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One

‘Someone is trying to kill me,’ said the man at Eden Driscoll’s door.

The stranger was wearing a green Carhartt baseball cap and a red Purbeck Valley Folk Festival T-shirt with a pair of Oakley dark glasses tucked into the neck. His arms were evenly brown.

‘I’m sorry?’

Eden peered at him. Shaven-headed, fit, evenly tanned – mid-forties, he guessed. Well-heeled.

‘You said what?’

‘I said, someone is trying to kill me,’ repeated the man. Despite the weight of his words, his voice was low and calm.

Eden Driscoll, former Detective Sergeant with the Metropolitan Police, stepped outside, glanced warily to the left and right. The man had knocked on the beach door – the one that looked out on to the river.

It was an early evening in August in the town of Teignmouth on the South Devon coast. The summer sun was setting over Dartmoor, pouring pink light down the estuary. It saturated the reds of newly ploughed fields behind Ringmore and darkened the greens of the hedgerows. It caught the clouds of dust that a combine harvester was sending up into the chilly air south of the river. The boat-dotted mud behind the stranger at Eden’s door was dark and greasy.

‘So? Can I come in?’  he asked.

‘No.’ Eden didn’t budge. The man looked normal enough, but he did not sound it.

‘You’re Mr Driscoll, right?’ He appeared less sure of himself now.

Behind the man standing right in front of him, Eden could see his nine-year-old nephew, Finn, sitting cross-legged on the sand, reading a book, apparently oblivious to a cool summer wind.

Eden was here to protect Finn. He did not want any stranger coming into Finn’s small house, especially one claiming his life was in danger. Eden looked him up and down again, wary, but more than a little intrigued.

‘I need to explain,’ the man said.

‘Maybe start with your name.’

‘Right. My name is Richard Morrison.’
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Two

At the same time as Richard Morrison was standing at the beach door of the house Eden Driscoll shared with his nine-year-old nephew, new paint was drying on the window frames of a house called Lispool.

The house was pretty. Its name was written in old copper capitals, picked out in white on the black wood that had been screwed to the gate long ago. A beautiful wooden cottage, small and symmetrical, overlooking the stony cliff. Cream paint had grown thick on its planks over the years, softening the shape of the wood beneath it.

Built for his family in the 1930s, by a long-dead man from Plymouth, these days it was owned by a young couple from London who had seen it being offered for sale in a glossy magazine. The Londoners described themselves as entrepreneurs, though both had inherited a great deal of money from their parents. The new owners had filled the cottage with expensive mid-century furniture, letting it out on websites that offered bespoke hideaway holidays to the chic and wealthy.

Facing the sea, a verandah ran along the south side of the house. A pair of wicker egg chairs hung from the rafters, looking out at the Channel. Above them the roof was edged with the kind of carefully cut daggerboards you sometimes saw on old station buildings, lined up like a pointed row of cream teeth. The front door and the verandah door were both sage green, as were the windows and their frames. It was a gem. The couple had arranged several photoshoots to show off their property, bowls full of lemons on the pine kitchen table, dried grasses in an earthenware pot in the living room.

The house was empty today. The cold wind blowing from the east dried the new paint. The house looked perfect though you could still see the dots of paint on each of the window frames, because though it was close in colour, it wasn’t quite a match – though you’d have to look pretty hard to notice that every window had been sealed up, making it impossible to get in the house.

Or out of it.

Beneath each dot of fresh, drying paint lay the head of a 75mm screw driven through the meeting rails of each sash window. One screw was enough to make the window tight, impossible to open.
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Three

‘Listen,’ Richard Morrison was saying, ‘I’m serious. Is there somewhere we can talk?’

The wind on the estuary flicked at the low water.

‘If you can help me, I can offer you money. I don’t know how much you charge, but I am willing to pay whatever it is.’

And Eden, who no longer had a job, was a little more interested now. He left Richard Morrison standing at the door and looked around for a minute until he found something he could write on – an A4 pad that Finn sometimes used for drawing – and a biro from a mug on a shelf.

Grabbing his waterproof in case the rain came in, he stepped outside again with the pad, closed the glass beach door behind him and turned to lock it. Taped to the inside was a notice:


Boat Repairs

Hawkins Marine



And a mobile number. His sister’s friend Molly had taped it there.

‘So?’ said Eden, turning to Richard Morrison. ‘You were saying?’

‘I believe my life is in danger. I want you to help me.’

A herring gull swooped over the beach looking for unattended picnics but the beach today was quiet. For most people it was too chilly to be sitting out.

‘Finn?’ Eden called. ‘I’m just sitting over here, by The Ship.’

‘’K,’ answered Finn without lifting his eyes from the page of his library book. An answer at least. For the last day Finn had been ignoring Eden. Eden didn’t know what he had done wrong.

The man turned. ‘Your boy?’ he asked.

‘My sister’s,’ said Eden simply, not wishing to explain more, and set off walking past the other small houses that were crowded onto the top of the sand. ‘This way.’

He led the man along the beach towards the pub that stood at the old stone quay. It was high summer and normally every table on the narrow walkway would be crammed with people sitting at tables, their tops overflowing with empty glasses and bottles and crisp packets. It was the holidays. Families who returned here every year with their children were meeting up with people they hadn’t seen since the summer before. Today though, the tables were mostly empty. The weather for the coming Bank Holiday was not looking good.

‘Shall we go in?’ asked the man hesitantly.

‘Out here’s fine. I need to keep an eye on the boy.’

The man looked around. ‘You used to be a police officer, didn’t you?’

‘Who told you that?’

‘Didn’t you though?’

‘I still am a police officer. I’ve had to take a break . . . for personal reasons.’ On the beach, Finn was in his own world, lost in one of the books they had borrowed from the local library. He held the pages so they didn’t flap in the breeze.

‘What I said back then,’ the man said, ‘I know it sounds mad, but I’m serious. And I’m willing to pay you to look into it.’

‘You think someone is trying to kill you?’

‘No,’ the man answered calmly, ‘I’m quite sure they are. There have been two attempts on my life in the last three weeks.’

‘So why aren’t you telling this to the police?’

‘How do you know I didn’t?’

Eden nodded. ‘So why did you come to me?’

The man folded his arms. ‘Because I can’t prove it and they won’t do anything until I have evidence.’

‘Sounds about right,’ said Eden.

‘I’ve a friend in the local plod. Pretty high up. He says they don’t have the resources to just drop everything, whoever you are, unless they have evidence of a crime being committed. So I need someone who will find that evidence. And, as I said, I can pay.’

Richard Morrison spoke with the quiet assurance of the class who expected people to do what they ask.

‘If the police aren’t going to believe you, what makes you think I am?’

‘Because somebody has to,’ he answered.

This had felt like the longest summer of Eden’s life. In May, he had given up his job in London to look after his orphaned nine-year-old nephew. It wasn’t that he minded; it was a shock to Eden to discover how much he loved the boy. But he wasn’t used to having someone rely on him, of being tethered so closely to another person. His life was no longer his own.

Maybe that’s why he was interested in this man at his door. It reminded him of the job that he missed. Eden looked around. ‘So you think someone is trying to kill you, but you don’t know who it is?’

‘Exactly.’

Shivering in huge swimming trunks, a long limbed boy ran up the beach, passing close to where Finn was sitting. Finn shook sand off the pages and carried on reading as if nothing had happened.

‘OK,’ said Eden.

The man hesitated. ‘You’ll hear me out then?’

The truth was Eden had little else to do and he was, he had to admit, more than a little interested. ‘We can sit here,’ he said, pointing to the wall. ‘That way I can keep an eye on the boy.’

When they were both perched, side by side, on the stone wall, Richard Morrison spoke again. ‘As I said, there have been attempts on my life.’

Eden was wondering if Finn would need a sweater. There was a cold wind blowing down the river. ‘Go on.’

‘The first time was on farmland, close to my house.’

‘The first time?’

‘Oh yes. The first time. It was private land so whoever it was shouldn’t have been on there in the first place.’

‘Your land?’

‘I suppose you could call it that. It belongs to my company. Anyway. I was up there checking on our saplings. It’s a forestation project. You want me to explain?’

‘Later. Tell me about the attempt on your life.’

‘I was walking up there. Our ecologist had some concerns about the levels of rainfall we’ve been having. Out of nowhere this quad bike came haring up the track. I was angry of course, because it had no right to be there, but I stepped out of the way to let it pass, but instead of going around me, it headed straight for me.’

Eden looked at him. ‘That’s it?’

‘If I hadn’t jumped I would have been killed. I’m certain of it. He was trying to run me down. As it was I got scratched to buggery in the hedge.’

‘What did he look like?’

‘That’s the thing. Full face helmet. Visor down. I didn’t get a chance to see his face.’

‘And you think the quad bike was the first attempt?’

‘That’s right. The second happened a few weeks later.’

‘Nothing else? No other description?’

‘There wasn’t time. It was a black quad bike. I remember that. He was there one moment and the next he was gone.’

‘You must have heard him before he got to you?’

Morrison sounded puzzled by the question. ‘I suppose I must have. I just remember him heading straight for me – out of nowhere.’

‘OK. Go on.’

‘You do believe me, don’t you?’

‘What happened next?’ asked Eden. ‘You said, “the second attempt”.’

‘This is where it gets strange. A few weeks after the incident with the bike, I started feeling sick. It started with heart palpitations. I thought I was having panic attacks. I had headaches and nausea – and I was absolutely exhausted all the time. I’m not like that. I’m an energetic man. I’m an entrepreneur. I don’t like lying around doing nothing, but some days I was so tired I could barely get out of bed. So I went to the doctor to have some blood tests – but in the meantime, before the results came through, I had to go away for a few days to visit a friend in London and within a day of being there, all my symptoms had cleared up.’

Eden looked at Morrison with new interest. ‘You were being poisoned?’

‘And the moment I went back home, the symptoms returned. I had my water tested – everything – couldn’t figure out what it was. So instead I rented somewhere else and again—’

‘The symptoms disappeared?’

‘That’s right. And they haven’t returned.’

‘So where are you now?’

‘So you’re going to help me then?’ Morrison raised his eyebrows.

Eden turned the page on a picture of a dragon that seemed to be dropping bombs on a building that was labelled ‘SCHOOL’ and found a fresh sheet. The biro needed coaxing into life. Eden drew a few circles on the paper to try and get the ink flowing.

‘Morrison. Two r’s one s?’

When Morrison nodded, Eden wrote the name Richard Morrison at the top of the page.

‘Where are you living now then?’

‘I’m renting a little cottage about an hour from here.’

‘Address?’

Morrison hesitated. ‘You see, since what happened, I keep that a secret. I’ve only told a couple of people that I know I can trust.’

Eden looked up from the paper. ‘If you want me to help you, I’m going to have to be one of the people you trust.’

Morrison considered this. ‘But this is confidential, right?’

He really was scared of something, Eden thought. ‘Yes,’ he answered.

‘So you’re going to help me?’

‘If I can.’

‘It’s a house called Lispool,’ Morrison answered, giving a postcode. ‘Near Dartmouth. I should buy you a drink to seal the deal.’

‘A gin and tonic for me,’ said Eden. ‘Oh, and an apple juice for the boy.’
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Four

In London, Eden had never drunk during the day, rarely on week nights and certainly never on a Monday. Here at the seaside things seemed to be different. Over the last few weeks, Eden Driscoll had felt his life slowly lose its shape.

It had never been Eden’s plan to look after a child. He was a single man and he preferred it that way. He looked over at the dark-haired boy. Other children ignored the chill, splashing in the low water or dangling orange lines from the end of the fish quay, pulling up crabs who waved slow-
motion claws as they rose up before being dumped in seething buckets. Finn just sat on his own, squinting at the pages in his book. Finn had no interest in computer games or sport or joining the other kids on the quayside.

The east wind whipped up small white waves on the low water. Further down the beach, where the ferry came and went, Eden could see families giving up on their attempt to spend a day on the beach. It was August; it was supposed to be hot.

‘Oi! Eden!’

Eden looked around, towards the quay.

‘Buy me a drink, Eden Driscoll.’

Molly Hawkins, in faded navy shorts and a loose sweater, face sun-brown, was waving at him as she approached the corner of the pub on the quay. She was with a large, colourful gang of women, some older, some younger. Molly herself was arm in arm with a younger woman with short cropped bleached hair who appeared to be holding Molly up.

‘You don’t look like you need another drink, Molly Hawkins,’ he said, when she was close enough.

‘Judge-y.’ Molly stepped forward and kissed him sloppily on the cheek. ‘You don’t look too great yourself, but I wouldn’t begrudge you a pint or two. It’s my birthday and I’m entitled to drink as much as I want.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Eden. ‘You should have said.’

Molly was one of the few locals he had befriended since he had arrived here in this Devon village. ‘Twenty-five today,’ she announced to the world.

‘Twenty-five for the last eight years,’ said the woman who had been supporting her.

‘This is Eden,’ Molly announced loudly to her friends. ‘He’s single. New on the market. Low mileage. Nice bodywork.’

There was laughter.

‘She’s been drinking all day,’ explained one of the women.

‘She’s like this when she’s sober,’ answered Eden.

‘I have not been drinking all day,’ protested Molly, her Devon accent always thicker when she was drunk.

‘Are we stopping here?’ asked another of the crowd that seemed to be following Molly.

‘Whose round is it?’

‘Large rosé,’ demanded Molly. ‘Get Eden a drink too.’

‘What would you like, Eden?’ asked the woman who had been holding Molly up. With the arrival of Molly and her friends, a kind of chaos had descended on the beach.

‘I’ve got one coming already.’

‘Get him another one,’ Molly called. ‘Cider.’

‘I’m fine,’ insisted Eden.

The women who were celebrating Molly’s birthday crowded around, chatty. ‘Aren’t you going to introduce us too then, Molly?’

‘Give us some room, you harridans,’ ordered Molly, shoo-ing the other women away. ‘I want a private conversation with my friend.’

‘Your boyfriend, Molly?’ Much laughter.

‘God forbid,’ said Eden.

‘Rude,’ said Molly. ‘I think we’d make a beautiful couple. Now bog off and leave us alone for a couple of minutes, you witches.’

‘Enjoying yourself, Molly?’ asked Eden, when the rest of the women had retreated into the bar.

‘Living large,’ answered Molly, attempting to lift herself onto the wall next to him. She made it on the second try. ‘So, how are you doing, Eden?’ she asked.

‘I’m going out of my mind,’ said Eden. ‘How about you?’

‘One day at a time, you know?’ she said. Her smile vanished as soon as her friends’ backs were turned. ‘Got to keep going, haven’t you?’ She reached out and gave his hand a friendly squeeze.

Eden was a Londoner who felt uncomfortable in this seaside town; Molly was born here and never felt at home as much anywhere else. Eden had lost a sister; Molly had recently lost a brother. Molly had been Eden’s sister’s best friend. That much they had in common. Over the past few weeks they had got to know each other because they were both grieving.

‘Finn OK?’

‘He’s in a mood with me about something.’ Eden nodded towards him.

‘I should go over there and give him a giant hug.’

‘Don’t go near him with your gin breath. You stay right here.’

‘You’re not a nice man at all,’ said Molly. The wind blew at her dyed blonde hair. ‘Aren’t you lonely, living on your own, Eden?’

‘No. Not in the least.’

‘I am sometimes.’ She smiled at him. ‘There’s a woman I think you should meet. She’s called Freya. She should be along in a while. She’s single, like you. She’s gorgeous and she’s a bit sad too.’

‘Is she here?’

‘Stood me up. She’s probably up a tree somewhere.’

‘Up a tree?’

‘Oh she loves a tree does Freya. Divorced,’ she said with a smile. ‘It was a bit messy. She needs someone to tuck her in at night.’

‘Behave.’

‘I just want you to be happy here, that’s all.’ She gave his hand another squeeze. ‘For Finn’s sake, I would like you to have a reason to stay. Is Finn still going to do sailing lessons next week?’

Molly had befriended one of the sailing teachers at the Watersports Centre that was based in an old stone warehouse on the dock just the other side of the pub. They ran a three-day beginners’ course specially for children. When she had mentioned this to Finn, Finn said he wanted to learn. Molly had been delighted. She said it would be good for the boy. Eden was sceptical, but after weeks of the summer holidays, Eden was thrilled at anything that would take Finn off his hands, even if just for a couple of hours.

‘Do you think he’ll be OK doing it?’ Eden asked. He had never met a boy who seemed less interested in sports, but he had given up being puzzled by Finn’s choices.

‘’Course he will.’ Molly swayed slightly as she sat on the wall. Eden wondered if he was going to have to catch her.

‘Are you looking after yourself, Molly?’

‘I’m fine,’ she said, but he could see that she wasn’t. She looked like she was about to cry at any moment.

‘You didn’t have to do this,’ said Eden. ‘You can just tell everyone you’re feeling a bit low and you want to call it a day.’

She shook her head. ‘If you can’t get drunk with your mates on your birthday, what’s the point?’

‘OK,’ he said.

One of the women arrived back with a glass of wine for Molly. ‘I was telling my friend Eden that he should ask Freya out on a date,’ Molly said. ‘Has anyone seen her?’

‘Molly’s drunk,’ said the woman with the short hair. ‘Ignore her.’

‘I asked for a large,’ said Molly, holding up her glass.

‘Sorry,’ lied the woman. ‘They must have given me the wrong one.’

‘Where’s your drink, Eden?’ demanded Molly. ‘I want to drink a toast with you.’

‘It’s coming,’ he said, though now he said it, he realised that it had been some time since he had seen the mysterious man who had come to his door. Why was Richard Morrison taking so long?

‘Busy in there?’ he called over to the woman, who was handing out the rest of the drinks she had bought.

‘So-so. I think everyone’s given up and gone home on account of the weather. Took me no time to get served.’

Eden frowned. ‘Excuse me,’ he said. ‘Keep an eye on Finn for a second, will you?’

Inside, the pub was barely half full. A man and a woman stood in front of the optics, waiting for the next customer, bored. By the hatch, in front of the Guinness pump, there were three full glasses – a pint, a gin and tonic and an empty glass with a bottle of apple juice next to it.

Eden looked around. Most of Molly’s friends were crowded at a table by the front of the pub. In among the holidaymakers keeping out of the wind, there was no sign of the man who had knocked on his door a little while ago.

‘Are you waiting for someone to collect these drinks?’ Eden asked the bar staff.

The man looked around. ‘Yeah. Pint of bitter, gin and tonic and an apple juice. Thirteen pound twenty.’ He reached around for the card machine.

‘He didn’t pay for it?’

‘Sorry, mate. No.’

‘Red T-shirt?’

‘Yeah. That’s him.’

Eden looked around. ‘Where did he go?’

‘Don’t know, mate. He was here one minute, gone the next.’

Eden strode to the back of the public bar, which was empty, then went into the gents’ toilets. There was no one at the urinal and when he pushed open the cubicle door, that was deserted too.

He headed back to head out of the front door again.

‘Oi mate! Who’s paying for these drinks?’ the barman called after him.

Outside, Eden looked up Queen’s Street then doubled back to look past the buildings that stood at the top of the New Quay. No sign of the man called Richard Morrison.

He had vanished.

‘Is something wrong?’ asked the woman with the short hair.

Eden was about to trot around the corner, up onto Northumberland Place, but he was interrupted by a loud shriek.

Molly had fallen backwards off the wall and onto the sand behind.
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Five

In the hospital in Torquay, they checked Molly’s neck and told her that it was nothing serious.

‘It hurts,’ she complained.

‘How much has she had to drink?’ someone in a white coat asked Eden. As the only fully sober person present on the beach, Eden had become Molly’s designated driver. He and Finn had driven her to the accident and emergency hospital in Torquay.

‘Can’t I have a neck brace or something?’ she demanded.

‘We don’t do those any more,’ the doctor told her flatly. It was nothing serious, the doctor had insisted, but she needed to come back for an X-ray tomorrow. ‘When you’re feeling more up to it.’

‘He means when you’re not drunk,’ Eden had told Molly.

To the doctor’s consternation, Molly had burst into a loud howl of tears.

‘She lost her brother recently,’ Eden had attempted to explain, taking her by the elbow to lead her back out into the waiting room.

Later, after they had driven Molly back home from the hospital, Eden sat on Finn’s bed trying to read him his bedtime story.

Over the months that Eden had been Finn’s carer, he and Finn had developed a routine. They went to the local library once a week now and Eden chose books. The librarian had got used to them. Sometimes she picked a few out for him. Some of the books were for Finn to read on his own, some were for Eden to read to him at night as Finn lay in his bed.

‘Where were we?’ asked Eden.

They were reading a book the librarian had suggested. It was about two children who were growing up on either side of the Berlin Wall. Finn preferred serious stories. He didn’t like the ones with what he said were kiddyish drawings on the cover.

‘Otto is trying to get to her house on the other side of the wall,’ Finn reminded him.

Otto was a cat. Eden turned the pages, trying to remember which page they had reached. ‘OK,’ he said and began to read.

‘You’ve read that bit already,’ complained Finn.

Eden started again, but he was finding it hard to concentrate. He had been thinking about the man called Richard Morrison who had seemed to want to talk to him so desperately but who had then disappeared without a word.

‘You’re not doing the voices,’ Finn complained. Eden sighed and tried raising his voice a little when he spoke in the girls’ voices. There were two girls, one on each side of the Berlin Wall. For ten more minutes, he stumbled through the text, but he was finding it difficult to follow the story. His mind was not on it.

The man at the door had been remarkably calm, considering that he had said someone was trying to kill him.

‘Go on,’ urged Finn.

He realised he had stopped reading. Eden folded a corner of the page.

‘These sailing lessons. You really want to do them?’

‘Yes, I do.’

Finn’s mother had sailed. She had died while out on her boat. He opened the book again.

‘It’s not just because Molly suggested it?’

Finn didn’t answer.

‘You know I said I’m going to London for a few days?’

Finn was lying on his side, facing away from him.

‘Why do you have to go?’ Finn asked quietly.

‘It’s only for two nights, Finny.’

More silence.

‘What if I found someone else to look after you? I know we suggested you stayed with Molly, but Molly’s not that well right now, I think. She’s still very upset. I could see if you could stay with Bisi in her house. With the girls.’ When they had arrived here, Bisi had been Finn’s lead social worker. She had twin teenage daughters and lived in a big old house on Dartmoor.

Eden waited for an answer, but there wasn’t one.

‘Are you asleep?’

‘No.’

The wind that had blown all day seemed to have died down. Finn’s window, which faced onto the street behind, had stopped rattling. ‘Shall I carry on reading?’

Again, there was no answer.

Eden didn’t understand Finn. He waited a little while then stood up and tiptoed out of the room, making sure to leave the door ajar, though he was pretty sure that Finn’s eyes were still open.

Eden missed London. He missed mixing with people from every corner of the world. He missed the job and the camaraderie. He missed his single life, buying vinyl in little record shops, Sunday cycling with his friends, meeting women at wine bars and gigs.

Downstairs, Eden pushed open the beach door. The cold wind had died and the night was stiller.

Now the air was full of the noise of chatter from the tables outside the pub. Across the high tide of the river he could see people sitting outside in the Ferry Boat Inn beer garden too.

He opened his phone and Googled an image search for ‘Richard Morrison Devon’. It was a common enough name but he found him on the second page of search results.

It was Richard Morrison’s LinkedIn entry. He clicked. ‘Richard Morrison. Director – Avosett’. The ‘About’ section described him as ‘Ethical investments network manager, specialising in discovering new carbon-positive investment solutions’. Whatever that meant.

Eden searched for Avosett and found a website, but the website contained little in the way of tangible information.

‘The green finance revolution is here. At Avosett, we want to be good with your money at the same time as doing good with your money.’

There were photos of trees and rivers. ‘Invest in solutions to environmental problems. We are a community building a more inclusive and sustainable economy.’

There was another photograph of Richard standing in a large field. He was dressed casually, an orange scarf around his neck, as if surveying the landscape. Eden checked Companies House for Avosett and there he was, Director. A look through the accounts told him little apart from the fact that the company’s address was in the nearby village of Buckfastleigh and the company had fixed assets of over £3.8m.

That explained why he was well-dressed, at least.

He was interrupted by his phone. It was Molly. ‘What if I ask you to drive me back to the hospital tomorrow?’ she said, without pausing to say hello.

‘OK,’ answered Eden.

‘I don’t think I can do it myself. My neck is killing me and it’s giving me a headache from hell.’

‘Sure that’s not a hangover?’

Molly grunted. ‘Not beyond the bounds of possibility.’

‘Do you need company? You could come over.’

‘No. I’m going to bed.’ Eden had made the offer but he was relieved that she had declined it.

‘About Finn. Are you sure about taking him on when I go to London?’

‘To see all your fancy girlfriends.’

Eden ignored her comment. ‘He’s a lot to handle,’ he said.

‘He’s a sweetheart.’

‘I know. What I meant was—’

‘No. I’m not going to get pissed and fall off a wall while I’m looking after him. Is that what you wanted me to say?’

‘Kind of,’ said Eden.

‘Thanks for your confidence in me.’

‘I just think you have a lot to deal with right now. You’re grieving.’

‘Jesus, Eden,’ said Molly.

‘I can ask Bisi if she could help.’

Eden’s phone buzzed. He lowered it and looked at the screen and read the name Jenita.

‘I can manage. I’m not a basket case, Eden.’

‘I have another call coming through, Molly. Can I call you back?’

‘I’m going to bed. Pick me up tomorrow,’ she ordered. ‘The appointment is 10.30.’

Jenita was a lawyer he had met working on a domestic violence case. Like Eden, ambitious and single and happy to remain so. Also good-looking.

‘OK, Molly. 10.30. I’ll be outside the Ferry Boat Inn.’

By the time he rang off Jenita had gone. She had sent a message instead: OMG. Been so long. Where have you disappeared to? Your flat, 7 p.m. Fri??? Meal? Much catching up needed x

This would be his first time back since he had come down here to look after his orphaned nephew, Finn. He could not wait.

He looked in to Finn before he turned in himself. He was sleeping, curled up, knees almost at his chin.

In the bedroom that had been his sister’s he switched off the light and lay in the darkness, unable to sleep.
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Wood burns.

After the sun had set, a pair of men, out in the bay night-fishing off Dartmouth, spotted bright fingers reaching up onto the northern night sky.

‘What the hell is that?’ asked one of them, BrewDog cans rolling in the bottom of their small boat. After the day’s wind there was still an unpleasant swell. The man who spoke was the thinner of the two; thinner body, thinner hair.

‘Bonfire?’ suggested the other, the one whose fishing boat this was.

They both looked towards the source of flames on top of the nearby cliff. ‘This time of night? Don’t reckon.’ It was a little after one-thirty and the sky was clear and star-filled.

Both in their fifties, the two men had known each other since secondary school. They went to the pub together, they did Park Runs and every now and again, they went fishing.

‘Oh Jeez. Bloody house, isn’t it?’ the thin one said. ‘One of those old wooden ones on the top of the cliff.’

‘Reckon? Shit. You’re right.’ They had caught no fish and it was either the rocking of the boat or they were both a bit drunker than they should be. ‘Should we call the fire brigade?’

Neither of them did though. Instead they watched. The fire grew in size. The fingers of flame joined together to make one single glare of light. From the boat, the thinner one, the drunker of the two, fancied he could hear the crackle of wood and the crash of falling timber above the waves, but it was probably just his imagination. ‘Jesus. That’s some fire,’ he said.

‘Hell yes. Worth a couple of bob, places up there, I reckon.’

The tide was rising still. The light seemed to bounce along the waves creating a flickering line that stretched across the water between them and the burning building.

‘Pretty, isn’t it?’

‘You can’t say that!’

‘I just did.’

‘You’re drunk,’ said the boat owner.

They were both drunk. ‘I am. I’m serious though. Most beautiful thing ever. A fire up there on the cliff.’

‘It’s somebody’s house going up, that is, buddy.’

‘I know.’ The drunken man stood in the gently rocking boat, legs spread for balance. Not for the first time, the thinner one realised how different he was from his school friend. They hung out together, but they didn’t see the world in the same way. They never had.

A fire was such a primal, magnificent thing. A million years ago the warmth of burning wood was what let our ancestors invade colder latitudes, allowed them to cook, and lured them to stay up together late into dark nights. Each piece of wood was stored sunshine, ready to give back its energy in flame. It was awesome to think about. Each ring a year of a tree’s growth was a year of light turned into stored energy. He would have said all this out loud but his mate who he was out here with would just have laughed and answered, What the fuck you on about, Einstein? He wondered why they were even friends, sometimes. It was only habit, really.

‘Look,’ said the boat owner.

And now there was a blue light, flashing as it wound up the hill towards the burning building.

‘Spoilsports.’

‘Don’t say that. Not even as a joke. I mean. What if it was your house? What if there was someone in there?’

‘Shit,’ said the thin man, clutching the side of the boat, suddenly a little more sober. ‘You think there was?’
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The next morning, for the second time, the hospital gave Molly the OK. They had X-rayed her and declared she was just bruised – nothing more.

‘It still hurts to buggery,’ Molly protested.

‘You said “buggery”,’ said Finn, getting into Eden’s car in the hospital car park after they had been to the pharmacy to pick up painkillers.

‘I did,’ confirmed Molly.

‘That’s not a good word,’ said Finn.

‘But it’s quite nice to say it sometimes,’ said Molly.

‘Buggery,’ said Finn and put his headphones over his head.

‘This man you were talking about, he just went to the bar and then disappeared?’ Molly sat rigidly in the seat next to Eden as he drove, complaining about each bump in the road.

Eden checked the rear-view mirror. He was pretty sure Finn was already so absorbed in the story in his headphones he was not listening to their conversation.

‘He came to the door and he told me someone was going to kill him, and he wanted me to help him. He offered me money to do it, but then he just disappeared. Just left his drinks on the bar. I checked the toilets. I looked everywhere. But then I got distracted because some drunk fell off a wall.’

‘Some gorgeous, hot drunk.’

‘He must have changed his mind. Maybe something spooked him. I don’t know.’

‘And you think he was the full shilling?’

‘He came over as perfectly rational.’

‘Not always the same thing though. Is that your phone?’

Even above the engine noise, Eden heard the buzzing noise too. His handset was in the compartment in front of the gear stick. He wondered if it was Jenita again.

Molly picked up the phone. ‘Want me to get it?’

‘No,’ Eden said, a little too abruptly.

‘OK. OK.’

‘I bet a vengeful ex-wife,’ Molly suggested.

‘On the phone?’

‘No.’ She laughed. ‘Whoever’s trying to kill your man.’

‘I don’t think so. I don’t think he knew who it was.’

Ahead, an overeager MG was overtaking an oncoming caravan on the narrow road, heading straight towards them, forcing Eden to brake. They were driving the coast road approaching Shaldon. It was busy, this time of year. People drove like lunatics round here. To Eden’s right there were glimpses of the blue sea beyond the clifftops.

‘You got to admit it, you’re intrigued, aren’t you?’ said Molly.

‘Not as much as you are, clearly.’

‘Oh come on. You’re a copper. This is what you do.’

‘Did.’

‘You want to go back though. That’s what you’re always saying. When Finn is ready, you’ll go back.’

‘If he ever is.’

Wincing, stiff-backed, Molly looked around at the boy in the back of the car. ‘God, Eden. Don’t say it like it’s all Finn’s fault,’ she scolded.

Eden lowered his voice. ‘Things are difficult, right now. My compassionate leave is over. I don’t have an income and I’m burning through my savings. I still have a mortgage to pay on my London flat despite the fact I’m now living in a rabbit hutch that looks like it’s going to float away if the tide comes in too high. If I want to look after him, something has to change.’

‘Don’t,’ scolded Molly. ‘Finn can hear. He’ll feel bad.’

Eden checked the mirror. ‘He’s plugged into a story. He’s a million miles away.’

‘All the same.’

As he dropped down towards the estuary, Eden was conscious that Molly was looking at him, stiff necked.

‘You could retrain, I suppose.’

‘What as?’

‘I don’t know. A plumber. A plasterer. They can make loads. What do you really like? You could be a carpenter, maybe.’

‘A carpenter? What put that into your head?’

‘I don’t know. I could teach you bits and pieces.’ Molly ran a boatyard. She repaired things.

‘I would hate it.’

‘Suit yourself.’

‘I don’t want to retrain. I love my job. I’m good at it.’

‘Why don’t you take that job down here?’

‘Because I’d rather have my old job back.’

‘—than work for a bunch of hicks?’

‘I didn’t say that.’

‘Seriously?’ she said. ‘Go back to London? I thought you’d given up on that?’

He turned into the village that lay on the estuary’s south bank. Shaldon’s streets were narrow, congested by tourists in summer. On Fore Street, a man towing jet skis on a trailer was trying to persuade a delivery van to reverse, but the traffic had already built up behind it, so that backing up was no longer a simple option.

Eden waited. He had nowhere he needed to be. Finn looked out of the widow, listening to his story while the drivers argued.

‘I’m just worried Finn is a little young for sailing lessons,’ said Eden. The water in the estuary moved so fast.

‘Jesus, no,’ said Molly. ‘Perfect age to start.’

Eden lowered his voice, checked the rear-view mirror. ‘I’m concerned it’s something to do with his mother.’

Eden’s sister, the sailor, who had died while out in her boat on the Channel.

Molly nodded. ‘You think?’ she said. Often Eden could not work out whether Molly was being sarcastic or sincere.

When the traffic moved again, he inched down to the seafront. The tarmac was crowded with people, barefoot in shorts and T-shirts, sunglasses propped above their foreheads. The summer holidays. Every house in the village was full.

He dropped Molly outside the Ferry Boat Inn.

‘Let me know what happens,’ she called to Eden when she got out.

‘What happens with what?’ asked Finn.

‘With the man who came to see him yesterday,’ she said, closing the door.

Eden drove slowly on. Finn replaced his headphones and continued listening to his story, eyes on Eden’s face in the mirror.

With the village jammed up with traffic, the simplest way to return to the main road and the bridge across the estuary was to drive on up over the back of the Ness, the red cliff that dominated the river mouth. Instead of driving on though, he pulled up in the municipal car park at the top of the road.

‘Why are we stopping?’ Finn asked. ‘Can I get out? I’m hot.’

‘I’ll just be a sec. I think somebody called me. I just need to check my phone.’

Eden picked up his phone. Disappointingly, the call hadn’t been from Jenita. There was a number he didn’t recognise and a voice-mail. ‘This is Inspector Hannah Wood of Devon and Cornwall Police. Call me if you get this, Mr Driscoll. Something has come up. It’s a matter of some urgency.’

The car park was on the steep slope of the hill above the village on the other side of the estuary from Finn’s house. Eden had stopped outside the tourist office. He switched off the engine and wound down the window.

Eden turned around in his seat. ‘I just need to call this person back. I won’t be a minute.’

‘I want to get out,’ Finn said again. He had been sitting in the car or waiting in a hospital corridor for Molly to be seen by a consultant all morning.

A south wind was drawing in warmer air now. ‘Be careful of other cars.’ This was the main car park for the village.

Eden returned the missed call and Hannah Wood picked up immediately. ‘Eden Driscoll?’

‘What’s going on?’ asked Eden.

‘Have you ever met a man called Richard Morrison?’ she asked.

Eden paused. ‘Richard Morrison?’
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‘I’m afraid Mr Morrison is dead,’ said DI Wood. ‘Early this morning, emergency services got a call saying that there was a fire in a house at Stoke Fleming. By the time the fire crew got there, there wasn’t a lot they could do.’

‘Richard Morrison’s house?’

‘Yes. A rental. He is the occupier.’

‘Shit. So he was right? Somebody was trying to kill him.’

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Yesterday, Richard Morrison came to me to ask me if I would help him find out who was trying to kill him. He offered to employ me to look into it.’

‘He did? That’s . . . interesting. Can you come in to the station right away?’

Eden took a breath. ‘How did you know to call me?’

‘A superintendent in the force suggested I did so. He was a little – agitated, I suppose you could call it. Apparently he gave Mr Morrison your name in connection with a little problem he needed investigating.’

Eden remembered now. Morrison had said he had a friend in the local police.

‘A little problem? And did your super explain what the problem was?’

‘He was a little tight-lipped about that, as it happens. But I’m guessing that it’s something to do with what you just said. So Morrison came to you because he was worried someone was trying to kill him?’

‘Exactly that. He offered me money to help him. I wasn’t sure what to make of it, but before I could ask him what he had been talking about, he just disappeared.’ Eden craned his head to look at the cars parked in ranks stretching up the steep tarmac rise. He could not see Finn. He opened the car door. ‘He implied he’d approached a friend in the police to ask for help, but that friend had passed him on to me.’

