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  There was a record playing on an old turntable. Hoagy Carmichael singing Lazy River. Recorded in the 50's with a full jazz band. The music was mellow and relaxed, spoke of warm days, Pimms and lemonade, summer fruits, children running in the breeze, blue skies up above and everyone's in love.


  He stood in the frame of the doorway. Behind him the cold grey sky merged with the cold grey sea. Waves washed noisily up onto the shingle beach. In front of him a sea of blood.


  They were all dead. There was no need to walk through the room checking for signs of life. Nine bodies, including the two police officers. The throats of everyone in the room had been slit, although some of the victims had been attacked and brutalised in a variety of other ways.


  He hadn't heard any weapons fire, but there were a couple of handguns lying on the floor. One of the guns was lying in a dark red puddle, the other thrown to the side of the room, away from the carnage. Or, at least, as far away as it could get in such a small space containing so much death. The position and the make of the guns suggested that it was not the police who had brought them to the party. On the contrary, the two police officers had come to make the arrest unarmed.


  You get what you ask for in life, he thought.


  Chapter 1


  



  Three men in a room, waiting for a fourth. A warm summer's morning. Windows open, the sounds of London drifting up to the ninth floor. Traffic and people and somewhere the ever-present wail of an emergency vehicle. Two of them were looking through paperwork at a desk, the other standing with his hands in his pockets, looking out the window. He saw nothing.


  They knew there was no point in talking until the fourth man arrived. He would be the one who conducted the orchestra, not to mention chose the venue and picked the tunes they would be playing.


  The door opened; the men at the table turned. One of them even half stood as the fourth man pulled a chair out at the table.


  'You know why we're here?' he asked. He assumed they'd been talking before he arrived. Despite everything, he didn't really understand that they were all aware that nothing happened without him being there.


  The men at the table shrugged; the one from the window came and sat at the table.


  'We've been working on other things,' he said. 'I thought it would be best to leave it to you to open the fridge door.'


  The fourth man nodded. It didn't really matter whether anything had gone on before he'd arrived.


  'The problems for the network are obvious,' he said. 'You've got this great rush in the pre-Christmas period, this fabulous double hit of X-Factor and Celebrity, and then you hit the fucking wall. The fu-cking wall. What is there post-Christmas? It's the flattest time of the year, everyone's fucking miserable, and what do we get? Noel Edmonds Plays Celebrity Suck My Cock On Ice. It's bull-shit. We need something new, and really, does it have to be all that difficult?'


  He paused, but the other three knew that it wasn't so that one of them could speak. The Fourth Man still had the stick.


  'And let's not fool anyone with talk of originality. Fuck originality. You TV people talk about it all the time, but you know what, originality is like… sushi… Do the British public like sushi? Yeah, well, maybe they do. It's different, it's fresh, it's healthier than pie and chips. But does that mean they want it every night? No, it fucking doesn't. They want the usual shit every night, that's what they want. They want pie and chips every night, and if for some reason some wanker gives them sushi when they're not expecting it, they'll put the fucking sushi in a butty and eat it with fucking chips and ketchup. Or they'll deep fry the fucker. Deep fried fucking sushi…'


  He paused again. Looked around the table. He still had the stick.


  'So, it's not rocket science. Putting it simply, we need a talent show with celebrity judges. That's it, period. We don't want to find a singer, so we need something else. I know, it's kind of the Holy Grail of the peak time networks, but it's about time we went after it. A talent show that's not about singing or dancing, something bold and brave that's really going to affect people, something that really touches their lives.'


  He glanced around the table. A warm breeze blew across them. The fourth man glanced around the room to see if it had been set up for coffee and doughnuts and was disappointed.


  The others hadn't realised that he had passed over the stick.


  'We need ideas,' he said, rather coldly.


  'How about a help the aged, carer of the year kind of thing? That'll really, you know, touch people.'


  The fourth man sat back and drew his thumb and forefinger of his right hand down the corners of his mouth.


  Chapter 2


  



  He lay in bed staring at the ceiling. The window was open, the room cold, not yet bright. Someone was lying next to him, although he couldn't remember her name.


  It was going to be a bad day. He could feel it already. Some days events conspired to induce his depression, and some days depression came with the dawn and his first waking moment.


  There was no clock in the room, his first act every morning to turn off the alarm on the phone. Today he had awoken before it had gone off; or he had forgotten to set it in the previous evening's rush to the bed. He stared at the light beige of the curtains, the vague hint of dawn behind them and decided that it was not quite eight o'clock.


  He wondered how awkward it would be when she awoke and whether or not he would be forced to talk to her. He thought of getting up, taking a shower, getting dressed, heading into work, but the day sat too heavily upon him and he couldn't move.


  * * *


  The City of Wells, smallest city in England. Population hovering around the 10,000 mark. On the tourist route, thanks to the Cathedral and the Bishop's Palace, and its proximity to Glastonbury. More coffee shops per head of population than anywhere else on earth.


  The police station was on the outskirts of town, on the Glastonbury Road, next to the Health Centre, across the road from the football ground. Wells was small, and the police could be anywhere in the city within five minutes. Despite the one-way system. A quiet city. Drunks at two in the morning – or two in the afternoon – the occasional car theft, the usual acts of mindless violence. Sometimes the alcohol would lead to violent assault, very occasionally to murder. Not much else happened. The kind of place to which a police officer might seek a transfer in order to escape.


  DCI Jericho took the phone from his pocket and checked the time as he walked up the short driveway to the station. 0844. Half an hour he'd lain in morose and tired silence, listening to her breathe, then he had forced himself out of bed and into the shower. She had still been asleep when he left. Even though he didn't know who she was, he did not fear leaving her alone in his house when he went out in the morning. There was nothing to steal. At least, nothing that he couldn't replace.


  Through the outer doors, he nodded at reception. Loovens was there. Recognised the look on Jericho's face and returned the nod. No point in conversation. The DCI had been seen in the King's Head the night before talking to a woman some said was a good twenty-five years younger than him, but it wasn't one of those mornings when Jericho could be made fun of.


  Along the corridor, up the stairs to the first floor. Stopped at the coffee machine, looked down at it with morbid patience as it ground its way towards his first coffee of the day. He could hear shuffling from the office next to the machine but didn't look round to see who it was. He didn't know who would be on duty. Took the coffee, walked through the open plan, did not even glance at Constable Adams who was staring at him, ready to offer advice on his choice of sexual partners, walked into his own office and closed the door behind him.


  Fighting the urge to crawl under his desk and curl up into a ball, creating a rigid defence that the day would not be able to break through, he sat instead behind the desk in the grey leather chair and took a first sip of coffee.


  * * *


  The sergeant was oblivious as usual. Talking too much, too quickly. Jericho presumed he was oblivious. In fact Haynes had been advised by his predecessor that this was the way to deal with the DCI's depression. To talk him out of it. The advice had been passed down through seven of Jericho's assistants, based on one incident nine years previously when Jericho had faked good humour in an effort to get his then DC to be quiet.


  'So, we're really just looking at paperwork today,' said Haynes. 'Course, we still need to go and speak to that retired major in Paulton about the, you know, insurance thing.'


  Jericho was looking through the few items of mail that Haynes had brought in. None of it was work. A police officer's work didn't arrive in the post. This was mostly letters forwarded on from Met, sent by people who didn't realise that Jericho was no longer interested in being a well-known, celebrity police officer. Some were of the I love a man in uniform variety, even though he hadn't worn a uniform in over thirty years, some were threats, some were cries for help. All of them went in the bin, although even on his darkest days, Jericho felt duty bound to read each and every one in case he missed something.


  'I know, it's me who has to go and speak to the retired major. You're giving me that look. I'm on it. Don't think for a second that the bloke intimidates me or anything, it's not that. God he's just dull. And then his wife offers you a cup of tea and insists you stay, and before you know it you've been sitting there for four hours, you've eaten your own bodyweight in cake and the old duffer's boring the Calvin Klein's offa you with his tales of fighting the fucking Argies and how he got his leg blown off by a land mine at Goose Green, and you spend the rest of the time staring at his legs wondering if he's wearing like a, you know, what do you call it...'


  The word was in Jericho's head, but he never said it. Usually, though, he didn't need to.


  '... wondering if he's wearing a prosthetic, and wanting to do that thing that Bond does to Henderson in You Only Live Twice where he banjoes him on the leg with like a wooden stick or something... But, you know, I'm on it. Might not get out there today, because, you know, there's paperwork coming out every orifice, but shortly. Monday. Probably Monday.'


  The second-to-last envelope was small, blue, with a London postmark. Even though he knew they were all rubbish he still did the job properly. Took the time to glean everything from the outside, sometimes played the game of deciding what sort of letter he thought it would be before reading it, and then invariably scrunching it up and throwing it in the bin. He could feel that this one wasn't a letter, but a card. Probably an invitation. He still received plenty of those. Gallery openings, sometimes film premieres, if the subject matter was remotely connected to law and order.


  Using the same old cutlass-shaped letter opener, once his father's, he slit open the top of the letter, fished out the card. Haynes was watching him and immediately broke off as Jericho placed the card on the desk.


  It was a Tarot card. Number twelve. The Hanged Man. Jericho placed it front of him, so that the picture revealed a skeleton, dressed in rags, hung by the neck, a grotesque grimace on its face. It was hung from a tree, a half moon in the background, its legs tied together at the ankles.


  Jericho didn't say anything. Haynes whistled.


  'That's pretty cool,' said Haynes. He was looking at the card upside down, but was turning his head to see it from Jericho's perspective.


  'No it isn't.'


  'But if you look at it…'


  Jericho breathed heavily for a moment, his eyes lowered to the card.


  'I'll tell you, Sergeant,' he said eventually. 'It's the ever-threatening Tarot card. I'm…'


  Aware that he was beginning to sound miserable and petulant, he let the words go and pushed the card away from him.


  'Yes, but it's interesting,' said Haynes.


  Jericho dragged his hands across two days of stubble and indicated for Haynes to keep talking.


  'It works both ways round. It's your usual Tarot Hanged Man this way, with the legs tied together, so that the figure is hung upside down. But then, the other way up it's hung like a regular sort of, you know, hung guy, rather than the Tarot type of hanging.'


  Jericho turned the card round, so that it now showed the skeleton suspended by its ankles from a tree, looking out at the picture, viewing the world turned upside down.


  'Exactamundo,' said Haynes. 'That's what I'm talking about.'


  'Anything else?' said Jericho.


  Haynes smiled slightly awkwardly.


  'That's me kind of exhausted my knowledge. Had a girlfriend once…'


  Jericho lifted the card, studied the back. A faded red pattern with yellow edging. Turned it back over. He sighed, rubbed his hand across his face once more.


  'Whatever this is…' he said, 'whatever it's supposed to be… it takes an act of banality, and of having watched too many movies, to start sending an unmarked Tarot card to a police station.'


  'What was the movie?'


  Jericho glanced up at his sergeant.


  'But is it less banal because whoever did it has chosen to subvert the imagery in some way,' said Haynes, and then he shrugged and added, 'or is it just banal in a different way?'


  Haynes stared across the desk, waiting to see if he got an answer, although he knew he wouldn't.


  'It's a cool picture, though,' he said.


  Jericho ignored him, ran his fingers over the card to make sure there were no markings that he'd missed, committed the picture to memory, then pushed it across the desk towards Haynes.


  'All right,' he said. 'This one's not going in the bin. Just in case.'


  Haynes nodded. Felt relieved that there at least had been something to drag Jericho marginally up out of the pit of his depression.


  'You want me to do anything?'


  'Look for that image. See if it's been used before. Maybe try and find a Tarot expert. There're experts on every piece of crap on the planet.'


  Jericho held his gaze for a short while and then dismissed him with a short wave. Haynes lifted the card and turned to go. Experience had told him not to ask the boss what he was going to be doing with his time. He stopped as he got to the door, turned back. The fact that Jericho had actually started speaking at all was a positive sign.


  'King's Head last night, eh?' said Haynes. 'Who was she? Pretty fit by all accounts.'


  Jericho was looking at the cover of the next letter. He recognised the handwriting as being that of a woman in her seventies or eighties. Postmarked Brighton. This one was going to ask him if he could help deal with the yobs who congregated at the bottom of her garden. He slit the envelope open and took out the short letter and did not look up. Haynes left the room.


  Chapter 3


  



  'You all right?' the Superindendent asked, once she was safely seated behind the defensive shield of her desk.


  DCI Jericho stood at the window, looking over the barren fields and bare trees towards Glastonbury Tor. The light was beginning to fade, taking an undistinguished day with it. A bright morning had become a grey afternoon.


  'Everyone seems to think you're a bit ragged today.'


  He shrugged in reply, didn't bother looking over his shoulder.


  She knew better than to push him any further. That coupled with the fact that she didn't care about his depression, if that's what it was. For the most part, she thought he was just sullen and rude, hiding behind a preposterous diagnosis.


  'I've got something for you that you're not going to like,' she said.


  Don't give it to me, then.


  He didn't turn. He felt the grip tighten.


  'I know you don't have much on at the moment. In fact, we both know that given your talents and the nature of the work you get down here, you're never going to be busy. You're not going to like this but it makes sense, so I recommended that you be put forward for it.'


  She stopped and looked at him, expecting something in response. A question or a grunt. Jericho stared out of the window, seeing nothing.


  'The police... well, the Met, they've been speaking to the producers of that show, Britain's Got Justice.'


  Still he didn't speak.


  Superintendent Dylan had been determined not to be put off by his absurd rudeness. His 'affliction', as a police psychologist had once described it in a show of support for one of her officers that Dylan had not particularly cared for.


  'You know the show?' she asked firmly. 'On Saturday night.'


  'No,' he said.


  'Everyone's been talking about it.' She took a breath. Tried not to look at him, his disdainful back pointing at her. 'Front page of the newspapers. God, they're talking about it around here often enough.'


  'I only ever talk to Haynes and he knows not to bother me with that kind of thing.'


  You elitist fucking wanker. She didn't believe him. Even if you didn't want to know about popular culture, how could you avoid it?


  'You're doing the show,' she said brusquely.


  Dylan found it somewhat challenging to have a much more talented and intuitive police officer beneath her in the chain of command, and their relationship was never helped by his sullen ill-humour, the complete lack of positive interaction. It put her on edge the instant she knew it was coming, and usually she avoided him until the episodes had passed. However, when London called…


  The meeting was almost finished. Jericho didn't speak, didn't move, although he was oblivious to the dying of the day over which he looked.


  'You need to go up to London tomorrow. You're on the 07:26 from Castle Cary. You're going to the offices of 1st May Television. Sergeant Light has the tickets and other details.'


  Her voice sounded strong, but she was aware that her strength was disappearing with every word.


  'Haynes is coming with me,' he said, a statement rather than a question. He often hid behind Haynes. Haynes was his voice. The acceptable face of DCI Jericho.


  'No,' she said. 'Just you.'


  He didn't respond, stayed standing still in uncomfortable silence. Eventually, Dylan's weary eyes having fallen to paperwork on her desk, Jericho realised that the interview was over, and he turned without looking at her and walked from the office.


  * * *


  Ten minutes later he was attached to a cup of coffee. Haynes sat opposite him.


  'You told her that?' asked Haynes.


  Jericho nodded.


  'You said you'd never even heard of it?'


  He nodded again. He wasn't smiling.


  Haynes laughed.


  'Did she believe you?'


  Jericho took a long drink of coffee, as it had reached the kind of temperature which allowed him to drink it like he was drinking water.


  'Doubt it.'


  'She tell you what they wanted you for?' asked Haynes.


  Jericho shook his head. 'Didn't ask. Some piece of consultancy crap probably.'


  He spat out the word consultancy. Maybe it would be some sort of revenge on someone, although he wasn't entirely sure who, if he was the one dispensing condescending and unnecessary advice for absurd amounts of money.


  'No,' said Haynes.


  'What?'


  'It's not consultancy work.'


  Haynes gave a slight raise of the eyebrow. He might have been the only one who could talk to Jericho when he was encased in gloom, but it didn't mean that he enjoyed it. Especially when telling him something this ridiculous.


  Jericho's face dropped even further at the look from Haynes.


  'Oh crap.'


  He shook his head, held up his hand. 'Don't want to know. I'll find out soon enough. Tell me about the card.'


  



  Chapter 4


  



  Jericho had taken another look at the card before leaving the office, but he hadn't needed to. He had committed every detail to memory and had given it some thought over the course of the afternoon.


  If it was a joke there was no dividing it up into sub-sections. It could be dismissed. However, the seeming originality of it made him wonder, made him invest it with more potential than he would otherwise have done; and if it was a threat, there were sub-sections. Lots of sub-sections. Was it something that had already taken place, or a portent of something to come? Why him? Was the threat directed at him specifically, or was someone toying with him, taunting the famous detective?


  Not that Jericho thought of himself in that way. Famous. Famous, however, he undoubtedly was. The name had brought him to the attention of the media almost from the moment he had become a Detective Constable. There had been the first big case, Durrant, although the full horror of that had not been widely reported. Then there had been Bigalo and Watkins; the Marble Arch murder; the girl in the cellar; the Littlewoods conspiracy, which in the late 1997 had even managed to keep the death of Princess Diana off the front pages of the tabloids, albeit only for two days. A long career.


  Ever since, he had been a magnet for the weird and the lonely, the mischievous to the criminally insane. It had quietened down as his months in the spotlight had drifted into years, but they were still out there. Most people still sent mail to the Metropolitan police and there was someone there who shielded Jericho, checked the mail and sent less than half on to him. The card, though, had come from one of the few people who realised that Jericho had long ago been moved quietly down to the south-west.


  Everything about it ate away at Jericho, although he was still trying to ignore the uncomfortable feeling.


  Haynes parked the car on the slight hill of the main street down through Glastonbury, then Jericho followed Haynes off the street and into a small arcade. Magic crystals and warlock's outfits, incense and mysticism, Jericho saw everything, bracketed it all under tourist tat. One or two people stared at them, the two men incongruous in their suits and coats.


  Jericho followed Haynes through a sidedoor into a heavily scented small shop. The shelves lined with candles and dragons and skulls and wands and powders. There was a woman behind the counter, a magnifying eyepiece squeezed into her eye, working on the intricacies of the stone setting in a ring. Haynes approached her as she removed the eyepiece and looked up. She was wearing a long patterned summer dress, which seemed out of place on a dull and cold January afternoon, but the shop was warm.


  Her hair was long, tied loosely in a knot. She hadn't had a fringe since she'd been eleven, and now she was thirty-seven. Her eyes were blue-grey and smiled often. Her breasts were small and she wore no bra. Haynes looked her in the eye. Jericho found himself looking at a cross with a skull at its base, a snake poking its head through one of the eye sockets.


  'Afternoon,' said Haynes.


  'Not a very consistent collection of styles,' said Jericho.


  She straightened up, looked at Haynes and then glanced past him to Jericho.


  'I am selling neither ecumenicalism nor convention, Chief Inspector,' she said. 'I'm a business. I'll sell what people want to buy. I don't preach and I'm not selling a brand.'


  'I don't know,' said Jericho. 'There seems to be a certain consistency to the level of garbage that all the shops along here are peddling.'


  The shopkeeper nodded, but was not going to be drawn into a discussion on the stock on her shelves. Particularly since she agreed with him.


  'He's a detective,' said Haynes. 'Detective Chief Inspector.'


  'Of course.'


  'Mrs Newton?'


  She nodded. She hadn't been expecting the police, but she knew they had her name, and although it had been a while, it wasn't the first time that they had come calling for information. And, of course, everyone knew Jericho.


  Haynes took out the card and laid it on the counter in front of Newton. Jericho wasn't looking at them, as there was no need to gauge Newton's reaction; instead drifting along shelves of boxes with mystical symbols carved into their lids. Or what passed for mystical symbols to Jericho, but he viewed everything with scepticism.


  'What can you tell us about it?' said Haynes.


  Newton didn't pick it up. Jericho glanced over and then turned back to the shelves. Newton looked at the card then looked at Haynes, a lovely but faint smile on her lips. Haynes seemed apologetic.


  'Everything you can tell us,' he said. 'We don't know much about this kind of thing. We don't live in this world.'


  'Oh, you certainly live in it,' said Newton.


  Haynes smiled and shrugged. Jericho looked over again then once more turned his back and continued his slow walk down the row of seemingly mystical rubbish. Even so, Newton could still feel Jericho's eye on her.


  When she spoke, she addressed Haynes, as people usually did when talking to the two of them, regardless of whether Jericho was looking at them or not.


  'The origins of the Tarot are, of course, rather lost in history. Everyone has a theory, but if someone tells you theirs is the definitive version, they're lying. Plenty of people will lie. This card, number twelve, is the Hanged Man. Since no one knows the exact origins of the cards, we can't be sure of its original intentions. However, it has become accepted that is it based on Odin, who was said to have hung upside down from the Tree of Life until he had gained great knowledge. The secrets of life and death. The Hanged Man represents knowledge and perspective, a re-awakening. Very positive and life-affirming.'


  'Seems an odd name,' said Haynes.


  Jericho had found the Tarot card section, and was looking at the various packs lined up on the shelves. They reminded him of extravagantly carved chess sets; Crusaders versus Saracens, elves versus goblins, rebel forces versus the Empire.


  'Why?'


  'It implies something it isn't.'


  'The Hanged Man quite possibly pre-dates the rather brutal institution of state sponsored execution by hanging.'


  'Something else lost in time,' said Jericho from the shelves.


  'Would you ever see a Hanged Man, like this, where the figure had been hung by the neck?' asked Haynes.


  'Normally not as part of a Tarot. Of course, these days there is no normal. People will do anything. Anyone with a genuine interest in the Tarot would not portray the twelfth card in this manner, but who knows? People can do anything.'


  'You think this is a card from a pack or an individual card drawn and printed for a specific purpose?'


  Jericho turned and watched Newton as she finally lifted the Hanged Man card and sat down. She began to study it intently, looking at all the tiny features drawn into the card, turning it over, looking at the back, running her fingers over it. Haynes watched her for a minute or two, but as the investigation went on he realised he was staring at her, staring at her breasts in a summer dress, and he turned away and walked over beside Jericho.


  He lifted up a dragon, its large claw folded round a wailing virgin, and showed it to Jericho with a smile. It was the kind of gesture to which Jericho would never respond, but Haynes knew it went in, knew that under the dour exterior there was as much interest in the mundane and the absurdity that passed for modern life. The things that people spent their money on.


  'You're going to say that it's impossible to say,' said Jericho, 'because of course it is.'


  'Yes,' said Newton dryly.


  'That's not really what we're looking for. Is there anything there that you can see as exceptional that we'll have missed?'


  Haynes was glancing at him, but Jericho still hadn't looked at him. Immersing himself in the strange world to which he was not accustomed.


  'The country house,' said Newton. 'You wouldn't normally find one of them.'


  'What?' said Haynes sharply. Jericho glanced over.


  Newton handed the card to Haynes. Jericho stood at Haynes' shoulder. They studied it for nearly a minute. Haynes was aware of the silence, how you couldn't hear any sound from outside the shop. Jericho had already noticed this, was consumed by the card. Eventually Newton leaned forward, holding a pencil, and traced the outline of the shape which was obscurely woven into the background of the card.


  If you hadn't realised it was there, it was very difficult to see; once you knew, impossible to miss.


  'Shit,' said Haynes. 'Could have looked at that for a week and not seen it.'


  'What does it mean?' said Jericho.


  Newton caught his eye and, as she laid down the card, shrugged slowly.


  'Part of the message, one presumes. Whatever that message actually is. You're the detective.'


  'We're leaving,' said Jericho sharply.


  He turned, walked out. Haynes looked a little nonplussed, shrugged at Newton, took the card from her.


  'Thanks for your help,' he said.


  She smiled; Haynes followed the boss. Newton watched them go, the details of the card etched in her head.


  There was a time when the words you're the detective had grated horribly with Jericho. They all suffered from it, the minute they qualified. All the non-detectives of the world ready to tell the detective fraternity that they ought to be able to work it out for themselves. And then it became a joke with which Amanda made herself laugh, and Jericho was happy to laugh along with because it was funny when she said it. And now the line, like so many things that reminded him of her, just shut him down.


  Back out onto High Street, Jericho stopped and waited for Haynes to catch up. It seemed colder than when they'd entered the shop. A new wind. Maybe it would snow. Maybe it would just be dark and bleak and damp and cold. He didn't pull his jacket tighter around him.


  'I don't know if that helped,' said Haynes, coming up beside him. He was still holding the card.


  Jericho grunted humourlessly.


  'What now?' asked Haynes.


  Jericho shrugged and headed up the street towards his car.


  Chapter 5


  



  Jericho sat in the small waiting room. There were two large windows facing out across London. Four large comfy chairs were arranged to afford the best view of the city. Jericho was sitting with his back to the wall, in between the two windows, with a perfect view of the four comfy chairs. They were empty. When he arrived, two of the chairs had been occupied by an American actress Jericho had seen in a film once, and her assistant. He sat in a comfy chair so as not to be staring at them; but when they went off to appear on whatever show it was that she'd been lined up for, he turned his back on London.


  On the walls were pictures of television shows that Jericho never watched, a few awards for shows of which he had never heard, two large photographs of women with glamorous hair that could have been adverts for shampoo, but more likely were celebrities that he didn't recognise.


  He sat with his hands on his knees in perfect silence.


  * * *


  The man in the middle spoke in terms that suggested he took it for granted that Jericho watched Britain's Got Justice, because that's what the police would do. They watched it because they were interested and, more than likely, would get some decent tips on how to deal with the criminal element. On either side of him were women in sharp suits and cool lipstick, although one of the women was notably sharper and cooler than the other.


  'So, you know,' said the man in the middle, 'no one's saying it's failing. That would be absurd. Well, obviously the tabs are saying it's failing, but they've got their own agenda as always, and to be honest part of that is so that when we come back, with your help, they're going to be all over us. Part of the neverending cycle. Build up so you can squash, squash so that you can build back up.'


  The sharper-lipsticked woman spoke up. Her name was Claudia. She only had one name, as if she'd once been a Brazilian footballer.


  'The Americans are, like, so much more clinical at this kind of thing. They reckon that more than sixty percent of celebrity drug and alcohol addictions are planned, just so that they can make a comeback. It's so much better if you can make a comeback from your drugs hell and alcohol torment than making a comeback from no one buying your shit.'


  Jericho looked through her without saying anything. If she was disconcerted by his blank stare then it did not show. The man in the middle waited to make sure that she had finished, then turned his attention back to Jericho.


  'But it's like they say. It doesn't matter which way up you place the hourglass, the sands of time are running out. We need to grab the bull by the horns, and we're not talking about chipping away at the weight that lies on the chest of this thing, we need to blow up the weight. But without doing any damage to the chest, if you know what I'm saying.'


  He looked intently at Jericho, as if Jericho was supposed to be understanding what he was talking about.


  'Are we on the same page?' he asked.


  'What do you want from me?' asked Jericho.


  Sometimes people in Wells asked him if he missed London.


  Man in the middle snapped his fingers.


  'Sharp,' he said. 'You know, everything that was up will be down, and vice versa. That whole, you know, Lord of the Rings type of vibe, and when Britain's Got Justice goes back up, we're looking for you to be there, at the forefront. At the moment, we're down to six finalists, and of course the intention had been to reduce that by one every few days and do the final weekend with the Big Three.'


  'Here's what we're going to do instead,' said Claudia, leaping in to make an announcement and help increase the dramatic tension.


  'This weekend,' said the man, 'we're going to cut the field in half. In one… night… We're calling it the Night of the Long Knives.'


  He paused and smiled, waiting for Jericho to be impressed.


  'Some people might think it apposite that we're comparing the institution of modern day independent television with the institution of the German Nazi party, but like, they're not understanding the kind of ironic modern sensibility that we're bringing to it. Television is the new war, all that stuff.' His voice was starting to speed up, as the weight of dark silence from across the desk became heavier and heavier. Usually, even when people thought he was talking drivel, they had the decency to pretend they were in awe of him or, at the very least, agreed with everything he said.


  'Night of the Long Knives,' said the other woman, as if it was such a great and original idea it was worth repeating.


  'So after this weekend we're going to be down to three, and that's where you, and where this great artistic creation of television improv comes in.'


  He raised his eyebrows expectantly, waiting for Jericho's enthusiastic response.


  'What do you want from me?' said Jericho again, as it seemed like an age since he'd last asked that question and he'd still to receive an answer.


  'They didn't tell you?'


  Jericho answered with a blank stare.


  'Well, Chief Inspector, I guess they wanted you to hear it from the horse's mouth, and really, we appreciate you agreeing to take this on, especially in light of the fact that you don't yet know what it is. It shows real willing and enthusiasm for what we're trying to do here. Change Britain while entertaining it at the same time.'


  He smiled. Jericho didn't.


  'So, after this weekend we have three finalists left. Then, over the final week of the show they will each be deputised into the police service, taking it in turn to spend time with you as you're out and about, like solving crimes and shit.'


  'You're a really famous detective,' threw in Claudia.


  'So this segment of the show lasts five nights from next Monday, leading up to the final night a week Saturday. The three finalists – and I think we already know who those three are going to be…'


  The women smiled knowingly. Jericho didn't.


  '…will be getting in-house training, everything from riot policing to filling in paperwork, although obviously for the latter we're going to have to spice it up with office sexual politics, that kind of shit. But the real focus, of course, for those five days will be the time that each of them spends with you. Then on the final night, obviously we deep six two of the contestants and have ourselves a winner. And we're talking, you know, a pretty intensive approach. An hour or two each night regular TV, at least two to three hours a day on digital. I know, you're laughing, but although they don't get a big slice of the cake, the digital audience is high quality. You know what I mean? It's a good audience. They have spending power. The advertising rakes in more than you'd think. And, of course, we're looking at no end of online tie-ins and promotions. And, from your point of view, above all else, this is going to be great for your career. The opportunities for you after this are going to be colossal. Holy Jesus, you're going to be the most recognisable face of crime-fighting on Planet Earth. The Yanks will probably want you to be guest starring on actual episodes of CSI for a kick-off. All sorts of shit.'


  The room had several large windows overlooking the city, but the glass was thick. Triple glazed. The door to the outer office had a seal that had been invented by NASA. No sound got in or out.


  When the man in the middle stopped talking, there was complete silence. And despite what he had implied, Jericho wasn't laughing.


  * * *


  There were four of them in a row. Hung by the neck.


  Once upon a time there had been music. Sometimes mellow and smooth, cool bass and muted trumpets, brushes on drums; sometimes crackly piano and rusty old vocals. The four of them had swayed in time to the music, or so it had seemed, although there was no one there to watch.


  Perhaps they just moved in the wind that crept in beneath the door; perhaps they swayed with the house, blown by the sea winds.


  Perhaps they didn't move at all. That was more likely. They hung in dead silence. At first the smell was suffocating, all-encompassing, rancid. Crept into the walls and the sparse furniture. It dripped onto the floor along with the decomposing flesh.


  They never touched each other, as if each corpse was repulsed by the festering, rotting carcass hanging next to it. A few inches apart, they hung still and lifeless, slowly decaying in wretched silence.


  Eventually the music, which had been left playing on endless loop, the scratchy needle returning to the start of the record every twenty minutes or so, was ended by a power cut and never restarted.


  The overpowering stench, the grim and total darkness took over. There was no music; there was no light. There was nothing for those bodies to do other than decompose and stink and rot in their Stygian oblivion.


  In time even the stench faded to a musty aroma of decay; the clothes hung loosely from bodies that frittered away to skeletons.


  Years passed.


  Chapter 6


  



  They were sitting in the car on the way back from the station at Castle Cary. Hadn't spoken yet. Haynes was waiting for Jericho.


  They'd all been talking about it at the police station in Wells; they all knew why Jericho had been dragged up to London. They weren't laughing at Jericho; he wasn't the kind of man to inspire that. They liked him, respected him, to a man and woman were glad that they worked with him. Yet, in some kind of way or other, they were still laughing. Of all the people they could have ordered to do it…


  Some thought that Jericho would resign.


  'You knew already,' said Jericho, finally talking as they passed around the edges of Shepton Mallet.


  'Yes,' said Haynes.


  Jericho nodded.


  'You were right not to tell me.'


  They drove on, Jericho stern-faced, staring straight ahead.


  'What are you going to do?' asked Haynes. Sentences thrown out into long silences, minutes apart.


  Jericho had been trying to not think about it for the previous three hours; but every time he tried to not think about it, or managed to think about something else, he began thinking about it anyway.


  He didn't answer.


  * * *


  Dylan was filing her nails when he came into her office. She hadn't needed to, it wasn't something she ever did at her desk, but she knew that Jericho would be indescribably annoyed by this, his senior officer filing her nails at her desk while there was work to be done. She also knew that some would consider it extremely petty, but this was office politics and she wasn't going to be beaten by anyone, regardless of how well known they were.


  Usually she would have been jealous of one of her officers being selected to go on television, but that would be when the officer was excited to be doing it. She knew Jericho would hate the idea, and so had taken great pleasure in the whole absurd notion since it was first mooted.


  He sat down without invitation. She held a nail up to the light and studied it intently. He waited. She dusted the nail and blew on it, dusted it again, ran a finger over the top of it searching for ragged edges, checked it again, seemed happy, laid down the nail file, smiled across the desk.


  'Happy?' she said.


  Jericho looked through her. She was expecting him to complain. She was expecting him to come in and demand to be withdrawn from the stupid show. She was expecting sarcasm and anger and disaffected outright bloody moral outrage.


  She had sat there on at least three occasions in the past and listened to Jericho's Al Pacino routine, spit flying and wrath spewing forth. He could go days without saying anything, yet when something worked its way under his skin, he let fly with the venom of the old Gods, vomiting his self-righteous bile onto her office floor. She saw him as a classic Mail or Express reader, appalled by modern Britain; except she knew he was also appalled by the Mail and the Express.


  He did the calculation once more in his head, as he had been doing all afternoon as he tried not to think about it. She was in control of the situation, and would not be disposed to consider his objections kindly. If he complained she would go straight to confrontation. He could do the show or he could resign. Resignation would be a fine bloody-minded thing to do, but then she would be quite happy and he wouldn't have a job.


  He didn't love the police force that much, but it was all he did. He didn't hanker after retirement, because he had no hobbies, no friends, no life other than this. And maybe it was shit, and maybe his predominant emotion on waking up was misery and dread about the day ahead, but it was his life, and if he threw it away, what was he going to do then? What did people do when they retired?


  Play golf. Go on a cruise. Write a book. Play Wii Fit and Nintendo Brain Training. Grow vegetables. Crochet. Watch snooker and cricket. Develop a taste for real ale. Buy a boat and sail to the Channel Islands. Slowly slide into senescence and waste away until you die.


  All that was coming anyway, and soon enough. There was no reason to hurry it along. Especially when it was exactly what the Superintendent was expecting and wanting him to do. The alternative was spending a week with the television cameras at his shoulder, trailed around by the kind of pre-pubescent wankers of all ages who applied for these kinds of shows. And once he was back on the television, the press would be after him again, their interest in his story once more reactivated, pictures of Amanda once more on the front pages.


  Between a rock and a hard place, the Devil and the deep blue sea, the frying pan, the fire, the bag of stinking, festering crap.


  'Yes,' he said suddenly. She had looked at him throughout, could see his brain moving in all directions. He may have been cunning, introverted yet full of himself, and more often than not, downright weird, but she still had plenty of moments of being able to read his thoughts, because his petty dislike of her matched her petty dislike of him. She'd been expecting indignation, yet at the same time, she was not surprised by his dull acceptance.


  'Good' she said. 'I thought you might enjoy it. That's why I put you forward.'


  You never put me forward, you lying bitch.


  'They say when they'd be down?'


  Jericho shook his head.


  'I've made Sergeant Light the special liaison with the company. She can sort out the logistics. I expect they'll be down in a day or two to take a look around, and start setting up. The whole show seems to be working to some sort of crazy deadline. Not unlike police work. Perhaps you can explore the similarities as part of your involvement with the process.'


  She smiled again, her head cocked marginally to one side, eyebrows raised. Jericho had one of those blinding, flashing moments when he allowed his imagination to run darkly amok. He looked into her eyes and imagined grabbing her by the hair with his left hand, tilting her head back, and running a blade swiftly across her neck. Slicing again, so that her head came away in his hands. His mind ran on, unspeakable horrors, as he looked into her eyes. He would walk through the office, her severed head in his hand, dripping blood over the beige carpet.


  She held the smile, even as it wavered, and then finally Jericho stood, his hatred unspoken as it spilled out over her carpet, and walked quickly from her office, closing the door behind him.


  She shivered and lifted the phone. Her face was grim and dark until a voice said hello at the other end, and then Dylan leant back in her chair, the smile engaged once more, and she proceeded to use the word darling more in five minutes than Jericho would use in a lifetime.


  Chapter 7


  



  Accepting that he was locked into his television hell, Jericho managed to turn the idea off for the afternoon. It would happen when it would happen. It would happen when Sergeant Light came to collect him.


  Light was relatively new, and Jericho probably hadn't said more than a couple of words to her so far. Based on nothing more than walking past her in the office, however, he liked her, something that he had not communicated to anyone else. He knew that Dylan's pettiness would have extended as far as ensuring that some other officer was assigned the task if she'd known that Jericho was happy with Light.


  Not thinking about the television show allowed Jericho to push cases around his desk. There wasn't much doing. A serious assault from a few weeks previously on Wells High Street. Two drunks beating up another drunk. Jericho pondered if three was enough to call it a brawl, or whether the word brawl implied greater participation in terms of numbers. Sadly, none of them had died; they would all live to drink and fight again.


  There had been a few graffiti tags around the town. Not really his province, but he'd been in on the investigation, such as it was, because he was there, and people tended to defer to him. Complaints about a farmer off the Shepton Mallet road not letting walkers cross his field. One of the sergeants had asked Jericho to become involved just so that everyone knew how seriously the police were taking the matter. Reports of teenagers driving recklessly around the Westway carpark at 1.30 in the morning, trying to pitch their mates off the car bonnet. A window smashed at the bottom of Portway the previous Tuesday.


  It was quite common for Jericho to be used just so that people could see how seriously the police were taking matters. There certainly wasn't much work that warranted the attention of a Detective Chief Inspector, and rare were the jobs he'd been given since coming to the West Country that would have come his way in London when he was there.


  Still, people got beaten up, cars drove too quickly, houses were broken into, every now and again a victim would meet his killer.


  Haynes knocked and entered. Jericho was staring at a piece of paper. His expression was blank, but Haynes new that he defied appearances. That he would be taking everything in. The man plucked information form nowhere on a daily basis.


  Jericho looked up; Haynes stood in the doorway.


  'So, what's the plan?' asked Haynes.


  'Plan?'


  'Are you doing the show?'


  Jericho nodded.


  'Shit,' said Haynes. 'I really thought you might blow 'em off. You're going to be on TV. You'll be getting marriage proposals and endorsement deals from, I don't know, Smith & Wesson… Pepsi…. You could be the next Cheryl Cole.'


  'Do you have anything to tell me, or are you just in here to give me abuse?'


  Haynes laughed.


  'Nothing. Just checking it's all right for me to knock off for the day.'


  Jericho nodded and looked back at the report from the witness to the High Street beating. The spelling and the grammar were terrible, but Jericho knew it would have been written by a police officer and signed by the witness.


  'Any more thoughts on the Tarot card?' asked Haynes. 'You know, I'm saying that, but it's not as if I've had any.'


  Jericho shook his head again, spoke without looking up.


  'We'll wait and see. If nothing else comes in and nothing extraordinary appears to have happened, we can bin it.'


  'Maybe someone just wants you to view the world from a different perspective.'


  Jericho didn't immediately raise his eyes, although Haynes could tell he had stopped reading. Finally the eyebrow lifted, his eyes followed.


  'That would be someone who didn't know that I already do that every day.'


  Haynes smiled, made a small gesture with his hand and headed out of the door. Stopped, looked back in.


  'The Crown?'


  Jericho ignored him, Haynes turned away.


  * * *


  'They'll be talking about you again.'


  Jericho was sitting up in bed. Amanda was standing by the window, looking out over the view, although it was dark, so he presumed she couldn't see anything. She was humming a tune he recognised. Memphis in June. It sounded soft and beautiful.


  'I wish they wouldn't,' he said. 'I never say it to anyone. I never grab the newspaper and rip it up. I never tell the journalists to fuck off when they call.'


  She turned. She was smiling.


  'It's all right,' she said.


  He shook his head. When she looked at him like that he wanted to cry.


  When he heard the tune again it was Hoagy singing. Amanda turned back to the night.


  * * *


  She was never there when he was lying beside another woman. She knew not to come into his dreams when he had fucked someone else. Regularly, however, she would be there when he hadn't. Sometimes lost, sometimes lonely. Sometimes she smiled. He never understood it when she smiled.


  He awoke depressed. Sat in the near dark, watching the dawn while he ate breakfast. Grey light, but no sun, spreading across the cold fields and barren hedgerows. Coffee and toast spread with just butter. Shoulders hunched as he sat at the table.


  The apprentice police officers of Britain's Got Justice awoke to orange juice and figs, bran and decaf, stretching and exercise, showers and anxious hours spent in front of a mirror. The man who would be their leader for a few days, who would show them what it was truly like to be on the front line of law enforcement, who the tabloid press would try to define as their Jedi Master, sat slouched over an old wooden table and wondered if the shape he could see in the distance was really a deer, or whether his eyes were going the same way as his flat stomach and his enthusiasm.


  It was true what they said. Jericho had no friends. He had enemies though.


  He sat for half an hour after finishing his breakfast, until the morning had completely broken. It rained. The dull gloom looked settled for the day. He went back upstairs, cleaned his teeth, down to the front door, shoes and coat on and out into the chill of morning.


  Chapter 8


  



  Durrant had not been surprised to be let out of prison. Nothing surprised him, just as nothing pleased him or annoyed him or upset him. Life happened to Durrant and he dealt with it as it came along. The last thirty years had come along in prison.


  There had been no one waiting for him, not when he was initially let out the front door, a small bag over his shoulder. Some clothes, a few manuscripts he'd been working on, and a book he'd picked up in the prison library. No one seemed interested in whether it would ever be returned. He wondered if they assumed he'd be arrested again so quickly that it would still be in his possession when he was sent back.


  He had been sitting in a small café when a man in a grey suit had pulled the chair out across the table from him and taken a seat. Uninvited.


  Durrant had a photographic memory. He had everything in the café installed in his head the second he walked in. Pregnant teenager, baby sleeping in a pram next to her. She might have been waiting for someone but Durrant didn't think so. Getting away from someone maybe. Lived at home with her mother and needed to get out. If he'd studied her he could have worked it out, but didn't want to. Two guys came in after him and bought a can of Coke each, sat at the table talking in low voices about betting on football and which one of the women behind the counter in the William Hill around the corner they'd have. That was it for customers. There were only five tables, so it could be said that the place was more than half full, albeit it would be a statement from the table of lies, damned lies and statistics.


  The woman behind the counter was called Michelle, a sturdy woman of unattractive disposition. Durrant had not engaged her since asking for a cup of tea. It was not a lack of money that prevented him ordering a piece of cake or a pastry to accompany the tea, but the rank awfulness of what was on offer. It was as if the sanitised sugary goodness of Starbucks and Costa hadn't happened, and since Durrant had missed society's development over the previous thirty years, he assumed that the world was more or less as he'd left it three decades previously.


  The man in the suit didn't speak. Looked at Durrant for a while, sizing him up. Looked over his shoulder after a while and asked Michelle for a coffee, something that he was destined not to drink once he got his first whiff of Nescafé. Michelle accepted the order with a minimal nod.


  Durrant wasn't disposed to start a conversation, but neither was he particularly impressed about having a stranger at his table, so he said, 'What the fuck do you want?' to get the ball rolling.


  Michelle placed the coffee on the table. If she noticed Durrant's question, she wasn't interested. What the fuck do you want was a fairly common refrain around those parts.


  The suit glanced down at the coffee and accepted that he'd been given what he'd expected. Instant coffee and filter coffee both had the word coffee in them, but they were two completely different drinks. Liking one didn't automatically mean you'd like the other. He hated instant coffee. Thought that there should be a ban in place preventing the manufacturers using the word coffee in the description. He never complained though, and instead he said, 'We'd like to offer you some work. Get you back on your feet, now that you're out of prison.'


  'Fuck off.'


  The suit reached inside his breast pocket and took out a business card. Plain white, with just a telephone number in the middle. No name, no other means of contact.


  'Call me if you're interested.'


  He pushed the coffee away from him, got to his feet and walked quickly out of the café. Durrant watched him go, and then reached out and pulled the coffee towards him across the table.


  Chapter 9


  



  Another card had arrived in the post. Similar to the previous one, although this time the smile on the face of the skeletal Hanged Man was slightly more deranged. A wilder, more gloating smile than on the previous card. Jericho was sitting at his desk, the card lying in front of him, the first card beside it. Haynes was standing at his shoulder. They'd been looking at it for ten minutes, having learned their lesson from the previous occasion, when Newton had spotted the outline of the country house woven into the backdrop.


  The same backdrop was here. They were, in effect, playing spot the difference. At the same time calculating and dissecting. Continuing practical joke or something more sinister? That was what irked Jericho more than anything else. He had no idea, nothing even to which he could attach the question. Even so, he could not help but feel that someone was mocking him. Taunting. Either it meant something specific, something which he could not work out, or else whoever was sending the cards was playing with him, making him think about a problem that didn't even exist.


  'I'm going to get a bacon roll,' said Haynes to break the silence. 'Can I get you anything?'


  'Coffee,' said Jericho.


  'Bacon roll?'


  Jericho didn't answer, which Haynes knew to take as a no.


  The door opened. Sergeant Light. Jericho and Haynes looked up from the Tarot cards, Haynes with a slightly guilty feeling, as if they'd been looking at porn. Looking at a card for ten minutes still didn't seem like work.


  'Your ten o'clock's here,' said Light to Jericho. Jericho looked blankly back at her.


  'There's a producer from the show,' she said. 'Just an initial chat, sort things out, first discussions on how it's going to look. Probably best if I sit in on it with your, Sir, if that's OK.'


  Jericho looked at his watch.


  'I sent you an e-mail last night,' she said.


  She followed his eyes to his computer screen. It sat to the side of his desk, cold and unused. Hadn't been switched on in three days. She shrugged.


  'Can you see her?'


  'Yes,' said Jericho wearily. As he said it, he automatically lifted the cards and handed them to Haynes.


  'Get me the coffee and a bacon roll. Go back to the woman in Glastonbury. Same as before. Don't show them to anyone else. Sergeant, give me five minutes then bring her up. I'd be delighted for you to sit in with us.'


  Dismissed, Haynes followed Light out the room. When he'd closed the door, they smiled at each other.


  'I'll get him breakfast and take it up with the TV woman,' said Light.


  'Thanks,' said Haynes. 'He likes to hide behind food when he doesn't have me.'


  She laughed.


  'What have you got that you can't show anyone?' she asked, indicating the pocket into which Haynes had slipped the Tarot cards.


  Haynes shook his head, smiled and turned away.


  'Sounds like it might be worthwhile extracting the information from you,' she said to his back.


  * * *


  Jericho had his coffee and bacon roll. Sergeant Light had a cup of tea. Tetley. The producer down from London was drinking a camomile infusion. She had brought the Limited Edition bag with her.


  Hattie Morris, 29, dark hair, attractively scrubbed up, thick dark-rimmed spectacles that she didn't really need. The third person who had sat in on Jericho's meeting in London the previous day. She was not particularly high up the ladder of executives and operatives on Britain's Got Justice, but she gave off such an air of authority and confidence that Jericho and Light assumed that her position of seniority was as significant as her job title. Executive In Charge Of Production. There were three others with the same title.


  'So really it is, like, terribly exciting. Imagine you got Robbie onto the X-Factor, but not just to sing the one song, but to work with each of the contestants.'


  Jericho wasn't biting at her enthusiasm. He was biting slowly into his bacon roll, taking as long over it as possible. Haynes was right. He did like to hide behind food.


  'And, you know, like not just work with the contestants on a one-off, here's a bit of advice kind of a thing, but, God, it would be like them going into the studio and actually working on a Take That album. How awesome would that be?'


  She left a pause for Jericho to grade the awesomeness, but he passed on the question as his mouth was full. At least, she chose to assume from his silence that it was.


  'Because it's like, so annoying, because this show we've got, you know, Britain's Got Justice, is like so great, and people just aren't watching, and we're all like, duh, how can you not be, it's like such great TV? Getting you on board is completely awesome. You're like the most famous detective in the country, and how cool is that? Totally cool,' she said, before Jericho could leap in. 'So, in fact, it's not even like we're getting Robbie onto the X-Factor, because, you know, he's a bit passed it now. It's like getting, God, I don't know, who's the most famous singer in the world these days? Who's hottest? Adele? The Gaga woman? Shit, that's it. It's like getting, you know, fucking Lady Gaga on here.'


  She went slightly goggle-eyed when she said fucking, as if she was being a bit naughty swearing in a police station.


  'I'm sure the Chief Inspector appreciates the comparison,' said Sergeant Light.


  Hattie Morris nodded in agreement, although she was mostly in agreement with herself.


  'So,' said Light, as she knew full well that Jericho could easily go through the entire conversation without opening his mouth, 'how do you see it working? When do we start? What kind of camera crew are we going to have, what sort of presence do you expect the show to have around the station? What kind of accommodations should we be making?'


  Morris started nodding vigorously, agreeing with how awesome the questions were. This was why she was here. To answer awesome questions such as these.


  'You know, there's some of that I can't answer at the moment,' she said. 'We're still fine tuning, you know, trying to like squeeze, if you will, the leopard into the envelope. However, on show terms, we're going to be on air with the final three starting Monday night, so I guess we're looking at setting up come Sunday, and then full speed ahead Monday morning. It's, you know, it's going to be crazy time, because we slice and dice on Saturday and Sunday evenings, bin the three losers, then Monday we're bringing the three winners down here. It's like, phphphphttt… crazy time, you know, but it'll get done. So, Monday morning we kick off with the three at the station. Two of them on the minutiae of police work, and one going out with the Chief Inspector.'


  'Thought you said you couldn't answer the questions,' said Jericho, finally finding a moment with an empty mouth.


  'Absolutely,' said Morris. 'In terms of camera crew and television presence, I'm not really in the loop on that.'


  'Can you find out, please?' said Light. 'We should know.'


  'For sure, for sure,' said Morris, scribbling something into the notepad which rested on her knee. When she had finished she looked up, held Jericho's gaze for a while, and then smiled. Jericho did not return the smile. He hid behind the coffee cup for a while, and then took a bite of bacon roll so that he couldn't speak. It was nearly finished.


  'I Googled you,' said Morris. Jericho stared across the desk. For years he had pretended not to know what that meant, but even he couldn't get away with that now. All the same, the fact that Googling existed, and that it could be done to him, filled him with the utmost contempt for society. 'I found a few TV reports, statements to the press, a couple of interviews. Is there anything I might have missed? You've done reality TV at all? I couldn't find anything like that, but you know how it is, most people have done reality TV some time in their lives. You know, I can't think of the last time I met someone who hadn't been on TV.'


  Jericho continued to look blankly across the desk. Coming from someone who worked in TV, that was just about the stupidest thing he'd heard anyone say in at least ten or fifteen minutes.


  'This will be the Chief Inspector's first reality TV show,' said Light.


  'Of course,' said Morris. 'Sure, that's great. Really, you know, there's something tired and old when you get these people that make show after show, their whole life conducted in front of a camera. God, you're like watching, and you're thinking, God, is any of this actually real? What Katie Did Next and What Pete Did The Next Day and What Like The Fuck Did Kerry do, all that like kind of thing. They are so…. tired. But you know, when you get someone different, when it's new and fresh and exciting and challenging and vibrant and colourful and pulsating and full of energy…'


  'Who the fuck do you think you're getting?' said Jericho, managing to find a gap in the bacon roll as the mood took him.


  Morris looked hopefully to Light, as if she might be able to translate Jericho for her.


  'Maybe we should take a five minute break,' said Light, even though they'd been talking for less than ten.


  'For sure, for sure,' said Morris. 'You know, I think I might grab a cup of New York decaf.'


  Chapter 10


  



  Although the police and the prosecution had insisted on saying that Durrant had tortured the five victims they knew about before killing them, prior to his thirty year incarceration, Durrant had never seen it in those terms. He saw torture as something that people did to other people when they were trying to extract information. The Nazis tortured people. The KGB. And the Spanish Inquisition and the CIA and all those other groups who felt morally justified in causing great pain for the greater good.


  Or torture was what some sick fuck did to some poor victim just for the Hell of it.


  Not being the member of a state or religious sponsored organisation, it was natural that the police had assumed that Durrant tortured his victims because of the latter explanation. This had always troubled him, insomuch as anything troubled him.


  He'd been a scientist, conducting research into pain. To what extent could an individual block out pain just by the power of thought. He'd given each of his subjects several long lectures on the subject, over the course of a few weeks, while they'd become familiar with their surroundings. And then he'd started applying pain, in increasingly unpleasant levels, to see if they could apply the thought processes and mental gymnastics that he had been trying to teach them.


  Many of the things that he had applied to them he had very decently also applied to himself. Prods with knives, cigarette burns, even breakage of a couple of fingers. Ultimately, of course, he had not burst his own testicles with a pair of pliers, had not hammered a nail into his own head, or sliced off his own breasts.


  He had felt, however, that his work had had a certain aesthetic, and could not agree with those who viewed him as the worst kind of sociopath. He'd been sent to prison with a rather damning judgement that he should never be released.


  That he was now back, sitting in his cottage on the east coast, looking out at a desolate grey sea, might have surprised him if he'd been capable of surprise. Yet Durrant did not think, he merely acted.


  He was aware that the police had never found this house. They had searched at the time, thirty years previously when he'd first been arrested. They'd known that he'd carried out his experiments in two locations and had never been able to discover the second. He'd said nothing, and even though they had invoked the interrogation techniques of the time, which had involved a decent amount of uncultured brutality, Durrant was the one who had done the experiments; he knew what it took to endure pain. He hadn't come close to telling them anything.


  The fact that the police had not arrived at his prison cell in the previous thirty years looking for him to answer further charges was indication enough that they had not discovered his second home. His home by the sea, where his four other victims had been waiting all this time for a decent burial.


  The house no longer smelled of death. He'd had a direct debit set up on a bank account the police had never discovered, and so the electricity had never been cut off. The water still worked. The house had been cold, but there was a fireplace, and he'd collected enough wood from the beach and had finally managed to get the fire going.


  Local people would have viewed his house as just another little-used holiday home. Perhaps there had been some wilful blindness on the part of anyone who noticed the house. It seemed strange and somehow eerie, an old haunted house by the sea, and so they stayed away. No one looked in through a window, no one even put a stone through a window.


  Durrant sat and ate a sandwich and drank red wine from a white wine glass. He would need to go back to the shops in the morning to collect a few more things to make the house habitable.


  Behind him there was a door, and the door was currently closed. Behind the door the experimentation room looked exactly as he'd left it three decades earlier. He had taken a quick unimpassioned look. His equipment was all still there, and in the corner there were four bodies hanging, suspended by the neck.


  He'd closed that door before eating his sandwich, but knew that the room was waiting for him to start up his experiments once again.


  There was, however, the other matter to care of. The matter of revenge.


  * * *


  'So, you know, like just so we have some idea of the kind of thing we're going to get down here, what kind of crime does the average day in Wells bring?'


  Morris looked expectantly across the desk, although nearly thirty minutes in now, she ought to have learned to reduce those expectations.


  'Like, you know, for example, what have you had in the last twenty-four hours? You can, like, give me that information, yeah?'


  Jericho held her gaze for a moment and then looked at Light.


  'Sergeant?' he said.


  Morris transferred her look of eager enthusiasm to Light, and readied her notebook.


  'Obviously I don't have all the details to hand, and I wasn't on the front desk…'


  'For sure, for sure, but just, you know…'


  'Of course. Well, there was a fellow pulled a gate off its hinges up on South Street. Clean off. Had had a bit too many, I think. Sleeping it off down the station in Yeovil.'


  She thought about it a little longer, couldn't think of anything else that had happened, glanced at Jericho to see if he could help her out. Morris waited, her pen poised, ready to swoop.


  'We can probably take you down to Yeovil, you know, that's where a lot of the action is. Never a dull moment down there.'


  'So, you know, what else…. What other kinds of things can we expect?' She straightened herself up and smiled excitedly, as if she could make something interesting happen in Wells by sheer force of will.


  'We go into the school, mostly talk to the seniors. Fingers on the pulse of the youth, that kind of thing. Sometimes there's a bit of graffiti. Friday, Saturday nights there's usually a bit of a to-do down on Portway, but it's rare we have to make an arrest. Come the summer there'll be the usual, you know, high jinks on the rec apparently. Lot of drinking, a lot of litter, some drugs, bit of sex. Might be worth your while coming back then. That's what they say, I'm new so… But, you know, not in January. It's just dog walkers and joggers. At the moment the rec is pretty dead… Same as the rest of the town.'


  Long before Light had finished talking, Morris had downed her pencil. Jericho held a cup of coffee to his face. His eyes, visible above the cup, were not smiling.


  'When was the last time you had a murder?'


  'Last year,' said Light.


  'Exciting case?' asked Morris hopefully.


  'Someone was murdered,' said Jericho darkly and reprovingly from behind his cup.


  'Point taken,' said Morris. 'Absolutely. I just meant, you know, was there a big investigation, or a chase across open fields, that kind of thing?'


  'No,' said Jericho.


  'OK. Cool. That's cool. What about a robbery? Bank robbery?'


  'Not in seventy years.'


  'A house robbery? Burglary?'


  'A few weeks,' said Jericho.


  Morris nodded. Didn't smile, but she suddenly felt she had achieved a minor triumph. She'd managed to get Jericho talking at least.


  'Assaults? There must be assaults, it's Britain we're talking about. Where there's alcohol, there's usually young men fighting.'


  'Had one a few days ago,' said Jericho.


  Morris looked expectantly at him with her eyebrows, although the true level of her expectation was shown by the fact that she didn't lift her pen.


  'Young bloke, early twenties, beat the crap out of another young bloke. Who didn't want to press charges.' He paused. Morris' eyebrows lifted a little further. 'Maybe if you're lucky you'll be here when Bloke B comes back to take his revenge on Bloke A. As he inevitably will. Which was why he wasn't interested in pressing charges.'


  Morris scribbled something in her book.


  'Do you think it would be possible to get details of these two individuals. That's the kind of thing, you know, that we'd really be interested in. Assault works great on TV. It's, you know, well it can be, you know, really visceral.'


  'Blood,' she added, when neither Jericho nor Light looked like they were going to say anything.


  'Right,' she said, and she looked down at her short list of notes, then raised her head and embraced them both with a smile.


  'That's just, like, you know, plenty to work with for the moment, a lot, a lot of scope. Um….';


  She flicked through her book, her lips pursed. Light recognised that she was about to ask something she knew she shouldn't. Jericho brought the coffee cup back up to his face, didn't recognise anything in Morris' demeanour.


