry not to be more effusive. |
keep thinking of Emily and the dead
bodies. I can't get them out of my mind.
They were alive and youkilled them.
Well, you seem to have forgiven
yourself  for that without too much
difficulty. It never ceases to amaze me,
the ability of people to justify
themselves and never feel guilty." "But
haven't you heard what I've been
saying?" Bryony said. "I'm as devastated
a s anybody." "I've heard you say that
none of it was your fault," 1 said. "I've
heard you say that it was all Gabe and
not you. It seems that I should be feeling
sorry for you as well as Daisy and
Lianne and Philippa and Michael."



"Help is what I need." Her voice was a
wail. "Help 1is what I've always
needed."

Oban was waiting outside in the car
park. There was a fierce cold autumn
wind and I closed my eyes and took it
full in the face. I wanted it to blow the
last hour out of me. He smiled at me.
"Was it like you said it was going to
be?" he asked. "Was she presenting
herself as one 577 of Gabriel Teale's
victims as well?" "Something like that."
"You think she'll get away with 1t?" "Not
if I have anything to do with it," I said,
and shivered. My eyes filled with tears.

The light was failing by the time Oban



dropped me off at the top of my street,
but even from a distance 1 knew who it
was standing at my door. He was
wearing a long coat; his hands were
thrustinto his pockets; his shoulders
were hunched. He looked as if he was
standing on a crag and cold winds were
blowing round him.I stopped dead,
andfora moment I considered running
away. Or running toward him and putting
my arms around his grim figure. Of
course, Idid neither. I walked as
casually as I could up the pavement, and
when he finally heard me and turned
round, I managed a smile. "I've just
come from Salton Hill," I said. "Oh," he
said, pulling a face. "Her." "Yes." He
gave a grunt and pushed his hands deep



into his pockets. "At least there won't be
any more of his crappy plays," he said,
shoving his hands even deeper in his
pockets. "I didn't know you'd seen any of
them." "I didn't need to." There was a
silence. Will looked as if he had been
assigned to some sort of compulsory
sentry duty outside my flat. He gave a
sniff. "I suppose you're expecting me to
congratulate you." "Well ..." "I suppose
you want me to go on about how you
were right and everybody else in the
world including me was wrong. Is that
it? Give you a fucking medal or
something." I giggled then. "You're
welcome," I said. I pushed open the door
and kicked aside a bundle of mail lying
on the mat. "Do you want to come in?"



He hesitated. "Glass of wine? Beer?
Come on." He followed me up the stairs.
In the kitchen, I handed him a bottle of
beer from the fridge and poured myself a
glass of red wine. I closed the curtains,
then lit a candle and put it on the table
between us. He took a sip. "How's your
neck?" he asked. "Or whatever other bit
of you he ..." "Fine," I said. I looked at
his 579 face in the shadowy, shifting
light. I knew he wouldn't change. And I
knew what it would be like: me hoping
all the time for something more, always
asking for something he couldn't give.
"Will ..." I began. "Please," he said then.
He shut his eyes for a moment. "Please."
I wondered whom he was pleading with.
It no longer felt as if he was talking to



me, but to someone inside his head. I
leaned across the table and put a hand on
hisarm. It was like touching a steel
girder. I wanted to take his face in my
hands and kiss him till he kissed me
back. I wanted him to hold me, tight. If
he did that, I didn't stand a chance. But
he didn't move, although his eyes were
open again. "It's not fair of you," I said at
last. "No, I guess not." He tipped back
the last of his beer and stood up, the
chair scraping on the floor. He looked
around. "Are you movingout of the
area?" "Why should 1?" "I don't know,"
he said. "Bad associations. Trauma." I
shook my head. "What bad
associations?" 1 said. "I'm staying."
"That's good," he said, then caught



himself. "I mean, it's an interesting area.
In some ways." "That's what I think."
"Good." He lowered his head and kissed
me onmy cheek. I felt his breath; his
stubble. For a moment we stood like
that, close to each other in the
candlelight. Then he drew back. "You
did well," he said. "I told you that, didn't
I?" "Not in those words." "I can't believe
you going in like that, on your own," he
said. "You should look after yourself
more." And then he was going, his coat
flapping behind him, and I stood where I
was and watched him leave.