‘That’s awkward for us,’ she said. ‘I knew nothing about that.’

‘Perhaps you need to speak to your superintendent again.’

‘I think you may be right. I do need to speak to him. And we’re going to have to interview you, Eden, obviously, to find out what he told you. Can you come in to headquarters?’

‘Right now I’m looking after a nine-year-old boy.’ Who, worryingly, he couldn’t see right now. ‘I don’t have childcare. It’s complicated.’ Where had Finn gone? He revolved slowly on the tarmac, scanning for a boy in a yellow T-shirt.

‘As this is a matter of some urgency, I’ll send someone over to your house to interview you. Are you in now?’

‘I will be home in twenty minutes. I hope.’ He walked now between the parked cars, looking for the boy, phone against his ear. Finn was nowhere to be seen. He was angry at himself for not telling the boy to stay close to the car. He had let him wander off on his own. ‘I need to go,’ he said.

‘I can rely on your discretion in this matter, obviously,’ said the inspector. If Richard Morrison had approached a senior officer to tell him his life was in danger, it would not look good that he was now dead.

‘Got to go,’ he repeated.

‘Please. Keep this to yourself. OK?’

Replacing the phone in his jeans, he looked up and down the hill. ‘Finn!’ he called.

The car park was crammed. August was the peak of the tourist season. He set off up the hill at a jog, peering between parked cars. Up at the top of the next row of cars, a family were unloading windbreaks and beach chairs from the back of their SUV. Eden approached them. Two teenagers, not dressed for the sun, a mother in a sundress, a dad in shorts. ‘Have you seen a nine-year-old boy?’ Eden called out to them. ‘Green shorts and a yellow T-shirt.’

The warm southern wind nudged clouds across the car park and the place was dark for a second, then suddenly bright again. The woman of the group pulled dirty blonde hair from her eyes and examined Eden. ‘He’s missing?’

‘He just walked off,’ explained Eden.

A man – perhaps her husband – grey sweatshirt and black five o’clock shadow emerged from the car.

‘He’s lost his son,’ the woman explained to him.

‘He’s not my—’ Eden stopped himself. This was not the time to start explaining that Finn was not his child. ‘I just turned my back for a minute and he was gone.’ Eden moved on up the hill, past them. ‘Finn!’

The man followed Eden as he moved on to the next row of cars. ‘Your boy. Has he been missing long?’ he asked.

‘I’m sure it will be all right,’ said Eden.

‘Of course it will. Like how long? A few minutes? Longer?’

‘One or two minutes. Maybe three.’

Looking down the slope again Eden could still see no sign of Finn. Breaking into a downhill trot now, he returned to the car, badly parked, flashers blinking.

‘Maybe the tunnel?’ suggested the man, catching up.

Below the car park, there was a tunnel to the Ness Beach, fancifully called the Smugglers Tunnel. The tunnel was the only way you could get to the sea-facing beach. Tourists streamed through it at this time of year, carrying towels and picnics.

‘Can you wait here for just a few minutes?’ Eden asked. ‘Just in case he comes back.’

The man hesitated before nodding. ‘Wait. What’s your son’s name?’

‘Finn,’ Eden called, already trotting towards the entrance to the tunnel. The man was checking his watch in a way that suggested that he would rather be somewhere else.

Beyond the bottom of the car park, the hill rose up again towards the cliff edge. Eden paused at the public toilets before the tunnel and put his head inside the gents’ and called out Finn’s name again. The floor was covered in wet sandy footprints, but the cubicles were all empty.

Then he was outside again, jogging towards the arched entrance to the tunnel. A group of girls emerged from it, laughing.

‘Have you seen a boy? Nine years old. Green shorts.’

The girls shook their heads, suddenly serious. Eden continued past them into the dark tunnel, footfall echoing on the rough red sandstone that lined the walls. ‘Finn?’ he shouted again and his voice boomed down the long passageway. ‘Finn?’

Holidaymakers stepped back in the gloom as he ran. The tunnel veered to the right and descended down wet steps, water dripping from the walls, then it emerged into bright sunlight.

Eden stopped at the top of the stairs that led down to the red sand. From the top he could see the whole beach. Waves lipped at the rocks and sand. He scanned the scene looking for a boy in green shorts and a yellow T-shirt.

No sign of the boy at all.

He made it back to the car, panting, and when he got there, Finn was standing and chatting to the man and his wife. Their two teenage children were there too, the girl sitting cross-legged on the hot tarmac staring at her phone.

Eden breathed again. ‘Where were you, Finn?’

‘He was just looking at the fish in the pond,’ said the man. ‘Just over there.’

‘I was worried.’

‘It’s like you need eyes all over when they’re that age,’ said the woman. ‘Look.’ She turned to Finn. ‘Your dad’s here.’

‘He’s not my dad,’ Finn contradicted.

The man looked confused for a second, then stepped between Eden and the boy. ‘Hold on one minute. He says you’re not his dad.’

Eden blinked.

‘You told us you were his father.’

‘No. I didn’t.’

‘Yes, you did,’ insisted the woman. ‘I heard you.’

‘No. He’s not my dad,’ Finn said again, standing behind the woman’s legs.

‘Ugh,’ said the teenage daughter, interested for the first time. ‘He’s a pervert.’

‘I’m his uncle,’ said Eden.

The man and the woman looked at each other warily.

‘Tell them, Finn. Tell them who I am.’

Finn took his time, standing behind the mother who held arms wide, and the man standing in front of her preventing Eden from approaching the child.
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Finn was silent all the way home.

‘Why didn’t you just tell him who I was?’

Eden saw Finn shrug in the rear-view mirror, then turn away to look out of the window as they drove over the long bridge that crossed the estuary. Summer traffic moved slowly into the town.

Eden’s dead sister’s house was on what locals called the back beach – the sandy stretch that faced the bulge of estuary. The Teign’s water came down from Dartmoor. Here, where it met the sea, it had thrown up a sandbank and created the wide pool which had become the harbour. Eden’s sister’s home was on this sandy spit, squeezed next to an old fisherman’s cottage. Small houses on smaller streets.

One of the many things that got to Eden about living here was that there was nowhere to park among these tiny back roads. Today Eden found a space in a car park on the seafront on his first attempt, but some days the car park was so full he would have to drive on, searching out another space.

When he got out, Finn refused to take Eden’s hand as they walked along the top of the beach towards the house.

‘Please. What did I do wrong?’ demanded Eden.

Finn didn’t answer.

‘I was scared.’

‘I was just looking at the fish,’ Finn complained.

Eden let himself in at the beach door and immediately heard that the doorbell was ringing on the other side of the house. The street door of the house opened onto an alleyway. Eden walked through the living room, into the kitchen and unlocked it. A young ginger-haired man was standing outside. The trousers of his light blue suit were tight, stretched around his thighs. They ended well short of a pair of white socks and loafers.

‘DC Kevin Foley,’ the man said with a broad smile. ‘Call me Kev.’ He looked more estate agent than copper.

Eden beckoned him in, leading him through the kitchen into the small living room. Finn was already sprawled across the small couch.

‘This is Finn, my nephew,’ said Eden. ‘Finn, this is Kev. He’s a police officer.’

‘Have you come to arrest him?’ asked Finn, in a voice that suggested he would not be unhappy if he did.

‘No,’ answered Kevin with a smile. ‘We just want him to help us with something.’ The smell of Kevin’s aftershave filled the small space.

‘Perhaps you could go up to your room and play?’ suggested Eden.

Finn thought about it for a second. ‘No.’

‘Why don’t you go and read on the beach?’

‘No.’

‘So. What if you stay here and me and your uncle go and talk on the beach?’ suggested Kevin.

Finn didn’t look happy about it, but he said, ‘I suppose that would be all right.’

Eden picked up a couple of folding chairs that he kept by the door and handed one to Kevin.

‘I’m guessing from that you have children of your own?’

Kevin followed him out into the sun. ‘Two,’ said Kevin. ‘Girls. Wily as hell. Got to stay a step ahead of them. Love ’em really – though you have to say that, don’t you?’

Eden unfolded his chair and sat down facing the beach. Kevin copied him, sitting on the other side of the front door in his smart jacket and trousers. Eden, next to him in T-shirt and grubby jeans, realised how much he had started to dress like a local.

‘So I take it you heard what happened?’ Kevin said.

‘That Richard Morrison’s house burned down last night – with him in it.’

‘My DI said that Morrison came to speak to you yesterday?’ He produced a notebook.

‘He came and knocked on my door – maybe around five in the evening. He told me he thought someone was trying to kill him.’ Kevin scribbled as he spoke, chewing his tongue. Eden told him about the incident with the quad bike and then about how he thought he was being poisoned.

‘Quad bike? You’d have thought he’d have heard it coming from miles off, the racket they make. We’ll track down his doctor,’ said Kevin. ‘But it sounds like the doctor didn’t have anything firm on the poisonings either?’

‘That’s right.’

‘And Morrison had no idea at all of who it was?’

‘If he did, he didn’t get a chance to tell me. It was strange. He was going to explain but then he just vanished.’

Eden recounted what had happened just a few yards away from where they were sitting now – that he had waited for Richard Morrison to emerge from the bar but he never did. ‘Maybe he thought better of it,’ suggested Eden, ‘sharing details with me.’

‘Anything happen between him telling you that he thought someone was trying to kill him and him disappearing?’ asked Kevin.

Eden thought for a second. ‘Some friends of mine came along and I had a conversation, but Morrison was in the pub. I don’t know if he even saw them.’

‘And that’s all?’

‘That’s all.’

‘Only, you see, you’re the last person we know that talked to him,’ said Kevin.

‘I appreciate that.’

‘Pretty mysterious. And did you believe him, when he said he thought someone was trying to kill him?’

‘I’ll be honest, I’m not sure I did. But I do now, obviously.’ The sun was creeping up the beach towards them. For the first time since he was a boy, Eden’s skin had turned a nutty brown. He should put sunscreen on. ‘You say, his house was burned down? Not an accident?’

Kevin nodded. ‘We have indications that the fire was set deliberately in order to kill him.’

‘You have indications?’ Eden repeated slowly. ‘What sort of indications?’

A small chuckle. ‘Operational details. If you were a civvy, I couldn’t share them, but you’re a copper, aren’t you?’

‘I am, yes.’ Though Eden guessed Kevin was the kind of police officer who loved to let others in on how much he knew, copper or not.

‘Between one officer and another. We have reasonable grounds to believe the fire was intended to kill Mr Morrison.’

‘Reasonable grounds? Like you found evidence of accelerants?’ he said.

Kevin mimed zipping his lips together, but he winked then went back to paying too much attention to a young woman about five metres down the beach, who was putting lotion on her legs. ‘Not exactly. Not yet anyway. We expect to in time because something set the fire off and it burned pretty fast.’

‘Windy night. Wouldn’t take much.’

‘Maybe.’

‘So there’s something else, isn’t there?’

Kevin smirked like a kid.

‘What then? The body was tied up?’

‘Cold,’ he said, with a smirk.

‘Or he was maybe unconscious before the fire started?’

‘Still cold.’

‘Oh.’ Eden had attended the aftermath of a house fire in London once. A jilted boyfriend had put newspapers through a letter box then poured petrol over them before dropping the match, ex-girlfriend and six-month-old baby inside. The front door had been locked. When they had arrested him, drinking in a pub in Tottenham, he still had the front door key in his pocket.

‘Blocked exits?’ said Eden.

‘Much warmer,’ said Kevin, with a smile, like it was all a game, and right then Eden decided he didn’t like DC Kevin Foley very much at all.
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It wasn’t just the predatory way Foley was looking at that young woman on the beach. It was the way he delighted in the details of Morrison’s murder.

‘You getting it now?’ Foley continued. ‘Very nasty indeed.’

‘So they set light to the place and blocked all the exits?’

Kevin looked from side to side in an exaggerated attempt at checking that no one was listening, then said, ‘Bicycle lock across the porch door handles. Screws driven through each of the sash windows so they were impossible to open.’ Kevin returned his gaze to the beach. ‘I didn’t tell you any of that, obviously.’

‘Jesus,’ Eden said again. They were looking out over an idyllic scene. Boats on the slack water. Gulls padding around the sand. People laughing, trying to stay upright on paddle boards. ‘That is brutal.’

‘Place was an old wooden bungalow,’ Foley said enthusiastically. ‘Woof.’

Whoever had been inside would have been trapped there. A boy was lifting sand in a red bucket and carefully pouring it into a rowing boat, first one bucketful, then another. The boat owner would not be thanking him for that.

‘Well,’ said Foley, not getting up. ‘I guess I better be getting back. You’ll need to come in to make a full statement.’ He didn’t move.

‘No hurry to get back to the office then?’

‘Suppose I should,’ answered Foley. Instead he turned to look at Eden. ‘Wood says you were in Major Investigations at the Met? What’s that like? Pretty effin’ crazy, I ’spect?’

‘That’s right. I was. Pretty crazy,’ said Eden.

He leaned towards Eden. ‘What you end up down here for then?’

‘A family matter,’ said Eden.

‘Family matter? Sorry to hear that, mate.’ If a copper told you he had left the force because of a family matter, nine times out of ten it was because they had had a tangle with the Independent Office for Police Conduct over some kind of inappropriate conduct, but Eden didn’t want to explain further, so he let him think the worst.

‘What’s it like, then, London? Never lived there myself. You miss it?’

‘I do. Very much.’

‘Bet you do. Must be great. Big city. All that goin’ on. Not like down here. Wouldn’t mind getting a job up there myself. Maybe Thames Valley. Maybe the Met. Don’t want to be stuck down here all my life. Live it up a bit. See some action. See the bloody world. Only wife’s not keen.’

Kevin talked a lot. ‘Because of the kids?’

‘Yeah them too. She’s just a bit of a yokel. Born in Okehampton. Farmer’s girl. Thinks Bristol is a bit of a stretch.’ Kevin leaned even closer. ‘Tell you what. Maybe you and her can meet up one night – help her change her mind about it? We could have you over for dinner? Colleagues together. Tell her all about the bright lights.’

‘I don’t get out much in the evenings these days – because of the boy,’ said Eden, grateful for the excuse.

‘Right,’ said Kevin, undeterred. ‘Or we could come over to yours maybe? You probably need a few mates down here. I could show you around. Show you the flesh pots, such as they are.’

Eden looked away. ‘What’s it like on your Major Crime team?’

Foley laughed. ‘You’re not looking for a job down here, are you?’

‘I was hoping to avoid it, to be honest.’

‘You’re best out of it, mate. It’s a madhouse. The Chief Super keeps banging on about developing a “call it out” culture in the force. Jesus. What the eff is all that about. Catch a bloody criminal for God’s sake, right?’

Eden held his tongue.

‘At least you get this every day, you lucky bastard.’ Eden followed his eyes. He was looking at the young woman in the bikini again.

Foley stood. ‘Much as I’d love to lounge around here all day,’ he said and reached into his back pocket for his wallet.

‘Was he married?’ Eden asked, thinking of what Molly had said.

Foley shook his head.

‘Girlfriends?’

‘Morrison was gay. Boyfriends, maybe. Day one of the investigation. You know how it is. We don’t know much yet.’

‘You said he was well off. Who gets the money?’

‘We’ll be looking into that, obviously.’ He looked around, clearly in no hurry to return to the office. ‘If you do want a job with us, I could put a word in, if you like? You and me. We could be on the same team, like.’

Since his sister’s death, when it had been clear that he would have to spend some time down here, looking after his nephew, he had toyed with the idea of looking for a job with the Devon and Cornwall Police. Meeting Kevin made him less sure that was a good idea.

‘I better skip, mate. See you around.’ Foley tugged a card from his wallet and handed it to Eden. ‘Let us know when we can come around for a bite, me and the wife. Or maybe a drink later?’

Eden took the card. ‘Right. Goodbye, Kevin.’

‘My friends call me Kev.’

‘I’m sure they do.’

Foley tugged at the beach door handle to get through the house to where he had left his car. The door didn’t move.

‘Funny,’ said Eden. ‘We left it open.’

‘Must have been a gust of wind,’ said Foley, though there was not a breath left in the day.

Eden leaned his forehead on the glass and peered inside. Finn was no longer lying on the couch in the living room.

‘Finn,’ he called, banging on the door. ‘Not again.’

‘Don’t worry,’ said Foley. ‘I can walk around to where the car is.’

Foley shook his hand and left Eden banging at the beach door. ‘Finn! Open the door.’

Not for the first time, the nine-year-old boy had locked him out.
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Eleven

‘He had locked the back door while I was talking to the police,’ Eden told Bisi.

Bisi was a social worker. Back at the start of the summer, it was Bisi who had persuaded Eden to become Finn’s carer – she who had arranged the kinship care order that was in place until Eden could officially be appointed the boy’s legal guardian. That was complicated. The identity of Finn’s biological father was unknown, so in the meantime, Eden had to wait. And though Bisi was no longer Finn’s case worker, she was still keeping an eye on him. ‘Maybe he’s just angry at you for not being his mother,’ suggested Bisi.

They met up once every couple of weeks, usually in Teignmouth. Tonight though, she had invited Eden and Finn for dinner up at their big old house near Dartmeet, high on Dartmoor.

Bisi dressed like one of the children she was supposed to be looking after. Today, standing at the big Belfast sink in their kitchen, she was in green shorts, yellow crocs and a tie-dye T-shirt.

‘He pretended it was an accident,’ explained Eden. ‘He was sitting upstairs in his bedroom with his headphones on and said he couldn’t hear me banging on the door, but he must have heard me.’ Eden stood beside her, drying a plate with a tea towel. Finn was outside playing with Bisi’s teenage twin girls in the summer twilight. Peter, an ex-army man, had made an adventure playground in the big old beech trees in their garden. He had slung ropes between trunks and hung tyres from branches. ‘Then when he admitted it, I asked him why he did it and he said it’s because he’s sad.’

‘Of course he’s sad. He’s lost his mum.’

‘I’m trying my best. But there are practicalities. I’ve had to put my career on hold. I’m going up to London at the weekend to clear out my flat so I can rent it out temporarily because I can’t afford the mortgage on it unless I do. I know he’s sad. I know he’s angry. Sometimes I am too. I’m trying,’ said Eden. ‘I really am.’

Bisi had a generous smile. ‘I know you are. I know you’ve given up a lot. I’m sure that deep down he’s grateful.’

‘I don’t need him to be grateful. I really don’t. I just need to understand what is going on in that little head of his. I am finding this hard,’ said Eden.

‘Because it is hard. Do you want a coffee?’ She stuck her head out of the kitchen door and called out to her husband who was watching TV across the hallway, ‘Coffee? I’m making some for Eden.’

Eden picked up another wet plate. ‘I’ve arranged for Molly to move in for a few nights to look after him next week, while I’m up in London sorting my flat out. But I’m thinking maybe that’s not a good idea. She’s not in a great place herself.’

‘Did you talk about that with Finn?’

‘What? Molly’s mental health?’

‘No. About whether he wants Molly to look after him.’

‘He’d enjoy it. He likes Molly much more than he does me.’

Bisi spooned coffee into a cafetière. ‘I mean, did you discuss the fact that you were going away? Did you ask him if he minded?’

‘It’s only for a few nights.’

Bisi had her back to him. ‘Did you tell him what you were doing there? Did you ask him whether that was all right?’

Eden looked through the window. Outside, Finn was sitting on the wooden seat, swinging back and forth. Stars were appearing in the sky above his head. It was time to head home. ‘Not exactly.’

‘And he’s been angry at you how long?’

Swing swing, went Finn. ‘OK. Point taken,’ said Eden.

‘You didn’t give him any choice. You just told him you were going.’

He smiled. ‘I’m not very good at this, am I?’

‘It’s just that his mother left him too, and he didn’t get any choice about that. And you just announce you’re going away for a while.’

‘Oh Christ.’

Bisi let the idea hang there for a while.

Eden was competitive. He was used to being good at things. He worked hard. In the police, he had gone for promotion to sergeant early and won it. As a gamer, he was always checking his place on the leaderboards. He hit all the targets on his fitness apps. He prided himself that he was as good as anyone in the five-a-side team he played for on Sundays in Finsbury Park, even though he’d never played football as a kid and it had taken a lot of work to get up to the standard of the men around him. He was not used to being bad at things.

‘I should have discussed it with him a bit more, shouldn’t I?’

Bisi nodded. ‘Maybe you should.’

Eden checked his phone. There was a message from DI Wood.

Can we talk? I can come to you.

‘You could try asking him about it,’ suggested Bisi. ‘Tell him why you’re going away. About what you’ll be doing in London. Ask his opinion.’

‘I’m rubbish at this.’

‘Things are different now. You’re still adjusting.’

‘I better be going after this coffee,’ said Eden. ‘It’s getting dark.’

‘Let the boy have a hot chocolate first,’ said Bisi. ‘Maybe have a little chat with him here. I’ll go and call him in.’

When she was gone, Eden pulled his phone from his pocket and typed. Tomorrow morning?

‘Is everything OK?’ asked Bisi.

Hastily, Eden put the phone back into his pocket. ‘Everything’s fine,’ he said.
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Twelve

And then Finn and the twins were in the room. The girls – Keke and Tai – had their father’s height. They towered over their mother. ‘Finn says he’s going to go sailing? Can we have lessons too?’

‘Hot chocolate coming up,’ said Bisi brightly. ‘Why don’t you help me make it, girls? Eden? Take Finn into the living room, Eden, and I’ll bring it in there. Do you want marshmallows?’

Finn shook his head. ‘They’re made from cow’s hooves and bones.’

‘Well I never,’ said Bisi. ‘How delicious.’ Finn had grown up vegan, another thing that complicated matters for Eden. ‘Off you go then. We’ll bring it to you.’

Peter seemed to have disappeared, leaving the living room empty for Eden and Finn.

Eden sat down on a big couch, worn at the arms. He patted the seat and Finn flopped down next to him. ‘Basically Bisi has spent the evening telling me I’m an idiot,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry I didn’t discuss going to London with you. I didn’t think it would upset you.’

Finn wrinkled his nose.

‘I am coming back though, I promise. And Molly’s coming to stay in your mum’s house for a few days to look after you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

Finn was still saying nothing, chewing on the inside of his lip.

‘I have to go. I need to sort out my flat. I can’t afford to stay in Teignmouth with you right now because I don’t have a job. If I don’t rent my flat out, I’m going to be broke soon.’

‘Mum was broke loads.’

‘She was probably better at it than I am. I’m sorry you’re sad and angry. I’m doing my best.’

Finn had that blank expression on his face again. ‘You’re just doing, like, tidying up?’

‘Yes.’

Finn seemed to think about this for a very long time. ‘So maybe if that’s all you’re doing, I can come with you?’ he asked. ‘I’m quite good at tidying up.’

‘Well, yes you are. But that would be difficult.’

‘Why?’

‘Because I’ll be very busy.’

‘I’ve never been to London,’ said Finn.

‘All I’m doing is having meetings with letting agencies, packing things up and putting them into storage. It’s really boring.’ He’d also be going to the gym. Meeting old colleagues in wine bars. Going to watch movies at the Art House in Crouch End. Maybe taking in a band or a DJ set in Dalston. Maybe sleeping with a woman he dated sometimes. ‘Really boring,’ Eden lied.

Finn looked away. ‘I don’t really mind.’

‘Really. There’s nothing for you to do there. Here you’ve got the beach, swimming, your own stuff.’

Finn’s face hardened. He kicked the coffee table in front of them.

‘And it’ll be much quicker if I do it on my own. I can be back here sooner.’

Finn kicked the table again. Bisi arrived with an oblivious smile and a tall glass of hot chocolate. ‘Well. Have you boys been talking then?’

She put the mugs down in front of Finn.

‘What do you say, Finn?’ prompted Eden.

‘Thank you,’ he said quietly, making no attempt to reach for the mug.

Bisi looked at Eden enquiringly. This was not supposed to be Eden’s life. He was a young man. The way ahead of him had contained endless possibilities.

‘Maybe you’d like to come with me, to London, Finn,’ he said quietly. ‘And help me pack up my things.’

‘If you want,’ said Finn.

Bisi looked from one to the other and sat down in an ancient leather armchair next to the woodburning stove.

‘Yes,’ said Eden quietly. ‘I do want.’

Settling into her seat, Bisi was trying not to look like she was enjoying this. ‘Oh what an excellent idea,’ she said. ‘Won’t that be an adventure?’

‘OK,’ said Finn finally, ‘I’ll come,’ and he picked up the mug of hot chocolate from the table and took a sip from it.

The girls had exhausted Finn and he climbed into the car without a murmur. It was ten when they left and the sky was dark. Clouds hid a quarter-moon. He had been driving only about ten minutes when he saw flashing blue lights ahead, and, rounding a corner, a man in hi-vis, standing in the road.

Eden leaned out of his window.

‘Accident up ahead. Road closed,’ an officer said. ‘Speed freak with a caravan going too fast down the hill and there was a deer in the road. Killed the deer, and driver braked too hard and the caravan’s gone and tipped over in the road. No way around it. We’re just waiting for some gear to lift it. You’ll have to go around.’

‘What’s wrong?’ asked Finn, his voice groggy with tiredness.

‘We’ve got to take a diversion.’ Eden turned the car around in the narrow road, then took the first turning he found, heading north. The satnav took a while to figure it out but came up with a new route that rejoined the main road three or four miles beyond where the accident had blocked it.

They drove on an open single-track road for a while, headlights full beam. Sheep’s eyes gleamed in the black. Then the road dropped down and small trees crowded in on either side, branches slapping at the wing mirror.

Eden rounded a sharp bend and the headlights fell on a small black lorry, stationary in the middle of the road. He braked hard.

It had had no headlights on. It was just parked there. In the beam, he saw two men, sitting inside it, hands up to protect their faces from the glare.

There was no obvious way to get around it.

He dimmed his lights. Lowered his window. ‘Is everything OK?’

The men didn’t answer – or get out. Eden looked in the rear-view mirror. He could see nowhere obvious for the lorry to pass if he backed up, but the lorry showed no sign of moving at all either.

It wasn’t just that the lorry didn’t have lights on; there was no number plate on it either. He reached into his pocket for his phone, but there was no signal.

And then a third man appeared, clambering over a low wire fence from in among the trees. The door of the lorry opened for him and he scrambled into it.

Immediately, the lorry started to reverse, slowly at first, cracking into the branches of the low trees as it went.

Eden drove slowly towards it as it rolled backwards, trying to find a place where he could pass, but instead of getting wider, the lane thinned again. It seemed to have gone as far back as it could.

Then the van’s headlights came on and switched immediately to full beam, so that it was impossible to see. This time it was Eden who raised his arm to protect his eyes.

The lorry suddenly lurched forwards again until it was just inches from Eden’s bonnet.

‘Oi,’ came a voice. ‘You got to back up, mate.’

Whoever they were – whatever they were doing – he had them trapped.

He waited. He was a copper. Something was not right here. People who waited in lorries with no lights were never up to any good – especially when they were without plates.

A man leaned out of the driver’s window. ‘Fucking move, mate, right.’

He checked his phone again to see if there was any change in the signal. No bars.

And then a small voice came from the back of the car. ‘Uncle Eden. What are they doing?’

It wasn’t just him in the car. He was here with a child.

The door of the lorry was opening. ‘Fucking warned you, dickface . . .’

As Bisi reminded him, things were different now. Reluctantly, he put the car into reverse gear to move out of the lorry’s way. 

Eden released the clutch quickly and the wheels spun for a second before gaining traction on the tarmac and the car lurched backwards. He twisted in his seat to get a view of the route behind.

Lights filled the interior of the car. Looking out of the rear window, he was conscious of Finn’s face, big-eyed, skin white in the lorry’s headlights. The lorry was roaring fast up the hill towards them.

Eden sped up, turning the wheel as the road twisted until there was finally a patch of green to one side. He drove the car into it and the lorry roared past.


OceanofPDF.com



Thirteen

Eden woke sweaty and exhausted and picked up his phone to check the time. With a shock he realised it was after ten in the morning. DI Hannah Wood had said she was coming at ten-thirty.

He jumped out of bed. Finn’s room was empty. Anxious, he called down the stairs, ‘Finn!’

No answer. He ran back to his bedroom to put some clothes on and, looking out of the window, saw Finn, sitting on the sand, watching a girl of about seven or eight playing at the shoreline.

Eden grabbed shorts and a T-shirt and went down to the beach.

‘OK?’

Finn nodded. Last night, home late after their adventure with the lorry, the boy had fallen asleep fast.

‘Had any breakfast?’

Finn shook his head, so Eden went inside and came back with a bowl of Weetabix Golden Syrup and a carton of oat milk, but by now, Finn was standing next to the girl. She wore a two-piece swimming suit, hair in bunches on each side of her head, and she was building a sandcastle. She was doing it right by the water, which was a mistake. Even Eden could tell that the tide was still coming in. All her efforts would be swamped soon.

‘Breakfast,’ he called, standing with the bowl in one hand and the carton in the other.

‘In a minute,’ said Finn. Without being asked, Finn started to build a wall of sand around the girl’s sandcastle to try and hold back the rising water. Finn worked fast, digging a moat and piling up the sand against the ripples of water. The girl paused to watch him for a second, then resumed her work on the sandcastle, as if she didn’t understand what he was doing.

‘Eden Driscoll?’ He looked around.

A woman in a dark blue suit was standing at the back door of the house. ‘I rang the bell but there was nobody in.’

‘DI Wood?’ Early forties maybe, hair cut in a neat bob. He was unshaven, barefoot, hair unbrushed, holding a children’s cereal bowl.

‘Hannah,’ she said, with a grin, holding out her hand. He leaned down and put the breakfast bowl on the sand so he could return the handshake.

‘Give me a minute,’ he said. ‘Finn? Breakfast.’

‘Busy,’ called Finn, knee deep.

Eden turned to Hannah Woods. ‘Let me get some chairs – and some coffee.’

He put out a chair for her and, when he returned, she was sitting in it, watching Finn digging. She took a cup gratefully. ‘You were busy last night.’

He must have looked puzzled.

‘You reported suspicious activity on Dartmoor,’ she said. ‘Men in an unmarked lorry. It showed up on HOLMES – someone took a call from you just after midnight.’

He had called in his suspicions about the black lorry when he had arrived home, after tucking Finn up into his bed. His name would have already been in the computer folder for the investigation into the murder of Richard Morrison.

‘Three men,’ he said. ‘They were clearly up to no good. Any ideas?’

‘Once a copper,’ she said.

‘I’d have followed them too, only I had the boy in the car.’

‘That’s him?’ She pointed to the boy.

‘Finn.’ He beckoned, but Finn was too busy to listen. Red froth from the sandy water stained his legs and shorts as he worked. Beyond Finn a power boat was churning against the incoming tide, throwing up a wake that was heading towards the girl’s castle. Finn saw it coming and screamed. The girl started laughing. Finally understanding what he was doing, she joined him at the waterline, using both hands to try to lug sand onto Finn’s protective wall.

But the speedboat’s waves were too strong. First they swamped the hastily built rampart and then they slopped against the castle. Half of it slid slowly downwards into the water.

‘Sweet boy,’ she said.

‘He is.’

‘I heard what happened to his mother. I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘How is he doing?’

‘He doesn’t look it now, but a lot of the time he’s pretty sad and angry. You have kids?’

‘God, no,’ she said. Then, ‘Sorry. That came out wrong.’

He laughed.

The wind had dropped and the beach was warmer than it had been for days. The mood of the last week seemed to have evaporated. Finn and the girl were laughing now. The castle was completely destroyed by the waves. In his shorts and T-shirt, Finn collapsed backwards into the water and the girl began to splash him.

‘Don’t get wet,’ called out a mother in a Midlands accent. ‘We’re going for lunch later.’

Her daughter ignored her and carried on splashing, and being splashed back.

The amazing thing was, Eden hadn’t heard either of them say a single word to each other and now they were laughing and playing like they were old friends.

‘He doesn’t really look sad, does he?’ Eden adjusted his description.

‘Not really.’ DI Wood smiled.

‘He looks happy because he just persuaded me to take him to London with me.’

‘You’re moving back to London?’

‘I wish. No, I just have a few things to sort out up there. Finn is going to tag along with me. What do you think the men in the lorry were doing?’ he asked.

‘I can ask the rural crime unit, if you like. They should have been passed your report.’

‘Madison,’ the girl’s mother was shouting angrily. ‘You’re getting all dirty.’

‘That’s not what you came to talk about, though, is it? My lorry in the night.’

‘No.’

‘One of your lot had a meeting with Richard Morrison about his fear that someone was trying to kill him,’ said Eden. ‘And whoever it was gave him my details and suggested I might be able to help.’

Hannah clutched her coffee and looked down at the sand. ‘That’s right. As a matter of fact,’ she said, ‘it was my father-in-law.’
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Fourteen

‘Your father-in-law is a superintendent in the Devon and Cornwall Police?’ Eden stared at DI Hannah Wood.

‘My wife is his daughter.’ She took a pause to let him decode that fully, then added, ‘How else do you think I made DI?’

Eden’s eyes widened a fraction more.

‘That’s a joke,’ Hannah explained when he didn’t smile back. ‘I got the job on my own merit, thank you very much, but obviously tongues wag.’ She took a sip from the coffee. ‘My father-in-law is old school. It has been a shock to him that he has a daughter-in-law at all. But he has a lot of well-to-do friends and Richard Morrison was one of them. I think he imagined he was being helpful, suggesting that Morrison gather some evidence before bringing it to the police.’

‘He didn’t believe Morrison?’

‘No, he didn’t unfortunately. And now he’s worried that because he didn’t treat it more seriously it’s all going to come back on top of him. I have suggested he come and apologise to you for not contacting you personally. I can’t promise he will. He’s not that sort of man.’

‘He’s embarrassed?’

‘God, yes. Not that he would admit it, but obviously yes. Hindsight is a wonderful thing, but he should have taken what Morrison was saying a little more seriously. When I first started going out with his daughter he wasn’t exactly supportive, so I can’t pretend I haven’t relished the fact that he’s having to be very nice to me just now.’

Finn finally came and sat down on the sand next to them. ‘Finn. This is Hannah.’

Finn gave her a shy smile, picked up the bowl of cereal and took it inside.

‘Cool place to live,’ she told Eden.

‘So everyone tells me.’

‘You don’t like it here?’

He looked around. ‘My worry is that I will grow to like it.’

‘Ah.’ She smiled and took another sip of the coffee. ‘I know you talked to Detective Constable Foley yesterday, but I wanted to talk through it all with you myself.’

‘Kevin Foley. He wants to be my friend.’

‘Lucky you,’ she said. ‘My number one fan.’

‘Really?’

‘What do you think? Kevin is the officer they pretty much invented diversity training for.’

Eden laughed. ‘He told me much more about the case than he should have, for one. Not that I minded.’

‘We have recruitment issues,’ said Wood. ‘What can you do? Tell me what you told him, if you don’t mind. I just want to hear it from you – not read it in his reports. I strongly suspect he only uses one finger of one hand.’

So Eden did, going over the little he had learned from Morrison on the day he had met him.

‘Not a lot to go on,’ she said when he had finished.

‘I hate to say it, but it sounds like some kind of hit. It was planned.’

‘Foley told you everything then?’

‘Every grisly detail.’

‘Fuck sake,’ she muttered. ‘So much for keeping the nature of the case quiet.’

‘My lips are sealed,’ he reassured her.

‘So obviously, yes. Our first line of enquiry is to figure out who Morrison might have pissed off, business wise, but as far as we understand, his was a perfectly legitimate enterprise. Saving the planet, I believe.’

‘Was your father-in-law involved?’

‘Fortunately not. Or maybe unfortunately. Because if he had been an investor, I’d have had to step back from this one. And it’s an ugly case. Somebody badly wanted him dead. When you say a hit, you think somebody professional was involved?’

Eden had been thinking about this. ‘No. I wouldn’t. I would say it’s someone who was learning. The first attempt on the quad bike was pretty half hearted – that might have just been an attempt to scare him. The second one was poisoning. That was meant to kill, but poisoning is a funny way to kill. It’s almost always a partner or a long-term acquaintance. It’s the sort of murder someone carries out when they’ve been building up hate over a long time.’

‘Right,’ said Hannah. ‘Not a pro, then, but someone who really hated him?’

‘By the third time they’re really making sure he’s going to die. Screwing up the windows and then setting fire to the place is absolutely brutal.’