  'So,' said Morris, 'as I was saying earlier, and I think we all agreed on, this …em, a lot of this, but you know, not all, a lot of this is going to come down to you, Robert, and I, you know, we, you know we're thinking that this is a great opportunity for you to go centre stage, for you to become the, you know, you're going to be like Ant and Dec meets Brucie, or Davina meets… Robot Wars…' She laughed in an attempted self-deprecating manner. 'Oh, I'm going off on one… Robot Wars. Heck, you know what I mean. It's just, like, kinda crazy. But, you know, that's what we're looking for. You're going to be the man here, you really are. I'll tell you what it's going to be like. Davina meets Yoda, that's who you're going to be.'


  Jericho was staring at her over the top of his cup. If someone had given him a piece of paper and a pen at that moment, he could have written a list of over six billion places he'd rather be, and a similar number of people to whom he'd rather be talking. Light was just staring at the desk, waiting for the question, wondering what Jericho was going to say. Morris burbled on, unaware. Or very aware but determined.


  'So, I guess, what I'm saying is that you're going to be, like, you know, out there, centre stage in some respects. So we were wondering, I mean, you know, some of the guys back at the studio were wondering, are you happy with this kind of level of attention? You know, obviously you're charismatic, you're an attractive man, your TV manner is just going to be awesome, but you know…. You know, how do you feel about us running a bit of a story on your wife?'


  Light felt the room implode. Morris, apparently feeling no shame, looked expectantly at Jericho.


  Jericho held her gaze for a moment, and then carefully set the coffee cup down on the desk. For some minutes now it had only contained the cold dregs in any case. He rose to his feet, caught Light's eye, and then walked from his office, grabbing his jacket off the peg by the door as he went. He closed the door behind him.


  Morris stared at the closed door for a few moments, and then looked at Light. Light also got to her feet.


  'So, what was that?' asked Morris.


  'Sorry?'


  'Was that a no, was that a… I'll think about it…?'


  Light held her gaze for about as long as Jericho had done, then walked to the door, opened it, and stood by it waiting for Morris to leave with her.


  'We'll go down to the canteen and we can discuss further arrangements with regard to the start of filming,' she said.


  * * *


  'Well, we're going to have to get him to lighten up. He's just, you know, we've all seen it. Deer caught in the headlights. So excited by the thought of TV he can barely bring himself to go to the toilet. Just, like, clammed up. I know, it's kind of tiring. These people should just get over themselves. It's only TV. Yeah, I know, it's like totally sad. But you know, I reckon, give him an episode or two, he'll like totally open up. And we'll be able to totally play on it, you know. The blossoming of the flower, that kind of angle. And we all know, you know, we know who's going to get through to the last three, and when he's spent any time at all with Cher or Lol, he's just going to melt. It'll be like, you know, the Taming of the Shrew or some shit like that. The melting of the iceberg. Yep, it would be awesome, you know, if he falls for one of them, I mean, Yoda starts banging one of his students, that would be so cool. Well, like yeah, he's like fifty or something, it'd be pretty gross, but hey babe, it's television. Anything can happen…'


  Chapter 11


  



  Jericho and Haynes were sitting on a bench beside the moat around the Bishop's Palace. A classic Well's tourist spot. Albeit not in the middle of January. Occasionally someone would walk by, huddled against the cold, but mostly they had the place to themselves. The sounds of a tractor drifted over from the nearby fields; occasionally flocks of starlings would descend and then fly off noisily in a great dark cloud.


  Jericho saw none of it, had just wanted to get away from the station. Morris was still there, pouring over specifics with Light, and he'd decided the only way to guarantee not getting called back in to speak to the woman was to not be there.


  He'd been sitting for ten minutes waiting for Haynes, who had just arrived with sandwiches from Gregg's.


  'I can feel the damp in my buttocks,' said Haynes after a while, through a mouthful of char-grilled Mexican chicken, a sandwich which had never actually been anywhere near Mexico.


  Some days Jericho might have had a barbed comment to make about Haynes' underwear or about wearing a longer coat, but today he didn't have any unnecessary conversation in him.


  'Tell me about the card,' he said.


  'Nothing to tell,' said Haynes. 'She gave it the same going over, said it had been produced from the same template as the previous one, but slightly amended. Which is what we thought. So, nothing new.'


  Jericho ate his tuna mayonnaise and stared at the ducks on the far side of the moat. As ever, when he looked at ducks, he wondered if he might have duck for dinner that night.


  'What do you think?' said Jericho.


  'About the cards? Or about Newton?'


  Both men thought of Newton in her summer dress in the middle of January.


  'The cards,' said Jericho. 'If we were at a busy office, would we have given these cards even a seconds' thought? Instead, there's nothing much going on and we're investing all sorts of time in them. Time which we'd never spend if we were in London. Or Bristol.'


  'So two Tarot cards with peculiar markings become more important because of where we are, something which does not in fact inherently relate to the cards in any way.'


  Jericho nodded silently, something which he had the ability to do without even moving his head.


  'Doesn't mean,' said Haynes, 'that implicitly they're not important. Or, at least, that they don't herald something important.'


  When was the last time you had duck, asked Jericho. But the words just formed in his head. He could talk about work, but nothing else. Despite himself, he had been completely disconcerted by his conversation with Morris. He wanted to be cool about the whole TV thing, but it was beginning to bother him. He hated the idea, he hated the thought of his every movement being on television, he hated the intrusion. He had come down here to get away from it all, and now, years later, it had followed him, and once more he would be in the newspapers. Hattie Morris would not be the last person to ask about Amanda.


  'There's nothing been happening the last couple of days, is there?' he asked.


  'Nope.'


  Haynes casually let a small piece of bread go flying into the moat. The nearest duck gave it a glance and swam on.


  'So, either these cards are telling us there's something going on somewhere else, or else it's a threat of what's to come.'


  'Seems reasonable. Unless it's just some wanker having a laugh.'


  Jericho rubbed his forehead, massaged his closed eyes, finally looked up although his eyes never lifted above the height of the wall around the moat. The flock of starlings settled noisily into the trees beside the nearest field. Somewhere a crow vented its gravelly rage.


  'Don't let anyone know about it for now. If it turns out to be nothing, or some clown's idea of a joke, then no one finds out about it. But if it is important, then we need to know about it before whoever's sending them wants us to know. I'm going to be bogged down with this bloody TV business, so you'll need to take care of it. Just don't, for God's sake, let anything slip about it in front of them. The TV people.'


  'What do you want me to do?'


  'A general check of what's been going on. Anything unusual. Anything that might tie in with the timing of these two cards.'


  'You mean, everywhere? Countrywide?'


  Jericho breathed out. Took another bite of sandwich. Allowed himself to think about it for a while. Haynes, well used to the long gaps in his conversations with Jericho, similarly ate his sandwich and waited.


  'Let's ignore the Tarot stuff for a second. The concept of a hanged man in general suggests death, someone who's been hanged. In the regular Tarot concept it means something completely different, but then these cards are also subverting that concept by implying death.'


  'So we go with death.'


  'Yes. For the moment. Start around here, the whole of the West Country, although I think we'd have heard about it if there'd been anything too weird. Then check out my old patch in London, and then the rest of the country. Fuck, there must have been several hundred people died in Britain in the last few days, it's what happens. Just find out the unusual ones, the ones the police are looking into.'


  'And I won't know what I'm looking for until I find it.'


  'Exactamundo,' said Jericho, which was a word he only usually used when he was in a good mood and feeling positive enough to say something stupid. Instead, he had one of those moments when the words coming out of his mouth sounded ridiculous, and so he took a bite from his sandwich and lowered himself slightly further down into the bench. He'd said everything that needed to be said.


  Chapter 12


  



  There were six contestants remaining on the new TV reality show, Britain's Got Justice. Cher, Lol, Gaz, Ando, Muzza and Xav. That, at least, was how their names had been abbreviated for tabloid usage. Of the six, only Cherie Mansfield had previously used her tabloid moniker in real life, but the people at BGJ had helpfully supplied the newspapers on whom they depended with the relevant nicknames, to remove the possibility of confusion.


  Originally something in the region of nine thousand people had applied for the show, a disappointing number in itself. Ever since, the producers felt, they had been fighting a rearguard action in trying to retain the interest of the public. By the time they got to the live broadcast stage, there were fifteen, and since Christmas nine had been eliminated by a combination of physical exercises, examination and the ever-versatile telephone vote.


  Mostly, anyone who remotely looked like a thuggish police officer and a shoo-in for the title had been removed. They didn't want forty-year-old brutal ex-Army thugs on the show, they wanted attractive nineteen-year-old girls and men in their mid-twenties who shaved their chests. They wanted to do crime prevention for the YouTube/Facebook generation. Their perfect police officer was to be some weird combination of Justin Beiber and Gemma Arterton, not Ray Winstone and John Thaw.


  The only one of the six to slip through the net was Gary Templeton, thirty-six and a former Royal Marine. He looked like a police officer; he came top in virtually all the tests; he was attractive enough to satisfy the girls and the media. When he smiled he had dimples. The Mirror had implied that he had been involved in a variety of top secret operations; the idea had stuck, and now whenever he was mentioned it was implied that he was some kind of superspy figure. The producers just didn't want someone that old winning the title, and so it was beholden on them to come up with a way for him to lose. Some said that he was in line to be the next James Bond, even though the current James Bond didn't seem to be on the point of going anywhere.


  The other five, who for the most part fitted the bill that the producers, advertisers and audience demanded, were Cherie Mansfield, a twenty-year-old media studies student from Burton-on-Trent, Lorraine Allison, nineteen, reading Greek history at Magdelen College Oxford, (she hated being known as Lol, just as much as she hated being called the posh one because she was at Oxford), Andrew Payne, a Scottish teenage building apprentice, who claimed to already have bedded four hundred women, Murray Forsyth, who was unemployed and termed himself a performance artist having put three short films about himself on YouTube, and Xavier Yateras, a twenty-year-old hairdresser from Putney. He'd been getting the gay and lesbian vote – despite being neither – as well as the votes of those who hated the very idea of the show and wanted to subvert it by voting for the least likely police officer in the competition.


  Cher, Lol, Gaz, Ando, Muzza and Xav. The producers had picked their final six before the first show had aired, and had managed to get five out of the six they'd been looking for. They intended no such slip-ups when it came to the final three.


  Stories about the six had been getting leaked to the media for some weeks, the stories themselves getting more and more desperate and outlandish as it became apparent that the interest of the public was waning. Cher: drugs and an incredible amount of sex; Lol: posh, a one-off instance of a mass student orgy, and possibly related to the Royal family; Gaz: previously a murder suspect, three ex-wives, caring father, heart of gold; Ando: all those women, although regularly he couldn't get it up because of his drug habit; Muzza: the twenty-two year-old virgin who had almost been adopted by Madonna; and Xav: arrested four times on Gay Pride marches, and who had once had a threesome with two fellows out of Take That.


  All of the stories were made up by a group of people sitting around a desk in an office, but it wasn't as if there was a newspaper out there who would take the time to check the facts. It was, as their Svengali producer had noted to the team, like shooting into an empty net.


  Why then, they had been left to wonder, as the series had drifted dangerously into the nation's disinterest, were they currently 5-0 down?


  Things were about to change, however, and it wasn't just because the producers had roped in reluctant detective Robert Jericho. One of the dull and uninteresting six, about whom they had made up so many fibs and exaggerations, was about to disappear for a while, before dying a rather unpleasant, painful and brutal death.


  Chapter 13


  



  Friday morning. Jericho awoke with an uncomfortable feeling in his gut, something he quickly attributed to the impending doom of the upcoming weekend. He wasn't going to have a part in choosing the three final participants in the show, but he had been instructed to attend the Saturday and Sunday night two-hour TV shows to sit with the judges and to pronounce on how the finalists handled the various trials and questions that were sent their way. In a further act of ratings desperation, each of the contestants had been told to sing a song on the basis that at some point in their police enforcement careers they might have to go undercover and sing karaoke.


  Having been determined to mentally close down and block out the upcoming week, Jericho was beginning to wonder if maybe he would be better off resigning and finding a way to live with the decision. Model airplanes. Jigsaws. Walks on the Somerset levels looking for cranes.


  He couldn't eat anything for breakfast. He looked across the fields and drank coffee and watched the grey light creep across the land, and thought about how he hated the media in Britain; but he also thought that the media were just giving the people what they wanted, so shouldn't he also hate the people? And he thought that in fact, yes, he did hate the people. So what was the point in being a police officer and serving them, serving the course of natural justice?


  He thought all those things, but still, when he got into the office forty minutes later than normal – and he was normally later than everyone else – he did not type out a resignation latter.


  * * *


  Haynes was leaning forward, his elbows resting on his knees, a notebook open in front of him. He liked the feel of a notebook, even though some of his peers thought him dreadfully old-fashioned, or worse, trying to mimic the old-fashioned ways of Jericho. Jericho was leaning back in his chair, a dead cup of coffee sitting on the desk in front of him.


  'So, I guess the question is, if the cards are some messenger of death, then were you getting them as a warning before the deaths happened, or as a kind of calling card, letting you know that something had been done. In the name of the Hanged Man. Like the Pink Panther, or that Milk Tray dude you used to get in the old adverts.'


  'Talk us through what we've got,' said Jericho.


  'So we have, in the last six days or so around the country, seventeen deaths that the police are currently looking into as unexplained, potentially suspicious or at the very least, not obviously due to natural causes. Can't rule out the possibility that we're dealing with someone in a position to murder someone so that it looks like natural causes, but that's obviously going to open up another enormous can of shit, so you know…'


  'What have we got?' said Jericho again. 'Start with the West Country.'


  Haynes looked down at his notebook. He'd already organised the deaths geographically.


  'There's a forty-three-year-old died of a heart attack in his bed on Saturday night. Outskirts of Bath.'


  'What did the investigating officer think?'


  'They're looking into it because it's kind of weird, and there has to be a post mortem 'cause the fellow wasn't in the heart attack demographic and he seemed healthy enough, but…… ultimately he thinks it was just a freak event. One of those weird medical things that crops up. He'll let me know if anything comes up.'


  'Who was the guy?'


  'Stuart Westlake, plumber. Didn't seem to work much.'


  'Part-time plumber?'


  'Part-time plumber. Married, separated, no kids. Played football on a Sunday morning.'


  'OK, better keep on top of that one. Could be the kind of thing we're looking for. What's next?'


  'Fight on Saturday night in the middle of Bristol.'


  'There was a fight on Saturday night in the middle of Bristol?' said Jericho, a rare excursion into dry humour.


  'Witnessed by a couple of officers. Couple of drunks, one of them smashed a bottle and chibbed the other bloke. Got him in the neck. Bled to death before the ambulance arrived.'


  'And the attacker?'


  'Legged it.'


  And would never be found. Jericho hadn't even seen the murder mentioned on the local news; which was because it just wasn't news any more. Society has come to expect fights in city centres in the middle of the night, once the bars and clubs have spewed forth their detritus of the evening. It was no one's news.


  'Who was the victim?'


  Another glance at the notebook.


  'Oliver Davis, early twenties. Last year of studying history at Bristol. No immediate family, but has distant relatives… they seem reasonably wealthy. Just got back to Bristol having spent Christmas with them in London.'


  'How's that one looking?'


  'Bit early to say case closed, but, you know…. Two drunks fighting after a night on the piss. The guys in Bristol, you know, they're not getting anywhere. Where is there to go?'


  'Isn't there CCTV?'


  'It was a guy in a hood. Seems to have kept his face covered the whole time.'


  Haynes looked into Jericho's eyes, hesitated. Jericho raised his eyebrows.


  'A guy takes the time to make sure his face is covered, presumably even before he got in a fight. And he was drunk? That doesn't strike you as odd?'


  'Now that you say it.'


  'Check that one out, we need more detail. What else?'


  'Car crash in Cornwall, a couple of teenagers died.'


  Jericho nodded. He'd heard that one on the news.


  'That's it for around here?'


  'Next closest is a car crash in Hampshire. Family of four.'


  Jericho nodded. He'd seen that one too. Car crash deaths make the news. They are everyman deaths. There's not one of us doesn't go in a car on a regular basis; car crashes could affect us all. Drunks fighting at two in the morning, however, was the territory of the young and the hot-headed, the foolish and under-educated, not the middle class who watched the Ten O'Clock News.


  'That one was a little odd,' said Haynes. 'The car burned up.'


  'It exploded?'


  That hadn't been on the news.


  'They're investigating. There was a fire, the fuel burned up. No one got out the car, so they're assuming they all died beforehand, or were trapped in the car.'


  'Was it part of a movie?'


  'What?'


  'Cars don't usually burn up because they drive off the road.'


  He shook his head.


  'This isn't getting us very far. Shit.'


  Haynes looked back at his notes.


  'There's a woman in Hownsl—'


  'Trouble is,' said Jericho, 'if you take each individual case as potentially suspicious and start reading something else into it, every slightly strange death in the country over the past few days…. Bollocks. Even the drunk teenagers. You take it for granted. Drunk teenagers in a car. That's not fucking news, no one's saying, shit how did that happen, society must be on the verge of collapse.'


  He paused. Haynes knew he hadn't finished or, at the very least, that there was no point in him saying anything at this stage.


  'But what if someone spiked a drink, the kid didn't know he was drunk until he was flying along the road, adrenaline pumping and….'


  He ran out of words, as he often did. He bored himself. Saying things that didn't need to be said.


  They would have to investigate every one of the deaths in intimate detail, or at least make sure that the local police had done the job properly. And none of them were going to be happy about being called up for some spurious reason, especially when they found out that it was DCI Robert Jericho behind it. Those who worked with him respected him; those who hadn't just saw someone whose fame was out of proportion to his body of work; that someone who had been in the newspapers as much as he was, really had to want it that way. His upcoming television appearance wasn't going to change anything.


  He quickly rubbed his hands over his face.


  'Right, Sergeant, we're just going to have to bite the antelope on the arse. I doubt there's going to be one of these that we can just happily throw out. We'll split the list. If either of us have a particular contact we can use, then we'll take it, otherwise…'


  He threw a hand in the air. Haynes leaned forward, notebook open, ready to continue.


  Chapter 14


  



  It had been four days and Durrant was restless. The matter of vengeance was in hand, yet he knew that man could not live by vengeance alone. If one's life was consumed by vengeance, then it ate away at you, ate your heart out, turned your soul black.


  He had planned vengeance all these years, yet he had also studied and written and published. He knew things that other people did not know, he had widened his base of knowledge. If he had allowed himself to miss anything due to his incarceration, it was the bold experimentation of the months before he'd been arrested.


  It was time to start again.


  He had been in prison so long that he knew nothing of reality television, knew nothing of the explosion of channels and the modern notion of celebrity. There had been televisions in prison of course. There had been talk amongst the inmates, but Durrant had followed none of it. He never watched TV. His years in prison had left him much the wiser on a variety of subjects: the Mongol empire, the ancient Greeks, the history of torture, the life and works of the much misunderstood Vlad the Impaler. 18th century France was a particular fascination. Occasionally he had ventured as far forward in history as the Second World War. The death camps. The firebombing of Dresden. The Japanese treatment of POWs. German plans to invade the south coast of England.


  The modern day, post-WWII, was mostly unknown to him and of little interest. Too much civilisation. Durrant didn't like civilisation. And where there wasn't civilisation in the modern world, there would be some busybody from another country attempting to impose it.


  So although the first person that Durrant would kidnap, rape, torture and murder was currently regularly featured on the front page of three mass-circulation British tabloid newspapers and was well known to people who had no interest in the show in which she starred, Durrant had never heard of her and had no idea that she was enjoying her fleeting few moments in the sun; moments that would be highly unlikely to endure, even if Durrant had not been about to remove her from the harsh glare of public life.


  He drove along the A12 heading towards London, sitting at a steady 60mph, the variable speed limit, traffic and roundabouts notwithstanding. He did not play music. He listened to Radio 4 for less than thirty seconds, then turned it off. News. Durrant was not interested in the news.


  Although he was about to make some.


  * * *


  Jericho's mood was getting slowly worse, as it often did when he was in a grey humour from the moment he awoke. Each and every one of the constant irritations of the day ate away at him, sucked him further into the well. It never did take anything major.


  He had spent the morning making calls and reading reports. Following up what might have been unexplained deaths. It was the same in every case. If he wanted it to be suspicious, he could find some way in which it could be. He could read something sinister into every nuance of the case, every nut and bolt of the investigation. It didn't mean, however, that any of the speculation would be accurate. And with every phone call came the question as to why the famous detective from out of town was asking, and was he reading more into the death than could be taken at face value, which automatically made the police officer at the other end of the line assume that Jericho knew something that he didn't, which automatically made the police officer annoyed and suspicious when Jericho was never forthcoming.


  A pernicious circle of questions and suspicions that was destined never to get anywhere.


  He gave up at 2:35pm. Haynes was not in a position to give up of his own volition, but had already reached the same uncomfortable conclusions as Jericho.


  Jericho sat and stared out of the window. He would tell Haynes to give up shortly, but was not of the mind to go out of his way to go and tell him immediately. His door was shut. The day was grey. He had finished work for the afternoon, even if it was likely that he would still be sitting in the same position sometime after six. He couldn't work when his brain shut down like this.


  There was a knock at the door. He didn't move. It made no difference to his mood. What could it possibly be? For a while, for a few years, every knock at the door could have been news about Amanda, but time had taken that away from him. Now a knock at the door was just another interruption.


  Another knock. He didn't respond. The door opened; Sergeant Light stuck her head into the room. She'd been told what to expect, and was approaching with trepidation. Assumed that his dark mood was down to his forced involvement in the television show. Assumed that he thought her useless, as he always seemed to be in a foul mood when they worked together.


  'We need to be downstairs, Chief Inspector,' said Light. 'We had a 2.30, already late.'


  Jericho couldn't remember a 2.30. He was watching a flock of starlings swooping in awkward dark formations across the fields. He finally turned and caught Light's eye. She felt drawn in by his gaze, a horrible, bloody stare. Like looking into the eyes of a killer, she thought.


  '2.30,' she said again, to break the silence.


  'What?' said Jericho, only managing the first word of the sentence.


  'We're back in with Hattie Morris. From the production company. Just a few details to sort through before we go up for the show tomorrow evening. She's brought…… there's another executive down from London with her.'


  Jericho didn't reply. If he'd been in a better mood Light would have felt able to say that the other executive had been brought in because Morris obviously had her doubts about Jericho's fitness for reality television. For any kind of television in fact.


  Jericho didn't move.


  'We should go, Sir, they're waiting.'


  * * *


  The other executive was one of the three who had originally sat in the room the previous summer waiting for the arrival of their boss in order to begin concocting the next big thing in British television. Of that initial three, he was the only survivor. The others had gone on to other, more interesting things, by some accounts, but in reality they had just been gotten rid of because they had not been contributing.


  The survivor's name was Jacobson, and when the boss wasn't around he assumed the mantle of alpha male, talking louder than anyone else, shooting people down, putting people in their place. And wherever that place was, it was below him.


  He was talking at Jericho, just so that Jericho knew who was in charge, who was dishing out the instructions, who was telling other people what to do.


  'So, you'll have a crib sheet. You don't need to worry about that, and the audience won't see it. Not the TV audience. They're just going to assume that you know everything that's been going on with these people.'


  He stopped, his first break in over five minutes. Jericho looked disinterested, which had made Jacobson slightly uncomfortable with the consequence of making him talk even more quickly.


  'You do know the kinds of things we're talking about with the contestants?' he asked and finally paused for Jericho to say something.


  Despite appearances, Jericho had heard every word. He had to sit with the panel, although, like the rest of the panel he would not have a vote in the final decision. Most of the six contestants had had allegations made against them in the press, many of which involved accusations of criminal behaviour. Jacobson said behaviours, as if it was an acceptable noun to pluralise. It would be Jericho's task to question them on these behaviours, and to try to root out a confession, with the likelihood that outright confessions of misdemeanours would lead to the contestant in question being ejected. Not that they knew this in advance, but it had been in the small print right from the start.


  Jacobson searched Jericho's face for an answer, but not for long. He knew it wasn't coming.


  'And we'll be looking for you to be quite aggressive in pursuit of the information. Quick punches, boom, boom, boom. Don't let them away with anything. They won't like it and most of them will fight back, but that's the kind of thing we're talking about. It'll be great TV. Edge of the seat. Some of the viewers will be on your side, some on theirs. Feisty, fiery talk, quick-witted, sharp. If you can be acerbic for us, but, you know, genuinely funny, that'd be fantastic.'


  Jericho was unmoving. Hattie Morris allowed herself a heavy and hopeless sigh. Light felt embarrassed by Jericho's silence. She was annoyed at him today. How hard could it be for him to play along with these people? They were just delivering a service to the British people, which didn't make them so different from the police.


  'Cher, for example,' said Jacobson, 'the papers have been full of stories about her prodigious drug intake. And not just the mild shit like, you know, shit, but crack coke and ice, all that kind of body-fucking heavy shit. No idea where they're getting their stories, so it's not like we can charge in there and bust her, but obviously we need to know at this stage whether any of it's true.'


  'You'd know about shit,' said Jericho dryly, catching him by surprise and cutting him off, 'because you're full of it. The press will be getting all their stories from you, because you lot are the ones with the vested interest.'


  Morris stared at the floor; Jacobson laughed awkwardly.


  Light tried to contain a smile, found herself drifting back towards Jericho's side.


  'Bingo!' said Jacobson. 'That's what we're talking about. That punchy, acerbic, tough TV cop typa thing. Rebus meets Morse, Barnaby meets Wallander.'


  'Oh, for crying out loud,' muttered Jericho, regretting that he'd made the effort to engage in conversation.


  'What would be perfect,' continued Jacobson, unabashed, 'what we're really looking for, let's imagine that at the end of this, someone made a movie of the whole damned crazy thing, you'd be played by Bruce Willis.'


  Light leaned forward and covered her face with her hand. Aware of the movement, Jericho glanced round at her, and the closest thing to a smile that day came to his face.


  'Or Tom Cruise.'


  The smile quickly left as he looked back at Jacobson. Jacobson had noticed the glance between them, but since the only conclusion to be drawn from it was that the police were laughing at him, he chose not to draw the conclusion, to imagine that he just plain didn't know what they were talking about, and to move on.


  'We wondered about you coming up to London today, meeting the contestants, getting immersed in the vibe of the show, but we brown enveloped the matter and decided it'd work better if you've had as little contact with them as possible. Don't want to run the risk of you making any positive connection with any of them before we make it on air. It'll be edgier without it. They'll be nervous.'


  Jericho held his gaze for a moment then glanced at Hattie Morris. Her mood had picked up and she was generally looking terribly excited about the prospect of a couple of hours of electric television.


  'Brown enveloped?' he asked.


  'Talked about it in secret,' she said, then lifted her eyebrows in some sort of we're-all-in-it-together gesture.


  'For fuck's sake,' muttered Jericho.


  The meeting broke up shortly afterwards.


  * * *


  'You're going to have to do something about him,' said Jacobson to Light, as she was about to leave. Jericho had walked quickly from the office without waiting for her.


  'Yep,' added Morris, nodding.


  She stopped.


  'Not sure that I can. You pretty much get what you see with the DCI.'


  'He was sold to us as this maverick, Mel Gibson Lethal Weapon typa dude,' said Jacobson. 'I'm not seeing that.'


  'Who sold you that?' asked Light.


  Jacobson shrugged and looked at Morris. Morris shrugged.


  'It's what everyone says,' said Jacobson. 'We read the newspapers.'


  'You believe what you read in the papers?' asked Light.


  Jacobson smiled. 'Sure, you know, I hear what you're saying, but there's no smoke without fire, eh?'


  'That,' said Light, 'is certainly something the papers trade on.'


  Jacobson shrugged.


  'So, there you are. And we need to see this cool side of Jericho, the side the papers talk about.'


  Light glanced over her shoulder, then stepped back into the office, closing the door behind her.


  'All that stuff the tabloids are carrying about your contestants. The drugs and the sex and all that other shit. They get those stories from you, right?'


  Jacobson smiled awkwardly.


  'You never heard that from me, darlin',' he said.


  'And you make it all up?'


  'Well….,' he began, then his voice trailed away.


  'So you tell lies to journalists, then believe what you read in the papers,' said Light. 'Nice. No wonder society is so fucked up. I think I might start being as miserable as the boss.'


  She looked from Jacobson to Morris. Neither of them spoke. Confronted with someone who had seen through to the other side of the two-way mirror, as far as they were concerned the conversation was over.


  'You get what you see with the Chief Inspector,' she said again. 'See you tomorrow.'


  She opened the door and left, closing the door behind her and leaving Jacobson and Morris in silence.


  Jacobson didn't really do silence, so it didn't last.


  'Think that went pretty well,' he said, without a trace of irony.


  'Yep,' said Morris. 'Pretty well.'


  'We need to take control of the Jericho situation. Do we have a file on the guy?'


  'Not yet.'


  'Make one. Every piece of shit you can get. And all the stuff about his wife. That should make some pretty interesting live TV when we bring that up. That'll zap some life into the bastard.'


  'Totally,' said Morris, making notes.


  * * *


  Haynes found Jericho in the City Arms. Jericho didn't have a favourite bar, preferring to share his insubstantial business around the town. Never drank a second pint. Alcohol made him maudlin, and maudlin on top of depressed and fucked off was never a good combination.


  Sitting alone at a table, a nearly empty pint glass at his right hand, an empty crisp packet pushed to the side, the two Hanged Man cards in front of him. Haynes sat across from him, setting down a pint of Ashton Gate cider.


  'How'd it go with the TV people?' asked Haynes.


  Even if he hadn't already heard the story from Light he would have known. Any conversation between Jericho and the likes of Jacobson was never destined to go well.


  Jericho shook his head in reply, didn't look up from the cards. He had been staring at them for close on an hour. They were speaking to him, he just couldn't work out what they were saying. And they were laughing at him, and he couldn't work out why.


  'Had a tough afternoon,' said Haynes. 'Not many forces like the sound of a sergeant from the West Country calling up and asking if they've done a decent job investigating their latest suspicious death. How d'you get on?'


  Jericho shook his head, tutted, looked up.


  'Sorry, Sergeant, I meant to say to you earlier. Get you to stop. It's a waste of bloody time.'


  Haynes sat back, taking a sip from his pint.


  'You didn't get anywhere either?'


  'Chucked it after a couple of hours. Everyone, at this stage, could be something more than it looks. We need some sort of specifics before we can go stepping on other people's toes. No one's going to like us barging in on their patch. And if they knew why…'


  He pushed the cards away from him. Haynes took the lead, and turned the cards round so that he could see them properly.


  'We need to know whether they're a warning or a calling card announcing the deed's been done,' said Haynes.


  Jericho grunted. He was fed up asking himself the question.


  Haynes lined the two cards up together and started poring over them one more time, thinking that if it was just a stupid joke the person who sent them would be laughing his bloody socks off at that moment.


  Chapter 15


  



  The final six Britain's Got Justice contestants were allowed out for two hours each evening. Nominally it was to give them some freedom from the "claustrophobic bubble of the intense pressure of the UK's biggest ever game show", however the producers really just hoped that the six people would use the time to have sex, get drunk, get into a fight, get arrested, or otherwise meet a drug dealer, prostitute, journalist or member of the royal family. Anything that would be news.


  Friday night at the Britain's Got Justice hotel, and all the inmates were ready for an evening out. Except Lol. Lol said that she was tired, and had had enough of the media intrusion into her life. She wouldn't be going out in public again until she was kicked off the show, and then she was going to go back to Magdalene College and never raise her head in public again.


  That was what she said.


  Holed up in her room, however, she had no intention of spending the evening watching television and reading magazines. She sat a little nervously in the single comfy chair, the note from the Mirror journalist in her hands.


  Only later, when she had become acquainted with the man she was to meet, would she realise that he was not a Mirror journalist. Durrant, in fact, had never even read the Mirror.


  * * *


  A little before nine in the evening, Jericho was back at his desk. Trawling through what paperwork they could get on the variety of potentially suspicious deaths from around the country in the previous week.


  Too many of them stood out as having potential.


  Haynes had gone home after they'd chatted in the City Arms; Jericho had said he was heading home too, but somewhere between the pub and his front door he had veered back to the station. Wide awake, much too early to go to bed, no desire to sit at home in front of the television. No desire to do anything, and so he determined that he would hide behind his desk searching for something he was highly unlikely to find.


  Jacobson had suggested that he spend the evening watching the Britain's Got Justice coverage on digital TV or the internet. That had been at a point in the conversation when Jericho hadn't felt the need to respond.


  The door opened; Sergeant Light leaned into the office without stepping across the threshold.


  'Still here, Chief Inspector?'


  She knew that he had little work to do, although there was some talk around the station about the curious nature of what Jericho and Haynes were up to. The talk had not yet reached the superintendent.


  'A remarkable observation, Sergeant,' said Jericho.


  He looked up, having meant the comment sarcastically. She surprised him by smiling in response, and he found himself smiling at his own rudeness. He held up a hand in apology.


  'Hoping to get my detective's badge,' said Light, still smiling.


  Jericho shared the joke with a nod.


  'You reading up on your contestants?' asked Light. 'I've just spent a couple of hours on them.'


  Jericho hesitated a second, and then closed the file that was open on the computer.


  'No,' he said finally. 'I haven't. Burying my head in the sand. It's going to happen, I can't stop it, but there's no need to think about it before it does.'


  She stepped forward into the room. Didn't let the door close because there was no one outside to hear anything.


  'Would you like me to give you a heads up on them all. Might relax you a little at least to know what to expect?'


  'That's all right…' he began. Stopped himself. Recognised the look on her face. It wasn't work, it was something to do after work on a Friday night, rather than sitting in his dreadful middle-aged, lonely torment.


  'OK,' he said. 'Buy you a drink?'


  She smiled. She had been confident and forward enough to have asked, but it was nice that she hadn't had to.


  'Sure. I'll just go and shut down, meet you downstairs in five.'


  She left. Jericho sat back, rested his hands on the desk. Tapped a finger noiselessly on the wood. Sergeant Light. Hadn't thought about her much, but he could tell that her attitude towards him had changed slightly over the course of the day. Was that all it took? And although it had been him who had asked her to go for a drink, that appeared to have been her intention in coming to his office.


  Women were more forward that they'd been in his day. How much younger than him was she? Not much. Fifteen years perhaps. Maybe even just ten, he couldn't tell.


  'Stop over-analysing, for fuck's sake,' he muttered quietly.


  * * *


  Walking from the station there seemed to be tacit agreement between them that Wells was a small place, and wherever they went they would be known, and someone would draw some conclusion or other about a DCI and a Sergeant having a drink together on a Friday night, and so without a word they got into Light's car and drove to her small one-bedroomed house in Frome. Jericho didn't know where she lived; assumed she'd stop in Shepton, but they drove on, and not a word was exchanged along the way.


  When they got to the house they stood together in the kitchen while she poured them both a glass of white wine, the only alcohol she possessed. Jericho was not partial to white wine, but he was not destined to drink it in any case. Standing next to each other, they clinked glasses. She smiled awkwardly, as he took a sip. A mundane Chilean sauvignon blanc. Jericho couldn't have told the difference between that and a Louis Jadot Montrachet Grand Cru 2006. Although, neither could Light, and she drank white wine every night.


  He laid the glass down on the kitchen worktop. A small kitchen, they were already close together.


  'You're not a white wine drinker,' she said.


  He shook his head. Imperceptibly they had moved closer. Their hands touched; they felt the thrill of it. He leaned towards her and they kissed. It had been growing, but suddenly Jericho was filled with lust, a feeling enhanced by knowing that she had brought him here with the same thought in mind. Grabbing her buttocks he pressed her body against him; she could feel his erection as her tongue tasted the wine on his lips.


  Chapter 16


  



  The six contestants could have a private life if they wanted to for the last few weeks of the show. Their phones weren't hacked; they weren't followed anywhere when they went out unless it was apparent that they wanted to be. However, it was made clear to them from the minute they had made the Final 12 before Christmas, that it was to their benefit, as well as the show's, that they allowed media access to as much of their personal life as possible for the show's duration. And if private texts were sent and conversations had, e-mails dispatched and sex performed in the back of a car, that was even better. Controversy sells; and even though the producers would be quite adept at fabricating controversy should they need to, it would be even better if the contestants helped provide it.


  However, on the Friday evening before the Weekend of The Long Knives Lorraine Allison had been given strict instructions from the man she thought was the Man from the Mirror, not to speak to anyone else, not to leak any texts, not to tell any of her friends. This was secret, this was all about her, and it was going to blow the competition away and put her at the top of class, ensuring not only that she made it into the last three, but that she had a head start for the final competition and, more than likely, a future career in the media and a host of other reality shows and their spin-offs.


  And so she had time to reflect on how her hubris and greed and need for personal fame had led her into danger, as she travelled to the east coast, brutally bound and gagged in the boot of Durrant's car.


  He knew nothing of the arrangements that had made Allison wait in her room for his arrival on the Friday evening. All he had were his instructions. Go to her room, grab her, stick her in the suitcase, put her in the boot of the car, take her back to the house and lock her in the interrogation room. Be as rough as you like.


  He had been given no instructions on what to do with Lorraine Allison in the time between the kidnap and the point at which he murdered her, but those who had employed him had not done so because they thought he would feed her well, let her watch TV and take her for walks on the beach.


  Durrant drove steadily down the A12, slower than on the way down to London, making sure that the police would have no reason to stop him. Allison lay curled in a ball in the back of a car. She had awoken not long after they'd reached the M25 and had not yet come to terms with her situation. She had not been bred for adversity.


  She had been unsure of Durrant from the second she had opened the door. Something about him was not what she'd been expecting. She had hesitated. Durrant glanced along the corridor, then quickly reached out, grabbed her by the throat and dragged her into the room. Door shut, hand over her mouth as she tried to scream, and then a few quick and brutal punches to the head, neck and abdomen. Within five seconds she'd been lying on the floor, barely able to breathe, never mind scream. Helpless, the fight knocked out of her in an instant. Hands bound quickly behind her back and then, after he had gagged her and her ability to scream had been extinguished, he quickly and expertly broke each of her fingers in quick succession, just to make sure there would be no tampering with the bonds as she lay trussed in the car. She had fainted after the third finger. Then he had bent her legs into what would ultimately be a horrible and agonising position, strapped them into place, and roughly shoved her body into the suitcase.


  Once in the boot, he had unzipped the suitcase and folded the lid back, had made sure that she was breathing all right, and then headed on his way.


  Now that she was awake she was not contemplating the foolishness of her desire for media attention, nor was she blaming herself in any way whatsoever. She silently screamed, her head thrashed in panic, every fibre, every muscle, every nerve ached and shrieked. She had never been so scared, although ultimately, before she died, she would know an even more intense terror.


  Chapter 17


  



  Falling asleep on Friday evening, Jericho anticipated that he would rise early on Saturday and get out of Light's house. Find a taxi and get home. Maybe get some more sleep, but more likely eat breakfast, shower and possibly walk out over the fields for an hour or two to give him some clear head time before the car came to take him up to London.


  He was, Morris excitedly informed him, to be collected by a Daimler. Despite everything that had gone before, she had waited for him to be impressed.


  Yet, Jericho was genuinely surprised when the Saturday morning came. He and Light lay in bed awake, slowly coming to, their bodies spooned together. Still dark outside, not yet seven a.m. Even so, Jericho had imagined being home by now, yet as he lay, becoming aroused at the feel of her naked body pressed against his, he had no desire to move. He was dreading this day, and yet he awoke feeling far more relaxed and positive than he usually ever did.


  The phone rang, a juddering noise. Just after Jericho had started to run his hands over her stomach, his fingers making small circles; just as he had taken her left breast into his hand, his fingers enticing the hardening of her nipple. Light's mobile. She reached out, didn't even bother checking the number. Jericho withdrew his hand, eased his body an inch or two away from her. His erection still nestled against the base of her buttocks.


  She barely said anything. Conversations at this time in the morning were always one-sided. She hung up, turned and lay on her back. Jericho eased away from her, also turning onto his back.


  'One of the contestants has gone missing,' she said.


  In silence they stared at the same spot on the ceiling. Lust still lay with them, but now there was going to be nothing they could do about it. He wanted to not care, and he wanted to know nothing about it, but immediately the implications and possibilities of the disappearance of someone from Britain's Got Justice flared in his head.


  'Just the one?' he said after a while.


  * * *


  The scene at the Britain's Got Justice hotel was real life being played out splendidly for the cameras. It being one of the major weekends for the show, everyone involved was due to be in attendance anyway, but even if they hadn't been on call to work that day, nothing would have kept them away. A reality television show with an actual real-time crisis. There was a high-energy state of nervous excitement, adrenaline pumping through every vein, tears and shouting, anxiety and desperation. Everyone was delighted, though no one said so; no one would ever even admit it to themselves. They were centre stage, they could cry and shout and the cameras would be on them.


  The five remaining contestants could quite legitimately worry about themselves, because they might well be next. The producers could quite legitimately be in a ferment because quite possibly the lies they'd spread about Lol could have led to her disappearance. Everyone who had got to know Lol could quite legitimately be upset, because hadn't they lost their new best friend?


  Lol had been a friend to them all. A wonderful, warm, loving and caring character, quite at odds with the snarling, self-possessed, back-biting, posh bitch as portrayed by the media. Dear, wonderful Lol, the heart and soul of the show. The other five were happy to go along with this on the basis that she wouldn't be coming back; although every one of them suspected it was all a publicity stunt and that she would be back by the following afternoon, ready to sweep into the finals on the back of the nation's panic over her whereabouts.


  'It's not about the show. It's not about us, the ones who are left. It's just about Lol, that's all we're concerned about. She is in our hearts and minds. All our thoughts and prayers are with Lol and her family.'


  Jericho walked into this scene of desperate self-importance and those were the first words he heard. Spoken by one of the other contestants to the film crew who were shooting the behind-the-scenes footage for Britain's Got More Justice. The same words, or slight variations of which, were being said all around the building. By everybody. It's not about me, it's about Lol. Everybody was saying it and everybody else knew that it was absolute in its disingenuousness. Lol, and my part in her disappearance would have been more appropriate.


  The officer leading the investigation into Lorraine Allison's disappearance was not particularly pleased to see the arrival of DCI Jericho, although he had heard he was coming. He had also heard that the DCI and his sergeant had been sniffing around the investigations into suspicious deaths in several areas outside of their patch. No one was impressed.


  Jericho, for his part, had no intention of stepping on anyone's toes, but his presence alone was always bound to be enough to ruffle feathers.


  Light had travelled with him and they had found their voices in the car. The original intention was that they should go straight to the studio, but events being as they were, they were taken to the hotel of tears and hysterics.


  They were pounced upon by Hattie Morris on their arrival, and led through the veil of tears. People shouting, people rushing, some crying, some expressing rage, arguments in corners. Someone must be to blame.


  'Welcome to the madhouse,' said DCI Tom Shackleton.


  Jericho nodded, then turned away, and along with the others, surveyed the scene before them.


  'You'll want to know everything?' said Shackleton.


  Jericho shook his head, turned back to him.


  'Not my patch, don't want to get involved,' he said. 'Just here for tonight's show.'


  Shackleton didn't reply. Didn't believe him. Morris glanced at Shackleton with a raised eyebrow, which she lowered when she realised that Light was looking at her.


  A man walked past in tears. Light recognised him as Xavier Yateras. Xav. Perhaps he was thinking about the following day's headlines. Xav's Tears for Heroic Friend.


  'Take me to your leader,' said Jericho glibly to Morris, nodding at Shackleton as he walked on.


  Chapter 18


  



  Durrant left it until late the following morning before checking up on Lol. He had strapped her naked to the old table in the back room. The one window in the room, which should have overlooked a small sandy field and a few houses in the distance, had been bricked up long ago. There were curtains on the outside of the brickwork, and still glass in the window so that it looked from outside like the curtains were drawn. The door was padded.


  He liked to leave them to stew. Always had in the past, and would be no different in this latest incarnation of his serial killing life. Removing her clothes had been an entirely functional act based on common sense. She would be left in there long enough that at some point she would urinate and defecate, and he didn't want to deal with soiled clothes. He was quite happy to clean; he did not ultimately want to work in the foul stench produced by one of his subjects.


  He had thought that seeing her naked would have no effect on him, but ever since he had undressed her late the previous evening, he could not get the thought of her naked body out of his head. It had been a long time since he'd had a woman, and somewhere along the line he imagined that desire and lust had become alien to him.


  And so, while he had ignored the initial suggestion put to him that he could rape any of his victims, male or female, should the desire take him, he found himself thinking about it that night when he went to bed. He read a few pages of Kagan's Peloponnesian War, a book he was tackling for the third time, but could not concentrate. Thinking about her. She was young. Forty years younger than him, maybe. Very pale, soft skin. He had forgotten skin could be that soft. Even lying back on the table her breasts had looked wonderful. Firm, but natural. Dark nipples. He thought about her in his sleep; the thought was still there when he awoke.


  He tried to ignore it as long as possible, but he knew he would have her when the time came. Made himself breakfast, went out for a long walk along the beach. Returned around eleven. She would likely have been awake for a few hours, alone and sore in the dark. Normally he would have left it some time longer, but he couldn't wait.


  He opened the door, turned on the light. A single bulb in the corner of the room, 40W. Didn't want to hurt her eyes.


  She lifted her head to look at him, her eyes wide. He showed nothing. Was pleased to see that she had not, on waking again, managed to regain any of the cool or composure that she had so badly lost the previous evening when he had brought her into the house from the car. Her head jerked from side to side; she strained abjectly against her bonds. Her face was streaked with tears. She had, as Durrant had assumed she would, both urinated and defecated. He was prepared. The smell had, naturally, altered the feel of the room. The stagnant mustiness of thirty-year-old death had been replaced. The four hanging skeletons, stained and worn clothes dripping from the bones, watched with disinterest.


  He was about to lean over her, when he had a sudden thought. He walked through to the other room, to the turntable. The old Hoagy Carmichael record was still there, the needle halfway across it where it had been left by the power cut. He lifted the disc, blew across the dust, and then turned it over and put on the other side. Switched on the turntable and it still worked. Put the needle to the start of the disc.


  Georgia... Georgia... There was one speaker in the living room, another that fed through to the room at the back. She looked down at him in terror as he returned to the room and got to work. First of all he wiped all the faeces from the table and her buttocks and from around her anus using kitchen towel. He took that away and flushed it down the toilet. Was pleased to note on his return the immediate beneficial effect this had on the quality of the air. Then he washed her more carefully, around the thighs and the buttocks, her pubic hair, her vagina and anus. He wanted his first woman in over thirty years to be immaculately clean.


  When he was finished, he dried her off, slowly, carefully. Enjoying his work. When that was done, he released her left leg from the straps, holding it down, expecting her to kick out when she had the chance. Her resistance was weak, however; there was nothing left to give. She even grimaced when he moved her leg, and he wondered if possibly he had broken a bone when shoving her into the suitcase. Ultimately, however, he decided that she was more than likely just being pathetic and feeling sorry for herself.


  He strapped her left leg down at more of an angle, then did the same to her right, so that as she lay before him her legs were spread. Open and ready. He was already erect and damp, and now that he was so close to release, desperate. Determined, however, to take his time.


  He slowly undressed in front of her, his giant erect penis springing out from his underpants. She had started to cry again; her eyes were wide. He would loved to have thrust his erection into her mouth, but he couldn't trust her not to scream or bite down hard. Instead he leaned forward and pressed his face against her public hair. She smelled of the shower crème he had used to clean her. Oat milk and coconut. He could feel her body tremble as he nuzzled into her pubes. It had been shaved into a Brazilian, although this was not something that Durrant would recognise.


  He flicked his tongue across her clitoris. She moved her hips, as if there might be some possibility of escaping him. It made no difference, although the movement did make the experience even more intense for him. He took hold of her hips roughly and then licked long and luxuriously along the length of her lips, before penetrating her with his tongue.


  He started nibbling tenderly at the soft skin, his lips pressed hard against her. Wondered if she'd start to enjoy it, if the sensation would overcome the fear. Not an experiment he had done in the past, but maybe a worthwhile one to think of for the future. Was there a level of stimulation that could overcome intense fear? Seemed more likely in men than in women; and he wasn't about to try this on any man.


  She was soaking, but perhaps that was his saliva rather than her excitement. She was moaning, but perhaps that was terror rather than her excitement. The opposite end of the pain and pleasure scale were so similar, sometimes it was hard to tell.


  He was getting carried away with the moment, his bites no longer so tender. Finally, ready to explode, he moved himself on top of her and slammed his damp and erect penis into her as hard as he could as he grabbed her breasts and hung his face above hers.


  She cried out. She could smell his breath. Listerine. Minty, clean, fresh. With a hint of coconut.


  Chapter 19


  



  The executives, so full of spunk and dripping with cool, retreated into their natural reserve when there was a genuine alpha male in the room. Steven Washington had risen from nothing in the television world to be the most recognised, feared and reviled man in the business. When he pronounced, people listened, when he gave instructions, they were acted upon immediately. 'I am not the kingmaker,' he had said when he'd reached the height of his powers, 'I am the king.'


  He remained at the height of his powers, showing no signs of tailing off.


  Jacobson, thinking himself so full of panache when detached from Washington, was slightly less confident, more coolly acerbic. Morris lifted her eyebrow at every opportunity. Felt that she knew Jericho inside out, and that no one else had yet seen the awfulness of the real man. As if she alone could see through his celebrity to realise the true horror of the non-personality beneath.


  It's not an act! He really is this dull!


  Light was professional enough to not keep looking at Jericho, although he was filling her head. She was annoyed by it. She had a job to do. She loved someone else, she was consumed by someone else, but now she'd allowed Jericho to intrude.


  It was fortunate that she had been thrust into the middle of a piece of pointless light entertainment rather than a criminal investigation. The fact that she couldn't think straight did not seem to matter so much. There was the small matter of the missing Lol, but Light was of no doubt that Lol had either jumped ship for a few hours in order to get some more publicity for herself or had been ordered to do so by the show's producers.


  Washington was so used to people being daunted by his presence, so used to their nervousness and obsequiousness, that he found himself surprisingly disarmed by Jericho's utter dismissiveness. He assumed that it was an act. No one had been that cool in Washington's presence since back when he was pitching reality TV shows in a variety of small regional offices to wryly smiling script editors in open-necked shirts.


  'So your TV appearances have been limited to what?' asked Washington. 'Press conferences, news slots, that kind of thing?' He had a pen in his right hand, was turning it over in his fingers.


  Jericho nodded.


  'No game shows?'


  'Do I look like I've been on a game show?'


  'You'd be surprised at the percentage of people that have been on game shows,' said Washington. 'You know, actual percentage of the population.'


  Jericho said nothing. The pen fell out of Washington's fingers, clacked on the desk. He picked it up, started turning it over again, seemed to be annoyed at it.


  'So, that's it? You never cropped up on one of those police car chase shows back when you were a constable?'


  'They didn't even have TV back when I was a constable,' said Jericho with no trace of humour. Light smiled, Washington grunted.


  'Fine. Look, we're going to need you to contribute tonight. Really contribute.'


  Jericho sat in silence, his eyes on Washington. Light glanced at Morris, who stared down at her shoes.


  'This whole thing with Lol has blown everything out of the water. The media are all over us. It's bloody Hell, but we can't just sit there and pretend it's not happening. You're the show's resident police type guy, you're going to have to say something about it, and you're going to have to come in on the other contestants, try to get under their skin. I'm sure you're all thinking what I'm thinking.'


  He looked around the room. The other TV people nodded seriously.


  'What are you thinking?' Light found herself asking.


  'There were a few people – not me – already talking about Lol being the favourite to win. What if one of the other contestants has had something to do with her disappearance?'


  He held his hands up in the air in a defensive gesture.


  'Just saying,' he said. 'It sounds incredible, but you know… Just saying.'


  Jericho started tapping his finger gently on the desk. Washington gave him an eyebrow.


  'If you seriously think,' said Jericho, 'that they might be involved in committing a crime, do you believe that live television is the place for them to be interviewed about a possible criminal investigation?'


  Washington looked curiously at him, then shared his curiosity with Morris and Jacobson. Finally turned back to Jericho and gave him a look to suggest stupefaction.


  'Yes.'


  Chapter 20


  



  'You all right?'


  Jericho looked up. He was sitting at the end of a long table, watching the general mayhem of the television studio, a few hours before kick-off. A quick glance, and he turned back to his cup of coffee, which had been empty for several minutes. He didn't want Light looking at him like that. Like she cared. It was easier to be solitary in his discomfort.


  'Yes,' he said.


  'You're all right to do the show tonight?' asked Light. Drew a breath as she said it, knowing he wouldn't appreciate the question. He wouldn't want her concern.


  'Fine,' he said without looking up.


  'Sgt Haynes is trying to get you,' she said quickly. 'Asked me to get you to turn your mobile on.'


  Jericho grunted, reached into his pocket. Light hesitated, but knew there was little point in saying anything else. She turned away, then Jericho watched her as she went, feeling guilty.


  He was still searching for Haynes' number in his phone when it rang.


  'Boss,' said the voice at the other end.


  'I hope you've got a rescue mission in place,' said Jericho glibly. 'If you have a plan to get me out of here, now's the time to implement it.'


  'You've had another Tarot,' said Haynes. 'Hope you don't mind. Recognised the envelope, knew you wouldn't be back in until Monday morning.'


  Jericho let the phone drop away from his ear for a moment. Had had an immediate thought that perhaps it was connected to the seemingly absurd business with Lorraine Allison; but then, he had received the first card even before he'd known that he'd been coming on this show. Perhaps whoever had sent the card had known.


  He shook his head, lifted the phone back to his ear. Haynes was saying his name, asking if he was still there. He cut across him.


  'Can you come up here? Today?'


  Haynes had already run through the possibilities and the consequences of making the phone call. Jericho was obviously going to want to see the card, so he would either need to DHL it up to him that afternoon, or take it up. And he had known which of those Jericho was going to suggest. And so he had already made his excuses for later that afternoon, dropped everything, and accepted that he would be driving up to London.


  'Yes,' he said.


  'Good.'


  Jericho hung up.


  * * *


  Durrant was eating fish and chips in a small pub in a small side street in Orford. He wasn't sure why he had come here, other than the fact that he'd needed to get out of the house. Away from the girl. His hands were still shaking, although at last, now that he was onto his second pint of Thatcher's, he was beginning to feel slightly more relaxed.


  Where had his cold, bloody-minded malice gone? Where was the clinical efficiency of old that would have allowed him so efficiently to pick a person's body apart, tiny piece by tiny piece? He'd assumed it was still there, all the way through his years of imprisonment. He'd assumed it was still there when he'd walked free, and when he'd picked up the girl, and when he'd broken her fingers, and when he'd locked her in the room, and when he'd lain naked on top of her, plunging his erection inside her.


  And then what? What had happened at the moment of penetration? The look in her eyes, the look of fear or hatred or determination which he had always faced in his past, and which had always encouraged him, now disconcerted him, had cut through him. Suddenly he had not wanted to hurt the girl, had not wanted to slam into her. He'd wanted to make love to her.


  He had come quickly and he had left immediately, unable to look at her. He had showered, got into the car. Had not driven far, and now he was sitting in a pub drinking cider, eating fish and chips, wondering what he was going to do with the young woman back at his house.


  He lifted his eyes from his lunch for the first time since it had been put in front of him. There were not too many people in the bar, and quite possibly Durrant was the youngest one there. There was a group of seven women with one of them doing most of the talking, a long, pointless and irritatingly loud story about an antique vase her husband had found in the loft. Durrant hadn't heard a word and still her shrill voice did not penetrate.


  He noticed another old bloke, sitting on his own drinking Theakston's, reading the Sun. He was holding the paper so that the bottom half of it was resting on the table, the top half turned up and facing Durrant, allowing him to see the cover. The headline was hidden from him but he recognised the girl in the picture.


  He dropped his knife and fork onto the plate and rose quickly from the table. The knife teetered on the edge for a second, then slipped off the plate, hit the edge of the table and fell onto the floor with a loud clatter. Durrant had already left the bar and did not hear it.


  Chapter 21


  



  There was general chatter from the audience. The panel of four were waiting for the show to start, the large clock to the left counting down to kick-off. Jericho was sitting slightly detached from the others, an obvious gap between them in the desk behind which they all sat, indicating that he was not one of them. Washington, at the far end from Jericho, was leaning across the other two, talking in a low voice. Giving them all the benefit of his opinions, making them listen whether they wanted to or not. He was joined on the panel by a former member of the Sugababes, although not many people could really remember her ever having been in the band, and an actor who had played TV hard man coppers all his working life, and so was naturally in the best position to judge those who aspired to the job. It was not unlike getting Hugh Laurie to give you a triple heart bypass operation, but the actor did play one heck of a tough copper.


  Jericho watched the large digital clock, the red number ticking down. Three minutes, twenty-four seconds until the start of the show. He had not been allowed to meet the five remaining contestants. Washington wanted to keep them separate and curious; he wanted the five on edge at the thought of the real and genuine hard-nosed copper; he wanted Jericho wary and expecting the worst. What he hadn't wanted was any of the five realising that Jericho was bored, disinterested and extremely unlikely to get as involved in the proceedings as everyone else in the show.


  Haynes had arrived fifteen minutes earlier, just in time to show Jericho the latest card. Again made from the same template, with a few differences. As with the difference between the first and the second, so between the second and the third. Although the picture was almost identical, once again the look on the skeleton's face was a little nastier, a little more mocking in its macabre sense of superiority. It knew something that Jericho didn't. It was laughing at him, and once again it was laughing just a little harder than it had been previously.


  Jericho had wanted to still be looking at the card, but had not wanted to be caught doing so by any of the television people, and was fully aware of the risk of being caught by a roving camera. Haynes had been dispatched, all three cards in his pocket, to wait for Jericho back at his hotel. Sergeant Light had seen them talking, and Jericho was aware of the slight disappointment in her face when he had told her that he and Haynes had work to do after the show. She'd covered it, moved on quickly, back to business.


  The clock ticked. The audience began to settle as the announcement came over of the imminent opening of proceedings, and members of the floor crew waved their hands for everyone to be quiet. Jericho glanced along the line to look at his fellow judges. Washington was straightening his shoulders, flexing his arms; the Sugababe was taking deep breaths to quell her fake panic, while waving her hands in her face; the tough TV copper was looking mean, staring silently into space.


  The audience had gone quiet; an expectant hush fell over the large studio. Seventeen seconds to go. The host bounded happily onto stage, waving to the crowd, and immediately they burst into huge and thunderous applause. He smiled, the floor manager shook his head and looked away.


  Seven seconds.


  'Chief Inspector?'


  Having turned away, Jericho looked back round at Washington, who gave him a thumbs up. Jericho nodded back with disinterest.


  'Don't mind if we bring up the subject of your wife?' said Washington. 'It'll make great TV.'


  The show began.


  * * *


  Durrant turned the car into the small driveway. He hadn't liked seeing the girl's face on the front of a newspaper; was glad that he hadn't seen her name. It had reminded him of how he was being used, which was something he didn't want to think about.


  He walked quickly into the house, locked the front door behind him. Crossed the small living room in five paces, into the back room.


  She hadn't heard the car but had been aware of the vibrations. She had been surprised that he'd left when he had, but had been in no state to understand why, her mind unable to analyse nuance in the brutal acts of her kidnapper. Now, however, her body tightened at the thought of him coming back. She presumed she was being held for ransom and so, although she was terrified of what he might do to her, her mind was on rape and brutality, not on the possibility that he would murder her.