47

I was helping Julie to pack. It was a
friendly but melancholy kind of business,



made more so by the soft autumnal
weather outside my windows. The beech
and chestnut trees were yellow and gold
and russet-red now, and a warm wind
gusted through their branches, scattering
leaves in radiant showers. Drifts of
brown leaves piled up in 581 the
courtyard and occasionally children
crunched into them, wearing boots and
shouting with glee. The sun shone
through a thin gauze of clouds. Summer,
which had never really arrived, was
leaving. Julie was leaving. [ was staying
behind. "Here, this is yours." She
chucked over alavender-colored top,
which I'd hardly ever worn. "And this."
A flimsy cardigan winged across the
room, the arms flapping. "God, I didn't



realize how much of your stuff I'd
borrowed over the months. I'm like a
magpie." She giggled. Her eyes were
bright and she glowed with energy and
excitement. We had been at it all
morning, in anaimless kind of way,
stopping every half-hour or so for tea.
We were separating her possessions into
piles: one pile for the things she was
going to take with her; one for the stuft
she wanted to store for when she
returned; one for the rubbish bin or the
charity shop or me. This third pile was
by far the biggest-comshe was on a
binge of freeing herself of possessions,
throwing away all her baggage. She
slung a pair of strappy black shoes on
top of a violently yellow mac that she'd



bought only a few weeks ago, when she
was fedup with the rain. She added
some beige cotton trousers that she said
made her bottom look a funny shape, a
jacket that she'd never really liked, three
or four sweatshirts, tights with ladders, a
beaded bag, a black skirt, bought for her
supposed office job, which she picked
up between finger and thumb as if it
smelled bad, alime-green T-shirt, a
purple roll-necked jersey. "Here. Your
red dress," she said, unhooking it from
the hanger and passing it across. "Keep
it." "What? Don't be stupid. It's yours
and youlook beautiful in it." "I'd like
you to have it""It's not exactly
practical." She looked tempted, though,
and stroked it as if it were alive. "Stuff it



in the bottom of your rucksack. It hardly
weighs anything." "What if it gets ruined,
or I lose it?" "It's yours to lose or ruin.
Go on, you're throwing things away as if
there was no tomorrow. Let me have a
turn." "OK." She leaned across and
kissed 583 my cheek. "Every time | wear
it I'll think ofyou." "Do that." I was
alarmed to find there were tears in my
eyes, and busied myself with uselessly
refoldingitems of clothing. "You've
been lovely." "Hardly. I've been anti-
social and grumpy half the time, and
neurotic the other half." "Talking about
grumpy, what's happening with Will?"
"Nothing." "You mean it's over?" "I don't
know. "Over" 1s a big word, though. I've
hardly ever ended anything in my life,



even when I wanted to. So perhaps I'm
letting him do the ending, by not
contacting me. Or perhaps he will
contact me and then--I don't know. I
don't know what I will do. But he's not
good for me. He's too harsh, like a rock |
was always going to cut myself on."
"You're probably right. You'll meet
someone else soon, you'll see." "What
about these shorts?" "Chuck them. Your
bruise has faded, youknow. It's gone
yellow and brown, not that extraordinary
purple any longer. Does it still hurt?"
"Not much--a bit sore." I touched it
lightly. "Strange summer." "You can say
that again. It all feels unreal now, like a
story that happened to someone else."
"Do you ever feel you're playing at being



grown-up?" I sat back on my haunches
and picked up an electric-blue vest-top.
"You should take this." "I mean, I don't
feel grown-up atall--1 feel as if I was
just a step away fromwhen I was a
child. But, then, I don't live in a very
grown-up way, do I? Drifting around,
not settling, not having a career or long-
ter mprospects, wearing clothes for
teenagers--like  that top," she added,
picking up the blue vest and adding it to
her to-take pile. "But you've got this
amazing proper job, and a flat that looks
light-years away from your student days-
-you evengive papers at conferences,
for God's sake. But 1s that how you feel
inside, as 585 well?" "No." I hurled a
pair of silk knickers at her and she



stuffed them into her backpack. "I feel as
if it's all acharade that I'm hiding
behind. But we all feel like that. That
everyone else is different, and sorted out
in a way we'll never be. If we live to a
hundred we'll probably feel like that.
When we're on our deathbed we'll still
be waiting to feel grown-up." "Maybe."
She grinned across at me. "ButI really
am like that. That's why I'm running
away again. | don't like real life." "Who
said I did?" She looked across at me, a
mermaid in a bright sea of clothes. "You
should come with me, then." "It's too
late." "It's never too late." "I don't
believe that." The phone rang. "T'll get
it," said Julie, clamberingto her feet.
"You put the kettle on." But it was for