‘Isn’t it? So someone he knew?’

‘Anyone in his love life?’

‘Cherchez la femme. Or l’homme as appropriate. We’re on that already. He married three years ago, separated two years ago, divorced last year.’

‘Jealous ex?’

‘Wouldn’t be the first. Only the man has an alibi.’ She checked her phone in the way that busy people did. ‘I should go.’ She stood, paused, sniffed the air disapprovingly. Eden smelled it too. The thick, skunky aroma of weed.

‘I better get back to my office and leave you to yours. Thanks for the chat.’ Formally, she held out her hand to shake, still looking around for the source of the smoke.

Looking down at him still in his folding chair, she said, ‘You’re wasted here, you know?’

‘Eden Driscoll,’ called a voice. He turned in his chair to see Molly striding towards him. Her eyes looked pink, red-rimmed. ‘I’ve got someone I want you to meet. Eden.’ She smiled broadly at Hannah Wood. ‘And who are you?’ she demanded loudly.

Hannah smiled back. ‘DI Hannah Wood. I was just discussing a work-related matter with Mr Driscoll.’

‘DI Hannah Wood,’ Molly repeated the name. ‘A work-
related matter? I thought you didn’t have a job, Eden?’

‘My work, not his,’ said DI Wood.

‘About the man who came to see him the other day?’ Molly’s boundaries were limited enough when she was sober.

‘Goodbye, Mr Driscoll,’ said DI Wood. ‘I’ll be in touch.’

They watched her walk away towards Lifeboat Lane. ‘What are you doing on my side of the river, Molly? I thought you’d be at home, recuperating.’

‘Came to see my girls off in the gig at high tide. I can’t row at the moment on account of my neck. Can’t work either. Then I bumped into Nick.’ A young man with a sun-browned face and fair hair emerged from behind her. Like her, he was grinning a little more than was normal for this hour on a Wednesday morning. He was bare-chested, bare-footed, just wearing a pair of long blue shorts. ‘This is Nick,’ she said. ‘Nick. Meet Eden. He’s a blow-in, like you.’

Eden looked from one to the other.

‘Nick?’ Molly took Nick’s arm. ‘Eden’s boy Finn’s going to be doing one of your sailing courses. You better look after him or Eden will be on your back. Eden’s a copper.’

‘Good to meet you, mate,’ said Nick without a flicker. The young men who hung around these beaches with surfboards and tans oozed a kind of confidence. This was their beach. They looked like they were born to it.

‘You are the sailing teacher?’ Eden asked Nick.

‘Do you want to learn?’ asked Nick, looking him up and down.

‘Jesus, no,’ said Eden. ‘If you’re teaching Finn I just wanted to check you’d been DBS checked – if you’re working with minors.’

Nick’s smile didn’t flicker. ‘Of course. Happy to show you the paperwork.’

‘Like I said,’ Molly explained drily, ‘Eden is a copper.’

‘I look forward to seeing you – and your nipper.’ He turned to Molly. ‘Got to run. Look after yourself, girl, OK?’ And he wrapped his arms around her and gave her a long squeeze. ‘Keep strong,’ he said. ‘Yeah?’

Eden watched him walking away in the opposite direction DI Wood had taken, towards The Ship Inn.

‘God, Eden,’ said Molly. ‘No need to be like that. He’s a sweetheart.’

‘Like what?’

‘All suspicious and police-y.’

‘You were smoking drugs with him.’

‘Who says?’ She smiled.

‘You reek of it. I’m not having a man like that go out on the water with Finn.’

‘Jesus, Eden. Don’t be such a prig. He’ll be great with Finn.’ She sat down on the sand next to him. ‘What’s all that about with the woman suit? Hannah Stick.’

He didn’t give her the satisfaction.

‘Was it to do with that man who came to see you? The one who said someone was trying to kill him?’

‘He was right, as it turns out.’

The goofy smile disappeared from her face. ‘Shit. It’s not him, is it?’

‘Who?’

‘The one on the news. From the house over Dartmouth way. Burned to death.’

‘Yes. It was. Richard Morrison. Do you know him?’ It was a fair question. Molly seemed to know everyone round here.

She shook her head. ‘Christ. That’s awful. Gazillionaire, right?’

‘Millionaire, possibly,’ said Eden.

‘I didn’t know him, but Freya did.’

Eden sat up a little straighter in his chair. ‘Freya? The woman you talked about on your birthday?’

‘I’ll be candid. I don’t have a very clear idea of what I talked about on my birthday. Freya was around mine last night when it came on the news. She said her ex worked with him.’

‘Freya’s ex? What’s his name?’

‘Brian. Complete twonk.’

‘What was Freya’s ex doing working with Richard Morrison?’ he asked.

‘He’s an ecologist. You haven’t met Freya, have you? Gorgeous girl. Bit ADHD, but aren’t we all? Bit wounded by what happened. Brian cheated on her. She found out.’

‘I’d like to meet her,’ he said.

‘You should. She’s single. And a bit sad, too, like you.’

‘That’s what you said on your birthday.’

‘I’m a clever drunk. Always listen to what I say when I’m pissed. Or a bit stoned.’ She looked around. ‘Where’s Finn? He inside? I am in need of a bit of a cuddle,’ she said.

‘Leave the poor boy alone.’

‘Just one cuddle,’ she said, and before he could say any more she had stood up and gone inside the house.

He sat on the beach and watched the tide rise up the sand.

She was back after a few minutes. She looked suddenly a lot more sober. ‘So Finn says he’s going to London with you?’

‘I’m sorry. I was going to tell you. It just happened last night and it was late and I didn’t get the chance to get in touch. It was Bisi’s idea.’

‘I was actually looking forward to looking after him.’

Eden hadn’t wanted to hurt her. ‘Sorry.’

She leaned down and picked up a handful of red sand and let it slip through her fingers.

‘No. Fair play. He wants to go with you. You never know, he might like London and never want to come back.’

That was something Eden hadn’t considered. ‘You think?’

‘God, no,’ said Molly, laughing. ‘Why in hell would he like London? He’ll hate it.’ She threw sand at him.

A little while later, his phone buzzed with a message from Molly. She had sent him a name, a number and a wink emoji. The name was Freya Carter.

Thanks, he texted back.

She replied with an emoji of a taco and another of an aubergine.

He didn’t answer.
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‘There must be something you like,’ said Eden.

‘This place smells funny,’ was Finn’s reply.

Eden had driven Finn to Matalan in Newton Abbot to buy him new clothes. In two days they were going up to London. When he had tried to imagine Finn sitting on the train with him, or Finn meeting his friends, he had realised how scruffy the boy’s clothes were. His T-shirts had become baggy and the trousers ended shy of his ankles. Now they were standing in front of a rail of skinny jeans.

Finn shook his head. There were some black trousers, but they were nylon and looked like they were for school. Eden was trying not to lose his temper. ‘I don’t want any new clothes,’ said Finn.

‘But you need them. How did you shop with your mum?’

‘We went to second-hand shops, mostly.’ Finn looked down at his shoes.

‘What about these ones? They’re pretty cool.’ Eden held up a pair of khaki cargo trousers, trying to keep enthusiasm in his voice. Finn didn’t look like he hated them, so Eden knelt and held them up against him. The age ten size looked huge, so he picked an age eight, even though Finn was a year older than that. ‘Try these on.’

He stood outside the changing rooms and waited while Finn tried on the trousers. The shop was quiet. A woman with a buggy was flicking through the racks of toddlers’ clothes.

‘Are you OK, Finn?’ Eden called through the curtain after a couple of minutes.

There was no answer.

‘Do they fit you?’

Again, Finn didn’t say anything.

‘Is it OK if I come in?’

Eden heard a faint, ‘Yes.’

Finn was sitting on the small bench, dressed in the khaki trousers.

‘There you go. They look very smart on you.’

Finn didn’t look up.

‘What’s wrong?’ Eden asked.

‘If we buy these new ones, does that mean I have to throw away my old ones?’

Eden pulled the curtain closed again, sat on the bench next to him and put his arm around the boy. ‘No. You can keep them if you want. You don’t have to throw them away.’ Finn’s room was tiny, and his chest of drawers already crammed full, but they were all things his mother had bought for him.

Finn leaned into Eden and said, ‘OK.’

The woman with the buggy eyed them as they emerged from the changing booth, but they walked out of the shop with the trousers, a new pair of trainers, two T-shirts and a backpack, and Eden felt he had achieved something.

When they arrived back in Teignmouth, the Brunswick Street car park was full. Eden noticed a white police Land Rover parked on the hatched No Parking zone at the bottom.

It took him a few minutes more to find an empty parking space on the seafront and they walked back through the centre of town, clutching the bags of new clothes.

Just as they were approaching the house, Eden saw a large uniformed officer, muscular arms straining at black shirt sleeves, coming towards them, up Queen’s Street. The officer eyed them and had almost passed when he stopped. ‘’Scuse me, sir. You Eden Driscoll?’

Constable Neil Griffiths of the Rural Affairs Unit had a thick mop of black hair and matching beard. ‘Bit of a possible incident last night up Poundsgate way, I was told. Not the first statement you’ve given in the last couple of days I hear.’

‘DI Wood contacted you?’

Constable Griffiths liked his tea strong with two sugars. The mug looked small in his hands. ‘The report came up on the system this morning, then she came nipping at our heels asking if we’d followed up on it. And so here I am.’

‘Popular, is she?’

Griffiths grinned. ‘God, no. ’Course not.’

Eden decided he liked DI Hannah Wood. Constable Griffiths was perched on the edge of the small sofa in the tiny living room, clutching his tea.

While Finn took the shopping upstairs to his room, Eden pulled up a map on his phone and showed Griffiths the stretch of lane where he’d seen the lorry.

‘No plates, you said?’

‘None front or rear. I would have followed but I had my boy in the car.’ It was becoming easier to say every day. My boy. ‘Three people. White. Thirties or forties. Male. What do you think?’

‘If they were up to no good, could be they were using the moor roads because there’s no cameras anywhere. If you want to get somewhere and not be seen there’s dozens of little lanes you can sneak down. Could be livestock theft. Or we’ve had a lot of equipment theft going on the farms around lower land. Latest is they’re nicking the GPS devices from tractors. Didn’t used to be a problem round here – was just the bigger farms up in Lincolnshire and East Anglia. Trouble is even smaller farms have the gear these days. Each bit of kit is worth hundreds. Easy pickings.’

‘I’m a city boy. You’re going to need to explain,’ said Eden.

‘Use it for ploughing, crop spraying, everything. Accurate down to the last bloody millimetre. It can do the steering, regulate the flow of fertilisers and pesticides. Pretty much everything. It’s all about efficiencies these days and now everyone wants the gear so there’s a tidy black market in all this stuff.’

Finn appeared downstairs in a new pair of trainers. ‘Do these look OK?’ he asked.

‘Very OK,’ said Eden. He turned to the big man, who made the small sofa look like an armchair. ‘This is Neil. He’s come to ask about the lorry we saw on the way back from Bisi’s house.’

‘It was black.’

‘So your dad said.’

Eden glanced towards Finn. This time, the boy didn’t contradict the man when he called Eden ‘dad’.

‘You were in the car as well?’ asked Griffiths. ‘OK if I ask him if he remembers anything?’

‘Do you, Finn?’ asked Eden.

‘Only that one man had a tattoo of an axe on his arm,’ said Finn.

Both men looked at Finn. ‘Really?’ asked Eden.

‘I’ll draw it for you, if you like.’ He stood up and started leafing through the piles of paper on the dining table. ‘Where’s my pad?’

Eden remembered he had been about to use it to take notes on the day he had met with Richard Morrison. He jumped up. ‘Wait. I borrowed it.’

‘You didn’t ask,’ said Finn.

‘I’m sorry.’ He looked on the shelf. The drawing pad he had borrowed to take notes on wasn’t there. He tried to remember if he had taken it with him to the hospital that afternoon with Molly, but he couldn’t remember.

‘Wait here,’ he said.

‘What you doing?’ asked Griffiths.

‘I need to find that drawing pad.’

Perplexed, Griffiths watched Eden as he disappeared onto the beach.

He ran all the way to The Ship and waited until the woman had finished serving a customer. ‘Did I leave a drawing pad here?’

Eden returned to the house with it in his hands. ‘Cool drawings,’ the woman had said, when she’d found it tucked safely behind the bar. ‘Apple’s little boy, isn’t it?’

Apple. His sister. Finn’s mum.

He handed it to Finn. ‘I’m sorry.’

Finn turned the pages, then held it up. ‘You wrote in it.’ The page he was holding up had Richard Morrison’s name and address written on it in biro.

‘I should have asked.’

‘It’s OK,’ said Finn, and turned the page.

He sat down beside Griffiths and drew a picture of an axe. Eden had expected him to draw a heavy-metal kind of axe, two-sided. Instead he drew a neat long handled axe; the kind you’d split logs with.

‘Good drawing,’ said Eden.

‘You got skills,’ agreed Griffiths. ‘Love an unusual tattoo, we do. That’s very helpful, mate,’ he said. ‘Mind if I take a photograph?’ And he did so.

‘Keep me posted, will you?’ asked Eden when the big man was at the street door, on his way back to the Land Rover.

‘Can’t promise,’ said Griffiths. ‘You know how it is.’

That night Eden sat on the end of Finn’s bed, reading the story about the two girls, each living on either side of the Berlin Wall. Finn didn’t seem to mind that it was a story about girls.

Finn was wide awake, excited by the idea of going to London. Each time he had tried to leave him, Finn had said, ‘Another page.’

Molly had meant it as a joke: ‘You never know, he might like London and never want to come back.’ But Finn was excited about the trip. Going to London with Finn was not such a bad idea. If Eden could find some way to convince Finn that it was a good place to live, then maybe his life could go back to a little like it had been before.

‘Were they bad, the men in the lorry?’ Finn asked.

‘The lorry we saw last night? They were probably doing something they shouldn’t,’ said Eden.

‘Like robbing people?’

‘Maybe.’

Eden continued the story, until Finn interrupted again. ‘What if they were poor?’

‘You mean the people in the lorry?’ Eden thought about the question then said, ‘If somebody stole your PlayStation because they were poor, would you mind?’

‘Not really,’ said Finn.

Eden was still trying to think of the right thing to say when his phone pinged. He took it out of his pocket and looked at it. It was from Hannah Wood. The header read, Need you to look at this urgently. Warning. Disturbing content.

Eden returned the phone hastily to his pocket.

‘What is that, Eden?’ asked Finn.

‘Nothing.’ And he searched for his place on the page and started reading again.

It wasn’t until after ten that Finn finally fell asleep and Eden could go and open the email.

There was a single photograph. The man in it was clearly dead. The shot was of his head and shoulders, lying on a white examination table. His hair had been singed and the skin on his face was taut and browned from the heat of the fire. The skin around his mouth had shrunk back, showing two rows of pale teeth.

The body may have been in a fire, but it was intact enough for Eden to know at once why she had sent him the photograph. If the man he had met two days ago on this beach was Richard Morrison, this was not him.
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‘You a hundred per cent sure it’s not Morrison?’ Hannah Wood’s voice was low. It was late. She would be at home now.

‘Not a hundred per cent. But his face is too fat. It just doesn’t look like him.’

‘People look different when they’re dead,’ she suggested. That was certainly true. Sometimes relatives didn’t recognise their own loved ones when they were lying in a mortuary. Faces change when the muscles relax and the blood stops pumping. ‘And he’s been cooked.’

‘But it’s not Richard Morrison,’ said Eden.

She sighed. ‘I thought so too when I compared it to the photos.’

‘Are you going to check it with your father-in-law? He knew Morrison. You’ll know soon for sure from DNA, but . . .’

DNA didn’t happen quickly. They would have to find a sample from a toothbrush or a comb to compare against the body and labs took their time. It would be a couple of days or more before they could be sure.

‘I’ll show him this in the morning. There’s something else I need to ask you. Did Morrison tell you he was living in the house in Stoke Fleming?’

‘Yes.’

‘Did you tell anyone? Or could anyone else have overheard him?’

He thought of the notebook he had left on the wall, but said, ‘No. Why?’

She hesitated. ‘It’s not important,’ she said. Though it obviously was.

‘So if it’s not Richard Morrison, who is it?’ he asked.

‘That’s a decent question. And another one is, where is the real Richard Morrison?’ she added.

In the background, a woman’s voice. ‘Hannah. Are you coming to bed?’

‘You go up. I’ll be there in a minute.’ Hannah was talking to someone else for a second – then she continued. ‘We’ve contacted friends, business associates. Nobody has heard anything from him for the last two days. You are still the last person to have seen him alive.’

‘So he’s a suspect?’

‘Exactly,’ she said. ‘Which is precisely why I don’t want to go off half-cocked on this one. What if it’s Richard Morrison who’s the killer here? And who’s the dead man if it’s not Richard Morrison?’

‘And if that’s not Richard Morrison, where is he? You have tried his phone, obviously?’

‘Dead.’

‘Cars?’

‘Two. One parked at the cottage. We checked for the other on ANPR.’ Automatic Number Plate Recognition. ‘No sign it’s driven anywhere in the last week.’

Eden narrowed his eyes. ‘So he may be dead too?’

‘That has actually crossed my mind. But right now, he’s my only suspect.’





Eden was in the car again with Finn somewhere up on Dartmoor. He was not sure what they were doing here, at night, on this tiny lane, trees on each side. Their branches were in constant motion, swaying in the wind. And then the black lorry emerged suddenly out of the night again and Eden knew they were both in great danger, but when he tried to turn the car around the trees seemed to close in around them, clamping branches around the car, grabbing at them, branches clattering at the metal, cracking the windows.

Eden woke, sweating. Above his head, he could hear gulls fighting on the thin roof.

Finn emerged downstairs hungry.

‘What about breakfast at The Ship?’ Eden suggested. The fridge was empty and as they were going to be away for a few days, Eden didn’t want to shop.

They took a table under an umbrella. Finn chose the vegan breakfast.

‘Are you sure?’

Finn nodded. The vegan breakfast was huge; he would never finish it. Eden opted for a simple bacon bap. Inside the pub, at the bar, there were already people drinking pints. Waiting to put in his order, Eden looked around. He was standing just where Richard Morrison had been standing a few days earlier. In the middle of the wall that faced the estuary there was a single window, looking out towards the quay. It gave a clear view of people passing.

Something had unsettled Morrison. Had it been someone in the pub that he had recognised, or had he seen someone passing that window? If so, who?

Back at the table outside, waiting for the food for to arrive, Eden looked through messages from Molly to find Freya’s details then started to compose a message. Eden Driscoll here. You are a friend of Molly’s. I have something to ask. He added, Serious question in case she thought he was trying it on, then deleted the last phrase, as it seemed weirder to include it.

There was no answer. They ate breakfast watching the river. There was a single sailing boat zipping across the water. Finn watched it apprehensively as he ate. After ten minutes, he gave up on the plate, as Eden had guessed he would.

‘You want that sausage?’ Eden asked.

‘You have it,’ said Finn.

‘What about the falafel?’

Finn nodded. Eden scraped the remains onto his plate. When he had finished, he checked his phone. There was a reply from Freya. If this is Molly setting us up for a date not up for it. Sorry. F.

‘What’s funny?’ Finn asked.

‘Nothing.’ He sent another message. Not a date. Wanted to ask about Richard Morrison.

They were on their way back to the house when her reply came: Call me?

‘Hello?’ Freya answered, cautiously, when he rang.

‘Are you busy?’

She said something but the phone reception was sketchy and he couldn’t make it out. ‘Sorry. I missed that,’ Eden said.

‘Am I busy? Yes. I’m at work.’

He checked his watch. It was a little after midday.

‘You knew Richard Morrison, Molly says.’

‘What was that about Molly?’

The phone call wasn’t working out. Spooning coffee into his cafetière, he said, ‘Let me call back. See if we get a better line.’

When she picked up the second time, she said. ‘God. Richard Morrison? He’s dead, isn’t he?’ On the news they were still talking about the murder as if the dead body was Morrison’s, so Eden didn’t contradict her. ‘I mean, no. I never met him.’

‘But your ex-husband worked with him?’

She went quiet. In the silence he could hear wind. She was outside somewhere.

‘Listen. I can’t hear you. Can I come and talk to you?’

‘Maybe tomorrow?’ she suggested. ‘Today is pretty full-on.’

Tomorrow they would be in London. ‘I can’t make that. Can I see you today? I know it’s not convenient, but—’

‘You’re some kind of policeman, aren’t you? Molly told me.’

‘Richard came to see me before he was killed and something about his visit is bugging me.’

Somewhere close to her, wind was rustling leaves. He could hear that clearly.

‘I can’t hear you,’ she said.

‘Can we talk face-to-face?’ he repeated. He realised he was raising his voice.

‘It’s not easy.’

‘I would really appreciate it.’

He heard exasperation in her voice. ‘I’ll send you a pin,’ she said. ‘I’ll be here all day. Good luck finding me though. Oh. And wear good boots.’

The call ended and as it did, Eden’s phone buzzed gently. She had sent a pin, as promised. He opened it in Maps.

A pink pin symbol surrounded by absolutely nothing.
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Pinching out on his phone screen, Eden saw that the location Freya had sent him was somewhere about two miles north-east of Princetown, where the infamous prison was. There was a reason why she had no reception. She was in the middle of nowhere.

‘Want to go to Dartmoor?’ he asked Finn.

The nearest he could get to her in a car was a hotel called Two Bridges, about a half mile from the place Freya had marked. He messaged Freya again when they reached it and he waited for an answer. When nothing came back he got out of the car. He said, ‘I guess we better walk then.’

The footpath that led north from the car park was a wide even track that led gently up the slope, but gradually the path became rockier and the ground more uneven.

‘Where are we going?’ asked Finn. He was wearing his new trainers.

‘I’m not entirely sure.’ It had been warm at the shore. Here a low pale mist hung in the valley ahead.

Eden checked his phone. Still no reply. They were a quarter mile away from the pin and the path was becoming steeper. He looked up. The pin seemed to be in the bottom of the valley, a little way ahead, somewhere in the low cloud. Thinking of the lorry he had encountered, he regretted bringing Finn. He had brought him to a place to meet someone who could be connected – in some way he didn’t understand – to a brutal murder.

The ground underfoot was wet, water running through the peat on the side of the hill. He trod on stepping stones, trying to keep his feet dry.

‘Go carefully,’ said Eden. ‘Some of the stones are slippery.’

Finn lagged behind, anxious to keep his new shoes clean. The mist slid down the hillside towards them and suddenly it felt much colder.

‘Hello?’ Eden called into the gloom. His shirt was damp, he realised. The air around felt thick with moisture.

‘Hello?’

There was no answer. A few more steps and they were at a stile. Next it, a sign read:


WELCOME TO WISTMAN’S WOOD

This reserve is an SSSi. Walk around not through.



They followed the footpath until they reached another smaller sign repeating,


Walk around not through



‘What does that mean?’ asked Finn. ‘Is it dangerous?’

‘No. I think it’s just full of rare plants, so they don’t want you to tread on them.’

There was a gust of wind and the mist cleared for a second.

Eden gasped. It was as if they had stumbled out of the twenty-first century. Ahead it looked like a CGI scene from a fantasy computer game.

In the flash of sunlight, everything ahead was turned an extraordinary green. The woods were low, the trees small and gnarly, limbs twisted and stunted by wind. The corkscrewing branches were covered in dazzling emerald mosses that gleamed where the low canopy allowed light through. The trees themselves grew out of a tumble of moss-covered rocks. Tropical-looking pale lime strands hung from the low branches, malignant and other-worldly.

As he took another step towards the green, the temperature seemed to drop again and the mist blew back in. Finn reached out and took his hand.

It took Eden a while to realise he was breathing hard, staring at the oddity of what he was seeing. He was consumed by the feeling he had seen these strange-looking trees before – though he couldn’t have. From the age of fifteen, Eden had lived in a big city. Before that he had grown up with his dropout parents, living on the fringes of the Mediterranean, where there had been nothing like this. He remembered last night’s dream and the trees closing in around his car.

‘Uncle Eden?’

He turned slowly to Finn. ‘What?’

‘You’re hurting my hand.’

Eden looked down and unclenched his fingers. ‘I think we should go,’ he said.

‘I thought you’d come here to meet someone,’ said Finn.

The way these gnarly trees seemed totally intertwined, wrapped around each other as if they were afraid of letting each other escape.

‘We walked all the way here,’ Finn complained. ‘And now you want to go back.’

Eden was not a superstitious man. As a police officer he was better at most at spotting when something was wrong. The man loitering at the bottom of an escalator for no apparent reason; a few days’ post poking from a letterbox; the bruises on a face. You developed ways of seeing the world from the corners of your eye. Right now there was no rational reason for him to feel anxious, but he did.

Finn pulled his hand away. ‘You’re all sweaty,’ he complained.

Finn was right. Even in the cool air of the wood, he could feel sweat prickling on his forehead. Eden looked at his phone again. The pin that Freya had dropped was right in the middle of the wood, despite the sign that warned people not to enter.

He called out, ‘Freya! Are you there?’

And then from close by, the crack of a stick.
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‘You jumped a mile,’ said the woman who had emerged onto the path.

She was dressed in a pale green T-shirt, khaki trousers and boots. Tall and athletic, she was carrying a backpack and had a big square black bag slung over her shoulder.

Eden’s heart was still galloping. ‘I didn’t hear you coming.’

‘Because I walk quietly.’

‘Right,’ as if that was a perfectly rational explanation.

‘You sure you’re OK? You look pale.’ Unhoisting the large bag, she pulled off her backpack and dug out a container of water. ‘Need some?’ She poured some into a cup and handed it to Eden.

He thanked her and took a gulp of it. It was icy. He gulped it gratefully then remembered to pass it to Finn.

‘And who’s this?’ she asked.

‘My nephew. Finn.’

‘Look. I’m working. I know you’re a friend of Molly’s but what was it that was so urgent that you needed to talk to me today?’

‘What is this place?’ Eden asked, looking around.

‘My office. Open plan,’ she said.

‘Nice,’ said Eden. ‘Good ventilation.’

‘It’s an ancient temperate woodland. Oaks mostly. A beautiful, freaky survival. Something humans and sheep haven’t managed to destroy yet. On the face of it at least.’

‘Freaky is right.’

She shrugged. ‘I’ve been coming here for years. I used to volunteer here when I was starting out.’

‘Doing what?’ Eden asked.

‘There’s a lot of research done here. It’s one of the most studied bits of woodland in the region. I was commissioned to provide samples for a mycological analysis of the soil for the University of Plymouth.’

‘Right,’ said Eden.

‘Soil fungi,’ explained Freya. ‘Hot topic.’ She took back the cup and replaced it in her bag. ‘How are you feeling now?’

‘I’m fine. Honestly.’

She continued, talking as much to Finn as to Eden. ‘This is one of the last ancient woodlands on Dartmoor. It’s a rarity. Some of the trees here are hundreds of years old. Most of the moor would have been covered in trees like this until Bronze Age man started living up here. And the sheep. The sheep and the deer have killed off almost all of this kind of woodland, but this bit was so rocky the sheep found it more of a challenge.’

Finn’s mouth was wide. ‘Do sheep eat trees?’

Freya laughed. ‘Not big ones. Baby ones. They eat them before they turn into these ones. That’s why there are no trees on most of the moor. Sheep are eating machines. They’re like furry locusts. You’re looking at woodland that might have been here for thousands of years. But the fact that it’s rock also makes it a bastard to try and collect root and soil samples without disturbing the rocks. Want to help?’ she asked Finn.

‘OK,’ said Finn.

‘There’s a patch up here.’

‘We’re not supposed to go in,’ said Finn. ‘Walk around not through.’

‘Very good,’ she said. ‘But I’m allowed. And you can because you’re with me as long as you’re careful. Look out for the lichens. Some of them are extremely rare. Tread carefully.’ And she picked up her bag again and picked her way back the way she had come. They followed.

‘In here,’ she said, pointing to a patch. The trees here seemed to be growing out of the rocks themselves. It seemed an impossible task, to tread without stepping on delicate mosses.

Freya lowered her black bag again and pulled out a black tablet and examined the map on its screen. ‘A little bit further,’ she said, and replaced the equipment bag on her shoulder and moved on, clutching branches for balance.

When they had gone about ten metres further she stopped and examined the map on her tablet again, then looked around her for a while before declaring, ‘Right. We’re here.’

‘Where?’ asked Finn.

‘Where I’m supposed to take the next sample.’ She squatted down on the rocks.

‘Why are the trees all twisty?’ the boy asked.

‘Partly because they’re very old, and they’re struggling to get food among these rocks, this high up here on Dartmoor,’ she said as she took out tools from the pack. ‘Hold this,’ she told Finn, passing him what looked at first like a long silver tube.

‘What is it?’

‘You’ll see. Oaks don’t grow much above this level, so it’s tough for them to survive. This is the upper limit for these trees – pendunculate oaks. Or it used to be. The planet’s heating up. The younger oaks grow taller, probably because it’s warmer now. So if you look at the ones on the edge of the woods, they’re growing straighter and higher.’

Finn seemed interested.

She talked as she felt between the rocks. ‘Trees work to a different timescale to humans. We live maybe eighty years if we’re lucky. These trees can be six, seven hundred years old. Older sometimes. We live our lives in the blink of an eye compared to them, and because of that, we’re used to looking at things that move quickly. We don’t notice the things that don’t move at the same speed as us.’ She wiped down a piece of metal tubing with a white cloth and then handed it to Finn. ‘We’re only just starting to figure out how woods actually work. We know how individual trees work, but we don’t know so much about how trees thrive together, how they create the environment and the climate around them. We’re changing the planet so fast the danger is that by the time we’ve figured out how they can help us, we’ll have completely destroyed them.’

This seemed a gloomy topic for a nine-year-old, but Finn nodded, as if nothing she was saying was news to him.

Freya found a gap between the stones. ‘You didn’t say why you were here,’ she said, not looking up. ‘Something about poor Richard Morrison.’ She still assumed he was dead; he didn’t contradict her.

‘Your ex worked with Richard, Molly said.’

She paused, looked up. ‘Yeah. He did.’

‘What kind of work?’

‘Richard and a consortium have been buying up big chunks of farmland around here. It’s a kind of rich man’s rewilding project. Brian is their ecologist. I don’t know what happens to the consortium now Richard’s dead. Poor old Brian,’ she added, without sounding at all cut up about it. ‘It appears he may be out of a job. Pass me that now, Finn.’

She looked down again and began pushing the metal tube into the gap between the rocks.

‘The consortium. Is it a company called Avosett? Morrison was a director.’

Again, she paused. ‘Yes. I think that’s it.’ She took out another tool, a kind of handle, and began using it to twist the metal, driving it down between the gap between the rocks. Eden could see now, it wasn’t a solid tube. It was more like a tightly coiled spring that could bend around the rocks.

‘What are you doing?’ asked Finn.

‘I’m using this to try and get a little bit of soil from about a third of a metre down. Because of the rocks, it’s particu­larly hard in this environment so I had to get this augur made so that it could wind through the gaps.’

‘Why?’

‘You know what a fungus is?’

‘Mushrooms,’ said Finn.

‘There are tiny little mushrooms that live among the roots of these trees and the people who are paying me want to know what kind they are, and how well they get along with these trees, and whether the mushrooms here are the same as those thirty metres over there.’

‘Why?’ Finn asked again.

‘Are you a scientist?’ she asked.

‘No. Why?’

‘Because you ask lots of questions. Which is what scientists do. Maybe you should become one.’

‘OK,’ said Finn. ‘Maybe I will.’

‘People are studying them because we’ve learned that fungi are really important for healthy trees. They help the trees absorb food and water and other elements they need. And because if this woodland has survived here for over a thousand years, we want to know if there’s anything special about the fungi here. It’s possible that fungi in these Atlantic-
facing woodlands are different from others – and because this wood has been around so long, some scientists believe that this community might have a great deal to tell us.’

Finn seemed finally to think this was a reasonable answer.

‘Can you see those blue bags? Pass me one, please.’

Finn reached into her equipment container and pulled out a bag.

‘And a pen.’

When he’d handed it to her, she wrote on the bag, then began to unwind the long tube from between the rocks. When it emerged she emptied it into the bag.

‘Can I see the mushrooms?’ asked Finn.

‘Oh no. They’re too small. And I didn’t get much in there anyway. Didn’t get deep enough. Have to try again. We are only just beginning to understand how trees affect rainfall in a locality and so we are interested in the health of ancient forests like this.’ She was addressing Finn like he was a grownup, and Finn didn’t seem to mind. ‘The bad guy here is nitrogen pollution from climate change. We don’t yet know how that is affecting the soil. For all we know the fungi here could be struggling to survive, or they could already be dead.’

She started the process over again, feeling for a way through the lumps of granite.

‘So Avosett was a company whose job it was to rewild farmland?’ Eden started again.

Freya grunted. She gave the metal another twist. ‘I don’t know anything about it. It wasn’t my work. If you want to know more, I guess you need to speak to Brian.’

‘And he’s their ecologist?’

‘Look. Me and Brian. We split up. There are words I wouldn’t want to use in the company of a child to describe Brian.’ She grunted as she twisted the metal, drilling it into the ground. ‘He had his own company. Ogilvie Ecological. I stayed out of it. I never liked commercial clients. Besides, probably not a great idea to run a business with your own husband. Especially when you find out he’s taking a little too much interest in the interns.’

‘What’s an intern?’ asked Finn.

‘Someone young and perky who does whatever the boss tells her,’ answered Freya. ‘And who doesn’t even get bloody paid for it.’

Finn looked puzzled.

‘Oh shitting hell!’ she shouted, suddenly furious. ‘Now look what you made me do.’

She lifted it up. The metal spiral had broken, leaving the tip jammed between the rocks.

‘You made me break my auger.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Finn.

‘It’s my last one,’ she said angrily. And she stood and said, ‘Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck.’

Finn squatted on the rocks, horrified.

‘It wasn’t Finn’s fault,’ Eden defended him.

She leaned down and kissed Finn on the top of his head. ‘It’s your stupid uncle’s fault for making me talk about my ex-husband.’

Eden stood over her as she packed her equipment away, methodical but still furious, tugging hard on the straps of her bag. ‘Maybe I should buy you lunch,’ Eden suggested.
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They walked back to the car park; as a penance, Eden had to carry Freya’s equipment bag.

Freya’s car was an ancient silver Merc. He put the bag into a muddy boot while she changed into a pair of trainers.

The Two Bridges Hotel was quiet on a weekday. They took a table under an umbrella at the front of the building, looking out at the car park and the river beyond. Freya ordered the most expensive thing on the menu, Eden suspected deliberately – a steak sandwich. ‘Rare,’ she told the server. Finn didn’t like anything they had apart from chips.

Finn wandered off, the moment he had ordered. On the far side of a green, a river ran. It was low at this time of year, peaty water running past grey granite. Finn headed for its bank.

‘Be careful,’ called Eden. When he was safely out of earshot, Eden said, ‘Your wood. It spooked me.’

‘My wood,’ she said. ‘Not really mine.’

‘I don’t know what it was. Just looking at the trees, all closed in like that. And all so lush and green. I thought I might be having a panic attack.’ He was surprised he had said it out loud. He paused, looked out towards Finn who was kicking at the long grass in the field, feeling like she was examining him.

‘Molly said you’d been through some stuff with your sister.’

‘Maybe it was that.’

She looked up at him. ‘About Molly—’

He interrupted. ‘Molly has all sorts of opinions. I’m learning not to take all of them seriously.’

‘Good,’ said Freya, looking straight at him. ‘I’m perfectly OK with my own company these days. Just wanted to get that straight.’

‘Absolutely,’ said Eden. ‘I love Molly a lot but I wouldn’t dream of doing half the things she tells me to do.’

Freya looked at him warily for a few seconds longer, then said, ‘OK. Good.’ She smiled at him, crinkles in the skin at the sides of her mouth. ‘Your sister was Molly’s best friend. Finn’s mother, right?’

The coffee they had ordered arrived on a tray, along with a fizzy apple juice for Finn. They paused the conversation while the young woman unloaded the drinks onto their wooden table.

‘Molly said your sister’s death brought up all sorts of things about your own childhood,’ Freya said when she had gone.

‘She loves to talk, doesn’t she?’

For the first time, Freya giggled. ‘She does – but she told me you grew up in an abusive household. And it was so bad you ran away and ended up living as a homeless child in London. That must have been tough.’