  She caught sight of his face as he closed the door behind him. A cry caught in her throat. Durrant strode quickly to her side and did not hesitate. He did not like having someone in his house who was going to be messing with his head. And he knew it was not yet time to get her out of the house. There was only one option, and if it precluded his original plan of torture and pain, then that was how it would have to be.


  He smacked her across the side of the head with a blow she did not see coming. Although he did not entirely knock her out with the first hit she felt nothing as Durrant laid into her, venting fury and madness, as his hatred of mankind came exploding to the surface.


  She was dead in under thirty seconds. Durrant kept hitting the corpse for another fifteen minutes.


  * * *


  The audience were in their usual state of ferment, goading and cajoling and cheering and hissing, the pantomime of Saturday evening TV. The three judges played their part, played to the audience; the TV copper talking about police work as if he'd ever actually done any of it, and as if every day was like standing on the front line at Paschendale clutching a broomstick and a note from your mum asking the Germans if they wouldn't mind going home; the ex-Sugababe, sympathetic and concerned, occasionally moved to tears; Washington, sneering and harsh, the pantomime villain, ridiculing at every turn.


  Jericho sat detached. The TV copper was unimpressed with Jericho's very presence, feeling that it undermined his own special place as the hard man of the piece. Even so, every now and again he felt the need to reach out to Jericho as if the pair were partners in crime prevention, by saying, 'That's the kind of thing we need to deal with,' or 'This is what a lot of our officers don't understand.'


  Jericho could feel the darkness approaching. His brain was shutting down. He didn't suppose that he'd ever been happy, but before he'd lost Amanda there was a time when he wasn't always miserable. Now he was always miserable, and when he was in an uncomfortable situation, he curled up inside himself; his brain shrivelled into a tiny black ball of grief and anguish.


  The five contestants were each fighting a judo expert in hand-to-hand combat on the stage. One at a time. They had all, naturally, been put on their back. Even Gaz. The judo expert had been instructed not to kill any of them, but that a decent amount of pain and suffering would be advantageous to the production. Each of the five had been thrown to the floor with some brutality. Now they were being judged on their hand-to-hand combat skills by three people who couldn't be counted upon to open a new tube of toothpaste without getting into a spot of bother requiring outside assistance.


  Xav was in tears. Cher had her arm round his shoulders.


  'Is this what you'll be like if you come across two drunk guys fighting on a Saturday night?' asked Washington, dismissively. 'You'll burst into tears and hope they stop?'


  'Stop it!' barked Cher. The audience cheered at her audacity in confronting the King. Washington shook his head scornfully. Security were constantly on the look-out for someone throwing something at the back of his head from the audience. There was a man standing not far from Washington who was paid to take the bullet.


  'Chief Inspector?' said Washington suddenly. The camera panned onto Jericho; the audience quickly calmed down. The five contestants turned and looked nervously in his direction. 'Now I'm not going to lead you, or anything, I'm not putting thoughts in your head, words in your mouth. But this, this is a sorry story if this is what the British people are dependant upon for security and protection from thugs.'


  Everyone looked at Jericho. Perhaps he was the only one to have the thought that no one was dependant on the five for security and protection, as they weren't actually joining the police and this was just a television show.


  Jericho had barely spoken so far. This was the moment to bring his wisdom and experience to the front line of Britain's Got Justice.


  'It's preposterous,' he said, his voice low, and he turned away from Washington and looked at the studio floor a few feet in front of him.


  Washington clapped his hands once, then held them open.


  'Exactly. These people are preposterous.'


  The audience howled. Given due direction by Washington, the audience generally accepted that that was what Jericho had intended.


  'I meant the whole show,' he muttered quietly, but the words travelled no further than his own chin and even the microphone attached to his jacket did not appear to pick it up.


  * * *


  'What the fuck do you call that?'


  Washington was flying. The post-show wrap-up. Everyone was supposed to be in attendance, but Jericho had said that he was just nipping to the bathroom and had not returned. Washington had arrived, moral indignation vomiting forth. He might have been more measured had Jericho actually been in the room, although Washington bowed to no man. However, in his absence, Morris was having to take the full brunt of the tirade on the chin. Not that she immediately answered the question.


  'What the fuck do you call that?' he asked again, this time the words spoken more slowly, more emphasis given to the expletive in the middle. 'We're trying to create drama here, and you bring in a fucking dementor. That's what that guy is. He just sat there, fucking sucking the life out of the show. He's a black hole, some sort of fucking anti-charisma vacuum cleaner. Fuck me.'


  Spit had looped out of his mouth and settled on the carpet, some on the edge of the desk. Everyone else was sitting, Washington was on the prowl, moving around the room. Wouldn't be too long before the words caged leopard started occurring to people.


  'Holy fuck,' he spat out. 'Seriously, what is wrong with that guy? Who doesn't want to be on this show? He's a fucking freak.' Of the eight people being forced to listen to him, seven of them had the thought that Washington was the one who had insisted on getting Jericho. None of them spoke up. He snapped his fingers. 'We have to turn this to our advantage. I hit on something there. Dementor. The guy's a fucking dementor. We need to get that out there, we need the press to start using it. That's so fucking freaky, people'll love that. This fucking miserable twat.'


  He started to smile. He looked round his captive audience. He nodded, smiled more broadly, encouraging the rest of the room to smile with him. 'Actually, that is fucking genius. Fucking genius. Seriously, they are going to fall for this schtick, you know, the British people, they are going to love this. A dementor.'


  He laughed.


  'A dementor at my table,' said someone anonymous from the far end of the long desk.


  'What?' barked Washington.


  'You know…' and she hesitated.


  'What?' he barked again, looking at her strangely.


  'You know that New Zealand film, An Angel At My Table. We could have kind of a play on that.' She couldn't look him in the eye. 'A dementor at my table. That's all,' she added.


  Washington glanced around the room, looking for someone to share in his confusion.


  'Sounds too art house,' he said eventually, and then he shook his head as if to get rid of the previous fifteen seconds of his life, fifteen seconds that he would never get back, then he clapped.


  'Right, fuck yes, dementor. Hattie, get on it, get out to the usual people. Quite happy for it to become the story of the show for the next coupla days. It should work for us. We can use him.'


  Morris nodded and started scribbling in her notebook. Washington laughed.


  'Fucker,' he said.


  Chapter 22


  



  Light and Jericho were staying in the same hotel. The same hotel, in fact, as the Britain's Got Justice collective, although on a different level.


  She'd been thinking about him all day, and not because they were working together. He was not especially good looking, neither would he have been thirty years previously. Hair was thinning. Unlike Light he had never felt the urge to get his teeth whitened. Middle age was beginning to show around his waist and his belly and in the flab around the top of his back and shoulders. The lovemaking, however, had been beautiful and intense. She hadn't been sure what to expect, but it wasn't what had happened. A man who was more interested in giving, who spoke to her throughout, tenderly at first, then harshly and excitingly as desire flamed and orgasms neared.


  She'd had five of them in the end. Five orgasms. That had never happened before. How many women did that happen to? She could ask at the station, but then she'd likely have to divulge the identity of the bringer of such joy.


  And so she had spent the day hoping for a repeat of the night before; and yet she had watched his mood deteriorate throughout and she'd recognised the arrival of his depression; which, taken in conjunction with the arrival of Haynes, meant that she would be going to bed alone.


  Which was probably just as well. She could not count the ways that it was wrong for her to fall for Jericho.


  Nevertheless, as she sat in her room watching the aftermath of that night's Britain's Got Justice, she waited for the knock at the door, the feeling of sexual tension resting heavily and nervously upon her.


  * * *


  Jericho was in the bar of the hotel, sitting at a small table in the corner with Haynes. The three cards were laid out in front of them, in a line. The two drinks had been pushed back to ensure there was no contamination of the cards. Haynes had his fingers resting on the large country house drawn into the background of the third card.


  'You notice anything different?' he asked, then lifted his finger out of the way.


  Jericho leant forward, studying the three cards closely. It wasn't a game, so he wasn't playing.


  'Tell me,' he said.


  'Now, I'm not sure about this and it could just be some slight fault in the card, but it occurred to me that the house in the background is slightly bigger in the third card than the first, and when I checked closely – that is, measured – there's a distinct, if slight, increase in its size between one and two, and two and three.'


  Jericho looked at it again. Now it seemed obvious, and he wondered if it was really bigger or if he was only seeing it because Haynes was pointing it out to him.


  'You think the next one will be bigger again,' said Jericho, letting the thought formulate, rather than asking a question. Haynes nodded, then sat back looking at Jericho, watching the thought process play out.


  Now it wasn't just about the change in the skeleton's expression, the sense that whatever it knew and that Jericho didn't was increasingly dangerous; somehow it might be that there was a building, a large country house involved.


  Jericho's eyes didn't leave the cards. Haynes let his gaze drift down towards them too, although he had been studying them most of the evening, with little else to do.


  'Looking for a pattern,' said Haynes.


  'Yes. Have you seen one?'


  'Just the obvious. Building increasing in size, the look on the face increasing in…'


  He waved his hand at the card. Didn't say fucking smugness.


  'Laughing at us,' said Jericho.


  He rubbed his eyes and when he took his hand away he looked up at the ceiling.


  'This house, if it really is a thing, growing in importance with each card… What's the significance?'


  'So, we're giving this some credence?' asked Haynes.


  'Let's not go charging into anything, blindly making an arse of ourselves… but at the same time, we need to treat it as real. And the more I see it and think about it, I believe it is.'


  Haynes nodded, having already come to the same conclusion.


  'We need to find out where this house is,' said Jericho.


  'I've been trying, no luck so far.'


  'Find some luck,' said Jericho.


  * * *


  Haynes had intended driving back down the road at the end of the day, but by the time he had finished analysing – or over-analysing as he saw it – the three cards with Jericho, it was almost midnight, so he booked himself into a room at the hotel.


  Jericho hesitated as he passed the door to Light's room. Yet the hesitation was merely paying some sort of lip service to the possibility of them spending another night together. He was in no mood for it, the black mass still festering in his gut.


  Chapter 23


  



  Light and Haynes were at breakfast together. Light had been instructed to spend the day with the producers, working further on details for the following few days when the show would decamp to the West Country. There was an advance team already heading to Wells. She was intending heading home that night, after the big Sunday evening vote show, when the contestants on Britain's Got Justice would be reduced to three. Haynes was intending to eat and dash, although he had no particular agenda to be gone before Jericho arrived.


  They were sitting like an old married couple, each of them with a newspaper. There was silence between them born of knowing that when Jericho arrived he would immediately be plunged into a foul mood. If he wasn't already in one.


  Light was reading the Observer, headline a simple but engaging: Government In Crisis. Haynes had the Sunday Mirror and the Sunday Express. The Mirror led with: The Dementor In The Room, over a picture of Jericho at his most sullen in the midst of the TV pandemonium. The Express had a picture of Haynes and Jericho drinking in the hotel bar, with the words: Coppers' Booze Shame As Lol's Mum Weeps. Haynes had read it and smiled, then turned to the sports pages.


  They'd had one drink each; they'd been working; and they weren't the investigating officers in the Lol case anyway. The whole story was absurd, but the Express didn't care, and the readers didn't care, so why should Haynes? He didn't care either, but he did want to read the football reports from the previous day.


  He did know that it would have an effect on Jericho, and there was no point in hiding it from him. It was out there and he'd want to know about it.


  They looked up as Jericho walked across the restaurant floor towards them. Some peculiar part of Jericho was pleased that they were ignoring each other, their heads buried in the news. Haynes was younger and infinitely better looking; why wouldn't Light be more attracted to him than Jericho? If they'd been laughing, seemingly intimate, would Jericho have wondered if Haynes had gone to her room the previous night when he himself hadn't?


  A mind of stupid, petty jealousy. He could get rid of it by sinking further into his depression. He was never jealous when he was depressed.


  He glanced at the Observer, but took no notice of the tabloids.


  'Self-service?' he asked, then looked round at the breakfast bar.


  'Yep,' said Haynes. 'You need to look at these.'


  He pushed forward the Mirror and folded the Express over so that he could see the headline. Jericho looked down, his face impassive. They could tell from the movement of his eyes that he was quickly scanning the first couple of paragraphs of each story. Then, without a word or a glance, he turned away and headed slowly towards breakfast.


  Haynes and Light shared a glance, then Light turned and watched Jericho stand for a while in front of the food. Either considering his options, or mind encased in concern and despondency.


  'Didn't get my best side,' said Haynes, indicating the photograph on the front of the Express.


  * * *


  Light had taken the Express and the Mirror so that she could throw them angrily down on the desk in front of Morris when she arrived at the studio.


  Morris looked concerned and shook her head, holding her hands out to her side in a gesture of hopelessness.


  'I know, these people are just…. they're just rude. Rude. I don't know where they get this stuff from.'


  'You mean you don't know whether it's you who gives it to them, or someone higher up your food chain?'


  Morris continued to look perplexed and understanding of Light's anguish.


  'I don't suppose there is anyone lower down the food chain than you, is there, Executive in Charge of Production?' added Light as a barbed aside. Not subtle, but she enjoyed it nevertheless. The look on Morris' face hardened.


  'When do we start?' asked Light, confrontation still in her voice, as she sat down.


  Chapter 24


  



  Durrant spent the day sitting outside his house, watching the sea. Sat down with a cup of coffee at 9:03, and did not move again until some time after four o'clock in the afternoon. It was a cold day, but he sat outside without a coat. Shorts, a t-shirt and a jumper that he'd been wearing for nearly ten years. Did not feel the cold, ignored the looks of dog walkers and ramblers, did not respond to those who spoke to him.


  He was troubled by the day before. It was to have been his first scientific experimentation in thirty years; instead it had ended up simply his first sex, followed by his first kill. That he had felt empathy for her, and something bordering on genuine attraction, was bad enough; but that he had then completely lost his composure, continuing to pound her flaccid body long, long after she had died was also inexcusable.


  He never lost control. Never. Not in all those years in prison, surrounded by all those wankers. Not once. And yet this woman had driven him mad inside twenty-fours hours. Had driven him to contemplate not killing her, and then had driven him to bludgeoning her to death. And she had done nothing during that time, but lie in painful impotence, strapped to a table. That was the thing. It wasn't her, it was him. All in his head.


  The uncertainty of it, the terrible instability of his actions, had all come from within. He had spent so many years, so many decades living with order and control, in command of his surroundings and environment. Suddenly he had been released, and it seemed he was not as ready for it as he would have imagined himself to be.


  He sat outside all day, until darkness came. He liked the smell of the sea, the sound of the waves. It had been so long. Yet the doubts haunted him all day, and he wondered if he just did not want to return inside because that's where she was.


  Lorraine Allison, her pliable broken body bound with tape into a foetal ball and stuffed inside three layers of black bin liners, dumped in a corner. He would have hung her with the rest, but could not abide the thought of her looking down on him every time he went in there. She would stay wrapped in black behind a locked door, while Durrant drove himself insane with indecision and uncertainty.


  * * *


  Jericho spent his day much like Durrant. Sitting outside with the wind in his face, watching the water. Except Jericho did not have the pleasure of the sea. All he had was the boating lake in Regent's Park.


  He sat for nearly four hours, more warmly dressed, eating more food and drinking more coffee, but essentially in the same position as Durrant. A lone figure, seemingly scowling at the world, yet really scowling within. And since Jericho was in London, rather than on the Suffolk coast, no one spoke to him or looked at him, or even saw him. An old man in an old coat, huddled against the cold. Lonely and sad.


  There was one kid, eating ice cream on a cold day, who recognised him and pointed. Jericho caught the boy's eye, but the mother quickly scolded him, grabbed his hand and dragged him away. No time for lonely old men.


  Jericho was expected at the studio at four o'clock – Jacobson had actually called it sixteen hundred hours Zulu – so at some time around three-thirty he wearily rose from the park bench, and began to walk slowly down towards Marylebone Road. He was going to be late, and at least the thought of that cheered him slightly.


  * * *


  The brick flew through the window, dully thudded off the books on the shelf on the other side of the small room and dropped to the floor. A new brick, full size, no pieces broken from it. It had also survived the trip through the window intact.


  The old man in the sitting room shuddered and cried out, ducking down behind a chair as he looked out of the window.


  There were three of them outside, hoods pulled up as usual, drink in their hands as usual.


  'Fuckin' granddad, you old cunt!'


  He knew they could see him looking at him, and he ducked his head down much lower. He was shaking, his arms drawn into his sides, his teeth chattering. He forced himself further in against the meagre protection of the seat, waiting for the next missile.


  They had been coming more and more often. At first it was irritating, and he hadn't wanted to call the police. However, after the third broken window he'd made the call, the police had eventually come round to speak to him, and nothing had been done. The frequency of the attacks – or mild harassment as the police had termed it – had been increasing for several weeks. The more he called the police, the more he could sense their disinterest, the more he knew they assumed his exaggeration.


  He was an old man complaining about youths. That wasn't news, wasn't even crime. They didn't have the manpower to deal with an old man complaining about youths. How many spare police officers did he think they had?


  Not that they had ever said it to his face, but it was what they were thinking, and everyone knew it. He knew, they knew that he knew and that he was right; and more than that, the guys on the street, the youths, the ones in hoodies who threw rocks and who drank warm beer from cans at eleven in the morning just as much as at eleven at night, they knew too.


  The decline in his health could be mapped perfectly against the start of the attacks and their increasing frequency and intensity. Windows broken. The doorbell rung at three in the morning. And again at four. And five. And when he'd deactivated the bell, the door had been knocked, or stones thrown against his bedroom window. Or through his bedroom window. Dog shit through his letterbox. Assumed it was dog shit. It was shit, what did it matter where it had come from? Air let out of the tyres in his car. Shouldn't be driving anyway, one of the policemen had said to him. Phone calls, constant phone calls. It had made no difference when he'd gone to the trouble to change the number. They seemed to know it straight away. Straight away. A call within the first ten minutes, the harsh breath and no words on the other end of the phone, and then they hung up. Happened on all three occasions he'd had the number changed.


  He heard footfalls on the front steps, and then the sound of the letterbox, something falling to the floor in the hall. A sharp intake of breath, and he screwed up his eyes, buried his head in between his crossed arms, and wished that it would all go away. He hated the shit through the letterbox, absolutely hated it.


  But it wasn't shit, not this time.


  This time it was fire.


  Chapter 25


  



  They were going to be singing tonight, so that the British people could assess their all-round talents before deciding for whom they would cast their vote.


  Singing is a much-underestimated life skill, the host told the audience at the start, so it was perfectly legitimate that the contestants should need to display some evidence in the art before progressing to the next stage.


  In keeping with the format of the show and the very low expectations of the viewing audience, each of the contestants had been given a song to sing that had some connection with law enforcement, even if it was just a song that had originally been sung by The Police.


  Xav: I Fought the Law; Ando: I Shot The Sheriff; Cher: Don't Stand So Close To Me; Muzza: Jailhouse Rock; and Gazza: the Arctic Monkeys' Riot Van.


  It was excruciating from start to finish. History does not suggest that auditioning would have weeded out those who couldn't sing a note, yet none of these five had sung for their supper in the past, and it showed. Nevertheless they had all been game, and had all viewed singing as the most enjoyable part of the process so far.


  This was real life, as far as they were concerned. Law enforcement was one thing, but whatever kind of thing it was, it wasn't cool. Singing live on TV was cool.


  The studio audience were, as ever, wearing their excruciating filters. No one seemed to notice how bad they all were. The panel were exuberant, finally getting to comment on some sort of popular culture, other than the contestants' ability to take a fall without breaking a bone. Washington and the ex-Sugababe were particularly comfortable with the new direction, the hard-nosed ex-copper slightly less so.


  Even Jericho was slightly cheered by it. It was so dreadful, the audience reaction so absurd, that he had one of those rare moments when he felt genuinely superior to everyone else in the room, and did not feel at all pompous in the thought.


  Washington was already wondering whether he should reschedule the course of the following week. Certainly they would continue with the plan to have each of the three suffer the Dementor at first hand, but perhaps they could introduce a further singing element into the competition. He had been foolish to think he could break away completely from that form of pure entertainment. It was what the British People wanted, and it wasn't like he hadn't known that all along.


  Eventually the singing stopped and the judges pronounced. Washington lured Jericho into a false sense of security by not even inviting him to speak. Hoped that he might be offending him, which he wasn't, but was saving him for later, when he intended hauling the beast up onto the front line.


  And once the judges had had their say, and the presenter had run through a quick summation of the weekend's events, so that the watching audience at home could be reminded of things that they'd watched five minutes previously, that same watching audience was sent away for forty-five minutes to phone in and vote for which two of the contestants should be ejected from the show.


  And despite all the phone-fixing scandals of the past, there was never any doubt in Washington's mind who the three survivors were going to be; and neither had there been from the very beginning.


  * * *


  Jericho sat alone with a cup of coffee during the short break. He hadn't wanted to say anything when the show had been on air, yet he felt equally uncomfortable sitting in complete silence, ignored and shunned. Unsure why he was there. Obviously he had been sullen enough the previous evening that they didn't want him to say anything, but why even have him on the show? Other than the obvious, something that he recognised; that they were mocking him, keeping him pointlessly dangling.


  A small figure stopped beside the table where he sat.


  'Chief Inspector?'


  He lifted his head and looked at Cherie Mansfield. Every time he saw her she was wearing different clothes, different make-up, and had her hair done in a new and exciting fashion, so it took a moment for it to register to whom he was talking.


  'Miss Mansfield,' he said. He wondered if they all thought he was sulking, sitting in sullen silence as he was. He imagined them talking about him, saying that he was in a huff because he hadn't been allowed to contribute to the earlier part of the show.


  'I just wanted to say, you know, I think it's terrible the things they're saying about you.'


  Jericho gave her an eyebrow.


  'Who?' he asked.


  'Well, everyone.'


  He nodded. Almost laughed. As long as everyone was talking about him, that was all right.


  'What are they saying?' he asked, although he genuinely didn't care.


  She looked at her feet as though she was embarrassed, and shook her head.


  'I hope we get the chance to work together,' she said. 'It'll be, like, totally awesome and that.'


  She caught his eye again then turned and ghosted back in the direction from which she'd come. Jericho noticed the member of the floor crew motioning for her to hurry up, and she broke into a skip.


  * * *


  In what some thought was a rather sad pre-meditated piece of live television violence, on discovering that he'd been ejected from Britain's Got Justice, Gary Templeton – Gaz to the tabloids, a thrice-married ex-murder suspect with a heart of gold – went mental and punched the host on the chin, then turned on Xav, Muzza and Ando, even though Muzza had also found himself ejected from the show.


  Xav and Ando, newly selected by the British People to go forward and spend a week with the police in an attempt to become a fully paid-up celebrity law enforcement officer, were also completely useless in the face of an angry attack. Xav received a beefy punch to the chest, which sent him reeling and out of the fray, and Ando was quickly downed by a blow to the stomach, a boot in the knee cap and then a knee brought up into his face as he doubled over. A quick job, nicely done. The audience loved it.


  Although the studio security were moving in quickly, no one was sure how it would have ended had not Cher taken matters into her hands and rapped Gaz in the testicles, following which he crashed to the ground like he'd been hit by a wrecking ball.


  The brief incident was over. The crowd exploded even more at Cher's intervention, and she turned and faced them, her arms aloft accepting their adulation. Many of them, while cheering heartily, assumed that the whole thing was a put-on, yet Gaz's rage had been real, as had Cher's glorious strike to his gentleman's region.


  Gaz was led away, to the jeers and angry remonstrations of the crowd, by the studio security. The host, Ando and Xav pulled themselves together and stood with Cher, the heroine and instant owner of the following day's front pages, as she continued to bask in her fifteen seconds.


  Muzza, the wretch, beaten up, knocked over and knocked out of the competition, retreated sadly to the rear of the stage, his brief moment of TV celebrity already finished, his marketability instantly crushed.


  'What we have here,' said Washington, when eventually order had been regained, 'is a perfect illustration from Cher of what we're looking for with this show.'


  The audience erupted again. Washington feigned annoyance at being interrupted and signalled for them to calm down. Eventually the last whoop was silenced, and a low rumble of agitation settled over them, the crowd desperate for the opportunity to once more make itself the centre of attention.


  'You know, Cher,' said Washington, speaking directly to her, 'we haven't always seen eye to eye on this show,' and she nodded, and even that elicited a few whoops from the audience, whoops that would have been even louder had they known that Washington and Cher had seen eye to eye on very many occasions in hotel bedrooms during the previous few weeks, 'but I have to put my hand on my heart and say – and I mean no disrespect to either Xav or Ando at this point – that I think what you just showed us here tonight puts you a decent way in front of the others already.'


  The audience went mental, Cher gushed, Xav and Ando looked stoic; albeit, Xav actually looked like he might be about to burst into tears, which wasn't so stoic really.


  Eventually the tumult died down. The camera stayed on Washington, because everyone knew he still had the stick. He waited, let the tension start to build. Someone in the audience went rogue and whooped, which allowed Washington to milk his silence for a little longer as the consternation showed on his face. Finally, ready to inject even more tension into proceedings, he turned slowly to his right.


  'Chief Inspector?' he said, looking along the desk.


  Jericho glanced back along the line. A quick glance at the ex-Sugababe and hard-nosed TV copper showed that they both felt detached and undermined. The audience waited, sensing the drama implicit in the confrontation between these behemoths of their respective professions.


  'Surely that's the kind of thing that you absolutely love to see in a fellow officer? The drive, the determination, the channelled aggression?'


  The audience started cheering again. Jericho waited for them to be quiet before talking. Well, in fact he had no intention of saying anything. Anticipating his silence, Washington was ready with his next question.


  'It must have been the kind of thing that you saw in your wife when you first fell in love?'


  A low hoot of anticipation grew around the audience. The sullen man who had sat saying nothing for the better part of two days was being drawn out. The question would be reported the following day in the Mirror with the words: Washington stabbed a syringe into the boil in an attempt to extract some of the poison.


  Jericho did not take his eyes off him. Some would analyse and say there was hatred in his stare, but in truth there was nothing.


  'Some of you may remember the Chief Inspector losing his wife a few years ago,' said Washington, grabbing the awkward silence by the throat. 'Quite literally,' he added, although he looked sincere as he said it, so that no one thought he was making a joke. If he was going to play the man for everything he could, he didn't want the audience on Jericho's side. 'I think we all really respect him for coming on here this weekend and for agreeing to do the show for the next week, knowing how hard it must be for him to appear in the public eye once again.'


  He half glanced at the audience and they followed his lead by erupting into sympathetic applause for the poor, sad Chief Inspector who had lost his wife. Quite literally.


  And when Jericho said nothing in reply, and expressed no gratitude towards Washington for his display of concern, it would practically be incumbent on the audience to feel sympathy for Washington, and to wonder whether Jericho was worthy of the man's compassion.


  Chapter 26


  



  Haynes travelled back down to Wells early on the Sunday afternoon; Light had remained with Jericho, in an advisory capacity for the show, and they travelled together back to Wells on Sunday evening, sitting in the rear of a Jaguar, laid on by the show's producers.


  They said nothing all the way down the road. Light felt like it was the uneasy silence of a lovers' argument. She would have been surprised to know that Jericho thought the same thing. She still did not know him well enough to realise that those thoughts ran through his mind, insecurities and distractions played themselves out in his head as much as in anyone else's; that the man behind the baleful exterior was not so much different from any other.


  They came to Light's house first. When they had stepped into the car together she had wondered whether she would find herself inviting him in at the other end. By the time they got there it was quite out of the question.


  They exchanged a glance and a nod as she stepped out, and then the door was closed and Jericho laid his head back and felt the tension ease from the car.


  A short while later he felt the release of walking into his own home. Stood in the hall for a few moments enjoying the stillness. Left his bag at the foot of the stairs, went to the toilet, then walked into the kitchen. Turned on the kettle, leant back against a kitchen worktop while it boiled. An old kettle on a gas hob. He put in too much water, took almost seven minutes to boil. It used to drive Amanda nuts, the fact that he never allowed her to get an electric kettle. As if the quality of the tea was better for the longer boiling time.


  He waited; he stared at the floor. Finally the whistle blew and he poured the water into the mug.


  The heating had turned itself off a couple of hours before he'd got home, but the sitting room hadn't cooled down too much. He turned on a small side light and sat down in his favourite chair. He didn't reach for the television remote; he didn't pick up a book or a magazine; he didn't have any handy device on which to access the internet.


  He sat in silence. His actions could have been those of Durrant. Although it had been a long time since he'd thought of him. Not so long until he would think of him again.


  You're just like me. That was one of the few things that Durrant had ever said to him. You're just like me.


  Jericho hadn't liked it, but then that had been because he'd known it was true.


  The walls around him were lined with books. The television, something he only ever utilised for sport or news, sat silently in the corner. The photograph of Amanda, which came and went from the mantelshelf, looked down at him, smiling from a cold beach in Suffolk in the spring of '99.


  He would sit there until he knew he was about to fall asleep. And then he would drag himself up the stairs to bed. The contentment of his own company. No one to please, no one to judge or to judge him. How many hours did he spend sitting in this room, in this position, the cup of tea quickly drunk before it cooled, his hands resting in his lap?


  How many hours?


  By the time he took himself to bed, it was early Monday morning, gone two o'clock. He would look at the clock before falling into bed and regret sitting there so long; yet he needed it most days, and certainly after the weekend he had endured.


  He partly unpacked his bag in the upstairs hall. Tossed the dirty washing into a pile, lifted his toothbrush and mouthwash, went into the bathroom. Emerged a few minutes later, into the bedroom. It was cold in there, as he never turned the heaters on, and he had left the curtains open. He stood at the window looking out over the fields, which had been frosted white when he'd left and were so again.


  A beautiful clear night. He shivered and turned away. He really did have to get to bed. The ordeal in London may have been bad, but he was about to face a week being followed around by a television camera, accompanied by a series of barely post-pubescent over-enthusiastic television desperados.


  He got into bed, pulled the cold covers up and laid his head back on the pillow. He felt something beneath his head and sat up. The room was bright, and although he couldn't see the picture, he could at least make out that a small card had been left lying on the pillow. Awaiting his return.


  He felt the hairs start to rise on the back of his neck, fear begin to wrap its fingers around his stomach. He reached over and turned on the light, and now properly illuminated, the grinning figure of the skeleton, the Hanged Man, looked up at him.


  He could hear it speaking to him. Fuck you, Chief Inspector. I know what's happening, and you haven't a clue. I've been in your house, and you didn't know.


  In the background the country house had edged noticeably forwards; the look on the grinning face had turned even more mocking and threatening.


  * * *


  'We should get round there,' said Haynes. 'Get the SOCOs in.'


  Jericho shook his head. The card lay on the desk between them.


  'Why not? I know you assume he's going to have been thorough, but he might have left some trace, no matter how small. There's always the chance.'


  Jericho nodded.


  'I know,' he said. 'Two things. We're getting a feeling for this guy, and that feeling is he's professional and he absolutely knows what he's doing. Every step of the way so far, he's played it perfectly. He's got us chasing our arse. He's not going to have made a mistake…'


  'Everyone makes mistakes.'


  'Yes, they do,' said Jericho. 'In this case, however, I'm still not ready for this to be a story. I don't want anyone talking about it other than you and me. We get any SOCOs over there, people are going to be asking questions. Dylan's going to be asking questions. I'm not having that, and especially not now that the media have rediscovered my existence.'


  Haynes nodded. 'Let me do it, at least,' he said.


  Jericho briefly considered the implications of Haynes going over his house with a microscope. Occasionally he had women over there, and there might still be evidence of one or two of them – and the place probably wasn't as clean as it should be – but what did any of that matter? Haynes wasn't his mother.


  He waved a dismissive hand.


  'All right. You might as well go down there now. The TV people will be here in the next ten minutes.'


  He checked his watch. 'Yep, go now,' he added.


  'OK. I won't take too long.'


  He stepped towards the door.


  'Sergeant.'


  Haynes stopped and raised a questioning eyebrow. Jericho hesitated.


  'You know, you'll probably find evidence of some women. Having been in the bedroom. Haven't cleaned in a while...'


  He ran out of explanation, waved his hand again.


  Haynes nodded and left the room, closing the door behind him. He allowed himself a smile when he got to the other side.


  Chapter 27


  



  There was a knock and the door opened. Light caught the quick movement as Jericho calmly collected up the four cards that had been facing him on the desk and placed them in his pocket.


  'You ready, Sir?' she asked. 'We're needed downstairs.'


  Jericho nodded. They shared a glance; she began to close the door.


  'Sergeant,' he said, and she could tell there was a different quality to his voice. 'I'm sorry about the weekend. I don't want you to think… after Friday night…'


  'It's all right, Sir.'


  'It's just the show. I…'


  He ran out of words. What exactly was he trying to say anyway? He wasn't taking it for granted that she'd want to sleep with him again; he hadn't even thought about whether or not that might happen. The minute he'd raised the subject, however, it had been implicit.


  'Really, it's OK.'


  She forced a smile then left, closing the door. It opened again almost immediately, Jericho still sitting in the same position, his hands resting on the cards in his pocket.


  'Really, Sir, it's fine,' she said again, instantly more relaxed. 'And you'd better come. I've to escort you down.'


  She stood waiting for him. The awkwardness of the weekend between them had passed in the moment; all it had taken was for her to come back into the room. She could sense him relax, pleased perhaps to have someone back on his side. He drained a cold cup of coffee and pushed himself up off his seat.


  'Right,' he said. 'What are we looking at?'


  She led him through the open plan office towards the stairs. No one looked at them. No one knew there was anything worth gossiping about.


  'A quick chat with the location producer…'


  'That Morris woman?'


  'No,' said Light. 'The other one. The Brazilian footballer.'


  Jericho smiled.


  'Then what?'


  A small station, they were already at the top of the stairs, they would be downstairs and into the heart of the beast in a few seconds. She stopped.


  'They're looking for you to give the three of them an introductory pep talk. Let them know the kind of things they're likely to be dealing with this week. Then they'll break off for a session where they interview you, get your thoughts on them… then they interview them and get their thoughts on you, and if they're lucky at least two of you will start crying.'


  Jericho smiled again; she smiled with him.


  'Then, you lucky thing,' she said, 'you'll get allocated one of the three, plus a cameraman and a soundman, and you get to go off into the great wild yonder of Wells and tackle crime head on.'


  Jericho nodded; he dropped his eyes.


  'Lead on,' he said.


  Light walked out of the open plan. Jericho followed; the door closed behind them.


  When they were gone, the two nearest constables who had been sitting at desks completing absurd amounts of paperwork, looked up at each other.


  'Did she just call him you lucky thing?'


  The other laughed.


  'Watch this space,' he said.


  * * *


  Claudia was shaking her head. Jericho was sitting at his desk, looking typically phlegmatic, although there was the possibility of that tending towards outright annoyance.


  'You want to give me a script?' he asked.


  He was on the part of the day where he outlined how he felt about the potential new recruits. He had answered three questions, and so far had intimated that he had gleaned nothing from them so far, and so was not in a position to comment on whether or not he thought they were likely to make decent police officers.


  'Have you acting experience?' asked Claudia.


  'Of course not,' said Jericho.


  'Well, we can't possibly give you a script. It would be a disaster. You just have to be yourself.'


  'That's what I thought I was doing.'


  She glanced at the cameraman, who was not playing the game. He well knew not to get involved in the fights between producers and show members.


  'You're not giving us anything,' said Claudia. 'There's no point in saying, 'oh, they look OK', or, 'oh, not sure yet, we'll have to wait to find out.' That's not giving us anything.'


  'What would you like me to give you?' he asked, his voice flat.


  'This is television,' she said, 'so let's not have any secrets or bullshit…'


  Jericho looked straight through her, presuming he was the only one in the room who would find that statement at all ironic.


  'Go on,' he said.


  'We're looking for a bit of drama or suspense. There's no point in hanging around in the middle ground. There's no drama in the middle. Jesus, there's no drama in room temperature. The drama comes at boiling point or when the ice freezes.'


  'Ice is already frozen,' said Jericho. She ploughed on, regardless.


  'Look at the fucking LibDems. Zero fucking drama for about five thousand years, then they jump into the sack with the Tories, start taking it up the arse and boom! People are shouting at them, people hate them, there's all kinds of shit. Drama.'


  Jericho nodded.


  'So what would you like me to give you?' he asked. Again.


  She looked like she was holding in her temper, dealing with a simple child unable to grasp the simplest of concepts.


  'There's no point in saying nothing. What we need is for you to talk them up, or, to be blunt, slag them off. We need them to start off looking really, really shit. Really shit. Then we can follow them on their journey as they build up. Or stay shit…'


  Jericho gave her nothing in reply.


  'Or,' she said, 'we need you to make out that you think they're going to absolutely kick ass. Kick ass. And then, they kick ass, or, hopefully, they're absolutely shit and we follow that journey too. The journey into oblivion. Now, Chief Inspector, you've seen our three finalists at close quarters over the last three days. Do any of them strike you as not up to the job, that you think might really struggle, emotionally and physically, over the next few days when they have to come face to face with drug dealers, murderers and the most extraordinary villains of the twenty-first century?'


  Jericho looked at her for a few seconds.


  'Where the fuck do you think you are?' he said eventually.


  She never did get the take she wanted, so she got Light to do it instead.


  * * *


  DCI Shackleton, the officer in charge of the investigation into the disappearance of Lorraine Allison, had not been taking it too seriously thus far. He was saying all the right things, but was in something of an awkward position with the media. If he didn't spend every waking minute on it, then there would be those newspapers who would crucify him. (On that front, he had been quite pleased that it had been Jericho who had been crucified in the Sundays for daring to have a late night drink.) However, spend too much time and allocate too many resources, then there would be a mass of journalists, as well as parents and partners of other missing persons, forming a disorderly queue to heap opprobrium upon him for spending too much time on Lol because she'd been in the newspapers for the previous few weeks.


  And underpinning it all there was his sure belief that it was all a set-up. He had been blunt with Washington right from the off; if it was discovered to be all part of the show's shtick, he would make sure they were prosecuted. Washington had displayed high levels of moral indignation at the suggestion.


  Ultimately, however, it didn't seem to matter what he thought. No one seemed to know anything, and if anyone was lying, they were making a superb job of covering it up.


  Lol was gone, leaving not a trace of herself in the process. And while Shackleton resented utterly the possible presence of Jericho in the investigation, he couldn't escape the fact that he might have to bring him into it, to establish whether his suspicions had been aroused over the course of the weekend.


  Initially excited about being given the job, Shackleton had quickly come to acknowledge that it really was the most bloody awful millstone.


  Chapter 28


  



  Jericho and Haynes were sitting on a park bench, eating sandwiches, the bowling green behind them, looking over the city recreation ground. A cold afternoon in January. There were a couple of people walking dogs, and at the far side there were two women, one of whom was giving the other instructions in Nordic walking.


  Jericho bit into his Thai chicken, while watching curiously as the two women walked up and down, the instructor with the most exaggerated of movements. They had barely spoken since sitting down, as Haynes recognised that Jericho had escaped from the station and needed the time to decompress.


  'What the fuck are they doing?' said Jericho eventually, indicating the two women.


  'Nordic walking,' said Haynes. 'That's what they call it.'


  'What's that? Nordic walking?'


  'Walking with sticks.'


  They watched as the instructor laid down her sticks and started illustrating the process stick-less. A dry run.


  'There's a name for walking with sticks?'


  'Yes. Nordic walking.'


  'I feel old, and yet it's obviously something that old people do. Why does everything have to have a name?'


  'So they can sell stuff.'


  'Is there a name for walking while eating a sandwich?'


  'Not sure.'


  'It's like watching an episode of Monty Python.'


  Haynes laughed, but then said, 'I've never seen it.'


  Jericho glanced sharply to his side.


  'What?'


  Haynes shrugged.


  'Seriously?'


  'It's so old,' he said.


  'Yes, but…'


  'The last series of Python was almost forty years ago. The last movie, thirty years ago. I wasn't born then. Shit, we have our own comedy, we don't need those guys, with their history shows and their endless travelogues and their TV adverts for middle age products. Fuck…'


  Jericho looked curiously at Haynes for a while, then took a bite out of his sandwich and turned back to the entertainment across the park.


  'Listen mate, strange women lying in ponds distributing swords is no basis for a system of government…' he said.


  'Sure, I know that,' said Haynes.


  'That's Python.'


  'Is it?'


  Haynes shrugged. Jericho looked at him, was aware that the very thought of Haynes being dismissive of Monty Python because of its age utterly depressed him, and then looked back across the field, as the women marched on.


  'Do you really need instruction in how to walk with sticks?'


  Haynes shook his head.


  'Probably not.'


  'Fuck,' said Jericho. 'Right, enough of this depressing shit. What did you find?'


  Haynes took a drink of 100% berry juice, one of his five a day.


  'No sign of forced entry. Found a few things, hairs, prints. You and a couple of women I'd say. There was evidence of the women in the bathroom too. You've had a couple of women there since you cleaned the bathroom last?'


  Jericho nodded.


  'And since you changed the sheets?'


  Haynes felt uncomfortable the second the question was out there. Jericho stared at the grass, feeling untidy, unclean.


  'Yes, Sergeant,' he said eventually.


  'OK. Sorry. I took some samples, various things, I'll try to get some tests done on them.'


  'Don't bother,' said Jericho.


  Haynes had been expecting that. They would have to go to Yeovil, and there was no way Jericho was going to want another station brought in.


  'You should be careful. I know you don't want to flag it up, but someone broke into your house, very expertly. They could do it again, when you're there. Someone's setting you up for something. Might be time to talk to Dylan.'


  Jericho took the last bite of his sandwich. The women were marching across the park towards them, arms, legs and sticks moving in perfect unison, as if they were members of the Royal Marine Nordic Walking Band.


  'Fuck me,' said Jericho, shaking his head.


  * * *


  They walked back into the station an hour and fifteen minutes after having left. Jericho had agreed that he would be gone for no more than forty-five minutes. Consequently, his arrival was not greeted warmly.


  'Where the fuck have you been?' snapped Claudia when he walked back into his office. She was sitting behind his desk, tapping furiously at an iPad.


  'Notice how no one has any respect for the police anymore?' said Jericho, glancing at Haynes who was at his side.


  She rose, feeling slightly uncomfortable about being caught sitting at his desk, but fully intent on covering that discomfort with ballsy arrogance and shouting.


  'This isn't about you, you know. It's not all about you. It's about this show, and those people sitting downstairs, waiting for you, waiting to try and make a difference. They don't care about fame and celebrity, they don't care about the marketing contracts, they don't care about their fifteen minutes. All they want is to make a difference. Make. A. Difference. End of. That doesn't mean anything to you, does it? I know all about you and about your type. Desperate to get on TV, desperate to come along and get your money and your fame and your notoriety, get your face on the box, maybe pick up some contracts and other TV for yourself, but not prepared to put in the hours. Well, it's time you started showing up for work, bud.'


  Gradually, as she'd spoken, she had been edging round his desk, and he had been edging round behind it. When it seemed she had completely shot her load for the moment, he sat down and smiled.


  'Did you actually believe anything of what you just said?'


  'Fuck you,' she retorted. 'I'm bringing Cher up here right now, and you better be ready to start doing whatever the fuck it is that you do, because this is television, Don Fucking Quixote, and we can fucking crush you.'


  She walked out leaving the door open. Jericho's eyes followed her back as she stormed through the office. The faces that peered into Jericho's office were quickly averted when they saw that he was looking their way.


  'Don Quixote?' said Haynes. 'Cool. Who does that make me?'


  'Sancho Panza,' said Jericho.


  'Nice.'


  'Sancho Panza was an idiot,' said Jericho.


  'Yeah, but a good idiot…'


  Jericho reached into his pocket and brought out the four Tarot cards, held them towards Haynes.


  'I'm not sure what, but get me something else on these. I don't want to say that we're missing something. I'm sure we know everything that this guy wants us to know and no more, but at some stage we're going to need to get one step ahead of him, or else we're fucked. Well, I'm fucked at any rate.'


  Haynes took the cards and transferred them to his own pocket.


  'What about giving Dylan the heads up?'


  A tumult started from the far end of the open plan, as the door was barged open and Claudia returned, leading Cher, plus a researcher, the cameraman and the sound guy.


  'No,' said Jericho, and Haynes nodded and left quickly, before he could get sucked into television's desperate search for cheap real-life drama.


  * * *


  'So what now?' asked Cher.


  She was looking bright-eyed and excited. The camera was running, the sound guy was positioned discreetly at the back, Claudia was standing off to the side. The television people were more or less invisible; the two principals were playing out the drama in isolation. Real life television couldn't get any more real.


  'Not much doing,' said Jericho, 'We could fill in some paperwork if you like.'


  'But, like, hasn't there been any crime? Like, burglaries and stuff. Or a paedo, something like that?'


  Jericho had one on-going paedophile investigation, but was not going to be the one to mention it. He was pretty sure that after the first day, when nothing had happened, Claudia would be straight into Dylan's office demanding that there be more crime committed in Wells, so that the show could be more interesting.


  'Nothing like that,' said Jericho.


  'What about an unsolved murder? There must be one of them. Or a disappearance?'


  Jericho looked at her sharply, then let the look ease from his face. He wondered if Claudia or Washington would have put her up to raising the subject of Amanda. He had to be determined not to rise to it.


  'No,' he said, 'no unsolved murders.'


  'Well, like….' she began, then wasn't sure what to say, so finished the sentence with, 'like, duh…'


  'Would you like for us to arrange for some crime to be committed?' asked Jericho dryly.


  'Well, like, can you do that?' she said. 'But that seems kind of, like, pointless. Isn't there some real crime? You read about it in the papers all the fuckin' time. All sorts of shit.'


  'I might be able to dredge up a small insurance fraud, if you like. But when I say small, I mean really small. I wouldn't usually handle it, but maybe under the circumstances…'


  He looked at Claudia. She shook her head and rolled her eyes, as if it was Jericho's fault that there was nothing doing in the world of crime in the West Country.


  'What about Lol?' said Cher, all innocence.


  'What about her?'


  'She's missing. Like, what the fuck? I thought you'd be all over that like an STD. I mean, seriously, what the fuck? Why aren't you doing that, man?'


  'Because she went missing in London,' said Jericho. 'It's their crime. They have allocated officers to investigate. We're not throwing procedure out of the window because the television cameras are here.'


  As he said it, he realised that for the first time they had stumbled across something that was actually liable to be included on the show.


  'But like, they said in the papers, it's your thing. They showed you sitting around doing fuck all about it.'


  'I was doing fuck all about it because I'm not the investigating officer. So I was doing fuck all about it, in the same way that I do fuck all about bank robberies in Inverness, drug crimes in Middlesbrough and sex crimes in Lincoln.'


  'So what do you do?'


  Claudia was expressionless, but inside she was squealing with excitement. The stupid bastard of a policeman was being put on the spot by a nineteen-year-old girl and she absolutely had him by the testicles. Not only that, she was squeezing them with both hands; and she was so fucking gormless she probably didn't even realise she was doing it.


  'I deal with crime that happens in the city of Wells. That's my job.'


  'There isn't any fucking crime!'


  'Like I said, what do you want me to do? Make some?'


  'Go and help some of the fuckers that need it. It's on the news every bleedin' day. Police this, police that, not enough manpower. And this is the real thing? You lot sitting around on your fat arses, wanking off.'


  Jericho had nothing to say to that. She was annoying him beyond words. He wouldn't have said anything had the cameras not been present; he would just have shown her out. However, given the presence of television he knew he had been backed into a corner. She had the moral high ground.


  'Let's look for Lol,' she said. 'I mean, I don't know where to start, do I? You're the policeman. So, come on, lets go. Phone up whoever the fuck you need to phone up and let's get going.'


  Jericho held her gaze for a while and then looked at Claudia. He had wondered from the start if it might be a television set-up, and now the thought struck him even more forcefully. In front of the cameras, however, was not the time to say anything.


  Claudia smiled. Jericho looked back at Cher, but still did not speak. Eventually someone would feel the need to address the awkward silence with inane chatter, but it wouldn't be him.


  Chapter 29


  



  Dylan was flabbergasted, which was a state of mind that Jericho well recognised in her. It always manifested itself in open-mouthed stares and a high usage of the word fuck. On occasion he quite enjoyed the performance; usually, however, he just tried to switch off until he sensed he had an opportunity to leave.


  'Really, what the fuck were you thinking? You couldn't just have shown her round the station, found some paedo to go and beat up, or waited outside the King's Head until some drunk arsehole got in his car to go home? It's not like we live in a fucking monastery. It's not like we live in fucking… I don't know… a fucking vacuum, a fucking crime vacuum. But you sit there looking like a fucking lemon, a fucking joke lemon. What the fuck are you…? You know, fuck you. I don't give a fuck about you. What the fuck is this station going to look like if they show that clip? You think there are going to be any jobs left down here? Fucking jobs? Police jobs? Do you? And, of course, we come to the fucking crux, don't we? They won't show it, if you get involved in looking for this stupid tart, a stupid tart that absolutely everyone knows is in hiding and entirely complicit with the producers. You…. You! have turned a harmless piece of crap, into this massive police own goal. It was a fucking honour for you to get picked to be on this show, and look what you've done, look what you go and do. And are you going to be the one who extricates us from it? Are you? Are. You. Fuck. Who's going to be doing that? Oh, let me think. Fucking me! That's who.'


  Jericho held her gaze throughout. On one occasion a piece of spit landed on his cheek; a couple of times he felt it on his hands. He did not move.


  'You're just going to sit there, aren't you?' she said. 'I seriously don't know why the fuck I'm waiting for you to say anything.'


  She stared at him, her eyebrows raised in anticipation. Eventually, when Jericho's gaze remained unremittingly straight and dull, she bristled some more and then pointed a lazy hand at the door.


  'Get out,' she said.


  He rose quickly, turned and walked from the office.


  'Just get fucking out,' she said, then looked up, and saw that he was already gone.


  'Fuck,' she muttered.


  * * *


  They were in the City Arms again. A quiet corner round the side, next to the sofas, hardly anyone else in the bar. A slow evening, the drinkers having stocked up with cheap alcohol at the supermarket, choosing to sit at home instead, watching reality television and glossy BBC documentaries pitched at the discerning ten-year-old.


  They had been sitting for ten minutes, slowly working their way through a pint each, a packet of crisps for Haynes, peanuts for Jericho. Either marshalling their thoughts before starting a conversation or, as was certainly the case with Jericho, nothing to say.


  He was thinking about the Hanged Man cards. Knew there must be an angle that he hadn't visualised. Something was coming and it was aimed directly at him. He might not like the notion, but it was personal. Not just that, but it was cold, calculated and brutally set up. However it played itself out, it was being done in such a way that Jericho was going to be caught cold. They were teasing him, playing with him, letting him know that something was coming yet giving nothing away.


  'You took a couple of bollockings today,' said Haynes, folding up his empty crisp packet. 'From women. A few of the lads are talking about it.'


  Jericho acknowledged that he'd spoken with a slight movement of the head.


  'You just going to take it?'


  'What do you want me to do?' asked Jericho.


  Haynes took a drink. Nearing the end of his pint. He nodded.


  'Suppose.'


  'These cards,' said Jericho, 'that's what's troubling. I don't give a shit about the women, or that they are women. The superintendent shouts… so what are you going to do? Nothing. You sit there, you wait for the noise to finish, then you leave. The TV woman… I don't know…'


  'Tell her to fuck off?'


  Jericho nodded.


  'Nice. Sure, I could. But you know what? She's not fucking off. They're here for the duration. If and when they do fuck off, it won't be because I tell them to.'


  Haynes wasn't convinced, didn't say anything, hid his face behind his pint glass.


  'I'm dull, I don't cry, I never say anything funny and I never get hysterical. Eventually they'll realise that this dour bloke thing that I've got going on isn't an act, and then hopefully they ask that I be relieved of my duties and go and stick a camera in someone else's face. Maybe it'll be you.'


  Jericho had meant the last remark as a tease, a threat of some sort. Haynes smiled.


  'Wouldn't mind,' he said. 'Reckon I'd look pretty sharp on TV.'


  'You're welcome to it. Now,' said Jericho, 'you're going to tell me something else about those cards.'


  Haynes tapped his finger on the side of his glass, contemplated downing the rest of it, wondered about having another.


  'No, I'm not,' he said. 'Just, nothing else to tell, unless you want me to hand them over to Yeovil. Think you should.'


  Jericho stared into his glass. Why was he still keeping it a secret from everyone else? When the story finally broke, when he finally took the evidence to Dylan, it was going to look worse and worse for him the more of it that there was to tell, the more cards he'd received, the more they'd broken into his house, the more they'd toyed with him.


  'Television,' said Jericho. 'It's just going to be insufferable if those people get wind of this, and the minute we let it out into the station, they will get wind of it.'


  'Dylan then, just Dylan.'


  'Because she's discreet…'


  'Yes,' said Haynes, 'she can be when it suits her.'


  'It won't necessarily suit her this time though, will it? Why should she be discreet when it comes to me? And then there's always the possibility that it's not a coincidence that these have started arriving at the same time as the TV show was being set up. It could well be that whoever's doing it is waiting for TV to get hold of it, and once it's out, they're going to play it even more. Play me even more. Then this thing, whatever it is, will play out on live television.'


  He had been, for once, becoming quite agitated, leaning across the table towards Haynes, but with his last words he shook his head and backed away again.


  This was what they wanted. The people sending the cards. They wanted him and Haynes arguing, they wanted him getting annoyed at his colleagues, falling out with them. And maybe they even wanted, and had intended, for it to happen on television, every night.


  'Think about it,' said Haynes. 'You know they're setting you up to look bad. Why do anything that potentially makes you look even worse?'


  Jericho drained his pint, decided he wasn't going to have another. He needed to be thinking clearly, although even clear thoughts did not appear to be helping him at this stage.


  * * *


  Durrant had his next victim back at his house, tied to the table where the previous day poor, sad, deserted Lol's fledgling television career had come to an end.


  Lol's body was still folded up in a bag in the corner of the room, but Durrant made sure not to look at her.


  He had spent a day going quietly insane, staring at the sea, eating tasteless food, walking restlessly up and down the small sitting room. Couldn't keep still, fidgety fingers closing and grasping, relaxing, straightening, tensing. His whole being set on edge due to the discomfort of the Lol situation. He had needed an outlet.


  He had driven to Cambridge. Ipswich was easier but was perhaps too close. Wanted a little more distance between where his victim was lifted and where he was going to end up.


  Britain had changed a lot since the time of his incarceration, but the multicultural nature of present day British society had not been lost on him. Indeed, given the inflated level of ethnic minorities amongst the prison population, Durrant had imagined there would be an even higher percentage among the populace in general.


  He was not interested in the university area of Cambridge, instead had aimed for the poorer parts of the city. There he had picked up a young, unemployed teenager of African descent.


  It would be days, perhaps even weeks – and perhaps even never – before the police took the missing persons report seriously. This wasn't going to be the kind of missing person that the white middle class media picked up on. They wouldn't care; they wouldn't want their readers and viewers to know about it.


  The media thrive on keeping the public afraid. The kind of missing person storyline they like is the kind where it could have happened to anyone. The kind where an average middle class person from an average middle class family could be affected. The kids that went missing from the poor city housing estates were not representative of the newspaper reading population in comfortable suburbia.


  Durrant wasn't fooling himself about what had happened with the girl. It had come from nowhere, and he was honest enough with himself to acknowledge that he was apprehensive about it happening again. And so he made sure that there would be no repeat by picking up a nineteen-year-old boy he found walking alone along a quiet road, just as the streetlights were coming on. A patch of barren grass on one side, a few empty shops and empty houses on the other.


  Durrant wouldn't know why the boy got into his car. He just drove, neither of them spoke for the first few minutes.


  'Where you taking me, man?' the lad asked eventually.


  'To the seaside,' said Durrant, and the lad smirked.


  Bound and gagged in a back room in a small cottage at the seaside, he wasn't smirking any more.


  Chapter 30


  



  Jericho had been mostly avoiding it, because he didn't think it mattered. He also thought that it fell into the shadowy world of the supernatural, something of which he was not entirely scornful, but something that he most definitely did not want to go anywhere near.


  The Tarot. He could steer clear of it all he liked, and there was plainly symbolism implicit in the cards that was directed purely at him, but whoever was sending them had chosen Tarot for a reason. They could easily have toyed with him and threatened him with typed notes or cut out pieces of newspaper or recorded messages or e-mails or video.


  Yet they had chosen the Tarot, and it was time for him to take a closer look.


  They stood at the bottom of the High Street, having left the City Arms after their one and only pint. Haynes looked at his watch, not sure what to do with himself. Still hadn't eaten, not sure whether to go home, call one of his friends, or take his laptop and go and sit in Café Romna and have a chicken tikka.


  'What are you doing now?' asked Jericho.


  'Not sure.'


  Haynes wondered if he was about to suggest they had dinner, although that was something that had never happened before.


  'You manage to find out where the country house on the card is yet?'


  Haynes knew that Jericho knew he hadn't. It was his way of telling Haynes what the rest of the evening held for him.


  'Keep one of the cards, give me the other three,' said Jericho.


  Haynes fished them out of his pocket.


  'And don't take the most recent. I know it's the best one for your search, but I need it.'


  Haynes handed them over, keeping the next most recent card.


  'Where are you going?' asked Haynes.


  Jericho raised an eyebrow at him, smiled in a curious way, and then turned and walked away from the direction of the station, back towards his house.


  * * *


  He looked at his watch and knocked again, then stepped back and looked at the windows above the shop. Started looking at the doors nearby to see if there were any which might lead to the flats upstairs.


  He was back in Glastonbury to speak to Newton. He had, on his previous visit, found the woman quite disconcerting, which was one of the reasons he hadn't returned so far. He could, of course, have spent several hours online, or with an actual book, acquainting himself with the Tarot. Equally, he could have gone to someone else. However, he continued to want to keep knowledge of the cards limited to as small a group as possible. And the thought of reading about the cards for several hours depressed him; and books weren't interactive, they wouldn't answer the inevitable questions that came into his head.


  He heard a movement in the shop. He had not known that Newton would live above her shop, but it had been an educated stab in the dark.


  The door opened. She leant against the frame. She wasn't smiling, but she wasn't surprised to see him either.


  'I suppose you knew I'd be back,' said Jericho.


  'Come in,' she said.


  She was wearing a black kimono, her legs bare, a large v of skin at the top of her chest. Jericho determinedly looked her in the eye.


  'Thanks.'


  He walked into the shop. She hadn't turned a light on in coming to answer the door, so he waited to follow her through as his eyes were not yet adjusted. Many a fool walks into a cabinet in the half-light. He kept his eyes on the floor as he waited for her to lock the door, then turned and followed her.


  'You don't mind coming upstairs?' she asked.


  'No,' said Jericho.


  Even though she wouldn't catch him looking, he made sure to look to the side as they walked, rather than at the movement of her buttocks against the thin material of the robe.


  He remembered the strange collection on the shelves, the curious heads and the dragons and bizarre potions that he assumed were all a joke. In the dim light he could make out eyes and small purple bottles and feathers and small boxes.


  She walked up the stairs ahead of him. He looked at her feet and wondered if she lived alone. Maybe there would be a commune. Or a man, wondering what the fuck Jericho was doing there at eight-thirty on a miserable January evening. He had spoken to her before during working hours, why couldn't he have done it again?


  He followed her into the small apartment. Expected there to be incense burning, a similar smell filling the air as there was in the shop. There was nothing other than the vague aroma of cooked bacon, but even that went as soon as he walked into the sitting room.