'

me. "The police," she mouthed, handing
over the receiver with a shrug. "Kit
Quinn?" "Speaking." "DCI Oban told me
to call you. Apparently a Mrs. Dear
wants to get intouch with you." "Mrs.
Dear? I've never heard of her."
"Something about her daughter, Philippa
Burton." "Pam Vere?" "Anyway, she
wants to talk to you." "OK, give me her
number, then." "She probably wants me
to tell her about the Teales," I said, after
I'd put the phone down. "Though Oban
went and visited Jeremy Burton straight
away. There's nothing left to say." "Poor
woman." "It's the funeral the day after
tomorrow--finally. Philippa was her
only child. She's just got Emily now."
"Are you going?" "Probably. Though it'll



be crowded out." "I'll be in the air. Far
away." "I just wish I knew why she had
to die. Ifeel it's all unfinished still. It
haunts me andit must haunt them a
hundred, a thousand 587 times more--not
knowing anything at all."

Pam Vere was clipped and strained on
the phone. She wanted to meet before the
funeral, she said. Today, if possible. She
was free anytime. I grimaced across at
Julie, and said that I could be at her
house in half an hour. "I'd rather meet
outside." "All right" 1 glanced at the
uncertain skies. "How about the Heath--
that's near you, isn't it?" "I thought we
could meet by the canal." "The canal?"
"Where the girl was killed." "Lianne." 1



hated the way nobody called her by her
chosen name. Even in the papers, she
was always "the homeless girl," the
"drifter." And I hated the way adjectives
were applied by an unimaginative press:
Philippa was tragic, Lianne was merely
sad. "Yes. Can we meet there?" I tried
not to show my surprise. "If that's what
you want."

It was trying to rain by the time I reached
the steps leading down to the canal.
Occasional large drops splashed into the
water, spreading ripples. It seemed
ominous, except, of course, what I
dreaded had already happened and was
in the past. Pam Vere was waiting,
standing quite still in her scarfand



camel-hair coat. She didn't smile, but
she held out her hand as I came toward
her. Her grip was firm and steady. Her
eyes were steady too, in her chalky face.
I noticed that for once she'd applied her
makeup carelessly--there was a pale
smudge of powder on the side of her
nose and a faint fleck of mascara on one
of her wrinkled and hooded eyelids.
"Thank you for coming," she said
formally. "I wanted to," I said. "You're
coming to the funeral." "Of course."
"There was something else I wanted to
say to you. I couldn't say it there." She
looked around us, at the rash of nettles,
the mucky path dotted with crisp
packets, the slimy water spotted with
rain. "Was it here?" "By the bridge," I



said, pointing. "Did she suffer?" That
wasn't what 1 had been 589 expecting
and it took me a moment to gather my
thoughts. "I don't think so. They weren't
serial killers, Mrs. Vere, they weren't
like the Wests. They didn't enjoy killing.
They would have got it over as quickly
as possible. Maybe the worst thing for
your daughter would have been knowing
that she had left Emily at risk." She
cleared her throat. "I meant the other
girl." I gazed at her. "Who? Lianne?"
"Yes." She held my eyes. "Would it have
been painful?" "No," I said. "I think it
was very sudden." Mrs. Vere nodded
and then said, in a voice that had become
husky, "I heard they stabbed her all
over." "That was after she died." "Poor



girl." A raindrop splashed onto her
cheek and ran down it, toward her
mouth. She didn't wipe it away. "Yes," |
said, wondering why Pam Vere wanted
to stand in the rain with me by a canal.
She turned her back on me and stood
looking out over the water. "Philippa
was a good girl," she said. "Maybe we
put too much pressure on her--she was
our only child, you know. Sometimes
now when I look at photographs of the
three of us, I think how little and single
she seemed between us. Two adults and
one little child. But then when she was
eleven her father died, of course, and it
was just her and me. And she was still a
good girl, always neat, always thinking
of other people, always helpful. Too