He wrinkled his nose. ‘Something like that.’

‘So maybe it’s like PTSD or something? You were recently bereaved.’

He looked down at the wooden table. ‘I’m figuring out a lot of stuff right now.’

‘But it’s a primal thing, too,’ she said. ‘I think there’s a memory of woods deep within us.’

‘Wow,’ he said.

‘Don’t be cynical. It’s a bit like being scared of snakes and spiders. It’s primitive.’

‘It’s just a wood though, isn’t it?’

‘The woods is where the big bad wolf lives. They’re where Hansel and Gretel’s father takes them to die.’

He nodded, unconvinced. When he tried the coffee, it was lukewarm. ‘So I need to talk about Avosett.’

‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry.’

‘No, it’s fine. I shouldn’t be so defensive, probably. But I travelled out here to ask you about Avosett, so . . .’

She put her head slightly on one side. ‘Is this something to do with Richard Morrison’s death?’

Eden hesitated. He knew the dead body was not Morrison’s, but he said, ‘Maybe.’

‘Well . . . Brian just loved working for Richard Morrison,’ she said darkly. ‘He was always more interested in corporate work.’

‘Corporate work? I thought you said it was a rewilding project.’

‘You think it’s only hippies and idealists doing rewilding these days? It’s big business. Have you heard of Biodiversity Net Gain?’

Eden shook his head.

‘If you wonder why lots of rich people are complaining about inheritance tax on agricultural land right now, it’s because a lot of them have invested heavily in land in the last few years. All the big money. Richard was one of them – though often it wasn’t even his own money he was investing.’

Eden thought about calling Finn over to tell him his drink was here but he seemed happy enough on his own.

‘Biodiversity Net Gain is not a bad idea. Basically if you get planning permission anywhere to build flats or a factory, you have to demonstrate how you’re going to increase the number of species on your property. So if you’re building a new housing estate, say, you have to show that you’re actually increasing the biodiversity on your site, not diminishing it.’

‘And great work for people like you? Because you get to do the counting,’ suggested Eden.

‘My ex-husband, more like. That was the work he loved getting. That’s why he set up Ogilvie Ecological. I prefer this kind of thing. Science. Once you end up in the commercial world you get sucked in. That’s what happened to him.’

She cradled her coffee thoughtfully for a while before talking again.

‘So anyway, now if you build new stuff, you’ve got to dig a pond, plant trees, add bat boxes to your roofs – that kind of thing. But if you’re building somewhere where you can’t demonstrate you’re increasing the biodiversity – a big project like a runway, or an inner-city high-rise or an office block – you can buy credits from a scheme which is increasing biodiversity elsewhere.’

‘And is that expensive?’

‘Of course. You can make very very decent money if you’re a landowner and you enrol your land in a Biodiversity Net Gain scheme – if you can demonstrate your land is likely to be able to increase diversity over a thirty-year period. And so a lot of smart money bought up a lot of farmland over the last few years hoping to get rich on it.’

‘That’s what Avosett do?’

The smile disappeared. ‘For what it’s worth, I don’t really know. It turned out I didn’t know very much about Avosett – or what my husband was up to at all.’
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Food arrived before Eden could ask her what she meant by that. ‘Finn!’ Eden called.

Finn turned. Eden lifted his plate of chips high where he could see it. Finn just nodded and went back to kicking through the grass.

‘He’s a sweetheart,’ said Freya. ‘What do you think is going on in his head?’

‘I’ve yet to work that out.’

Freya laughed out loud, picked up her knife and started sawing into her steak. The middle of the meat was red.

‘Finn! Come and eat!’ Finn ambled towards them. ‘I looked at the Avosett accounts for last year,’ said Eden. ‘Apparently they had assets of about three point eight million. That would be farmland then?’

‘I mean, if I had a million I’d buy low grade farmland, stuff where the farmer has used pesticides, grubbed out hedges, basically used the place up. If you’re making money out of improving it, then there’s more scope if the land has been wrecked by bad farming practices. You really think Avosett is something to do with why . . .?’ She looked over at Finn, not wanting to complete the sentence.

‘I don’t know,’ said Eden.

‘So why are you so curious about Avosett?’

‘The night before the fire, Richard Morrison came to me looking for help. It’s professional interest, I suppose.’

She spent a while saying nothing, as if she was examining him, somehow. ‘I can’t tell you that much about Avosett. I really had nothing to do with that. Brian’s company started working with Avosett two, almost three years ago, when Richard Morrison first set up the business. Richard gambled that all this stuff was coming down the line – that the government would start paying people a lot of money to regenerate land. I gather that’s the kind of businessman he was. A gambler. But I had nothing to do with working with Avosett.’

‘Had enough,’ announced Finn.

‘You’ve had, like, five chips,’ complained Eden.

‘I’m not hungry,’ replied Finn and he stood. ‘Need the toilet.’ He disappeared into the hotel.

‘Did you ever go to Richard’s house, Dark Water?’

Freya shook her head. ‘I never even met the guy. Apparently it’s pretty fucking incredible. Brian told me about it, when we were still talking. Brian adored Richard. Why was Richard living in some hut on a cliff, anyway, when he had a house like that? That’s where he died, wasn’t it? Some house near Dartmouth.’

Again, Eden thought it best to keep what he knew to himself. He didn’t answer.

‘No. I was never invited to Richard’s,’ Freya said, and there was a new bitterness in her voice. ‘Brian kept all that to himself. He didn’t want me to be a smart-arse in front of his client or tell him inconvenient science stuff he didn’t want to hear. And Brian never talked to me about any of it.’

‘Do you think he was concealing something?’

She thought about this for a while, then said, ‘That wasn’t untypical of Brian. It turned out he was quite good at keeping stuff from me . . . until the day he sexted me by mistake.’

‘Seriously?’

‘You have to laugh, don’t you? Or cry, maybe.’ The smile was back. ‘He texted me saying how he wanted to eat me out again and that I tasted delicious.’

‘Oh.’

‘As the last time he’d gone down on me was about five years ago, I kind of knew something was up. He sent it to me by mistake, obviously.’ The smile hardened. ‘He messaged straight after, tying to pretend he had sent it to me as a joke, or that he wanted to start having oral sex again, but he is a terrible liar.’

Finn was suddenly back, next to them. ‘What are you talking about?’

‘About my ex-husband,’ said Freya smoothly. ‘She was twenty-three. He was thirty-six at the time.’

‘Who was?’ asked Finn.

‘The woman who my husband ran away with. The intern. He went to live with her in a flat in Exeter. I hope they’re fucking happy.’

Finn didn’t complain about the swearword. They fell silent for a few minutes, eating.

A cloud passed across the sun and it was suddenly cool again and Eden remembered standing by those strange moss-covered trees; the sense of irrational panic he had experienced just looking at them.

Freya’s phone started to ring. Her ringtone was an old dance track Eden vaguely recognised. Some electro thing from when she had been younger, he guessed. She pulled it out of her trouser pocket and looked at the screen and frowned. She cut the call off. ‘Well, talk of the devil.’

Eden put down his fork. ‘That was your ex-husband?’

‘Worse,’ said Freya, still looking at the screen. ‘My ex-mother-in-law. Shitting hell.’ She looked at Finn. ‘Sorry,’ she apologised. ‘I’ve been doing a lot of swearing today. What the hell is she doing calling me now? I haven’t spoken to her in three years.’ She put the phone back in her pocket and carried on eating. ‘Weird coincidence, right?’ she said.

Eden went back to his ploughman’s lunch for a few seconds, mulling it over, then he put down the piece of bread and cheese and looked at it for a while. He had a bad feeling. ‘I think you might need to call her back,’ he said quietly.
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Eden watched the blood leave Freya’s face as she spoke to her mother-in-law.

As soon as the call ended, Freya began to cry. Finn watched across the table, eyes huge, as tears poured down her face.

‘I mean. I hate him. I mean – I hated him. But that’s awful.’ She howled.

Eden stood slowly. He put his arms around her and felt the tremble of her as she wept. She seemed to shrink in size. A pair of hikers arriving at the pub tried not to stare.

‘What happened?’ asked Finn, pale, spooked by her tears.

‘She had a bit of a shock,’ Eden said quietly.

Eden had already guessed it. Freya’s mother-in-law had called her to pass on the news. Police had been to visit her and her husband, because the body in the house had not been Richard Morrison’s – it had been their son’s – Freya’s former husband. They must have made a positive ID of the corpse.

‘Why . . .?’ she cried into Eden’s cotton shirt.

‘Why what?’ asked Finn, not understanding.

Freya pushed Eden away. ‘My ex-husband, Brian. It seems he was killed in a fire,’ she said slowly. ‘What the fuck was he even doing there?’

Finn looked at her sadly. ‘It’s really horrible when people die.’

‘Yes. You’re right. It really is.’ She looked at the remains of her steak and pushed the plate with the red meat on it away from her. She looked up at Eden. ‘They said they were going to text me a number that I’m supposed to call. An Inspector Hannah Wood.’

‘She’s on the investigation team,’ explained Eden.

‘The what?’

‘They’ll want to question you about Brian.’

Freya shook her head slowly. ‘This is all too weird. I think I should go home.’

‘Finn,’ said Eden gently. ‘Can you give us a minute? Maybe go and take a look at the river again? I need to talk to Freya.’

Finn stood. When he was out of earshot, Eden told Freya, ‘They’ll want to ask you about anyone else you know who was involved in Avosett.’

‘Why?’

‘Because if Richard was threatened and your ex was killed, it’s possible Avosett is a common denominator.’

She shook her head. ‘I don’t see how I can help them. The only other person I knew back then was Julie. But she’s dead.’ And the blood disappeared from her face. ‘Oh.’

‘Julie who?’

‘Julie Bullough. She used to be a friend.’

A wasp landed on Freya’s steak. Eden watched it crawling over the half-eaten chunk of meat. ‘And how did Julie die?’

‘Oh, God.’ Freya shook her head slowly. ‘Don’t be like that.’ She was agitated now, her voice loud. ‘It was a tragedy. She was ill. She was depressive. She had tried to kill herself several times before. This time she succeeded, that’s all.’ She was crying again. ‘It was awful. I have to go. I can’t think of this right now.’

‘Sorry. I didn’t mean—’

‘I need to go,’ she said. ‘I need to go home.’

When Eden returned from paying the bill at the bar, Finn had come back from the river bank and was sitting next to Freya on the wooden bench seat, leaning against her, as she sat staring straight ahead at the blank hotel wall.

‘Can I sit in the front?’ asked Finn.

‘No. You’re too young.’

‘Mum let me sometimes.’

‘Well she shouldn’t have. And if Bisi finds out I’ve been driving with you in the front of the car, what would happen then?’

Finn got into the back. Eden browsed his phone for a minute, then put an address into the navigation. He drove back across the moor, through the stony landscape, dotted with sheep. Green bracken was beginning to turn brown.

It was easy to find the house. There weren’t many other properties within the Buckfastleigh postcode he had entered.

From the road, it looked modest. There was an ordinary farm gate at the top of the lane that led down to it. Eden got out, opened the gate and drove down a neat gravel path.

Finn looked up, pulled off his headphones. ‘Where are we?’ he asked.

‘I just want to take a look at this place,’ Eden said.

It was the address that had been given as Avosett’s company office on the Companies House website. The house was named Dark Water. It was an old granite farmhouse but it had been modernised. At the front, the garden was well kept. It looked like a house that had staff. On a small lawn, four box bushes had been neatly trimmed into perfect cubes.

A silver Tesla was parked towards the front of the house. Evenly covered in a thin layer of dust, it didn’t look like it had been driven for some time.

‘Where are you going?’ called a voice from the car as Eden got out again.

‘I won’t be a minute.’

Under the eaves he counted two security cameras, pointed at the front door. A third was keeping its eye on the side of the house.

There was the sound of water from a nearby stream or river. Eden opened a small garden gate and walked along a path to the far side of the house. It was the rear of the house that was really incredible. Eden understood why Foley had referred to it as a Bond villain lair. What had looked like a small granite farmhouse from the front hid a much more modern set of structures at the back.

New rooms, black wood, steel and glass, had been added overlooking a small river, overhung with alders and beeches. A square wooden platform with a slanted wooden roof cantilevered out over the stream, so that it hung above the moving water. There was an outdoor dining table and chairs and a metal fire pit, arranged on it as if the scene had been awaiting a World of Interiors photographer. Eden walked around to the back of the house.

‘Are we allowed?’ asked Finn. Eden turned around. The boy had followed him.

‘Not really,’ said Eden, ‘but we’re not doing any harm, are we?’

Eden peered into a living room, small, with red chairs and a simple modern writing desk. A little further on, Eden put his head against a long low glass window and looked inside. This was a second living room – or a reading room. The armchairs were minimal, blue this time, arranged in front of a black woodburning stove. There were paintings on the wall. Most were modern prints but towards the back of the room, there was a portrait in oils of Richard Morrison and another man, both naked. It was hard to make it out, but in it, Eden could see that, in the painting, he was standing with his arm around the man.

Between the two living rooms there was a kitchen. The units were all stainless steel – like the kind you’d find in a commercial kitchen. A man’s kitchen.

There was a single half-drunk bottle of water on the sink drainer. It was the only thing out of place. Eden stared at it for a while.

A red light blinked on the far side of the room. Another security camera, high up on the ceiling, was watching them.

Eden’s phone buzzed in his pocket. It was a text from a number he didn’t recognise. Now do you believe me? RM.
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RM. Richard Morrison. Eden dialled the number back straight away, but nobody picked up.

He messaged back: How did u get my number? There was no reply.

Morrison had found his address. That would have been easy enough to do, asking around locals at the back beach. But he had never given him his number. He forwarded the message and the number to Inspector Wood.

The next morning, Eden and Finn caught the train to Paddington. Eden had brought vegan cheese sandwiches for Finn, wrapped in foil, but they went to the buffet car to buy drinks.

‘Why do you always drink coffee?’ Finn asked.

‘Because I like it.’

The server at the counter was waiting for the machine to finish Eden’s order. ‘I tried coffee. It’s horrible.’

‘Your taste changes when you grow older.’

‘Mine won’t. I’m not going to pretend to like things just because you’re supposed to.’

‘But right now, what do you want to drink?’ Eden asked.

‘Can I have some water?’

Eden passed on the request to the man serving at the counter. The man turned and pulled two bottles out of the fridge. ‘Still or sparkling?’

‘I want tap water,’ said Finn.

‘Can’t give it you. Not fit for drinking,’ answered the man, holding the bottles towards him.

‘I don’t drink from plastic bottles.’

‘Next customer,’ barked the man. The queue was building up behind them.

‘What about a fizzy drink in a can?’ Eden suggested.

‘San Pelegrino. Coke. Fanta,’ intoned the voice behind the counter.

‘The first one.’

‘Orange or lemon?’

‘Don’t mind.’

The man put a can down onto the bar. ‘Two pounds eighty. Five twenty all together.’

‘I can pay.’ Finn took a £20 note from his pocket.

Eden paid with his phone. ‘Where did you get that money?’

‘Bisi gave it to me. She told me to buy something in London.’

Bisi thought of everything. ‘That’s very nice of her. Save it for that, not for overpriced drinks on trains. What are you going to buy?’

They were heading towards their seats, lurching with the train. ‘I don’t know. What do they sell in London?’

‘T-shirts and baseball caps I guess. The usual.’

Back at their seats, Eden checked his phone, hoping for another message from ‘RM’, but there was nothing else from that number. For much of the journey, Finn sat with his forehead pressed against the glass, watching everything.

‘Is it my fault you’re not a policeman any more?’

‘Nothing’s your fault,’ said Eden and he reached out and gave him a squeeze.

Everything was fine until they got off at Paddington Station and began to walk up the platform towards the underground, Eden pulling the suitcase behind them with one hand, holding onto Finn with the other.

‘Eden. You’re hurting me again.’

Eden stopped and looked down at the boy, puzzled, and realised he had been gripping his hand as tightly as he had been in Wistman’s Wood the day before. ‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I didn’t want to lose you.’

He was sweating again too. It was because of where they were.

Eden hated Paddington Station. Even though it had been much improved since those days, this was where he had arrived as a fifteen-year-old runaway. He hated the big echo-y vault of the Victorian roof. He hated the smell of oil, dust and fast food.

‘Why are you walking so fast?’ complained Finn, trying to keep up with him.

There was a street beggar at the top of the escalator down to the underground, a plastic takeaway box in front of him with a few coins in it.

‘Spare a bit of change?’

Eden hurried on past the man, down to the underground, towards the District and Circle line. ‘It’s quite dirty,’ observed Finn, putting his fingers into his ears as their train approached.

At Oxford Circus they changed trains. On the Victoria Line train, a man with a sallow face approached them and held out a battered McDonald’s paper cup. He had a tattoo of a gun on his neck and his clothes gave off the oily tang of skunk and grease. ‘I’m homeless and I’ve got no place to sleep tonight and I have a medical condition. If you can spare ten pounds so I can get into a hostel tonight I’d be very grateful.’

Eden ignored him. He was a drug user. But Finn’s eyes were glued on the man, half-fascinated, half-appalled. There were homeless people in Teignmouth – usually refugees – but not like this, dirty and loose-toothed.

The beggar reached the end of the carriage, turned and came back, holding the cup out still.

‘I’ve nowhere to sleep and I have some issues with my mental health. If you could help me I would be very grateful.’

Finn turned to Eden and said, ‘I’ve got twenty pounds.’ He began digging into the pocket of his trousers.

Eden put his hands over Finn’s to stop him removing the note and shook his head. ‘Not today,’ Eden told the man. ‘Sorry.’

‘I want to give it him,’ insisted Finn. ‘He needs it. It’s my money.’

The eyes of the entire carriage were on them now. An elderly woman opposite clutched the chihuahua on her lap a little more tightly.

‘It’s my money and I can give it to him if I want to help him. I don’t want to buy a stupid hat.’

Eden grunted. He dug into his pocket and pulled out a pound coin. Then another.

‘Lad was giving me twenty.’ The man showed brown teeth.

‘Get out, you cheeky bastard,’ Eden told him.

‘God bless you, mate,’ the man addressed Finn. ‘You’re pure. That’s the trouble with this world. Along comes money and fucks up all the pure things.’

The woman with the small dog raised her nose a little higher.

‘You weren’t nice to him.’ Finn glared at Eden.

‘I gave him money, and besides, he’ll probably spend it on things he shouldn’t.’

‘You don’t know that though.’

‘Yes, actually. I do,’ said Eden, hoping that that was the end of the conversation.

It had been months since Eden had been to his flat. He had asked a friend to clear out the fridge and empty the bins, but his mail box was overflowing, his houseplants were brown and desiccated, there was dirty laundry in the basket and pigeons had nested on his balcony. Through the glass, Eden could see there were twigs and feathers and droppings everywhere.

It was a newly built block, angular and proud of itself. The balcony balustrades were glass. In winter, when the trees were leafless, you could see through the panels into the West Reservoir below.

He had always thought he liked living near water, but in Teignmouth there was just too much of it. When he had first moved in he had taken his morning run around both of the reservoirs, the West and the East, but he soon figured out that at that time of day the footpaths were crowded with dog walkers and others trying to exercise before their commute. It was easier to head into Finsbury Park and run among less manicured trees and grass. He missed his morning runs there.

It was a one bedroom flat; he was buying it with his own money and he loved it. Apart from a grey sofa and armchair, a small dining table, a small bookshelf, the BLB Viper fixed-wheel bike hanging on hooks in the hallway, and a well curated and neatly ordered selection of vinyl on a shelf, he kept the place free of clutter.

Finn inspected the apartment, going into the bedroom, then the bathroom. ‘Where’s the bath?’

‘There isn’t one. You’ll have to have a shower.’

Finn looked disapproving.

The double bed was made up but Eden couldn’t remember how old the sheets were, so he took a new set from the laundry cupboard and started putting the fresh ones on.

‘There’s only one bed. Where am I going to sleep?’

‘Here. In this bed.’

Finn seemed impressed. ‘It’s colossal.’

‘Kingsize,’ said Eden.

‘Biggest bed ever.’ Finn grinned. ‘Where are you going to sleep?’

‘On the sofa bed in the living room.’

Finn nodded. He opened a wardrobe door, looked at Eden’s hanging suits, and closed it again. ‘It doesn’t look like you actually live here. You haven’t any pictures except that one.’ He pointed to a single black-and-white photo of the Thames that Eden had bought in a local gallery.

‘It’s the way I like it.’

Finn flopped down onto the double bed. ‘Why didn’t you want to give that man money? He didn’t have anywhere to sleep. He said he had a medical condition.’

‘He was lying to get money.’

‘You don’t know that.’

‘Yes, I do. Sometimes it’s better for homeless people to get help, not money.’

‘Only nobody else was really helping him, were they?’

Eden opened the door onto the balcony and let fresh air into the place, then fetched a bin bag and a dustpan and brush and began sweeping up the mess of twigs and birdshit that the pigeons had left. The air was humid. It felt like it was going to rain.

‘It’s high up, isn’t it?’ Finn was standing at the open glass door. It sounded like he didn’t approve.

At eight, the intercom rang.

‘It’s my friend, Jenita,’ Eden explained.

A minute later Jenita was there at the front door with a bottle of Prosecco, dressed in a faux leather jacket, skirt and heels. She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips and slung the arm with the bottle in it around his neck to hold him there. ‘I’ve missed you,’ she said, still clutching him close. She smelled of London and Jo Malone Lime Basil and Mandarin.

‘Oh,’ she said when she caught sight of Finn, standing a few feet behind Eden. ‘Company.’
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‘I told you that I was coming to London with my nephew, didn’t I?’

‘I just didn’t realise I’d be meeting him tonight,’ said Jenita. ‘Hello, Finn.’

‘Hello,’ piped Finn.

She made her way past him, through to the kitchen area. ‘So,’ she said as Eden followed her, ‘how have you been?’

‘Missing London. Glad to be back.’

She swivelled to check that Finn was at a safe distance. ‘Is there a babysitter coming?’ she whispered.

‘He’s lost his mother,’ Eden answered, keeping his voice low too. ‘He has trust issues. He doesn’t like being left with strangers.’ Finn was watching them from the sofa in the living room area. Eden wasn’t sure if he could hear or not. Eden raised his voice again. ‘I asked how you’d been.’

‘Me? I’m in a profession that is about to be replaced by chatbots. But bad people still do bad things and clients still seem to need solicitors, for now at least. Same old misery and oppression, same old fight for justice.’

Eden took a seat at the breakfast bar, looking at the curve of her calf as Jenita stretched to take two champagne flutes from a high shelf.

‘And you . . . Jesus, Eden. What happened? You resigned from the Met?’

‘Well. I’m in Devon . . . for now. Obviously that makes the job impossible. I had no choice. Things change.’ Eden was conscious of Finn listening to the exchange.

‘And how is Devon?’ she asked, as if Devon were a land very far away.

‘Well obviously it’s . . . different.’

She placed the glasses on the work surface in front of him and started removing the foil from the bottle.

‘I find it hard to imagine you there. You haven’t come back with an accent at least.’ She twisted the cork, easing it out of the bottle with a soft pop. ‘So no wine bar tonight? No restaurant?’

‘I thought we’d get a takeaway,’ said Eden.

‘A takeaway?’ Jenita raised her very nice eyebrows.

The fact that so much of the menu was vegan was the first thing that had impressed Finn about London so far. He sat on the couch with a tray on his lap messily slurping the noodles from a pad Thai while Jenita sat in the armchair across from Eden picking at a green curry, pausing to refill their glasses.

‘So you don’t even have a job right now?’

‘That’s why I have to rent out my apartment.’

‘Jesus. How long are you going to be away for?’

Finn looked up from his bowl, a dribble of sauce on his chin. ‘We live in a house on the beach,’ he said.

‘Wow.’ Jenita raised her semicircular eyebrows. ‘On the beach. Sounds fancy.’

‘It’s not exactly fancy,’ replied Eden. ‘But it’s Finn’s home.’

Finn sucked noisily on a noodle.

‘Well I think what you’re doing is great,’ Jenita said. ‘A man stepping up. You take him to school and everything? Packed lunches. The works?’

‘It’s been a learning curve,’ said Eden.

‘I bet all the school gate mums love you.’ She took a sip from her glass. Her nails were perfect.

‘It’s a nice little town,’ Eden said unconvincingly.

‘It’s cute, you and Finn,’ she said. They were watching a programme about orangutans as they ate. It was probably not Jenita’s idea of what she would be doing today. ‘So where’s Finn sleeping while you’re here?’ she asked.

‘I’m in the bedroom,’ said Finn. ‘The bed is colossal.’

‘Oh. And you?’ Jenita looked at Eden.

‘It’s a fold-out couch,’ explained Eden.

Not long after, he caught Jenita looking at her watch, and not long after that and when the documentary finished, she made her excuses.

The kiss on the doorstep was a simple peck on the cheek this time. ‘Seriously. I really admire you for doing this.’

He waited for the lift doors to close and then went back into his apartment. Back in the flat, he watched her emerge onto the plaza below. She didn’t look back to wave.

‘She seems quite nice,’ said Finn.

Eden sat on the big bed with the book ready to read.

‘I didn’t mean to be mean about the homeless man you tried to give money to,’ he said.

‘It was my money. I should be allowed to do what I want with it.’

The bedroom was much bigger than the one in Teignmouth. His wardrobe was full of the kinds of work clothes he didn’t wear any more.

‘Can I tell you a secret?’ asked Eden.

Finn sat up and nodded sombrely.

‘When I was a bit older than you, I was homeless. Here in London.’

‘You were like that man?’

‘Not exactly. A little, maybe.’

‘Why?’

‘I was on my own. I didn’t have anywhere to live.’

Finn thought about this for a while. ‘Did you have to ask people for money, like that man?’

‘Maybe I’ll tell you about it some time.’

Finn nodded and lowered himself back down onto the pillow, ready for Eden to begin reading.

Finn fell asleep fast. He was exhausted. On the sofa, Eden checked his phone. Nothing more from ‘RM’, but the 
murder was being mentioned on social media and on 
the national news websites. Most murders were forgotten 
in a couple of days, but this one wasn’t going to be.

The Telegraph had the headline: Missing murder millionaire pleaded with police for help before house was torched. He read the article which mentioned Detective Inspector Wood by name, as well as an unnamed superintendent. The article included the line, The victim was named as Brian Ogilvie.

Someone had leaked a story to the press – making out that Morrison had approached the police for help. The police denied the report, but they were already on the back foot. ‘A spokesperson said, “We take every member of the public seriously when they report a threat to their life”.’ It was never going well when that was the best a force’s media centre could come up with.

He rang Molly because he promised he would tell her how they were getting along. ‘Yes he’s fine,’ he said. ‘I think he really likes it here.’

‘Freya said you were very kind to her yesterday. Thank you.’

‘Yes. Bad timing. She was a mess. It was a huge shock.’

‘Did the man call you?’ she asked.

‘What man?’

‘I can’t remember his name. He called me at the boatyard, said he’d seen my number on your door, and rang it and asked if I was a friend of yours.’ Eden remembered the small advert she had on the beach door offering boat repairs. ‘Told me Finn was supposed be on a playdate with his son yesterday but when he turned up at Finn’s house there was no one in. He wanted your number.’

‘And you gave it to him?’

‘He seemed nice. Didn’t know you were going up to London.’

‘But you told him I was?’

‘Shit,’ she said, catching on. ‘I thought I was being helpful.’

‘What did he sound like?’

‘Posh. English. Confident.’

So that, thought Eden, was how Richard Morrison had got his mobile number. That is, if it had been Richard Morrison that had messaged him.
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Twenty-Four

He messaged DI Wood. No news about Richard Morrison’s phone?

His phone rang about thirty seconds later. ‘It seems like you are a step ahead of us,’ said Hannah Wood.

‘What do you mean, a step ahead?’

‘You were talking with Freya Carter about her ex-husband Brian Ogilvie before we’d even released the information that he was the murder victim.’

‘Coincidence,’ said Eden. ‘She is the friend of a friend. When I heard that her ex had worked with Richard Morrison I thought I’d ask her if she knew anything.’

‘You thought you’d ask her,’ Wood repeated.

‘Yes. I know. It’s none of my business, but I wanted to know.’

‘And did she know anything?’

‘Presumably you’ve interviewed her by now?’

‘You go first,’ she said. ‘What did you find out?’

‘That the dead man worked with Morrison on Avosett, and that Avosett is about investing in low value agricultural land to produce an income from rewilding.’

‘Snap,’ she said.

He poured the last of Jenita’s Prosecco into his glass and sat back on the couch. ‘So Morrison is still a potential victim?’

‘It’s possible. Though the message you forwarded might suggest otherwise – but that might be the point of the message. That SIM card that messaged you was new. It hasn’t been active before or since that message, so presumably a burner. No movement on his bank account. No movement on any of his cars. If he killed Ogilvie, our guess is he’s skipped the country. Brian Ogilvie was contracted to Avosett as an ecologist. We’re not sure what Ogilvie was doing at Morrison’s bungalow the night he died.’

‘Morrison kept his address a secret. He didn’t want to tell me the address.’

‘Exactly. We had initially wondered if they might have been lovers but from what his ex-wife told us, that’s unlikely.’

‘Because Morrison is gay.’

‘And Ogilvie was definitely not. The way his ex puts it, he was entirely hetero, and a little too much.’

Eden looked out at the London skyline – a million lights against the black. ‘So there are three scenarios,’ he said. ‘One. Morrison is already dead. The phone message is just a smoke screen. Whoever killed Ogilvie also killed Morrison and it’s someone with a grudge against Avosett.’

‘Yes. Possible.’

‘Scenario two. Morrison did it and now he’s in hiding and the message is from him. He sent the message to me to muddy the water.’

‘Perhaps Brian Ogilvie was the person he was afraid of. So he killed him first,’ suggested Wood.

‘Maybe. So then there’s scenario three, too. Ogilvie’s murder was a mistake. Morrison was the intended victim, but he has chosen to disappear because he’s afraid. If they found him in his secret location, he’s paranoid they can find him anywhere.’

‘But he could still come to the police.’

‘Not if he doesn’t trust you. I saw the news. Somebody’s talking to the papers. They had Ogilvie’s name. I didn’t think you’d released the victim’s name yet.’

‘We hadn’t.’

‘You think it’s someone in your team?’

‘I don’t want to think so, but maybe.’

There was music playing in the background; a woman singing something acoustic and folky. She was at home again, working late. He checked his watch. It was after nine. ‘One thing,’ Eden asked. ‘Have you been to his house? The one in Buckfastleigh?’

‘Of course. We’ve requested the alarm logs from the private security firm to see if that helps us figure when, but so far no sign that anyone had been there for some time.’

‘Apart from a bottle of water by the sink,’ said Eden.

There was a short pause. ‘What about a bottle of water by the sink?’

‘I was at the house yesterday – Dark Water. Just peeked through the window. The place was spotless. The gardener is still coming because the grass is cut and the hedges are clipped. I would guess the cleaner is too. But there was a plastic bottle of water which looked kind of out of place. If a cleaner had been, that bottle wouldn’t be there.’

‘OK,’ said Wood. ‘Nice. Thank you. Whoever comes into the house would have keyed in a code and it’s one of those sophisticated systems that allows different people to have different codes, so that might help us figure out who was in the house over the last few days.’ There was a line of lights in the clear dark sky; planes queueing up to land at Heathrow. ‘Another thing, Eden. You’re in London, right?’

‘How did you know that?’

‘A little bird told me. I wonder if you could help me,’ said Wood.

‘What with?’ Eden put down his glass.

‘It’s work. I can pay you a one-off fee as a contractor.’

‘OK . . .’ Eden said cautiously.

‘Richard Morrison was in a civil partnership with a guy called Dev Anand – but they no longer live together.’

‘And he’s a suspect?’

‘We’ve verified his movements on the day of the fire, and he didn’t leave London. He seems pretty shocked and upset by it all. But we need to follow up, and that’s why I’m really phoning you. I’ve just been on the phone to your old boss, a DI Samuel Kadakia.’

‘What were you doing talking to Sammy Kadakia?’

‘As it happens, I had arranged with DI Kadakia for Mr Anand to be at Stoke Newington Police Station tomorrow for an interview. I was going to get local police to talk to him, but it would be better if it’s someone who can report back to me. And that’s the favour.’

‘You want me to do the interview?’

‘You’re an experienced detective who knows more than he should about this case. And you’re looking for work, aren’t you?’

Eden hesitated. He was here with Finn. He had no one to leave him with. It wouldn’t be fair to drag him around to a police interview with him.

‘I’d value your input. Are you interested?’
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Twenty-Five

Standing in the door of his office, Sammy Kadakia beamed, ‘Hug, mate?’

DI Sammy Kadakia was his old boss – and he wasn’t the only one standing. People he hadn’t seen in weeks were getting up from their desks, crowding around Eden, wanting to greet him, shake his hand, tell him about everything he’d missed in the last three months.

‘Eden bloody Driscoll. Heard you’d gone yokel.’

‘Eden! Where you been, you slacker?’

It felt like he had been away forever.

‘Who’s this you brought with you?’

Unused to meeting so many new people, Finn clutched Eden’s hand tightly and blushed hard as the men and women who worked there addressed him. ‘What are you doing hanging around with this loser, little man?’ The pointless, stupid banter of the office. Eden loved it all.

And then, Sammy Kadakia was taking his arm and pulling him into his corner office, arranging a couple of chairs, one for Eden and one for Finn.

‘So you’re back?’ Kadakia sat on the edge of his desk.

‘Just to sort out my flat,’ said Eden. ‘I need the rental income until I know what I’m doing.’

Kadakia turned to Finn who was sitting in a big chair, feet off the ground. ‘So, little man. What do you make of London?’

‘London smells,’ said Finn. ‘But I like Thai food.’

Sammy Kadakia laughed. ‘I’m just going to chat to your uncle for a second, is that OK?’ His ex-boss found children easy to get along with. He had kids of his own.

‘OK,’ said Finn.

Kadakia turned to Eden. ‘A woman called Hannah Wood called me yesterday, asking if we could do a face-to-face interview with . . .’ He checked a sheet on his desk. ‘A Mr Dev Anand. And then she called back this morning to say that you would be doing the interview.’

‘I appreciate it, Sammy,’ said Eden.

‘She says she’s putting you on contract for it.’

‘That’s right.’

‘Traitor.’ Kadakia laughed. ‘Hold on a minute.’ Sammy stood again and went to the door. ‘Andy? Can you stop what you’re doing for a few minutes and come in here. I’ve got an important job for you.’

Andy was a huge man, big, round-headed and bald, a civilian who worked on data analysis and who kept photos of his three boys pinned up on the wall behind his computer.

‘Andy, mind keeping Finn here entertained for a while? Eden here’s got a bit of work to do.’

Andy squatted down. ‘D’you like drawing, Finn?’

Finn nodded his head. ‘Yes.’

‘What do you draw?’

‘Superheroes. Boats. Monsters. Comics. Lots of things.’

‘Cool,’ said Andy. ‘Me too.’

‘Really?’ Finn sounded sceptical.

‘’Course,’ boomed Andy.

‘You going to be OK?’ asked Eden.

Finn looked at Andy and said, ‘I think so.’

‘Sure?’

Andy stuck out his tongue at Finn.

Eden followed Sammy Kadakia, taking the stairs to the first floor where the custody suite and interview rooms were. ‘What’s this about then?’

‘You read up about the murder of Brian Ogilvie a few days ago?’

Kadakia nodded.

‘It’s possible that a guy called Richard Morrison was the intended victim. Morrison has vanished. This guy is Morrison’s ex. They have split up but Wood thinks he’s worth a little more than a phone interview and because I’m here, she thought I might do it.’

Kadakia greeted an officer passing him on the stairs, then said, ‘She’s trying to reel you in, bit by bit. You know that?’

‘I wouldn’t say it’s working that well. I need the work, right now. I’d be back here if I could.’

Kadakia smiled. ‘As a matter of fact, she asked me what you were like to work with. Nightmare, I told her.’

They turned left into the corridor and Kadakia used his pass to get them into the suite.

‘I should get back upstairs. Your man should be here any minute. I don’t need to show you anything, do I?’

Eden looked around the familiar interview suite and smiled. He had sat in the chair here many times, talking to victims, witnesses and suspects. It felt like being at home. ‘I’ll be fine,’ said Eden.

His phone buzzed. Bisi, Finn’s social worker, was calling.