  There was music playing – Curtis Jones, Jericho recognised – a single lamp in the corner. A book was turned upside down on the arm of the chair. The Unbearable Lightness of Being. On the floor beside the chair there was a glass of white wine.


  'Can you I get you a drink?'


  Jericho realised he was staring at the book. He had heard of it, had never read it. Battling his preconceptions. What had he expected? That he would interrupt her bathing in blood, smearing herself with the severed head of a chicken and reading Denis Wheatley?


  'Yes,' he said distractedly. 'I'll… you have… what do you have?'


  He shook his head, perhaps in the hope that it might stop him talking like one of the less evolutionarily developed Muppets.


  'I have white wine,' she said, without hint of apology at having nothing else.


  'I'll have a white wine,' said Jericho.


  He thought of the glass of white wine he hadn't drunk at Sergeant Light's house. He thought of Sergeant Light.


  She left him standing in the room. He looked at the bookshelves while she was gone, his eyes trailing aimlessly around, taking nothing in, although he did notice that the shelves were not filled with the kind of thing that occupied the shop.


  A glass of wine was put into his hand; she raised her glass to him and he reciprocated. She stood less than a couple of feet from him, and finally the smile came to her face.


  'You took your time coming back, having not asked everything you needed to when you were here before.'


  Jericho didn't reply. Looked behind him and sat down in the chair opposite the one she'd been sitting in before he'd arrived. The room was warm, pleasantly fresh smell in the air, as if she had recently cleaned.


  'Pursuing other lines of enquiry,' he said.


  'And why have you decided to pursue this one now?'


  Jericho made a small movement of his head, as she lowered herself into the seat opposite. She straightened her shoulders and airily waved her hand.


  'I'm sorry, I'm not supposed to be asking you questions, am I? You want to know about the Tarot, the deeper meanings of the Hanged Man card, and if possible, why I think this person who's taunting you might have chosen to use the Tarot instead of some other means. Of which there would obviously be many.'


  Jericho caught her eye again and nodded. Didn't want to say anything.


  'I could sell you a book,' she said, and her smile widened.


  Jericho took the joke, covered his mouth with his wine glass.


  She leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees, the glass in her right hand. The kimono fell slightly from her chest, and for the first time Jericho had a view of her breasts. Small, slightly uneven, large, thick nipples. He put the wine glass to his face again, realised that he'd almost drunk half of it already. He didn't like white wine. He looked her in the eye.


  'As I said previously, no one knows the true origin of the Tarot, so ultimately can anyone know why someone chooses to use it now? Many believe that its use evolved in 14th century France, that's the first recorded mention of them. That, of course, like most things in history, is disputed. There are many claims of it coming out of Italy or ancient Egypt or from the Hebrew. Torah…'


  'What about the Hanged Man?'


  'It was one of the original cards, although the nature of the card itself has evolved.'


  'From what to what?'


  'The original cards don't appear so well-defined, although clearly they were always intended as a card of discovery and reawakening. It was later that the notion of Odin, hanging upside from the Tree of Life…. I said that before…'


  'And has it ever been used as a threatening card?'


  'It's not my area, but I don't think so. I'd say only in fiction and by people who don't understand the true purpose of the Tarot.'


  Jericho took his eyes from her and stared at the floor. The initial bout of questioning over, a second to re-evaluate.


  'You've received another card?' she asked. 'Or cards?'


  'Two more since Sergeant Haynes came,' he said. 'He has one of them, here's the other.'


  He took the cards from his pocket, picked out the most recent one and reached out to hand it to her. As she stretched to receive it he couldn't help but stare at her right breast. Knowing he was looking, she held the pose for a second or two, then leaned back as he managed to look her in the eye.


  'Found it on my pillow,' he said.


  'Your pillow? Ah. Not a good sign.'


  'No.'


  She made an impressed noise with her lips as she studied the card.


  'Ah,' she said again. 'That doesn't look good, does it?'


  'No.'


  She took a last look and quickly handed it back to him.


  'That's it?' asked Jericho. 'That's all you've got to say? Ah…?'


  'I don't think you need a Tarot expert,' she said, 'apart from the curious fact that they're choosing Tarot at all. Even that could be because they watched Live And Let Die on TV a couple of weeks ago.'


  Jericho snorted quite unattractively and took another drink to hide the peculiar noise which he'd just allowed himself to emit. Almost finished his first glass.


  'What they're doing with the Tarot, the way in which they're manipulating it and using it…' She shook her head. 'They're just doing their own thing, they're not drawing on the history of the Tarot for that. They could be going anywhere with this, although it seems pretty clear where that is. I presume you're watching your back.'


  'And the house in the background?'


  'Can't say anything more about it than I did previously.'


  Jericho drained the glass, laid it down on the carpet, sat back and rubbed his fingers hard into his eyes.


  'All right, the Tarot then. If we assume that the people who are doing this didn't just watch Live And Let Die last week, are there specific types of people that might use the Tarot for this kind of purpose?'


  He opened his eyes and she wasn't there. Looked down at his empty glass, and it was gone, and then he was aware of her footsteps padding back through to the sitting room, and she was putting a full glass into his hands.


  'You look like you need it,' she said.


  He took the glass and nodded. Didn't immediately feel like having any more so put the glass back down on the carpet. She sat down opposite him again, and once again leaned forward, her elbow resting on her knees, the kimono falling away at her chest and over her thigh.


  'Did you…?' he began, aware that he was being extremely turned on sitting so close to her, a warm room, alcohol in the air.


  'Yes, I heard,' she said. 'First of all, it's a pretty big assumption to make. I mean, that the person doing this isn't just jerking off. All sorts of people do all sorts of stuff with the Tarot, but for everyone with a Tarot deck in their hands, there's probably less than zero point zero zero one per cent of them not just screwing around. Might be even less than that.'


  Jericho lifted the drink, even though he really didn't want any more; the usual defence mechanism.


  'Let's assume,' he said from his position of safety behind the glass, 'that we're dealing with someone from that very small percentage, if for no other reason than there's no point in talking about any of the others.'


  'And given the quality of the symbolism used,' she said, 'and the obvious thought and preparation that's gone into this, it's not entirely unlikely.'


  'Good. So who uses Tarot these days?'


  She shifted position slightly. Every time she did so the robe shifted position too, and every time a little more of her skin was revealed. It looked beautiful, unblemished. Jericho continued to try not to stare.


  'There are individuals, sitting happily at home, doing their own thing…'


  'And knowing what's coming?'


  She laughed.


  'Then, I suppose, there are individuals doing much the same thing but offering their services. The ones you'll have heard about, the ones you get in places like Glastonbury. The ones who are as likely to be full of crap, but who every now and again know what they're doing.'


  'And what are the quality of the people you get around here?'


  'I'm pretty good,' she said.


  She smiled. Jericho didn't often smile, but he found himself sort of grimacing back at her.


  'Anyone else?' he asked to cover his discomfort.


  'There might be organisations,' she said.


  He asked the question with his eyebrows, but got no immediate response.


  'Organisations?' he asked.


  'There are organisations that do everything, Chief Inspector,' she said. 'There are so many of them.'


  'And in relation to the Tarot?'


  'There are organisations with deep roots in European history. Whose roots might well go back as far as the Tarot itself. One never knows with whom one is dealing.'


  He smiled eventually, again reaching for the wine.


  'Fuck,' he said. 'Shadowy organisations… You mean MI6 or some bunch of French wankers that have been protecting the Holy Grail since the 12th century?'


  She smiled in return.


  'You don't think that the world is controlled in the shadows, by unelected men sitting on unelected committees?'


  'And you think such a group of men are sending me toy cards?'


  'They're not toys, Chief Inspector. And I said no such thing. You merely asked me who it was who used the Tarot.'


  She settled back, the robe slipped again and the whole of her right thigh was exposed.


  'Can you name me some of the organisations who might use the Tarot?' he said. He looked at the carpet as he said it.


  'The Lord Chancellor's Office. The European Union. The Masons. The board of the Bank of England.'


  'You're making that shit up,' he said.


  She smiled and held her hands out to her side.


  'I'm just answering your questions, Chief Inspector, to the best of my knowledge. If you found out that some respected financial institution based some of its decisions on the outcome of how certain cards were placed on a table, would you think it the most bizarre thing you'd ever heard, or would you think, well, I've heard of weirder shit than that in my life?'


  Jericho took a drink. He was staring at her feet. Her skin seemed to be perfect all over. Maybe she bathed in some sort of animal blood.


  'That's a fair point…' he began.


  He didn't finish what he'd been going to say. He held the wine glass to his lips, keeping his eyes on her feet, as she stood and let the robe fall off her shoulders to the floor.


  'You can ask me some more questions now,' she said, 'or else you can take me to bed, then ask your questions in the morning over breakfast.'


  His eyes drifted up her body. Beautiful and slim, perfect skin, perfect breasts.


  He fell forward onto his knees, clasped her buttocks with his hands and thrust his face into her pussy, breathing her in, sucking her pubes and lips deep into his mouth. She gasped and thrust herself against him.


  Chapter 31


  



  His name was Lewis, although Durrant hadn't taken the time to learn that yet. Nor would he. The guy on the table would just be the black kid who was the subject of his latest experiments.


  His previous incursions into the world of pain had been thirty years earlier, and he'd had his paperwork confiscated, but he could remember every word that he'd written, every figure that he'd taken down, every tweak and poke and pull and scratch that had caused pain, every eyelid removed, every testicle crushed, every piece of skin stripped away, every bone broken, every fingernail prised off with a knife.


  Concentrating on his work, and not on the body in the bag in the corner, he was curious to see how his latest subject would react to some of the same levels of pain that had been directed at his previous victims.


  That seemed an interesting and exciting area of study, although he would have to be careful not to bring his preconceptions to the table. Were today's generation softer, much less resistant to discomfort and pain, than previous generations?


  The answer seemed obvious to him. Of course they were. Nevertheless, he had to test it with an open mind. The one main important variable would inevitably impact on the study; that everyone is different, that all individuals could countenance different levels of pain.


  Nevertheless, introduce a large enough field of study, as he had done all those years previously, and you could overcome the variations inherent in the individual.


  Lewis had proven to be disappointingly abject. A poor case. If Durrant had actually been torturing him to get information, rather than for scientific purposes, he would have extracted what he needed within the first five minutes.


  There had been a lot of tears and whimpering. He had fainted four times in less than two hours. Durrant had found it tiresome constantly having to revive him. At various points he had thought of putting him out of his misery, but previously it had been part of the experimentation to see how a subject reacted to extended punishment and so it would be again.


  Lewis slept uneasily, on and off through the night, and in his waking moments he felt nothing but pain and panic. He knew that there was something hanging behind him, but could not quite turn his head to look. He felt them though, as much as he felt Durrant's presence when he walked into the room. He felt their dead eyes looking at them, and he waited for their touch in the night.


  * * *


  Jericho was woken by a soft voice at some time after three in the morning. He woke up slowly, unaware of his surroundings. He felt a hand resting upon him and looked to his left. There wasn't much light, but he could make out the face of Newton.


  The evening came back to him. Unusually for him he must have been asleep not much later than eleven. Newton was fast asleep, and in an instant Jericho was wide awake.


  He stared at the ceiling. He heard the voice again. Singing softly. What was it singing?


  Two Sleepy People. The song was Two Sleepy People. A woman's voice. Sounded like Amanda. Amanda didn't come to him in his dreams when he slept with other women. But Amanda did used to sing sometimes.


  He stepped out of bed and through into the sitting room. The small table lamp was still on, the wine glasses were where they'd left them.


  Amanda was sitting in the same chair that Newton had sat in earlier. She was wearing Newton's kimono.


  She stopped singing. She did not smile, but her look was not judgemental.


  'I'm sorry,' said Jericho. 'I didn't expect to see you.'


  'That's all right,' she said.


  'If I'd known you were here.'


  Now she smiled, although her lips looked sad.


  'I'm not,' she said.


  Jericho nodded.


  'It's coming,' she said.


  Jericho wondered what she meant, but he didn't ask. Perhaps he already knew but didn't want to think about it. He didn't have to ask her. He just had to concentrate.


  'How long can you stay?' he asked.


  She was gone.


  He stood in silence in the living room for a while and then turned back to the bedroom. He thought it would take him a long time to get back to sleep, but when he laid his head on the pillow he drifted off within seconds.


  * * *


  'You are a piece of fucking work.'


  Claudia was waiting in Jericho's office, which was of no great surprise to him. If she had taken herself back to London, he would have been surprised. Sitting once again behind his desk was pretty much where he had expected to find her.


  'We were here and set up before eight.'


  Jericho stood looking at her, holding a cup of coffee in one hand and a croissant in the other. As it happened, he hadn't had time to question his witness over breakfast; although he had had time to go home to shower and change.


  It was well after nine o'clock.


  'Get away from my desk,' he said bluntly. 'I'm going to sit and have a cup of coffee and something to eat,' and held them both up for her to see, 'and then I'll put a call down to you when I'm ready.'


  She held his gaze for a moment, a look that was impossibly smug flirted with her mouth, and then she rose and walked past him. As she walked out the door she left it open and almost immediately a constable tentatively stuck his head into Jericho's office.


  'Superintendent Dylan wishes to see you, Sir,' he said to Jericho's back. Jericho didn't turn. 'As soon as you got in,' he added.


  Jericho didn't move. He had woken feeling all right for once, if a little discombobulated; a strange bed, the feeling that something had happened in the night. Yet he had arrived at the station feeling unusually sanguine.


  Hadn't taken long for that to change.


  'Now,' said the constable, although there was a hint of nervousness to his voice. 'She asked me to stay with you until you came to her office.'


  Another short hesitation, then Jericho turned. He contemplated leaving his breakfast on the table so that he could enjoy it when he got back, but he was fairly certain that he wouldn't be coming straight back and that if by some chance he was, he'd be in no mood to be enjoying breakfast.


  He was eating the croissant when he walked into Dylan's office, the constable finally leaving him to it once he was sure that Dylan had made visual contact with Jericho and knew that the constable had done his job.


  Jericho closed the door, then stood in front of her, putting the last of the croissant into his mouth and taking a sip of coffee. Still too hot, burned his lips.


  'What?' he said.


  'I think I'm fed up shouting at you,' she said.


  'Can't think what you're going to do about that,' said Jericho.


  'Well, fortunately, as it happens, I don't have to do anything. You're being dispatched.'


  He didn't ask the question. Put the coffee to his lips, although he didn't actually drink any of it.


  'I don't think any of us need be surprised by the fact that the television people have had their way. You managed to dig a big enough hole that even I couldn't get you out of it.'


  Even you, thought Jericho. He kept the cup at his face, tentatively took a sip.


  'So you're going to London. In a van, with a television crew, and three expert trainee assistants. I do think the bloody girl who suggested it probably imagined she'd get to do it on her own, but you've been landed with all three of them.'


  'What about Shackleton?' asked Jericho, immediately wary of stepping onto someone else's patch.


  Dylan shrugged. 'He'll hand over to you. On the one hand the minute you walked onto the television set on Saturday he was probably expecting it, and on the other, given that it's an absurd piece of fucking theatre, he'll also be delighted.'


  'How did you know he was at the set when I got there?' asked Jericho, finally lowering the cup.


  Dylan smirked.


  'You'll likely be there until the weekend, so you may as well go home and pack a bag. Don't be too long about it. They'll pick you up on the way. Get going.'


  'I'd like Haynes,' said Jericho.


  'You're not getting him. It was bad enough what you said yesterday, but if we go implying that we can afford to have every one of our fucking officers swan off to London on the whim of a television crew, what the fuck is that going to look like?'


  Jericho turned and walked out the room.


  He found Haynes in reception, talking to Constable Loovens. He caught his eye and indicated that he follow him to his office. Haynes left Loovens behind with a shrug, and walked after the boss.


  A minute later they were behind a closed door, Jericho at his desk looking absent-mindedly in drawers.


  'Take it you heard already?'


  'Yep,' said Haynes.


  'If I need you, you're going to find a way to come up.'


  Haynes nodded, even though Jericho wasn't looking at him. He knew what it meant. He either worked at the weekend, and if it was prior to that, he worked his day in Wells and then got in his car and drove to London to work for a few hours in the evening, before being back in Wells for eight the following morning. Had already made a mental note to keep a bag packed.


  'Did you get anywhere with the house on the card?'


  'Nope,' said Haynes. He was going to further justify his lack of success, but decided there was no point.


  Jericho pushed the drawer closed and looked up.


  'All right. Keep looking. And here's another thing. Find out… look, this is going to sound, I don't know, fucking stupid, but, look, I know these things could have been sent by some freak in a gorilla suit… anyone could have sent them… but here's what I want to know. On the off-chance that they've been sent by some organisation or something, some sort of…'


  'Organisation? What sort of…'


  'I don't know,' said Jericho, uncomfortable with his instructions. 'Who knows anything about this kind of shit? Try and find out. Apparently… some people say… apparently there are organisations that use these things. Tarot cards. People use them.'


  'What kind of organisations?'


  Jericho walked round from behind his desk, determined to put his discomfiture to an end.


  'I don't…fucking…know,' he said. 'So I want you to find out and tell me.'


  He stopped, looking into Haynes' face from a couple of feet away.


  'All right,' said Haynes.


  'Thank you.'


  He walked out, leaving Haynes alone in the office.


  'So who have you been talking to?' said Haynes to the empty room.


  Then he rolled his eyes at the thought of who it was likely to have been and followed Jericho out of the room.


  Chapter 32


  



  There were four executives sitting in the room, three of them as usual in thrall to the fourth. It was a medium-sized conference room, capable of hosting about twenty people. The four of them were at one end of the table beside a television, which was showing a live feed from the van bringing the stars of their show up the A303 to London. The sound was turned off, the television remote lying at Washington's right hand. He had had the volume on and off a couple of times, but had finally acknowledged that there was nothing worth listening to, and had pressed the mute button.


  One of Claudia's assistants, also travelling in the van, was sending constant messages to Washington, with updates on any interesting developments, something she was alternating with updating the show's Twitter account.


  Washington had a Macbook in front of him with several pages open, squeezed in beside each other on the screen. He held up his hand to stop Jacobson talking, while he concentrated on the latest Tweet from his Researcher in the Field.


  Hot in car. Wish they'd turn down heating. No 1 saying much. Hungry. Feel like chocolate.


  He nodded sagely to himself, as if reading something of great importance.


  'Sounds like it's pretty fucking tense in the van,' he said, then he looked up. Smiled at the fact that he had regained the conversation.


  'So, we need a strategy for this Lol thing. Correction, we need two strategies. One for if she comes back, one for if she doesn't.'


  'What if she turns up dead?' said one of the others, his hand defensively scratching the back of his head as he did so.


  'You know something I don't?' asked Washington.


  Chipperman shook his head.


  'Doesn't matter,' said Washington. 'I truly do no think she's going to turn up dead. I think we'll find she either legged it because the stress was getting too much for her, and she'll turn up on some Caribbean island getting knobbed by Rod fucking Stewart, or she's done a deal with someone like Maxi Clifford, and she's going to play it for all she can get. Either way, we need to be ready.'


  'But what if she is dead? It's a possibility,' said Jacobson.


  Washington clapped his hands together.


  'Well, fucking brilliant for us,' he said. 'A dead contestant. Jesus, it'd be fantastic. Could you buy better publicity for the show?'


  Jacobson partially nodded, although the thought of Lol being dead made him a little nervous.


  'You'd have to cancel the show,' said Chipperman.


  'No we fucking wouldn't,' said Washington. 'That's not what Lol would want. No one would want that. The show would go on; and I'll tell you what, it'd be a lot fucking bigger. We've got a bigger purpose here. We're trying to tackle the crime which is endemic to British society. What better illustration of that than one of our contestants getting her throat slit? It's fucking perfect.'


  'You sound like you hope she might be dead,' said Chipperman.


  'Of course not,' said Washington. 'Lovely girl, if a little too full of herself because of her supposed intelligence. University Challenge my arse. Bubbly personality, great tits, nice smile. She'll turn up and it will be to the advantage of us all. But what we need to be working on here is this; what if she doesn't turn up?'


  He looked around the room with his eyebrows raised.


  'Anyone thinking, or do we need to get some new executives in here?'


  'We could do a Lol memorial episode,' said one of them quickly.


  * * *


  Jericho went straight to the local police station to find Shackleton and sort everything out. There was a delay of around ten minutes while Claudia argued that the conversation between the two men really ought to be recorded on camera, the two men said no, she put a call through to the chief constable, and he informed Shackleton that he would be obliged to have the cameras in the room.


  So now Jericho was taking over the running of a case from someone who did not want to give it to him, and the whole situation was being made inevitably more uncomfortable by the presence of two television cameras and a soundman.


  'I've e-mailed you most of the things you'll need to see. The people we've talked to, witnesses, family.'


  'What was it that the witnesses witnessed?' asked Jericho.


  Shackleton glanced at the camera, then looked at his desk.


  'They witnessed Lorraine Allison leaving the building… the television studio that is. We have witnesses to her arriving at the hotel, the Crowne Plaza, but none of her leaving.'


  He looked awkwardly at the camera again, then forced himself to look at Jericho.


  It was preposterous that they had felt the need to get a washed-up loser like Jericho. What did they think Jericho was going to do that he couldn't?


  Bloody television, he thought, but really he didn't think it was bloody television. He thought it must have been Jericho making a nuisance of himself, demanding to be the star in front of the cameras.


  'And she never left the Crowne Plaza?'


  'Well, not that anyone saw. They've been over the building, top to bottom, and found nothing. So, I think we can say that she definitely left. Checked all the footage of other people leaving, there's no one that fits the bill. Turns out the CCTV was disabled. We're looking into that.'


  'Disabled?'


  Shackleton looked blank.


  'You're looking into it? Is that it? It seems… curious. Suggestive.'


  Shackleton shrugged.


  'Yeah, sure. Of course. More than likely she went out wearing some fabulous bit of make up so no one noticed.'


  He shrugged when he'd finished talking.


  'You have any actual paperwork?' asked Jericho. 'I prefer paperwork.'


  Shackleton sighed and looked around, his eye finally settling on his right hand desk drawer. He opened it and removed a thin black folder.


  'Such as it is,' he said, pushing it across the desk. 'I'm afraid you're going to have to look at the computer files too. It's how we do things around here.'


  The last line was said with an intended edge. Jericho took the folder without comment. Watching the uncomfortable meeting on video, Claudia perked up in the next room, now that a little edginess had been introduced.


  Jericho turned and glanced at the cameraman, looked back at Shackleton. Shackleton, for his part, had no intention of helping Jericho out of any moment of unease.


  Jericho turned back to the cameraman.


  'Can you turn that bloody thing off?'


  'Ha!' barked Claudia in the next room. 'Got the wanker.'


  The cameraman poked his head round from the side of the camera, shook it briefly, then hid himself back behind the eyepiece. Jericho looked into the lens, the annoyance written all over him, then looked back at Shackleton. Typically he then let his annoyance get the better of his good judgement.


  'So, Chief Inspector,' he said, 'what's your feel for the case?'


  Shackleton was in no mood to make anything easier for Jericho. He looked blankly back. If either of them were going to say something stupid or indiscreet in front of a camera, it wouldn't be him.


  'We have a young girl who's disappeared and we're using all means available to us to locate her and bring her safely back to her friends and family,' said Shackleton, as if he was sitting in a press conference.


  Jericho bristled. This was why you couldn't have the television camera with you everywhere you went. No one could be honest. Or, at the very least, some people refused to be honest.


  'Go on,' said Claudia in the next room, 'say it, you spineless wanker.'


  Shackleton raised his eyebrows questioningly at Jericho.


  'Why do you think she went missing?' asked Jericho.


  Shackleton answered with a shrug, and then, 'Really, it's impossible to say at this stage until we're in possession of more evidence.'


  'You think that, at least, it makes sense to draw the conclusion that it's related to the show?' asked Jericho.


  Claudia was leaning forward, her hands squeezed tightly together.


  'Come on, you prick,' she said, 'almost there.'


  'I don't think we can draw that conclusion,' said Shackleton, determined to step away from the edge. Jericho, on the other hand, just wanted to get on with it and seemed quite happy to plummet over the cliff.


  'You don't think you can draw a conclusion between a young woman being on television most nights for two months and the fact that she disappears at the height of her popularity?'


  Shackleton eased himself back in his seat and spread his hands out. Nothing else to say. Jericho could hang himself if he wanted, but he wasn't going to tie himself to the train tracks with the oncoming train heading straight for them.


  Jericho steeled himself, mentally dismissed the camera.


  'Look, Chief Inspector, just cut the shit. I know you don't want me here, and maybe you think I engineered it, but really, it's not my doing, and I would genuinely prefer to be at home in Wells investigating small time fraud.'


  Jericho left it a moment to see if he was making any headway. Shackleton's face was expressionless. At the station in Wells they would have said that he was doing a Jericho. Or that Jericho was being out-Jerichoed.


  'Did you get any feeling that this was a set-up of any sort?' asked Jericho.


  Shackleton looked surprised at the question.


  'By who?' he asked.


  'By whom,' retorted Jericho, and Shackleton sneered and felt pleased that Jericho was in the process of shooting himself in the foot.


  'Whomsoever could you mean?' said Shackleton, because he thought it was funny, although he immediately recognised that it wasn't and regretted having said it. If he wanted to look like the cool one, then the less said the better.


  Jericho leant forward, stared at the floor. The room was completely silent, bar the low hum of the cameras, one on either side, no more than three feet from his head. He was filled with contempt for the cameramen, for intruding into his life this much. He didn't care if they were only doing their job. They didn't have to do it. They could be out doing a proper job, like filming people falling into swimming pools or cute cats or cute dogs or cute kids, then sticking it on YouTube and getting a million hits a day. So damned fuck if that wasn't even a fucking proper job.


  'Have you investigated the possibility that no crime has been committed, and that the whole thing is a set-up by either the producers, or by Lorraine Allison herself, in order to get maximum publicity for this low-life, execrable piece of television shit?'


  There, thought Jericho. Said it. At least he'd taken care of the elephant in the room, even if it did guarantee him several more bollockings at the hands of a variety of women.


  'You think the producers kidnapped her?' said Shackleton, with so much badly feigned shock in his voice he could have been paid by the producers to say it.


  'I'm not saying they kidnapped her, I'm saying they're putting her up in a five star hotel somewhere in the middle of London, while we waste our time looking for her.'


  'I really don't think we have anything to support that allegation,' said Shackleton.


  'I wasn't making an allegation,' said Jericho, 'I was just asking if you'd considered it and investigated the possibility.'


  'You just said something along the lines that they were putting her up in a five star hotel in the middle of London,' said Shackleton. 'That sounds like an allegation to me.'


  Jericho stood up, leaning in towards Shackleton.


  'Listen, you fuck…' he began, then from somewhere the metaphorical cautionary hand tapped him on the shoulder. He leant on the desk for a moment, composed himself, then lifted up the file which Shackleton had pushed across to him, and walked quickly out of the room.


  Shackleton stared straight into the camera and said nothing.


  In the other room, Claudia stood upright, her arms stretched high out to her sides, her blouse pulled tight across her chest, her mouth open in a silent yell of triumph. She stood like that for nearly thirty seconds, as if England had just won the World Cup and she was standing in the crowd cheering. With the mute button on.


  Eventually she relaxed, smiling, running her fingers across her face, feeling the dryness of her skin.


  'Got you, you arrogant bag of fuck!' she shouted, then she pumped her fists a few times in triumph.


  Chapter 33


  



  There was a knock at the door. Jericho didn't turn, didn't speak. Another knock, and eventually the door was tentatively opened. Sergeant Light poked her head round, saw that Jericho was standing with his back to her, looking down on a grey January day in London. She walked in, closed the door behind her.


  She waited, looking around the room. As usual the walls were lined with pictures of famous TV talent: Morcambe & Wise, Des O'Connor, Bob Monkhouse, Dermot O'Leary, Benny Hill, Ant & Dec.


  She looked at the desk, where various pieces of paper had been strewn around, as Jericho had rifled through the case notes bequeathed to him by DCI Shackleton.


  'Waiting for me again, are they?' he asked.


  His voice was dull and grey; she recognised that he'd descended into the pits of his regular depression. If there was anything good to come of that, at least he wouldn't care when the shit hit the fan over what he'd said to Shackleton on camera.


  'Yes.'


  She was going to add to it, but there was nothing else to say. No point in rubbing it in, no point in hurrying him along. At least up here he wasn't about to have Dylan come descending upon him, screaming her head off for not co-operating, for not being where she thought he ought to have been.


  He turned slowly. She had spent the last few days trying to wean herself off thoughts of him, or at least, the inappropriate thoughts. The thoughts she shouldn't have been having. The thoughts that led to trouble, that had led to her spending the night in bed with him.


  Wasn't romance complicated enough in life without adding a depressive misanthrope in permanent mid-life crisis to the mix?


  She couldn't feel sorry for him, didn't want to be taken in by the look on his face. He had come down from the heights of his anger and fallen darkly into a depressive hell.


  'You all right?' she asked, taking a step closer to him.


  'Been better,' he said.


  He slumped down into the seat and morosely stared at the array of paperwork scattered across the desk.


  'What are we doing?' he said, waving a hand across the sea of papers. 'How did the police service get so beholden to a bunch of television… I don't know… wankers?'


  'They have money,' said Light. 'We don't.'


  'Doesn't that say it all?' said Jericho. 'Modern society in a nutshell. Television has money, the public services have fuck all.'


  He leant forward, rested his face in his hands. Light sat down across the desk from him.


  'You want me to cancel it? Say you're unwell?'


  'No,' said Jericho, then he shook his head and sat back. 'Just need to… you know…'


  She nodded.


  'What are we doing?' he said again. 'These people, all of them, not just the three whatever the fuck they are… contestants. They are at least witnesses, and very possibly suspects. Yet we have to treat them as police officers assisting the investigation. Jesus. We should be questioning them, not letting them handle and investigate the evidence.'


  Light had nothing to say. She caught his eye. He was staring at her across the desk, his eyes large and sad and empty.


  'I made the decision right at the start that I wouldn't resign over this…' he said, 'but now…'


  But now, she thought, they will probably find a way to sack you. But she didn't say it. He was bad enough as it was.


  'Dylan would be delighted,' thought Jericho. 'Maybe one day I'll be just about miserable enough to not care.'


  He finally lowered his eyes, looking back down at a photograph of Lorraine Allison taken during a Saturday evening show two weeks previously.


  'I'm sorry, Constable,' he said. 'We shouldn't have had sex… Or, at least, once we'd had it, I shouldn't have been such a shit. I really didn't mean it to be that way.'


  'That's all right.'


  You don't need to apologise again.


  Her voice was straight, level, giving nothing away.


  'No,' he said. 'It's not.'


  He looked at the desk. Wondered whether he should charge on, say more, put her off even further. Mentally he was in the right place for putting people off.


  'I slept with someone else last night,' he said.


  'Oh.'


  'A woman…' he began, then hesitated. 'Just someone… an expert I was talking to for background.'


  He looked up; she was staring at him. Her face hadn't changed.


  'Related to this investigation?' she asked. Somehow that would make it worse, although she would really have had to think about why that was.


  'No,' he said.


  'What?' she asked, then shook her head. He was the DCI, and she had no place asking what else he was working on. 'We should go,' she said quickly, getting to her feet.


  She walked to the door without turning to see if he was making any move to follow her.


  Chapter 34


  



  Haynes had spent the afternoon making assumptions, starting with drawing diagrams on a pad of paper, linking everything that had been happening over the previous few days.


  The first assumption that he made was that it all had to be linked. Jericho could perhaps have started receiving the Tarot cards before he was called onto the panel for the television show, but the more Haynes thought about it, the more he could not believe that two such significant things would not be linked. The cards clearly gave the impression that Jericho was being set up; and set up was exactly what had been done to Jericho with the television show. Two set ups in the same week were not going to be a coincidence.


  The next assumption he made was that Jericho more than likely had gone to see Newton the previous evening, and it would have been her who told him that he ought to be checking out various organisations. (There was also a fair chance that Jericho would have slept with her.) Haynes needed someone else with whom to have a discussion on the Tarot.


  If he was to take the first two assumptions as read, then it seemed likely that the matter of the Tarot was not some little local West Country difficulty, and there was no need for him to do the asking in Glastonbury. If he was to find someone with potential knowledge of who might be behind the cards, then he was possibly more likely to find it in London.


  Which led him to his inevitable conclusion that he was more than likely going to have to go to London that evening to continue the investigation.


  By the time he left Wells he had compiled a list of people to see in London, booked himself a room, and was prepared to be in his car and heading back down the road by 6 a.m. the following morning.


  * * *


  Claudia was waiting for Jericho outside the briefing room. Inside the briefing room the three pubescent detectives waited, camera crews in tow.


  For some reason she was surprised that Jericho had nothing to say and was about to walk right past her into the room, so she stepped to her right and blocked the door. Jericho stared at her stomach. Sergeant Light brought up the rear.


  'I've just seen the footage of your discussion with Detective Chief Inspector Shackleton,' she said. At other times Jericho might have been thinking that she was lying. At this point, he just wasn't thinking.


  His depression had grown so dark, so suffocating, he was close to being unable to function.


  'Those were very serious allegations you were making in there, Chief Inspector,' she said coldly.


  He raised his eyes so that they stared at each other, a foot apart. She swallowed. Such deep and desperate pits of sorrow. Such brutal loneliness. Such hatred of life. She did not recognise hatred of her, but of everything. She steeled herself.


  'Obviously we have no intention of screening it as part of the show, but sometimes these things get out. People talk. The presence of a tape becomes known…'


  The black holes stared through her. She swallowed, she battled on.


  'Once that happens, everyone's all over it, the press are clamouring, money gets handed over, the tape is leaked. Give it a couple of hours and that kind of thing goes viral. I hope it doesn't happen, but we rarely have control over it. And once it's out there, once the allegation has been made public… It's hard to say what will happen. To you….'


  Her mouth was dry. Jericho's stare was unwavering. Previously she might have thought that it was all part of the act, but this close to the abyss she had no doubt that whatever was going on inside made him as black and empty as he appeared.


  'You're going to want to speak to your lawyers,' she said.


  The natural assumption from someone in television was that not only would everyone already have a lawyer, but that they would have more than one.


  She was finished. When she had been envisaging this moment for the previous twenty minutes it had seemed a lot more triumphant; the conversation in her head had been a lot more crushing.


  Jericho continued to look straight through her. Claudia swallowed again.


  'Perhaps the Chief Inspector could go in now and get on with the job,' said Light.


  Claudia glanced past Jericho at the slender form of Light behind him. Under other circumstances she would have been incandescent with rage at the interruption. Sadly, and incredibly, given how glorious she had imagined this scenario to be, she was relieved.


  She nodded; she stood to the side. Jericho's eyes did not move, as if he'd been staring at the door the entire time. He walked forward, pushed open the door and entered the small situation room that had been established for the investigation. Light followed, her eyes averted from Claudia as she went.


  Chapter 35


  



  Haynes was sitting in a small room lined with books in a corner of the British Library. Naturally the room, like the building, was not old. The books, mostly, were. However, he was here to see a professor with whom he had had a brief telephone conversation earlier in the day, and so he had given the books no more than a cursory glance.


  She was looking at the single Tarot card he had in his possession, studying it closely through a magnifying glass. He watched her at work, the way her fingers moved across the top of the card like she was reading Braille. She said nothing, did not look up. She had been studying the card for nearly five minutes.


  Professor Leighton was in her late thirties, bright eyes, a neat bob of blonde hair, this year's spectacles. The kind of woman, Haynes thought grimly, that Jericho would end up spending the evening with in bed.


  'French,' she said finally, sharply, looking up.


  'French?'


  Her eyes widened in some sort of mockery at his surprise.


  'Yes, of course,' she said. 'They may not have been the ones who invented the Tarot, but they certainly popularised it. So, why not?'


  He nodded.


  'Anything….' he began, but she instantly cut him off, her hand waving in a peculiar fashion at the side of her head.


  'Well, I say French. It's done very much in the French style. It could of course be some sort of mimicry, but if it is, it is a job well done.'


  She looked at Haynes, as if waiting to see if he would have any more questions, and mildly curious as to how inane they would be. She smiled. Her teeth were slightly dishevelled but had been recently whitened.


  'What makes it French?' asked Haynes.


  She nodded, as if accepting that the question wasn't as banal as she'd been expecting, although he struggled to imagine what could have been more basic, then she looked behind her at the closest bookshelf.


  She stood up, stretched to a shelf a little above her head, seemed to know exactly what she was looking for, then turned back with the book in her hand. A quick flick, straight to the relevant page, and then passed the book over the desk so that Haynes could see.


  On the page were three depictions of the Hanged Man, and each of them looked not entirely dissimilar to the cards that had been sent to Jericho. There was no house in the background, but in the skeleton, in the way it was mocking whoever was holding the card, and in the way that the skeleton could either be viewed as being suspended from neck or head, they were entirely similar.


  Haynes immediately wondered why Newton had not known of these.


  He read the caption along the bottom, indicating that the cards were used as threats and warnings in 18th century France.


  'The caricature never… There was a movement for a short while that seemed like it might change the nature of the meaning of the Hanged Man, but ultimately it never caught on. These few…. these are just a few examples. It seems to have died out quite quickly.'


  'Is this widely known?' he asked, looking up.


  She shook her head, shrugged.


  'You seemed to know exactly where to look?'


  She took the book and turned it over so that he could see the front page. The History of the Tarot in French Society, by Professor Margot Leighton.


  'Ah. A seminal work?' he asked, awkwardness taking his voice as he spoke.


  'Hardly,' she said. 'An obscure academic work, I'm afraid. Neither widely reviewed nor purchased.'


  She made the same strange gesture with her hand as if dismissing the very notion that her book might have been anything other than widely ignored.


  'Can I take this?' he asked.


  'No, you cannot,' she responded sharply. 'You can read it sitting here now, although the relevant question covers something in the region of thirty pages if I remember correctly… or you can ask some questions as you have my attention for another ten minutes or so.'


  He looked back at the pictures, then lifted the page to leaf through the accompanying chapter. The words were densely packed, like pine trees forced into a forest, size 10 typeset, an occasional illustration lightening every third page or so. He looked up.


  'You wrote a lot about it,' he said.


  'Yes.'


  'Are you the leading expert, or are there more of your kind?'


  'Do you mean, is there someone else you can talk to?'


  She smiled ruefully.


  'That wasn't what I meant.'


  He contemplated asking her out for a drink. That's what Jericho would do. Or dinner. More questions over tuna steaks and a bottle of wine, and then to bed.


  'Is there anything in all this that might connect it to the present day?'


  She raised her eyebrow.


  'Anyone….' he continued, 'any organisations who used this as a means of threat or warning… organisations that are still around today, that might in some way be recalling their past?'


  This was a question that she had obviously not considered, and the surprise showed on her face. She obviously liked it too, as she sat back and ran a contemplative finger along her lower lip.


  'I need to give that some thought,' she said. 'Take another look through my notes. I can certainly think of one or two off the top of my head, but I wouldn't like to give you an incomplete answer.'


  'Really, anything will do at—'


  'I'll get back to you tomorrow.'


  She looked at her watch.


  'I need to be somewhere quite soon, but I'll take this home and have a look over things later on tonight.'


  She reached across and took the book away from him.


  'Yes…' she said, looking at pictures of the mocking Hanged Men, the quality of her voice drifting, as if she had already forgotten that Haynes was in the room. Suddenly she looked up.


  'Can you come and see me in the morning?'


  'No,' said Haynes, 'sorry. Can I call?'


  'Yes, of course.'


  * * *


  Durrant inadvertently killed Lewis at some time just after three in the afternoon. The final act was not particularly significant – gauging pain levels at various spots in the abdomen – but it was enough ultimately to finish him off. Lewis had passed out repeatedly during Durrant's testicle work, and so he had moved on to a less sensitive area in the hope that it might allow him to remain conscious. Alas, the cumulative effect of almost a day of torture had finally taken its toll and Lewis had given up.


  Durrant sometimes wondered if one could force death on oneself. Could you make yourself die in those circumstances? Could you force the life out of your body because you couldn't stand it anymore? Or was the act one of letting go, rather than of force? Could you choose to give up?


  Perhaps it was something which required more research.


  He had bundled Lewis' body into the same kind of thick bags he'd used for Lol, and then dumped him in the same corner of the room. Nestled together in black plastic death. There was a hook to hang one more body beside the four ghouls at the rear of the room, but that hook wasn't for Lewis.


  After that he had made himself a cup of tea and had sat in silence in the living room.


  There was a cold wind blowing in off the sea and the old window frame shook slightly. He could feel a slight draft but did not close the curtains. It was getting dark as he made himself the tea, and night had fallen by the time he'd finished the drink, sitting in silence in a cold room.


  He did not move. Having placed the mug on the small table, he then sat with his hands on his knees staring straight ahead. He sat like this, in the manner in which he had spent so much of the previous thirty years of his life, staring straight ahead, eyes wide open. He did not feel tired.


  At 2016hrs the mobile phone that he had been given beeped once. He did not move for a couple of minutes as he gave himself time to attune to the idea of more instructions. He wondered if it would be another victim, or directions on what to do with the body of the first victim. He had no feelings either way.


  The following day he would likely get himself another subject for experiment regardless of whether or not he was so instructed. It made no difference whether that person was of his or their choosing.


  Eventually he rose slowly, walked over to the front door, where he had left the phone lying on a shelf, and looked at the message. He read it without feeling.


  He needed to go to London the following day. Dump the body and pick up his latest target. This time he'd been given a name.


  He stared at the name. Nothing registered on his face.


  He walked through to the bathroom, urinated for a long time, washed his face, cleaned his teeth, went to bed and was asleep within ten minutes.


  Chapter 36


  



  Jericho was in Lorraine Allison's room at the Crowne Plaza, his three new confederates for company. Ando, Xav and Cher.


  Cher had been the most vocal throughout the day, the one keenest on drawing attention to herself. Naturally this made her Jericho's least favourite. Ando had said little. Indeed, had Jericho taken the time to consider it, he would have realised that Ando had in fact said nothing. He had entered the contest, much in the same spirit in which he entered every single television contest it was possible to enter – from the X-Factor to Total Wipeout – in the total belief that he had absolutely no chance of getting anywhere. He had no desire whatsoever to be a police officer, even for ten minutes on television, and was therefore somewhat out of his comfort zone. Nevertheless, he was at least aware that in his world some television exposure was better than no television exposure, and so was intent on trying to get something from the experience, even if it wasn't a job in law enforcement.


  For his part, Xavier just wanted to win the prize money, and was going all out for the female vote, reckoning that the female voting public would comprise much more than 50%, and that a lot of those women would be unimpressed with Cher, finding her too harsh and demanding.


  'You sometimes have to wonder about the soft furnishings they put in these hotel rooms,' said Xavier picking up and dropping a pillow.


  The room wasn't large, made smaller by the presence of the camera crew, the three contestants and Hattie Morris, who was back on the job, making sure that Jericho towed the line. Or rather, making sure that Jericho got as annoyed as possible, and therefore stupidly stumbled into as many awkward and embarrassing situations for himself as they could squeeze into a one hour reality TV show.


  Jericho looked over from where he was checking the door for signs of forced entry, even though he knew there had been no forced entry, and he knew that Shackleton's people had already been all over this room. He'd read the report.


  He'd wanted to look at the room himself, but normally that would mean that he would have come on his own and sat in silence with the door open, trying to get the picture of what had happened the last time Allison had left the room. Perhaps Haynes would have been with him, but he would have known not to say anything.


  The television crew, producer, contestants and inane talk of soft furnishings did nothing for his thought processes. He knew there was no point in asking them to leave, just as there was little point in asking them to be quiet as he sat in silence. So, frustratingly, he looked at various things in the room because he knew that was what they expected him to be doing. He was acting, playing the part of a detective for the television cameras. He might as well have been reading from a script.


  His earlier period of hopeless depression was being replaced by that other beast, the angry depression, the depression where his hatred of everyone else on the planet consumed him.


  He stood up from looking at the door and glanced around the rest of the room, ignoring the remark on soft furnishings.


  'Anything?' asked Cher. 'The report suggested she must have, like, totally let her abductors in. What d'you think? Can you see anything that the CIS folk might have like missed and shit?'


  'These curtains are completely different from the ones in my room,' said Xav. 'You'd have thought there'd have been some uniformity in these big places, at the very least for cost purposes.'


  Jericho looked right past Cher. He was, as it happened, staring straight at the curtains, but not out of any interest in what Xavier had said.


  'You're looking at the fucking curtains?' said Cher. 'Seriously?'


  Jericho glanced at her, and then turned away and walked into the centre of the room. He turned back and looked at the distance from the bed to the door, the shape of the small hallway into the room with the bathroom door only a few feet from the main door. Opposite it there was an open cupboard space, with Lol's clothes still hanging where she'd left them.


  He studied the walls either side of the short passage, but he already knew that Shackleton's men had gone over them minutely and had established that she had not been pushed back against the wall.


  Then he ran his eyes over the rest of the room. The ruffled sheets, the clothes draped over the two chairs, the shoes kicked off into a corner, the book on the bedside table.


  'The curtains?' said Xavier hopefully, taking Cher's statement as gospel, and slightly disconcerted that Jericho seemed to have lost interest in them.


  'What?' barked Jericho turning quickly.


  He looked at Xavier, but from the corner of his eye caught sight of Morris scribbling hurriedly in a notebook.


  'Curtains,' said Xavier, although any sign of assurance had completely deserted him. 'I thought you were looking at the curtains.'


  Jericho was not one to say of course I wasn't looking at the fucking curtains. Wasted words, but from the look on his face, he didn't have to say them anyway.


  He turned back, glanced at Morris and at the camera, drew a reluctant breath.


  'You,' he said harshly to Ando. 'What d'you think happened here?'


  It was the first time that Jericho had spoken directly to him, and Ando was shocked. He immediately looked at Cher for help, and caught the look of disdain on her face before she'd managed to wipe it off.


  'Not her,' said Jericho. 'You? What d'you think happened? I presume you didn't get this far just by standing there like a lemon and looking pretty.'


  Sadly, Jericho had pretty much just nailed Ando's recipe for success. He was gorgeous, and Britain's Got Justice had been the first show to not take the time to look past the good looks to discover the true nature of the inane, unthinking dullard beneath.


  'What?' he said. 'I'm not sure. I mean, I'm not sure what you mean.'


  'What do you think happened the night this girl disappeared? Can you see any signs of a struggle? Do you think she allowed her kidnapper to walk into her room, do you think she put up a fight?'


  Having it explained to him in intimate detail wasn't really helping.


  'There's no obvious sign of a struggle,' said Cher from the door.


  'And what does that mean?' said Jericho, still directing his question to Ando, who immediately looked to Cher for assistance.


  'That either…' she began.


  'Not you,' barked Jericho.


  'Eh…' said Ando, and then he pretty much had to leave it at that.


  Jericho scowled at him and then turned towards the window.


  'What about you, curtain boy, any thoughts?'


  'If she was abducted from this room, then she knew her attacker?' said Xavier, with no courage to his words.


  'Yes. Or what else?'


  Xavier was very aware of the camera zooming in on him, and finally he dropped the curtain that he had been holding for the previous minute or so.


  'She wasn't taken from the room at all.'


  'Possibly. Or if she was taken from the room…?'


  Xavier grimaced and fell in line with Ando by looking to Cher for help. Jericho shook his head, not intentionally trying to make Xavier feel as small as possible, but carrying off a good job of it nevertheless.


  'Her attacker surprised her with such force, she was in no position to put up a struggle,' said Cher.


  Jericho bowed his head and looked at his shoes.


  'Yes,' he said. 'And we all know from reading the files that the CCTV on this floor was not operational on the night in question. On the basis that this seems like far too much of a coincidence, I think we can assume that this was part of the plan, and therefore more likely that she was taken from this room.'


  He looked around the three of them, completely ignoring Morris and the television camera.


  'What now?' he said, looking back at Ando.


  Ando looked scared for a moment or two, and then shook his head. Jericho turned to Xavier, wishing that one of the men had an ounce of sense, as he didn't want to be constantly hearing from Cher. She irritated him and he hated the stress of irritation.


  'Supper?' said Xavier rather pathetically.


  'We need to establish how Lol could have left the building without being seen, and then attempt to trace her movement forwards from there,' said Cher.


  Jericho sighed heavily, nodded, and then turned and led the procession through the door and along the corridor towards the stairs.


  Chapter 37


  



  'You're just like me.'


  Jericho woke with a start, sitting up in bed. No idea where he was. He looked to his left, but he was alone. Looked around the unfamiliar hotel room, then out the window. He hadn't closed the curtains and could see the lights of the building opposite, the dark sky behind, not yet lightened by the dawn. There was rain on the glass.


  He looked at the clock. 06:59. He had set the alarm for seven. Wednesday morning, London, four more days of Britain's Got Justice. The despair that the thought of the day brought to him was so tangible that he felt nauseous.


  He closed his eyes and turned over in bed, pulling the duvet up around his head. The alarm went off.


  * * *


  Haynes was sitting at his desk, tired after the previous evening's drive up to London. Not long after eight. He had arranged that he could call Leighton around ten. Prior to that, he had a few things to do involving the more mundane work of the station. One or two interviews that were overdue.


  He knew that Dylan was watching out for him, making sure that he did what he was supposed to be doing, and wasn't running after Jericho on any errands. He also knew that if she suspected he'd been going anywhere near London, she would have found something to keep him in Wells for the evening.


  Authorised to open the boss's mail in his absence, he was sitting with two envelopes in front of him. One of them contained the latest Hanged Man card to add to the collection. Even the first sight of it had made Haynes shiver.


  There was no pastiche about this one, no mimicry or impudence. The skeleton had a look of much greater evil now, a look of intent in its eyes. This was no warning, no joke. It was still only a picture of a skeleton suspended from either its feet or neck, but the nature of it crept under his skin, particularly after all the others, which had somehow seemed almost playful.


  The house in the background had now been brought right forward – no more advancement by degree – so that the skeleton seemed to be hanging in the garden before it. There was detail in the window and the doors, in the stonework around the roof and columns at the front door. And perhaps now there were faces in the windows, or perhaps that was what Haynes wanted to see. His brain processing the picture so that it became even more sinister than it already was.


  The card was lying in front of him, inside the envelope in which it had been posted. He had discreetly studied it at length, and now it was sitting there, hidden from the view of the rest of the office. He already knew every detail of it however.


  Next to it was a letter from a firm of lawyers in London – Cullen, Harvey & Daniels – asking that DCI Jericho go to see them in the matter of the inheritance of a recently deceased person by the name of Oliver Davis.


  Of the two envelopes before him, this latter was by far the more troubling. There had been no need for Haynes to track down the name of Oliver Davis to try to establish cause of death and how he might be connected to Jericho. Not that, in fact, he would have done either. There was no reason to think that the matter might be in any way suspicious apart from one fact.


  Oliver Davis had been on the list of unusual deaths which Haynes had been investigating the previous week. It was the first direct connection between any of those deaths and Jericho, and a connection that neither of them had been looking for. Interesting too that the lawyers had a London address when Davis had died in Bristol.


  There was only one way for them to establish what it was that needed Jericho's attendance at the law firm, and it wasn't within Haynes' ability to find out.


  He looked around the station; he thought about the other tasks on which he was working. Did any of them require that he go out for the better part of a day?


  He tapped a ruminative finger; he watched Constable Adams as he tried to work out what was wrong with the coffee machine.


  It was warm in the office, the heating turned up to deal with the bitter cold of the previous day, when this day was ten degrees warmer, wet and bleak.


  He rose quickly, lifted the two envelopes, grabbed his suit coat from the back of his chair, slipped it on and walked from the office. He glanced in the direction of the Superintendent's office as he went, but as usual the door was closed. At the front desk he stopped to tell Loovens that he would likely be out most of the day. The words were on the tip of his tongue, but Loovens didn't ask the question. He didn't need to.


  Haynes walked quickly out of the station, jumped in his car, and was soon heading off towards the A303 for another drive to London.


  Chapter 38


  



  Morning call in the situation room. The television people had set it up before any of the detectives or contestants had arrived. The morning papers had been lined up, the broadsheets mostly buried at the back.


  Jericho's vicious verbal assault on Shackleton, along with his outrageous allegations against the TV show's producers, had made the front page of the Sun, Mirror and The Star. All claimed that Jericho had caused outrage, upset and embarrassment, it being one of those occasions when the newspapers ignored what everyone was thinking – that Jericho had said what everyone else already thought, and that the show's producers were delighted, rather than outraged – and told their readers what they wanted them to believe was the story, rather than anything closely resembling the truth.


  Jericho's statements were the kind of things that Light ought to have been reporting back to Dylan, but she had neglected to. It was never going to go down well, and she'd decided that she was happy waiting to see the fallout in the day's press before letting Dylan know what was coming.


  The cameras were already running; the three contestants were already in place. Morris had her notebook ready, and Claudia was also there, deciding for some reason that more hands would make good work. The previous night's show, which had gone out at 9pm, had been good, but not as scintillating as it ought to have been.


  She had spent the late evening going around most of the participants attempting to inject them with a new sense of purpose. Morris had been told off for not inducing enough sarcasm and rage in Jericho, not getting enough juicy moments of police bluster, over-confidence and brutality. Xavier and Ando had also separately received visits from her and given a stiff talking to regarding their performance.


  On the evidence of the previous day Cher was walking away with it. The show depended on tension and drama and neither of them were providing it. They were each given one more day to shape up, or else threatened with being kicked off the show allowing Muzza or Gaz to be brought back off the substitutes bench.


  Given how much time Muzza and Gaz had spent burning their bridges in the tabloids over the days since their eviction from the competition, this hardly seemed likely, but Xav and Ando had been well warned. They were expendable.


  Claudia had visited Sergeant Light's room, but more to see if she would be there alone, as she rather suspected that something was going on between her and Jericho. On finding Light reading a book in her pyjamas, she had blustered out a few encouraging words on how well it was going, but if she wouldn't mind keeping her Chief Inspector under close watch, and left her to it.


  She did not visit Jericho, having nothing to say to him. He was performing perfectly, his behaviour as rude, sullen and aggressively depressive as they had hoped for when his involvement had first been mooted. He was giving them headlines, and there was pretty much nothing else they could ask from him. The perfect unwilling accomplice.


  The door to the situation room opened. It was not Jericho, as everyone had been expecting, but Washington. There was an audible gasp from the room, which impressed him. He liked it when people gasped at his presence.


  He made a settle down gesture, scanned the small room for a genuine police presence, then looked scornfully at Claudia.


  'Where is he?' he asked.


  'Expecting him any minute, sir,' she said. 'Thought that would be him now when the door opened.'


  Washington scratched his ear. He was wearing a pink open-necked shirt, with a light blue sweater draped around his shoulders and sunglasses propped in his hair. He could have been sitting at a bar, sipping a glass of Chablis and eating olives on the Riviera, rather than working a dingy little room in a studio in London on a bleak and grey January morning.


  'Good show last night,' he said.


  Everyone said 'thank you' except the cameraman.


  'Glad you liked it,' said Cher, so that she would stand out from the others. She smiled flirtatiously.


  'But not good enough,' said Washington, ignoring her. The others would have enjoyed it, had not the rebuke been aimed at all of them.


  'Look,' he continued, 'this is a great concept and finally it's coming together. Last night was the best bit of TV to come out of this show yet. But tonight… tonight we have to grab the audience by the fucking balls, we have to say to the audience, keep fucking watching or your balls are going to get crushed. You've seen the papers?'


  Everyone nodded.


  'Fucking A,' said Washington. 'Absolutely nailed perfectly to the fucking cross. Great press, great. You can't buy shit like that. Those guys, you know, Maxi Clifford, Jesus he'd be pishing in his pants for that kind of press. Hey, Jesus would be pishing in his pants for that kind of press. Fan-tastic. But I'll tell you what. After that, after those headlines today, everyone, I mean, everyone is going to be tuning in tonight to see the latest. Everyone wants to know about Lol, everyone wants to see whether the Chief Inspector is bothering his arse, and everyone… everyone wants to see which one of you three is going to come out on top. Which one of you three is going to help make Britain a safer and better place to live.'


  He looked from contestant to contestant. Xavier and Ando both noticed that his eyes lingered longest on Cher. Cher bit her bottom lip.


  He looked at Claudia. A significant look. Claudia looked significantly back, understanding the importance of the day.


  The door opened. Jericho walked in on the frenzy of posturing and looked around the assembled company.


  He nodded at those who were sitting down, then looked at Washington.


  'Come to lend us your expertise?' said Washington glibly.


  * * *


  As far as Jericho knew, although he was not familiar with many nineteen-year-old girls, most of them were close to their mothers. It seemed reasonable to talk to Lol's mother, to gauge whether or not she knew that her daughter was safe and well somewhere, sitting with her feet up sipping cocktails, while the police ran around looking for her.


  Shackleton had already spoken to her, of course, and discerned that she knew nothing, but it was one of those calls that Jericho knew he would have to make himself.


  By himself, under these circumstances, of course, meant with an entourage of many. Lol's mother had, in any case, come to London, as that was the last place her daughter had been seen. This fact alone made Jericho assume that she was as in the dark as the rest of them, as surely she would have stayed at home if she'd known that her daughter was safe.


  It seemed to him more the case that he had to delicately prise from her whether or not it was possible that Lol was the kind of girl who would happily let her mother think she'd been kidnapped, when she was absolutely fine.


  For some reason Jericho had imagined Lol's mother to be a Daily Mail-reading woman in her fifties. She turned out to be thirty-seven years old, would have been unlikely to have read the Mail as she would have considered it too intellectual, what with it containing words, and she further surprised him by having a lawyer present.


  'I'm suing the television company,' she said to Jericho by way of introduction. 'Mr Watson, my attorney…' She didn't read much, but she did watch American TV shows. '…recommends that he be present during all my dealings with them or their representatives.'


  'I work for the police,' said Jericho.


  She stared at him, and then let her eyes wander to the accompanying collective that now followed every one of Jericho's moves.


  'You think?' she said.


  Well, she may have been right about that, but it wasn't something Jericho was going to think about at that moment.


  'Why are you suing them?' he asked.


  She glanced at the lawyer who nodded.


  'Stress,' she said, looking back at Jericho. 'You don't know what it's like missing someone, not knowing whether they're alive or dead.'


  Jericho stared at the floor. Amanda came calling, loud and clear, her never-changing face as fresh and beautiful as it had been ten years previously.


  'The stress I've been through the last few days. Even if she comes back, even if she's OK…' and she broke off to sob quietly. She wasn't doing it intentionally because the camera was running, it being more of a Pavlovian reaction to the television camera so prevalent among certain sections of society.


  Jericho said nothing. She hadn't meant anything by the you don't know what it's like comment. There was no reason why she should know anything about him, especially since she never read any newspapers, but even so he felt instant burning resentment towards her for having made the glib assumption in the first place.


  She pulled herself together, as her lawyer rubbed her shoulder.


  'Mr Watson contacted me. He knows about this kind of stress, don't you?'


  Watson nodded seriously.


  'He said that even when Lol comes back, the effects on me are going to be long-lasting. I might never work again.'


  'What do you do?' asked Jericho.


  'Well, I'm on benefits at the moment…'


  She was silenced by a shake of the head from Watson.