helpful, perhaps. She wasn't unpopular,
but she didn't have many friends when
she was little. She liked playing by
herself, with her blessed doll. Or being
with me, making cakes and shopping and
tidying the house. She never gave me any
trouble. "And she was the same at
school. A hard worker -comt's what
school reports always said. Nothing
brilliant, but a hard worker, a pleasure
to teach. Always did her homework as
soon as she got back from school. Good
as gold. She would sit at the kitchen
table and eat hot buttered toast and
Marmite and then she would do her
homework, in blue ink, with her neat
handwriting, her looping ally. I can see
her now, in her navy blue uniform, with



her heels tucked up on the bar of the
chair and her brow furrowed, blotting
her work after each line. Or coloring in
her maps for geography. She liked doing
that, shading 591 the coastline blue and
the forests green, drawinglines of
contour. "I got her schoolwork out of the
chest a few days ago and looked through
it all, all the exercise books with the
subjects written across the top right-
hand corner, with a ruled line under her
name and class. It seems like yesterday.
There were things I could remember her
doing, like the drawings of herself she
did when she was tiny, with scribbled
yellow hair and a pink semi-circle
mouth. Children always draw
themselves smiling, don't they, although



Philippa wasn't a great smiler, you
know. Then, later, the pencil diagrams of
flowers, with their pistils and stamens.
Planets. The six wives of Henry VIIL
Algebra. Je m'appelle Philippa Vere et
J'al onze ans." Pam Vere's French accent
w as impeccable. "And there were her
school diaries. Theyused to write
diaries on a Monday morning-- what I
did at the weekend, that type of thing,
you know?" I nodded. I didn't want to
say anything that might stop her. "And I
read through them. And do you know
what? I was in all of them. She always
wrote about what she did with Mummy.
Mummy and me went to the shops,
Mummy and me went to the playground,
Mummy got me a kitten and its name is



Blackie, Mummy took me to the museum.
I suddenly realized that there was almost
nobody else in her diaries except me and
her. I didn't know how solitary she was
until I read those entries. She never
complained." She turned fully to face
me. "You're asking yourself why on
earth I am telling you all ofthis, aren't
you?" "You need to say it to someone."
"I'm an old woman now. Oh, I'm not
really old, I know. I'm only in my sixties
and I could live for another thirty years.
But I feel old now. I feel twice as old as
I did a year ago. You don't have
children, do you?" "No." "Do you have a
mother  still?" "No. My mother died
when I was very young." "That's why,
then." "Why what?" "Why it was you I



wanted to talk to. She was even a good
girl when she was a teenager. She made
a few more friends, sometimes she went
out on a Saturday night. She would have
a few 593 drinks, not many. She didn't
smoke. She didn't take drugs. She was
very pretty but she didn't realize it and I
think that meant that other people didn't
really notice how pretty she was. She
wasn't showy or pushy or flirtatious. I
always thought she was the loveliest girl
I knew, but then I was her mother, so I
would think that, wouldn't 1? And
fourteen- and fifteen- and sixteen-year-
old boys don't look properly, do they? I
was thankful for that--1 always told her
not to worry about what her friends were
up to, she had plenty of time. Time." She



smiled grimly. "She didn't have plenty of
it, after all, did she?" She came to an
abrupthalt. "Then what?" 1 asked,
quietly. "Then she met someone. A boy.
Well, a man, really, older than her. She
was only fourteen when she met him. He
looked at her properly. Suddenly she no
longer seemed like a young girl, she was
on the verge of womanhood. I just
thought she was growing up. I find it
hard to believe now, but I really didn't
have any idea what was going on. I only
found out about it afterwards. She was
so innocent, my quiet little daughter. She
thought that she was in love with him.
And that he was 1n love with her, more
to the point. If I had realized at the time,
I could have warned her." She smiled at



me. "You see now, I'm not just talking to
you like this because I need to talk to
someone about Philippa. A secret is a
terrible thing. The only way to stop it
being terrible is to tell it, but you
mustn't. He left her, of course, it only
lasted a few weeks. And she was
heartbroken, though I still knew nothing."
She turned back to the canal once more,
then said: "And pregnant." I walked over
to where she was and stood beside her,
looking into the depths where Doll's fish
lurked. "She had the baby?" "I found out
that she was pregnant when she was
twenty-seven weeks and five days gone.
So she had the baby. It was all done very
secretly. [ made sure of that. Nobody
knew, just Philippa and me." "A girl?"