‘I only have a minute,’ he said. He was about to explain that he was working, but he realised that if he did, she would ask who was looking after Finn. That was her job. And Eden would have to explain that he was drawing monsters with a forty-year-old male data analyst.

‘I just wanted to ask how it was going?’

‘I think he’s really liking London.’

‘Really?’ Bisi couldn’t disguise the surprise in her voice. ‘I was about to ask, would you both like to come for lunch at our house when you’re back?’

‘Keeping tabs on us?’

‘Obviously. But in a nice way, I hope. Sunday? You’ll be back by then, won’t you?’

Five minutes later a constable showed a man of about forty into the room. The man had specks of white in his black hair and wore a brick red linen shirt, a pair of shorts and Birkenstocks with white socks.

Dev Anand, Richard Morrison’s former lover, looked nervous, but most people who came into police stations did. ‘I don’t know what I can say that I didn’t tell your colleagues on the phone,’ said Dev, declining tea. He settled down on a chair, leaving a leather shoulder bag on the floor next to him.

‘The police have had no contact with Mr Morrison,’ said Eden. ‘So they are obviously anxious to know where he might be.’

Dev gave a small nod. ‘Me too.’

Eden went through the preliminaries of a formal interview. Switched on the recorder. Date of birth. Current address. Then: ‘Anything that you can tell us that helps us understand him would be useful. Any clue to what kind of places he likes to go – all of that is invaluable.’

‘Obviously,’ said Dev. ‘We’re no longer together, but I care about him. The policeman who talked to me yesterday said they were worried for his safety?’

That’s what they would have told Dev, obviously. ‘That’s right. He had approached the police to tell them he believed someone was trying to kill him.’

‘And that whoever is trying to kill him, killed that other man by mistake?’

Eden stuck to the official line. ‘Again, it’s possible. That’s why they need to find Richard as quickly as they can.’

‘What do you mean, if they can?’

‘Can I start by asking how you got to know him?’ But when he looked up, Dev Anand was crying.
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There was always a box of tissues somewhere in an interview suite. Eden fetched one and handed it to Dev Anand.

‘Sorry,’ Dev said, wiping the tears away. ‘Do you think he’s dead?’

This was the cruelty of these situations; not to be able to tell ordinary people ordinary truths. ‘As I said, it’s possible,’ said Eden. ‘Mr Morrison may well be another victim. But we hope that’s not the case. When did you last speak to Richard?’

‘I’m sorry. I didn’t realise it was this serious. We haven’t spoken in, what, well over a year. Two, in fact. Not since we split up.’

‘So he never discussed the idea that he thought someone was trying to kill him?’

Dev shook his head. ‘The other officer I spoke to told me that. How awful.’ He scrunched up the tissue he had just wiped his face with. ‘He never told me any of that stuff. We weren’t really in touch any more.’

‘Did you know the victim, Brian Ogilvie?’

‘Brian? I met him a few times. Dark Water was our house but it was also Rich’s office. Brian used to come by but he was a colleague, not a friend.’

‘What did you make of him?’

‘Sweet guy, I suppose. I think that to Brian, I was just someone who came with Rich. It was Rich who he was interested in, frankly, because Rich was the one who paid him.’

‘Did Richard like him?’

Dev thought for a while. ‘Actually yes. I think he did. Surprisingly. Richard normally only liked interesting people.’

‘It appears that Richard was staying at the house near Dartmouth because he was worried about someone trying to kill him. Did he at any point tell you that address?’

‘I didn’t even know he was living there.’

‘But he must have told Brian – because Brian was in the house.’

Dev scratched the knuckle of his left hand. ‘I suppose he must, because Brian was a colleague. Brian sometimes stayed over at Dark Water if they were working.’

‘Brian’s ex-wife is a woman called Freya Carter. Did you ever meet her?’

Dev shook his head. ‘No. I knew Brian left his wife. He was living with a woman called,’ he thought for a second, ‘Tilly.’ He paused again. ‘Matilda, I think. She was very young and blonde, but nice. She was local. Came to Dark Water a few times but she was very shy.’

Eden made a note of the name. ‘Can you tell me how you two met – you and Richard?’

‘Rich and me? I’m a part-time lecturer in art at Camberwell. The rest of the time I’m a portrait artist. I like to paint all sorts but inevitably you end up painting the people who can afford you. I’ve done a lot of captains of industry. Like Rich. He came knocking at my door asking me to paint a portrait of him and his boyfriend, Joel – this was nine . . . no, Jesus . . . ten years ago. You talk a lot when you’re painting portraits. I do one big sitting and do some sketches and take some photographs, then go and work up a painting. I hit it off with Rich. He was funny and good-looking. After the session all three of us went to a bar. A few weeks later he told me he would pay for the painting but he didn’t want it any more. I didn’t need to finish it. It turned out he had split from Joel. I thought that was sad, but then a week later Rich called me again to ask me out. He seemed – and I use the word seemed advisedly – sensitive, clever, emotionally available – for a bourgeois lickspittle.’ Dev smiled.

‘You mean, a businessman?’

Dev laughed. ‘An explorer – an explorer in the world of dollars and pounds and euros. That’s what he called himself. He is a romantic capitalist. I loved that. It was a quest. He worked as a consultant for investors looking for the next chink in the space time continuum, sort of thing. Some place where your money would move a bit faster than the rest of the world if he put it there.’

‘And his friends and family? You met them?’

The smile disappeared. ‘I met his mum, just the once, at our civil ceremony. She lives in Lancashire. A retired schoolteacher. Unionist. Labour party member. Hated everything he did. She seemed absolutely lovely to me, but Rich and her never really spoke much.’ When Eden asked for her contact details, Dev said, ‘She’s dead now. She died about three years ago.’

‘What about friends?’

‘What I got to understand about Rich is he burns through people pretty fast. Like he did Joel. He likes you if you are entertaining, or if you are useful to him. When you stop being useful, he drops you.’ He gave a small, sorrowful smile. ‘I’m sorry. That sounds mean, given what’s going on – and it’s not even that he’s a particularly calculating person. He just runs at a different voltage from other people. He’s incredibly fast and intelligent. He shines. If you bring him an idea he’ll come up with ten better ones. Incredibly charismatic but an utter narcissist. He uses people. I don’t think he means to, but that’s what he does. If you want to be with him, that’s what you have to put up with.’

‘So he had enemies?’

‘Well I don’t think he ever saw it that way. He moved too fast to notice. But I hated his guts for at least twelve months after we split up. I’m sure everybody he dropped felt the same.’

‘What became of Joel?’

‘What? You think Joel might be the person who’s trying to kill him? Not in a million years. Joel is a classical clarinet player. He couldn’t hurt a fly.’

‘But you don’t hate Richard’s guts any more?’

‘You mean, would I kill him?’

Most people can lie convincingly, but sometimes you still see the flicker of an eyelid, or the tensing of a hand. ‘Would you?’

‘Jesus, no.’

There was a slight prickle of moisture in his eyes. ‘I’m very Buddhist for a Hindu. I learned to look on the bright side. I don’t hate him. I had a hell of a time with him.’

‘The reason I’m asking is that he believed that someone was trying to kill him, but he didn’t appear to know who it was. So we need to go through as many people as possible who had dealings with him in the past few years to see if there’s anyone who might have had a reason to kill him.’

Dev wrinkled his nose. ‘I could laugh and say that I had plenty of reasons for wanting to kill him, but it’s not funny, is it?’

‘You shared your movements in the last few days with Inspector Wood.’

‘I was at a Narcotics Anonymous meeting. I passed your boss the name of my sponsor so she could confirm that. Clean eleven years, thank you very much.’

Eden had grown up around drug addicts; for a while he had lived on the streets with them in London. He knew how hard it was for users to stop using. ‘Congratulations.’

Dev smiled. ‘Thank you.’

‘We do need you to help us to get in touch with as many people who knew him as we can.’

‘Jesus. Now you’re making me work. It’s a while ago now. You need to contact them too?’ He sighed, pulled out his phone and started going through his contacts.

Eden slid a notebook and pen across the table. ‘He could be anywhere. Anyone you can give us who might know something. We need to act as quickly as we can.’

Dev nodded, crossed his legs, left ankle resting on his right thigh, and placed the notebook on his left leg and the phone on his right, scrolling on one then writing a name and number on the other.

‘Yeah. I mean. Most of these are people I haven’t spoken to for years. I don’t know what happened to half of them. Or if any of these numbers still work.’

Eden glanced at the list. ‘What about Joel, the clarinet player?’

‘God no. Joel? I don’t have his number. Well, we didn’t exactly hit it off after I started going out with his ex-
boyfriend. He told me Rich would leave me too and I thought I’d prove him wrong but I guess I didn’t.’

‘Do you have a last name?’

Dev scrunched his forehead. ‘Sorry. I don’t think I ever knew it.’ He wrote some more names.

‘This one was a friend,’ he said, pointing. Eden recognised the name: the father-in-law superintendent.

Dev passed the pad across the table. Eden spotted one of the names he had just written from his conversation with Freya Carter. ‘Julie Bullough,’ he said out loud.
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‘This woman. Julie Bullough. She was an investor too?’ Eden asked.

Dev took a breath. ‘Poor Julie. We were friends. I used to look after her dog whenever she went away. She was completely in awe of Rich. She thought he was going to save the world. People did. I did too. The schemes he was involved with always had a social angle. It was always about some bit of tech that was going to make life fairer, or a way of returning more profit to tea growers in Sri Lanka or recycling microplastics in the ocean. When I met him he had a company called Thune Elliot. They were into making plastic free blister packs for the pharmaceutical industry. Turned out that big pharmaceutical companies don’t give a shit about going plastic free so he lost a ton of money and he just moved on to the next idea.’

‘Tell me about Julie.’

‘You know what happened, don’t you?’

‘Not really. No.’

‘It was pretty awful. It happened after me and Rich were split up. Julie Bullough was big into rewilding. She lived close by. She’s one of the people I miss. I used to have amazing conversations with her. She was very passionate. Very genu­ine. Very clever. Very knowledgeable. The kind of person Rich attracts. Loved dogs. We lived pretty close. I used to go and walk Banana for her if she was away for the day.’

‘Banana?’

‘Her dog.’

‘You weren’t there when it happened?’

‘Rich and me had had a row. I had left him. I wasn’t there. I wish I had been. It was awful. She was always very vulnerable. It wasn’t the first time, she had done it, I heard.’

‘Done what?’

Dev frowned, as if that was a stupid question. ‘Attempted suicide. She was bipolar. She was very upfront about the fact that she had suffered with it for years.’

Eden sat still saying nothing. Sometimes if you left the space, the person you were interviewing would start to fill it.

Which Dev did eventually. ‘Rich found her, you know?’

‘No. I didn’t know.’

‘Before she did it she left Banana at Dark Water. Rich was away somewhere so of course he didn’t get the note.’ The words started pouring out. ‘When he got back the poor dog was frantic. Starving. She had shut him in one of our outhouses. Poor creature hadn’t eaten for two days. There was a note in the letterbox asking him to look after the dog for her – but she didn’t know he wasn’t there. Of course he went straight to her house and there she was, in the bath. I wish I had been there, you know? She was on some drug called amitriptyline for her depression. Awful stuff. Somehow she’d got some codeine and the two mixed together are enough to make anyone fall asleep, so the doctor said. Plus whisky, of course. Poor girl had lain there all alone for two days in the bath. Looked pretty bad. It really affected Richard badly. She was a key part of why he set up Avosett in the first place.’ He stopped. Looked up, confused. ‘Why are we talking about her?’

‘It’s useful to understand the whole picture. She left a suicide note?’

‘Yes.’

‘What did it say?’

Dev looked irritated. ‘I don’t understand why you’re asking that. Julie has nothing to do with this. It’s not going to help finding Rich.’

‘Do you remember what it said?’

‘I wasn’t there. We had split up, remember?’ Dev sounded angry now. He took a deep breath. ‘I’m sorry. I was a good friend of Julie’s. It upset me very much that she was dead. And then I couldn’t go to the funeral because things were difficult between me and Rich so I missed saying goodbye to her.’

He sat in silence for a while.

Eden watched him for a minute, giving him time to catch his breath. ‘You knew Richard as well as anybody. If he had to go somewhere to hide, where do you think he would have gone? His mother lived in Lancashire. Would he have places to go there?’

‘God, no. He hated it there.’

‘Anywhere else he liked to go? Where did you spend time together if you weren’t in Devon?’

‘We used to rent a house in St Ives sometimes. And he booked one of those extraordinary places in Dungeness for my birthday about four years ago. He liked out-of-the-way houses – out-of-the-way places. Which is what he must have been doing in that house near Dartmouth, I guess.’

‘You didn’t know he was there?’

‘We had stopped talking by then. We were estranged.’

‘What about abroad?’

‘I’ve been thinking about that,’ said Dev. ‘We used to go to this island in Greece a lot but in August it’s way too hot. But he was a bit of a boy scout, you know? Loved hiking.’

‘What kind of hiking?’

‘His thing was just getting away from people. From cars. From the modern world. We used to go together. Loved going out into the wilderness. He had all the equipment. Little tent. Little wood stove. Water purifier. Get some rice and some oats and he could go out for days. He could catch rabbits and skin them. All that sort of he-man stuff. I thought it was pretty vile but he was addicted to it. Even the tent was camouflaged. We went out once and I tried to pretend we were running away from the zombie apocalypse together, but in the end I was longing for the fucking zombies to arrive. I hated it. We were different people, it turned out.’

‘Where did he keep it all – the camping equipment?’

‘In the guest outhouse at Dark Water. The one called the Blue Room. There’s a loft in there. So you think he’s out there somewhere?’

‘I really hope so. One thing. Can I ask why you two broke up?’

Dev looked down at his feet for a minute, and for a while Eden thought he was going to cry again. ‘Can we get out of this room? Only I could do with a smoke.’

‘We have to stay in here,’ said Eden, pointing to the recording device. 

‘Have you been to his house in Devon?’ Dev asked. ‘Dark Water?’

‘I took a little peek, from the outside.’

‘It’s so beautiful, isn’t it? We moved there after we got hitched. Everything was so fucking perfect, hated it though. I’m a city boy.’

‘That’s what made you leave?’

‘God no. It was irreconcilable differences. Like I said, Rich moved on.’

And Dev started to cry again. ‘Sorry,’ he said. Eden reached for the box of tissues and held it out to him. Dev took one and apologised again.

‘It’s OK,’ said Eden. And he reached over and spoke into the recorder, in the way officers have to when an interview is finished, noting the time and the location, while Dev sobbed loudly in the background.
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Twenty-Eight

When Dev stopped crying, Eden signed them out of the room and handed Dev his paperwork.

They emerged into the sunlight of a late summer day in Hackney. Outside, the street was busy and dirty and loud. The leaves from the London planes were dry and papery, dropping early because of the heat. There were no benches so they stood by a bicycle rack watching the traffic edge past.

Eden asked, ‘Are you OK?’

‘Not really. I’m shit scared. What if he’s dead? I should have been there with him.’ Dev dug in his leather bag and pulled out a packet of cigarettes and lit one. ‘Sorry. Did you want one?’

Eden shook his head.

‘Don’t you want to know what those irreconcilable differences were?’

An interview was formal. People knew they were being recorded. Sometimes it was good to just chat with people. You could learn by just listening – even if it wasn’t anything you could use as evidence.

‘Sure,’ said Eden.

Dev rolled the cigarette between his finger and thumb, then said, ‘Rich threw me out when he discovered I’d stolen forty grand from him.’

‘Wow,’ said Eden.

‘Yeah. I think that was pretty irreconcilable, don’t you? It was my stupid fault. Like I said, Rich burned through people. You would see them come and you would see them go. Colleagues. Friends. He literally got bored of people and then they were out of his life. Like Joel.’ Dev took another drag of the cigarette. ‘I didn’t want to be the next one Rich passed on. I thought, fuck that.’

Eden watched the crowds on the London street, feeling at home. People here were so various. The cyclists were mostly white; the people on the buses mostly not. He noticed so much more about London now he didn’t live there any more. ‘So you left?’

Dev laughed. ‘Not exactly. I never do anything the straightforward way. I got paranoid he would throw me out in the end; I got bitter about it even before he did it. How dare you be about to get rid of me? Seriously. I was jealous that he had already found some new man. I began to imagine it.’ Another puff on the cigarette. ‘Rich had this iPhone. I don’t sleep well, especially in the countryside. It’s so quiet. I get very bored when I’m awake at night. One night I took his phone off his bedside table while he was sleeping and I took a look, scrolling through it, looking for some hint that he was hooking up with someone else. I went through all his messages, all his mail and there was nothing.’

‘You knew his passcode?’

‘Of course I did. I chose it for him. I made him use my birthday so he wouldn’t ever forget it. Next night I did the same. I started waiting up till he’d gone to sleep and checking through his socials, his messages, anything. And I didn’t find anything. It was infuriating me.’

On the far side of the street, a homeless man in grey sweatpants and a black hoodie was holding out a paper cup. Eden thought of Finn, yesterday, wanting to give money to the drug addict on the underground train. That beggar would not make money there, thought Eden. It was not a good spot. There was not much footfall, and people on the opposite pavement were not dawdling. They were walking with their heads down, not noticing him at all.

‘Are you OK?’ asked Dev.

Eden realised he had stopped talking. ‘Sorry. You were saying how you went through his phone, looking for signs that he was having an affair.’

‘That’s it. I was convinced he was hiding something from me but I couldn’t find it. So you know what I did instead? One night, I moved five grand out of one of his savings accounts and put it in mine. Whenever the phone asked me to confirm I wanted to go ahead I put in his passcode again. And you know? That made me feel a whole lot better. It gave me back a sense of control. He might be cheating on me, but I was cheating him.’

A gust of wind blew up Stoke Newington High Street, sending an empty blue shopping bag up into the air. A delivery motorbike sped past it, setting it spinning higher.

‘And I was fine for a couple of months,’ continued Dev, ‘but then the paranoia would start to build, so I stole a little more. The app seemed to think nothing of me taking five grand from his savings account each time. I knew he’d find out in the end. I never even spent it. Funny thing was, when he did notice, forty grand later, and he asked me to leave, he was the one who cried. He said I was the one, that there wasn’t anyone else and he’d never have ended it if I hadn’t stolen from him. More fool fucking me, right?’

He dropped the cigarette onto the pavement and ground it with his Birkenstock.

‘I didn’t believe him, mind you,’ said Dev, with a chuckle. ‘Not for a minute.’

Rich people: poor people. Nobody gave the man opposite anything. He was no good at it at all. Eden could have taught him a thing or two. He had been very good at it. Too good, it turned out.

‘Are you listening?’ asked Dev.

‘Sorry,’ said Eden.

Dev held out his hand. ‘OK. I’m going to go.’

Eden shook Dev’s hand and watched him head off south towards Dalston. He wondered what he had learned from the story that Dev had told him. Perhaps that Richard Morrison was the kind of rich that didn’t even notice someone stealing thousands from him.

It struck Eden as unusual; rich people were not normally careless with their money.
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Twenty-Nine

When Eden was fifteen, a young woman called Rochelle had taught him how to beg. For a short time, he had taken pride in his talent.

When he arrived in London as a runaway, Eden had thought the city a terrible place, just like he was sure Finn did now. He had grown up with his footloose parents in southern Europe – mostly in Spain, Portugal and Greece – living in caravans and campervans, boats and cabins. They were dreamers and idealists with little idea of how to raise children. Though Apple was older than him, Eden had always felt guilty, abandoning his sister when he ran away, but that didn’t stop him leaving.

He reached London in a Spanish lorry that dropped him somewhere north of Croydon. He had walked aimlessly for two days until he found himself in the thick of the city.

It was early autumn and the nights were the coldest he had ever experienced. For two nights he slept under a laurel bush in Kensington Gardens, though in truth, there was not a lot of sleeping. It was too chilly for that.

On the third day he headed for Paddington because he still had the last of the €20 notes he had stolen from his family in his pocket, and he had learned by then that there were always places to change notes near large railway stations. A woman behind a counter in a shop on the road outside offered him £10.50 for it, which he knew was too little, but he was too hungry to argue.

He bought a bag of chips with some of the cash and put the rest in his pocket.

As he ate them, a young woman sitting on the pavement outside a shop called Desi News on Spring Gardens called out to him, ‘Hey. Leonardo.’

‘Me? Sorry. I’m not—’

‘You. Leonardo di Caprio. It is you, isn’t it?’ She laughed. Some of her front teeth were missing. He recognised her as an addict, because his parents had lived among them, but no one had spoken to him in anything resembling a friendly voice in days.

‘Come here, Leonardo,’ she said, and dug into the pocket of a pair of greasy jeans and pulled out a £5 note and held it out towards him.

‘Will you do me a favour? Get me a packet of Silk Cuts from the shop here. Man inside doesn’t like me going in.’ She spoke in an Irish accent.

Eden looked at the note suspecting it was a trap of some kind. ‘Why doesn’t he like you?’

‘Because he’s racist,’ she said. ‘Here.’ She dug out a pound coin. ‘You’ll need this too.’

He hesitated.

‘Oh go on, Leonard. Leonardo DiCaprio. The famous Irish actor.’ She laughed at her joke.

He took the money and went in the shop. The man said he was £1.80 short, but instead of telling the man to leave it, Eden gave the man coins from his pocket because didn’t want to disappoint the woman outside.

‘You’re an angel,’ said the woman on the pavement, taking the packet.

‘You owe me one pound eighty.’

‘He’s a terrible robber that man,’ she replied. ‘I’ll give it soon as I have it, chicken.’ And she unwrapped the packet, throwing the cellophane onto the pavement. She took out a cigarette without offering him one and asked, ‘Where are you staying?’

‘Nowhere,’ he answered.

He sat with her for a while until she said, ‘Because I like you, I’ll show you a place I know. It’s free.’

‘Inside?’

‘God, yes. I’m too old to sleep outside,’ she said, though he guessed she was barely in her twenties, maybe only a little older than the sister Eden had left behind him, whom he missed.

She stood and led him to an alleyway not far from Paddington Station, where she climbed on top of a council rubbish bin and onto a brick wall, offering him her hand. He followed.

‘My name’s Rochelle,’ she said.

‘I’m Eden.’

‘Eden? That’s a pretty name.’

On the other side of the wall was a small yard, with stairs that led down to a disused basement. There were two dark rooms, each with a couple of mattresses in. The place was filthy and the toilet was blocked up and unusable, but it was warmer than the streets he had spent two days walking and the bushes he had slept under in the park.

Exhausted, he fell asleep on one of the mattresses, vaguely conscious of people coming and going around him. When he woke there were more people in the room. In the morning, Eden pretended to be still asleep as a young man, smarter than the other residents, cooked heroin on a spoon and then removed his trainers and socks and injected himself in the foot with it and then left.

He was not a stranger to addicts. He had seen people taking drugs before.

Rochelle woke soon after and took him back to Paddington Station, where he was conscious of people parting before her as she walked, avoiding all eye contact.

‘Are you hungry?’

‘Starving.’

She pointed to some tourists, staring at a paper map they had unfolded. ‘Tell them you need money to get home,’ she said.

‘I can’t say that. I don’t want to go home,’ said Eden.

‘Sure you can say it. You don’t have to mean it.’

‘That would be lying.’

‘Fair play. Tell them you are hungry then. That’s the truth, isn’t it?’

At fifteen, Eden was unused to strangers, self-conscious and unconfident, but he was also very hungry. When he approached the tourists, and asked them for money for food, the woman opened her bag and took out a £5 note, new and unblemished, and handed it over to him.

‘You’re good,’ said Rochelle.

Eden smiled.

‘There are four rules to begging,’ she said. ‘You need to be a bit dirty but not too dirty. Just a little. Number two, you need to ask for something specific. Not just money. What do you need the money for? A bed in a hostel, maybe. Or for a train ticket. You could probably get away with asking for a present for your mother. Say she’s sick. Something like that. They want a story. It’s all about the narrative. You can’t just ask for money. Three, you need to find the right place. It’s all about footfall – that’s what they call it. Footfall. The fall of well-heeled shoes. Come on. Look, there.’ She pointed to the pavement by the side entrance, where all the smokers gathered.

‘What was number four?’ Eden asked.

‘Number four? Did I say four? Maybe there were only three rules.’

Within half an hour he had raised over forty pounds.

Rochelle was delighted. ‘Jesus. You’re a gold mine,’ she said, laughing. ‘You have such a pitiful face. Go on. Get yourself something from the Burger King. Treat yourself.’

‘I don’t need all of this. You should have some.’

‘It’s yours, love. You earned it.’

He ate breakfast greedily. She took a few chips from him but food was not really her thing.

‘Go on,’ she said. ‘Do it again. You’ve a genius for the task.’

As a policeman, he would have labelled this behaviour grooming. At the time he was just glad of her praise.

‘I don’t need it,’ he complained.

‘Neither do they,’ she answered. ‘Listen. They wouldn’a give it you if they didn’t want to. You deserve it more than they do.’

Even then, he knew this was nonsense but she was the first person who had been nice to him since he had arrived in London, so he tried a few more and doubled what he had earned. His pockets were heavy with coins.

‘You’re a pure genius,’ she said. ‘Maybe you’re right though. I should probably have some of that. For teaching you the rules.’

‘OK.’ He dug into his pocket to pull some of the cash out.

‘Not here, you wee idiot.’

She trotted off away from the station and found the pungent doorway of a disused office.

When he gave her half, she started to cry a little. ‘I can always get more,’ he said. ‘Don’t worry.’
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Thirty

Back upstairs in Stoke Newington Police Station, Finn was sitting on the floor of the office near Andy’s desk with a pile of paper beside him, taken from the photocopier.

‘Wow,’ said Eden.

There were pictures of space creatures and animals, cities and ships. Finn had done drawings of a lot of the staff in the room too. There was a man pictured with a crown and a devil’s forked tail. ‘That’s me,’ said Andy proudly.

‘You can have that one.’ Finn held it out for him.

‘Brilliant. Thanks,’ said Andy. ‘You taking the rest home?’

‘I was thinking I would put some on your walls,’ Finn told Eden.

Eden thought of his clean white walls.

‘You don’t have any proper pictures,’ said Finn. ‘And mum always liked it when I put pictures up.’

‘Lovely,’ said Eden. ‘Yes. That would be nice. Thanks.’

Andy winked at him. ‘Sam Kadakia wants to see you. The lad’s all right with me for a bit longer.’

‘Did you get any work done while he was here?’

‘Not a bloody thing.’ Andy grinned.

In his office, Sammy Kadakia was on the phone, unable to talk. Instead, he pointed to a printed sheet of paper on his desk. There was a yellow Post-it note stuck to the top. For Eden.

Eden picked it up. It took a second for him to understand what he was looking at.

In the left hand column was a list of dates and times. The column next to it was marked ‘User’. There were only two user names, ‘Jean F.’ and ‘Master’. The next column simply read either ARMED or DISARMED. The third column had a four-figure code.

It was the alarm log to Richard Morrison’s house. The bottom entries were circled. He folded the paper in four and put it in the back pocket of his jeans.

‘Where are we going now?’ asked Finn, holding his hand on Stoke Newington High Street.

‘You’re ready for something to eat?’

Finn smiled. ‘Can we have Thai again?’

This time Eden took him to a vegan Jamaican takeaway he knew a few doors up from the police station, and they ordered sweet-and-sour jackfruit, butterbeans with tomato sauce, fried dumplings and coleslaw.

‘I can pay,’ said Finn, digging out the £20 note again.

Eden smiled. ‘Save your money for something to take back.’

‘I don’t want anything,’ said Finn.

‘You might see something you want.’

When the food was handed to them in a brown paper bag, they walked with it to the common and found a bench near the play area.

‘Quite nice actually,’ said Finn, digging in enthusiastically with his wooden fork.

‘See? London has great vegan food. You wouldn’t get this in Teignmouth, would you? Try mine,’ said Eden, passing him his fried butterbeans. Eden had been so keen to impress Finn he had ordered too much.

As Finn picked at the beans, Eden reached in his pocket and pulled out the printout that DI Wood had sent him.

‘What are you looking at?’ Finn demanded.

‘It’s just something boring to do with work,’ answered Eden.

‘So have you got a proper job now?’

Eden looked up from the pages. ‘Not really. I’m just helping out.’

‘Like a teaching assistant?’

‘Kind of,’ said Eden and returned to the spreadsheet. As DI Wood had explained, it was a sophisticated alarm system. Different users had different codes to disarm the alarm, so the log was a record of who had entered and left the empty house, and when. The name ‘Jean F.’ appeared once a week, every Thursday. From the time log, Jean was in the house for four hours, almost to the minute. Eden guessed she was Morrison’s cleaner. The one labelled ‘Master’ would have been the main user.

On the morning after the fire that killed Brian Ogilvie, a user with the master code had entered the house at 8.19 a.m. They had left at 10.04 a.m.

‘I have to make a call,’ Eden told Finn. ‘Are you OK for a minute?’

Finn nodded.

Hannah Wood answered almost immediately. ‘Good hunch,’ she said. ‘There’s an officer at the house right now. I’ll tell him to bag the water bottle so we can test it for prints. If it was Richard who used the master code, then he’s still alive. He went to the house a few hours after the fire.’

‘If it was him who used that code,’ Eden said. ‘You don’t know that yet for certain. It’s just a number someone pressed on the key pad. How many people knew the code? Was it something they changed regularly?’

‘Apparently not. The master code was set three years ago and hasn’t changed since.’

‘So Dev Anand would have known it.’

‘But it wasn’t him. He has an alibi.’

Finn had picked up the brown paper bag with what was left of the food in it and was walking away with it.

‘Wait,’ said Eden. ‘Can I put you on hold for a second?’ Then, ‘Finn,’ he called. ‘What are you doing?’

‘I’m going to give that man the food we didn’t eat,’ he said.

‘What man?’

‘That man there.’ He pointed. The man with the grey jogging pants and black hoodie who had been sitting on the pavement of Stoke Newington High Street was now standing on the pavement outside the park, looking at Finn.

‘Wait,’ called Eden.

‘It’s only food,’ Finn protested angrily. ‘You said I can’t give him money. I want to give him food.’

Eden sighed. ‘Fine.’ Then to Hannah Wood, ‘Can I call you back?’

He walked with Finn towards the homeless man. He said, ‘My nephew thought you might be hungry. We ordered too much food.’

The man looked at them. ‘Does it have nuts?’

Finn turned to Eden, eyes wide. ‘Does it?’

‘I don’t think so,’ said Eden.

‘OK,’ said the man and reached out his hand.

Eden led Finn back to the play area and called DI Hannah Wood again. ‘Sorry.’

‘Did you talk to Richard Morrison’s ex? Anything we need to follow up?’

The children playing in the small play area were smaller than Finn. A mother was pushing a toddler on a swing.

‘Anand mentioned a company called Thune Elliot that Morrison had been involved with before Avosett,’ said Eden. ‘It sounds like it wasn’t a success. Might be worth a nose around.’

‘Right.’

‘Something else. Dev said Morrison was a keen hiker. He used to like to disappear into the wilderness up on Dartmoor.’

‘Well that’s interesting,’ said Wood.

‘He kept a bunch of special equipment – including a camouflaged tent – in one of the outhouses at Dark Water. There’s one called the Blue Room. Apparently there’s a loft where he used to store it all. Cooker. Water purifier. Stove. All in there.’

‘I’ll call up the guys at the house.’ She ended the call quickly. Eden folded the paper again.

Eden watched Finn. He wasn’t joining in with the other kids. He was just looking at the mother pushing the child. And the toddler giggled and the mother laughed. Eden couldn’t see Finn’s face, but it would probably be that same serious expression he viewed much of the world with.

Eden looked at the tilt of his nephew’s head. Even from behind, Eden could tell it wasn’t the toddler he was looking at. He was looking at the mother.

After a minute Finn turned and sat on the bench beside Eden, slowly swinging his legs.

‘Are you feeling a bit sad?’ asked Eden.

Finn nodded.

‘Me too,’ said Eden. His phone buzzed again a minute later. It was Wood again. ‘No tent. The loft is empty.’
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Thirty-One

Back at his flat, Finn turned on the TV and lay on the couch, which is something he never did at home.

Eden typed up the list of contacts Dev had given him and mailed them to DI Wood. He added a note. Dev didn’t have any contact for Rich’s ex “Joel”. All I know is that he’s a clarinet player. Can we also check the circumstances surrounding the death of the shareholder Julie Bullough?

He realised he had written ‘we’ as if he was part of the investigation.

Eden hired a van. With Finn at his side, he packed two dozen boxes and some of his furniture into the hired van and drove to a self-storage unit in Edmonton.

‘London goes on for ever,’ said Finn.

Later, a man from the rental agency came to take photos. ‘Market’s quite tight at the moment,’ he warned.

On Saturday, after he’d showered and changed, Eden took Finn to a Thai restaurant in Waterloo. After the meal, they headed to the London Eye. He had booked tickets, thinking it would be a good way to show Finn the city. On the way from the restaurant, in the underpass by Belvedere Road, Eden paused by a woman in a long thick skirt and a scarf over her head. She was looking at the pavement, holding out a battered Taco Bell cup. An asylum seeker, Eden judged, rather than a user.

‘Maybe you should give her your money,’ he said. ‘If you really want to.’

Finn thought about it and said, ‘OK.’ When it emerged from his pocket this time, the £20 note was looking more bent and scuffed than it had been on the train up to London.

He put it carefully in her cup. The woman didn’t even make eye contact.

They queued for a while for the London Eye, not talking much, then took their turn stepping into the glass pod.

On the way up, Finn said, ‘Wow,’ when he saw Westminster Palace, all lit up, then said, ‘Look, Eden!’ pointing in the other direction, towards Tower Bridge. But as it rose higher he became quieter.

‘London goes on forever,’ he said again, at the top. Eden looked at him and knew then that he could not bring the boy to live here. He would wither here, as surely as the unwatered pot plants in his flat. He put his arm around Finn’s shoulder as they descended towards the lights of London that spread out around them.

On the Sunday, they were due at Bisi’s house. It was the first time Eden had used his car since they had travelled to London and he had forgotten which of the town’s car parks he had left it in. Eden had got used to driving around the town to find a space. The trouble was always finding it again.

It wasn’t in the Point, or at Brunswick Street. It took twenty minutes before they found it in the long-term car park on Quay Road.

‘Now we’re going to be late,’ complained Finn.

They drove away from the coast and up towards Dartmoor. ‘Could you live up here?’ Eden asked Finn.

Finn shook his head. ‘Too far from the beach.’

‘Me neither.’ That much they could agree on, at least.

They were on open moorland when Eden saw traffic backed up ahead and the blue and yellow of a police car parked on the side of the road. Officers in yellow high viz were stopping the traffic, leaning inside cars.

When it came to Eden’s turn, an officer with a beard and a broad red face asked, ‘Where are you headed?’

‘Just up to Dartmeet.’ It was only a few miles away now.

He peered inside the car, smiled at Finn. ‘You live locally?’

‘Teignmouth.’

‘We’re asking members of the public if they’ve seen a man of about forty rough camping on the moor around here, hitching rides, anything like that.’

‘No, officer, we haven’t,’ answered Eden.

‘Nothing to be alarmed about, but if you do, please get in touch with us right away.’

Driving off, they passed the turning he had taken when the caravan had blocked the way home. Eden remembered the man who had scrambled over a fence in the darkness, the lorry forcing him to back up.

By the time he had snapped out of his reverie about the lorry and the woodland lane, he realised he had driven straight past the turning to Bisi’s house.

‘Damn,’ he muttered. ‘I have to turn around.’

‘We’re going to be late,’ whined Finn.

He drove on until he found a safe stretch of road and was doing a three-point turn when a lad on a quad bike pulled up. Trying to get out of the bike’s way, Eden lurched forwards, close to the fence, thinking he could pull the car around without having to reverse again, but there was a thump as he felt the driver side front wheel drop into a hole. When he tried to drive on, the wheel spun uselessly.

‘Shit,’ he said. He banged the steering wheel three times with his palms.

Finn looked up from the back of the car, disapproving. Still muttering, Eden got out and peered under the front of the car and saw that the front passenger wheel had fallen into a drainage ditch. It had no purchase on anything.

Eden’s car was stuck and it was blocking the road now. Another vehicle coming from the opposite direction braked and within seconds a van had appeared behind it, then a car. He was causing a traffic jam.

‘Need a hand, doc?’ The man was getting off the quad bike. ‘Stuck in the drain?’

‘So it seems.’

‘Is your handbrake off?’