  'When was the last time you spoke to your daughter?' asked Jericho, hoping to move things along. He was curious as to how this woman's daughter had ended up at Oxford, but had learned long ago not to bring judgements into his line of questioning.


  She blew her nose, allowed Watson to continue to massage her shoulder.


  'About three months ago,' she said.


  Jericho was no longer surprised by anything she said.


  'That seems like a while for a mother and daughter,' he said.


  'We fell out over her getting through to the latter stages of the show,' she said.


  Jericho nodded.


  'You never wanted her to do it in the first place?'


  'No,' she said vehemently, looking at the camera. 'I'd applied 'n' all, and when she got through and I didn't…God, you should have heard her. Bloody full of herself, the little gobshite.'


  My time here is finished, thought Jericho. The worst part of being a detective, he had once mused to Haynes, was having to speak to the public.


  'Any of you got any questions?' he said, glancing over his shoulder at his three associates.


  'Yes,' said Cher straight away, but she was quickly beaten to it by Xavier who had a new determination after his recent encounters with senior management.


  'How did Lol seem to you when you watched the show?' he asked. 'Did you notice anything different about her, anything peculiar about her mannerisms, was she acting funny?'


  Cher leaned forward, grinding her teeth. He had stolen her question.


  'Like,' said Ando, 'yeah. That was what I was going to ask.'


  Lol's mum appeared slightly incredulous at the question which the three of them had been queuing up to deliver.


  'You think I watched the show? You think I'd watch that shit when they wouldn't have me on it?'


  None of them had a follow-up question to that.


  'It's OK,' said Watson, rubbing her shoulder harder. 'Maybe you've asked enough,' he said, aiming his gaze at the assembled television presence.


  He looked harshly at the camera and then turned to Jericho, annoyance appearing magically on his face.


  'You think maybe now you can turn your camera off? You think perhaps you've intruded enough into her life?'


  Lol's mum glanced up from behind a tissue.


  'Look at what you've done. You're all the same, you people,' said Watson, 'so bloody quick to jump on the weak and take advantage. It's disgusting.'


  The three contestants felt chastened, stared at the floor. The cameraman's hand moved to switch off, but he caught sight out the corner of his eye of Morris waving discreetly at him to leave it running. Jericho, without trying to intimidate or play any game, directed a look from the pits of Hell at Watson. The full weight of his sunken, dead eyes. As usual, however, he chose not to say all the things that came into his head.


  He got to his feet and walked quickly from the room, not waiting to see if any of the others would immediately follow him.


  'Thanks very much, Mrs Allison,' said Morris, 'it was kind of you to allow us to film that.'


  'Well,' said Watson, and then he realised that he really didn't have anything to add, so instead he wagged a desultory finger with which he then waved them from the room.


  * * *


  They were sitting in the back of the van on the way back to the studio. None of the three contestants had picked up on any disingenuousness. The tears of Lol's mum. They were all upset; Xavier because he was genuinely upset, and Cher and Ando because they thought they'd better look upset for the camera.


  Morris was scribbling in her notepad, writing voiceover copy for that night's show. Jericho was staring out of the window. Thinking about Amanda. About the last time he saw her. The look on her face. The clothes she'd been wearing, the cut of her hair.


  They'd parted at Paddington; he'd gone for the Bakerloo, she to the District & Circle. The station had been warm, morning rush hour. A quick goodbye, a see you later. There'd been nothing special planned for the night. Usually they would eat dinner together and then sit on the same sofa working. Reading files. They would talk sporadically.


  That evening should have been no different.


  'What now?'


  The back of a van is by necessity a confined space. Morris was leaning forward, her face no more than a few inches from Jericho. He snapped out of the morbid gloom, raised his eyes; she automatically backed off a little, then glanced at the other three who had all instantly taken the opportunity presented by some conversation to stop looking so upset and chastened by their previous traumatic experience.


  'It's a long shot,' said Jericho.


  'Great,' interjected Morris. 'Long shots are great.'


  'Why?'


  'That's, you know, that's what happens on the TV shows, in the movies. It's always the long shot that pans out. That'd be really cool.'


  'Like, yeah,' said Ando, getting with the groove. 'Like some sort of Lethal Weapon type shit.'


  'Is there any chance we'll get to use guns at some point?' threw in Cher.


  Everyone looked at Jericho. The camera caressed his face.


  'You have guns?' said Jericho.


  'What's the long shot?' asked Morris.


  Jericho stared at her, making her retreat another inch or two. They had guns. Did he want to know about them having guns?


  Not for a second.


  'It's a long shot,' he began again, 'but there's an awful lot of CCTV that we haven't looked at, and at which Shackleton never got around to.' He continued, but could tell his audience were losing excitement as he spoke. 'We could try the nearby train stations for that evening, maybe even give it a shot for Heathrow or Gatwick. She could have been disguised, travelling on a false passport.'


  He looked around the sea of disinterested faces. Cher was looking downright annoyed. Morris was fishing around in the small leather folder which she carried around with her.


  'This is it, people,' said Jericho. 'Police work. It's dull and repetitive. That's how it goes. They just don't show these bits on the TV.'


  Morris thrust a piece of paper in front of him, a document folded back to one of its middle pages.


  'Read it,' she said.


  Jericho glanced at it and then looked up at her.


  'No.'


  'Read it!' she said with more furious force.


  Another look from Jericho. He did not push the paper away, but just ignored it. He looked at the three.


  'We'll get back, get the map out and make a list of the three most likely places from which she might have travelled. You take one each. When you've done that, you move onto the next three. And so on.'


  'Until what? We've done every tube and train station and bus stop and taxi rank in fucking London?' said Cher, her voice rising in pitch. 'You fucking serious?'


  'We'll see how it goes,' said Jericho.


  'Read it!' exclaimed Morris one last time, now slightly hysterical. She was beginning to crack in the face of Jericho's constant deadpan obstinacy.


  'No.'


  She thrust it at him and let go. It fell to the floor. Everyone looked at the document as it lay on the small floor area of the van, in amongst several pairs of feet. The camera lovingly closed in on the document as it settled into the dirt.


  If Jericho had been Clint Eastwood he would have stood on it and ground it in.


  'Fuck!' said Morris. 'You are so pissing me off with your passive aggressive shit.' It was all right for one of the TV show executives to lose their rag, as that could be easily cut from the show. 'Jesus! If you'd bother to look at it, you condescending fucker, you would see that it totally stipulates in the contract for the show, between the producers and the police service, that the contestants will not be required to undertake any mundane repetitive tasks that will result in boring television. It's written there!'


  Jericho was staring at her. His face was dead, as usual, allowing her to read all sorts of things into it. He was mocking her, laughing at her. Or he was crushed. She had told him, put him in his place. He was in their thrall, not the other way round.


  'Now, pick that up,' she barked.


  She got nothing from him in return.


  Making the appropriate hand gesture, Xavier said, 'Awkward turtle.'


  Ando laughed. Cher glanced at him dismissively.


  'Look,' said Cher, turning her attention back to Jericho, 'you may not like it, but as you said, it was like a total long shot. Why don't we like track down Lol's ex-boyfriends and shit? One of them might be jealous, something like that.'


  Jericho glanced at her and not for the first time thought that she was the only one of them who deserved to be anywhere near this thing, but that didn't mean it was all right for her to be so bloody annoying.


  Chapter 39


  



  The chateau sat on the northern bank of the Loire, midway between Blois and Orléans, a few miles inside the départment of Loiret. It had been built in the early 18th century by the Comte de Larrousse. It had its heyday in the decades before the Great War, and then had gradually fallen into decline. It had been used for various military purposes during WWII, and then finally in the 1960s the last surviving member of the family had returned, planted grapes in the long sloping fields which surrounded the chateau, and had gone about the process of reviving the family fortunes and restoring the grand family home.


  The early years had been naturally hard, as the vines had grown and the years had passed waiting for the first great crop. Eventually the vineyard had become established, the wine had started to flow, the required permits and paperwork were all in place, and the chateau had been able to take its place amongst the wine producers of France.


  The current owner, the man who had revived the family and turned around the business, was Gerard Larrousse. In his early twenties when he had taken control of the chateau, he was now seventy-one, an age he considered some years short of natural retirement.


  He had married in 1978 and had two children. His personal life had been neglected, had become consequently unhappy and, as a result, neglected even more.


  His daughter was a drug addict and died alone in a bedsit in a small town south of Berlin in the summer of 2000. Neither Larrousse nor his wife had seen her in the last year of her life, although they had been unknowingly funding her habit through a generous allowance.


  Pierre, his son, was being groomed to take over the family business, although that was not something that Larrousse imagined happening for many years. In his early twenties he still showed greater inclination to enjoying his father's wealth, taking off around the world, as addicted as his sister, but to the adrenaline rush of extreme sports. Motor racing, base jumping, freefall parachuting, deep sea diving.


  He died ten years to the month after his sister when an updraft slammed him into the side of a Norwegian fjord, his parachute collapsed and he plummeted nine hundred feet to the rocks below.


  Larrousse's wife had divorced her husband three years earlier, had happily cut herself off from him and his fortune, and married a Catalan named Raoul. They lived in a villa in the hills behind Barcelona, with barely a thousandth of the income she had enjoyed before, and if it hadn't been for the death of her children she might have been happy for the first time since she'd met Larrousse.


  Larrousse, for his part, lived on in the chateau alone, bar the staff. He had five of them to keep the place in order, including two gardeners. There was a steady rotation of maids, although they were invariably there to provide him with sex when it was required. The maids were paid accordingly, and then well paid off when he felt the need for a change.


  The wine continued to improve, and sales had never been affected by the influx of New World wines to the western markets.


  On the same Wednesday that Jericho was wondering where he could take the investigation into Lol's disappearance and arguing with the producers, Larrousse had been invited to London. He had received a call from a man he had never heard of, claiming to be speaking for an organisation that Larrousse had once been told about by his father more than sixty years previously. A group of men that he had neither heard of nor from since; a group that he had assumed no longer existed, as even his father had doubted whether it had survived the war.


  His first inclination had been to dismiss them. Indeed, that was exactly what he had done. Then he had received another call, from a more august member of the institution. A name he recognised. And this time money was mentioned. Business. It would be good for business, it would be good for the name Larrousse, a name which threatened to die out when Larrousse himself passed away.


  Larrousse landed at Heathrow at approximately the same time as Jericho returned to the situation room at the television studio, and sat down with his three new Sancho Panzas and the producers of the show to establish what he could contractually ask them to do next.


  * * *


  Durrant too was in London. While Larrousse had been collected from the airport and delivered directly to the Dorchester, Durrant was left to his own devices.


  He had to do what he had to do, and make sure he wasn't seen. The proliferation of CCTV since the previous time he was loose amongst society had been impressed upon him. Hats and hoods and big coats were required, to be changed regularly.


  Discretion was also needed.


  He booked into the Easyjet hotel in Victoria under the name of Burton. He wouldn't be staying the night, but just needed somewhere to lie out of sight while awaiting his moment.


  He lay on the double bed in a room with no spare floor space and no window. Lights off. The only thing that snapped the total darkness was a strip of light beneath the door.


  He set the phone down on the bed beside him as he lay. He waited and did not sleep.


  * * *


  'To be honest, I thought you'd have more,' said Claudia. 'You'd give more, have more to contribute. What have you done so far? What do we have? I'm not just talking, you know, about the show. Let's forget the show, because it's not important. What's important is Lol. What have you done? What have you given us, given her, and that poor desperate woman sitting alone in a hotel room wondering if she'll ever see her daughter again?'


  She stared intensely at him. Jericho looked blankly back. It seemed to him, if he was any judge, that there was an honest integrity about her. She believed what she was saying, regardless of its utter preposterousness.


  The world was passing him by. People had always talked rubbish, but hadn't there been a time when they had acknowledged their own mendacity? Now everyone seemed to own everything they said. If they chose to believe it, it was true.


  Maybe that was just the definition of truth, and had been for centuries. Maybe that was how religion existed.


  His thoughts meandered on. His face, of course, betrayed nothing. More than anything, however, more than any random thoughts on the nature of truth and lies, more than the fact that he was hungry and more than the fact that he vaguely needed to go to the bathroom, he just wanted not to be there anymore. The four days that stretched ahead seemed a very long time.


  The door opened. Sergeant Light. He hadn't seen her all morning, and he was surprised to find that her arrival felt like he was stepping out into the sun.


  Claudia had been staring at him, in the way that a doctor might stare at a coma patient, wondering if there was any brain activity. She turned sharply.


  'What?'


  Light ignored her, stepped forward and spoke to Jericho.


  'I've been speaking to all of the contestants that were eliminated in the past few weeks. See if there's any connection with Lol. Relationships, jealousy, that kind of thing.'


  Thank God, thought Jericho. Someone's actually been doing some police work. He asked the question with his eyebrows.


  'She had sex with three of the guys. One of them's here already, if you want to speak to him, the other two are on their way, although we're having to bring one down from Edinburgh. And looking back through the old shows, there was obviously a thing between her and a contestant called Valerie Marsden. We're bringing her in as well.'


  'What?' asked Claudia. 'You think…'


  It was absurd to her that insignificant little Valerie would have given Lol a second thought after the show, and the producers had done their best to exaggerate the aggravation between them. Still, she cut that thought off in the process, recognising immediately that it could work beautifully.


  'Who are the three guys?' she asked.


  'Todd, Wayne and… eh, the Nigerian fellow…'


  'Toz?'


  'Toz,' said Light, nodding, feeling stupid for using the tabloid abbreviation.


  'Shit,' said Claudia. 'He shagged Lol? Holy fuck.'


  She looked at Jericho, as if he might share her astonishment.


  'Who's here?' said Jericho, ignoring her.


  'Wayne. Lives in Balham.'


  Jericho got to his feet.


  'Might as well get one out of the way. I presume we'll need to do it with the Three Stooges.'


  * * *


  Wayne cried on cue. Jericho, who didn't watch television and didn't realise that everyone cries on TV, even Jeremy Clarkson, wondered what was going on. He doubted that Wayne spoke the truth when he said that he loved Lol, but similarly he doubted that he was in any way connected with her disappearance.


  Chapter 40


  



  Haynes had arrived at the television studio while Jericho was out on his mission to interview Lol's mum, so instead he called Professor Leighton to find out if she was available for a meeting rather than a telephone call. She'd sounded delighted.


  Today she'd offered him a cup of coffee and was keeping him waiting. He sat in the seat by the desk, looking around him at the shelves of books. Occasionally the title of one would grab him, but the room was warm and he didn't feel like moving now that he was sitting down. Tired after the drive.


  The door opened behind him and Leighton came in holding two cups on saucers. She placed one down in front of him and took her seat around the other side of the desk.


  'It's hot,' she said.


  'What have you got for me?' asked Haynes, laying the cup back down having started to lift it.


  She clapped her hands together.


  'A great miasma. I'm rather afraid that you have some work ahead of you, Sergeant. I can start you off, but I'm afraid I don't have the resources to devote much more time to this, fascinating though it is.'


  'That's all right,' said Haynes.


  'Well, I've found four definite, but another five possibles. There are all sorts of ancient institutions in Europe, all sorts of groups plying their business in the shadows. Many of them have changed names through the years. Re-inventing themselves for political advantage. Or through necessity, or for marketing purposes... Some of those changes were just as much in the shadows as the organisations themselves. And so…'


  She pushed a piece of paper across to him. It was written in her own neat hand, rather than typed on a PC and printed off.


  'You can read the writing all right?'


  'Yes, of course.'


  'Have you heard of any of them?' she asked. 'Well, I know you will have heard of the Masons and of the French Republic…'


  Haynes was looking at a list of unfamiliar French words, names that meant nothing to him. Charbonnnerie Démocratique Universelle. La Fraternité du Saint Graal. La Main Rouge. Société des Saisons. La Fraternité du Flamant Rose Noir.


  He found himself embarrassed by his ignorance, and did not want her to translate any of them. He could check them out easily enough himself, he presumed.


  'No,' he said, looking up. He smiled. 'You're right, I do have my work cut out for me.'


  He leaned forward and took a sip of coffee. She did the same, watching him.


  'You speak French?' he asked.


  'A little. Learned in school. It crops up in work just about often enough for me to keep my hand in. I have a couple of French colleagues, although of course they all speak English. They're very sweet, and try not to laugh at me when I try to speak their language.'


  He smiled, took another drink of coffee.


  'So what are these people?' he said. 'These various groups on this piece of paper. I know what the French government do, and I guess we all have some idea about the Masons. What about the others?'


  'A mix,' she said. 'Political, religious, business. The usual reasons that men gather in dark rooms. La Fraternité du Flamant Rose Noir...'


  'The Fraternity of the Pink Black?' he said, feeling foolish for even trying.


  She smiled. 'Brotherhood of the Black Flamingo. Started out as a group of artists in the late 14th century defying the Church. They would pass messages to each other in their paintings. After the reformation and things became a little easier for artists and scientists, they became a body of enlightenment. Eventually that enlightenment became darker and more secretive. It only takes one generation for that to happen.'


  He nodded. He did not intend going through each of them at this stage. They would become muddled together; he could easily make a mistake with some later piece of cross-referencing.


  'I foresee a long night ahead for you in front of a computer,' she said smiling.


  Haynes returned the smile.


  'Maybe I can come back to you after I've done some checking,' he said, and absurdly it sounded to him that it came from his lips like he were asking her out for a drink.


  'Of course.'


  'Oh,' he said, thinking of something to break what felt like an absurdly awkward moment. 'We got another card in this morning.'


  He lifted the envelopes which he'd lain on the floor beside him, took out the Tarot card and handed it across the table. She took it from him and immediately grimaced.


  'This arrived this morning?' she asked.


  He nodded, even though she wasn't looking at him.


  'That's rather unpleasant,' she said.


  Haynes didn't reply. He had studied the card long enough. Now he was studying her, intent on looking at the card as soon as she lifted her eyes.


  'It seems to foretell… or perhaps tell of, a much greater malicious intent.'


  'Yes,' said Haynes.


  'I wonder if that rules out some of the people on your list,' she said, and then immediately shook her head. 'How can we know? I'm basing the list on people and bodies from hundreds of years ago. Just because some of them back then used the Tarot in a more mischievous way, used it sometimes with a certain amount of panache… well, who knows what they'd do now? It means nothing. The house,' she said, as if just noticing.


  'Yes,' said Haynes.


  She nodded. 'Well, that at least ties in with where we're going.'


  'French?'


  'Yes. A chateau.'


  She sat back, she looked across the table. Haynes could see a difference in her. She had changed from the woman who was vaguely curious about the cards he'd brought the previous day. Now she was an academic with her tail up, the scent of an interesting story.


  'Can you give me ten minutes? Maybe fifteen.'


  Haynes nodded.


  'I'm terribly sorry, but I think I might be able to identify this house for you. You don't mind waiting?'


  'I've been trying to identify it for ten days now,' said Haynes, 'so another few minutes will be fine.'


  She smiled and rose quickly from the desk.


  'You don't just have to sit there,' she said, as she strode from the room. 'Look around. You might find something of interest.'


  Chapter 41


  



  There was no doubt in Jericho's mind. Lorraine Allison had disappeared without a trace. It happens in life, although only usually with a degree of planning; either because the individual wants it to happen, or because someone else makes it happen.


  At this stage it seemed that this particular either/or was the only question to which it would be possible to find an answer. Do that, and then possibly it might lead him forwards. He dearly wanted to find that she had elected to disappear, and then there would have been no crime committed and he could go home.


  He suspected, however, that he was not going to find answers. Whoever had set this up had done it with the utmost professionalism. Every piece of technology they had consulted in an attempt to find answers had been neutralised before Allison had disappeared. Either someone had helped her vanish, which was what he was hoping for, or someone had made her disappear. If this were the case, the clinical proficiency with which it had been made to happen deeply worried him. This was clearly no casual ex-lover or jealous competitor at work.


  For all that he had spent the day interviewing previous contestants and other hangers-on to the show, he was sure that there were no answers to be found there. He was doing it because that was what was wanted of them, it was what the producers thought made good television; people who had already been on the show and were already known to the public, breaking down on camera.


  It was a world that Jericho did not inhabit, and which, predictably, he hated the very thought of.


  They were having a one-hour break from filming, a break that Jericho intended turning into at the very least double that amount. He had left the building and was sitting in a Pret a Manger eating lunch, Light for company.


  He had just been laying out his thoughts on the case to Light, and she had been letting him talk. It was such a rarity. Jericho did not recognise it in himself, but his conversation was a result of relief at being free, and of enjoyment at the company of a fellow officer who appeared to have the same disdain for the circumstances in which they found themselves.


  'So, we need to find out who disabled the CCTV cameras around the hotel,' said Light, when it was clear that Jericho had said everything that he needed to get off his chest.


  'Yes,' said Jericho. He was eating a cold bacon and egg sandwich, drinking orange juice.


  Light had already finished a light salad. Jericho had been talking so much he was barely half way through.


  'Shackleton didn't seem to have gone into that,' she said. She had read the same notes as Jericho.


  'No. The strands of every investigation are infinite, and eventually we were going to come to the point where he'd stopped. Rather sooner than I would have expected. For all his bluster and letting me shout my damn mouth off, the bastard probably thought she'd been ferreted away by the TV people just the same as the rest of us. Not so sure now.'


  She nodded. In laying out the various options, he had made it clear he thought it unlikely that the TV company would have followed the path that seemed to have been taken.


  'You think the TV producers, had they taken her, would have been blunter? Cruder?'


  'That certainly appears to be their style,' said Jericho, and he smiled when she did.


  'So what's next?' she asked.


  With a mouthful of food, Jericho made a small gesture with his hand. She nodded, looked around the café as she waited. Every table taken, fat people eating salads, talking too loudly, two people at the same table, both texting, and she wondered if they were texting each other.


  Britain in the 21st century, she thought. Mobile phones and the obese eating health food.


  'We go back to the hotel. If we can't find how she left, we at least need to try to discover how the cameras were disabled, and work back from there.'


  'How do you think that'll play with our paymasters?'


  He shrugged.


  'These people confound the fuck out of me, Sergeant. I haven't a clue. This is what needs to be done, and I do believe that it represents proper police work. If they think differently, and have some other wonderful plan for us… well, no doubt I'll get told what that is. If that happens, you can do what we need to do.'


  She nodded, then followed Jericho's eyes as he glanced at the entrance to the café. Sergeant Haynes was approaching. Light felt immediate annoyance that her lunch alone with Jericho was being interrupted.


  'Sergeant,' said Jericho. 'You knew where to find us. You are a detective.'


  'Sergeant Light left word at the studio where you were going,' said Haynes without tone.


  She turned back, looked like she was about to start explaining herself, but then decided that there was little point.


  Haynes stood beside the table for a moment, holding the two envelopes in front of him and carrying the book on the history of the Tarot in French society that Professor Leighton had agreed to lend him on his second visit. A slightly awkward silence fell.


  'Got a couple of things,' said Haynes, who suddenly got a sense of having walked in on something.


  'Of course,' said Jericho.


  'I'll just get a coffee,' said Haynes, and he left them and walked to the counter. He really didn't need another coffee. He stopped at the chiller cabinet and picked up a fruit salad. He couldn't remember the last time he'd eaten a piece of fruit.


  Light glanced over her shoulder at him.


  'That'll be…' she began, and then shook her head and stood up. 'I should let you two talk. Sorry, I'll get back to the show and let them you know you'll be a little while. I'll keep them at bay as best I can, but don't be too long.'


  She turned and left without looking at him. Jericho watched her go, watched her wait at the lights and then walk briskly across the road.


  Haynes sat down opposite him and he turned back.


  'Something going on?' asked Haynes. There was a trace of a smile in his voice, which Jericho didn't pick up on.


  'It would appear that what makes sense for the investigation doesn't make good television,' said Jericho.


  'I meant between the two of you,' said Haynes, smiling.


  'What have you got?' asked Jericho, ignoring the question.


  Haynes first pulled out the latest Tarot card and passed it across the desk. The image of the grotesque skeletal Hanged Man looked up at Jericho. Jericho's face did not change.


  'I suppose this means things are coming to some sort of head,' he said, after a few seconds' consideration. 'Sucking us in, getting closer. I presume we still don't know what the fuck it is we're getting closer to?'


  He looked up at Haynes.


  'You see the chateau in the background is much more prominent?'


  'The chateau?' said Jericho. His tone was slightly mocking and Haynes briefly gritted his teeth.


  'It's a French chateau, somewhere in the Loire valley. Owned by a family named Larrousse. Wine producers, although that's a relatively recent development. Forty or fifty years or so.'


  'How d'you find it?'


  'Spoke to a woman at the British Library about the cards. She recognised it.'


  'You showed them to someone else?'


  'She doesn't know any of the context. The interesting thing is that even before she recognised the chateau, she was talking about the likelihood of there being some sort of French link with the cards. The thing you said about organisations using them. She said that the style of card we have here was used by people – groups – in France in, like, the 18th century. Similar type of thing. Warnings, calling cards.'


  'So something's been done or something's about to be done?'


  'Either one.'


  Jericho made a smacking noise with his lips. There was no obvious use in that.


  'Nevertheless, we have a very clear….' and Haynes hesitated before he spoke, then said, 'French connection.'


  Jericho grimaced at the reference.


  'So it would appear.'


  'Does that mean anything to you?' asked Haynes. 'You have any relationship to France?'


  'Me?' said Jericho looking up sharply.


  'Well,' said Haynes, 'the cards have been getting sent to you.'


  Jericho exhaled a long breath. Allowed his eyes to linger on the card. The vicious scowl of the skeletal figure, knowing and sadistic.


  'No,' he said, 'not as far as I know. Don't speak French, don't know anyone who's French. Amanda and I went to Paris once, but then, doesn't everyone?'


  'You've never heard of the Larrousse family?'


  'No.'


  'Ever drunk the wine?' asked Haynes speculatively.


  Jericho looked up, a grimace on his face, then saw that Haynes was smiling.


  'Bugger off, Sergeant.'


  Haynes leaned forward and turned the card so that it was in the middle, side on to both of them.


  'Have you found out about the Larrousse family?' asked Jericho.


  'Next on my list,' said Haynes. 'The professor recognised the chateau, knew about the wine, but not too much about the family.'


  'OK. Well, let me know when you have.'


  'I might need to go to France,' said Haynes. 'Although probably not until the summer.'


  'Give me the other envelope,' said Jericho to cut off the flow of jokes. His sergeant seemed to be in rather more robust humour than usual.


  Haynes handed it over as his phone began to ring. He checked the number, and then put the phone back in his pocket, as Jericho took the lawyer's letter from the envelope.


  Haynes opened up the fruit salad, and took a piece of melon which he ate like it might have been poisonous.


  Fruit. His dad ate fruit. But then, his dad was sixty. That was the kind of age when you needed to eat fruit in order to go to the toilet. He was still too young to have to debase his body with anything particularly healthy.


  Jericho was scowling.


  'Bloody crap,' he said. 'What's that all about?'


  'No idea,' said Haynes. 'Take it you don't either?'


  Jericho shook his head.


  'The guy they're talking about,' said Haynes. 'The dead guy. He was one of the suspicious deaths I was looking into when this all started.'


  Jericho read the name again and this time recognised it. Chastised himself for the fact that his sergeant had realised it and he hadn't.


  'Who was that on the phone?' he asked, while his mind ran through the possibilities surrounding Oliver Davis.


  'The office. I'll think of something.'


  Jericho leant back and rubbed his chin. Checked his watch. He was already twenty minutes late back for his television appointment. If he left it too long, the bloody camera crew and contestants would probably turn up at the café.


  'Dylan'll know where you are. She might be vicious, stupid and power-crazed, but she's not stupid.'


  'You just said she was stupid.'


  'Not that kind of stupid.'


  'Maybe we should show her the cards,' said Haynes. 'It makes sense. We agree that we've moved on from thinking that it's some kind of joke. There's something going on here, it's coming to a head. We need to tell her.'


  'Did you cross-reference the date of death with any of the cards?' asked Jericho, ignoring him.


  'Yes,' said Haynes. 'It was the first. He died at two in the morning, you got the card in the mail the same day.' He paused, waited for Jericho, but he wasn't talking yet. 'It doesn't necessarily tie them together, as this one could have been referencing something that had happened the previous day, but…'


  'They are no coincidences.'


  Haynes nodded, then continued speaking while Jericho thought it all through. 'It would have been sent before he was killed, so that you received it afterwards. Unless it was held up in the post… So we have a link between you and one of the suspicious deaths, we have the connection with the cards, we have the French thing…'


  'Didn't like the way you said there was a link between me and one of the suspicious deaths,' said Jericho grimly.


  Haynes shook his head. Jericho let out a long sigh, and then got to his feet.


  'Better go. Do me a favour. Call this lawyer, get me an appointment. Today. Don't care how late. Any time will do. Give me a call and I'll get out of whatever shit they've got me doing in there. And if the shit hits the fan back at the station, just let me know and I'll handle it.'


  He rubbed his chin, then left the card and the letter sitting on the table.


  'You'd better keep them. What's the book?'


  'History of the Tarot in French Society.'


  Jericho nodded. Haynes was doing better work than he was. Of course, Haynes was being given the opportunity to work.


  'Get to it, Sergeant,' he said, then he indicated the fruit salad. 'There's no need to be eating that shit.'


  He turned. As he did so he nearly bumped into a tall man walking into the café. Jericho didn't look at his face, but grunted an apology.


  The man, who generally could only focus on one thing at a time, had barely even noticed that they'd nearly bumped into each other. He said nothing and walked to the counter.


  Haynes glanced up briefly, and then refocused on the table in front of him. Speared another piece of fruit and opened up the Tarot book.


  Jericho, head bowed and already descending back into his usual depressive state at the thought of returning to the grip of television, had not paid attention to the man who had brushed past him and headed straight for the counter.


  It had been thirty years since he'd last seen him, but had he taken the time to look at his face he would have instantly recognised him and wondered how it was that he was no longer in prison.


  Durrant, driven out of his hotel room by hunger and, unusually for him, a restless boredom, asked for a coffee and a sandwich, and was directed to the chiller cabinet.


  Chapter 42


  



  There was a slight movement in one of the two black plastic bags that had been dumped in the corner. Not from Lorraine Allison, of course. She had been killed a hundred times over.


  It was Lewis. Not quite dead. Not as dead as Durrant had thought him. Not completely dead.


  As his body began to move, Lewis was barely conscious. He saw and felt only suffocating darkness, the slow pushing of his arms and legs against the black plastic liner, the memory of movement. Unthinking, unknowing. Woken by his body's last gasping for breath, as slowly the confines of the bag drew the life from him. Cheap bags, left lying in the room for thirty years. Slightly ripped in the hurried act of packaging up the body, letting in just enough air for Lewis to cling on.


  Turgid fingers pushed against the plastic and slowly poked through. Another hand joined them but the effort of ripping even the thin plastic was too much.


  Lewis had succeeded in bringing air to his tortured lungs, blessed relief, but it was as much as he could do. His body screamed in pain; he did not open his eyes and he once again lapsed into unconsciousness.


  * * *


  Jericho stared across the table at the committee of five. Ando, Xav, Cher, Claudia and Morris. Morris was slightly put out by the fact that Claudia was now sitting in on everything. Saw it as a rebuke for her own performance, which indeed it was.


  Washington was delighted by the way the media side of the show was falling into place; the story with Lol had fallen into his lap like a gift from the gods; and poor old Jericho was utterly hapless and consequently perfect television. However, the shows still lacked something. People were watching them because that was what they did, or they thought they should, or they were afraid they'd miss something, or because everyone else at work was watching and they didn't want to be left out of the following day's discussion. They weren't watching because it was actually any good. Yet. They had four nights to make amends.


  Washington understood it was too late in the process to make it worthwhile replacing Morris. Her replacement, no matter who it was, would never get up to speed in time. He needed someone that had been there from the start, and at least for that Claudia was perfect. She hadn't wanted to get her hands dirty quite so much in this way – she had genuinely squealed when he'd sent her to Wells – but there was no question that it was necessary.


  At five minutes past ten on Saturday evening, Morris was going to be looking for a new job. In fact, Washington was contemplating getting rid of her just before the show started, as her work would be more or less done by then.


  'No,' said Jericho eventually. 'Really. No. We can't do that.'


  'Can't you?' asked Claudia, her voice dripping with supercilious disdain. 'Look, Chief Inspector, we don't have a lot of time before we need to start putting tonight's show together, so let's everyone just get real for a second. We have continually asked things of you, you have continually said no, and you know what? We get them anyway. So why don't we just cut out all the fucking shit, cut out the boring stage where you pretend that what we want isn't going to happen, and just fucking do it?'


  Jericho, who had allowed himself to edge forwards towards the desk, once more slouched back into his seat. His phone beeped. He held Claudia's gaze for a moment and then took his phone out to check. It was something that he found incredibly rude when others did it, and he only did it this time because of the company he was keeping.


  Claudia seethed, knew exactly what Jericho was thinking.


  It was Haynes. The lawyer was free in the next half hour, would be travelling later. Effectively, now or never. Thank God for that, thought Jericho.


  'I need to go,' he said, standing up.


  'Sit down!' barked Claudia.


  Xav and Ando looked a little uncomfortable, Xav indeed so uncomfortable that he didn't even think about making the awkward turtle sign.


  Jericho paused to give her a look. It would have been wrong to say that he hesitated, as he had no intention of not going. The thought of saying something flitted through his head and then, as usual, he didn't say it. He moved towards the door.


  'Stop him!' barked Claudia at the three amigos. 'You're, you know, you're in training. Don't just let him walk out. He's a fugitive.'


  She was looking at Xav and Ando, what with them being the only other two men in the room. Xav, barely nine stone and remarkably timid, was never an option. It fell on Ando. He glanced up at Jericho, who had stopped and was looking curiously at Claudia and her happy band of TV desperados. Jericho's eyes blankly stared back at Ando and, as if possessed of some remarkable superpower, kept him rooted to his seat.


  Cher rose quickly and walked to the door. Morris sat with expressionless face, wishing that she'd been the one to act first.


  Even better, thought Claudia, sitting in triumph. The camera was running, now let's see Jericho try to force Cher out of the way. He either backed down, in which case from now on they would absolutely own him; or he would try to manhandle her, and they would have the sensational bit of television for which Washington was searching. The perfect result would be Jericho starting a fight and Cher taking him out. Then they would have their TV shot and they would own him.


  'Excuse me,' said Jericho, and he smiled politely at Cher.


  Behind him Claudia scowled.


  'We need to do what Claudia wants,' said Cher. 'It's not about the TV show,' she added confidently, 'it's about finding Lol. It's been five days.'


  'Miss Mansfield,' said Jericho. It was the first time that any of those in the room had heard him use someone's name; it was genuinely the first time in her life that anyone had ever called her Miss Mansfield, and straight away there was a tone to his voice that Claudia, skilled in the arts of sophistry and manipulation, recognised. 'You know this is wrong. We cannot randomly arrest one of Cher's ex-boyfriends just so we can interrogate him for television purposes. And you know that the ex-boyfriend Claudia has chosen, isn't because there's any evidence against him whatsoever, it's because he's the most volatile, the one who will react the most when confronted and arrested. We just cannot do it. I will not do it.'


  His tone was level. Firm, sensible, mature; all the things that Cher deep down knew the show was not.


  'I've only been around this circus for a week now, but it's pretty obvious that you're the only proficient person here. You are more than capable of being a police officer and I'm quite happy to say here and now that you ought to win this contest hands down.'


  She was trying to stop herself smiling. Behind them, Claudia stood up, but she was wary of the camera, wary of making herself the centre of a filmed confrontation.


  'And so, given that you appear to have a natural talent for police work, it must be obvious to you that we cannot, under any circumstances, actually arrest someone just for the sake of a decent bit of television.'


  'No,' said Cher, nodding, 'you're right.'


  Claudia spat with rage.


  'So, I'm sorry to leave you, but there really is something to which I need to attend. I'll be about an hour and a half. In my absence I'm putting you in charge of the investigation.' He indicated the boards on the walls which were covered with everything that they had so far learned in the strange case of the missing Lol. 'I'd be grateful if you could lead a brainstorming session. You've got everything we've learned, or haven't learned, up there. Spread your mind, Miss Mansfield. Are there avenues we've ignored? Is there anything to which we're being wilfully blind just because we don't want to contemplate it? This is the time when you have to open your mind to all the possibilities.'


  He put his hand on her shoulder.


  'Can you do that for me?' he asked.


  Cher, who had in the space of a little over a minute, become totally besotted with the middle-aged, curmudgeonly Detective Chief Inspector, nodded.


  'Thank you,' said Jericho.


  And ultimately he did not even have to ask her to step out of the way. She did so voluntarily, keen to get on with her new task.


  Jericho closed the door behind him and stood still for a second. Deep breath. Wasn't waiting to hear the explosion that would inevitably come from inside. Rather he just needed to recover from the effort of speaking softly and compassionately, from the effort of the lie, from the effort of being someone he wasn't.


  Then like a superhero who takes time to recover his powers having moved the Earth out of the way of the meteor, he cricked his neck to the side, breathed a regular breath and walked along the corridor, just as Claudia's screech reached breaking point.


  Chapter 43


  



  Edgar Matthews of Cullen, Harvey and Daniels, was a small man in his mid-fifties. He wore a grey suit, white shirt and a pink and grey tie, all of which had come from Marks & Spencer. He frequently licked his lips, which Jericho noticed was because they were so dry. He might have suggested lip balm if he'd ever used lip balm himself.


  Matthews' fingers were thin and he played with them constantly as he talked. Entwined them and tapped them, occasionally clicked the nails. Nevertheless he spoke confidently with no hint of nerves about him.


  Frustrated artist or musician, thought Jericho.


  The office was plain, simply and elegantly furnished, appeared chic and expensive without drawing attention to itself.


  'We like to act on these things as quickly as possible,' said Matthews. He was reading studiously through the notes that had been compiled by one of his research assistants and did not look up.


  Jericho felt his usual awkwardness at sitting in the presence of someone unfamiliar when he himself wasn't in charge. He was naturally comfortable with the position of investigating officer. However, being in a strange office when he wasn't entirely sure of the reason was guaranteed to have most of his words trapped in that uncomfortable black ball in the pit of his stomach.


  'Oliver Davis of 145 Pitt Street, St Paul's, Bristol?' He raised his eyes. 'Are you familiar with that name?'


  Jericho shook his head. Then he remembered he was talking to a lawyer, and that it would be better for him not to open the conversation with a lie. 'We were aware of his death, and that the circumstances were unusual. So I was aware of his name in a professional capacity.'


  'But you didn't know him on any personal level?'


  'No,' said Jericho.


  Matthews nodded.


  'Yes,' he said. 'I didn't think you would. There does seem to be some degree of separation.'


  He was nodding and continued to do so. Jericho sat in silence. Glanced at the windows. They were only on the fourth floor above New Oxford Street, but he could hear nothing from the street below, despite the fact that he knew it was clogged with traffic. The usual angry car-horn traffic of London on a slow Wednesday afternoon. Just as he could hear nothing of the busy office outside Matthews' door.


  Matthews was hermetically sealed in, no part of the outside world allowed to intrude.


  'Why am I here?' asked Jericho. He wasn't desperate to get back to the absurdity of the prime time search for Lol, but at least that was doing what he was used to doing.


  Matthews looked up. Bright blue eyes, very striking. Jericho had noticed it when he'd initially entered, something which already seemed a long time ago. He looked at his watch.


  'Mr Davis' estate is not, as you might imagine, a large one, but we do need to find his closest surviving relative.'


  'Not usually a police matter,' said Jericho.


  'No, and neither is it. Albeit it is rather peculiar,' he added.


  Jericho, still searching for a straight answer, asked the question with his eyebrows.


  'In searching for his closest relative, we discovered that the next in line had also died in rather sad circumstances in recent months.' He looked down, although he well knew the name by now. 'Morten Anderson?'


  Jericho shook his head at the enquiring glance.


  'Died in a car accident in the Netherlands just before Christmas. He appears to have been an itinerant chap, but he was travelling on a British passport. His closest relative was a…' another check of the paperwork, and this time he did actually appear to need to look, 'Miranda Miller.'


  Again the querying look across the desk.


  Jericho shook his head, although his curiosity was beginning to overtake his general annoyance at being part of a conversation where he wasn't the one who knew what was going on.


  'Died in a surfing accident at Woolacombe beach. Banged her head on some rocks.' He glanced at the notes and said, 'Only twenty-seven.'


  Jericho looked blankly across the desk.


  'This is the curious one,' said Matthews. 'In relation to you, I mean. We started coming at this from the point of view of Oliver James, as that was how the case was first brought to us. Ultimately though, we have got as far as Miss Miller. The name means nothing to you?'


  'When did she die?' asked Jericho. 'Recently?'


  'No, last summer. July.'


  Jericho nodded, let his thoughts kick in.


  'All right,' he said. 'I remember.'


  'It was brought to your attention at the time?'


  'Saw it on BBC South West. Don't think I ever saw a file or anything. Not our patch. And not really a police matter in any case.'


  'No,' said Matthews. 'That wasn't what I meant, not from the point of view of it being a police matter. It seems odd. You weren't contacted?'


  'Contacted? What?' said Jericho. The annoyance was once again beginning to trump his curiosity.


  'You appear to be Miss Miller's only surviving relative. Which, naturally, also makes you the same for Morten Anderson, and then of course the late Mr Davis.'


  



  Chapter 44


  



  Jericho got hold of Haynes before he left London. Met him back in the same café as previously, having caught Haynes a couple of miles short of the M25.


  Jericho had twenty minutes to think before Haynes arrived, but mostly he didn't. There were too many directions in which his brain could go. He did wonder, however, whether Haynes ought to have discovered some of this in his investigations of the previous two weeks. Was that an acceptable expectation? By the time Haynes arrived, he'd decided that it wasn't. There was no reason for him to have been looking for any of this information, and no particular reason he would stumble across it.


  'If we suppose that one of the Hanged Men applies to the death of Oliver Davis, and that this is related to you because he's related to you, then why didn't you get a card for the other two?'


  'That's a good question, Sergeant. But is that the question, or is this a negative proof of the fact that the card is not related to the death of Davis?'


  'No coincidences,' said Haynes.


  'No, there aren't,' said Jericho. 'Except when there are,' he added. He sounded tired.


  Haynes drained his coffee and looked at his watch. He had a few minutes left on his parking ticket.


  'I'll get on with checking these and try to see if I can find who's next in the line.'


  'Which way?' asked Jericho.


  'How d'you mean?'


  'Is there someone whose estate will be passed on to Oliver Davis, or is there someone who's in line to get my estate?'


  Haynes raised his eyebrows, curled his lip.


  'You're not next for the chop, Sir. You're the end of the line. That's why you've been getting the cards.'


  * * *


  Jericho did not return to the television studio. Put a call through to Light, told her to make excuses for him. She said that television had done what it does, and was filling in for his absence. Cher had taken to her new responsibilities, and Light suspected that the company would put out the line that she had more or less taken over the running of the investigation at Jericho's insistence. They would just have to wait to see the morning's headlines to find out just what spurious rubbish the newspapers were going to give for Jericho's seeming demotion behind a rookie television contestant.


  At the end of the conversation, Jericho surprised Light by asking if she'd like to have dinner that evening. She said yes, and they arranged to meet in the hotel restaurant at eight.


  Eight o'clock was also the time the evening's show was due to air. It was billed as the day's highlights edited down into two hours. Naturally, the day's highlights were going to have to be extensively stretched, but it was all part of the process and those editors had plenty of practice.


  * * *


  Having bought his sandwich and cup of coffee, Durrant returned to his small room to eat. He sat on the edge of the bed and took his food with not a trace of pleasure or enjoyment. Thirty years in prison had determined that food was something you ate to survive, not something that would be particularly enjoyed.


  When he finished, he placed the wrapping and the cup in the bin, went into the small bathroom and urinated, then retuned to the bed and lay down in exactly the same position as before, waiting for his phone to ring.


  * * *


  'You really think the TV people have engineered all this?' she asked.


  Despite having extended the invitation, Jericho wasn't saying much, and Light was being forced to drag out one-sided conversations. They were now somewhat uncomfortably nearing the end of the main course.


  Jericho shrugged, something that as ever he managed to do without really moving his shoulders.


  'They…' he started and then made the same unmoving shrug. 'I have no idea the lengths these people would go to, the things they'd do. Really, would anything surprise us?'


  'Just don't say it again in front of the cameras,' said Light, and she smiled. Jericho looked like he might have tried to smile in sympathy, but it never really showed. Not so that Sergeant Light noticed.


  'Even that doesn't matter, does it, Sergeant?' he said. 'Shackleton lured me into saying it yesterday, pretty damned blatantly, they all get their pants in a fankle, but really? Does anyone care today? It's been…' and he looked at his watch, 'twelve to fifteen hours since people would have started seeing the headlines. How many headlines have they seen since then? How many people are still talking about it? No one cares, and if I said it again, no one would really care about that either, not after the first few minutes, hours, whatever.'


  'Still,' she said, 'you don't want to give them anything. That Claudia woman sees every second with you as some sort of battle. You don't want to… you know, I know you probably don't care, but you don't want to give her any further triumphs at your expense.'


  Finally Jericho smiled.


  'I'll try to avoid that.'


  'What did you do today before you went out? She was fizzing.'


  Jericho nodded. The smile changed but did not completely leave his face.


  'You'll have to watch the show.' He made a thing of glancing at his watch and then made a helpless gesture with his hand. 'Ah, you're missing it.'


  * * *


  The good beavers of the production company were behind the curve and frantic when it came to putting the show together. Despite all their previous experience and professionalism, it was, as Claudia had cause to remark, the most desperate they'd ever been in tying a show together at the last moment.


  The final set piece, wherein Cher was interviewed on camera regarding the responsibility that Jericho had thrust upon her so unexpectedly – did she consider it selfish of him to do so, did she think she was up to the job, was it a poisoned chalice, would it help her in the final voting for Britain's Got Justice? – wherein Cher wept repeatedly for her dear friend Lol and for the weight of burden that had now been placed on her shoulders, a weight she promised in the name of the Lord to carry to the best of her abilities, was filmed after the show had already gone to air, and then slotted in neatly either side of the final set of adverts.


  The ratings were never that great on the digital channels, but thanks to that morning's press and to some frantic Facebook and Twitter action late in the afternoon detailing Jericho's latest wacko move, the final half hour of the show brought in the channel's highest rating that month.


  Everything was set up nicely for the final three nights.


  * * *


  At around about the same time that Cher was breaking down on television, taking an adoring and concerned audience with her, Jericho invited himself to Light's room. They both understood that by going to her room it gave him control over when the sleepover part of the sex would end.


  They had been quiet; they had made no fuss; they had spoken softly throughout dinner – or not at all in the case of Jericho – yet ultimately their discretion went unrewarded when the photographer who had been waiting all evening in the corner of the bar got a shot from such a perfect angle that it looked like they'd been holding hands as they walked to the elevator. The fact that they were at least four feet apart at the time was of little consequence.


  Light found the sex more intense, yet, somehow, Jericho more maudlin than when they'd made love previously.


  She lay in his arms for a while afterwards, but at no time was he completely settled. She sensed his restlessness, so eventually she slightly released the pressure on him, and he took the opportunity to move.


  Leaving her room with his shirt undone, and not tucked properly into his trousers, his jacket and tie held in his arms, he could not miss the photographer waiting at the end of the corridor. The snap was taken, and then the photographer turned and ran, his escape route well marked down the stairwell.


  Jericho did not even think about going after him, and the photographer need not even have run. Jericho padded along to the lift, stood still while he was carried up one floor, and then walked slowly along to his own room. He was booked through until Sunday morning, but he was already sure that he would be heading home as soon as the show finished on Saturday evening, no matter how late he'd get home.


  As he got back to his own room he had a sudden thought that perhaps he should warn Light that there was liable to be something disadvantageous to them both in the following morning's newspapers. He was more concerned about how it would look for her.


  He considered walking back down, but instead lifted the phone and dialled her room.


  He waited a few rings but there was no answer. Assuming she had run herself a bath and was already washing off the taste and the smell of him, he hung up, lay down on the bed and was fast asleep in less than a minute.


  * * *


  By 2230hrs UK time that evening, Gerard Larrousse was already back in his chateau in the Loire valley. Seven o'clock flight from Heathrow, getting him into Paris Charles De Gaulle a little after 2100hrs CET. A two-hour drive home.


  He had telephoned ahead so that the staff knew of his return, but they had been told not to wait up for him. He would not feel like eating on his return, so no food need be prepared.


  On entering the chateau, he immediately retired to the library at the front of the house, although not with the intention of reading any of the many books which lined the shelves. He poured himself a large shot of Laphroaig single malt, no ice required, no mixer, then sat in the seat by the window which looked south over the estate towards the river.


  A cold clear still night. The computer in his car had repeatedly warned him of the risk of ice on the drive down from Paris. There was a bright half moon quite high in the sky, and the straight lines of the dormant winter vines were evident in the darkness.


  He sat and watched over them for the last time. He had brought the vineyard up by sheer force of will. That's how he thought of it. He had made it happen through sheer determination. All his own work, no one to lean on, no one to help him through the endless rough patches when it seemed they might never break through.


  That's what he had thought until that afternoon, until he had been summoned to London and the strange committee of men had gathered around him and told him things about Larrousse wine. They knew much about the history of the vineyard. They knew stories and events from decades previously that Larrousse himself had forgotten. They knew facts about the operation that Larrousse had thought no one else could possibly know. They knew exactly why the company had succeeded and had been dragged up from nothing. They showed Larrousse bank statements and minutes from meetings where the vineyard had been discussed. Meetings which Larrousse had not even known were taking place.


  Larrousse saw his life laid out before him. The hard work, the diligence, the marketing, the design, the triumph. And the honour for none of it belonged to him. He had been a cipher. It could have been anyone in charge of the company, and the people who wanted it to succeed would still have made sure that it did. His flamboyant, energetic son, his drug-dependant daughter, any man or woman off the street... It wouldn't have mattered.


  This company of men, men who had not even allowed him the honour of knowing who was behind the rise of the Larrousse estate, and who did not explain why it had been allowed to happen, had then sent him on his way.


  It had been made clear to Larrousse what they expected of him once he arrived back in France.


  At some time after midnight, he went outside to the closest of the several gardener's huts that surround the chateau. This hut was large and solid, kept completely dry inside and therefore fine for storing electrical equipment. He used a pair of sheers to cut flex from an extension cable, then took the cable back inside.


  He walked upstairs in the dark to the top floor of the chateau, and then to one of the bedrooms at the front of the house. He opened the window and breathed in the crisp fresh midnight air. He was not wearing a coat, yet, as when he'd gone outside, he did not feel the cold.


  He looked around for the most solid item in the vicinity and immediately settled on the radiator beneath the window. The heating was not turned on in this part of the chateau unless there were people staying. He firmly tied the cable around the base of the radiator, then took the other end and tied a rough knot around his neck. It was no hangman's noose, as his knot-tying ability did not stretch that far, but it was firm and tight enough that even standing at the window it felt uncomfortable.


  If the knot did not hold, then he had over a hundred feet to fall, something which might well be enough in itself to do the job requested of him.


  He climbed slowly up onto the ledge and took one last look out over the vineyard. He felt nothing. It wasn't his. None of it had ever been his. And now that he would die, there was no one with the Larrousse family name to carry it forward.


  But what was there to carry forward in any case? A great lie.


  He jumped. The flex snapped and held. His body jerked and slammed against the wall.


  Chapter 45


  



  When Jericho awoke he found a small envelope had been pushed beneath the door of his room. His first thought, before he opened it, was that it would be a copy of the photograph taken as he'd left Light's room. However, as he ran his fingers along the edge, he realised that it was too small. Pictures being slipped into envelopes seemed very old-fashioned, but also something that would be done blown up, to emphasise the awfulness of the subject matter.


  This was something else that seemed old-fashioned: a Tarot card.


  The skeleton hung limply from the window of the chateau. The castle was now in the foreground, as much part of the picture as the Hanged Man. And now there was no dubiety about it; it no longer worked when turned the other way around. This Hanged Man was a man who had been hung by the neck, not suspended by his feet in order to see the world from a different angle, in order to let go of that which was holding him back.


  When Jericho went out he slipped the card into his pocket. Downstairs, in the lobby of the hotel, there were several journalists waiting and cameras flashed as he passed through; questions were fired at him out of the air-conditioned comfort of the hotel. He walked on.


  * * *


  'You have a good night last night?'


  Jericho hesitated as he passed the security guard. There was a smile on his face. Jericho had seen this particular guard numerous times on his way in and out of the television studio and they had not yet so much as acknowledged each other.


  He recognised the look on the guard's face as one of mockery so did not hesitate for long. He walked to the lift, pressed the button for the fourth floor, stood alone in the confined stillness.


  Someone he didn't know was laughing at him. He had seen heads turn as he'd walked here from the hotel. He thought about the photographer outside Sergeant Light's bedroom, and he knew why someone he didn't know was smiling.


  When the door to the lift opened he was therefore not surprised to see the front page of the Sun stuck to the wall opposite. It showed the picture of Jericho and Light together, in which it appeared they were holding hands, under the headline LOL COPS MIDNIGHT BONKING SESH.


  Jericho stared at it for a moment. Washington appeared beside him and immediately placed a hand on his shoulder.


  'I know what you're thinking,' he said.


  Jericho didn't look at him, although he did cast a glance the way of his shoulder. The words I doubt it were in his head, but if he could go through his life never speaking to Washington again he would have been quite happy.


  'You're thinking, should there be an apostrophe? We've been talking about that. Obviously if you're implying that the midnight bonking session is owned by the cops, then there should. But if they meant that the midnight bonking session is something that the cops did, and let's say for the sake of space they missed out the 'in' from Lol Cops In Midnight Bonking Sesh, then you know...'


  He glanced at Jericho, the dead eyes. Smiled.


  'Or, of course, it could be that Lol herself has copped the midnight bonking session. You see? Someone might see that and think, ah, Lol's back and she's already done a bit of shagging.'


  The two men stood and looked at the front page for another few seconds and then Jericho turned away, just as Washington gave him another shoulder squeeze.


  'Every little helps,' said Washington mundanely.


  Jericho walked off down the short corridor, deciding that he would go to the canteen for a coffee before submitting himself to the ridicule of the situation room, and all the time he was thinking that Washington had at least been right about one thing: he had been wondering whether or not the headline ought to have had an apostrophe.


  * * *


  Superintendent Dylan had four newspapers laid out in front of her, a two-way split between the photo of the police lovers hand in hand, and the photo of Jericho emerging guiltily, half-dressed from Light's bedroom.


  The Star joined the Sun with the hand in hand picture, above the headline NOW LOL'S NOT THE ONLY ONE WHO'S F**KED! They had initially gone to press with whose instead of who's, an error which had been spotted before too much damage had been done. Washington had been particularly pleased with this one, since as far as he knew no mainstream British newspaper had ever led with the word fuck before and was therefore guaranteed to cause a bit of a stir. Even if they hadn't had the courage of their convictions, and had asterisked the expletive.


  The Mirror, under the picture of Jericho outside Light's room, led with OUTRAGE AT COPPER'S SEX ANTICS, one of those headlines that implied that a large section of society were actually annoyed at the thought that police officers might have sex, when in fact no one was annoyed, not even the newspaper, until that certain section of society read the newspaper, discovered that they were annoyed, and so consequently got angry about it, and tutted loudly while reading the front of the paper in queues and in supermarkets.


  Surprisingly the Independent also led with the story. It had, naturally, taken a more highbrow approach, and was attempting to view the show from an intellectual standpoint, discussing what it said about Britain and the relationship between the media, journalism and crime. Nevertheless they had illustrated the article with the picture of Jericho outside Light's room, under the headline ANOTHER FINE BRITISH MESS.


  'A source close to the show,' read Dylan, 'reports that Jericho and Light have been seen canoodling around the TV studio. "It's disgusting," said the source, who did not wish to be named. "They're supposed to be searching for Lol, and all they're interested in is each other. His hands are all over her."'


  She threw the paper down on the desk and stared across at Sergeant Haynes.


  'Fucking hell,' she said. 'Did you know about this?'


  'You know it's not true,' said Haynes.


  'Look at them,' she said. 'There are pictures.'


  'Of what? A photo of him coming out a hotel room? That could be any hotel room, ma'am. The picture could be three years old.'


  'Holding hands?'


  Haynes shrugged. 'Photoshop,' he said.


  'And all this stuff about them acting up in front of everyone. For God's sake, they're supposed to be undertaking a police investigation.'


  'It's made up.'


  'What?'


  Haynes took a deep breath. Dylan was an intelligent woman. If she was getting annoyed, it was because she wanted to be. He didn't really have to explain this stuff to her.


  'There is no disgusted source,' said Haynes. 'They make that stuff up. It's Jericho we're talking about. Can you really see him and Sergeant Light all over each other in public? You know they make stuff up, everyone knows they make stuff up, yet people believe what they read.'


  Dylan was unimpressed with Haynes. She didn't want to have sense talked at her, and especially not by a Detective Sergeant.


  'You know he has a reputation,' she said. 'How many women has he slept with in the last year?'


  'He doesn't tell me,' replied Haynes.


  'Well,' she said, 'I don't suppose he tells me either, but we all know, we all know what he's like. He has a certain celebrity as a police officer, and he uses it. Plays it out for everything it's worth. Yes, yes he does, you know that. Sergeant Light may not be so young, but she does at least appear to be very impressionable. It is not outwith the bounds of probability that the two of them are sleeping together.'


  Haynes stared at the newspapers. Now it was his turn to make an argument that he knew would be easily rebutted.


  'They're not going to be investigating anything at eleven in the evening anyway, are they? What difference does it make if they choose to have sex?'


  'Jesus, Sergeant, don't be so naïve. Yes, yes, fine, have sex! But not up there, not now. They think the press wouldn't pick up on it, find out about it? Even if all the stuff from sources is made up, all those quotes and all that shit, it doesn't matter. They've left themselves open for it by starting some sort of relationship. Jesus, it's a fucking mess.'


  She leaned forward and rested her head in her hands, rubbed her eyes.


  'You're just going to have to go up there. Bloody hell.'


  She looked at him. He returned her stare, expressionless.


  'Can I trust you not to have sex with the DCI?'


  Haynes did not reply.


  'Go. Go now. Pack a bag. You might as well use Light's room when you get up there, because she's coming home. Soon as we can get hold of her. If you see her, and she's not already on her way to the station, tell her to get a fucking move on. I'll deal with her in person this afternoon.'


  Chapter 46


  



  'Can we assume that Sergeant Light is too embarrassed to show her face?'


  The noise of the canteen went on around them. Jericho had come to get a coffee with the aim of avoiding the situation room for as long as possible, only to find that the production company had just completed the job of relocating the situation room to a corner of the canteen. The committee had decided late at night that the small room was too drab and they needed a change of venue. Outdoors had been considered, but a check of the weather forecast had finally seen the idea off, and they'd elected for the canteen, with the added hope that occasionally a well-known face might walk past in the background.


  The fact that it would be the first show to be filmed live in the canteen would be used as a selling point, as if it was a fact of any significance.


  Jericho did not reply. He had started to wonder about Light, if not exactly worry about her. She had seemed to have her own agenda at the show, and he assumed that at those moments when she wasn't sitting in on the investigation, she was off in meetings with the show's producers, fighting the police corner against evermore preposterous requests.