"Yes. A girl who would have been
eighteen a few months ago." "Lianne?"
She had been older than I'd thought, then.
595" told the school Philippa had
glandular fever. We went away to
France together while she waited. She
was very quiet, as if she was in shock,
but she did what I said. There wasn't
really any choice. They took the baby
away almost at once. Philippa wanted to
hold it--her--first. She cried and sobbed
and begged. She went almost mad. But |
wouldn't let her. I didn't want her to get
attached. She couldn't have a child, for
God's sake, she was only a child herself.
I wanted her to have a life, a husband,
all the things I'd been planning for her.
So [ wouldn't let her hold the baby. She



cried solidly for two days, you've never
seen so many tears, it was like a dam
bursting, all the tears she'd been too
eager and helpful to cry all her life. And
then she seemed to pull herself together.
Her milk dried up, her tummy gradually
got flat again. She went back to school
and did her exams and went on to sixth-
form college. She never talked about it
again." "Mrs. Vere ..." "I held the baby,
though. Tiny, shriveled, red thing with
baggy skin and gummy blue eyes. She put
her fist round my finger and wouldn't let
it go, as though she knew." "Knew?"
"That I was her grandmother. Her
family. Her home. Her last chance. I
unpinned her strong little fingers one by
one and handed her over." "And then she



was taken away for adoption?"
"Adoption, yes, I suppose so. Ididn't
want Philippa to know. I thought it was
best if the door was shut firmly on the
whole episode. Of course, she would
have been able to find out where she
really came from five months ago, when
she turned eighteen." "Those phone
calls." "I didn't know at first, of course,
notuntil then, when I heard about the
calls, the calls between Philippa and ...
and her. I wasn't withholding evidence. |
suppose you'd say that I didn't want to
know. But for eighteen years not a
week's gone by when | haven't thought
about that little baby gripping my finger
and staring atme. And I wonder if an
hour ~went by  without Philippa



remembering, too. We never spoke. Not
even after Emily, we never told each
other what we felt." She looked at me at
last. "That's 597 why I wanted to see
you, to know if my granddaughter
suffered." So this whole sad tale had
been about a daughter looking for her
mother, a mother searching for her
daughter. "I wonder if they ever found
each other, before they were killed," I
said at last. "Sometimes I comfort myself
by imagining that they did. That Philippa
was allowed to hug and hold her baby at
last. But we'll never know, will we?"
"No. We'll never know." We were just
about to part when Pam Vere put her
hand on my sleeve. "I was going to ask,"
she said, "whether it might be possible



for my granddaughter to be buried in the
same grave as my daughter. Do you think
it might be?" "Lianne was cremated," |
said. "And her ashes were scattered."
"Oh, I see," said Pam. "Well, that's that,
then."

I walked back home. Up the steps away
from the canal, along the shabby streets.
Through the windows I could see people
leading their own particular lives: a man
holding a violin, bow poised; a woman
on the phone, animated, hand lifted in the
air; a naked little boy sitting in an
upstairs room, looking out over the street
with a doleful expression. I looked at
people's faces as 1 passed them. No
faces are ordinary. All faces are



beautiful if you look at themin a certain
way. Julie was waiting. There was the
smell of garlic coming from the kitchen,
and a vase of fresh yellow roses stood
on the table. Her rucksack was by the
door, bulging, fastened up, an airline
label attached to its strap. Isat at the
table and I took out the photograph of my
mother and laid it before me. She smiled
up at me, gleaming through all the years
of missing her. Her clear gray eyes
shone with promise. The sun touched her
young and happy face. 1 felt very
peaceful and very sad. I've never been
good at partings.

THE END