He was young, in his early twenties maybe, pale skin and fair stubble, but he sounded like he knew what he was doing.

One of the cars honked.

‘Leave it out, tosser,’ muttered the young man. ‘Everybody’s in a bloody hurry, in’t they?’ Local accent. He wedged himself into the hedge at the front of Eden’s car. ‘C’m on then,’ he said.

Eden joined him and together they rocked the car back until the wheel was at the edge of the drainage ditch.

‘Now stick it in reverse while I hold it here,’ said the young man. Back to the bonnet, he was wedging the car in place with his body against the far edge of the drainage ditch.

‘Slow, slow,’ ordered the lad.

Eden did as he was told, slowly engaging the gear. This time the wheel was able to catch the edge of the ditch and the car juddered back.

Eden got out. ‘Can’t thank you enough.’ He put out his hand to shake but the young man was already getting back on the quad bike, waiting for Eden to pull his car out of the way.

Two things struck him. The first was that the quad bike didn’t have number plates. It was on the road illegally. The second was that, even with the car driver leaning on his horn, he could tell there was no noise coming from the quad bike as it rolled past him and up the hill. It was electric. The kind of bike you wouldn’t hear coming.
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Thirty-Two

‘Youngster on a black quad bike? That would have been Gabriel,’ said Peter, Bisi’s husband, when Eden explained what happened. ‘He lives in a caravan behind Pixieland.’

It took a second. ‘Sorry?’ said Eden. ‘Did you say Pixieland?’

The twins – who doted on Finn – burst out laughing.

‘It’s a shop. Just a little way up the road. They sell gnomes. It’s been there for donkeys’ years. Gabriel Posner’s been living up in the place behind there since the spring,’ said Peter. ‘He got the quad bike a few weeks ago.’

He thought about what Richard Morrison had said about the first attempt on his life. It had been someone on a quad bike – but he hadn’t heard it coming. It had been an electric one.

‘How far are we from Buckfastleigh?’

‘Eight miles, give or take. Why?’

They were sitting at the big pine table in the kitchen, Peter, Bisi, the twins and Eden and Finn. ‘What does he do, this Gabriel guy?’ asked Eden.

‘Odd jobs. Agricultural labour. We had him over here grubbing out our hedge roots back in the spring,’ said Bisi. ‘Doesn’t say much but he’s a useful pair of hands. Not a lot of work for young people up here but he does what he can.’

‘Keke fancies him,’ said one of the twins in a sing-song voice. Eden was always grateful when one named the other. It helped him figure out which was which.

‘Shut up! Not as much as you do,’ said the other one.

‘Tell him he needs number plates if he’s going to ride that on roads,’ said Eden.

‘Ooh,’ said Tai. ‘You are such a policeman.’

Keke giggled, hand over her mouth. ‘Girls!’ warned Bisi. ‘Don’t be rude.’

They stopped laughing at once. For all her kindness, Bisi could be sharp.

‘He’s right. It’s breaking the law,’ said Peter.

Bisi had cooked a giant bean casserole, and Peter was making inroads into the bottle of wine Eden had brought.

‘And talking of the law, your lot are crawling all over the place,’ said Peter. ‘Road blocks everywhere.’

‘They’re looking for Richard Morrison. They think he might be camping up here somewhere.’

‘Oh my God!’ squealed Keke. ‘Is it true he murdered someone and has gone into hiding?’

‘You mean he could be here?’ her sister asked. ‘A murderer?’

‘Don’t be daft,’ said her mother. ‘I’m sure the police have everything under control.’

‘Don’t you normally say that police are useless, Mum?’ Tai grinned.

‘Cheeky girl!’ scolded Bisi.

‘Ouch,’ said Eden.

She turned to Eden. ‘But is it true? They’re looking for him here?’

‘It’s one of the places they’re looking.’ Eden tried to sound reassuring. He changed the subject: ‘We went to Wistman’s Wood last week, didn’t we, Finn?’

‘An amazing place,’ said Peter. ‘It feels prehistoric. I mean, it actually probably is prehistoric.’

‘Gives me the jeebies.’ Keke shivered.

‘Same,’ said Eden. ‘To be honest. I found the place really unsettling. I’m not sure why.’

‘It’s a wood,’ said Peter. ‘What’s it going to do to you?’

‘Can’t go in there anyway. They tell you not to,’ Tai told them.

‘We went in,’ announced Finn.

‘Tut tut. It’s breaking the law,’ said Keke, imitating her dad’s plummy English voice. Of the two, Keke was the troublemaker.

‘It’s not the law,’ said Eden. ‘Just a request.’

‘Such a policeman,’ repeated Tai.

‘Don’t be rude,’ her mother scolded.

‘We went in with a lady who said we could go in with her,’ said Finn.

‘That’s right. We went to meet an ecologist who was working there,’ explained Eden.

Bisi poured water for her daughters. ‘Is she a friend of your uncle?’

‘She was studying funguses in the soil,’ said Finn. ‘And she let us in. She was nice.’

‘Trees talk to each other using fungi,’ announced Peter. ‘They call it the wood wide web. They pass nutrients and messages to each other through the soil through their roots – with the help of the fungi.’

Bisi raised her eyebrows.

‘Dad’s been at the nature documentaries again,’ said Keke, and she and her sister burst out laughing.

‘I’m just trying to have some intelligent conversation around the table.’

‘Is that what it is?’ asked Bisi.

‘I hate you all,’ said Peter. ‘It’s fascinating. Like all that stuff about crown shyness. If you look up at trees and you see the little gap they leave for each other. It’s like they’re deliberately allowing a space for the other tree.’

‘Dad,’ complained Tai. ‘Too much wine.’

‘Finn. I hope you’re nicer to your uncle than my girls are to me.’

More laughter. It made Eden feel sad. The family he and his sister had grown up in had never loved each other as simply and exuberantly as this.

‘What did you make of London, Finn?’ asked Bisi, snapping Eden out of his introspection.

‘It’s too big,’ said Finn.

The girls giggled, then apologised. ‘Go on, Finny. You’re right. It’s much too big.’

‘We went up on the London Eye and you couldn’t see where it finished.’

Bisi glanced at Eden.

‘You enjoyed the food, though, didn’t you?’ said Eden.

‘Yes. The food was nice. We had Thai food and Jamaican.’

‘What else did you enjoy?’

Finn thought for a while and then said, ‘Coming home.’

Bisi met Eden’s eye.

‘I was thinking of doing some work for the police here,’ said Eden. ‘Maybe after term starts.’

‘That’s good,’ said Bisi. ‘I’m happy to hear that. And childcare? I could look out some names if you like?’

After lunch, the girls took Finn out to play in the garden again.

‘You were hoping he’d like it there, weren’t you?’ said Bisi.

‘Yes.’ Eden was drinking a coffee. Peter was still on the wine.

‘So. What conclusions did you reach?’

‘Maybe I do need to stay here a while longer. Until he’s more confident in himself.’ Eden picked up a teaspoon and stirred his coffee, though there was no milk in it and no sugar either. ‘Why are you smiling?’

‘We’re pulling you in, bit by bit.’

‘Don’t I bloody know it.’

Getting into the car to drive home, Finn said, ‘They’re not called pixies, anyway. They’re actually called piskies.’

‘Is that so?’

‘Yes. Tai told me all about them. If you see one you should keep well away. They lure you into a bog and you’ll never be seen again.’

‘Bit too late for that,’ said Eden.

Pixieland turned out to be a low white bungalow behind a stony garden which was dotted with garish concrete gnomes and big red mushrooms painted with white dots. It was at once completely at odds with the wild landscape around it at the same time as a perfect match for the kind of madness that Eden had come to expect in these parts.

Peter had said that Gabriel lived behind Pixieland. To the right of the building was a concrete track. Eden turned into it and there, in a small clearing behind the house that acted as a car park, was a caravan. And next to the caravan, the black quad bike. It was plugged into an orange electric cord. The caravan door was open.

‘I’ll be a minute,’ Eden told Finn. He got out and approached the small caravan.

‘Hello?’ No answer. He knocked on the side of the caravan and repeated, ‘Hello?’

The lad’s head emerged out of the gloom of the inside of the caravan. ‘Oh you,’ he said. He was dressed in a black T-shirt and jeans.

‘I came to thank you for what you did.’

The young man looked puzzled by this. ‘Not a problem,’ he said again.

‘Actually I noticed your quad bike. I wanted to ask you about it.’

The young man didn’t say anything this time, just looked at Eden, suspicious.

‘Are there many of them like that around here?’

‘Quad bikes?’

‘Electric ones? Like yours.’

The young man stared at Eden a second longer, then shrugged. ‘Wouldn’t know, doc.’

‘Have you had it long?’

‘What business is that of yours?’ His face had hardened.

Eden smiled. ‘Do you know a man called Richard Morrison?’

He stared Eden in the eye. ‘Don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about, doc.’

And he stepped back inside and closed the door, though the day was warm and the air inside the caravan must have been hot and stuffy.
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Thirty-Three

Molly arrived first thing the next morning, sticking her head around the open beach door.

‘Did you miss me?’

Finn had. He ran and gave Molly a squeeze.

‘So, big boy. You’re having your first sailing lesson this morning?’

Finn released her and shrugged.

‘What’s wrong?’ she asked.

‘He says he doesn’t want to do it now,’ said Eden.

‘Oh honey,’ said Molly. ‘What’s the matter?’

‘I think he’s a bit nervous about doing it for the first time,’ explained Eden. ‘It’s a big thing for him, going out there.’

‘Oh Finny. Come here.’ She opened up her arms again and he moved back into them. ‘It’s just wind and water. Besides, you’ll like Nick. Everyone does. Shall I come with you?’

Finn nodded.

‘Put this on first,’ ordered Eden, holding out the waterproof SPF 50 lotion.

‘How was London?’ she asked as Finn smeared the lotion over his arms.

‘Depressing,’ answered Eden. ‘I felt it was like saying goodbye. Don’t forget your nose,’ he told Finn.

‘Well you’re good here for now, aren’t you?’ said Molly, watching Finn dab at his face with the sun cream.

There were half a dozen children gathered on the beach already kitted out in life jackets. They all looked bigger than his nephew, thought Eden.

‘This is Finn, right?’ said Nick, standing barefoot in the sand. ‘Come with me and I’ll get you fitted up.’

Eden followed Nick and Finn into an old stone warehouse building at the top of the quay, the air inside cool and still compared to the heat of the summer beach. Nick reached his hand out and pulled an orange jacket off a rail. ‘Try this one for size,’ he said.

‘And you were going to show me your DBS certificate,’ Eden reminded Nick.

Nick put the jacket on Finn and zipped it. ‘You look the part, sonny,’ he said. He straightened and turned to Eden. ‘You want to see my certificate? Of course.’

Wooden steps led up to an office at the top of the loft. Eden followed him up there; there was a military style cot bed with a sleeping bag laid out on it.

‘This is your home?’

‘They don’t mind me kipping here as long as I do the work.’ Nick pulled open a cabinet drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper, handing it to Eden. ‘There you go.’

‘Hope you don’t mind me asking,’ said Eden, examining it. It was all in order. Disclosures & Barring Certificate for Nicholas Jones.

‘Jesus no. I don’t mind. What’s the point in me paying for it if nobody wants to ever look at the bloody thing?’ He ruffled Finn’s hair. ‘Come on, matey. Let’s gather around and have a chat on the beach.’







Eden watched Finn as Nick talked through each part of the boat with them. The older boys’ attention often drifted away and they chatted among themselves while Nick talked. One lad punched another’s arm. They scuffled. But Finn concentrated, watching everything Nick did, listening hard.

Molly sat next to Eden on the sand as Nick finally took the boats out onto the water, sails loose, Nick’s voice drifting towards them, calm, encouraging. Nick was in a small rib with an outboard, edging alongside, giving encouragement, an orange safety boat nearby. The breeze was gentle, perfect for beginners. Eden watched Finn, anxiously keeping his eyes on his little dinghy with the blue and white sail.

‘His mum would be proud of him,’ said Molly. ‘It’s not an easy bit of water to learn on.’

Finn seemed to be doing OK, actually. Most of the boats got into trouble at some point and Nick had to chase after them. Finn had a couple of collisions with other sailors but that didn’t seem to throw him off.

‘Anxious parent,’ said Molly with a smile.

‘God, yes. Nobody told me it was going to feel like this. I daren’t look away.’ He waited for Finn’s boat to emerge from behind a moored cabin cruiser. ‘Have you spoken to Freya?’ Eden asked. ‘Is she OK?’

‘Yeah. Shocked obviously. It was arson, right? Why would anyone want to kill Brian? Apart from Freya who had every fucking reason.’

‘You think she would?’

Molly turned to him, eyebrows up. ‘That was a joke, Eden. Or couldn’t you tell?’

Eden shrugged.

‘You’re such a copper, you know that?’

‘Most policemen I know have very good senses of humour,’ said Eden.

‘I’m not sure how you would know.’ Molly enjoyed needling him.

‘Talking of being a copper. I was thinking of starting work in the autumn.’

‘Are you now?’

‘I was wondering about childcare. Bisi said she could help me look for a childminder.’

‘Was that a roundabout way of asking me?’

Eden laughed. ‘Kind of.’

‘I thought you didn’t want me looking after him because you didn’t approve of my lifestyle.’

‘I don’t, obviously. But Finn seems to love you.’

Molly watched the water. ‘I could probably look after Finn for a couple of days if you want.’

‘Could you?’ Eden was relieved to hear it.

‘I’m not an invalid, Eden. I’m just sad. Looking after Finn keeps my mind off it.’

‘What about the boatyard?’

‘Yeah. Well. Turns out the land the boatyard is on is being sold for housing. Looks like they might evict us to build bloody flats on the place.’

‘God, Molly. I’m sorry. When do you have to move out?’

‘They haven’t told us yet. I’ve still got pieces of work to do, but I’m going to start winding it down.’ She pressed her lips together tightly. ‘At least one of us is getting a proper job though.’

‘Maybe.’

‘Good on you, Eden. I think that deserves a drink, don’t you?’

Eden looked at his watch; it was almost one o’clock. The trouble with living on a beach was that the normal rules of life didn’t seem to apply. Molly returned with a white wine and a bottle of Peroni and settled herself down on the sand. ‘Apparently Dartmoor is crawling with coppers. They say they’re searching for Richard Morrison. So does that mean they think he killed Freya’s Brian?’

‘I couldn’t say.’

‘Oh! So you do know!’ Molly pulled out her rolling tobacco and a packet of papers.

‘That’s not really what I said, is it?’

‘’Course it is. It’s exactly what you said. People are saying they fell out over business. Morrison thought someone was out to kill him, right? Was Brian trying to kill him?’

Small towns. Lots of chatter. People always jumping to the wrong conclusions. Eden didn’t answer.

They had come in off the water. The bigger boys were helping drag each other’s boats up. Finn was struggling to drag his dinghy in on his own until Nick strode down and lifted it clear of the water.

When Finn took his lifejacket off and came running up the beach towards them, it was Molly he jumped on.

‘Careful. You got sand in my fag,’ she complained, laughing. She returned the hug. ‘Well, what was that like?’

‘Scary,’ said Finn.

‘I bet.’ Molly held up her half-built cigarette and tried to shake the sand out of the paper without losing the loose tobacco. ‘Good scary or scary scary?’

Finn sat down next to her and considered the question. ‘Good scary.’

‘And will you do it again tomorrow?’

Finn smiled. ‘Probably.’ He watched Molly licking her paper. ‘Can I have a cigarette?’

She rolled it into a neat tube. ‘Certainly not. You’re nine.’

‘When I’m ten, then?’

‘No,’ answered Molly. ‘Smoking kills you. I only do it because I’m an idiot.’

‘My mum smoked,’ said Finn. ‘It didn’t kill her.’

Eden thought about how he could answer that for a second. All he could think of was, ‘No, it didn’t.’

‘The boy’s good.’ Eden looked up. Nick had followed Finn up the beach. ‘It takes some kids a while to get the feel of boats.’

‘I guess he was on the water a lot with his mum.’

‘You did well, mate,’ he addressed Finn, then he leaned down and gave Molly a kiss on the cheek.

She smiled back at him.

‘Need a wee,’ said Finn. And he ran up the beach towards the house.

When he was out of earshot, Molly told Nick, ‘Eden reckons the police are after Richard Morrison for the murder of that bloke up at Stoke Fleming.’

‘I did not say anything of the kind.’

‘Oh my God,’ said Nick. ‘The guy who came to see you, right?’

‘How did you know that?’

‘Molly told me. Millionaire guy,’ said Nick. ‘Crazy story. Rich man. I mean, you got everything you want. What is it makes you want to go and kill someone? Some people are just so fucked up.’

‘Eden is going to be working with the local cops on that, aren’t you, Eden?’

‘I did not say that either!’ he protested.

‘You going to be here a while? It’ll take me half an hour to pack up the gear,’ Nick said. ‘I’ll come back and have a drink with you guys?’

‘We can be,’ said Molly.

Nick turned and strode away.

‘Are you going out with that boy?’ asked Eden.

She laughed. ‘And why would you want to know?’

‘I don’t.’ He added, ‘Nick looks very . . . young.’

Molly gave him a crooked smile. ‘Do you not approve of men going out with older women? Not that I’m older, obviously.’

‘So you are going out with him?’

‘I don’t know if that’s any of your business, nosey,’ said Molly.

‘No, you’re right. It’s not.’

The summer holidays were coming to an end. Soon Eden would have the school days to himself, but all that was still a week away. For now, the beach was busy. Leisure boats chugged in the estuary. Children screamed in the water.

‘What about looking after Finn tomorrow? I mean, he’s doing sailing again most of the morning?’

She held up her glass. ‘Sauvignon Blanc, please. Large. And some cheese and onion snacks of the potato crisp variety.’

Eden was just at the bar, looking out of the window while he was waiting to be served, when Nick stormed into the pub. He looked upset about something.

‘I showed you my DBS certificate. You didn’t need to do that?’

Eden was puzzled at his anger. ‘I’m sorry. You’ve lost me. Do what?’

‘It was you, wasn’t it?’

‘What do you mean, was it me?’

Nick stood close, his face right up to Eden’s. The woman behind the bar had paused pulling her pint and was watching them warily. ‘You know what I mean.’

‘Honestly, I don’t. Why don’t you explain?’

Nick scrutinised him a little longer, then spoke. ‘Someone broke into the Watersports Centre when I was out. My stuff is scattered all over the place. And my certificate is gone.’

‘Your DBS? Swear it wasn’t me. Why would I take it? It’s no use to me. Do you have CCTV?’

‘Only switch it on at night when we lock up.’

‘Have you called the police?’

‘No. Just a certificate. Maybe it’s there. Ended up under something in all the mess.’

The barwoman relaxed. There was not going to be any trouble.

‘I should get you a drink,’ said Eden.

Nick ordered a pint of Proper Job and took the stool next to him. ‘Sorry I jumped down your throat. I just assumed – as you’re not my number one fan.’

‘Finn’s in my protection. It’s him I need to think about. If I’m wary of people, there’s a reason.’

Nick nodded. ‘I’m sorry. I guess it was just some chancer.’ He calmed down. ‘He was pretty good, your lad. Determined. Half the kids you end up teaching here, you’re just doing childcare for their parents. You can tell he’s a bit nervous, but he’s keen to learn. Hope he sticks with it.’

But Eden was only half-listening. He was trying to figure out why he wasn’t the only one who wanted to know more about Nick.
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Thirty-Four

The police search on Dartmoor made the local TV news that evening.

Missing millionaire in murder search, read the caption at the bottom of the screen.

A journalist interviewed one local as he leaned out of his Land Rover window: ‘Never seen so many bloomin’ coppers up here. If only they spent as much time looking for who­ever’s stealing sheep.’

Constable Neil Griffiths was on screen too, saying, ‘You’re looking at over three hundred and fifty square miles of moor. It’s difficult ground. This is Dartmoor. It’s not Hyde Park.’

There was footage of officers knocking on the door of an isolated farmhouse. When the camera pulled back, Eden recognised Kevin Foley, coat wet in the rain, looking miserable at having to be there.

Sitting on the small couch, Eden picked up his laptop and took another look at the Avosett website. The content was bland. There was talk of pioneering a green finance revolution, of de-risked investment and nature-focused growth but nothing that really explained what they were attempting to do as clearly as Freya had.

Eden used an advanced search to find any references to Ogilvie Ecological on the website. He found a page that was not listed in the website menu, titled: Confidence in Reporting.

Our expert team at Ogilvie Ecological lead the field in Biodiversity Net Gain assessment. Last year, Ogilvie Ecological completed an end-to-end baseline survey of our land assets. Their robust nature-focused ecological reporting provides a gold-standard methodology for evaluating Avosett’s work. That way we know our investors can have absolute confidence in the future growth of the value of our off-site habitat units.

The copy was jargon-heavy and the words meant nothing to him, but he wondered what other pages might be hidden.

On a wild guess, Eden typed: ‘avosett.co.uk/files’ into the search bar, but it returned a 404 error, so he entered ‘avosett.co.uk/sitemap.xml’ and struck lucky. A list of every page on the website appeared on his screen – old pages that had never been deleted and pages that were presumably just for internal use.

There was a url: ‘avosett.co.uk/maps’. When he clicked there were two PDFs in the folder. Opening, he saw the files were both maps of fields, boundaries highlighted.

It took him a long time to figure out where the fields highlighted on these maps lay. There was no indication on the first map itself beyond a single building labelled ‘St Matthew’s Church’. On the second one someone had added an annotation ‘No entry from Blackwell Lane’.

Using the two markers, he eventually managed to match both of them to places on Google Maps. There seemed to be two main groups of fields, one to the southeast of Buckfastleigh, one a little further east again. He spent a while looking at them, hoping they would tell him something.

He was not even sure what he was looking for.

Remembering that Neil Griffiths from Rural Affairs had given him a number, he called him. ‘Is this too late?’

‘No. Still up on Dartmoor.’

‘You were just on the news.’

‘Did I look ’andsome?’ He was driving, by the sound of it.

‘You looked wet.’

Griffiths laughed.

‘No sign of Morrison?’

‘Weather’s not been so good this end of summer so fewer people on the moor. Fewer eyes. All we’ve really found is a few places where someone has wild camped, places where people had obviously stayed over. Could be Morrison, could be anyone. The trouble with wild campers these days is they’re all good. They don’t leave any bloody rubbish. They even bag up their bog paper. Nothing to go on.’

‘You think he’s up there?’

He considered the question. ‘If he is, he’s bloody good.’

‘I called with a question. What do people use electric quad bikes for?’

‘Not many of them about. Why?’

‘Saw a lad with one yesterday. When I asked him about it, he didn’t react well.’

‘Some people use them for thievery. Night work.’

‘You can’t hear them.’

‘’Xac’ly,’ said Griffiths. ‘A lot of the farmers we spoke to were complaining about an uptick in sheep thefts. One farmer says he’s lost sixty grand’s worth of sheep this year. Easy money these days with the price of meat. The sheep are lying around for you to take – literal, like – just roaming free. There’s only so much we can do.’

‘That lorry I saw?’

‘It’s possible. They reckon they come down the M5, fill up a load and then whoosh. Back up the motorway, cut off all the tags and take ’em up to some bent butcher. Few easy grand for a night’s work.’

Finn was tired. Eden read a couple of pages of the book and then switched the light out.

‘Did you enjoy yourself today?’ Eden asked.

‘I did it,’ Finn answered.

‘Better than I could.’

‘Maybe.’

‘Yes,’ said Eden. ‘You did it. I’m really proud of you. You looked amazing out there. And you’re going back tomorrow.’ It was a three-day course. Maybe there would be more courses he could do. He might make friends with the other students.

‘I really liked him.’

‘Nick?’

‘He is nice.’

‘I’m glad. That’s good.’ Eden kissed him, then stood, leaving the door a little open, like he always did.

It took Eden a while to go to sleep. If someone had broken into the Watersports Centre, they had been here, right in the middle of Teignmouth, close to where he and Finn lived. Eden did not understand what was happening, but he suspected it was not good.

Some time in the middle of the night Eden woke, scared. His heart was beating fast. The sense that he had fallen asleep with – that something was wrong – felt like it had grown. It was pressing in his chest, making it hard to breathe. Foggily, he emerged from sleep. It took a second to work out why he was so frightened.

He smelt it, sat up and shouted, ‘Finn!’

Something was on fire. His eyes stung. There was smoke filling the room.

‘Finn!’ he shouted.

It took him another second to work out that the smoke was coming in the window – it wasn’t their house that was on fire. It was thick, black smoke – a lot of it.

Eden slept in the bedroom that faced the water. It was always too stuffy to close the window. Instead he left it open and now it was letting in smoke from outside. He jumped out of bed dressed only in a pair of sleeping shorts and a t-shirt, and threw open the beach door.

Some idiot had set light to a black plastic bag of rubbish on the beach. Plastic bottles and wrappers inside were alight, burning steadily. Beneath there were sticks too, curly pieces of driftwood that washed up on the waterline. It wasn’t an accident. Someone had built a fire then thrown the rubbish on top. Beaches attracted all sorts of crazies.

Eden tried kicking sand on the fire but it was burning too strongly. He turned back to the house. The beach door was wide open. He stood and stared at it for a while. He had been sure he had closed it behind him to stop the smoke drifting into the house.

Cautiously, he put his head slowly inside the door, looking around. His blue waterproof jacket was on the floor. He didn’t remember knocking it off the hook when he had fumbled for the key to let himself out.

There was no time to puzzle though. He went through to the kitchen, filled a pan full of water and returned outside to pour it onto flames that spat and hissed. Pale smoke rose, drifting out over the low tide. He returned to the kitchen for a second pan-full of water to find Finn standing at the top of the stairs, rubbing his eyes.

‘You woke me up,’ he complained.

‘Stupid people lit a bonfire on the beach. Go back to bed.’

When he had put out the flames and covered the remains in sand, he returned to the house, locking the door, hanging the key back on the hook and replacing his coat next to it. Upstairs, he paused outside Finn’s door. He had done as he was told and was lying under the sheets, one leg dangling out of the bed, eyes closed.

Eden couldn’t get back to sleep though. That night, he could not get the image of the burned body of Brian Ogilvie out of his head.
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Thirty-Five

When he heard Finn downstairs, Eden rose feeling out of sorts, apprehensive. It was almost ten. He must have fallen asleep, finally.

When he went downstairs, Finn was pointing through the glass of the beach door, smiling. ‘Look,’ he said.

A white rowing dinghy was pulling towards their beach. Molly was on one oar, Nick on the other.

When the bow hit, Molly jumped out and steadied the boat for Nick. Together they hauled it smartly up the sand, leaving it above the tide line, and Nick took the oars and gates and strode off towards the warehouse.

‘Why are you looking like you just sucked on an orange?’ Molly asked Eden.

‘I’m not,’ protested Eden.

‘He’s a nice lad. He doesn’t have anywhere proper to stay,’ Molly said. ‘Can I come in and say hello to my favourite boy?’

Eden cooked mushrooms for breakfast for Finn and Molly and was just about to start eating when he was interrupted by a knock on the kitchen door. Kevin Foley stood there, jacket tight, trousers tighter, a grin on his face.

‘Hi bud. I was just in the neighbourhood. Just thought I’d drop in. Something smells good.’

‘You remember Finn, don’t you?’ Finn paused on tiptoes, fetching a bottle of sriracha from the cupboard.

‘Finn the prankster. Locked you out last time, din’ he? Hey Finn. How are all your girlfriends?’

‘What girlfriends?’ Finn looked puzzled.

‘Oh Finn.’ Kevin shook his head sorrowfully. ‘I can see your uncle’s got a lot to teach you.’ Without asking, he walked through to the living room. ‘Oh hello? There you go. Here’s one of your girlfriends right here, lad.’

‘This is Molly,’ said Eden, following him. Molly looked up from her plate, raised her eyebrows, then returned to eating.

‘Coffee then?’ said Eden.

‘If it’s going. Don’t mind me,’ Foley told Molly and Finn.

‘I won’t,’ said Molly.

‘I saw you on the news yesterday,’ said Eden, bringing in the coffee.

‘Nothing like an afternoon speaking to miserable farmers about their miserable lives.’ Kevin took a mug.

‘I thought you said your father-in-law was a farmer.’

‘Precisely,’ agreed Foley. ‘Dismal bunch.’

‘But no sign of Richard Morrison, I heard?’

‘Not unless he’s living off the sheep.’ Foley grinned. ‘Interviewed Brian Ogilvie’s girlfriend yesterday morning, poor girl. Young woman called Matilda Lewisham. Tell you what. I can see why he left his wife for her.’

‘Jesus,’ muttered Molly, loudly enough for it to be heard.

Foley did a double take. Looked at Molly for a second then turned to Eden. ‘Maybe you and me should talk in private,’ he suggested, gesturing to the beach.

Eden abandoned his breakfast and followed him out of the door with his coffee. The smell of burned plastics still hung in the air.

As soon as he was outside, Foley turned to Eden and said, ‘Who rattled that woman’s cage?’

‘You did,’ said Eden. ‘She’s a friend of Freya Carter.’

‘Oh Christ. I didn’t mean no harm.’

‘If I remember rightly, you said, “I can see why he left his wife for her”.’

Foley looked puzzled. ‘Yeah. Well. All I was saying was that she is a stunner. Not saying I would do the same, obviously. Family man.’

‘Jesus, Kevin.’

‘Sorry. Don’t get all woke on me. Besides, I didn’t know you had company.’ He sat down on the gunwale of a rowing boat. ‘Anyway, I’m just on my way back from interviewing Julie Bullough’s husband in Totnes – another miserable bastard – so I thought, Teignmouth ain’t too far out of my way. Maybe I’d stop and have a chat with my new pal Eden. Arrange that evening out.’

‘Julie Bullough?’

‘Yeah. Her husband. Which date is good for you?’

Eden remembered: Foley was trying to organise an evening out with Eden so that he could persuade Foley’s wife to move to London.

‘Sure,’ said Eden unenthusiastically. ‘Only . . . it might be easier after next week, when Finn’s back in school. Or the week after.’

‘Next week is good.’

‘Julie Bullough?’ Eden asked as casually as he could. ‘She killed herself, didn’t she? Why did you need to interview her husband?’

‘Waste of time, really. DI Wood’s bright idea. Wood is trying to dig up anything in Avosett’s history that might explain what happened. I told her there was no point really and I was right. Julie and Liam Bullough lived separate lives, pretty much. They had their own houses, and everything. She never talked to him about Avosett. No love lost, by the look of it. She put all her money into that investment company and he’s pouring all his down his throat.’

‘A drinker?’

‘The worst ones are the ones who can afford it. Good thing I’m on police pay, right?’ He laughed.

‘And there’s no question that it was suicide?’

‘God, no. What? You think there might have been something dodgy about that because she was involved in Avosett too? No. No question at all. Coroner’s inquest had it as suicide. Pills and drowning. Plus there was a note.’

Dev Anand had talked about a note too. ‘Where did Julie Bullough live then?’

‘Just by Buckfastleigh. Old farmhouse there. Got the address somewhere.’

‘I wouldn’t mind taking a look,’ said Eden.

‘Why?’

‘Like I said, curious.’

Foley hesitated. ‘Better not share, really. Private info, like.’

For once, Foley had boundaries. Eden thought it best not to push him. It would not be hard to find her address. ‘Of course,’ he said.

‘So, maybe a Wednesday, for us coming over? The wife does Zumba on Tuesdays, and Fridays a few of us go out after work.’

Eden asked, ‘Did you ask Matilda if she knew that Brian Ogilvie was staying at Richard Morrison’s house?’

‘That Brian Ogilvie was one unlucky fucker. He wouldn’t have been there at all if she hadn’t thrown him out.’

Nick returned, pulling a dinghy along on a trailer, waved at them, then dragged it down the sand towards the waterline.

‘Matilda threw Ogilvie out?’

‘Seriously. She told him to get out of her flat. That’s why he was staying at Morrison’s house.’

‘Why? Had he done something?’

Foley shrugged. ‘She wouldn’t tell me. Bet he wished he hadn’t left his wife. You know what they say. Out of the frying pan.’ He grinned.

Eden looked away. ‘I suppose the question is, did his ex-wife know where he was staying? At Morrison’s rented cottage.’

‘As far as we know, Tilly was pretty much the only person who knew Richard Morrison’s temporary address in Stoke Fleming. Morrison had kept it a big secret, on account of him thinking that someone was out to kill him. I guess Ogilvie told her because he was hoping she’d come begging for him back.’

‘And did she tell anyone that he was there?’

‘He made her promise not to tell no one.’

‘And you believe her?’

‘She wasn’t like that,’ said Foley, wrinkling his nose. ‘Sweet girl. Besides, she’s alibi-ed up to the neck. Works in a dental practice in Heavitree. Went out with the girls after work because it was her boss’s birthday. Couple of them stayed over at hers all night.’

Nick was bringing a second boat down now.

‘What about Wednesday week? Me and the wife? The View is supposed to be good. Tell her all about your glamorous life in London.’

‘Wednesday,’ said Eden with a thin smile. ‘Fine.’





‘Who the hell was that?’ asked Molly, when he’d gone. Finn was leaning against her, snuggling close on the small sofa.

‘I’m sorry.’ Eden returned to the front room after bolting the front door. ‘Police officers aren’t normally that crass.’

‘Just the ones I meet, is it?’ Molly observed.

‘Nick stay over at yours a lot?’

‘Quite a lot, yes.’ She looked up from her phone and grinned at Eden. ‘You seen anything of Freya since you been back from London?’

‘No.’

‘Why ever not?’

‘Because she’s grieving the loss of her husband.’

‘All the more reason she needs some distraction. Maybe I’ll call her,’ said Molly.

‘Please don’t,’ said Eden.
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Thirty-Six

It was relatively easy to find Julie Bullough’s house. Back in August, three years ago, she had hosted a meeting on ‘Rewilding our rivers’ there. The address was still online.

Eden sat upstairs on his bed, laptop out. While Molly took Finn off to get ready for his sailing session, Eden did searches for Julie’s name until he found one that included the address of her house.

He had printed out the maps he had downloaded from the Avosett website. According to them, Julie Bullough’s house was only about five minutes’ drive from the larger set of fields that Avosett owned. He tracked it on Street View.

He looked at his watch. He could be there and back in a couple of hours.

Eden drove out towards Buckfastleigh with the windows down, feeling a sense of freedom in being alone for a little while.

Street View was poor at showing you the topography of a landscape. The house turned out to be set in hills, on a steep lane – a granite farmhouse, nestling solidly in a valley, built into the hill’s ascending slope.

Eden drove between the house on the right and an equally ancient looking barn on the other side. At the far end of the house, a gate led into what had been an old farmyard. There was a metal postbox attached to one of the gateposts. It was stuffed so full of mail that whoever delivered it had given up trying to fit more in and had laid it on the ground to one side of it, placing a stone on top. The letters had been nibbled by slugs.

Eden climbed the gate, watching his footing as he crossed the metal cattle grid on the other side.

From the front, the house was simple but pretty. Two dormer windows sat symmetrically into the gabled slate roof, decorative woodwork painted white. On the ground floor, a glazed white wooden porch matched their angles perfectly.

The living room windows had pine shutters behind them, making it impossible to see in. There was a sadness about the house. One day its owner had delivered her dog to a friend’s house, come back and committed suicide here, taking pills and lying in a bath full of water until she had slipped below the surface.

The location was quiet. No traffic had come down the lane since he had parked the car. He took his phone out of his pocket and dug for the card Foley had given him, then dialled his number.

‘What does your wife eat?’ asked Eden.

‘Beg your pardon?’

‘If we’re going out next Wednesday, what does she eat?’

‘Well, she doesn’t particularly trust shellfish,’ said Foley.

‘Noted,’ said Eden. ‘One thing. Who inherits Julie Bullough’s estate?’

‘Good question. She died intestate. The administrator says she’s worth over three million.’

‘That’s her share of Avosett?’ asked Eden.

‘Plus her house which is worth about a million too.’

Eden looked at the house and was surprised it was worth so much. There must be outbuildings too – maybe land.

‘So who gets that?’

‘Well that’s a bit of fun,’ said Foley. ‘Legally she was still married to her husband – Liam Bullough – though they had been separated for years. But because they were still married, the law says he should have become administrator of the estate, but apparently it’s being disputed by a relative. So the court has appointed a solicitor to act as independent administrator, and everything’s tied up in legal fun and games and probably will be for years.’