  However, he was now getting a nagging sense of worry, and was reminded of the fact that he hadn't been able to get hold of her the previous evening, only minutes after he'd left her room. Didn't like the fact that Claudia did not know where she was either. It didn't feel right.


  Maybe Light was embarrassed. It wasn't as if she'd slept with George Clooney the previous evening and could walk proudly through the television offices with her head held high.


  'What do we deduce from your silence, Chief Inspector?'


  Jericho stared glumly across the table.


  'Cher?' said Claudia, turning to her promptly, changing the course of the discussion with a snap of her fingers. Letting Jericho know that he was in her thrall. The heat would be on him when she wanted it to be. 'I feel it would be best for you to take the lead this morning. You did some solid work yesterday afternoon. Did you watch the show, Chief Inspector?'


  Jericho continued to stare at her, but today Claudia felt that she had the upper hand and was not so intimidated by the black holes through which he viewed the world with such disdain.


  'Of course not,' she said. 'Other things to do. Never mind. We had a long discussion, something else during which you found yourself pre-occupied, which Cher led with the kind of dynamism that we're looking for here… I'm also not saying that Ando and Xav didn't contribute, because they did, they were fantastic… it was decided that the likelihood of Lol having been abducted by one of the previous contestants really is more than likely. More than likely. We had a long talk, and decided that the probable candidate would be Elroy. So, Cher, you can take it from there.'


  Claudia smiled sweetly across the table, having pretty much said everything that had to be said.


  Cher's explanation, which she had been practicing in order to plead her justification to Jericho, had disappeared in an instant, Claudia taking the words from her mouth. She returned the smile, but was as yet more confused than angry.


  'So, yes…' Cher began, a little uncertainly, 'he's being brought in this afternoon, and then we're going to interview him later.' She paused, waiting to see the look on Jericho's face. There was nothing to see. 'We're going to take it in turns to speak to him, you know, like the three of us, on our own. It's part of the process. You'll, you know, you will sit and watch and, you know, like judge. Award marks and shit.'


  'Of course, this isn't the kind of thing that can be left just to you,' said Claudia, 'it'll be the judges who will be judging. This time, though, since it's directly related to police work, you'll be judging too. You'll have a voice, so it would be nice if you could use it.'


  'Who's bringing him in?' asked Jericho. 'The police?'


  'Hah!' barked Claudia. 'If we could ever find any of you. He's coming voluntarily, by train. He should be here in plenty of time for tonight.'


  'And does he know he's going to be accused of kidnapping, or does he think he's being asked to contribute to the show in some more conventional manner?'


  Claudia answered only with a withering look across the table and another check of the watch.


  'Right, people. Let's take fifteen to twenty. A short break, cup of coffee, whatever. No drugs, no running off to some quiet room to have a quick fuck.'


  She smiled sweetly at Jericho as she said it, then pushed her chair back.


  'You're going to interview this guy live on the show?' asked Jericho. 'Tonight?'


  'Yes. Should make great live TV.'


  'You don't actually suspect him of anything? He's just playing along?'


  Claudia looked surprised.


  'Yes, yes, we certainly suspect him. While you've been shagging your abject little police accomplice, we've been doing some serious work here, Chief Inspector. He most definitely is a suspect.'


  'If you have any evidence to suggest it, then we need to bring him in to the station and interview him. There is due process in law. You can't do it live on television.'


  She smiled. Getting him riled. That was perfect.


  'This is our show, and we'll do what we fucking want. We have it on much higher authority than yours, Detective Chief Inspector, that we can interrogate any suspect we see fit, and that our trainees are in a position to arrest someone they think might be involved or complicit in the disappearance of Lol. And no one… no one,' she repeated for emphasis, 'has said anything about not filming it live in a TV studio. We're a TV production company for fuck's sake!'


  She waited for the riposte, but just about knew Jericho well enough already to realise that he only ever got so far and then backed off. Accepted defeat, or more sinisterly, would back down in order to go and fight the battle in some backstabbing, less confrontational manner.


  'So fuck you,' she added, as she had run out of anything else to say, and then she marched quickly from the canteen.


  * * *


  Jericho allowed himself to be filmed giving advice to the three contestants on how to interrogate a suspect. It wasn't a great sequence, and watching from the sidelines, Claudia got exasperated and walked out halfway through. He gave solid, sensible advice, and repeatedly knocked down talk of grabbing the suspect by the collar or of threatening to arrest his extended family for trivial offences such as failure to pay the TV licence or driving at 31mph.


  He had begun to worry about Light, not believing for a second that she was so pusillanimous that she would be too scared to walk into an office where people might be laughing at her. He called her room and her mobile then, when there was no answer, made another few calls, including to the station at Wells, to establish that she had not been summoned elsewhere, and then headed back to the hotel, the cries of Morris ringing in his ears as he exited the building.


  On the pavement outside he met Haynes, who had just arrived, and together they went to the hotel.


  Chapter 47


  



  The manager refused to give them a key, but agreed to accompany them to the room. They stood waiting for the lift on the ground floor, a slightly uncomfortable silence between them, brought on by Jericho's anger at the manager's reluctance to hand over a key to the room of a paying guest.


  He was a man of average height with a strangulated moustache and an expensive dark suit. He wore the same red tie as the rest of the male staff, and considered that he distinguished himself from them by his very demeanour.


  'You have a bag,' said Jericho to Haynes, as if he'd only just noticed. He had obviously seen it as soon as Haynes had appeared in front of him, but it was the first time that it had really filtered in.


  'The Superintendent wants me to stay until Sunday morning.'


  Jericho didn't reply. He stared at the floor. The manager and Haynes were willing the lift to come, to relieve the awkwardness. Jericho could eat awkward and shit it back out as awkward-enhanced and not care.


  'You've to replace Sergeant Light?' he asked.


  'Yes.'


  Jericho continued to stare at the floor. The uncomfortable feeling was growing. If she was in her room, what state would she be in? Emotional? Could she possibly have decided she couldn't come to work because she was too embarrassed? If she was sitting in there, feeling terrible about the fact that the country knew they'd slept together, how uncomfortable was that going to be? Or maybe she was ill, and wouldn't want three men charging into her room.


  And perhaps, the most likely event he considered, she wouldn't be there at all. And then what would they do? Would they consider that they had another missing person on their hands, another to add to the current list of the Britain's Got Justice Missing One?


  The lift door pinged open, the three men stood back while a family of four Bangladeshis walked past them pulling luggage, and then they trooped into the lift.


  The manager pressed the button; they stood in silence. The door opened on the fifth floor, and the manager found himself saying, 'This is most unusual,' again as they began the walk along the corridor. Haynes glanced at Jericho, but Jericho wasn't one for snide looks behind the backs of people he thought were talking too much.


  The manager stopped at the door and knocked. The three men stood and waited, the manager with his eyes firmly on the door, and ready with all the excuses in the world in case the lady was about to answer with a towel wrapped around her breasts.


  Jericho looked at the floor. Haynes glanced around the corridor.


  'I recognise it from the photographs,' he said, unable to stop himself.


  He smiled in embarrassment; Jericho gave him a look like he was a naughty child, although he almost smiled himself.


  The manager knocked again, seeming not to have heard Haynes' glib comment.


  'We'll just give her another moment,' he said.


  'Oh, for God's sake,' said Jericho. 'How big do you think the room is? Just open the fucking door.'


  He dragged his hands across his chin as he said it. The manager breathed deeply, just as deeply wishing that he could tell Jericho to clear off.


  He straightened his shoulders, took the key from his jacket pocket, turned the lock and then tentatively opened the door. As he did so, he knocked again and said, 'Madame?'


  * * *


  The room was alive with law enforcement. The entire fifth floor had been closed off, the room emptied. Those guests that were affected were offered other rooms in the hotel, or help in finding completely new accommodation. Rumours of the find of a corpse spread quickly, and for every guest who no longer wished to stay in a hotel where someone had been murdered, there were those queuing up to get a room as close as possible to the police action.


  Despite his desire to crawl off back to his own room, close the blinds and sit in total silence and darkness, Jericho had been utterly professional. He was out of his own patch and therefore was not the one in charge of the resources required at such a time. It was one of the absurd things about the way this whole thing had been done, and no clear line of command or organisation had been laid down when the case had been taken off Shackleton and handed over to Jericho.


  Within a minute of finding the body bundled up on the bed he had put the call through to Shackleton. He had asked that he be as discreet as possible, although under the circumstances it was always likely to be a desperate aspiration rather than something which had the remotest possibility of happening.


  Instantly dispatching the manager, Jericho and Haynes had then had a few minutes to look around the room for themselves before the hordes of police arrived.


  The body of Lorraine Allison had been dumped on the bed, and no attempt made to suggest that this was where she had been killed. She had clearly been murdered a few days previously. Although the local police pathologist might have been able to give them details suggesting an approximate time of death, and further information about the precise blow or injury that had killed her, it was apparent to Jericho and Haynes that they did not actually need to wait for that information to see for themselves.


  Neither of them had ever seen a body so horribly pummelled. Allison had been repeatedly beaten, her body the most awful dirty purple, all over, her face warped and smashed. They didn't touch her, but it was clear from the angle at which she lay dumped on the bed that many bones in her body were broken. Maybe every bone in her body was broken.


  The white sheets around the body were still white.


  There was one small stain on the sheet close to where her head lay, and Jericho realised with the kind of self-loathing that tortured many of his waking hours that it was a semen stain of his making.


  'When Shackleton comes I'm going to hand this over to him,' Jericho had said.


  Haynes nodded. He understood. Some officers might have tried to retain control as long as possible, knowing that there was some self-implication involved and trying to keep as tight a lid on it as they could. Jericho knew that he would have questions to answer and therefore oughtn't to be the one asking them.


  When the first police officers arrived Jericho kept the room clear and put them to duty closing off the floor and working with the manager to clear all the other rooms. Once Shackleton came he handed everything over to him. He was the one with the contacts in the area, who knew the available resources. The conversation between them had been minimal.


  Now Haynes and Jericho were standing at the end of the corridor by the lifts. Haynes had disappeared for a few moments and returned with two cups of coffee. They weren't talking. Haynes had a few questions, but knew that Jericho would be running everything over in his head.


  Shackleton appeared from the room and walked towards them.


  'The place is buzzing downstairs apparently,' he said. 'Media.'


  'I've just been,' said Haynes. 'And, yes, it is.'


  Shackleton had questions but obviously found it awkward. He had contempt for Jericho with the way he steamrollered back to London to take over the investigation, but that contempt was mitigated by the fact that he had instantly handed over the investigation as soon as it took this turn.


  'It's all right to ask,' said Jericho.


  Shackleton grunted, kicked his feet, stared at his shoes. He recognised that Jericho was a better, more instinctive police officer than he was, which added to his resentment.


  'This was Sergeant Light's room, yes?'


  It was an unnecessary question, the answer to which he already knew. Jericho took the cue to tell him everything he would need to know, answering many of Haynes' queries along the way.


  'Sergeant Light and I came up here around nine-thirty last night. We had sex, on the bed. I left around eleven-thirty.'


  Haynes' phone stared ringing and he immediately turned it off without looking to see who was calling.


  'On leaving the room I was photographed, as I expect you've seen. When I got back to my room, maybe a few minutes after I got back, I thought to call her to warn her that we were likely to be on today's front pages. She never answered. I assumed that she'd taken herself off for a bath. I didn't call again. Presumed she'd turn up at the TV offices this morning, then I got tied up with some of that shit, started calling around looking for her as soon as I got out. When I couldn't get hold of her, we came over.'


  Shackleton had raised his eyes a few times, but had difficulty holding Jericho's gaze.


  'It's an assumption, but an obvious one, that Sergeant Light was taken by the same person who dumped Lorraine Allison's body in her room, and that perhaps it was done as soon as I left the room. They were waiting for me to leave.'


  'Did you see anyone other than the photographer?' asked Shackleton.


  'No.'


  'We need to get hold of the photographer.'


  'Yes,' said Jericho.


  'Was he credited with the photo in the papers?' asked Shackleton, and was immediately aware of how stupid a question it was. Neither Jericho nor Haynes answered.


  'And we need to check the CCTV,' he said, and he looked up at the ceiling and along the corridor.


  His thought processes ran on, but he made the quick decision to stop talking. Jericho maybe wasn't a suspect – yet – but neither was he part of the investigation, and he was most certainly a witness.


  Shackleton nodded. 'Don't go too far,' he said.


  He looked at Haynes.


  'I won't be requiring your assistance either, Sergeant, but hang around in case I need to talk to you.'


  He walked off back in the direction of Sergeant Light's room. Haynes and Jericho shared a glance, and then Haynes remembered to look at his phone.


  One missed call. It was Professor Leighton at the British Museum. He was about to put the phone back in his pocket – he would call her later – when a text message came in. It was from Leighton and came with an attachment.


  This from Le Monde website today. The last of the Larrousse family. Call me.


  He opened the attachment. It was a photograph of Gerard Larrousse hanging by the neck from a top floor window of his chateau in France. He stared at it for a while, then held it towards Jericho.


  The expression on Jericho's face did not change, then he reached into his jacket pocket and took out a Tarot card.


  In composition it was almost perfect, as if whoever had drawn the card had used the photograph of Larrousse in death as the model.


  'Left under my door this morning,' said Jericho.


  'You didn't see…'


  'It was there when I woke up.'


  Jericho exhaled, put the card back in his pocket. Turned away from Haynes, rubbing his hands over his face.


  'This is….' he began, and then tossed the comment aside as he looked along the corridor. From where he was standing he could see four police officers. 'We'll go to my room. It's on the floor above. Get a bit of quiet.'


  He walked towards the stairs, Haynes following. The police officers on duty watched them and noted the time they left and the exit they'd used.


  * * *


  Dylan was on her way to London, sitting in the back of an unmarked police Jaguar, on the phone. She was angry and shouting. Even the Chief Constable of the Metropolitan Police Force did not escape her wrath, although he recognised in it the harsh words of a worried woman, who felt that she was to blame for the way things seemed to be spiralling out of control. A missing television celebrity had turned up dead; one of her officers was missing; and another, while not yet being implicated – and she was fully prepared to accept that Jericho might well be – was at the very least mired in a colossal mound of shit up to his neck.


  A strong woman was needed to take charge.


  Chapter 48


  



  Washington was in his office looking over photographs of a variety of contestants for the next show he was planning. It would be celebrity television, but like most celebrity shows he was aware that he would by necessity have to populate it with celebrities that most people, himself included, had never heard of. Which was why he was looking at photographs of a variety of D-listers who had been on other reality shows, had recorded a CD once, had had a small part for a few months on Eastenders or had appeared in a video that had received forty million hits on YouTube.


  There was a knock. The door did not open. Everyone in the building knew they had to wait to be invited.


  'Come,' he shouted, after a short pause. He knew that people thought he needed the gap in case he was in there either fucking some TV starlet over the desk or wanking off to online porn, but Washington never did anything erotic in his office, never did anything that he wouldn't mind people walking in on. The gap was all about authority. He had it and other people bowed to it.


  Claudia opened the door, stepped into the room and closed it behind her. Washington didn't look up.


  'They've found Lol,' she said.


  All about her there was the aura of nervous excitement. If they'd wanted something unbelievably exceptional for their show – and didn't everyone? – it had just fallen onto their plate.


  Washington asked the question with a raised, perfectly-plucked eyebrow.


  'Dead,' she said. 'There's more. A lot fucking more.'


  'Good,' said Washington, and he knew that she knew he thought it was good that there was more, not that it was good that Lol was dead. She knew that he just didn't give a shit whether or not Lol was dead.


  * * *


  Jericho and Haynes were in his hotel room, Jericho standing at the window with his back turned to the room, Haynes standing in the small area of floor space between the end of the bed and the television; standing in silence as Jericho finished off his coffee and looked down on the road beneath them.


  'Talk to me,' said Jericho eventually. Haynes knew what he meant, and found it funny that Jericho frequently used a line that Haynes associated with women in a post-coital situation.


  It was not an association that he allowed to distract him.


  'There are two things. The Tarot cards, plus whatever it is that's going on here, with Lol's kidnapping and murder, and now the apparent disappearance of Sergeant Light.' He paused, which he would do every now and again, but Jericho always let him talk until he was finished, unless something he said sparked a thought he didn't want to lose. 'You received the first of the Tarots less than two weeks ago, they've arrived at regular intervals, and now you've received six in all. The nature of the most recent, combined with the death of Larrousse, would indicate that we've come to some sort of climax. The death also, finally, puts an end to any possibility that the cards are some sort of prank.'


  Another pause. Haynes looked at Jericho's back. Perhaps his shoulders were slightly more hunched than usual.


  'One of the many questions they raise is why the cards have been getting sent to you. Working on the presumption that they will be related to people dying, and presumably murdered, we've now come across one death for an individual literally related to you. Is it possible then, drawing on from this, that you are related to five other people who have died in the past few weeks?'


  Jericho grunted.


  'And logically, following on from that, to Larrousse?'


  Jericho grunted again. A supposition at which he had already arrived. It seemed utterly absurd, but then, how would he know? How many of one's distant relatives does anyone know? The first couple of layers, the odd distant cousin. Eventually, and very quickly, there will be names of people to whom one is not too distantly related, of whom one will have never heard.


  'In the interests of time, rather than checking up on all the people who've died in the past few weeks in close proximity to the days on which you received the cards, we could start with you and work out from your family tree, see if we arrive at anyone else. Has anyone ever done a tree for your family?'


  Jericho shook his head, then he shrugged.


  'How much of an extended family do you have?'


  Jericho finally turned and looked at him. His initial look was one of annoyance, but it left his face as soon as he met Haynes' eyes. It was hardly his fault, and he was right. If there was a possibility that this was all related to Jericho's family, then they needed to check.


  'I'll call my sister. She might know,' he said.


  'You have a sister?'


  Haynes knew nothing of Jericho's life.


  'Did you think I was some kind of one-off human experiment?'


  Haynes smiled, waved away his own question.


  'Should I leave that part of it to you?' he asked.


  'Yes. Do some checking up on Larrousse.'


  Haynes nodded.


  'Do you think he's going to turn out to be some long-lost cousin of yours?'


  Jericho looked sceptically at Haynes, the annoyance creeping back.


  'I really don't think that's going to happen, Sergeant. But someone…. someone seems intent on dragging me into something that I don't know anything about.'


  He paused; he turned away again.


  'Maybe it's not me, maybe in even thinking about it I'm displaying some sort of absurd narcissistic defence mechanism. Making it about me, when it just isn't. Although addressed to me, the cards could have been aimed at the station as a whole. Maybe, rather than mocking me, they're from an informant, warning me about something. I'm standing here internalising.'


  'Then there's Oliver Davis, Sir,' said Haynes. 'Too much of a coincidence. It's not just you who thinks these are directly aimed at you. I'm not being narcissistic about it.'


  Jericho didn't reply, didn't turn back.


  'If it was a chain linking people between me and Larrousse,' said Jericho, 'what about the ones in the chain who died last year? It all seems to have been set up for these last two weeks.'


  'Maybe they died anyway,' said Haynes. 'People die. Or maybe whoever was setting this up made a calculation of a trail of murder, and decided that six was the right number, a do-able number. Did some advance work. Perhaps there will turn out to be ten in the chain. Or twenty. Maybe the cards don't relate to specific deaths and were just there to suck you in, to toy with you, taunt you… Maybe it turns out there's a great chain of deaths, all related to you, and ultimately it stops with you and you inherit… I don't know, millions. A chateau. A wine empire.'


  'All right, Sergeant!' barked Jericho. 'All right. I really don't think that's going to happen.'


  He didn't understand it. Somehow he'd thought that when it was revealed to him it would be clear and apparent, but now it was unfolding in stages and he couldn't understand what was happening. He was being swallowed up by it.


  Haynes waited for Jericho to speak again.


  'OK, that's the Tarot side of it,' Jericho said eventually. 'Now the other half.'


  He finished the sentence, as he frequently did, almost as if he were running out of words.


  'So far,' said Haynes, 'we have no connection between the cards and the show. No seeming connection at any rate, apart from the timing. That's one coincidence that could be just that. Someone sending you all these cards is one thing. But the timing of an entire TV show, and all that it entails, in order just to set you up in some way? Unless you're related to Lorraine Allison. You think that's possible?'


  'I doubt it. If the idea we're following here is of people dying in a chain, so that ultimately I find myself the beneficiary of something that I wouldn't have if that person hadn't died… that's a lot of people who are going to have to be killed around Lorraine Allison. She's got a mum, dad, three brothers, fuck knows how many other people.'


  'OK. So how about they're just looking for you to be in the public spotlight as much as possible? You've been in the public eye before, but it's been a while. A long while. This way, they get you in the newspapers for another couple of weeks, and then boom, this thing comes out. DCI Jericho and the trail of death, and it's all about money.'


  Haynes let out a long sigh as he said it. Put like that it seemed utterly absurd. Or maybe not absurd. Maybe complicated and entangled and ridiculously far-fetched, yet not impossible.


  'I'm being set up by the entertainment industry?' said Jericho, turning around. He smiled. 'Television and the newspapers and god knows who else?'


  'They're all in it together,' said Haynes, 'all owned by the same few companies and individuals.'


  'That's nice that they should hold me in such high regard. I could see it if they were setting up David Beckham or the Prime Minister. What the fuck's the point in setting up an unattractive, miserable, middle-aged police officer? Really?'


  'Am I supposed to contradict that you're unattractive?'


  Jericho gave Haynes the appropriate look.


  'Maybe that's something else we need to be checking out,' said Haynes.


  Jericho nodded. He had fully turned round, and had straightened his shoulders. Haynes could tell from his body language. He'd had enough sorting out where they were, and it was time to get on.


  'How long until Dylan gets here?' asked Jericho.


  'Not long. Fifteen, twenty minutes maybe.'


  'OK. I'll deal with her, and then I'll try to get on with looking for Sergeant Light, if I can. Can't leave that to Shackleton.'


  'Assuming she's been taken off to the same place as Allison, you're going to have a bit of a search.'


  'Yes,' said Jericho. 'But the more he does it, the more chance there is of him making a mistake, leaving something behind. And while we don't know how willingly Allison went, despite the manner in which she came back, we can be fairly certain that Sergeant Light did not go of her own volition.'


  He checked his watch. He felt the darkness of the worst of his moods encroaching. He had to keep his shoulders straight, keep thinking positively. Stay focussed, not let the shadows intrude.


  He nodded, surprised Haynes by tapping him on the shoulder and walked from the room.


  Chapter 49


  



  Not for the first time Jericho had come looking for CCTV footage from a particular period of time, and once again he had found that it had either been erased or had never been taken in the first place.


  Unlike the Lorraine Allison disappearance, this one had been very specifically cropped short. There was a thirty-minute window. There was footage of Jericho leaving Sergeant Light's room, and of him getting into the lift, and at that point it was cut off. It came back on again twenty-nine minutes and fifty-three seconds later. There was no more sign of Jericho moving around, and naturally neither was there any sign of Sergeant Light.


  As Jericho watched the last few moments before the CCTV blacked out, he once more had the uncomfortable feeling that he was rather splendidly and precisely being set up. Not only was there nothing to indicate how and when Sergeant Light had left the building, there was nothing to tell of how Allison's body came to be dumped in her room and there was nothing to show that Jericho had returned to his own room and stayed there.


  If anyone chose to interpret the evening's events as something in which Jericho might well have been complicit, then Jericho had nothing to prove otherwise.


  If the other two police officers in the room had any such notion, they did not share it with Jericho. Indeed, it was not until Shackleton arrived that they realised that Jericho ought not to even have been there.


  At finding the man he had just replaced sticking his nose into his investigation, Shackleton was not surprised, but he was exceptionally annoyed.


  Deep breath, he quelled the objections which were queuing up to find a way out of his mouth, and indicated the door.


  'Your Superintendent is waiting. She's taken up the room two along from Sergeant Light's.'


  Jericho nodded and left, as Shackleton viewed the attending officers with anger. He would take his annoyance with Jericho out on them.


  * * *


  Superintendent Dylan had brought three officers up with her, but had cleared the room as soon as Jericho arrived. She was in the process of installing herself, making the bedroom as much like an office as possible.


  The bed had just been removed. Jericho stood in the space.


  'How long had this relationship been going on?' asked Dylan. She hadn't said hello.


  'We'd had sex twice in the last week,' Jericho. 'The only relationship beyond that was work.'


  'Would I get the same answer from Sergeant Light?'


  Jericho did not answer.


  'Are there any women at the station with whom you haven't had sex?'


  Jericho did not answer that either. In the beginning Dylan had found herself inexplicably drawn to him, just as most women did, and Jericho, unable to stop himself, had either drawn her in or allowed himself to be drawn in by her. He had never thought about it long enough to decide which way round it had happened.


  For the first eight years after his wife had vanished, he hadn't so much as looked at another woman. Then there had been a strange night with his wife's cousin, and it had opened the floodgates within him. Although he did not think of it in such terms, he needed the physical closeness to compensate for the total lack of emotional depth in any of his relationships or friendships, for the guilt at his inability to solve the mystery surrounding Amanda's disappearance, and more than anything, to compensate for the horrible black depths of his loneliness.


  Their one night in bed, followed by Jericho's cold shoulder the following morning, had been the beginning of Dylan's antipathy towards him, an antipathy which Dylan had been small enough to allow to grow into wrath and contempt.


  'Do you have anything that you think might help in the investigation into her disappearance?'


  Jericho stared at her, once more did not answer. She was staring back, her gaze hardening, becoming more and more angry.


  'I take it you claim that once you left her room last night, you did not return and had no further contact with her?'


  Jericho wondered how much accusation there was in the question. Rather a lot, he supposed.


  'That's correct,' he said.


  She breathed out heavily again; her gaze dropped to the floor. How many times had they been through this kind of routine, thought Jericho? This kind of pointless game, where she asked him questions and he told her nothing? Did the fact that this was more serious, that there was an officer's life at stake, really make it any different from all the other times?


  'I sent you up here to blend in. Do a job, not put a foot out of line, and stay out the news. Instead, what have we got? Every day… every fucking day I look in the paper and there you are. What is it? Are you addicted to this shit? Are you incapable of doing anything without splashing yourself all over the fucking papers?'


  Her charges were utterly preposterous, but the questions delivered in such a way that Jericho well knew there was little point in defending himself. He had finished talking for the moment.


  'I've stuck my neck out for you, possibly for the last time,' she said. 'You're suspended pending this investigation into Sergeant Light's disappearance. I personally don't think you have anything to do with it, but you know what? There are going to be people who do, and you know how happy I am that I'm about to have to spend all my time defending your arse? How happy do you think?'


  Jericho did not drop his gaze. It was moments like this that made him hate everyone else on the planet.


  'You'll stay up here for another night in case anyone off the investigation wants to take a statement. Tomorrow morning, assuming you've been given the all-clear, you're going back down to Wells. You're suspended from duty until further notice, so do not go to the station. Go home and stay there. Sit beside your phone. Do not fucking move an inch, unless it's to open the door to another officer bringing you in.'


  His eyes stayed steady on hers; she did not have such consistency of gaze.


  'Do we understand each other, Chief Inspector? Go to your room. I think you've done enough damage for one investigation.'


  Jericho turned and walked out.


  * * *


  He went straight to his room, packed his bag and walked to the lift. As the doors pinged and slid open, he was greeted by one of the officers with whom Dylan had travelled up from Wells.


  They looked at each other, Constable Drew standing in the entrance to the lift.


  'The Superintendent asked me to make sure you never left your room, Sir,' said Drew.


  'Tell her you never saw me,' said Jericho.


  Drew stared at him and then lifted his eyes to the CCTV camera on the wall, looking down upon them. Jericho glanced over his shoulder, then turned back to the constable.


  'Tell her you told me to stop and that I told you to fuck off.'


  Drew looked at Jericho, his actions becoming more and more tentative, despite his best intentions.


  'Now fuck off, Constable,' said Jericho.


  There was a short pause during which Drew realised that Jericho was being serious, and then he stepped forward out the lift, allowing Jericho to enter. Immediately Jericho pressed for the ground floor.


  'Give me forty-five seconds,' said Jericho as the doors started to close.


  The lift opened on the ground floor. Jericho stepped out and quickly walked through the hotel lobby and within a minute of leaving the constable had become part of London life on the street.


  Chapter 50


  



  Sometimes Washington liked to imagine himself as Robert De Niro playing Al Capone in The Untouchables. He would look at something with the same sardonic eye, making the choice between rude acceptance or beating someone's head to a bloody pulp with a baseball bat.


  He hadn't yet had a baseball bat installed in his office, but he was thinking about it. He certainly would when he opened up his American office later in the summer – which was still dependant on whether or not he managed to sell the idea of America's Got Justice to the networks – and they would respect the presence and idea of the bat much more than a Brit would.


  He was looking at the viewing figures for the previous few nights. The numbers for Wednesday were pretty good, although naturally lower than they'd been for the weekend shows.


  He looked up; his eyes cast around the collected flange of television executives.


  'One mustn't be too harsh, but let's just say that purely from a viewing figures perspective, it's a good thing that Lol's dead. Now how are we going to make the most of it?'


  'We have to be careful what we do it with it,' said Morris. 'Now that it's a murder enquiry the police are going to want us not talking about it.'


  'You know what?' said Washington, cutting her off before she could say anything further. 'Fuck the police. Fuck them. What have they contributed to this show so far? Let's not forget, we paid them for their involvement, and we're not just paying for whatever legitimacy they think we're going to get from them. They're supposed to be contributing. So what do they send us? Some fucking deadbeat. They go out of their way to find the dreariest wanker on Planet Earth, a man with no feel for television and utter disdain for the great work we're trying to do here. Then he fucks his assistant, very possibly for all we know murders her and hides her body, and then fucks off. Anyone know where he is now?'


  Heads were shaken around the table.


  'I heard he'd been told to stay at the hotel and he jumped ship,' said one. 'No one knows where he's gone.'


  Washington held his hands open in a gesture of giving in to the inevitable.


  'See what I'm saying?' he said. 'Fucking police. I'll tell you what we're going to do. We're going to make whatever show we fucking want, we're going to say what we want, and we are going to get our own three special investigators onto the task of tracking down Lol's killer. And would any of us be surprised if oh… it turns out to be DCI Jericho all along?'


  There were a few blank expressions.


  'That doesn't seem very likely,' said one of the others. A small nameless executive, who was ever destined to stay that way.


  'At the very least,' said Washington, slightly taken aback that someone had picked up on the outrageousness of his previous suggestion, 'I suspect that it will emerge he knew far more about what was going on than he previously let on. Claudia?' he said sharply.


  Claudia looked up from her iPad.


  'Yes?'


  'What are they doing now?' said Washington. 'The Three?'


  'They're at the hotel with a film crew,' said Claudia. 'Looking for clues.'


  'Tasty,' said Washington. 'Who's in charge, or are they just running loose, like, I don't know, Scooby fucking Doo or something?'


  'Cher,' she said. 'She's the only one who's competent.'


  'So, we're just handing her the win?' said Washington.


  Claudia smiled and shrugged. She had in front of her an e-mail from Fox. A job offer. She was on her way to New York. Washington could go and suck his own cock.


  'She's favourite. She's walking away with it. But then, sometimes favourites fall at the last hurdle, and that makes for even better TV, doesn't it? Plenty of time yet for bad things to befall Cher.'


  She looked back at her iPad so that she could reread the enormous amount of money on offer. Washington, recognising a change in her demeanour, looked at her for a while, then once more embraced the rest of the meeting with his strange smile.


  Chapter 51


  



  There was a movement in the corner. Sergeant Light's eyes shot open; her senses once again sprang to life. Muscles tensed, her arms, legs and midriff straining against the bonds which held her to the same table where Lol and Lewis had been brutalised. She was still naked, but did not feel cold.


  She had been dosing but had not properly slept since waking up twelve hours previously in the boot of the car.


  Almost as soon as Jericho had left her the previous evening, there was a knock at the door. She was still lying naked in her bed, and assumed that Jericho had forgotten something. She made the mistake – for which she was still kicking herself – of not looking through the peep hole, and had opened the door. She was flattened, knocked unconscious, by a single punch to the forehead.


  Slowly she'd come round in the car. Her forehead throbbed. Her legs and arms were stiff and cramped, but they were not bound. They were driving fast and in a straight line, so were clearly on either a dual carriageway or motorway. It lasted a long time. She tried counting at some point, to focus her mind, attempt to get some sort of time frame perspective, but it went on so long that she couldn't concentrate; the long list of numbers drifted away.


  She felt she had to be poised and ready for when the car stopped, and the boot was opened. Her attacker was formidably strong, but whatever the circumstances, she needed to get the upper hand.


  She would be no match for him in a straight fight. She would have to fake unconsciousness, and then when she had the opportunity, take him by surprise. Even then she would have no more than a second or two. Whatever blow she struck would have to be precise and disabling, at least giving her enough time to take a second strike. The windpipe or the testicles.


  At the very least, she would need to give herself time to talk.


  By the time the car stopped she was ready. She had been stretching her arms and legs and back as much as possible in the confines of the boot, so that she wouldn't be too stiff to move. The driver door opened and closed, footsteps crunched on gravel around the side of the car.


  She heard a key in a lock. He entered the house. The door did not close. She tried to control her breathing. As long as she was going to pretend to be incapacitated, she would have to control her breathing.


  She could hear the sea. That would explain the long trip. She wondered which coast they had come to, but given that she had been unconscious for some of the journey, she had no way of telling how long they'd been travelling.


  The footsteps crunched back; the lock clicked in the boot. She rested her head at an awkward angle. She waited.


  In one swift movement, Durrant pulled back the tarpaulin and slammed his fist back into Light's forehead. He had no idea whether or not she was awake, but he wasn't going to give her the sporting opportunity to fight back.


  When she had awoken for a second time, she was immediately aware that this time she'd been bound. There was no gag around her mouth. She lay in silence for a long time, becoming accustomed to her surroundings. Nothing. Not a sound, not even the sea. She had either been moved again or, more likely, the house was very well sound insulated. There was little point in shouting, and at this stage all it was likely to do was bring her captor back into the room. She needed to speak to him, but she didn't understand what was going on. When he came back, if there was any way possible, it had to be on her terms.


  She needed time. She relaxed as much as possible and then began to probe her bonds, to see how much give there was in each of them. Not an inch, was her quick realisation. She was bound tight to a hard table, no comfort allowed. Any movement at all and she felt pain in her wrists, ankles and stomach. Her shoulders and buttocks also hurt from the way she was lying, but she wasn't able to adjust her position. She could move her toes and her fingers, and her neck was free, so she could turn her head to the side.


  Although she had been bound tight, she had not been brutalised in the way that Lol had during her incarceration.


  The room was in complete darkness. She realised that the overall effect was extremely sinister, a fertile ground for the imagination. But then didn't people immerse themselves in sensory depravation for pleasure? In any case, she couldn't allow her imagination to run free about her surroundings; she didn't have to fear an unseen menace in the dark. She had to fear the man who possibly kidnapped Lorraine Allison, who was incredibly strong and at whose mercy she lay.


  Then there was the slightest noise. A rustle. It seemed to echo through the room, an explosion of sound.


  She lay still, tensed. She wasn't alone. Was there another captive in the room? Or a rat? She hated rats. She presumed that it wasn't the man who had attacked her, for why would he be operating without the lights on? Yet he was the only frame of reference she had about this place. The man and the sea. And she couldn't hear the sea.


  The rustle came again. She remained tensed in her bondage, the hairs on the back of her neck standing on end, trying to control her breathing, fear washing over her.


  The rustling increased; there was a gentle thump, then someone groaned.


  * * *


  Jericho hadn't seen his sister for nearly a year. They got on well, but their lives were so completely different that they drifted in and out of each other's. Her husband, a banking executive with Rothschild's, clearly had no idea how to take Jericho, had always been completely unable to talk to him, and as a result was usually quite happy when weekends and months went by and his wife hadn't made the arrangement she'd been intending to make with her brother.


  She was surprised when she found Jericho standing on the doorstep, although it went quickly. Unexpected arrivals were the least she had come to think her brother capable of.


  He walked in without a word, and five minutes later they were sitting at the kitchen table, a cup of coffee in front of each of them.


  'You're never going to get over her, are you?'


  It was the first thing that either of them had said. They hadn't talked about Amanda in almost seven years, but they had both thought enough about her, and had thought many of the same things.


  Jericho knew that Mary wouldn't have been watching Britain's Got Justice, just as she wouldn't have been reading the newspaper reports. She would, however, have seen the front pages whether she wanted to or not. And she would have thought what he suspected she always thought, that in recent years he had continued to sleep around with as many women as possible in a pointless effort to escape the heartache and loneliness that had consumed him since he lost Amanda.


  He didn't answer. Shook his head. Like many, he was a different person when with his family, although in Jericho's case it did not really manifest itself in any outward way. He still didn't say much; the change was mostly internal. He felt he could not be so rude, and therefore was unable to hide behind his standard defence mechanism.


  'I saw the news this morning. Have you been removed from the case? Removed from that dreadful programme?'


  He took a long drink of coffee. By the time it emerged from her caffetiere it was never very hot.


  'I removed myself from the case before they could. That's officially removed from the case.' He raised his eyes, and she understood. Her brother would never stop working on any case on which he'd begun. 'Don't know about the show. I'm sure they'd happily put me in a cage so that people could throw shit at me.'


  She made a face at his use of the word shit, and he made a slight movement of his head in apology.


  'What can I do for you?' she said. 'A bed for the night and somewhere to hide?' she asked, smiling.


  He didn't return the smile.


  'There's been something weird going on…. doesn't matter.' He looked up at her again. 'This is… have you ever done a family tree, anything like that? Or has anyone?'


  She smiled curiously.


  'Robert, you're not desperate for some long lost relatives?'


  He smiled ruefully this time.


  'There's something been going on. I'm not going to tell you about it. I just need to know if there's any sort of extended family we know about. As many names as possible. I need you to get a piece of paper and write down every family member you can think of.'


  'You're serious?'


  He didn't reply.


  'Of course you're serious,' she said. 'You and jokes belong in different planes of existence.'


  'Thank you,' he said. 'I need it now. Get something to write on, and your address book and your phone, and let's start putting something together.'


  She sat back, slightly surprised. It was rare for her brother to slip into work mode in private. In fact, she wasn't sure she'd ever witnessed it before. A different man.


  'I'm not one of your spotty young constables, Robert, you know,' she said.


  He didn't reply, just answered with a look across the table. She got to her feet, walked over to a neat letter rack at the end of one of the kitchen worktops, beside the microwave oven. At the front of the pile was an A5 brown envelope, which she passed over to him.


  'I'll get some paper. In the meantime, you can read this. Came in yesterday. I was going to call you actually. I suppose… Yes, yes, I'll get the paper.'


  She knew how his mind worked. It would be no fluke that she was sitting in possession of that letter, while he came round the following day to enquire after a list of relatives. No fluke at all.


  Jericho took the short letter out of the envelope as his sister walked quickly from the room.


  * * *


  'Where is he, Sergeant?'


  Haynes turned. He wasn't surprised that the superintendent had come looking for him. It was bound to happen sooner or later.


  Haynes was sitting alone in a room in the local police station, trawling through CCTV footage. Checking the nearest cameras to the hotel, checking at the approximate times that Sergeant Light and Lorraine Allison had been taken – although in Allison's case it was much more difficult to be specific – and hoping that they'd been kidnapped using the same car and taken in the same direction. Any car that appeared in both time frames heading in the same direction need not automatically be the person they were looking for, but it would give him something to go on, which was better than aimlessly trawling around London drinking coffee and thinking himself into a dead end.


  He had not turned automatically when the door had opened.


  He did not answer. Held his hands out in ignorance.


  She gritted her teeth.


  'Don't start pulling your boss's taciturn bullshit, Sergeant. When was the last time you saw him?'


  'In his room. We discussed the case. I said I was going to come and do this, he said he was going to see you. Did he not?'


  'Yes, he did. Told him to stay in his room. He didn't.'


  'Did you expect him to, Ma'am?'


  'What?'


  Haynes found himself in one of those situations where he decided, much as Jericho usually did, that it was better to keep the answer to a question in his head.


  'Have you had contact with him in the last hour?'


  'No, Ma'am, I haven't.'


  She seethed. Jericho, she was at least pleased to realise, was not going to survive the investigation. She didn't want him on her force, and now she had a good reason for getting rid of him, and it was a fair bet that no one else would want him either.


  'They want you at the television studio,' she said curtly, and put her hand to the door.


  'What?' he said. 'I'm doing…'


  'I know what you're doing. You're searching for a fucking needle, that's what you're doing. Now get over there, and you can deputise for your boss, wherever he is.'


  Haynes took a last look at the two screens, made a note of what time he'd reached, and then got to his feet.


  By the time he'd reached the television studio he knew how he would play it.


  * * *


  'It's dull as shitwater,' said Claudia. 'No. Just, no.'


  'You film it for two minutes…' began Haynes, but she wasn't listening.


  'No, Sergeant. If you want to suggest a car chase, then fine. Our people, our three brave and decent people who have done training that you would not believe over the last few weeks… they are, and I'm serious when I say this, more highly qualified in all sorts of shit now than most of the police service, and they're not spending the next three hours looking at fucking CCTV footage. What kind of fucking show do you think we're trying to make here?'


  'I'm not asking them to.'


  She paused. She stared across the desk. She was standing with her hands held at her side, her feet a yard apart. She looks like Ronaldo, thought Haynes suddenly. Just about to take a free-kick. He stopped himself laughing. She looks so like Ronaldo, he thought, that she must have modelled her stance on his.


  'What,' she said very slowly, 'are you asking them to do?'


  'Your three guys do whatever it is you want them doing. Car chases, shoot outs, whatever. I don't care. Meanwhile, you get a team of researchers on this. A big team. Draft them in. We need to find any car that was driving around London on Friday evening, and late last night, in the vicinity of the Crowne Plaza. Now, it's not that much of a push. The cameras in the hotel and the ones within a hundred yards were disabled, but once you get round the corners they're back on. It's not outwith the bounds of possibility that we can identify the car that took the women away. If, I admit, it was the same car. If you throw resources at it, and we can identify the car, then we could have someone to legitimately question within the next couple of hours.'


  Claudia was thinking. He could tell because of the way her face had changed slightly. It was a good idea, and one she had to go along with. It was just a matter of how she would back down.


  'And if you're lucky,' said Haynes, 'when you turn up to question the guy with the car, he'll do a runner and you'll get your car chase.'


  Claudia was aware of a feeling of sexual excitement at the thought. This could be her best bit of television yet.


  Chapter 52


  



  'Hello?'


  Sergeant Light asked the question very tentatively. She realised that her voice sounded much too weak. She didn't want to sound this pathetic, even though she was having trouble keeping the fear at bay.


  'Is someone there?' she said, much more firmly. She did not bother to soften her voice. If the room was miked up then she would be picked up regardless. If not, then it would seem unlikely that sound could get out of the room given that she had been left ungagged.


  'Who's that?'


  The voice sounded weak. A man. Light filtered everything as quickly as possible.


  'Sergeant Light,' she said. 'I'm Sergeant Light of the Somerset & Avon Police Force.'


  There was a pause, another grunt as the voice moved its head.


  'Where are we?' he asked.


  'I don't know.'


  'Can't you get me out of here?' he said, and now there was a little more quality to his voice. A quality of desperation. It was a man, mid-twenties she decided, African origin.


  'No,' she said.


  'Why not?'


  He would have said more in other circumstances. Why not if you're the fucking police?


  'I'm tied up,' she said. 'What's your status?'


  She heard him groan and then a noise as he lowered his head. It had been an effort keeping his head upright, talking to her. She realised that it had been stupid to say she was a police officer and then tell him she could do nothing to help.


  'How long have you been here?' she asked.


  Another groan, but no immediate reply. She needed the conversation and hoped she didn't lose him. It felt such a relief to hear another voice in the sepulchral dark.


  'Not sure,' he replied eventually.


  'And you don't know where we are?' asked Light.


  Another negative grunt.


  'Are you bound?' she asked.


  There was another noise from the floor. It sounded as if he might be about to start sobbing. That would constitute losing him just as much as if he retreated inside himself and stopped talking.


  'What's your name?' she asked. 'Quick.'


  'Lewis,' came the reply.


  'Right, Lewis. I can't see you, so I need you to tell me where you are and what your situation is. Can you do that for me?'


  She waited. Lewis sniffed; there was a further rustling. She tried to think of what the sound might be, tried to imagine what position Lewis was in. It didn't sound as if he'd been bound to a table in the same manner as her.


  'On the floor,' said Lewis. 'By the wall. Not sure where. Not far from you. It's not a big room.'


  'Are you bound?' she asked again.


  'No. Not any more.'


  'Have you seen the room with the lights on?' she asked quickly, not wanting to lose the momentum of conversation.


  'Yes,' said Lewis, and the thought of it, the thought of lying there with the lights on, so that he could see everything that was coming, filled him with even more fear.


  The thought of the four things hanging behind him. The four dead things, which he did not understand, which scared him, which were still there, somewhere, in the room with him.


  'Describe it to me.'


  She could hear him whimper. She had to focus on the facts, not on the possibilities, not on why she was lying bound to a table in a dark room.


  'I can't.'


  He sounded like he was starting to cry.


  'Stay with me, Lewis,' she said.


  She closed her eyes. Stay with me. For God's sake, Light, you're not in some shit piece of Sunday evening melodrama.


  'Why aren't you bound, Lewis?' she asked. Nothing. Rustling. 'Why aren't you bound, Lewis?' she asked again, her voice more insistent.


  'Don't know.'


  'Are you hurt?'


  Another pause. He sounded at least like he was trying to control himself.


  'Yes,' he answered eventually.


  'Where?'


  Nothing.


  'Where does it hurt?'


  'All over.'


  She was bound tightly to a table, but there was someone else in the room – a man – who had been dumped unbound in the corner. Why would her kidnapper do that? It could only be because he'd assumed he was dead.


  If that was true, and she had to cling to any kind of advantage they might have, they had to use it. Strangely it felt like a race against time, because there was no time. A dark room with no lights and no sound. Time hardly seemed to exist. He could be back in five seconds, five minutes, five hours. Never.


  Never seemed unlikely. Her mind started to work. What if they caught him? What if the police caught him and he never let on where his prisoners were held? She could lie here for the rest of her life. Which might not be very long.


  Don't think like that.


  'Can you move?'


  Another whimper from the corner.


  'Can you move, Lewis? I need you to move. I need you to get up, come over here and undo whatever's holding me down.'


  He said something that was indistinguishable because of the sobbing.


  'Jesus, Lewis, focus. Really. Focus. I need you to find me and work out how to undo the constraints.'


  Still sobbing.


  'Lewis!'


  Even though she was convinced she couldn't be heard outside the room, she was aware that when she raised her voice she involuntarily began to shout in a whisper.


  'I can't,' he said eventually.


  'Yes, you can, Lewis.'


  'My fingers are broken,' he said, through the sobs. 'They're fucked. My hands are fucked.'


  Sergeant Light closed her eyes.


  Chapter 53


  



  Jane Ray was a clerk in the London offices of the international law firm Manhausen, Seigfried & Schleck. She would have categorised that Thursday morning as a slow day, although there was, as ever, a lot of work to be done.


  She was thirty-one, and had been working as an assistant to a man named Carlton Jeffries for nearly two years. Having started with a determination to move up through the firm as quickly as possible, two years in she found herself in the same place she'd started, amidst a corporate climate of actually having to work for what was coming to you. For a long time.


  She was bored and thinking of leaving. She had friends in the City who worked, as far as she could tell, an average of two hours less each day and were being paid at least double what she earned. It was not – as her young niece liked to say about everything that happened in life – fair.


  Yet she was an intelligent woman, good at her job and, despite her reservations, hard working, especially so when she had something interesting into which to sink her teeth.


  A call came through around ten a.m. from the Paris office. One of their wealthiest clients, Gerard Larrousse, had committed suicide the previous evening. He died leaving no close surviving relatives and, curiously, no will. The only name they had anywhere in terms of a family contact was a Malcolm Motson who lived in Leeds, England. Would the London office be in a position to track down Mr Motson and try to establish the exact nature of the relationship between them?


  She had taken the message and then set up a quick note on the computer to remind her to look at it an hour later. An hour later she extended the note by another hour. She still hadn't chased the matter when the Paris office phoned back to establish whether they had managed to contact Mr Motson. She said she'd been trying, and would get back to them as soon as possible.


  Ten minutes later she set about establishing the whereabouts of Mr Motson. Within a very short space of time she discovered that he too was dead, having been burned to death in his home a few days previously.


  Her interest was immediately piqued, being no stranger to a conspiracy theory. A rich man had died leaving no relatives; the closest person to him, a man who potentially stood to inherit a large sum of money that he might well have had no idea even existed, had also died.


  She was on the trail and she was voracious. Everything else on her desk was immediately dropped. She was on the phone and on the internet, and in the space of a few hours it opened up in front of her, an unfolding drama of death and conspiracy, one name linking quickly and curiously to another.


  She got lucky on a couple of occasions when she found herself requiring confidential information from other law firms where she was owed favours. She called them in; she charged on with her quest.


  While Jericho plodded through the process from the other end, only arriving at the same conclusion as Jane Ray because he knew where it started and where it was going to end, she had the connections made and the process mapped by six in the afternoon.


  That morning's Sun was still lying on a table in the open plan office, and she glanced over at the front cover more and more as she began to realise where the trail from Larrousse's death led.


  It had taken her six hours, and at the end of it she had found a distant relative of Gerard Larrousse who wasn't dead.


  * * *


  The camera had lovingly documented the reaction of the Three Musketeers as they wept at the news of Lol's death. There had been some discussion in the production office about who should be given the task of breaking the news to them. It ought to have been Jericho, but once he'd left the office that morning it seemed a fairly safe bet that he wouldn't be coming back. Sergeant Light had vanished, and although they'd known they would then have Sergeant Haynes in the line-up, they needed to tell the three of them sooner rather than later. They were bound to find out eventually, despite being kept for the time being in isolation, and they wanted their reaction on camera to be real and raw. The three of them had not got to where they were on the back of their acting ability.


  It was decided that Washington would be the best person to break the news. He was the godfather of the show; he was known to have had a thing with Lol; it would make the best television.


  He started with Xav, then Ando, finally Cher. He did not break it gently to any of them. And then, as their tears flowed, he partly looked at them and partly looked at the camera, said that in this job they had to learn to have hardened hearts, and then produced a series of photographs illustrating Lol's bloody, brutalised unrecognisable body.


  Cher had screamed. And screamed. Xav fainted. Ando was sick.


  * * *


  It pained him to do so, but Haynes knew he was under orders to bring the TV people in on everything that he discovered; and he had to admit that the only reason they had identified three cars in the area of the hotel at the time of both disappearances was thanks to the manpower the producers had been able to throw at the problem. The police would likely have taken much longer to find anything.


  And so he walked into the production office where the Three Musketeers were sitting drinking hot cocoa and trying to come to terms with the brutal death of their colleague. It was all being captured on film, and there had been some discussion on whether the show had been cancelled; a discussion that Washington had allowed to take place as lip service to any sort of decency, while of course having every intention of forging ahead.


  As usual in team discussions Washington took part with his MacBook before him, endlessly flicking through news sites trying to get a handle on what was being said about the show; and it was with enormous gratification that he saw that Lol, Jericho, BritainsGotJustice, #BGJffs and he himself were all trending on Twitter.


  Washington had never thought that they'd be able to match the heady days of the peak of the singing and talent shows they'd put on in the late noughties, but Lol's death and the irascible DCI Jericho had been the most extraordinary blessing.


  Cher was agonising on camera over whether to make a unilateral statement of withdrawal. She accepted that the show had to go on, yet at the same time thought it callous and unforgivable. She didn't want to offend anyone, of course. The producers were letting her talk it through, knowing that she would more than likely come to her own decision not to quit, and that if she didn't, then they would come to the decision for her.


  Claudia was spending a lot of time squeezing her arm as if she cared.


  Everyone stopped and looked at Haynes. Haynes found himself looking at Washington. Outside it was already dark, and the early January evening was turning cold and bitter.


  'They've finished searching the databanks of CCTV footage from the hotel environs. We've identified three cars that were captured on film on both evenings in question.'


  Washington smiled and rubbed his hands together, although he did manage to stop himself saying, 'Fuck, yeah!'


  'So we go and get them?' said Claudia, already disengaging her arm from Cher and beginning to stand.


  'You must have, like, car number plate info on computers and shit,' said Ando helpfully, determined that he was going to take every opportunity to say something in a desperate last-ditch effort to endear himself to the voting public.


  'Yes,' said Haynes, looking curiously at him, 'that we do. Unfortunately one of the cars isn't registered, anywhere. If it turns out that this hasn't been a wild goose chase, then the chances are it's that one. We've put out a bulletin for the car, and we've got police forces all over the country checking. But you know, when it comes to this kind of level, it really is a needle in a haystack. Nevertheless…'


  'What about the other two?' asked Claudia, who was halfway between her seat and standing upright, as if stuck in some middling evolutionary step.


  '… nevertheless,' Haynes continued, 'I've set the team we've assembled onto the task of tracking other CCTV cameras in London on those nights in the hope that we see the car again. Particularly last night, as it was much later and there was a lot less traffic about. If we can find what road it was on we can get a better idea of whereabouts in London it was heading, or which way out of the capital.'


  'What about the other two?' said Claudia again, this time with her annoyance not at all concealed.


  'We have their addresses and we're about to go round there now.'


  Claudia heard herself say, 'Hot damn!' and then looked slightly embarrassed as she straightened up.


  'You people are going to want to film it?' he asked.


  He was appalled at the thought, but knew that it was a given. There was at least the plus side that he was the one who was doing it, rather than Shackleton, who he already did not trust.


  'Of course,' said Washington.


  'Is there going to be a car chase?' said Ando, getting to his feet, determined that the camera would look at him.


  'No,' said Haynes dismissively.


  'Maybe,' said Ando, 'you know, maybe we could give them a couple of minutes warning, not long like, and see if they leg it. Then we could chase them with like five cars and a load of helicopters and shit.'


  He looked enthusiastically around the room. The other TV people seemed to like the idea.


  'Don't be stupid,' said Haynes. 'As I said, the chances are that if one of these cars was used in the kidnapping, it's likely to be the one that's not registered. These other two visits are part of the process of ruling people out of the investigation.'


  'That's bullshit!' ejaculated Claudia, finding Haynes every bit as annoying as Jericho.


  'What is?' asked Haynes dryly.


  'You've already made your mind up. We could be about to turn up on the doorstep of some deranged killer. Shouldn't we get all sorts of back up, an armed SWAT team, all that stuff?'


  'Because that's what would happen on TV?'


  'Yes,' said Claudia. 'That's what people expect. How stupid are you going to look if it turns out one of these men is the killer and you've arrived with three trainees and a soundman?'


  'And how stupid are we going to look if we turn up with an armed response unit and it turns out they were each on their way home from an evening shift at Burger King?'


  He looked around the room, aware that he was instantly filling Jericho's shoes in terms of contempt for these people and this process.


  'We're leaving now. Anyone who wants to come, then come. But no bullshit and no overreacting.'


  He walked out. Everyone followed except Cher, who was staring at the table, her eyes once more beginning to fill with tears.


  Chapter 54


  



  Jericho sat in a café at Victoria station watching the passers-by. He had removed the coat that he seemed to wear permanently, as he realised that it was his most identifiable feature. Mary had given him one of her husband's old hats, which Jericho now sat beneath, with it pulled down over his forehead. He looked slightly odd, and yet no one really noticed him, this man who had been on more front pages in the last three days than any of the bloated, plastic, deformed C-listers who usually dominated the country's newstands.


  He wasn't the greatest person with technology, but he did at least know how to muddle his way through the internet on his phone, so as he sat, the dregs of a coffee going cold on the table in front of him, he read the same newspaper home pages that Washington had been reading.


  Every one of them now had a headline about the case, even the broadsheets. Lol was dead, horribly murdered, and the story had been transformed. Conspiracy theorists could run wild and there was a dead celebrity in town. Jericho, who had gradually been becoming the villain of the piece – at least in the eyes of the newspapers – was dragged onto the home pages of many of them.


  Lol Dead As Randy Copper Kicked Off Case yelled the Mirror, once more using the picture of Jericho leaving Sergeant Light's hotel room.


  Heroic Lol Dead, Rozzers In Turmoil: The Sun Demands, What The F**k Is Going On?


  The Spook, The Chief, The Plod And Her Lover, said the Telegraph, over pictures of respectively, Lol, Dylan, Light and Jericho. Bit of a stretch, he thought, without anything of a smile on his face.


  And so it went on, a panoply of outrage and concern, fear and loathing and ridicule, with enormous levels of excitement surrounding the fact that Lol's body had been discovered by Jericho in Sergeant Light's bedroom, two facts which gave weight to the very possibility that Jericho was responsible for the murder.


  He read it all without so much as an ounce of judgement or concern, except for one thing which made him angry and filled him with concern for how this was going to progress over the following couple of days. The press already had much more information than they should have had, and which they would have done had he been in charge of the investigation. Which meant that someone in the police was either happily leaking information at an alarming rate, or else giving the television production company far too much respect and passing them case details concerning Lol's death which they somehow expected to be treated with discretion.


  He sat in Victoria station for an hour and a half. Hiding in plain sight. He kept his head down and followed the evolving story throughout. Much of what was written was utterly fatuous, but it didn't mean that he wouldn't be able to pick up any useful pieces of information.


  At one point he came across a site which stated that he had not only been kicked off the investigation, but that he had been told he was likely to be taken into police custody and had consequently absconded. This was an exciting development that soon spread across all the news sites he was following.


  As he sat in a café, doing nothing, having not developed his part in the story in any way over a long afternoon, he had evolved into a suspect. The suspect. The police hadn't actually said as much yet. They hadn't, in fact, made any official comment about Jericho at all, yet to the media it seemed quite apparent.


  No one runs unless they've got something to hide.


  Since leaving Mary's house he had been wondering what to do next. He had sat with his sister compiling a list of names, as she made a few phone calls on his behalf. They sketched a rough family tree, as much as they could at short notice without employing an outside agency.


  He did not suppose they were going to be able to completely explain away the six death cards he'd received, but he now knew he didn't need to. He had the connection to him, through Oliver Davis, and he had the obvious connection to the final card with the grotesque sight of Gerard Larrousse suspended from a fourth floor window. It seemed obvious that there would be a trail between Davis and Larrousse, which would ultimately mean a connection between Jericho and Larrousse. A connection that someone, somewhere, had obviously made some time ago.


  He realised he was drawing a large amount of conclusions in going from one to the other, yet it seemed quite obvious that it all tied together. The discussion with Mary had been an attempt to gather a little more proof, and so it had.


  Jericho had been surprised to learn that she knew the name Miranda Miller, the woman who died in the surfing accident, that she was someone she had heard their mother talk about many years previously. When Jericho pointed out that she'd been only twenty-seven when she'd died, she decided that it must have been their father.


  They found out that one of the other, far removed relatives that they included in the list, had died in the past week, and this was in addition to the letter which Mary had let him see on his arrival.


  Another firm of lawyers, another death, someone else chasing the nearest surviving relative to inherit what had been left by the recently departed. They had already contacted the lawyers representing the estate of Oliver Davis, through which Jericho was connected to this other deceased. He would likely, the letter stated, also be hearing from Oliver Davis' estate.


  It was all falling into place, all very obvious, and ultimately the time he spent with Mary had been unnecessary. He'd known where it was leading, and there were enough lawyers queuing up to tell him what was quickly unfolding and becoming apparent.


  The reason for spending the time had been to escape, give himself space to think. Unfortunately he was still thinking. What would come next?


  If he was being set up, would the extent of it continue until he had actually been implicated in six deaths? Would he be required to prove that he'd had nothing to do with them? Would he be forced to trawl through the previous couple of weeks, trying to remember what he'd been doing on any given evening? Perhaps beyond that, as he had come across people in the chain who had died the previous year.


  With a harsh, rueful smile he realised that that was the kind of thing which he regularly demanded of suspects.


  Where were you five weeks ago on Monday?


  Now he was about to become the one who was being asked the questions. So, did he spend the time before they caught up with him establishing his whereabouts for each of the deaths, or did he get on with his investigation into finding out what the hell was going on?


  It had to be the latter, and all he had to do was work out where to start.


  He got to his feet and began to walk through the station. He needed to get money before disappearing into the system, and he probably needed to give himself more of a makeover than taking off his coat and wearing a hat.


  As he moved through the train station, his shoulders even more hunched than normal, the hat pulled low over his eyes, his eyes looking at the dirty ground, he began to be overcome by a dreadful, sapping melancholy.


  Did he care? Everything about what had happened so far suggested that he was at the centre of some elaborate setup. Whoever had sent the cards had been toying with him.


  Ultimately what hold were they going to have over him? His career had been as good as over for nearly ten years. For all that time he'd been a bloke sitting at a desk waiting to retire, retirement being that thing that was going to occupy him before he died. And death…. death would be a release.


  His wife was gone, they'd had no children. He cared nothing for the endless series of women that occupied his bed and his time. He cared nothing for the police service, or the station. And although he tried to care for the likes of Haynes and a few of his contemporaries, he was aware that it was a feeling that did not run deep. He would do anything that was required for Haynes, yet perhaps that was because of his own complete lack of interest in himself, rather than his compassion for Haynes.


  What was there that they could do to him, he wondered, as he stood on the escalator to the Underground. Yet at the same time, he knew it was too casual a thought, too flippant. They can always do something.


  In any case, it was built into him. He needed to find out what was going on, and not just because he was at the centre of it. It had, at the very least, aroused some curiosity in him.


  He needed space. A change of clothes, a hotel room, no suspicions. Pen and paper, head down, try to work something out.


  Things like this didn't just fly out of the blue. It was all about him, and he knew more about himself than anyone else on the planet. He had to sit down, stop feeling so bloody miserable, and identify whatever it was in his past that might have led to this kind of attention.


  Chapter 55


  



  'What in the name of fuck do you think you're doing?' shouted Haynes, a strained shout, trying not to raise his voice.


  He was walking up the front path belonging to one of the drivers whose cars they'd identified from the CCTV footage. His intention had been to ring the bell, the cameras at a reasonable distance behind him, the two trainees strategically positioned either side of him, but with strict orders to keep quiet.


  What hadn't been part of the plan, was for the two of them to pull guns from shoulder holsters, and approach the house from either side of the path, the guns lowered dramatically at the end of straight arms, dashing from bush to bush.


  'Where did you get them? Where did you get them?'


  Neither Ando nor Xav had anything to say on the matter. They kept their guns down, poised to fight. They also lowered their eyes, happy to let Claudia, who had come along and was standing at the back with the cameraman, take the flak.


  'Who the fuck gave you the right to carry weapons?' said Haynes, now directing his questions at Claudia.


  It was dark, and the front path was illuminated only by the nearby streetlight. There was a light smearing rain in the air, and Claudia's face looked slightly demonic in the wet orange neon glow.


  'Didn't you see that episode?' she said.


  'What?'


  'You must have seen the episode. The firearms episode. It had our highest ratings, or at least it had until the past week and this dreadful business with Lol.'


  'I don't care about the firearms episode.'


  'Well, if you'd paid attention,' snapped Claudia, 'you wouldn't be picking this incredibly tense moment to question it. We were given full authority by the Met for the contestants who passed the firearms training to use their weapons in real life, actual tense situations, where, you know, it was considered appropriate for firearms to be drawn.'


  'Considered appropriate by whom?'


  'Me,' she snarled.


  She held his gaze for a moment, full of ire and hubris and confidence and triumph. Haynes turned away and looked at Xav.


  'Give me that,' he said.


  Xavier immediately looked abjectly at Claudia, who stared daggers at him, don't you dare written all over her face.


  Xavier did not move, so Haynes took two strides towards him and snatched the gun out of his hands, then he made sure the safety catch was on and thrust the gun inside his belt behind his back.


  By the time he'd got to Ando, Ando had already given up any thought of hanging onto his weapon, and was holding it out towards Haynes.


  'Fucking idiot,' said Haynes as he grabbed it from him, although the words were really directed at Claudia.


  A light came on above the front door, the door opened, a man in his forties looked down from the wooden door of his semi-detached three-bedroomed house at the people on his front path. Ando, Xav, Claudia, the cameraman, the soundman, and Detective Sergeant Haynes, with a gun in his hands.


  'What the fuck?' said the man at the door. Martin Lawes, a station guard who worked shifts at Charing Cross. Naturally his eyes drifted first to the camera, but then he noticed the gun and backed away, putting some of his body behind the door. His eyes widened, he looked frightened.


  Haynes automatically stored the weapon in the same place as the other, and then took a step or two forward, his arms raised slightly away from his sides.


  Ando dived onto the dirt behind a bush, Xav pressed himself back against a wall. The cameraman and soundman closed in a few paces, getting a great shot of a householder terrified by a police officer, juxtaposed with that officer raising his arms in abject supplication.


  Claudia didn't move, but she did squeal with delight.


  Chapter 56


  



  Jericho had had a good couple of hours. Head down, he'd taken the train and walked through London. He'd never intended going far. Booked himself into a small hotel two blocks away from the Tottenham Court Road, not far from the bottom end of Regent's Park.


  He'd walked along Oxford Street and shopped in a couple of small, cramped stores. The kind that were less likely to have CCTV in the corner, or at any rate, less sophisticated versions of the technology.


  His initial thought had been to buy casual clothes, but that was something in which he was liable to feel more uncomfortable as they would be so unnatural for him. Instead, he went the other way, and bought a sharp suit, crisp white shirt and a new tie, a few steps up in sharpness from his usual shambling shirt and tie combination.


  He stopped to buy himself a bacon roll and some water, which he had eaten and drunk while walking up the back streets behind Tottenham Court Road, and then he'd booked himself into a small hotel, paying with cash at the desk.


  His room was small, simply furnished. The window had a heavy net curtain and if he pulled that back he could see a small alleyway containing several skips full of rubbish and a small, burned-out Fiat.


  He changed, straightened his new tie, studied himself in the mirror, and then sat down at the small desk with a notebook and started making a list.


  Everyone he had convicted over the years. The list was long. The list of people he had tried to convict and had failed was blank; the only case he could never truly solve, that of his missing wife, might not have been a case at all. Amanda, for all he had ever known, might well have got on a plane to Australia and never looked back.


  At first he just tried to remember everyone, no matter how trivial. He concentrated his memories on his London days, as that seemed far more likely. In his London days he'd been a player; a player in crime prevention and detection. Since his move to Wells nine years previously, he'd been drifting. One could never rule anyone out, never strike anything off a list as being too unlikely just because it sounded far-fetched, because people did the weirdest things for the weirdest motives. However, this thing that was engulfing him, that had brought him up to London and had now thrust him into the shadows, felt too big to be as a result of an arrest for drunken assault or petty theft.


  He wrote down everything he could remember, and then spent a short time cross-referencing. When he was done he made himself a cup of coffee from the packets that were sitting beside the kettle, remembered how much he hated instant coffee, then tipped it down the sink and made himself a cup of tea. Then he went through the list once more, and this time he made judgement calls on what he thought would be too insignificant. It could just as easily have been any one of them, but at this stage he was not in a position to check out every single name on the list. He had to start somewhere, which would be with the biggest four or five cases, the cases where someone had lost the most as a result of the actions of DCI Jericho.


  Not long after 8pm, as that evening's sensational episode of Britain's Got Justice had just got underway, Jericho sat back, a list of five names in front of him.


  He stood up and stretched his arms out to the sides. He needed to speak to Haynes.


  * * *


  Haynes was sitting on the set of Britain's Got Justice, live on television. Not something for which he'd been prepared.


  The talk was sensational, or at least sensationalist. Everyone was shocked, horrified, devastated. People blamed themselves; albeit no one who did so actually meant it. People cried. They showed three pictures of Lol's broken and bloody corpse, apologising profusely each time for doing so.


  Haynes, of course, was not there to provide expert police advice or opinion. He was there to be the brunt of the collective anger of the show. Of the nation, Washington said. The audience howled in indignation whenever Haynes tried to answer a question.


  How could the police have let this happen? What kind of world was it when the police had no control? Why had Haynes just sat back and said nothing while Jericho had spent the night shagging?


  Elroy, who had been brought down as a suspect to be bated and interrogated, now sat off-set detached, unlikely to be brought out of the wings. His presence on-stage would only have detracted from the growing clamour against Jericho.


  Haynes sat and listened to it all with the kind of sullen detachment he'd learned from Jericho. He would have got up and walked at the start of the second commercial break, if not for the fact that he knew that was what they wanted him to do.


  He had his phone in his pocket on silent, and three times between the first two intermissions did he feel the vibration in his pocket.


  'Are you all right?' someone said to him, as he removed the phone from his pocket.


  He looked up. Washington was leaning towards him.


  'You're doing a good job, son,' he said, which contrasted significantly with what he'd just been saying to the cameras as he'd goaded the crowd. 'Would you like a drink? Coffee? Something a bit stronger maybe?'


  Haynes shook his head. Washington smiled some more encouragement, then turned back to the Sugababe on his left. 'Think Cher's holding it together pretty well tonight,' he said. 'Her tits look great in that top.'


  Haynes switched off, read the three texts. The first was from his mum. Straighten your shoulders, and don't be so supine. He smiled; unconsciously his shoulders straightened. The next, he was pleased to see, was from Professor Leighton. He smiled again, a different kind of smile. U never said U were TV star?? Nice suit! The third was from Jericho. Call me now.


  Haynes checked the time on the clock which counted down until they were back on air. Two minutes, seventeen seconds. He dialled the number. Jericho answered immediately.


  'Get the Northern Line to Tottenham Court Road,' he said by way of hello. 'Walk down Oxford Street. I'll find you.'


  'I've just started this show…'


  'What?' barked Jericho.


  Haynes could hear cars in the background, wondered which road Jericho was standing beside.


  'I've taken your place in the panel on the show,' said Haynes.


  'What?' barked Jericho again, although this time in surprise. 'Fuck. When will you be finished?'


  Haynes looked at his watch, completely unnecessarily. He knew how much longer he would be. The show ran until 10pm, and immediately it switched to digital for a further two hours of Britain's Got More Justice, in which Haynes was expected to participate. It was going to be at least four and a half hours, maybe more, before he'd be able to get to Tottenham Court Road.


  'Sergeant,' said Jericho, his voice low.


  'I'm coming,' said Haynes quickly.


  He clicked the phone off before Jericho could say anything else. It would, after all, be an enormous relief to get out of the studio, away from the crowd.


  He stood up, looking at the clock. One minute, six seconds.


  'Time, Sergeant!' barked Washington, tapping an invisible watch on his wrist.


  'I'll just be a minute,' said Haynes, holding up his hand and heading off in the direction of the toilet.


  'Wanker!' he heard someone from the audience call after him as he left the studio floor.


  * * *


  Dylan had wanted Haynes followed on the basis that at some point he would be summoned by Jericho, and Haynes would dutifully trot off to see his master. When she realised that Haynes had left the building without Constable Drew on his tail she was spewing rage.


  Drew had been feeling slightly discomfited at having to follow a fellow officer who, as far as he could tell, had been guilty of nothing other than doing his job. Assuming that Haynes was happily tied up for a couple of hours on the show, he had taken himself off to the studio canteen, to eat dinner slowly, while keeping an eye on the television. As the show returned to the screen they did not display Haynes' empty chair, instead spending the entire segment on a camera angle that excluded Haynes' end of the desk.


  The constable was just beginning to feel a little concerned when his phone rang to tell him that Haynes had left the building. With Haynes' phone bugged, there were currently fifteen officers on their way to discreetly hang around Tottenham Court Road Tube station.


  Unfortunately for the pursuing officers, before splitting up that afternoon Jericho had informed Haynes that if he mentioned a tube station over the phone, he would automatically mean the one further along the line, moving away from Trafalgar Square.


  Haynes duly alighted at Goodge Street, and Jericho duly made himself known to Haynes who then followed him back to the hotel.


  Jericho had picked up two coffees just before he'd picked up Haynes, and now they were back in his hotel room, Jericho sitting in the seat by the desk, Haynes standing by the window.


  'Did you watch any of the show?' asked Haynes, indicating the small television on the wall.


  Jericho shook his head. 'Were you raped?' he asked sourly.


  'Something like that,' said Haynes.


  'I need you to get into the office, wherever. If you can do it up here, fine, if you need to get back to Wells… Just get onto the system and check up on a few people for me.'


  'Sure,' said Haynes. 'I might just go home, get away from here. Especially since Dylan is up here now.'


  'She's staying?'


  'As far as I know.'


  'Two lists,' said Jericho handing over two pieces of paper. 'Trying to think of anyone who's going to hold a grudge.'


  He had scrawled and scribbled as he'd reduced his long list of former clients. He had then tidied it up and made two shorter lists to give to Haynes, with concise information on each to steer him in the right direction. There were five names on the first list, ten on the second.


  'These are people that I've helped put away. Right from the very start.'


  'What's this list?' asked Haynes, indicating the second. 'Blokes whose wives you've slept with?'


  The smile died on Haynes' face as he said it, replaced by a look of apology. There was nothing on Jericho's face.


  'The short list is the people I think most likely. Don't start chasing any of the others until you've done everything you can to track down the first five.'


  Haynes nodded.


  'The list of five are the four men and one woman I helped put away for life.'


  'Any of them likely still to be inside?'


  Jericho shrugged.


  'They're all from the London days, most of them long enough ago that they might have been released by now. Except Merkins. He was in '99. Murder, aggravated assault. Might still be in. And one other.'


  He indicated the bottom of the list.


  'Durrant. He's…. he's a bad man. He'll never get out. There won't be enough years left in the history of civilisation for him to serve the length of sentence he deserves.'


  'Never heard of him,' said Haynes shrugging.


  Jericho nodded.


  'Must have been thirty years ago. Very dangerous. Intelligent, sullen… The story was mostly buried. Got in the papers that he'd been convicted of murder, but the CPS, or whatever the fuck it was called back then, blocked the details. They could do that shit in those days.'


  'What did he do?' asked Haynes, with a certain amount of awe. It was unusual for Jericho to sound impressed by anyone's criminal activity.


  'Torture. He called it scientific experimentation. He wrote papers on pain threshold, using humans as his subjects.'


  'Fuck. How many?'


  'Nine, I think. He'd written up notes on nine, but we only found five bodies. So…. never found out what happened to the others. Or who they were.'


  Haynes looked back at the list, read the short note that Jericho had written beside Durrant's name.


  'Were you the arresting officer?'


  Jericho nodded.


  'It should just be a quick call to make sure he's still inside, then you can concentrate on the others.'


  'Could he have someone working for him on the outside?'


  'Durrant?'


  Jericho had a sudden vision of him, the man at work. Durrant had videoed some of his experiments. Early 1980's, primitive home recording equipment by modern standards, but every second of it was still ingrained into the heads of those officers who had been forced to sit through it.


  There had been several hours of tape, and Jericho and two others had been tasked with watching every minute. They'd been about to send a man away for the rest of his life; they had been detailed not to skip anything. Of course they'd had to watch it all, but what had his bosses thought they might have missed? The moment when Durrant showed some compassion? The moment when the victims looked at the camera and winked?


  He remembered that none of the senior officers involved in the case had looked at more than ten or fifteen minutes of film. The jury had been shown only a few edited highlights. After Jericho had done the editing.


  It hadn't plagued him all these years, long ago managing to put it out of his head. Now it was back. The screaming, the horror, the desperate agony on the faces. The look of business-like, cold calculation of Durrant.


  'No,' said Jericho, 'not Durrant. He never worked with anyone.'


  'A lone wolf?'


  Jericho grunted.


  'Let's call him a lone fucking psychopathic freak. Make sure he's still banged up, then move on to the rest.'


  Haynes checked his watch.


  'Almost ten. Missed the rest of the show. Wonder how they coped without me.'


  'They probably took it off the air,' said Jericho dryly.


  He sat forward, elbows on his knees, hands rubbing his face. The stress of a long day catching up with him, suddenly feeling incredibly tired.


  'You should get some sleep before you head back down the road,' said Jericho. 'You can check that stuff in the morning.'


  'If I get down the road tonight, catch a few hours, I can be at the station by seven.'


  Jericho sighed, finally took his hands away from his face. Haynes thought he seemed to have aged as he sat there, like some low budget Jekyll and Hyde movie when they make the change to the face as its covered by the hands.


  'Ten o'clock?' said Jericho.


  Haynes nodded, and Jericho leaned over and switched on the BBC News at 10, the sound of the opening credits breaking the still of the room.


  They sat in silence. The first image on the screen was a picture of Jericho.


  'Wanted for questioning: nationwide search for the detective who stands to inherit over £15m… Reality TV star found dead, as a police officer goes missing… The police hunt for DCI Robert Jericho, suspected in the deaths of as many as seven people…'


  The full report took almost nine minutes. There was a lot of detail about the Larrousse estate in the Loire, mention of how he had committed suicide after visiting London the previous day, a quick run through the trail of death that led from Larrousse to Jericho, and how the police were at this stage not looking for anyone else in connection with the investigation.


  They watched it all, then Jericho pressed the off button when they'd moved on to continuing unrest in Syria.


  They sat in silence for another few minutes, Haynes waiting for Jericho to say something. Eventually he realised that Jericho might well have shut down for the evening.


  'They didn't get any of that from me,' said Haynes, feeling cheap for saying it. 'I didn't talk to anyone about it.'


  'The cards,' said Jericho. 'We showed the cards to a couple of people.'


  Haynes thought of Professor Leighton. Wondered if he'd said too much, but knew even as he had the thought that he hadn't.


  'How could they know about the ones in between, the path between you and Larrousse?'


  Jericho nodded.


  'Some lawyer must have worked it out,' said Jericho.


  'Bloody quick if they did,' said Haynes.


  Jericho grunted and threw a hand to the side.


  'Fuck. Fucking lawyers. If they… the various steps, from one to the next, those connections will already have been made, it just needed someone to put it together. Some fucking lawyer's always likely to be able to put that shit together more quickly than we are. They talk to one another a lot more freely that they'd ever talk to us.'


  'And then one of them's talked to the press,' said Haynes.


  Jericho stared at the carpet, then checked his watch.


  'Fuck,' he muttered. 'Sorry, Stuart, can I ask another couple of things of you before you go?'


  Haynes nodded. How much sleep did he need anyway?


  'Of course,' he said.


  Chapter 57


  



  Jericho sat up until two in the morning, scribbling on various pieces of paper, notes and thoughts, and lines drawn all over the place trying to make connections.


  If he really was distantly related to someone who owned a French chateau, then who could possibly know about it, and why would they want to set him up? It was a lot of murder, it was a lot of planning just to get him back for something that he might have done in the past. And the only reason he could think of for someone wishing to gain some vengeance upon him was, as he had discussed with Haynes, a criminal he'd locked up. Who else cared? Especially since he'd spent the bulk of the previous ten years living in sleepy West Country anonymity.


  Then there was the connection with the television show, the murder of Allison and the disappearance of Sergeant Light. Was there any way for it to be related? There were no lines to be drawn here, no boxes to connect. Yet, it had to be tied up. Whoever had been behind the Hanged Man cards could easily have been behind the decision to include him in the show.


  All the people who had agreed to it, the Chief Constable of the Metropolitan Police, Dylan, even Washington and Claudia at the show, they could all have been going along with someone else's suggestion.


  Could the entire show be part of whatever plot was being constructed? That thought had brought instant self-admonishment, a low oh for fuck's sake get a grip, Jericho uttered to the silence of the room, but the thought did not completely go away. Whatever had been constructed was already far more elaborate than he could have imagined and it had to start somewhere.


  Ultimately he had to conclude that he did not have enough information to do anything other than speculate, and that there was little point in doing that. What he had to do was formulate a plan on where to go next, yet even here he seemed to run up against solid walls of brick. Everything he thought of, everything that his experience had taught him, brought him to a path that required him to be part of the police system, working through regular channels. At the very least, he would need to be in a position to be able to make phone calls and visits.


  There were so many things to follow up. Where had the Hanged Man cards been printed? What organisations might have used them? The last card had been delivered to his hotel room. Could it be possible that the CCTV hadn't been turned off when the card had been slipped under the door? The whereabouts of Sergeant Light. If Larrousse had indeed been present in London the day before, who was it he had seen while he was here?


  There would be a place to start with all of them, but he couldn't call anyone and he couldn't go and see anyone.


  He crawled into bed in the middle of the night and finally fell asleep to the sound of the rain clicking against the window.


  * * *


  Professor Leighton watched the story unfolding, sitting in her office, her laptop on the desk in front of her. At some point she began to wonder if she was part of the story. Not a crucial character, but she knew something that no one else did.


  Sergeant Haynes had brought her the Tarot cards, cards which had seemed to be a mystery to him and to his boss. There had been no mention of them on the news, yet it seemed unlikely that there would be no connection between the two.


  The cards had clearly been warning the DCI that some calamity was approaching, and now the DCI was buried up to his neck in calamity. Consequently, for all the apocalyptic news and condemnation that was spewing out over the media, Leighton did not think for a second that Jericho would be guilty of anything that was being said about him.


  Maybe it just came down to the fact that she liked Sergeant Haynes. She wanted to talk to him again, and she wanted to do something for him, so that the next time they talked she could be of use. Which was why she was sitting in her office, late on a Thursday evening, checking up on the ancient organisations who had used the Tarot as threat and intimidation, and who might still be working today. Further to that, and hopefully greatly narrowing it down, was the fact that it appeared that Larrousse had come to London the day before, prior to being sent home to kill himself (although she still suspected that he had been murdered), which might mean that the organisation she was looking for was based in London, or at least had some sort of headquarters in London.


  She had a notebook and a pen; she was armed with the internet and a great pile of books. Books that had been published in recent years, and books that were up to three hundred years old, the likes of which no one else would have in their possession. She worked slowly through her list, doing unpaid police work, until she came across something that made her eyes narrow in curiosity, and then had her re-reading the passage in the book several times, before spending a long time researching the book's provenance.


  She checked her watch and was shocked to see that it was almost 2:45 in the morning. She closed her eyes, shook her head, looked again.


  2:45. How had that happened? She'd better not call Haynes on his mobile. She could call him in the morning.


  She let out a long sigh, pushed the book away from her. Having realised the time, she had suddenly been overcome with an all-consuming tiredness.


  She got up from her chair, her face being overtaken by a yawn, walked over to the couch against the far wall of the room, slumped down into it and fell fast asleep.


  Chapter 58


  



  Sergeant Haynes woke, buzzing. He'd had three hours sleep, but it was perfect. He had things to do, there was something edgy and exciting about it; it was new, challenging and slightly dangerous.


  He showered and had a quick bowl of cereal. Sometimes he thought about the cereal while he ate, read the packet, this morning he was too distracted. Too many things to do.


  He needed to get into work and get cracking on chasing up all the people that Jericho suspected might be behind the Hanged Man and the setup overall. He had to find out what was happening with Sergeant Light, and if there had been any follow-up to the last of the three number plates – the second having panned out as inconsequentially as the first. He, like Jericho, had to try to establish a connection between the mysteries surrounding Britain's Got Justice, the warnings of the Tarot and the trail of untimely deaths that connected Jericho and Larrousse, and which the media were now reporting as all being murders. And he had to try to find out who amongst the ancient organisations that had used the Tarot, might still be using it.


  Professor Leighton was the only thing about the whole situation that made him feel a bit nervous. Again it felt strangely like asking for a date. Maybe he just had to ask her out for dinner and get that part of it out the way.


  He arrived at the station at three minutes after seven, walked past the front desk with a nod in the direction of Constable Loovens.


  'Ed,' he said.


  A small pause and then, 'Sergeant Haynes?'


  Despite hoping to get past the front desk without being stopped, he wasn't really surprised to hear his name. He stopped; he turned.


  'Constable,' he said. 'Someone's looking for me?'


  'Would you like the full list or just the top five?'


  'How about you pretend you didn't see me…'


  Loovens was a large man who usually played slow-moving centre-half in the station football team. His days as a fast-moving centre-half had been short lived. He rather liked the American comic book characterisation of the police officer as a doughnut-eating coffee drinker. He liked Haynes, a feeling that was mutual, but at the moment he didn't look as though he liked this idea, which was fair enough. Haynes could avoid people as much as possible, but he couldn't expect other officers to cover for him.


  'Give me the full list and leave it with me. Don't call anyone, I'll say that I told you I'd make the calls. As soon as there's someone looking for me, put them through.'


  Loovens nodded. The list had been gradually growing beside his phone, and he walked to the front desk and handed it over.


  'Have a nice day,' he said with a smile.


  Haynes glanced quickly at the piece of paper. There were nine names on it. Dylan was at the top, having called on at least five occasions. That was to add to all the calls he'd been ignoring on his own mobile.


  Up the stairs to his desk, time to get on with it, although he would mostly be using the computer system as there likely wouldn't be too many people about at this time of the morning for him to call.


  He trusted Loovens not to go phoning people to let them know he'd arrived, but he had to accept that he would put calls through once they came in. He had to crack on and get as much done before he was summoned away.


  As it was he hadn't even drunk half of his first cup of coffee before he potentially resolved one of the things that he thought he might have to spend several hours on. Jericho's list of cons and ex-cons, men and women who might still hold a grudge, came crashing to his attention with the first name that Jericho had told him to check. The one that would be straightforward, the one that would be easy to strike from the list.


  Gordon Durrant. Released from prison two weeks previously.


  Haynes sat and studied the details, which weren't too involved. Seven words caught his attention.


  Released at the end of his sentence.


  No parole. That did not tie in with how Jericho had described the situation. Even in this politically correct age, even in these times when old convictions were re-examined down to the smallest detail, even in these days when sentences were getting shorter as prison space needed to be made available for more and more convicted criminals, it didn't make sense that someone like Durrant would be released.


  He trawled back through the old computer files until he found details on Durrant's conviction. They were early enough that they wouldn't have been on computer at the time, and had been added to a database retrospectively, so it was just the bare minimum of detail. If he wanted to read any more about him, then he'd need to go to Scotland Yard.


  On May 17th 1982, having already been found guilty on five charges of kidnapping, torture and murder, he was sentenced to life imprisonment. The judge indicated that he should never be released. Subsequent to this and the introduction of new legislation the following year, the Home Secretary issued a whole life order for Durrant, confirming that he should spend the rest of his days in prison.


  Haynes flicked open his notebook, searched for the dates that the cards had arrived. The first one had come to the station two days before Durrant had been released. That didn't make sense. But then, perhaps Jericho had been wrong, and Durrant really was working with someone. The conspiracy felt so involved, it would be impossible for one person to do it all.


  There was no picture of Durrant on file, so he went on to the internet and searched for the name.


  If one Googles any name in the world, there will be scores of people. Company registers, Facebook and Twitter, births, deaths, full-backs for Hartlepool United, a part-time runner finishing 12,314th in a half-marathon in Rotterdam, a sophomore quarterback at Texas A&M.


  There was the usual panoply of names for Gordon Durrant and, aware that the events he was looking for had happened long before the internet had been up and running, he went a long way back in his search. Ultimately he gave up, as he ran into repetition, the same Durrants repeated in similar documents over and over.


  His Gordon Durrant wasn't there.


  He tried to imagine him, the face of the beast. Another look at the clock, noted down the phone number of the prison from which he'd been released. He would call them in half an hour or so.


  He thought that it was all too easy, too neat, even if Durrant had had an accomplice. If he'd been so full of rage at Jericho after thirty years, wouldn't his first act have been to turn up on the man's doorstep? The cards spoke of a more considered approach, something a long time in the planning.


  He'd had thirty years to plan.


  'I need to speak to the prison,' he said aloud, tapping his fingers on the desk.


  Broadmoor. About a two-hour drive, and it would be fine for when he was heading back up to London.


  The phone rang, the sharp noise cutting into the silence of the morning. He checked his watch again. He'd had twenty-seven minutes. It was an internal call, which more than likely meant that Loovens was putting through a call from outside.


  He contemplated ignoring it, but knew that that was only going to get Loovens shouted at.


  'Hello,' he said brusquely.


  'Superintendent Dylan, for you, Sir,' said Loovens, and immediately hung up. No desire to get caught in the middle, and certainly not when he was eating his second breakfast.


  Haynes waited. Time to pay attention to one of Jericho's favourite pieces of cod philosophy. He who knows does not speak; he who speaks does not know.


  'Sergeant?' barked Dylan.


  Sounded annoyed already, he thought. It's not even eight in the morning, and I haven't even said anything.


  'Yes, ma'am,' he said.


  Would Jericho just have stared down the phone at that point?


  'Where the fuck is he?' she asked.


  Haynes, who had been thinking about Durrant, genuinely thought for a moment that that was about whom she was asking. He shook his head at himself.


  'I don't know,' he said firmly.


  'Fuck that!' she barked at him. Maybe it was a scream. 'You better tell me where he is, Sergeant, or you are finished. You're not just going to be kicked out of the police force, you'll be charged with obstruction. Career over. End of. Now tell me where the fuck I can find DCI Jericho.'


  Did she just use end of as a complete sentence, thought Haynes. I don't believe that deserves much of a reply.


  'I don't know where he is,' said Haynes again.


  'Why did you leave the show last night? It was reported to me that you took a call or a text and you immediately left.'


  'It was from my mum,' said Haynes, after a slight hesitation. Always easier to lie when there's at least an element of truth.


  There was a pause.


  'What? What?'


  At the very least it had knocked her off her stride. She hadn't been expecting that.


  'My mum,' he said.


  'You went to see your mother?'


  'I didn't go to see her,' said Haynes. A pause, while he contemplated an illness in the family, but that would have been a lie too far. 'She said that I was embarrassing myself, that the show was appalling and that I should be ashamed.'


  A silence down the phone.


  'So I left.'


  'Where did you go?' said Dylan. Suddenly discombobulated.


  They would have followed me, he thought. They know.


  'I called a friend and went for dinner on Goodge Street. Then I went home.'


  More silence.


  'You're lying, Sergeant,' she said eventually. 'Get up here, now.'


  * * *


  Just before eight o'clock in the morning, the dawn having crept in over the North Sea. The sea was calm, the wind barely more than a breeze, although it was beginning to pick up. Outside the small sea-front cottage, the white Volkswagen Polo that had been identified by the police as having been in the vicinity of the Crowne Plaza on the two nights when abductions had taken place, sat silently in open view. The search, which the police felt would be hindered by the inevitability of the car being hidden away, was more hindered by the fact that the car was parked up at the end of a cul de sac, in plain view of dog walkers and joggers, people who did not stop to think that this might be the car they were talking about on the evening news.


  In any case, the fact that the police were looking for the car, had been relegated far behind the list of tales to be told about DCI Jericho.


  Durrant lay in bed, wide awake. The window was open and he could hear the sound of the stones tumbling in the waves. There had been no other sound from outside since he'd heard someone walking along the beach more than fifteen minutes previously.


  Despite lying completely still, he was restless, his mind rattling around. He hadn't been still since he'd killed Lorraine Allison.


  That had been the kind of murder of which he'd been accused in the past. They'd said he'd been brutal, when he knew he hadn't been. They'd said he couldn't be controlled and that he had no understanding of self-control, when in fact he'd been the most self-controlled person that any of them would ever have met. His crimes had all been calculating, scientific, business-like.


  If the state had had any sense, they would not have locked him up. They would have given him a job with MI6. He would have been perfect. Perhaps in another era they would have done, but by the early 80s they'd already gone too soft.


  So he had been accused of being a monster, out of control, and had been locked away. Now, at last, he had done exactly the kind of thing of which they'd said he was capable. Blind rage, brutal uncontrollable murder. There had been no thought process with the murder of Allison; it had all been impulsive, gut instinct. He hadn't been able to live with her lying there in that room, racked with pain and fear.


  And now the certainty with which he had lived all of his adult life had gone.


  There was a noise outside the room, from the small open-plan sitting room/kitchen, from which four doors led off. To his bedroom, to the bathroom, to a storage cupboard and to the other room. The torture room.


  He didn't keep that room locked, even though it had been fitted with a deadbolt and two locks. There hardly seemed any need. The victims were so tightly strapped to the table that he was entirely confident they weren't going anywhere.


  He sat up in bed and listened more intently. Held his breath. A moment's silence, and then another slight noise from the front room. He didn't understand it, but now that he'd heard something for a second time he did not hesitate.


  He was out of bed, across the floor, door opened and in the sitting room in under three seconds.


  The terrified face of Lewis looked up at him. Durrant stood in front of him. Tall and powerful and naked, his morning erection standing out in front of him.


  Durrant looked curiously at him, then glanced into the room through the open door. Sergeant Light was still strapped to the table, her neck angled up so that she could see what was happening.


  Lewis lay curled up on the floor, having automatically made himself smaller the second the door had opened and his terrors had been realised.


  Durrant dismissed Lewis from his immediate thoughts – he wasn't going to be moving very quickly, given that he had so many broken bones in both of his feet – walked into the room, checked that Light was still securely fastened.


  She looked up at him, her eyes pleading, curious, desperate, confused.


  'Gordon, what are you doing?'


  He ignored her. He took a quick look at the ripped black plastic bags that were supposed to have been Lewis' coffin, then walked back out into the sitting room closing the door behind him.


  'Why?' she shouted at him as the door closed. He did not turn.


  Durrant stood over Lewis, who lay on the ground, looking up at him, whimpering, swallowing, every inch of him crying out in pain and terror.


  Durrant stared down, not seeming to care that he himself was naked. His erection had faded, and now his penis rested long and flaccid directly above Lewis's head.


  Lewis caught Durrant's eye, then looked away, tears starting to choke from his throat. He caught a movement. He looked back up at Durrant as he lifted his bare foot. Lewis screamed, a plaintive desperate cry, a scream which Durrant quickly cut off by bringing his foot down onto Lewis' throat.


  Lewis squirmed desperately, the pain of even the slightest movement in all his broken bones completely forgotten in the desperation to catch a breath.


  His frantic movements did not last long. He squirmed, he gasped, and very quickly Durrant had crushed his windpipe and he breathed no more. Lewis was dead.


  Having made the mistake once, something else to trouble Durrant in the darkness of his own thoughts, he was not going to repeat it. He thrust his foot harder and harder against Lewis' throat, even though he knew he was gone. For three minutes he stood, Lewis' neck squashed beneath his bare foot.


  Finally Durrant allowed himself to stand back. With one victim he had lost control. With his next victim he had made a potentially crucial mistake.


  Thirty years in prison had not been kind to him, he suddenly thought. With the weight of depression beginning to fall more heavily on his shoulders, he turned and walked back through to the bedroom, stopping only to throw the deadbolt across the door of Sergeant Light's prison cell. Then he lay down in bed and once more stared at the ceiling in his room, every sound from outside amplified by his own internal turmoil.


  He thought he heard a sound from along the beach, but it was a passing moment and not enough to drag him out of bed.


  The sea rolled up onto the stones. Gordon Durrant stared at the ceiling.


  Chapter 59


  



  The Assistant Governor of Broadmoor prison tapped the cover of the folder that was lying on the desk in front of him. Some people tap because of a beat that always plays in their head. Some people only tap when they're nervous.


  Quentin Brookes was nervous. He had signed the paper that authorised the release of Gordon Durrant, because that was what he'd been told to do. He knew all about Durrant, he knew the crimes he'd committed before being sent to prison. He also knew that Durrant had been an absolute model prisoner for every one of his thirty years. Never caused trouble with the other inmates, was utterly respectful of the prison staff, never wasted a minute of his time. He worked, he studied in the library, he kept himself fit. There wasn't a hint of him attempting any illegal activity on the inside, or of him conducting any on the outside through some sort of intermediary. Indeed he never had any visitors whatsoever. If only they were all like Durrant.


  There had been people at the prison over the course of the thirty years who had actually advocated Durrant's release, but that was only people who had no knowledge of why he was there in the first place. As soon as they saw his file those opinions where changed.


  Yet Brookes had to hope that his thirty years of solid behaviour was indicative of who the man had become. Changed. Orderly. Able to live comfortably with, if detached from, society. Because the thought of him being on the loose terrified him, and the thought that it was his signature on the release order terrified him even more.


  Like all the instructions that came his way in life, he'd had to do as he was ordered and hope that he wasn't crushed by the fallout.


  Which was why he was extremely nervous about the fact that a police officer from Wells had called a couple of hours previously wishing to discuss the matter of Durrant's release.


  He'd wondered how long it would be before Durrant came to the attention of the police. Two weeks, that was all. Three years would have been too little time. Ten years, maybe fifteen, when he would have been long gone and sitting quietly in his retirement home in Spain. That would have been all right.


  There was a knock at the door. Mrs Henderson opened it without waiting for an answer, and then, without entering the room, said, 'Detective Sergeant Haynes to see you, Mr Brookes.'


  * * *


  Haynes was giving nothing away, having no intention of informing Brookes that this was entirely a speculative visit.


  'You still haven't made clear why it is that you're interested in Mr Durrant,' said Brookes.


  'We're aware that he's been released from prison, and we're doing some follow-up enquiries the nature of which I'm not under any obligation to disclose,' said Haynes. He'd taken an instant dislike to Brookes, very quickly deciding that he was not a man to trust with more information than was required.


  Brookes made a movement to push the folder to one side.


  'Well, I'm sure you'll understand that I similarly am under no obligation to disclose any of the information pertaining to the prisoner's release.'


  Haynes nodded, took his eyes off Brookes for a moment. He hated interviews like this, where it came down to intimidation and testosterone and threats.


  'I'm sure I can find someone else to speak to,' said Haynes. 'The Governor, perhaps, or if I need to, I'll go to the Home Office.'


  Brookes knew that it depended on to whom he spoke at the Home Office, and that the Home Office would make damn sure that he spoke to the right person as far as they were concerned, but more than anything else they wouldn't be happy that Haynes was sniffing around the Home Office in the first place.


  'His record was exemplary,' said Brookes. 'We always said, if only they were all like Durrant. The decision was made that his rehabilitation was complete, that he had served his time and that we were in a position where we could comfortably allow him to re-enter society.'


  'Who made that decision?'


  'The board here at the prison, in conjunction with the Home Office.'


  'Can I see the minutes of that board meeting?'


  Brookes shook his head. This, at least, was an argument that he would take all the way, and on which Haynes could hold no threat. There were no minutes.


  'Do I need to ask elsewhere?' said Haynes.


  'Feel free to do so, Sergeant,' said Brookes.


  Haynes recognised the different quality in the man's voice.


  'Durrant's original conviction paints a pretty horrible picture,' said Haynes. 'He showed no signs of that inside?'


  'None,' said Brookes. He paused, tossing a more relaxed hand in the air. He was happy to talk about Durrant's prison time, because if anything it reinforced the decision to release him. He just wasn't going to talk about that decision.


  'Hardworking, honest, respectful, helpful, kept out of trouble, completely disinterested in petty prison politics. Kept himself busy, wrote prodigiously. I don't think it would be too much of an exaggeration to term him an academic.'


  He'd said the phrase petty prison politics in such a way that Haynes thought it was probably one that he used often, enjoying its alliterative nature.


  'Who sat on the board that decided to release him?' asked Haynes. 'Shouldn't the Governor have sat on that board, and if so, why was it not his name that went on the release documents?'


  An easily rebutted question, but Brooks was annoyed that he continued to return to it.


  'And can I ask you one more time, why do you ask? Has Mr Durrant been in some kind of trouble?'


  Haynes stared blankly across the desk.


  'Did you speak to any of the original arresting officers with regard to Durrant's release?' asked Haynes, changing tack.


  'Not normal procedure,' responded Brookes quickly.


  'Durrant was not a normal prisoner,' said Haynes pointlessly, receiving nothing in return.


  'Did you seek any police opinion when considering the matter?'


  'Naturally,' said Brookes, although he hesitated before saying it.


  Haynes waited to see whether he was going to give him any more, but he remained silent. The Assistant Governor's fingers tapped on top of the folder. Haynes considered leaping across the desk and grabbing it from him.


  'Would you be able to tell me the name of the office or officers that were involved in the process?'


  Brookes smirked. He held Haynes' gaze. Haynes was getting nothing further.


  * * *


  Haynes was furious as he left the office, his face set hard. He closed the door, stood in the outer office for a moment composing himself. Closed his eyes, straightened his shoulders. Deep breath, drawn into his chest. Relaxed his fingers.


  Thought about what Brookes would be doing at that very minute, five yards away on the other side of the door. Picking up the phone perhaps.


  Haynes opened his eyes. Mrs Henderson, to whom he'd spoken briefly on his way into the meeting, was watching him with a smile on her face.


  'Didn't go well then?' she asked, her voice low.


  Haynes smiled ruefully as he looked at her. Bobbed dark brown hair, round face, early thirties, wedding ring, white blouse buttoned all the way up.


  He shook his head.


  'He can be a bit awkward sometimes,' she said, mouthing the word awkward.


  Haynes nodded this time, gave her another smile and then started walking from the office.


  He stopped at the door, turned back. Would Jericho just walk out on a conversation with a woman? Well, it depended on the woman, but if the woman was someone from whom he might be able to finagle information, then more than likely not,


  He stood inside the door, still not saying anything, his hesitation born of not being entirely sure how to proceed.


  'Can I get you anything else?' she asked.


  'Yep…' replied Haynes, and he stepped forward, smiling with seeming awkwardness. 'Sorry, this is really embarrassing. I was discussing with the Assistant Governor…… he dealt recently with someone from the Police Service on a matter of prisoner release… I'm sure he does it all the time, that's the tricky thing. I meant to get a name from him, just forgot to ask. I, eh… feels a bit uncomfortable going back in there. Don't really like to disturb him….'


  'He's a busy man,' she said.


  'Exactly,' replied Haynes. 'I don't suppose…'


  He was fishing, and for all his attempts at laid-back, disarming panache, he wasn't fooling anyone. Even a PA who hated her boss and who found herself naturally disarmed by Haynes' smile.


  'I'm afraid I'm not in a position to give out any information of that nature,' she said.


  Haynes smiled instantly and then held up his hand in apology.


  'Of course,' he said. 'Shouldn't have asked.'


  He held her gaze for a moment, suddenly aware that he had more confidence with women after realising he'd made some sort of connection with Leighton at the British Library, then he flashed one final smile at her and turned towards the door.


  She let him get as far as one foot in the corridor.


  'I can say that I wasn't surprised to get your call today, as we've had a few dealings recently with the Superintendent from your station.'


  Haynes turned back. His mouth was slightly open. His eyes narrowed in curiosity.


  'In relation to the release of Gordon Durrant?'


  She held his gaze for a moment and then shook her head. The second the words were out she regretted it. Loose tongue. Again.


  'The Assistant Governor will be out soon,' she said. 'You'll need to go.'


  Haynes felt the vibration of the phone in his pocket. He contemplated stepping back into the office, but was there any point? He only threatened to get the PA into trouble, and hadn't she just told him the precise information he'd been looking for?


  All those diagrams that he and Jericho had been drawing, diagrams with lines that went all over but never seemed to connect, now had Superintendent Dylan in the middle, and those lines had an apex, and she sat there, like a train station in the middle of a city.


  * * *


  There was a lull at the production offices of Britain's Got Justice. The day before had been so full of exciting events and speculation; a rogue police officer, a kidnapped police officer and a dead body.


  The two desks in the room were littered with the detritus of that morning's newspapers, which were plastered with pictures of Lol and Jericho and Sergeant Light. Fear and hysterical loathing were everywhere. The attacks on Jericho, this week's comedy villain, had been raised to new heights of hate-filled vituperation. Lol Suspect Is Sleazo Cop said the Mirror. Police Service in Tatters At Latest Outrage laboured the Independent. Cher Terrified As Killer Cop Cuts Loose said the Sun. And so they went on.


  The heights of the previous day, however, meant that there was a bit of an air of the day after the Cup Final about the office, even though they were now into the show's penultimate day, with a huge Saturday night to follow, when show insiders were happily and absurdly predicting to anyone who'd listen that they were anticipating the highest viewing figures ever gained by a television show in the UK.


  Washington recognised the general feeling of apathy while he stood at the window looking down on the street below. They had summoned Sergeant Haynes back to work, and had been told that he'd be there early afternoon (albeit Haynes had not yet been informed.) Even so, Washington wasn't bothered about Haynes. He recognised that Haynes had the same disdain for the show that Jericho had displayed, but Haynes just wasn't in Jericho's class. It was like having Ed Miliband annoyed at you, rather than Nelson Mandela. Haynes was pointless, brought virtually nothing to the show, and he considered it a bonus that he'd walked out on them the previous evening. What they really needed was to find Jericho.


  Cher, Ando and Xav were sitting idly by, flicking through the gossip columns, waiting for some direction. Since they were being filmed going about this mundane task, Cher occasionally burst into tears.


  Morris was also in the room, aware that her days at the company were numbered, and desperately throwing out ideas to try to inject some enthusiasm into the morning.


  Washington wasn't too worried, and consequently happy to ignore everything that she said. There were over ten hours until they went to broadcast that night. Something would happen in that time. Ten hours was a long time in television. As was ten minutes.


  The door burst open and Claudia came gushing into the room. The moment she saw her face, Morris wished that she was the only one who knew what it was that Claudia knew.


  Claudia waved a piece of paper.


  'Fucking A,' she said.


  'Jericho?' said Washington. At that moment, Jericho was all that mattered.


  'No,' said Claudia, trying to keep her enthusiasm up as she saw it drain away from Washington. 'Better than that,' she said determinedly. 'We've got a sighting of the third car.'


  'The third car?' said Washington dismissively, although he knew which car she was talking about.


  'The unregistered car that was spotted near the hotel on the two evenings when Lol and the police woman were kidnapped.'


  Washington nodded, looked unimpressed. Cher gasped, put a hand to her mouth. Xav leant forward excitedly, Ando stood up as if he was ready to fight someone.


  'It's parked by a small seafront cottage in Suffolk. Near Shingle Street. A woman out walking her dog this morning thought she heard a scream in the cottage. Turned and walked away, but she noticed the car. She'd read about it in the paper. Made a note of the number, checked it out at home, called the police a short time ago.'


  She looked at her watch.


  'Took her a couple of hours,' she said and shrugged. 'The great British public, eh?'


  Washington breathed heavily through his nose and rubbed his hands over his face.


  'Not bad,' he said. 'I presume we're more hopeful with this since the number's not registered. And the scream sounds promising.'


  Claudia nodded excitedly.


  'Sounds a bit creepy,' said Ando. 'Where's Suffolk?'


  Washington ignored him, checked his watch.


  'The police haven't gone out there yet, have they?'


  'They're waiting for us. I made sure.'


  'Good. But fuck, it'll take two hours to get out there.'


  'I've got the helicopter set up. They'll be ready for us in ten minutes. Space for us two, the musketeers, camera and sound.'


  Hattie Morris felt the rage and jealousy rise within her.


  'Good fucking job,' said Washington. 'Good fucking job. Go on then, you lot, get the fuck going. The show doesn't make itself.'


  A little of the light died from Claudia's face. She may have been about to leave 1st May Television, but she wanted to take her relationship with Washington with her. He was not a man to lose, once you had him in your inner circle.


  'Aren't you coming?' she asked.


  'You're fucking kidding, love,' he said. 'It's field work. On you go. Take Hattie.'


  Claudia looked at Hattie like Hattie was the shit left behind by something that had crawled out of the sewer. She turned back to Washington.


  'This could be huge,' she said. 'You'll want to be there.'


  It was unlikely that he would have gone in any case, but he was scared of helicopters. Two bad experiences inside a week in LA three years previously, and he hadn't been in one since.


  No one needed to know that he was scared of anything. He waved a dismissive hand. 'If it's huge, bring it back to the studio.'


  'On you go,' he added, ushering them out with his hand, when Claudia didn't move.


  She gave another glance at Morris, then turned and walked quickly from the room. Washington cast a hand around the others and then swept it in the direction of the door.


  'Go…go…'


  He smiled, like some kind of benign father figure.


  Morris walked out first, her head down, chastened by Claudia's withering looks, followed by the Three Musketeers, camera and sound.


  Xav looked nervous, Ando looked like he was one of the A-Team, albeit not the one who was scared of helicopters, while Cher started to cry again. No one really paid attention, or was quite sure whether she was crying out of relief, excitement, fear or continuing grief. In fact she was crying because her advisor had told her that those who weren't going to vote for her were doing so because they thought she came across as too masculine.


  The intrepid team stormed out; the door closed. Silence.


  Washington closed his eyes and rubbed the top of his nose with his thumb and forefinger, enjoying the still of the office. Then he shook his shoulders, stretched his arms out wide, cracked his knuckles, drummed his fingers on the desk and took his iPhone from his pocket.


  Chapter 60


  



  They were the old tunes, the ones with Bix Beiderbecke and the Paul Whiteman orchestra. Rockin' Chair, Stardust, Washboard Blues… Scratchy. A lot of piano, the voice harsh and unrefined.


  'You talked about him in your sleep sometimes.'


  Jericho looked curiously at her. The music was quiet, in the background, but always there. The light was dim and he couldn't tell from her face if she was joking.


  'No I didn't.'


  She laughed lightly. A beautiful laugh. The one that he remembered when he remembered her laughing.


  'How would you know?'


  'I just… I'd stopped thinking about him.'


  'Perhaps. But your subconscious hadn't.'


  She was smiling, a kind smile. Comforting. She was never angry any more.


  'Why didn't you say?' he asked.


  'You seemed so… troubled. I wondered if you'd mention him, but you never did.'


  He looked at the carpet, started thinking about his marriage, those days living in the small flat on the other side of Green Park. He may have been a police officer at the time, but it seemed another world from Durrant. Durrant's monstrous, evil, terrifying world.


  'You're not really here, are you?' he said eventually, his voice filled with sadness.


  'No,' she replied. She sounded much more matter of fact.


  'Where are you?' he asked, looking up.


  The chair was empty.


  * * *


  Jericho did not sleep well. He may have drifted off almost as soon as his head had hit the pillow, but he woke an hour later and slept restlessly thereafter. He finally gave up the ghost of attempting to sleep and got out of bed at just after five a.m. He showered, drank some water and ate the last of the food that he had in the room, then went downstairs and back out onto the dark streets of London, hat pulled down low over his face, slightly incongruous with his new suit. He walked with even more of a hunch than normal, heading down four blocks to Oxford Street, where he knew he would find a twenty-four hour internet café.


  There were not many people abroad at this hour. Those who were did not look at him. It was still well before dawn; the streets were wet although it was not raining as he took his ten-minute walk.


  He bought a coffee, nearly bought a croissant but identified it as having been there since the previous day so chose not to, and then ensconced himself at a monitor near the back corner. There were twenty-four computers available; only one other was occupied at that point. He sat with his back to the door, but could see the entrance reflected in the wall in front of him.


  The guy at the counter seemed tired and did not, as far as Jericho could tell, recognise his customer as the new most wanted man in Britain.


  He'd had a growing sense of unease since the previous evening and, as he'd shuffled around his bed, never quite getting back to sleep, he'd finally admitted to himself the cause of that unease.


  Durrant.


  It was a long time since he'd thought about him, but the man had had enough of an effect on him to colour his early years as a police officer. Nowadays Jericho would have been offered counselling to cope with the things he'd seen; in the early '80s it had all been part of the job. You got your counselling in the pub later that evening with your fellow officers. Yet it had, without any doubt, fucked him up for a long time. Him and several others.


  Ten years to stop seeing the images in his head, another five before he could possibly have said that a day went by when he didn't think of Durrant, and then he'd met Amanda and finally had something that consumed him, and took his mind off all the endless terrible things and terrible people with which his days were filled. For a while his thoughts were about love, and then they'd married and suddenly the police hadn't been his entire life, just a part of it, just the thing he did during the day until he got home. And then Amanda disappeared and Jericho was once more faced with life, so tragic and brutal.


  He started off by Googling Gordon Durrant, as Haynes would a couple of hours later, to no end. A lot of Gordon Durrants, none of them his Gordon Durrant. Certainly there was no mention of him having recently been released from prison, which gave him some hope. The thought that it could be Durrant who was behind all of this really scared him.


  Durrant's victims came back to him. Every one of them. All the names, all the details. The injuries, the photographs, the corpses, the notebooks intimately describing the effects of torture.


  He Googled the names of the victims, leaving the most common to last. Given that it had been pre-internet days when the crimes were committed, he did not expect to discover much, if anything.


  He found a mention of the third name on his mental list – Marion Waters – in a blog written by a distant relative. They mentioned a few details of the case, most of which were inaccurate.


  Given that it had not been widely reported at the time, he was not surprised that there was nothing to be found about the victims all these years later. The final name he came to – Jane Smith – he gave up on rather quickly.


  He thought of everything else he could in relation to the crimes and the victims. Places, addresses, methods, torture, notes, implements.


  He had another thought. In the early years he had followed Durrant's career in prison, and he had learned much about the criminal/psychotic mind. As a young police officer he had wondered if Durrant would be a riot of destruction in prison. After a few years he had come to understand the man much better than he had while investigating him.


  In retrospect his quiet isolation in prison had been entirely predictable. He did not need anyone else; he was not interested in anyone else other than as subjects.


  From the minute he entered prison he had devoted himself to learning and study, which was exactly what he'd done prior to being admitted to prison in the first place.


  Jericho had managed to extricate himself from thoughts of Durrant, and had stopped checking on him. After the first five or six years he did not know anything about his prison internment, but he did not believe it could have been too different.


  Had he published anything in the last thirty years? That was what Jericho suddenly wondered. He didn't imagine that it would be a book or an article in the Times, but a scientific paper or an essay was surely not out of the question. Durrant had taken himself so seriously.


  He Googled "torture" and "pain threshold". He tracked down essays and scientific studies. He came across a lot about the Nazis and quickly moved on. He needed something more recent. He disregarded anything that didn't seem to originate in the UK.


  An hour and a half he looked, trawling through endless pages. He had a second, and then a third cup of coffee. Fresh pastries arrived; he had a pain au raison with his third coffee.


  At first he was thinking rather close-mindedly that what he was looking for was perhaps a pdf of a document with Durrant's name on it, a file that wouldn't have been picked up by the search engine. The first time he came to any publication on the subject of pain threshold he realised that Durrant might well have published under an assumed name.


  He sat and considered the man for a while. What kind of ego had there been behind the madness? Would he have demanded that everyone know who he was, or would he have thought that the process and the science were more important that the name of the person delivering the results of the study?


  It didn't take too much thinking about. He would have to find books and papers and essays on the subject and then make a quick assessment on whether it was likely to have been written by Durrant.


  He rubbed his face, checked the clock. He'd already been there for two hours, could easily be there for another three weeks.


  'Fuck it,' he mumbled at the screen. 'How much of this stuff can there be?'


  The place had filled up. The guy two computers along glanced at him, then looked back at his own mail.


  Good way to keep your head down, Robert, he thought to himself. Yet, he felt at least in some way inspired. Serious papers on torture and pain were not like crime fiction. There weren't going to be hundreds and thousands of them, endlessly poured out by funny little people who'd never been near a crime in their lives, sitting at computers, making shit up. Durrant had been a serious man doing serious study.


  He set to work with renewed vigour, checking and disregarding, making notes, cross referencing when it was required.


  The phone rang at 7:47 a.m. He'd been at the computer for nearly three hours.


  'Jericho,' he said.


  The previous evening, before allowing him to leave London for the night, Jericho had sent Haynes out to buy a couple of cheap phones and SIM cards. He didn't doubt that already his own phone, and probably that of Haynes, would be bugged.


  'Your man Durrant was released from prison two weeks ago,' said Haynes.


  'Fuck,' muttered Jericho. 'I knew it.'


  He had known it too. That was why he was sitting here desperately following up any lead he could on the man.


  'You want me to keep checking the others?'


  'No. Focus on Durrant. Get up to Broadmoor, speak to someone about how he came to be let out. Jesus…'


  'Already on it,' said Haynes. 'Got a meeting with the deputy governor.'


  'Keep me posted. Anything else?'


  'That's it,' said Haynes.


  Jericho clicked the phone off and kept trawling through the pages. The names of writers and students and scientists meant nothing to him. Roberts and Cohen and Watts, Hamilton, Hoagland, Zimmerman, Lubetski. He made a list of names, anyone he could find who had published on the subject, and then he began to cross-reference.


  He had to work on the basis that if Durrant had published, then it would not have been too widely. He'd been in prison all that time, hardly part of the wide circle of academics who always supported each other and quoted form each other's work. He needed someone that appeared on the periphery.


  The more he found someone's name mentioned, the less likely he thought it would be Durrant. At some point he realised that he was taking his hypothesis as the truth, that Durrant was here, buried in the endless pages of the internet, under an assumed name.


  Then suddenly it jumped out at him; the pit of his stomach felt hollow.


  Hoagland.


  'You're just like me.'


  The words with which Durrant had taunted him. He'd known immediately what he'd meant, although at the time he hadn't wanted to believe it. The same self-possession mixed with self-hate, the same misanthropy, the same basic lack of interest in the rest of the world, what they did and what they said. It had even found its way into music.


  Jericho remembered the distaste he'd felt on finding all the Hoagy Carmichael albums in Durrant's collection; old twelve inch records stacked up in the room in which he'd tortured his victims. He had played them Carmichael while he'd worked, while they'd screamed.


  Jericho hadn't listened to Hoagy Carmichael since. At first it had been a conscious choice; over time it had just drifted away. Now, although it wasn't too often that he heard him, if he did – playing in a movie or on the radio – it made no difference. He thought it had made no difference, he thought he'd forgotten the association; except now, when the association suddenly leapt out at him.


  Hoagland. The name Hoagland appeared only briefly in relation to the subject. Michael Hoagland. A simple play on the name Hoagland Carmichael. One article on the subject of burning and pain threshold.


  It felt right as soon as he'd found it. It had been published fourteen years previously. The writing was clipped and formal. Dry. He read a couple of pages, but having made the decision that this Hoagland was the man for whom he searched, he was not so interested in what he'd written on the subject of pain, but on whether he had left any other footprints on the internet.


  He did not have to search for too much longer. Suddenly the work of Michael Hoagland was everywhere, and it all tied in with what he knew of Durrant's time in prison.


  He had been an academic. He'd read, he'd studied, he'd learned, he'd written, and somehow he'd published. Michael Hoagland had been a prolific historian. From Kubla Khan to Alexander, from Charlemagne to 18th Century France, from the Russian revolution to World War II. And then he came across a short essay that Hoagland had published a few years previously, and Jericho instantly knew that he'd found what he was looking for.