Eden stood in front of the house a while longer. Weeds were sprouting along the front of the house, forcing their way through the paving. A line of ants was emerging from a nest somewhere by the front door.

There was traffic. Eden made it back to the beach by early afternoon. A parcel that had arrived for him during the day was sitting on the table. He took it outside onto the beach.

It was the second day of Finn’s three-day sailing course. Finn had caught the sun. His arms were pink.

‘How was sailing?’

‘Good,’ said Finn, nodding. ‘I gybed.’

Nick was sitting next to Molly on the beach, wearing a baseball cap and shorts. He was in good shape, lean muscle on his tanned arms. Eden realised he hadn’t been to a gym in months.

He tore open the package.

‘What’s that?’ asked Molly.

‘An AirTag. One of those tracking devices. It’s for my car. I keep forgetting where I left it.’

Molly thought that was hilarious. ‘I want one of those for my career,’ she said.

‘I really appreciate you helping me,’ said Eden. ‘Looking after Finn.’

‘Molly says she is going to fix me up an Optimist,’ said Finn.

Eden must have looked puzzled. ‘It’s a sailing dinghy,’ explained Nick. ‘Bit old, but good and stable. Great little boat for learners.’

‘That’s very good of you, Molly. I hope you thanked her, Finn.’

‘It’s OK. I got an old one up at the boatyard,’ said Molly. ‘It’s not pretty but it sails fine.’

‘I’m happy to take him out on the water any time,’ said Nick.

Finn grinned. ‘I hit a lot of boats.’

‘Half the fun,’ said Nick.

Nick seemed at ease with the boy. Eden knew he shouldn’t resent that. ‘I organised some food for later,’ said Molly. ‘Hope you don’t mind.’

‘What did you cook?’

‘Indian takeaway,’ answered Molly.

Later, as the sun dropped, Eden pulled out four folding chairs and they sat down together on the beach. The sky at the end of the estuary was turning a magnificent red.

‘Shall I get wine when I pick it up?’ asked Molly.

‘I’m fine with water,’ said Nick.

‘Oh, God,’ said Molly. ‘Your body is a temple. Go on, Eden. You look like you need one.’

‘Pass.’

‘Oh Jesus,’ complained Molly. ‘I’ll go and collect the food,’ she said. ‘And I may accidentally go into the Co-op and come back with a bottle of Pinot.’

Finn curled up in his chair, tired from having woken so early.

‘Finn said you did some work for the police the other day,’ said Nick.

‘Did he?’

‘It’s important work you do,’ said Nick.

Eden looked at him, puzzled. ‘I’m not employed right now, but I’m hoping to go back to it.’

‘Some people do awful things. If the police don’t catch them, they can do more awful things. It’s important to put things right.’

Eden nodded slowly. It was a simplistic way of putting it, but it was true. ‘Yes, it is.’

‘Mum said policemen were the enemies of the people,’ said Finn.

‘Your uncle excepted, obviously.’ Nick grinned at him.

Finn considered this. ‘Maybe.’

When the food came, they ate together on the beach. Molly had brought the wine. ‘My body is not a temple.’ She held up her glass and looked down at her bare legs, bruised from climbing in and out of boats. ‘More of a disused Methodist chapel.’

Tourists brought pints down from the pub and sat around them. Eden ate. Gulls hovered over, looking for a chance to steal food. They sat until the first stars started pricking the sky.

‘Eat up, Finn,’ said Eden.

Finn sat cross-legged, the bowl propped on his thighs. Eden put down his bowl, stood and picked up Finn’s half-eaten food.

‘Come on,’ he said. ‘Bed.’

‘Do I have to have a bath?’

Eden leaned forward and sniffed him. ‘Ugh.’

‘But I’m tired.’

‘OK. Not tonight.’

Nick looked up from his plate. ‘See you tomorrow, mate,’ he said. 

Upstairs in Finn’s small bedroom, Eden picked up the book, but within half a page, Finn was already asleep, chest rising and falling under the sheet. By the time Eden was back outside on the beach, Nick had gone.

‘He likes Finn,’ said Molly. ‘He’s good with him.’

‘He makes Finn happy too.’

‘That’s true. Finn likes him. I should go. I need to row back while there’s still water,’ she said but she didn’t make a move. If the tide got any lower she would struggle to get the dinghy up the beach on the other side of the river.

A man on a jet-ski was showing off in what water was left in the middle of the estuary, turning tight circles. The incessant whine of the engine was annoying.

‘I think Nick just likes hanging out, you know,’ Molly said. ‘He seems quite a sad man, to me.’

‘Really?’ Eden was surprised.

‘God, yes. Something deep in there, don’t you think? I think he feels a little empathy with Finn. Nick told me he lost his mother a while back too.’

‘He did?’

She screwed the cap back on the bottle of wine, standing. ‘You always think people are up to something, don’t you?’

‘Professional hazard. Is Nick staying with you tonight?’

‘No.’

‘Good.’

Molly laughed. ‘Oh my God. Are you jealous of him staying at mine?’

‘No. It’s not that.’

‘Yeah yeah,’ she said, still laughing.

‘I’m not jealous,’ he insisted. It was just there was something off about Nick. He didn’t know exactly what it was yet.

Molly leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. He watched her walk away, down the beach, still clutching her half-drunk bottle of wine. Five minutes later he saw her pulling away from the shore in the small dinghy, rowing her way out into the current, and then leaning back as she steered the boat over to Shaldon.
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Thirty-Seven

Liam Bullough’s house was just as easy to find as his wife’s. On the far side of Totnes, it was listed as his address on the Companies House website. Eden drove out through Newton Abbot and into the countryside beyond until he reached the driveway of an immaculate Georgian house, painted primrose yellow, overgrown wisteria on each side of a central doorway. A dog barked behind the shiny blue front door.

The owner who opened it looked less well looked after. He was in his sixties, puffy-faced, unshaven and balding, dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, glasses hanging from a chain around his neck. Foley had said he was a drinker.

‘Who are you?’ The question was uncertain – not hostile.

‘I’m a former police officer. Richard Morrison came to see me just over a week ago and said someone was trying to kill him. The next day his house burned down with one of his colleagues in it. I’m just trying to find out what really happened.’

‘Oh. Yes. An officer was here a few days ago. He said something about all this.’ He stepped back from the door, leaving it open, and walked into a cold, dark corridor. Eden hesitated for a second, then followed him in.

‘Shut the fucking door,’ yelled Bullough without turning around.

Eden returned to the door, shut it, and followed him into a large living room. A brown dog with tangled, straggly hair got up, growled, then sat back down again.

‘Miniature poodle?’ asked Eden.

‘I believe so,’ said Liam Bullough.

‘Nice place,’ said Eden, looking around. The living room was grand, but careworn. There was a collection of bottles on a silver tray along with crystal glasses that hadn’t been properly washed. The walls had a mixture of contemporary art and twentieth century oils. The furniture was equally mixed. Eden sat on an old leather Chesterfield. Liam Bullough took a worn Eames chair by the fireplace. He hadn’t offered a tea or coffee, or the usual rituals that make accepting someone into your house easier.

‘I didn’t realise you lived so close to your wife’s house.’

‘What’s wrong with that?’ said Bullough. If it was meant to be a testy response, it didn’t come out that way. ‘We bought this house when we were still together. When we still got along together. Before she fell off the cliff. It was the menopause that did it, I say, whatever the doctors said. They call it the change, don’t they?’ Bullough sighed heavily. ‘She grew up around here. That’s why we bought the house. We bought it together when we were still . . . together.’

‘And she moved to be near you?’

Bullough burst out laughing, then started coughing and it was a while before he had enough breath to say, ‘Did she bollocks. She grew up in that house near Buckfastleigh. It was her parents’ house originally. She inherited it after they died, and then we did it up and we’d been renting it out for years. It happened to be empty when Covid happened and so she moved back there. Her boy had flown the nest. And now,’ he said sadly, ‘it’s empty again. I go up there every couple of weeks and tidy it up. You know, keep an eye on it. Take a look around.’

From the pile of post by the gate, it hadn’t looked like anyone had been there in months, but Eden didn’t contradict him. ‘You have a key to the house?’

‘Her solicitor gave me one. It should have been all done and dusted by now, her estate, but you know how it is. Fucking lawyers. I’m not sure what I’ll do with the place. Actually now I think of it, I gave the key to that young copper who came a couple of days ago. He said he’d drop me back a copy. Better fucking had.’

‘Constable Kevin Foley?’

‘Was that his name? Awful trousers.’

‘Yes,’ said Eden. ‘That’s him. You never lived there yourself?’

He took a vape from his pocket, sucked, then exhaled a cloud of steam. ‘We led very separate lives in the end. She wasn’t well, you know? It was nice to know she was nearby and I thought maybe we could see something of each other, but she pretty much told me to fuck off, first time I went around. It was like she’d joined a cult, basically.’

‘What do you mean, a cult?’

‘Rewilding. All that stuff. Misanthropic bunch of bastards who think the world would be better if none of us had ever existed. Trying to return us all to the dark ages. She was having issues with her mental health. She would have seen sense in the end. We could have had a life together.’

Eden spoke quietly. ‘I apologise for asking what may be a painful question. The coroner said she committed suicide. Can I ask whether you think that’s likely?’

Another tug on his vape, which gave out a crackling sound. He exhaled an immense cloud of vapour. ‘What are you trying to peddle?’

‘Nothing. I was just asking whether you agreed with the coroner.’

‘It was not the first time. She attempted it a couple of times when we still lived together. Same thing. Pills. I just think she learned a little more each time.’

Another puff of steam. ‘That’s her dog. There seemed to be nobody else to look after him.’ Bullough pointed his vape towards the miniature brown poodle who had laid down on the rug in front of the fireplace. ‘Silly name for a dog really. Almost think she did it to spite me. I bet she’s laughing at me every time I have to shout out “Banana!”’

Banana lifted his head for a second again, then laid it back down on his paws. The dog had a rheumy eye. Somebody needed to take him to the vet.

‘That’s the thing, isn’t it? If only she’d come and talked to me. But she didn’t value my opinion very much, sadly.’ He gave Eden a crooked smile.

‘Do you have any idea why she would want to take her life?’

He sniffed rather sadly and looked over towards the drinks bottles, as if he was contemplating pouring himself something. ‘You see, my wife and I both made quite a lot of money from our advertising business when we sold up. I enjoy mine.’ He waved his arm around the room. ‘I think my wife really just wanted rid of hers. She was almost ashamed of it. We kind of ended up on very different paths. It was very sad. In the end she just wanted to obliterate everything, I think, including herself.’

‘What did you know about Avosett?’ asked Eden.

‘Avosett? Richard Morrison is a clever man, I suppose. My wife had bought up land with her money. She was worried about climate – all that kind of thing.’ Another puff. ‘We all are, aren’t we?’ He waited for Eden to respond, and when no response came, he continued. ‘So she decided she would buy up all this land and try and atone for her sins, as she saw them, working in advertising. I was always very proud of what we’d done. We gave people jobs. We made them rich. But by the end I think she was horrified because we had made people buy more things. That is, kind of, what we were paid to do.’ He laughed. ‘And so she bought land as a kind of penance, I think. To make it better. She was quite evangelical about it all.’

‘To rewild it, I understand.’

‘Exactly. And the great thing about Richard Morrison is he showed her that there was a way of doing that and still making money. Quite a lot of money, actually. See? A very clever man. They were friends for a while.’

A grandfather clock somewhere in the house whirred and then struck eleven.

‘But she set herself very high standards sometimes. I didn’t really understand her any longer. It was purely a passion project for her. Not business. Do you understand?’

‘So they fell out, her and Richard?’

‘They had their disagreements. That’s what happens, isn’t it? But she can’t have disliked him that much. She left her dog to him to look after.’

For a second, Eden thought Bullough was going to cry, looking down at an Afghan rug at his feet.

‘I don’t really like to dwell on it either way. I still consider her my wife, even if she didn’t really see things that way herself. Like I said, she went a bit mad. I always believed she was going to get over it. All this was just a phase.’

‘All this?’

‘Her hatred of money. Of the modern world. All she wanted to do was grow trees and annoy local farmers by complaining about how they used pesticides or whatever. It was bonkers.’ He looked up and gave a little smile.

‘I would like to ask another question you may find difficult. You are in litigation over the will,’ observed Eden.

Bullough stiffened. ‘I don’t really wish to talk about that.’

‘I understand.’

He stood and walked stiffly to one of the big windows that looked out onto the front garden, where his car was parked, so Eden could no longer see his face. ‘By law, the estate is supposed to come to me. That’s just how the law is. My stepson lives in Australia and I haven’t talked to him in over ten years. If he wants his share, he should come and fucking talk to me. Which he hasn’t.’

‘Your stepson? Your wife’s child?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you have a way in which we can contact him?’

‘Our boy rather sided with his mother. We don’t get along.’ His breath rasped in a long sigh. ‘I’m sure his solicitor has a number for him. I, however, do not. Is there anything else I can help you with?’

He didn’t answer. Instead, he said, ‘Was he in touch with his mother much?’

‘What did you say your name was?’

‘Eden. Eden Driscoll.’

‘Are you OK to let yourself out?’

‘Wait. You said your wife left the dog to Richard. Was that in the note she left?’

‘“Please look after Banana.” Plus a list of what food to give him. Rather callous, I thought. That’s all she cared about. There is something very selfish about suicide, don’t you think?’

‘That’s all the note said?’

Again, he didn’t answer. He just waved weakly at the door that Eden had entered by, and then turned back to stare out of the window. ‘Shut it properly behind you,’ Bullough said, ‘if you please.’

He was still standing stiffly at the same window as Eden returned to his car. Eden could see he had a glass in his hand, and he was glaring at him. Bullough raised the glass to his lips and drank.
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Thirty-Eight

He was halfway home when he saw the name come up on his phone.

DI Hannah Wood. ‘Where have you been?’ she demanded, as soon as he had pulled over to answer the phone. ‘I was trying to call you.’

He felt wrong-footed by her question – like a boy caught stealing sweets. He had no right to go and talk to Liam Bullough. ‘Newton Abbot. Just on my way home.’

‘Ah, good,’ she answered. ‘You’re still in Devon. A little bit more work, coming your way, if you want it.’

Eden relaxed a little. ‘Yes?’

‘We’ve tracked down the clarinet player. His name is Joel Schneider.’

‘Morrison’s ex?’

‘Yes. Lives in Clifton in Bristol. As you spoke to Dev Anand, it would be useful if you could interview him too. Do you have any time today?’

‘I can’t today. I’ve got to look after my boy.’ He had promised to be back for his third sailing lesson.

‘OK. I’ll try and set something up for tomorrow. Oh . . . by the way, have you heard of a company called Thune Elliot?’

‘Yes. Dev Anand mentioned it. It’s in the notes. It was the company Morrison had before Avosett.’

‘We’ve had a forensic accountant looking through Avosett.’ Hannah Wood was in a busy room. He could hear the clatter of keyboards. ‘Turns out Thune Elliot lost Richard Morrison a great deal of money.’

‘What does that mean?’

‘I’m not sure yet,’ said Hannah, ringing off.

Eden drove home thoughtfully.

He had been hoping for some insight into Julie Bullough from her husband, but it was hard to learn from a man who didn’t seem to have understood his own wife. He had thought he could help by shedding light on what it was that had made her take her life, but he had learned nothing.

Eden kept eyes on Finn that afternoon while Nick took him out again.

Today they were doing capsize drills, one boat at a time. With the masts flat on the water, hulls half in and half out, the hard bit was pulling the boat upright again before the sailor could clamber back aboard. For the bigger boys, this was a much easier task. Their weight, pressing down on the centreboard, was enough to right the dinghy. Compared to them, Finn was much lighter. When it came to his turn, he struggled to pull the waterlogged sail out of the water.

Eden watched Finn trying for the third time, raising the mast a few inches from the water but the weight was too much and it dropped back in again and Finn fell back, into the tide. Nick stood off a little in a rib, watching, urging him on. Finn swam back to the boat. A fourth time he pressed down, but this time the mast didn’t even rise above the water. He was tiring. The boats were drifting down towards the bridge. Soon they would have no space left in which to manoeuvre. He stood to get a better view, wondering when Nick would have to step in to help him.

It took Eden a second to notice that his phone was buzzing in his pocket. Still watching, he took the phone out to see a missed call from DI Wood and one coming in from an unknown number. Eden answered it.

‘Hello?’ said Eden. The stretch of water that had been full of dinghy was now clear. Finn’s boat was no longer drifting down towards the bridge but he couldn’t see it anywhere.

‘Neil Griffiths here. Just thought you might be interested to know. Reports of a lot of activity on the moor last couple of days. A lot of stock going missing. Bastards up there just helping themselves.’

And there Finn was suddenly, tacking across the broad tide. He was grinning. He had done it. Eden couldn’t help but grin himself.

‘Great work,’ shouted Eden.

‘What?’

‘Apologies. My nephew. He’s out on the water, sailing.’

‘Good lad. Did you hear what I was saying?’

‘Sorry,’ said Eden, distractedly. ‘Yes. Thanks for letting me know.’

‘Doesn’t help that every last copper is caught up with the murder investigation.’

‘That must be really sucking resources,’ Eden agreed. Nick was calling the sailors in now, leading them towards the beach.

‘Anyway . . . Just thought you’d appreciate an update.’

‘I do. I do.’ Eden rang off and walked down to the water’s edge to wait for the boats. Finn was struggling to make it against the tide until Nick came alongside, taking his painter and giving him a tow.

The phone in his hand vibrated again. DI Wood this time. CALL ME NOW.

Puzzled, he dialled the number. She picked up immediately. Her voice was curt. ‘Can you explain why Liam Bullough is on his way to A&E at Torbay Hospital with serious head injuries?’

‘Sorry?’ Finn was running up the beach towards him, hair wet, a smile on his face. He stopped a few feet away. He could tell from the expression on Eden’s face that something was wrong.

‘Where are you?’

‘I’m at home. On the beach.’

‘And how long have you been there?’

He looked at his watch. ‘Since maybe one. Why?’

‘And can you prove it?’

‘Of course I can. Why would I have to?’

‘Liam Bullough just told an officer you assaulted him today, at his house. What the actual fuck were you doing, Eden?’
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Thirty-Nine

Hannah Wood was waiting for him outside reception at the Exeter HQ. Navy blue suit, bright green trainers. ‘Christ’s sake, Eden,’ she demanded. ‘What the hell were you thinking, going to Liam Bullough’s house?’

‘I’m sorry. I just wanted to talk to the guy.’

‘You’re not a copper, Eden. I asked you to do a couple of things, but you’re not part of the team. You can’t just start to poke your nose in when you fancy it.’

‘I didn’t see the harm in it. I thought I might learn something.’

She had told him to come in immediately; if he didn’t she would send uniforms around to collect him. ‘There’s an officer waiting inside to question you.’ She looked furious. ‘I thought I could trust you.’

‘I didn’t assault him.’

‘Well he claims you did and he has a significant head wound to prove it.’

‘He was fine when I left him, I swear. I just wanted to understand why Julie Bullough killed herself. Like you, I think something is off about Avosett and I’m trying to figure out what it was. I thought Liam might have an insight into why she killed herself.’

Hannah looked at him for a long while, her face hard. ‘And did he?’

‘Not really. Apparently it wasn’t the first time she had tried it.’

She nodded slowly. ‘And did you notice anyone hanging around the house?’

‘If there was anyone there, I didn’t see them. So you don’t think it was me?’

She dug in her bag and pulled out a packet of cigarettes. ‘Mind?’

Eden shook his head.

‘Liam Bullough has a woman who comes in to cook him lunch every day. She got there around 12.30 and he was still fine then. We have your car on ANPR driving through Newton Abbot at 11.20,’ she said, rummaging in her bag for a lighter. ‘That’s roughly the same time as I called you. The incident happened about an hour ago and you have witnesses who can say you were on the beach in Teignmouth at the time.’

‘So I am in the clear?’

She lit the cigarette and blew out smoke. ‘Jesus, Eden. I didn’t really think you attacked him. Unfortunately for you though, Liam Bullough does. Although he seems pretty confused, he was lucid enough to tell us your name and gave us a description of you and said he caught you sneaking back into his house.’

‘I didn’t. I was nowhere near it. I had left the house a couple of hours earlier.’

‘I know you didn’t, Eden. He was drunk. He still is. But the point is, you were there, weren’t you? I’m just a little pissed off that you didn’t tell me what you were up to.’

‘So after I had gone, someone tried to break into his house and he thought it was me?’

‘Apparently, yes. It looks like that. Though obviously he was very drunk. Maybe he just fell over.’

‘How long after?’

‘The cook came back from the kitchen to find him lying on the living room floor with blood pouring everywhere at about 1.30 p.m.’

‘So he could have fallen?’

‘Well he claims someone hit him, so she called us. It’s possible he fell, but we now have to consider the possibility that it was an assault, and it may somehow be connected to the Ogilvie murder. And you realise that because you went there, I won’t be able to use you any more in this investigation? You’re now a witness in the probable assault of someone who is closely connected to the investigation. I’ll need to get someone else to interview Joel Schneider tomorrow.’

‘I’m sorry.’

‘I get it. I get why you’re doing this. I really do understand. And I can’t stop you, because you’re not a policeman, and I don’t have any say in what you choose to do, but I can’t have anything to do with you any more if you’re going around poking your arse into this stuff. You understand, don’t you?’

Eden nodded. ‘So you need to interview me?’

‘There’s been a complaint and we need to look into it. There’s an officer waiting inside for you.’ She took another pull on her cigarette. ‘Supposed to have given up.’ She waved the cigarette. ‘My wife hates it.’

Right then Eden’s phone buzzed. It was a message from Molly. It was curt: You better not be late back. He looked up. ‘I better get the interview done. I had to arrange for someone to look after Finn.’

‘How are you finding it?’ Wood asked, inhaling hard and expelling smoke through her nose. ‘Being a parent, I mean.’

‘Surprising,’ he said. ‘The whole thing has been a bit of a shock.’

She waved cigarette smoke away. ‘In a good, or bad way?’

‘Both. I can’t say I ever imagined myself being responsible for a child. My own family was pretty ugly. I hated my father so I never wanted to be in this role. All I know about parenting is how to mess things up. And I miss being in control of my own life.’

‘And the good way?’

Eden paused. ‘I hadn’t expected to feel so much. Really feel.’ He raised his hand to his chest. ‘That’s new. I’m not really sure if that’s good or not.’

Wood seemed to think that a reasonable answer. She smiled at him.

‘I’m like you. I’ve never wanted children,’ she said. ‘I’m ambitious.’

‘Ah. Don’t tell me. Your wife thinks otherwise.’

She laughed. ‘That easy, huh?’

‘I am a detective, after all. Or used to be, at least.’

She stubbed the cigarette out with her foot, then lifted the butt and put it into a container by the double doors.

The formal interview took longer than he would have wanted. Then they made him wait and sign a statement. It was half past seven by the time he made it home. ‘You’ll have to hurry,’ Molly said. She had a weird smile on her face.

‘What for?’

‘Go upstairs and change.’

‘Change?’

‘Have a shower. Smarten yourself up a little.’

Eden was puzzled. ‘Why?’

‘Just do it. Spit spot.’

‘Really, Molly. This is not the day for this. I don’t have the energy to go out. It’s been a really deeply shitty afternoon.’

‘Diddums,’ said Molly. ‘Go and make yourself look nice. I have a surprise for you.’

‘I hate surprises,’ answered Eden.

‘No you don’t. Put something nice on.’

‘I’m not getting changed until I know what you’re up to.’

‘Suit yourself. Give me a hand outside with the table, then.’ The small drop-leaf dining table was usually a dumping ground for books, mugs, bills and anything else that didn’t fit on a shelf. Eden noticed that Molly had cleared it. She adjusted the legs and let down the two sides so it would fit through the door. ‘Come on. Get on one end.’

Eden did as he was told. They walked the table out of the door and onto the red sand.

‘What are you doing?’

‘What do you think?’

‘You’re a menace.’

‘Shut up and fetch the chairs.’

He gave up and went upstairs and found a pair of linen trousers and a clean T-shirt. When he came downstairs again, Molly had found an embroidered tablecloth and added it to the table. It was held down by the cutlery and two empty wine glasses.

‘And here she is now,’ said Molly. The date, it turned out, was not with Molly. When he followed her gaze, he saw Freya walking along the top of the beach from the direction of the ferry.

The first day he had seen her she was dressed in cargo pants and a utility jacket. Today she was wearing a yellow dress.

‘I’m going to kill you, Molly.’

‘Smile,’ said Molly. ‘She’s almost here.’
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Freya, walking along the sand towards them, a bottle of wine in her hands, looked just as apprehensive as he felt.

‘Oh for God’s sake, Molly,’ said Freya, when she was in earshot. ‘We have to do this in full view of everyone in the town?’

‘It’s romantic,’ said Molly. ‘Sit down and I’ll bring you a glass of wine.’

They did as they were told. Everything about this was awkward. They sat on dining chairs that sank unevenly into the sand, making them both lopsided. ‘How have you been?’ asked Eden.

‘Sad. A little confused,’ said Freya. ‘Actually, I wanted to talk to you about something but not really like this.’ She waved her arm. ‘Molly is a fucking nightmare, isn’t she?’

‘What did you want to talk to me about?’

‘I got in touch with the intern I told you about. The one that Brian ran away with. I needed to talk to someone about Brian. Just to chat. I just thought . . . Her name is Tilly. I found her on Facebook and messaged her. I suppose I thought she might need a little sympathy.’

Molly returned with a bottle of chilled white wine and poured them both a glass. ‘Don’t mind me,’ she declared. ‘I’m just the staff.’

‘Can’t we sit inside?’ asked Freya. ‘Please. Everyone’s watching us.’

‘No. And no, they’re not. Nobody gives a damn what you get up to out here. It’s a beach for God’s sake. Anything is allowed on a beach.’ And she turned and went back into the house.

Freya said, ‘Right now I just want to murder her.’

‘Go on,’ said Eden. ‘You talked to Tilly?’

‘I was right, it turned out,’ continued Freya. ‘About her. She needed someone to talk to as well. She had fallen out with most of her friends because of going out with Brian and so she was pretty much on her own. But the reason I want to talk to you is the policeman who came to interview her a couple of days ago.’

Eden felt a prickle on the back of his neck. ‘Oh yes?’

‘He’s a slimebag. I have to say this. What he’s done is unconscionable.’

‘Who?’

‘The policeman. The policeman who interviewed her about Brian’s death, asked her out on a date. I mean, Jesus. She’s a bereaved victim.’

‘Oh shit.’ Kevin Foley. Eden should have guessed.

‘You know? He’s there in her flat with her and she’s telling him about the man who she lived with who was burned to death a few days earlier and he asks her out on a fucking date.’

Eden lowered his voice. ‘She has to report him. Tell her to write down everything he said to her and take it to the Independent Office for Police Conduct. I can give her the contact details. She needs to do it as soon as possible.’

‘That’s what I told her, more or less. What a fucking creep, right?’

‘Is she going to?’

Freya shook her head. ‘She’s really messed up by what happened. I’m not sure she will. Her self-confidence is shot to hell.’

‘If she doesn’t, he’ll almost certainly do it to someone else – if he hasn’t done already.’

‘She feels like it’s all her fault Brian is dead. She threw him out, you see.’

That confirmed what Foley had told him, but he asked. ‘Why did she do that?’

‘She said he was depressed. He was in this really dark place. I don’t recognise the man she was talking about. She told me something was eating him from the inside and, of course, she thought it was all about her, that it was her fault he was like this. That really he loved me not her. In the end she couldn’t take it any more so she told him to leave.’

‘And that makes it her fault he’s dead?’

‘Because he was there in Richard Morrison’s bungalow when someone came to burn it down.’

People sat around them on the beach watching the sun set. Molly was right. Apparently nobody seemed to think it strange that Freya and he were sitting at a dining table together on the sand. He leaned forward to make sure no one could hear what they were saying. ‘When exactly did she throw him out?’

‘That afternoon. The afternoon he died.’

‘Aw. Sweet,’ said Molly, seeing their heads close. ‘You two getting on so well.’ Eden turned and Molly was standing there with two plates. ‘I hope you both like Thai. More wine?’

Eden looked at his glass and realised that it was already half empty. How had that happened? Molly disappeared into the house.

‘So she blames herself for his death. Tilly threw him out so he begged a bed for the night at Richard’s. So it was only Tilly and Richard who even knew he was there.’

‘How do you know that for certain?’

‘Why are you asking all these questions?’

If what she was saying was true – that no one else knew Brian was there, then either it was Richard who was responsible for setting the fire – or Brian definitely wasn’t the intended victim. ‘I’m sorry. You were saying that you weren’t doing great and I drag you into talking about Brian.’

‘No. I don’t mind. I actually need to talk about it. It’s been vile.’ She looked down at her plate. ‘I suppose we should eat.’

She started to giggle and Eden wondered why she was laughing.

‘Are you all right?’ she asked. ‘If you go any lower your face will be the same height as the table.’

Eden realised that, as they had been speaking, his chair legs had been sinking slowly lower into the sand. It must look comical. They laughed together now and it felt good.

‘Let me help you.’ She stood, looking around for stones to put under the legs. He joined in and, for a few seconds, they were like a pair of kids, scrabbling around on the beach.

Molly was back too soon with the wine, looking from one to the other. ‘Going well, is it?’

‘If what you mean by well is us looking like idiots,’ said Freya, ‘then yes. Superbly.’

‘Nobody gives a shit what you do out here, Freya. Nobody’s watching you. I’m going to put Finn to bed. Sit down properly and eat,’ she said and topped up their glasses and retreated again.

They did as they were told and ate as the sun dropped.

Freya swallowed a forkful of chicken pad Thai.

‘She means well,’ Eden said.

‘You know, it should be you and Molly sitting here.’

Eden laughed again, then stopped. ‘What?’

‘I’m serious. She goes on about you all the time. She really likes you.’

‘I like her too, but not like that.’

‘Maybe you should. She’s a good person.’

Eden said, ‘Quite irritating at times though.’

They sat in uncomfortable silence for a few seconds. He looked around the estuary. ‘I suppose it is beautiful here. It’s taken me a while to see it.’

‘Enjoy it while you can. There is terrible weather coming in for the Bank Holiday.’

The small talk.

‘Can I show you something,’ he said eventually.

‘What?’

He unlocked his phone and maps he had downloaded of the Avosett land. She looked at the photo. ‘Where is this?’

‘Outside Buckfastleigh.’

She finally looked up. ‘You know this was Julie Bullough’s land, don’t you?’

‘Sorry. What?’

‘Julie Bullough bought all that land when she moved down from London. It was hers first. Not Avosett’s.’

Despite the two large glasses of wine, Eden suddenly felt very sober.
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‘As far as I know,’ said Freya, ‘it was Julie who gave Richard Morrison the whole idea in the first place.’

‘The idea for Avosett?’

‘I met Julie around four years ago at a meeting of the Devon Rewilding Network. It’s a bunch of people who had got together to share ideas about rewilding. I have my reservations about the whole idea of rewilding. Often it’s like an ego project. I alone am going to save the world. But at least these people are trying to do good. They have a respect for the world and I enjoy the conversations. I tell them about my research. Anyway.’

Someone was swimming in the low water. Eden could just see their yellow swimming cap and the slow strokes of a front crawl.

‘Julie was there at that meeting. She told me her story. She told me she used to work in digital advertising in London. Owned her own agency and moved down here in lockdown and ended up having this massive kind of breakdown. Or maybe it was an epiphany. Turned her back on everything she’d built. Moved out of the huge great house she lived in with her husband in London and sold it. Sold her business too for a gigantic amount of money. Poured pretty much everything she had into buying that land there so she could start her own rewilding project on it.’

‘You ever meet her husband?’

She shook her head. ‘She never really talked about him at all. Why?’

‘No reason. Go on. Tell me about Julie.’

‘She was so passionate. I loved that. The newly converted always are. She was planning to grow a temperate rainforest from scratch,’ Freya continued. ‘Honest truth, a lot of so-called rewilding projects have been shit for trees, shit for invertebrates, shit for a lot of things. Letting a whole lot of ruminants onto your land and letting them roam free and sitting back and letting nature do its work is a cop out, if you ask me. We live on a small island with almost seventy million people on it. There’s nothing wild about it. You can make things better, but rewilding is a kind of hot gimmick. The hardcore rewilders who want to return the landscape to what it was, say, a thousand or so years ago and have a kind of faith that nature will heal itself if we let it. They want the sheep off the moors and everything. Bring back wolves, bring back beavers. I’m on their side, but a lot of the people who go for it are starry-eyed. They think they can save the world. She was full of big ideas, some great, others picked up off some social media influencer. So I implored her not to do it on her own. To hook up with other people. To talk to some experts. It was all my fault, really.’

The sky was pink. It made the sand twice as red.

‘I remember next time I met her she was raving about this businessman she had met who was going to help her—’

‘Richard Morrison.’

‘Exactly – and all of a sudden they were best pals. And she was thanking me for the great advice I’d given her, to team up with someone else and lo and behold, they were going to employ my husband’s firm, Ogilvie Ecological. Whoop-de-dee,’ she said sadly. ‘Regrets, eh?’

Sound was strange over water. Maybe quarter of a mile away there were people drinking in the Ferry Boat beer garden on the other side of the river. It sounded like they were just yards away. Maybe it was the growing breeze as the weather changed that was blowing the sound towards them. ‘And that was the start of Avosett?’

Freya looked out towards the estuary. ‘You know, I don’t think it was even an idea until they met. I think he saw her passion and understood that as business potential. That if she was willing to invest in something like that, others would be. And I guess she assumed that she would be able to turn her two hundred and fifty acres of woodland into five hundred acres. He just turned it into a business case. Is all this important?’ The low sun made her skin look pink. She took off her glasses and laid them on the table.

‘I don’t know yet. Did he ever explain it to you – as a business?’

‘I told you. I never actually met Richard. One day Brian comes home and he’s raving about this new client, boasting how he’d just persuaded him to get into Biodiversity Net Gain and that they had found a way to make a ton of money together. I don’t really know what happened next, because then Brian began staying over at Dark Water and everything started to fall apart. He became weird and distant. Which is when I figured out he was fucking the pretty new girl in the office. And then some time after that, I heard that Julie had killed herself. Mental health is a bastard.’

‘You definitely never met Richard?’

‘No. I didn’t. Why?’ It seemed like the evening air was colder suddenly. ‘Is this like some kind of interrogation?’

‘I’m sorry. Hazard of my old job,’ he said evasively.

And then, fortunately, Molly was back with a tea light guttering in a glass.

‘Jesus, Molly,’ said Freya. ‘I’ve had better ambience in a Wetherspoons.’

‘Bollocks you have. I opened another bottle.’ Molly refilled their glasses again. ‘So? How is it going?’

‘You’re the pits, you know, Molly?’ said Freya.

‘I bought you dinner, for fuck’s sale. A little gratitude, please.’

She left the bottle.

A gust blew the candle out almost immediately. Freya leaned forward across the table. She had a chickenpox scar on her cheek that made her look beautiful. ‘OK. So what about you? Molly says you’re finding it hard – all this. She worries you’re going to take Finn away to London.’

‘Does she? I’ll be honest. All this isn’t me. I miss London. Here it’s too—’

‘Quiet?’

‘I like gigs. I like being able to go to the cinema to see whatever I want, not just the Bridget Jones or whatever at the Pavilion. I like being able to choose from fifty different restaurants. I like meeting people from every corner of the world when I step outside my door.’

‘Tell me about it,’ she said.

‘I thought you were full-on pixie, seeing you up in the woods the other day.’

She laughed. ‘No. I was born in Bristol. I miss that stuff too.’

She fell silent for a while, which seemed to be OK.

He was wondering whether he should suggest they move inside, or maybe fetch a jacket when she said, ‘Poor Julie. Some people are just too pure. She wanted to do something good, you know?’

‘What if we go to the pub? It’ll be warmer in there,’ he suggested.

It felt like the temperature had dropped a little more. It wasn’t just the fresh wind. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I think I need to go home. It was nice to chat, and everything, but I’ve an early start tomorrow. I’m back up at the woods.’

A tactful brush-off. He had dated enough to know how it went.

‘Right. No problem.’

‘Sorry. If I’m going to go out with a guy,’ she said, ‘it’s going to be the whole works. Someone to settle down with. Have kids. I’ve dated guys like you.’

‘Guys like me?’

‘You’re a sweet man, Eden, but you’re not looking for the same thing as me, are you?’