  You're just like me.


  Jericho felt sick.


  By 8:34 he had left the internet café and was heading quickly to Oxford Street tube station.


  Chapter 61


  



  Once again Durrant was wrestling with desire. He didn't know where it had come from. He didn't want it. He didn't like the fact that he was feeling this way. Yet through the locked door there was a woman lying strapped to a table, a woman that could be his.


  He still lay naked on top of the bed, his penis erect. He imagined her in the next room, imagined lying on top of her, slamming his erection into her, smelling her, tasting her, his tongue all over her skin. Her breasts, her nipples.


  His head twitched. His only movement, one that he could not control. He had to try to defeat the thoughts; he had to make sure he did not touch himself, because that would only inflame his desire.


  He felt a drop of fluid dribble down his penis. He swallowed.


  * * *


  There had been a discussion at the station, before the arrival of the helicopter carrying the TV personalities and the camera crew, between the Superintendent and the Desk Sergeant. They had been of the same mind.


  Two men had been about to go to the sea-front house to check out the car and knock on the door. With only two more police officers on duty at that time, they had been contemplating drafting in outside assistance, until they were informed that the television company intended turning up and taking charge.


  'We're not turning it into a bloody circus,' said Superintendent Matthews. A dry man, slightly strange sense of humour. No one ever knew how to take him. His wife recognised his quality. Most other people thought him a little odd.


  'So we don't call in outside help on this?'


  'That's correct, Sergeant.'


  Sergeant Hawkins agreed entirely, but knew that the superintendent generally liked to hear the opposite view.


  'There's a possibility that they're going to find the man responsible for the death of that girl off the TV, plus the possibility that he's holding a police officer captive. Should we really send two officers along to babysit a television crew?'


  'You have to ask yourself, Sergeant… if London had really thought there was anything in this, would they have ordered us to wait for the television crew?'


  He held up his hand, waved away any objections.


  'I know,' he said. 'They'd suck up to anyone with a TV camera if they thought their lips would look good in brown, but even I'm not going to assume they'd put officers lives at risk if they didn't have to.'


  Sergeant Hawkins nodded. His hand had been resting on the phone throughout – albeit it was a figurative thing and he hadn't actually been on the verge of calling anyone – and now he removed it.


  'We can be ready for them, swing into action if Constable Crowthorne or Webb think it's necessary.'


  'I'd like to see anyone around here swinging into action,' muttered Hawkins.


  The superintendent wandered off down the short corridor, as ever walking as if he only vaguely knew where he was supposed to be going.


  'Keep me posted,' he said as he walked off. 'Get Webb to call in the second they think there's anything suspicious.'


  * * *


  'What do you mean there are only two of you?' asked Claudia.


  She was looking around the small airfield as if expecting to see at least a hundred squad cars. Instead there was a minibus, plus one police car. Constables Webb and Crowthorne were standing in front of her.


  'We can handle it, ma'am,' said Constable Webb.


  'What a joke. Are you armed?' she snapped, doing her best to enhance the incredulity in her voice.


  'No, ma'am,' Webb replied, 'we're not armed. We are trained to deal with situations without the use of firearms.'


  Claudia snorted.


  'We're supposed to be making a fucking TV show here,' she said, her voice low, a barbed aside that was spoken quietly and meant to be heard at the same time.


  She looked into the camera that was filming from a distance of two yards.


  'I'm really scared now,' she said, softening the tone of her voice. 'This is what these endless bloody government cutbacks have done. Where do these people think we go from here?'


  She looked around as if hoping against hope that the cavalry were suddenly going to appear at the top of the hill. But they were in Suffolk. There were no hills.


  'I'm really sacred now,' she repeated. 'Really, really scared.'


  She looked stressed. She wiped her fingers beneath her right eye. Webb looked curiously at her, wondering if she was crying.


  'We'll be fine,' he said, touching her arm.


  She shook him off, turned her back on the camera, covered her hands with her face and walked quickly away. The camera followed her for a while and then turned back to look at Webb and Crowthorne.


  They had nothing to say.


  Chapter 62


  



  Jericho's phone rang when he was on the train. Normally he would hesitate before taking any call, but this was Haynes.


  'What?' he barked.


  'Dylan was involved in getting Durrant released,' said Haynes hurriedly down the phone, sitting in his car outside Broadmoor.


  'What?'


  'Couldn't get all the details, but she's been involved in some way or other.'


  Jericho didn't say anything. He watched the countryside flash past. Dylan. And Durrant. How did that work? She had spent all her career in the West Country. How could she ever have had anything to do with Durrant?


  'Does that make sense?' asked Haynes.


  'I don't think so,' replied Jericho. 'You need to get to Shingle Street.'


  'Where?'


  Haynes sounded confused.


  'Get to Ipswich and then head for the coast. You can't miss it. It's a town. The town's name is Shingle Street. How long will it take you?'


  Haynes had no idea.


  'Two hours,' he said. 'Need to do the M25. Maybe three.'


  'Blue light and drive on the hard shoulder. I need you there in…' He checked his watch. '…an hour and a half. Less.'


  He hung up.


  * * *


  He took the train to Woodbridge, changing at Ipswich, and then got a taxi to Shingle Street. He paid the driver and got out next to the small coffee shop at the bottom end of the village. He automatically pulled his coat close around himself as the taxi drew away. The wind was cold, the sea agitated, the day a dull featureless grey. Low-lying clouds but it did not feel like it would rain. The sullen sea rumbled up onto the beach, stones clacking against one another.


  On a day such as this, on such restless waves it was said, had the sea burned.


  His phone rang as soon as he got out from the taxi but he didn't hear it.


  He stood for several minutes taking in his surroundings. From where he was standing the beach spread out a few hundred yards in either direction. It curved away down the coast towards Felixstowe to the south, and to the north turned into the long snaking estuary of the River Ore. The tide was in, leaving about thirty yards of exposed beach, made up mostly of small grey stones. There was no one else on the beach at that moment.


  The light was flat and dull, had a peculiar quality about it. It was an absurdly romantic thought to Jericho that this was the kind of place that was haunted, but at the very least it was held in the grip of a most terrible melancholy.


  The sea held his gaze for a while and then he turned and looked at the buildings which made up what had been left of the town of Shingle Street following its abandonment during WWII.


  There was a row of buildings between the road and the beach, with nothing but fields on the other side of the road. A few straggling houses at either end, with a series of ten buildings grouped together in the middle.


  He'd come to this place as a child, had grown to love the desolate loneliness of it; then he and Amanda had stayed in one of those houses for a week, every year of their marriage. He hadn't been back since she'd vanished.


  There was no one around.


  Jericho wondered how much the place was insinuating itself under his skin. Did he really sense that this was where he'd find Durrant, or was it just this place, grim and bleak, weighed down by so much sadness?


  How many buildings were there? A quick count. Seventeen, that was all, a few of them with more than one home in the building. Some semi-detached houses, a couple terraced. Did he go and knock on every door? He was a policeman; it wasn't as though he hadn't done similar in the past. Yet behind every door could lurk Durrant, the killer of every police officer's nightmares. Or there could be a family of four, or a single mother, or an elderly couple. Or, quite likely, there would be no one, the house solely used as a holiday home, and locked up for the winter.


  He would wait and then he would pick a door, and he was confident he would have the right one. He knew Durrant. He had not seen him in thirty years, but he knew him. Durrant would not have changed, just as he himself had not changed in that time.


  He looked to his right and left, at the houses at either end, slightly detached from the heart of this small village. Was this where Durrant had hidden all those years ago? Had this been his secondary home, the one that they had never found, where the other bodies had been kept?


  In all the writing that Durrant had done and published over the previous thirty years – the work of Michael Hoagland – one piece had stood out, had grabbed Jericho the instant he'd seen it.


  In most of the interviews that he'd had with Durrant following his arrest, Durrant had said nothing. Neither a no nor a fuck off, not a shake of the head, not a change of expression. Just occasionally he would break an interview up with a glib comment intended to burrow its way under Jericho's skin.


  You're just like me.


  I will lead you into the fire.


  We stand at the edge of the same places.


  Psycho-babble. That's what Jericho's colleagues had said. Working his way insidiously under Jericho's skin.


  Now, thirty years later, in one moment on the internet Jericho had understood.


  Durrant, under the name of Michael Hoagland, had written a long essay on the wartime myth of the German invasion of the Suffolk coast. The night in the summer of 1940 when the British had set fire to the sea, burning the invasion force alive.


  Durrant had written about it as if it was real, had written about burning flesh and screams in the night. He'd written about the gainsayers and how the political and anti-conspiracy agenda had sought to deny the event ever took place. And it had happened here, off the coast of Shingle Street, and now the ghosts lived on.


  Durrant had written about the place from the perspective of someone who knew it well, although he couldn't have been there in more than two decades before he wrote the paper.


  Yet he did know it; just as Jericho knew it. Now, here he was, standing at the end of a desolate shingle beach, once more in search of the man they had all thought of as the most dangerous person in the United Kingdom, and he knew instinctively he'd been right to come here.


  We stand at the edge of the same places.


  He saw the car and the van before he heard them. A police Astra and a police minibus. He had no idea how they had come to the same conclusion that he had, or at the very least had come to the same place, if their conclusions had been different, but immediately there was no doubt in his mind that these police, whoever they were, would be after the same thing as he.


  There's nothing more suspicious than a man standing still, so he pulled his hat a little further forward over his face and walked in the direction that the police were coming from. He was a man in a suit walking along a deserted shingle beach, but there was no point in turning away and perhaps missing where they were going.


  Ahead they turned off the road before they got too close to him, down towards a row of three detached houses overlooking the beach. They stopped short of the houses, and immediately people began to emerge from the minibus.


  The cameraman and soundman first. Jericho stopped and watched them. His face was expressionless as the rest of the hapless crew followed.


  The two police officers emerged, and then the group of nine had a quick discussion. There was a lot of pointing. Jericho could make out Claudia's voice, louder and more forceful than the others, but not well enough to catch what she was saying.


  Nine people against Durrant. Who were they kidding?


  As they started walking towards the house, this flange of TV people, camera crew and actual police officers, Jericho began walking after them at a steady pace. He did not know the two police officers in attendance, but he had to presume that there would be none among them even remotely capable of dealing with Durrant.


  Yet he could not just walk over there and introduce himself. He would, effectively, be handing himself over to police custody. And in front of the television cameras. Bad enough if Durrant was in the house, completely pointless if he wasn't.


  He slowed, then decided to stop. He would sit and wait. For all that this could be where Durrant had hidden himself upon his removal from prison, he had obviously not spent the entire time in the house, and might well be out at that moment. Or perhaps he would be in, sitting with a cup of tea admiring the sea, a reformed man.


  That he doubted, but he did not doubt his decision to stand back.


  Chapter 63


  



  There was music playing.


  Once more Durrant had lost his senses, had lost control. He did not understand what was happening to him. He had never been like this in the past; he had never had these kinds of urges in prison.


  Inside, the other prisoners had all had sex. They were all allowed time with their wives or girlfriends or prostitutes. Prison denied you nothing, except the right to walk down the street when you felt like it. It certainly did not deny you sex.


  Durrant had never had sex in those thirty years. Had never wanted to. He'd made an acquaintance, they had worked together, she had kept in touch after she'd left. She'd loved him, he knew that, but he had not been capable of returning the love. Or interested in returning it.


  And yet, now that he had been released, now that he had pleasured himself at the expense of the first girl, he found that he was insatiable. He craved it. He couldn't get his mind off it. And it turned out that it was not just about Lorraine Allison. He'd thought he'd fallen for her, but here he was, a few days later, Allison was dead, there was a different woman strapped to the table, and he wanted her just as much. The woman he'd known all those years ago in prison, and who had not tempted him at all in that time. The woman who'd loved him, and who he could not love in return.


  He'd lain in bed for as long as possible; he'd tried to think of other things; he'd tried not to play to his own excitement. But his erection was rock hard and damp, demanding his attention.


  Now he was standing beside the table, between her legs, lovingly cleaning her, the way he had cleaned Allison a few days earlier. Lewis's body still lay in the room outside, only a few feet away through the open door. He felt disgust with himself at the same time as he was filled with lust.


  She was clean; her legs were pulled apart. The lips of her pussy glistened. Sergeant Light did not look at him. She was scared. She had been since the moment she'd opened the door to him naked, assuming that it was Jericho, and his fist had caught her full in the face.


  After that she had not seen him – although she had felt his fist again as he removed her from the car – until the moment when Lewis had tried to escape and Durrant had caught him lying on the floor.


  She had not imagined prior to that moment that any of this could have involved Durrant. She had been blind to it for fifteen years. As a prison guard she had come to know the man, the quiet studious man, who worked hard and formed interesting opinions and who spoke Latin and who knew about European history. She never thought about what he had done before he'd been put in prison; she had never been able to reconcile the two men, to believe that they could be the same person. She'd put his past out of her mind, and had focussed on the man she knew and with whom she had kept in touch once she had transferred from the prison service to the police force.


  She knew nothing of Jericho's involvement with Durrant, that he was the principal investigating officer who had put him away. That she had ended up at the same station had been a strange accident. That she had ended up falling for Jericho, perhaps less of an accident and more another peculiar instance of Durrant and Jericho's similarity, drawing the same things towards them.


  'Why are you doing this, Gordon?' she asked.


  Her voice was shaking. He'd spoken to Light more than anyone else in his life, and he had never heard her sound like this. He didn't like it. He'd always been drawn to her strength, her lack of fear, her independence.


  And although his words to her in the past had been many, he would never speak to her again.


  'Gordon, please.'


  Her voice was thin, and he despised her for it.


  They had been friends, albeit Durrant's notion of that was quite perverse in itself. He had never thought of her in a sexual way; he had never imagined her naked; he had never dreamed of having her lying before him, his to do with as he pleased.


  Her body was not as beautiful as Lol's; he was not so attracted to the lines and the stretch marks, the breasts that spread out a little more over her chest. Yet he was consumed by lust and, although he did not think it at that moment, would have had any woman.


  He leaned over her, his erection already engorged and damp and aching, put his hands as support on the side of the table and thrust his enormous penis inside her.


  She squealed.


  There was a knock at the door.


  Durrant stopped mid-thrust, his face directly above hers. He grimaced. Saliva dripped from his mouth and landed on her cheek.


  Chapter 64


  



  'Did you hear that?'


  Constable Crowthorne turned to the crowd of television people behind him. The squeal had been quite evident in the still, grey morning. Constable Webb knocked again. He stood closer to the door, but there were no other sounds from inside.


  'Maybe you people should wait back a moment,' said Crowthorne.


  He looked at Claudia.


  'No fucking way,' she mouthed at him.


  Her look said it all. Hadn't needed the words.


  'Did you pick up the scream?' she asked the soundman, leaning in towards him.


  He answered in the affirmative with his eyebrows.


  'Fuck, yeah,' she said.


  She was pumped. Once this was in the bag, and they had made the shows they would be putting out over the next two evenings, there was a fair chance she would be able to go back to New York and accept their offer on her terms, demanding a lot more money in the process.


  Webb and Crowthorne looked at each other.


  'We ready?' asked Webb.


  Crowthorne nodded. General acknowledgement between them that there was no getting rid of the cameras and, if they'd both been asked and had been prepared to be honest, they would have admitted that it made the whole thing even more exciting.


  Crowthorne banged on the door this time.


  'Open up!' he shouted, but they were no longer waiting for a response.


  Webb tried the handle, door was locked. Together the two officers took a pace back and then put their shoulders to the door. There was a slight groaning of wood, but nothing more.


  They were in front of the cameras. They had to make a better job of it next time. Another nod between them


  The lock clicked. Cher, standing at the back, gasped, putting her hand to her mouth in a wasted affected gesture. She wasn't on camera.


  The two constables stared at the door, waiting for it to open. Suddenly they felt very nervous. The door did not open.


  'Hello?'


  'Shit…'


  'Come on,' urged Claudia behind them. 'Come on.'


  There was a restlessness about the group of nine. Claudia and the cameraman could not wait to enter, excited by the chase. A couple of the others – Xav and Cher – did not think for a second that this would actually amount to anything. It was all for television; they weren't really going to be standing here if there was the possibility of a genuine serial killer being behind the door.


  For the rest, they were scared, in particular the policemen, who suddenly got that feeling of impending dread. They were both thinking the same thing. They should retreat and call for back-up.


  'Come on,' urged Claudia from the rear. 'Come on,' she repeated.


  Another glance between the constables, then Crowthorne leaned forward, lowered the handle and pushed open the door.


  There was music playing. A slow, mellow jazz version of Rockin' Chair recorded in the 50s. Hoagy Sings Carmichael. None of them recognised it.


  They hesitated as they looked at the empty room, then Crowthorne felt the nudge of the camera at his shoulder, as the cameraman was pushed forward by an enthusiastic Claudia.


  Crowthorne stepped into the house, Webb behind him, followed immediately by camera and sound. Each of the Three Musketeers hesitated, and each of them felt Claudia's hand at their backs pushing them forward.


  Hattie Morris, her stomach twisting horribly into a tight hard ball of fear, fought the urge to run off back along the beach and entered last.


  * * *


  They walked into the centre of the room, looking around in wonder. For a moment, Crowthorne and Webb forgot that someone had opened the front door for them and that that person wasn't in the room. The rest of the troupe filed in behind, and were immediately struck by the curiousness of the place.


  Hoagy Carmichael played on, quiet, forgotten, the source a small, old-fashioned turntable.


  'Holy fuck,' said Webb.


  Crowthorne did not respond. His mouth was slightly open.


  'This is fucking weird,' said Webb. 'Are we looking for this kind of thing?'


  He turned to Claudia, who was staring around the room, a curious smile on her face.


  'Is this anything to do with the guy you might be looking for?'


  'Fuck knows,' said Claudia.


  The walls were lined with images of the Hanged Man. Images from throughout the ages. One or two larger paintings, but largely there were individual cards pinned to the walls. Whatever paint or wallpaper was underneath had been completely obscured.


  Ando was the first to look up, and then the others followed. The ceiling was similarly plastered in the cards, although bizarrely these cards seemed lighter in feel; the borders were all pale, as though the ceiling had been decorated the way a ceiling normally would be.


  And although the cards seemed to come from throughout the ages, they were all of the same tone; they all spoke with the same macabre intensity of the cards that had been sent to Jericho. The Hanged Man was suspended at both ends, and the Hanged Man was always a skeleton, smiling sinisterly out from the confines of the card, its eyes burrowing into the watcher.


  The room was sparsely furnished, a small sofa against the far wall and another armchair by the window, a coffee table beside it. In the opposite corner from the door there was another table with the turntable and one small speaker.


  The carpet was green and dull. Four doors led off, so that there were almost more doors than wall space. The doors too were covered in Hanged Men.


  To the right was a small kitchen, the only part of the room that was untouched; yet it was small, functional, a hob and a sink, a couple of cupboards.


  Crowthorne picked at a card. It was stuck to the wall. He ran his fingers over them. They had been neatly laid, each corner and edge set with precision.


  'Fucking weird,' he muttered.


  'Who opened the door?' said Cher into the awestruck silence.


  It was a rhetorical question, as she was aware that none of them knew who had opened the door. It had just struck her that it was something they all seemed to have forgotten about.


  Any curiosity or wonder they'd had was quickly supplanted by fear and a heightening of tension, as they all looked at the four doors which led off.


  Only one of them was a little ajar, that to the left. The bedroom.


  Crowthorne swallowed and indicated for Webb to go and check it out. Webb gave him a dubious look but turned towards the door.


  It was then that he noticed the slight trail of blood on the carpet, where Durrant had hurriedly dragged Lewis' body out of the way.


  The bedroom door was pushed open at that moment, and Durrant emerged. He had been in the act of putting his clothes on when the front door had opened, but then had had a last second change of mind.


  Clothes would only give them something to hang on to in a fight.


  He held in his hands an eight-inch knife that he'd grabbed from beside the sink on his way to unlock the door. He still had an erection, which was not gong to die down at the thought of committing murder.


  The camera held fast on Durrant as the operator stumbled backwards. Cher screamed. Xav screamed.


  'Oh my fuck!' shouted Claudia.


  Ando, suddenly, seemed unperturbed.


  'This is, like, part of the show?' he said with curiosity, while all around him were losing their heads.


  Morris was closest to the door, and was the first to move in any direction other than back against a wall. Durrant had chosen which door to hide behind as it was closest to the front door and he needed to get it closed before anyone left.


  He grabbed Morris as she was on the threshold, dragged her back inside and slit her throat in one balletic, flowing movement.


  He closed the door in the same move in which he swirled round and tossed her body into the middle of the floor. Some of the blood from her neck splashed into his chest and stomach, some of it onto his penis.


  Claudia's face drained of blood. Mikey, the cameraman, forgot the first rule of his job, and lowered the camera, so that he could stare in fear at Durrant with his own eyes.


  'Is she really dead?' said Ando.


  He wasn't sure yet what was happening, and didn't want to over-react in case it was all part of the show and it was a Candid Camera kind of thing. Prank Patrol.


  Webb, and then Crowthorne stepped forward, ushering the others behind them. Durrant stood before them all, face impassive. Absurdly they were distracted by his nakedness.


  'Is this part of the show?' asked Crowthorne.


  He was looking at Durrant, but really speaking to Claudia. She didn't answer.


  'You!' he said, half turning his head towards her. 'Woman. Is this part of the fucking show?'


  'No!' said Claudia.


  Suddenly she had her doubts. Was it part of the show? Had Washington set it up without telling any of them? She almost began to relax. This was why he hadn't come. Bloody brilliant bit of TV if that's what was happening, and it was always going to work better without him telling any of them about it. Even me, she thought. He did the right thing.


  She looked at the cameraman, suddenly annoyed, and indicated for him to lift the camera. A feeling began to take over the crowd of eight that perhaps this was all a set-up. Morris wasn't really dead. That blood at her throat wasn't really blood.


  Xav and Ando glanced at each other and then at Claudia. Waiting for direction.


  Webb took a step towards Durrant, who stood in the same position, the knife held forwards.


  'Put down the knife,' said Webb.


  Durrant remained impassive. His eyes barely seemed to be moving, but he was choreographing his way around the room, establishing the order in which they would have to be killed.


  'Fucking brilliant,' muttered Claudia, who was convincing herself as the seconds passed that this was all a show. 'Absolutely fucking brilliant.'


  A thought came from nowhere and she wondered if even Lol might actually still be alive.


  Crowthorne, keeping a wary eye on Durrant's knife, knelt down beside Morris and felt her neck. He couldn't avoid getting blood on his hands.


  'She's dead,' he said, looking up.


  This did not seem to change Claudia's view at all. She had convinced herself that it was all a scam. Television could fake anything. Perhaps Morris had known all along.


  'You guys have got guns, remember,' she said to Ando and Xav. There was a light amusement in her voice.


  They'd forgotten about the guns.


  'Who's got guns?' barked Webb.


  Guns. That changed Durrant's plan.


  He shattered the uncomfortable stand-off by stepping forward and bringing the knife swiftly up under Crowthorne's chin. Crowthorne reached for Durrant as he did so, but then his arms dropped quickly to his side.


  With the knife embedded, Durrant powerfully tugged Crowthorne's limp body to the side, knocking him into Webb as he sprang to his feet. Then the knife was withdrawn, and stabbed brutally down into Webb's face, out and back in again, as Webb fell to the floor.


  Ando had his gun in his hand, was frantically fingering for the catch. Xav only momentarily held his gun before it slipped form his fingers.


  Norrie, the sound guy, made a move for Durrant as Durrant stepped towards Ando. He transferred the knife to his left hand and swiped to his side, catching Norrie in the arm and throwing him off balance. Norrie's arm started spurting blood and hurt like he'd never experienced before. He staggered to the side, inadvertently bringing him closer to Ando.


  The knife back in his right hand, Durrant stabbed the two men in the forehead, quickly, smoothly, one after the other.


  Five down, four to go.


  Claudia's face still held a disbelieving wonder, as if she wasn't quite prepared to accept that any of this was real.


  'This is just fucking extraordinary,' she breathed.


  Mikey, the camera guy, had lowered his instrument once again. He was pushed back as far as he could go.


  Durrant was not finished, his movement fluid and sweet around the room, from one grotesque act to the next.


  Xav's gun was swiped out of his hands and sent across the room, then he was grabbed by the throat by Durrant's left hand, and then brought forward and his nose broken, face smashed by a crushing blow from the forehead, and although he wasn't dead, he was out of the game.


  Cher braced herself. Hadn't she fought a thug on live television only five days earlier? She held up her fists for the fight. Durrant brushed them aside, punched her brutally in the face, forced her back against the wall and buried the knife in her chest.


  Withdrew it quickly, with a loud suck of blood and flesh, and impaled it in Mikey the cameraman's head.


  Claudia stood a few feet away, her back against the wall, sprayed with blood. Durrant stood before her, red all over.


  At last she believed it was real, and yet she still strangely thought that she would not be included in the carnage; she still felt some strange thrill of it all. She was on her way to New York. She was going to be bigger than Steven Washington.


  Blood dripped from Durrant, from his hands and his face, from the end of his erection.


  Claudia's throat was dry. Durrant took one step towards her and buried his knife in it, and suddenly her throat was wet with blood. He held it there for a second, her eyes wide, and then dragged it out, running it across her throat as it went. Claudia collapsed, dead, to the floor.


  At some point, in the midst of it all, Hoagy had moved on to Ballad in Blue.


  Durrant looked around the scene, already knowing who he had killed and who needed to be finished off. Nevertheless, he had to be sure.


  He walked quickly round the room, stepping over bodies, slitting every throat that had not already been slit, and doing it again on those that had.


  Chapter 65


  



  Jericho stood two hundred yards along the beach, no sense of what was taking place inside the house, the only sounds the wind and the sea and the tumbling stones. He checked his watch; he ground his shoes into the shingle.


  It had been long enough. No one had come back out of the house, but it was time for him to put himself into the middle of what was going on. The thought of appearing out of nowhere, to be back in front of the cameras, squeezed horribly at his stomach, but then so did the thought of what might be happening, if it really was Durrant behind that old door. The house he'd walked passed so often when strolling along this beach. Durrant's house.


  Head up, hat pulled low, he started walking along the stones towards the house, looking like any dog walker out on a bleak January late morning. A dog walker in a suit. Without a dog.


  * * *


  Durrant stepped into the shower, took the nozzle from the wall and directed a jet of cold water over his body for thirty seconds, washing off the blood. He grabbed a towel, barely dried himself, and then walked through the sitting room, picking his way through the blood, to the bedroom and quickly pulled on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans.


  It was time to leave. He had no mind to clear up the mess he'd made, but neither did he want to live amongst it.


  As he pulled the t-shirt over his head, he noticed the figure approaching the house from along the beach.


  For the briefest moment he felt his throat dry, the most minor increase in heartbeat. Jericho.


  Had he expected Jericho to arrive with the group that had just walked in on him? Of course not, as he had not even begun to think about them. Hadn't known they were coming, had dealt with them as soon as they had. Now that Jericho was approaching, however, it seemed odd that he should arrive now, a few minutes after his police confederates.


  Durrant did not for a minute think of running away. Thirty years previously he had not had the chance. When Jericho had turned up to arrest him, Durrant's house had been surrounded by at least thirty armed officers. There had been no escape.


  Once Durrant was taken into custody, the police had naturally enough found the basement. However, they had not found the hanging ground, the holiday home by the sea. He had been arrested not long before he was due to take a trip out there, to deliver his new set of corpses, where his experiments regarding rate of decomposition in traumatised bodies continued.


  He had never been back, and so the house had lain dormant all that time. Thirty years he had been waiting for his cell door to open, thirty years expecting Jericho to be standing outside, a folder of photographs in his hand, along with a raft of new accusations and charges.


  Jericho had never come. He'd wondered if the man had forgotten about him after all that time. He had certainly never forgotten about Jericho.


  He had waited. He had researched. He had learned. He had kept his outside associations as quiet as possible. It had been some years earlier that he had had his plan in place. It evolved somewhat as time had gone on, but he had always been ready. Upon his release he'd intended dragging Jericho down to his level, as quickly as possible.


  Durrant had never known that the plan wasn't his plan.


  And now, here came Jericho, walking along the beach to the crime scene. Poor, miserable Jericho, wanted for murder. About to face him on level terms at last.


  Durrant walked quickly through the sitting room, this time picking up blood on his bare feet as he went, and into the back room. He turned on the light and closed the door behind him.


  The four old victims hung perfectly still, where they had always hung. There was another place. Had he intended that all along for Jericho? He wasn't sure, but he had other uses for it first.


  He looked down at Light as he walked past her. Her eyes, wide and fearful and confused, followed him round the room.


  'What are you doing?'


  He grabbed some heavy tape from the small work bench, then pulled out a stretch and quickly and roughly strapped it around her mouth, gagging her, hurting her as he wound it securely around her head. Her eyes widened.


  He lifted the small chair and placed it under the fifth hook. There was rope on the floor, and he lifted it and quickly tied it into the old knot. The noose. He hadn't forgotten how, even though it was the first time he'd made the knot in over thirty years.


  Then he walked over beside Light and placed the knot around her neck. She looked at him searchingly, pleadingly.


  Why are you doing this to me? she screamed. The words emerged as a formless, dull noise.


  He made loose her bonds, and then as she began to struggle upwards he grabbed the rope and dragged her swiftly and harshly off the table, so that she fell backwards, thumping on to her buttocks, her neck strangled by the noose.


  He pulled her quickly and, gasping for breath, her arms flailing, she struggled to get to her feet to keep up with him. Then, in one movement, he hoisted her up onto the chair, and hung the noose from the hook.


  Her legs comfortably reached the chair, but as soon as she put weight on them they folded from the effort, having been strapped down for so long.


  Her face was turning purple; her arms were dead and useless and thrashing helplessly; she stared desperately at Durrant, eyes pleading.


  Durrant turned his back, walked around the table, and turned off the light.


  Chapter 66


  



  Lazy River was playing. The song told him as much as the scene of carnage, as much as the absurd walls covered in Tarot cards. Blood on the cards on the walls, blood on the floor, blood on the furniture. And Hoagy was singing.


  He looked around at the four closed doors. Glanced into the small kitchen area. Imagined the house from the outside, so that he could get a sense of the size of rooms behind each of the doors. One would be a bathroom. Three bedrooms? Closed his eyes again, pictured the house. Two at most. Another check around, not much storage space. The other door would be a cupboard, but it could be a walk-in cupboard, somewhere with plenty of space for a man to stand waiting.


  A quick check of the house had shown there was no back door. Just a window that seemed to let in no light. Curtains drawn or boarded up, he couldn't be sure.


  If they weren't boarded up, then Durrant would have been able to get out the back, run away. Jericho knew that wouldn't happen. He would be waiting, on the other side of one of these four doors.


  He stood with his feet adjacent to Morris' head. He barely looked down at her. She had meant nothing to him, and now he felt nothing at her death. He wasn't interested. The same could be said for the rest of the eight bodies in the room, and the same could be said for the hundreds of Hanged Men, now scornfully smiling at him from the walls and the ceiling. He blanked it all out.


  He studied the four doors, sure that he would pick the right one, then he looked around at the bodies, their positions where they'd fallen, and tried to imagine how it had played out. He did not wonder how Durrant had taken on nine people and triumphed.


  He took the phone from his pocket. There were three missed calls. He thought about it for a second, then dialled 999. Waited no more than four seconds.


  'I'm in Shingle Street… the town… nine murders. Yes. Nine. There are police vans parked outside, probably from Woodbridge.'


  He hung up as she continued to ask him questions, the unprofessional incredulity in her voice at the report of nine murders.


  The phone rang within seconds of him putting it back into his pocket, and he reached in and clicked it off, then held his finger on the button long enough to turn the phone off.


  What would he tell any other officer to do in this situation? Turn, walk out, keep an eye on the property from a distance, wait for backup.


  Under the circumstances – the events that had preceded this atrocity – it was possible that the police were going to arrive and assume that Jericho was guilty of the crimes.


  But that didn't matter. It was all about Durrant. Durrant was waiting for him. Durrant had been setting him up. Durrant had the opportunity to run away and he wouldn't have taken it. Neither would he at any stage.


  Jericho didn't care what happened after this, didn't care what he was accused of. Durrant needed to be dealt with, and he had a moment of believing that he was the only one who truly understood him.


  Had they asked, had they not been so dismissive of him, he certainly would not have led the television personalities so blindly to their deaths.


  He selected the door into the back room and walked quickly forward, stepping between the bodies, picking up blood on his shoes.


  He opened the door, made out the five hanging figures in the dim light, put his hand to the wall and turned on the light.


  Sergeant Light whimpered, the gag still tight around her mouth, her feet clinging to a grudging table, her hands at her throat trying to keep the noose from her neck. Durrant stood not far in front of her, his arms folded, waiting.


  The two men looked into each other's eyes for the first time in thirty years.


  Neither of them had ever been much disposed to talk, and thirty years had not changed them.


  Jericho looked behind Durrant at the four bodies hanging in a row beside Light. They had each been hung by a rope tied in a noose around the neck.


  They were all fully clothed. Skeletal faces, the remnants of skin thirty years dead, hung dryly from the faces. The mouths were open, grey teeth smiled awkwardly down. The eye sockets stared back at Jericho.


  The four victims for whom he had searched so long. The bodies that had haunted him, knowing they were out there somewhere in the world waiting to be discovered.


  And now at last, he had found them, having been left to hang in the same place for all this time, in a house past which he had walked on many occasions, hand in hand with his wife or on his own, his head bowed in melancholy to the stones. All the while, behind the stone walls, four corpses had slowly rotted away.


  'You're under arrest,' said Jericho. 'Sit down in the corner and don't move.'


  Durrant at least obeyed the final command. He didn't move. Jericho wondered how long they could remain in a stand off. Long enough for the police to arrive?


  Even coming from Woodbridge they were going to take ten minutes, and there were hardly going to be too many police officers to hand. More than likely they would be coming from Ipswich, and even in a desperate, frantic rush were a good twenty-five minutes away.


  Light gasped again and Jericho realised suddenly that they'd been acting as if she wasn't there. It wasn't about Light, it was about Jericho and Durrant and a personal battle that had been suspended for thirty years. But Light was currently clinging on for her life, desperately clutching at the noose around her neck. The soon to be hanged woman.


  Jericho walked round the table towards her, and finally Durrant moved. He had no weapon, but he did not for a second imagine that he would require one.


  Jericho did not have words of comfort for Light. He felt nothing for her, even though the last time he had seen her she had been lying naked in a bed and he had been leaving her for the night.


  He had a thought that he would never voice, and did not even like to admit to himself, but he was annoyed at her for allowing herself to be taken.


  He walked forward in a manner that suggested he did not expect anything to get in his way, although he barely looked Light in the face.


  Durrant took one step nearer and met Jericho with a brutal punch to the chin. Durrant had spent thirty years exercising and working out in prison. Jericho had spent the same time slowing down and gradually getting older.


  He thudded back against the wall, blood immediately spurting from his lip, pain piercing through his fractured jaw.


  Durrant did not move straight in, instead standing back and looking down on Jericho, who was leaning back heavily against the wall.


  There was a movement to his left. Light's legs were struggling weakly on the chair, and the chair had begun to slide a few inches to the side. There was no time to lounge against the wall.


  Jericho forced himself up, once again heading straight towards Light, ignoring the fact that there would be something in his way. This time he caught the incoming blow from Durrant in time, parrying it away with his right forearm.


  As he reached Light, he felt Durrant's hands on his shoulders, so he ducked down and kicked back, then turned, lashing out an elbow at Durrant's head. The force of the blow sent each man away from the other, off-balance, and then they quickly regained their footing and squared up once more, Light in between them. Her squirming was becoming more frantic, her face a deeper hue, her gasps more desperate.


  Durrant reached out with his leg and kicked the seat away from her. The rope stretched with a sound quite unfamiliar to Jericho, and Light was dangling, kicking at air.


  It wasn't as if Jericho had been fighting with any compassion before, but now the cold-bloodedness that dwelled inside him, the innate lack of feeling for the well-being of others swept over him. He did not particularly care for Sergeant Light, dangling from a rope and about to die, but Durrant had annoyed him and hurt one of his colleagues, and he was not going to stand helplessly around in a room while it happened.


  'Is this all we can do?' said Jericho. 'After thirty years of plotting revenge, is this it?'


  Durrant was not drawn, although he had begun to work through the likely outcomes of where they were standing. He did not doubt that Jericho had called the police before he entered the room, and understood perfectly his need to address Durrant on his own before the rest of the force arrived. But the police would be on their way, and while he did not particularly care if he was sent back to prison, it still seemed worthwhile doing what he could to stay free for the time being.


  He made a sudden movement that surprised Jericho, and while he flung his fists up in the air in defence, Durrant reached over to Sergeant Light, grabbed the end of the rope attached to the hook, lifted it off – which briefly made it bite even more into her neck, and would have killed her in a few seconds – then dumped her down on the floor, loosening the knot and quickly removing it as he did so.


  In all the time he'd been distracted, Jericho had had a perfect chance to counterattack, but Durrant had surprised him and he instead watched dumbfounded.


  Light slumped onto the floor, supporting herself with one hand, rubbing her neck with the other, gasping at air, panting. Durrant straightened up and looked at Jericho. Jericho stood three yards away, the four hanged bodies for company.


  'What would you like to talk about?' said Durrant.


  The words came strangely out of the blue at Jericho. He had not heard that voice in so long. The voice that had stone-walled him and mocked him and kept him at bay. The voice which had never revealed the whereabouts of his victims.


  Jericho looked at Light, who was now on all fours, her head down, coughing harshly in the direction of the floor.


  'Get out,' said Jericho.


  Durrant looked at him, now seemingly completely disinterested in Light. Light did not hear, or did not realise she was being spoken to. For the first time in two days she was free, but this was not a circumstance for relief.


  'Sergeant!' barked Jericho. He had been tender two nights previously. 'Sergeant! Get up, get out.'


  He did not bend down to grab her, to physically urge her on her way. Did not doubt that Durrant would take advantage of the movement.


  She looked up at him. She seemed hurt, annoyed, angry almost. She was annoyed at him shouting at her. How absurd.


  'Now, Sergeant!'


  Her eyes still on him, not even looking at Durrant, she dragged herself to her feet and lurched towards the door.


  'Don't hesitate, Sergeant. Don't look at them. Just get outside.'


  She was looking through the door and sure enough had paused at the sight. The bloody slaughter. The walls of Hanged Men.


  'Do I have to kick you up the arse, Sergeant?' said Jericho to her back, without looking at her.


  Slowly, naked and alone, she walked into the sitting room and began to pick her way through the bodies. Neither Jericho nor Durrant had looked at her as she walked out.


  The two men stood either side of the end of the table, the four hanged bodies to Jericho's left, looking down upon them. Neither man was breathing hard. Neither man seemed especially tense. They both stood still, their eyes locked on the other, waiting for the first move.


  However, they both knew that it was beholden on Durrant to do something. In the situation where nothing happened, Jericho won. The police would arrive in force; Durrant would be apprehended. Although neither man was considering the real possibility that the police would arrive, their heads filled with the possibility that Jericho was a murderer because that was what they had read in the newspapers, and would take action against him rather than Durrant.


  How many of them had heard of Durrant? How many of them would be looking for Durrant? Who among them knew that Durrant would kill nine people in two minutes without a second's thought?


  'Shall we make war with words of intellectual merit?' asked Durrant. 'Shall we discuss the aesthetics of hanging? Shall we do battle over the course of history?'


  Jericho did not answer. In this strange fight it seemed merely a victory in the fact that it was Durrant who was doing the talking.


  With Durrant now standing before him, however, Jericho could not contain the question.


  'How did you know about Larrousse?' he asked.


  He hated having to ask, as he'd always hated asking Durrant any question. The very thought that Durrant had knowledge that he did not.


  Durrant's face gave away nothing, and instantly Jericho felt foolish for asking. Had Durrant ever answered any of his questions?


  Never. He had always met Jericho with total silence, apart from when he had chosen to speak. And those moments of abrupt conversation had never been in response to Jericho asking him anything.


  There was a noise from the door. Light had re-entered, clutching the knife that Durrant had used to eliminate the television collective. She stood framed in the doorway. The front door was still open and Jericho could see white waves on the grey sea behind her.


  She had blood on her feet and around the bottom of her legs. Her neck was bruised and inflamed from the noose. Her body looked cold and frigid, her arms and legs thin, her stomach so flat it looked hollow.


  'What are you doing, Sergeant?'


  She walked forward, the knife still at her side.


  Durrant was not even looking at her. Still he stared at Jericho; still he imagined himself impervious to attack; still he saw Jericho as his foe. No one else mattered, not even a woman with a knife.


  A drop of blood fell from the end of the blade as she approached them.


  'Sergeant!' barked Jericho. 'Get out!'


  When she moved, she surprised him. Two quick steps, knife drawn back, Jericho's eyes widened, but he did not have time to raise his hands in reaction to the swing of the blade.


  Durrant watched.


  She thrust the knife down at Jericho; he had time only to drop himself an inch or two away from her. It was enough, at least, to mean that the knife plunged into his shoulder rather than into his heart as intended. Still the pain was excruciating, and he cried out.


  He fell back, crashing into the hanged bodies behind him, and then through them, so that he was engulfed by thirty-year-old dead flesh and rotten clothes.


  Light followed him, but also became entangled in the mass of bodies as she tried to swing the knife again. Her next thrust was caught up in the tangle of hanging bones, and then as she drew the knife back ready to plunge it down once more towards Jericho, he grabbed her wrist and swung it back towards her face, catching her on the side of the chin.


  With the movement the pain in his shoulder was unbearable, and he quickly released her arm, but for the briefest moment he had her on the defensive and, leveraging himself off the back wall, he propelled his head forward, butting her in the middle of the face, so that they crashed back, Jericho on top of Light, back through the swinging haunted bodies.


  As he fell on top of her, a tangle of limbs, completely out of control, he felt the knife stab into his back, although she hadn't been able to get enough purchase to penetrate too far. Yet the pain was still excruciating and he cried out and once more lashed out at her.


  As she fell back, her head and back arching away from him, her neck was exposed, and he caught her flush in the windpipe just at the point when her head banged into the table. Her body crashed clumsily onto the floor, Jericho landing heavily on top of her.


  He was pressed against her naked body, stabbing pains in his back and shoulder and in his jaw. Immediately he was aware of the looming threat of Durrant, and how vulnerable he was to an attack.


  Putting one hand on her right wrist to prevent any further swing of the knife, he then put all his weight on his other hand as he leaned on her throat to push himself up.


  He looked around the room, expecting Durrant to be on top of him.


  Durrant was standing at the door. A last look. Jericho might have thought that Durrant would not run, and previously Durrant might have thought the same thing. But he knew there would be another time, and the next time Jericho would not have had the opportunity to call for backup beforehand.


  Durrant turned away. Jericho tried to struggle to his feet, but the pain scythed through his torso with the movement. He stayed on his knees, gasping for breath, watching him go.


  Something touched his back and he swung round, falling over Light's prone body as he did so, banging into the edge of the table. It had just been a movement from one of the hanging corpses, the four of them still disturbed and swinging. He regained his balance, heart still banging, but now he was on all fours, pain jagging through him.


  He looked up at Durrant, who had suddenly stopped, halfway to the front room, in amongst the detritus of his earlier killing spree.


  Over Durrant's shoulder, Jericho could see Haynes standing in the doorway. His hardened heart dropped into his stomach; for a moment he realised that perhaps he did care about someone more than he'd thought. Haynes was no match for Durrant.


  * * *


  Durrant had never been a man to hesitate for long. Haynes was still taking in the carnage that lay dead and bloody before him, still taking in the absurdity of the Hanged Men, the outrageousness of the scene, when Durrant approached, two steps through blood, arm drawn back and then his fist pummelled towards Haynes. Haynes dived low to avoid the blow, drove himself forward into Durrant's pelvis pushing him back. Hadn't played rugby for nearly ten years, but the move was still there.


  Durrant struggled for grip, bare feet on a damp, red floor. He fell back under the weight of Haynes' push, and the two men tumbled together on top of three dead bodies. Crowthorne, Webb and Ando.


  Haynes almost found himself breathing dead air from Ando's gaping mouth, as blood covered his cheek, and everywhere that his hands touched oozed with the cooling red slime of death.


  Durrant had not a moment of hesitation, falling in amongst the butchered bodies of his victims. He quickly pushed himself up, his hand squeezing air from Crowthorne's chest, and in the same movement swung his fist at Haynes, sending him reeling backwards, falling in amongst more of the dead.


  Durrant was up and propelling himself forwards and this time Haynes managed to react as quickly, jumping up and scrambling away over dead flesh into the corner.


  Durrant stood in front of him, and for a moment they both paused. Haynes was trapped in the corner, backed up, nowhere to go. His eyes dropped and he looked at the gun on the floor. Two feet away. Durrant did not allow his gaze to be distracted, but knew what Haynes was looking at. Now both men realised that the gun meant Durrant had to deal with Haynes before he left. Couldn't turn his back on him.


  Durrant gave Haynes a second to see if he was going to go for the gun, then made his move when Haynes stood still. One step, fist drawn back again, this time aiming for a low blow and no mistake.


  Suddenly Durrant's face twisted, his back arched and a peculiar gasp stuttered from his throat. He fell forwards, trapping Haynes against the wall. But there was no fight in him.


  Jericho, himself straining and grimacing and panting with the effort, withdrew the knife and once more jabbed it down into Durrant's back. Once more, knife up and back in, as the body juddered for one last time.


  Then Haynes pushed Durrant off him, and the backwards movement of the dead killer's body knocked Jericho off his feet and he also fell, in amongst the heaps of the dead.


  Haynes leaned back against the wall, blood on his suit and on his face, staining his white shirt. He was short of breath, his heart still thumping in frantic panic. Jericho lay back, engulfed by pain and the effort of finishing off Durrant, his head resting next to that of Cherie Mansfield, the would-be winner of Britain's Got Justice.


  He did not care; he could not move. The pain of his knife wounds and in his jaw enveloped him. He felt the room swirling.


  Beyond the front door, sea stretched into the distance, irritable and grey and sullen. In the back room the four bodies, disturbed after thirty years of lifeless slumber, continued to swing silently in the cold, pungent air.


  Hoagy Carmichael was singing Lazy Bones.


  Chapter 67


  



  When Jericho woke up Hoagy Carmichael still seemed to be playing, although he couldn't make out the tune. Maybe it was Baltimore Oriole. He could hear that absurd phrase it's a woman like, now and then, could happen to thing… but when he started to be aware of his surroundings he realised that the music was only playing in his head, that the room he was in was quiet. He remembered another sound, a rough, harsh snort, then realised that he'd woken himself up with a loud snore.


  He wondered who'd be lying next to him. The moment he turned his head the pain shot through his jaw, and then his shoulder. He lay back, his breath suddenly a little louder and more uneasy.


  He was aware of a face over him, but he couldn't make it out properly, and then he closed his eyes, and by the time there was someone else leaning over him again he was asleep.


  * * *


  The next time he woke up, Amanda was in the room sitting beside the bed.


  He tried to smile, but for some reason he couldn't. He didn't understand why. The pain in his shoulder didn't seem so bad.


  'Someone tried to kill me,' he said.


  'I know,' she replied.


  She was holding his hand.


  'Have you been here a while?' he asked.


  'Four days now,' she said. 'Haven't moved a muscle.'


  She smiled at him. He wished he could smile back.


  'Someone tried to kill me,' he said, seemingly unaware that he'd already said the same words.


  'She was in love with the man you were trying to arrest,' said Amanda. 'Women do all sorts of things when the men they love are threatened.'


  Beneath the bandages his features contracted in curiosity. He didn't understand.


  'Why did she love him? How did she love him?'


  'Women do all sorts of things,' she said.


  'No,' said Jericho. 'He kidnapped her, yet she still loved him. She still wanted to protect him. She must have seen what he did.'


  'Women do all sorts of things,' said Amanda.


  He looked at her, a curious smile on his face.


  'You keep saying the same thing,' he said.


  'No,' she replied, shaking her head. 'That's you. It's you who keeps saying the same thing. You're trying to understand her.'


  'You're not helping me?' he asked.


  'I can't.'


  He closed his eyes and leant his head back against the pillow. He wasn't sure when he opened them again, but when he did she wasn't there, and he didn't even remember that she had been.


  * * *


  Jericho had a cup of tea. He hadn't eaten anything yet, and was having to drink lukewarm tea through a straw. His head was bandaged, keeping the lower jaw in place. He was expecting Haynes, and was trying to put himself in some sort of position to conduct a conversation. However, since Durrant had fractured his jaw with one punch, and Sergeant Light had stabbed him in the shoulder and in the left kidney, he was not going to be comfortable sitting anywhere for several weeks.


  There was a police constable he didn't recognise sitting in his room, but he had not been told why. He had not been told anything.


  The room was bright, but from where he sat in bed all he could see were the roofs of buildings, and had no idea where he was. He didn't want to think about where he had been or what had happened. There was no point, until he had more information. At the moment it was a brutal collection of images, a series of horrendous and bloody events. He didn't understand much of it, and he knew he wouldn't until he'd been given more of the facts. If there were more facts to give.


  The door opened and Haynes entered, followed by Superintendent Dylan. Haynes looked at the constable and ushered her out with a nod.


  The constable returned the nod and went outside. She closed the door behind her and then stood outside, waiting to put off anyone else who might try to enter.


  At the sight of Dylan, Jericho automatically put the straw in his mouth. He didn't need to hide his face, however. It was bandaged enough that there was not a lot else showing.


  'Fuck,' said Dylan, as an opening gambit.


  Haynes had been in a couple of times previously, although had not managed to have a conversation. This was the first time Dylan had seen him.


  'How do you feel?' she asked, words which sounded stupid even to her, but which required asking all the same.


  Jericho winced as he moved in the bed, the pain jabbing once more in his shoulder and in his lower back. He raised the cup a little higher.


  'What day is it?' he said.


  His voice sounded strange.


  'You've been here less than twenty-four hours,' said Dylan, unable to keep the slightly mocking tone from her voice, assuming there was some quality in the question to imply that he'd been here for a week.


  Haynes, standing behind her, glanced at Jericho and then lowered his eyes.


  'Sergeant Light is dead,' said Dylan. 'Was it Durrant or you who killed her?'


  Jericho didn't speak. Haynes had a moment of wanting to grab Dylan by the lapel of her expensive Versace jacket and stick her head in a bowl of cold water.


  'Durrant's dead. We've got camera footage of him killing the people in that room. Not all of them, but it's pretty clear what went on. You're off the hook for that, but we're going to need to talk about all the others. How you come to mysteriously be heir to a wine empire worth over twenty million euro.'


  Jericho lowered the cup. It was unlikely that he would have been able to display any expression given the bandaging, but he was giving nothing away.


  'Can you talk?' she asked.


  Given that he had already asked what day it was, that seemed to be a given. He didn't need bandaging over his face to stop him talking, it happened naturally.


  'Speak to Sergeant Haynes. You're not being officially questioned yet, but we need to start sorting out various things here.'


  She stared at Jericho for a while longer, but as usual she could feel her blood pressure rising at his awkward and bloody silence. She felt no sympathy for his condition, just annoyance that it might get in the way of an investigation.


  She looked down at him again, once more not enjoying a situation as much as she'd thought she would, then she turned and walked quickly from the room, closing the door sharply as she went.


  The two men felt a palpable lightening of the mood as she left, then Haynes pulled up the chair that the constable had been using and sat down beside the bed.


  'Get you anything else?'


  Jericho laid his head back against the pillow – although he was still sitting upright – and made a small gesture with his eyes to say no.


  'Sergeant Light…?' he said.


  'She was dead when the ambulance arrived.'


  Jericho looked away from him, his eyes drifting down to the end of the bed. He had never killed anyone before, and hadn't particularly been trying to on this occasion.


  He had punched her in the throat. That was something that was only usually done with intent.


  'She tried to kill me,' he said, justifying the answer to a question that Haynes had not asked.


  'I tried to call,' said Haynes. 'We discovered a connection between her and Durrant. While he was in prison he produced a book about Tarot cards. Nothing much, an insignificant work. Under an assumed name. Hoagland. However, the forward was written by Rebecca Light.'


  Jericho looked at him curiously, his eyebrows knitted beneath the bandaging.


  'My contact at the British library. She called me yesterday morning. I was a bit of an arse, should have taken her call earlier. She worked it out. Didn't know who Durrant was, of course, or Hoagland, but had heard Sergeant Light's name on the news. Thought it too much of a coincidence. I tried to get hold of you, but I guess you were already out there. I don't know. How did you end up at Durrant's house? How did you know where to go?'


  Jericho held his gaze for a moment and then looked away again. That was the question. How on earth, in all the places in the United Kingdom, had he managed to end up in the same small village as Durrant? Where he himself had gone on holiday all his life, and where Durrant had kept his murderous house all those decades he'd been in prison.


  How had that happened?


  You're just like me.


  Jericho shook his head, then winced.


  'I don't know,' he said. 'Tell me about her.'


  'She was a prison guard in Broadmoor. Befriended Durrant. I can't… Spoke to the deputy governor there again last night. Still a wanker, but a bit more forthcoming. Had had a day to accept that his career's fucked. At least, you'd think. Durrant and Light formed some sort of relationship over the course of a few years, but he said it never seemed to be anything especially abnormal. They all liked Durrant… he didn't cause trouble. Durrant was a prolific scholar while inside. Published no end of papers and articles and books. She helped him sometimes. He didn't know that they'd kept in touch when she transferred to the police.'


  'How did she end up in Wells?'


  'We don't know yet. Judging from the house, all those cards 'n' shit… It looks like Durrant was behind all the cards or he had someone doing it for him…'


  He meant Sergeant Light, but didn't say it.


  'And presumably he was behind the deaths of all your… I don't know, relatives…. whatever you want to call them. He got out of prison looking for you, and she helped him. Maybe she didn't realise exactly what kind of man he was. Although…. They started dying, you got that first card, before he was released…'


  He'd been going to say more, but his lack of understanding of what had happened dragged him to a halt.


  'She tried to kill me,' said Jericho. 'She could have had others killed.'


  Haynes nodded.


  'There'll need to be an investigation into how Durrant got let out of prison, but you can bet your arse the media won't get to know about it. Won't even know that he just got released.'


  'So why did you think it was Dylan?'


  'Her name was all over it. Letters, various communications with the Deputy Governor, but always her contacting him, as he was never happy about it. She looked genuinely confused when I told her about it. And then pissed off. They've traced the paperwork back to the station; looks like it was Light's work all along.'


  Jericho stared at the end of the bed. He had been concentrating for a short while, but suddenly it was starting to go again. Already. Why could he only concentrate for a few minutes? What was the matter with him?


  'It doesn't seem right,' said Jericho. Haynes could tell from the quality of his voice that he was starting to drift off again. Dylan would be unhappy. She had been wanting Jericho subtly interrogated until every last possible bit of information had been extracted. Not that Haynes had ever had any intention of carrying out that particular order.


  'No,' said Haynes, 'I agree, it doesn't. What could Light or Durrant say to a millionaire French businessman to make him kill himself? It's one thing trawling around the country bumping people off in their cars or their beds, although that in itself must have taken a lot of planning…'


  'He had a lot of time to plan…'


  'True. It still doesn't explain Larrousse. Nothing explains Larrousse.'


  There's always an explanation, thought Jericho. This time the words didn't quite find themselves to his mouth.


  'Maybe there's more to it…' he managed to say, and Haynes could tell that the voice was drifting away and that Jericho would likely not speak again for a while.


  Jericho looked at Haynes, although for some reason he was beginning to fade. He meant to ask about something else, but he couldn't think what it was. Not this close, Hoagy.


  Hoagy? Who was Hoagy?


  The TV show, that was it. That was who he should ask about. All those television people, those bright young lives, cut down in their prime. Throats slit by Durrant. Where were they now?


  Haynes watched as Jericho slipped back into sleep or unconsciousness or wherever it was he was going. He looked at the monitors into which he was plugged to make sure that everything seemed to be as it should be, then he walked to the door, asked the constable if she wouldn't mind getting him a cup of coffee, and returned to the seat beside Jericho's bed to sit and wait.


  Chapter 68


  



  The show had to go on. That's what they would all have wanted.


  Washington's face barely flickered when he was told the news. The usual instant calculations had gone through his head. What did it mean for the show?


  The cameraman? There were plenty of others. Same for the soundman. Claudia and Morris? Television producers were like rabbits. When one got killed, there were another eight thousand of them waiting around the corner. The two police officers were of no interest, which left Xav, Ando and Cher.


  Washington had smiled at the thought, but television reality contestants were like television producers, only ten-fold. For every Xav, Ando and Cher, there was a Stevo and a Mol and a Bex and a Shaz and a Maz and a Trace. And in particular, it had only been five days since they'd had Muzza and Gaz, and those two would only be too delighted to be brought back onto the show. Throw in one other contestant – and he immediately thought of Willow, the young African girl who'd been the best looking entrant to the competition, and who had blessed Washington with her love on more than one occasion – and they could have a show for that evening.


  He himself hadn't gone anywhere, the ex-Sugababe and the hard-talking TV copper hadn't gone anywhere, the host was still in town, so who would really know the difference?


  Was it in bad taste? Fucking right it was. Would even more people watch it than had watched it previously?


  Of course.


  * * *


  The music was playing again. It kept playing. Haunting.


  Was it haunting? It was just music, the same music that he'd listened to all his life. Maybe not all his life. He hadn't listened to it for the last thirty years, but it seemed to be back now. It seemed to be there, everywhere he turned.


  Slowly his eyes began to focus, and as they did so the music faded. The room appeared before him. He moved his head, but as he did so, he felt sharp pains in his back and in his jaw and in his shoulder.


  He sat still again. He'd been sleeping propped up against some pillows. The sheets and blanket that covered him were white. The walls of the room were white. He found that if he sat still the pain receded to a dull ache.


  The sharp sting of pain had jolted him completely awake, however.


  It was night time. The curtains were drawn, and it was obviously dark outside. There was a small light on beside his bed. He looked at the clock above the door.


  2:47


  He swallowed. His throat was dry. He realised there was no music playing. He must have been dreaming about the music. That seemed to be happening a lot recently.


  He looked at the table to his side to see if there was some water. He didn't want to have to summon a nurse in the middle of the night, even though he knew there would be one on duty.


  There was a small jug and one glass. An empty chair sat beside the bed. Jericho was aware that a variety of people had occupied that chair over the previous day or two.


  Reaching out for the jug he realised there was a small envelope on the table. There was nothing written on the envelope. He lifted it, turned it over in his fingers. It wasn't sealed.


  He lifted the flap. There was no letter or note inside, just a card.


  He still wasn't thinking clearly, and thought nothing of it. Even when he looked at it, it did not send a shudder through him or make him wonder or make the hairs stand on the back of his head.


  It depicted a skeleton riding on a horse. The skeleton was dressed in a long black robe, and carried a flagpole in its left hand. The flag was black and white but had a strange floral design. All around the horse, lying on the ground, were the dead. Kings and queens, lords and commoners. The dead were legion and stretched far into the distance.


  The skeleton was looking out at Jericho and smiling.


  He looked at the card for a few moments, then placed it back inside the envelope and slotted the envelope underneath his pillow.


  He rested his head back against the pillow and looked straight ahead at the plain white wall before him. The clock read 2:49.
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