There was another clumsy moment, but it passed when she said, ‘I’ll just go in and say thank you to Molly. It was a sweet idea.’

‘Yes, it was.’

‘But what was she bloody thinking? I mean, God.’

Normally he would be relieved when the evening reached this point. He liked honesty and clarity. She had told him she was not going to bed with him because she wasn’t into sex without commitment. He respected that. Today though he found he was feeling a little sorry for himself. It was probably the wine.

‘Well?’ asked Molly, standing at the sink. ‘How did that go?’

‘Nice,’ he said.

Molly wrinkled her nose. ‘Nice?’

‘It was just a social drink. I don’t think any more than that. How was Finn?’

‘So the Picpoul and the pad Thai and the tablecloth and the sunset didn’t work their magic?’

‘Were you seriously expecting her to jump into bed with me?’

Molly laughed. ‘She’s shy, that’s all.’

The tide was too low now for her to row back. He was going to suggest he called her a taxi, but it was a little before ten. Ten was still early. Tomorrow wasn’t a work day, or school day.

Instead, he found himself saying, ‘There’s still some wine, if you’d like a drink.’

Molly wasn’t the kind of woman who needed asking a second time. But the bottle of wine they shared didn’t seem to last that long. And when Eden checked his watch next it was midnight.

‘I should go,’ Molly said. ‘Probably.’

But when, in the blue light of the next morning, Finn appeared at the bedroom door, he seemed less surprised to find Molly in Eden’s bed than Eden was.
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‘Hello, Finn.’ Eden’s voice was a croak. His head was sore and his mouth tasted of sand.

‘What are we doing today?’ demanded Finn. He was standing in the light of the doorway in mismatched pyjamas.

Molly stirred, sat up in bed, clutching the duvet to her chest.

‘Good morning, Finn,’ she said.

‘Actually I’m quite hungry,’ Finn announced.

Eden looked down at the floor of the bedroom, where his underpants lay. ‘Go downstairs. Get out the cereals. I’ll be down in just a minute.’

And when he was gone, Eden groaned. ‘Shit.’

‘Rough?’ Molly asked.

‘I’ve been worse. I just didn’t mean—’

Molly stood, naked, reached for her shorts. ‘You didn’t mean for this to happen?’

‘That’s not what I was saying,’ he protested.

‘Right,’ she said.

Though that was exactly what he meant, and he figured she knew it. ‘I just didn’t want Finn to see us like that.’

‘Finn’s OK. Trust me,’ Molly said grouchily. She turned her back to him to put on her bra.

When the man in the taxi office had told them that it would be an hour’s wait for a cab to take Molly home, they had decided it would be best if she slept on the blow-up mattress. Only the blow-up mattress turned out to have a puncture.

Molly was buttoning her shirt as he got up, put on his dressing gown and went downstairs.

Finn was already sitting at the table with a bowl of Cheerios.

‘Everything OK?’ Eden asked.

Finn just nodded.

Eden exhaled. ‘So. What do you want to do today?’

‘Sailing this afternoon.’ Finn spoke through a mouth full of cereal. A Cheerio fell out of his mouth onto the table.

Molly put her head around the kitchen door. ‘I better go home,’ she said quietly. ‘I need to go and change.’

‘No time for a coffee?’ he asked, but he was grateful when she declined the offer. ‘You’re at the boatyard today?’

She nodded. ‘I’ve got some catching up to do.’

‘Right.’

‘Don’t go all weird on me, Eden Driscoll, just because we—’

The kettle clicked off and the kitchen was very silent.

He waited until he heard the beach door open and close and then poured coffee into the cafetière. The thick smell of coffee filled the room.

By Thursday afternoon, Finn and Nick were going out together in a bigger boat, Finn on the tiller, Nick ducking down under the boom each time he tacked. ‘No charge,’ Nick had said. ‘I’ve got a free day.’ They headed up towards the bridge, past the coaster moored at the docks, then turned and headed back down and around into the wide estuary mouth.

Eden sat on the sand and saw them working together, unsure whether the jealously he felt was a good thing or not. The mouth of the river was busy with boats and jet skis, the ferry criss-crossing the water. He watched Finn, heart in his mouth, as the boy dodged the boats and the buoys.

He had never seen the water so full. The August Bank Holiday was approaching. All the holiday rentals were booked. The town was packed too. The beach was filling with people bringing pints from the pub even though the drizzle was still falling.

‘Is that Finn?’

Eden looked around. Bisi was standing behind him with a half of lager in her hand looking out at the boats. ‘He’s taking sailing lessons. Are you checking up that I’m not endangering his life?’

‘I’ve just been seeing a family I’m working with. Peter’s picking me up in a while. Want a drink?’

‘No. Definitely not.’

She laughed. ‘I didn’t think you were much of a drinker.’

‘I wasn’t.’

‘Still thinking of taking a job down here?’

‘I’m not entirely sure they’ll be wanting me,’ answered Eden. He didn’t explain why.

She gave him a smile. ‘Of course they will. You were asking about childcare. What about Molly?’

The boat was close-hauled now, spray flying up and soaking Nick and Finn. ‘I was thinking it might be an idea to find someone else to look after him, if you know of someone.’

Bisi looked puzzled. ‘Are things OK with you and Molly?’

‘She’s great,’ said Eden hastily. ‘I just don’t want to . . . lean on her goodwill too much.’

‘From what I know of her, she won’t mind at all. She’s mad about the boy,’ said Bisi. ‘I can dig out some names though, if you like.’

‘Could you?’ The wind was coming up now. Finn must be getting cold out there, thought Eden.

‘Are you sure things are OK between you and Molly?’ Bisi asked, concerned.

‘Fine. Fine,’ answered Eden, eyes firmly on the dinghy, heading back up towards the bridge.

‘And all OK for school uniform? He’s grown a bit since last term, I expect.’

‘Ah.’

‘It’s OK.’ Bisi laughed. ‘We usually have a few spares lying around. I can drop you a few bits and pieces, if you like.’

‘I’m not very good at this, am I?’

Bisi smiled at him. ‘You’re doing fine.’

Finn arrived back on shore hungry and exhausted. Bisi gave him a hug, then went off to find her husband. Eden cooked pasta while Finn showered. Again, he barely managed a page of the book before Finn was asleep on his back, eyes closed, mouth wide open, breathing softly.

He was surprised to see a message from Hannah Wood on his phone when he went downstairs: Have u seen Kevin Foley?

No. Why?

The phone rang almost immediately. ‘What contact have you had with him?’ asked Wood without saying hello.

Still wondering why she was asking, he answered, ‘He came to my house the day before yesterday but haven’t seen him since then.’

‘Didn’t hear from him yesterday? Didn’t message him?’

‘No. Why?’

‘You sure?’

‘Of course I’m sure. I’m not keeping anything from you, I promise.’

‘There’s an issue.’ After what had happened with Bullough, she seemed to be weighing up whether she should tell him or not. In the end she did. ‘He’s disappeared.’

‘What do you mean, disappeared?’

‘He didn’t come home the night before last. His wife didn’t report it because apparently he often doesn’t turn up. His wife says he works nights a lot so she’s used to it.’

‘Does he?’

‘News to me. Nobody works nights on Major Investigations. He was lying to her. I suspect there were other women. Let’s face it, it would be in character. But the thing is, he’s not answering his phone, she says. And he didn’t turn up to work today. So I’m worried.’

Eden thought for a while. ‘Call Matilda Lewisham. Ask her if he’s been in touch with her.’

‘Why?’

‘Just do it,’ said Eden.

She ended the call, leaving him wondering what Kevin Foley was up to.
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It was the lead item on the morning news. Latest. Cop missing in search for murder millionaire. With the story being out in the media, the pressure on Wood and her team would be growing. No officers enjoyed working in the public eye.

According to the news report, two days ago at about six in the evening – the day he had come to Eden and Finn’s house – Foley had got into his car, driven way from the HQ and disappeared.

He understood now why Wood had sounded so worried. Foley’s wife had called the police headquarters the following morning – yesterday – and told them she was concerned. He was not answering his phone and there was no trace of it. By yesterday afternoon, Wood’s team had been starting to accept that something was very wrong but they had no idea where he might have headed to after work. And now he had been missing two nights.

Across the river, the village was having their annual regatta. It seemed to have been going on for days. There were cricket matches and rowing races and swimming races, races with sailing boats and boats with outboards. Watching them might be something to do. He took a couple of towels and put them in a bag, then added Finn’s drawing pad and some felt tips and then a packet of Oreos, which Eden had learned were vegan.

They caught the ferry over in light drizzle and sat together on the damp sand and watched children not much older than Finn rowing against the current around a course of buoys in the estuary.

The drizzle slowed and stopped. To Eden’s surprise, Finn recognised a boy from school and within a couple of minutes they were playing football on the beach, though Finn was not very good at it.

Eden watched, checking his phone every half hour or so to see if there was any news on Foley. There wasn’t.

Finn was standing a bit further back from the other boys. He didn’t seem to mind that he was the one who ended up fetching the ball whenever it rolled down the slope of the beach towards the water.

Pulling out Finn’s drawing pad he turned past his nephew’s cartoons to a clean page and wrote the names Brian Ogilvie, Richard Morrison, Julie Bullough in a triangle. He then added four more names: Matilda Lewisham, Freya Carter, Liam Bullough and finally, at the bottom of the page, Kevin Foley.

He pulled out Finn’s coloured pens and drew lines between the names. Blue was if they were connected by business. Blue joined Morrison to Brian Ogilvie and Julie Bullough. They had all been involved in Avosett. Red was for what was emotional links. Ogilvie had red lines stretching towards Matilda Lewisham and Freya Carter. Foley and Lewisham had a single line stretching between them as did Liam and Julie Bullough.

He messaged Freya. Can we talk?

His phone rang a minute later. ‘The one that’s missing,’ she said, ‘it’s the same bastard policeman, isn’t it?’

‘Have you spoken to Matilda recently?’

Freya sounded breathless, as if she was walking somewhere. ‘She called me just now and she was in pieces. Some woman police inspector called her last night and asked if Foley had been in touch with her. She ended up telling the inspector that Constable Foley had been calling her regularly – which he had. She asked Tilly if she wanted to make a complaint. I told her that was my fault because I told you what he’d done. She’s mad at us because she feels we forced her into talking about it when all she wants to do is forget about what happened.’

‘I’m sorry. But Foley is missing. If she knows anything, she has to tell them.’

‘Well she bloody didn’t know anything, apart from that the last time he contacted her was two days ago.’

The same day that he vanished. ‘Right.’

‘It’s OK. I know why you had to do it,’ said Freya. ‘She’s just super upset. That’s all.’ She had stopped walking now. ‘Anyway,’ she said. ‘Look. I enjoyed our meal. I just wanted to say that.’

‘Maybe we can meet some time,’ he said. ‘Without the candles.’

‘Maybe,’ she said. ‘I don’t know.’

A squall of rain arrived suddenly, sending everyone on the beach for cover. People ran with newspapers or beach towels over their heads. Eden grabbed Finn’s hand and headed for the big café on the quay at the western end of Shaldon beach, but there was already a big queue, so they retreated into the village until Finn spotted a family approaching with bags of fish and chips.

‘We could get chips for Molly,’ said Finn.

Eden had not spoken to Molly since they had slept together. She hadn’t called him either. She had told him not to be weird – but he couldn’t help thinking that it was weird. But when they reached the shop he did as Finn suggested and texted Molly. We’re at the chippy in Shaldon.

The reply came almost instantly. Haddock and chips. No vinegar. I have ketchup and mayonnaise. Door open.

The hot bag of food in his hand, Eden walked back down the tiny streets and smaller alleyways, Finn at his side, until they reached Molly’s cottage at the back of Crown Square which wasn’t really a square at all, just a patch of tarmac around which a few old cottages stood. Cars rarely made it here. The only vehicle entrance was a narrow gap between two houses.

‘Hello?’ called Eden, pushing open the stable door.

‘I’m out back!’

They found her in overalls, in a small back yard, working on an oar that had split. Her hands were pale with sawdust. She grinned at them. ‘Hello strangers.’

‘I thought you’d be up the boatyard.’

‘Yeah. I find it a little difficult to be up there on my own, if I’m honest. If there’s a job I can do down here, I’d stay at home.’ The boatyard was where her brother had died; Eden understood why she might not want to be there much.

She brought plates and they ate chips in the mess of her front room.

‘Fancy a drink?’

‘Honestly, no,’ said Eden.

Molly laughed. ‘Lightweight.’

The chips were greasy but they seemed to go down well enough, and then the sun was shining again and Finn asked, ‘Can I go back to the beach?’

‘OK. We’ll follow,’ said Molly. ‘You run along.’

‘Will he be all right?’ asked Eden.

‘’Course he will. Kids are everywhere in the village this time of year. I just wanted a word in private.’

‘Right,’ said Eden.

Molly scrunched up the last of her chips in the paper and dropped them into the bin. ‘I thought things might be awkward between us, after—’

‘No.’ Eden shook his head.

‘We were drunk. It didn’t mean anything.’

‘Yes,’ he said, trying not to look too relieved.

‘So we’re still mates, OK?’

‘Of course.’

She picked up a beach towel and her house keys. ‘Good. Actually, I enjoyed it. What I remember, leastways.’

‘Me too,’ he said. ‘I think.’ They laughed.

It was only watching her lock the door that he remembered what Liam Bullough had told him – that he had given the key to his ex-wife’s house to the copper that had come to visit him.

‘I need to be somewhere,’ he said.

‘What’s got into you?’ Molly asked as they emerged through the alleyway onto the seafront.

‘Could you do me a favour? Keep an eye on Finn for a couple of hours?’

‘Charming. How much are you going to pay me?’

‘Already have.’

‘The fish and chips or the sex?’ she asked.

Eden ran across the sand and stones to catch the ferry before the ferryman pulled up the boarding plank and headed off across the wide river. On the phone, he messaged Hannah Wood.

Might know where Foley went after work. He added a postcode. Checking the AirTag app on his phone to see where he had left his car – by the theatre – he set off running the moment the ferry docked on the other side. The rain started before he got to it, soaking through his shirt.

Once in the car, he drove as fast as he dared on the wet road, his wipers on double speed, following the map. The heavy cloud made the evening dark. He put lights on full beam. As he approached the narrow lane that led towards Julie Bullough’s house he hoped he would not meet anything big coming the other way.

And then he was there.

The metal gate into the yard in front of the house was wide open. That was odd. It had been shut last time he was here.
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Eden turned right into the entrance, rumbling over a cattle grid and parked behind a silver Ford Kuga.

The house lights were off, but the door to the white-painted wood porch was open too, just as the gate had been. Eden got out and ran for it through the rain.

‘Hello?’

He stepped into a flagstoned hallway and reached around for a switch; finding one he flicked it, but the interior remained dark. The house was unoccupied. The electricity had been disconnected long ago, he guessed.

‘Is anyone here?’

There was a car outside and the front door had been left wide open. There had to be someone in the house.

Eden stepped into the living room. Though it was still light outside, it was pitch black in the room. Eden turned on his phone torch and saw why. The windows had old-
fashioned pine shutters which were closed.

He opened up one to let the light in. Spiders’ webs clustered in the window corners. A black and red painted lady butterfly fell on the window seat, long dead.

The cushions on the Knole sofa still bore the imprint of whoever had last sat there long ago. On the coffee table there was a lone cup, long dried out, and a copy of a book called The Irish Rainforest, half read, spine cracked. Everything was covered in an even layer of dust.

More books with titles like British Woodland and Rewilding lay on a pine table in the middle of the room, along with pens and notebooks. This is where Julie Bullough had lived and worked. Eden picked up a notebook and flicked through it. Bullough’s writing was neat and small; it was the kind of notebook one kept by one’s side at meetings, or on phone calls. There were costings for fencing and models of wildlife cameras, and the occasional phone number with a name written next to it.

He noticed the table drawer was open, but he didn’t have gloves on, so he didn’t look inside.

Eden paused, thinking he had heard someone, but it was just the open front door creaking in the wind.

‘Hello?’ he called out again. He heard nothing but the wind and rain. He pulled out his phone to call Exeter HQ to ask what make Foley’s car was, but he was pretty sure it would turn out to be a Kuga. There was no signal though. Perhaps the granite walls were too thick.

Outside, something was banging. Another open door somewhere.

He left the room and walked up an elegant white staircase with a dark mahogany handrail, to the first floor.

In the dimming evening light, Julie’s bedroom looked as if she had just made the bed. On the bedside table was a framed photograph of a woman in her early forties with her arms on the shoulders of a smiling young boy. The son who now lived in Australia. The photograph would be at least fifteen years old, Eden guessed. The boy looked remarkably like Finn. A pair of slippers, by the bed; a blouse folded on the seat of a chair. It was all as she had left it on the day she had killed herself.

The windows told a different story, sills dotted with dead flies and panes crossed with cobwebs. The en-suite bathroom smelt of drains. The water in the toilet u-bend had evaporated long ago. Eden wanted to begin to go more thoroughly through bedroom drawers, open up cupboards downstairs, but that was not what he was here for.

‘Kevin? Hello?’

There were two spare bedrooms, both neat and tasteful, contemporary art on the walls. Nothing special there.

At the end of the landing was the main bathroom, giving off the same dank smell. An old-fashioned large white panelled bath stood at the far side of the room. There were still smudges of fingerprint powder on the white of the enamel and on the wooden cabinet above the sink, where, presumably, she had kept her pills.

This is where Julie Bullough had died. Maybe it was an illusion, but it felt colder than the rest of the house.

Eden returned downstairs and looked in the kitchen, at the back of the house. That’s when his skin prickled. An umbrella was lying, folded, on a large oak kitchen table. Unlike the table it lay on, there was no dust on it. Someone had been in here recently. Switching on his phone torch again, Eden squatted down and looked at the terracotta kitchen floor.

There were fresh footprints on the dust on the floor. Someone had walked into the kitchen, pausing at the table – where they had put down their umbrella, then the footsteps continued – Eden shone his torch down on the floor – towards a small square window that looked out on to the lane. What had made whoever it was go to the window?

Eden looked down again. Though the footprints were fainter by the door, they seemed to lead straight back out of the room. Eden followed them with his torch, out onto hallway flagstones.

It was impossible to make out where Foley – if it was Foley – had gone from there; Eden had walked water into the house, obliterating any evidence near the front door.

Eden retraced the intruder’s steps into the kitchen and then back to the rear window, looking out into the darkening lane. The glass was smeared by rain, but Eden could see, across the lane, the entrance to what had once been the main farmyard. That gate was open too. To the right of the gate, was the barn. The barn door swung in the wind, banging on its hinges.

Eden grabbed the umbrella and ran out of the open front door into the rain, turning left, back up to the lane and into the dark barn.

Eden switched on his phone torch again. It was a large space with a rough concrete floor. The barn was mostly empty, but at the far end sat a black piece of machinery of some kind. There was something familiar about it.

Eden looked down at the pale concrete.

‘Kevin?’

Stepping forward, Eden realised what the piece of machinery was. It was a quad bike.

He ran the rest of the way.

Kevin Foley was lying at the far wall of the barn, his back against the stone, his chest a blur of darkness, his face white. Dry blood was crusted on his trousers.

Holding his phone for light, Eden reached out and touched the side of his neck. He was cold. There were blue nitrile gloves on his hands.

Eden checked his phone. There was no signal here at all.

‘I have to go and make a call, Kev,’ he said quietly. ‘I’ll be right back.’

Hoping that it was just the thick walls of the barn that was blocking the signal, he ran out into the farmyard. Still no bars.

Swearing, he ran up the lane, eyes on his phone.

After about fifty metres, a single bar appeared. He dialled three nines and – it seemed to take a lifetime – heard a ringing tone.

Soaked through, he said ‘Police,’ when he was prompted.

He was trying to give the farm’s location when a light glared in the lane. It wasn’t the police though. Dressed in blue wet weather gear, a cyclist was powering up the hill towards him at an unlikely speed. The bicycle’s light was so bright it burned his retina. Eden stepped back to let it speed past, not slowing. The cyclist was dressed from head to foot in pale blue waterproofs, the kind a fast-food delivery driver might wear. Not that anybody had food delivered around here.

In so far as he thought about it at all, he assumed the cyclist was as keen to get out of the rain as he was. There were other things on his mind.

Call finished, Eden ran back into the barn. Kevin Foley had lain here alone and dead for two days. Eden hoped his death had been quick; if not it would have been a lonely one. The rain drummed loudly on the tin roof above them.
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‘In here,’ he shouted. The black lane outside was lit with pulsing blue.

Wood entered the barn and led Eden back out into the rain. In the glare, she looked almost as pale as Foley. By then there was no more space to park in front of the house and the lane was jammed with emergency vehicles. She beckoned Eden towards her car. She had jammed it against a hedge. She got into the driver’s seat and because there was no room to get into the passenger side, he got into the back, behind her.

‘Shotgun,’ she said.

‘Yes.’

‘What a fuck up.’ The farmhouse and the barn were a crime scene now. Her face was pale. ‘What were you doing here, Eden? Everywhere you go there’s another catastrophe.’

‘The better question right now might be to ask what was Foley doing here?’

She looked around. ‘Like we all were, Constable Foley had been searching for a murder suspect. But why here? If he suspected Richard Morrison was hiding out here, why didn’t he call it in?’

‘Richard Morrison wasn’t hiding out here,’ said Eden. ‘The place has been empty since Julie Bullough died.’

‘So what the hell was Foley doing out here?’

‘I guess, if we’re going to look at this as positively as we can, he was following up on his interview with Liam Bullough.’

She turned towards him. ‘But he didn’t log it. He should have logged it.’ She seemed to be as much in shock as Eden was.

‘Perhaps,’ suggested Eden gently, ‘you should search his pockets.’

She looked puzzled for a second, then she realised what he was saying. ‘Oh bollocks, no.’

She sat in silence staring at the rain on the windscreen. ‘Did you know what he was doing when you came up here?’

‘Not until I found him. He had the gloves on. Nobody would have known he was here. Empty house. He’d been given the key by a man who barely remembers what he has had for breakfast.’

She put her head in her hands. ‘He was robbing the place? What a piece of shit that man was. He was harassing that witness you told me about as well. I spoke to her. It turns out he was phoning her several times a day. She didn’t want to bring charges, but what a fucking monster. And now this. Taking belongings from a victim’s house because he knew it was empty. One of ours.’

‘Nobody would know. Liam Bullough wasn’t checking up on it. Quiet as anything around here. When I arrived, the front door was open. I think he’d planned to search the whole house, but from what I can figure he must have gone into the kitchen – must have seen something suspicious in the barn and then gone out to investigate.’

An officer had arrived to take the role of crime scene manager and, dressed in a day-glo waterproof jacket, was cordoning off the barn, waiting for the arrival of a forensics team. Any evidence that was outside was being washed away, down the drain. The officer worked with a kind of grim determination, winding out blue and white tape.

‘What do you think he saw?’ she asked.

‘That’s it. The place was empty, like I said. Had been for a long time. I would guess that he wasn’t the only person who knew that. Someone has been using the barn,’ said Eden. ‘Maybe he confronted them. Told them he was a police officer.’

The rain had eased a little bit. It was just a steady drizzle now. The crime scene officer crossed the road in front of the car and started tying tape to the gate posts at the front of the house. Eden’s car was within the cordon. He was going to have to find some other way home.

Eden had blood on his clothes and hands. Even diluted by the rain, it seemed to cling to him. ‘Did you see the quad bike?’ he asked.

‘What do you mean?’

‘It’s an electric quad bike. It was being stored here.’

Her eyes widened. ‘Wait? You’re thinking of what Richard Morrison said – about the man on the quad bike who tried to kill him?’

‘Doesn’t make much noise because it’s electric. That may be why he didn’t notice it until it was on him. Thing is, I’ve seen one just like it before.’

Another officer arrived, grim-faced in the headlights, and started helping the crime scene officer cordon the site.

‘Where?’

‘A lad up at Dartmeet had one. Just like this. I think the same model.’

Wood looked at him. ‘Do you have an address?’

‘He lives in a caravan.’

‘Definitely the same as this one?’

Eden considered for a second or two. ‘We’d have to be certain, though.’ He thought about the encounter he’d had with the boy called Gabriel. ‘The day I met him, I asked him about his bike and he didn’t want to talk about it. I told Neil Griffiths from the Rural Affairs unit and he reckoned whoever had it might be up to no good.’

She blew air out of her mouth and picked up the radio. ‘I’m going to need to speak to the superintendent. Maybe this is the break.’

Eden sat in the passenger seat while she spoke to her superior.

‘Driscoll knows where this guy’s got his caravan,’ she was saying. ‘Dartmeet. There’s a chance he might be there. Might be nothing, but if we go, we’re going to need firearms.’

Eden knew how this worked. An officer had been shot dead. What happened next required an operational procedure he was familiar with. Right now someone at HQ would be setting up a command structure to try to make sure that whatever happened next, it would be done by the book. It was a long shot, but things would start to happen fast now.

By his side, Wood had her notepad out and was noting down the details of the people who would be making the call on what happened next. ‘Got that,’ she said. ‘Yeah. He’s here now. Eden Driscoll. He’s living locally but used to be a DS in the Met Police’s MIT.’

The superintendent wanted Eden to run through why this guy was important. Eden told him again, about meeting Gabriel on the road at Dartmeet and the encounter afterwards.

‘I’ll be honest. He might well not have anything to do with this, sir. But an officer’s dead,’ said Eden.

The superintendent said, ‘Absolutely. I say we do this.’

Afterwards Eden looked at his own phone. There was no signal. He would have to go back up the lane to make the call.

‘I need to phone someone,’ he said.

Distracted, still in discussions with HQ, Wood nodded. Eden got out into the rain again and walked back up the lane to where he’d found the signal before.

He messaged Molly.

Bad day. I may be home later than I thought.

Molly answered, No prob x

Thanks. He hesitated over adding an ‘x’ and decided against it.

F can sleep at mine he is ok x

He stood to one side as more cars arrived. Officers were emerging from vehicles in fluorescent waterproofs that flashed with emergency lights. The whole dark valley was alive with blue and white light.

By the time he made it back to Wood’s car she was finalising details with the officer who had been appointed as Silver command. ‘I can be there in twenty,’ she was saying.

He waited until she replaced the handset in its holder. ‘I’m going to need a ride back to Teignmouth. My car’s been impounded over there.’

‘You’re not going home, Eden. You’re coming with us,’ she said. ‘You are the only one who’s seen this person. It’s a firearms operation. We have to make sure we have eyes on the right man.’

They waited in the car, raindrops sparkling with light on the windows. A forensics team arrived, pulling equipment from their boot, running to the barn. The clock on the dashboard said it was 20:17. It was going to be a long night.

‘I hated Kevin Foley,’ said Wood. ‘He questioned everything I did.’

‘I worked with men like him,’ said Eden.

‘He was a sexist, homophobic, entitled, ignorant idiot.’ She bit her lip. ‘And now someone has the job of knocking on his wife’s door and telling her that he is dead. His wife who thought the sun shone from his arse.’

The radio crackled.

‘Sending you a location. We’ll meet there at 9.30 p.m. and move when Gold gives us the go-ahead.’

Somewhere they would be giving instructions to a team of armed officers. In the lane, an officer was briefing an ambulance crew who were waiting to remove Foley’s body. Flashes of light blared from the open door of the barn. They would be taking photographs of Foley before they took away his corpse.

It was going to be a long night for everyone.

Wood put the car into reverse and began manoeuvring her way out of the chaos of vehicles.

A little way up the lane they passed a man in wet weather gear on a bike, sheltering by the side of the road. He recognised the same blue waterproofs as before. Eden wondered, just for a second, why he had stopped. Perhaps he had a flat tyre. Eden didn’t envy him if he did, on a night like this, a long way from anywhere.

They were leaving the crime scene behind, driving up onto the dark moor where the low clouds were velvet black.
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They were the second car to arrive at the car park at Dartmeet – the location where all the officers had been told to assemble. It was about a half mile away from Pixieland. Wood got out and pulled two stab vests from the boot of her car and passed one over to Eden. It had been a while since he had worn one.

‘How’s it going with your nephew?’ Wood asked.

‘There’s this guy teaching him sailing,’ said Eden. ‘Finn really talks to him. They’ve known each other a few days and they’re like besties.’

‘You sound jealous.’

‘I think I am. I wish I knew how to do that.’

Her face was lit by headlights. A marked BMW estate drove up and three officers clad in black got out, went to the rear of the car and began to prepare weapons.

The next to arrive was the superintendent Eden had talked to on the radio. He came over and shook Wood’s hand. Neither smiled. The superintendent shook his head sadly. ‘This is awful,’ he said. ‘A copper, killed like that.’

Wood nodded.

‘How are you coping?’ he asked Wood. The question sounded patronising.

He watched Hannah’s face harden. ‘Me? Fine, sir. What about you?’

The superintendent looked flummoxed for a second, then turned to Eden and said, ‘And this is Mr Driscoll?’

The superintendent moved past her to shake Eden’s hand. ‘We’re not going to take any risks,’ he said. ‘We’re going to get into position, check the bike, and then wait to see if Gold tells us to go.’ Gold was the senior officer who had final say in all operations like this. ‘You will stay back in the car, Mr Driscoll. If this man is there, all we want you to do is to confirm that the gentleman we apprehend is the same one you talked to. Understood?’

‘Yes,’ said Eden.

‘Good man.’

He walked away. ‘How are you fucking coping?’ muttered Wood. ‘Stupid prick.’

Eden laughed quietly. When the final vehicles had arrived, the superintendent gave the go-ahead to close the B-road that ran through Dartmeet. Two cars headed out, east and west, and they waited another fifteen minutes before the cars confirmed that the road was now empty.

‘OK,’ said the superintendent. ‘Let’s move.’

A convoy of the four remaining cars made its way west. They parked up across the road close to the bungalow that sold pixies. Covered by the armed police, a single officer walked quietly up the concrete lane behind the pixie shop to where the caravan stood.

Eden sat in the car with Wood. The radio finally fizzed. ‘Can confirm. Make of bike is Explorer. Colour is black.’

‘It’s the same as the one in the barn,’ confirmed Wood. ‘Same make. Same colour.’

Eden had been right – so far, anyway.

They waited for what seemed like another age before Gold gave his response. ‘Go ahead,’ the voice said simply.

‘Stay in the car,’ Wood reminded Eden, stepping out.

What happened next happened fast. Within a few seconds armed police were at the door to the caravan.

Lights blared. A man shouted, ‘Armed police! Open the door.’

Eden could hear the fist banging on the caravan door more clearly than he could see anything. His view was obscured by trees.

Again the voice shouted, ‘Armed police! Open up.’

The radio crackled again. ‘Light has come on inside the caravan.’

‘Gabriel. We are officers from the Devon and Cornwall Police. We need to speak to you. Open the door!’

‘Is he coming out?’

Another voice on the radio. ‘Give it a minute.’

From his position in the car, all Eden could see were red hatted pixies in the bungalow’s garden. Some playing musical instruments, or holding fishing rods, others standing jauntily, one hand on a knee or both on a round tummy. The paint on them shone in the car lights.

‘We are going to have to open your door if you don’t come out, Gabriel.’

After another wait, Eden made out the inspector’s voice. ‘OK. Go.’

Instantly the radio was alive with noise. Eden heard a thumping noise. Then more shouts. ‘Get down on your knees. Now. Down on your knees.’

Eden listened apprehensively for the crack of a gun, but it never came.

Then someone shouted, ‘Secure.’ And Eden was sure he wasn’t the only person to start breathing again.

But though they had detained Gabriel, it was a few minutes before Hannah Wood’s head was at the driver’s door. ‘Out you get then. Everything’s OK. Come with me.’

Eden got out and walked after her, up the slope towards the caravan. Gabriel was on his front outside the caravan, two officers holding him down. He was breathing heavily. His chin was smudged with the mud he lay in, and his hair covered in it.

‘Is that the man you saw?’ she asked. Gabriel looked up at him, eyes full of loathing.

‘Yes,’ Eden confirmed.

Others were inside going through the contents of the caravan.

Another voice came over the radio. ‘There’s a local here, guv. Says she’s a neighbour. Angry. Loud. Claims to know Gabriel Posner.’

Wood said, ‘Keep her out.’

The radio went dead for a second, then the same voice came back on. ‘She says Gabriel has mental health problems and she’s with social services. She’s being quite . . . assertive, ma’am. She says strongly she advises you to allow her through.’

‘If it’s who I think it is, I know her,’ said Eden. ‘And it’s probably a good idea to let her through.’

Bisi Smith marched up the road towards them in yellow pyjamas and wellington boots, carrying a large red umbrella. She looked furious and magnificent. The first thing she said when she saw Eden was, ‘You are a total bloody idiot, Eden Driscoll. Did you know that?’
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‘You know this woman?’ asked the superintendent. Bisi stood in the rain, pyjamas, wellingtons, umbrella, looking simultaneously ridiculous and indomitable.

‘Yes,’ answered Eden.

Bisi ignored the senior officer. ‘Tell him I need to be with Gabriel, Eden. If you’re speaking with him, it would be very, very sensible if I was there. He’s a vulnerable young man.’

‘Vulnerable in what way?’

‘He has complex mental health needs.’ She was incandescent. ‘Jesus Christ. What is this, Eden?’

‘I can’t say, Bisi. All I can say is, it’s connected to an important operation.’

‘Gabriel called me five minutes ago, utterly petrified. Said there were police outside his caravan with guns. Seriously? What the hell, Eden? Whatever you’re doing, it’s totally wrong and you’re barking up the wrong tree. Gabriel is an angel and he wouldn’t harm a mouse.’

Eden glanced at the superintendent. ‘I can explain later.’

‘I hope you bloody can,’ Bisi said. ‘Where is he?’ She marched on up the concrete track, officers following her.





Eden went back to shelter in Wood’s car, took off the stab vest and threw it in the back seat. There was water now in his shirt, in his eyes, in his shoes.

When Wood returned to the car she looked exhausted. ‘No gun. Nothing suspicious in the caravan. He claims he found the quad bike abandoned near Sharp Tor. Battery was flat. He collected it, fixed it up and kept it.’

‘Sorry.’

‘Not your fault. I had to do it. And, oh, your mouthy mate wants to talk to you.’

‘Bisi. She was Finn’s key worker when I first arrived here.’

‘Lucky Finn.’ Eden thought for a moment she was being sarcastic, but she wasn’t. ‘She’s in the Ford Focus.’ She nodded to a blue and yellow marked car that had driven up into the area where the caravan was parked.

Eden was even wetter by the time he made it into the second car. A woman officer was sitting in the driver’s seat, writing up her notes.

‘I’m sorry about your colleague,’ said Bisi. She was speaking more quietly now. ‘They told me what happened. I don’t condone what you’re doing – but at least I understand some context now. Jesus. You’re soaked.’

‘My car was impounded at the murder site. All my waterproof gear’s in there.’

‘What about you. Are you OK? Where’s Finn?’

‘Finn’s with Molly. He’s fine. How is Gabriel?’

‘He is completely wrecked.’ Bisi bit the inside of her lip. ‘As I said, Gabriel has complex mental health disorders including psychosis and anxiety. He’s a good lad, but he has persecutory delusions. He used to be a street dweller in London, a substance user, I’m sure you know how it is, but he became paranoid he was being watched by the state, that they were out to get him in some way, to kill him, to infect him with some disease, so he ran away and turned up out here, as far away from things as he could be. He’s been working hard to keep himself well.’

‘So this hasn’t been a particularly helpful episode – when the state turns up with guns outside his caravan.’

‘You can say that again.’ He liked Bisi a lot but often felt like he was sitting in the headmaster’s office when he was in her company.

‘I’m taking Gabriel back to the house when they’ve finished with him. He won’t feel safe here any more. What about you? How are you getting home?’

‘Somebody will drop me back in Teignmouth.’

‘I’d invite you to stay over too, but I shouldn’t think Gabriel wants to be in the same house as a police officer right now,’ she said, looking out of the window. The lights were on in the caravan. An officer emerged and ran to his car.

‘I’m sorry,’ Eden said again.

‘It was gangs, you know,’ Bisi said. ‘Nothing to do with Gabriel.’

‘The quad bikes?’

‘Last few years they’ve been taking whatever they want.’

Gabriel appeared at the door of the caravan. Bisi waved at him from her window.

‘You better go,’ said Bisi, opening the car door to go and fetch him. ‘Say hello to Finn from me, won’t you?’ she called.

‘It’s OK,’ said Wood when she offered to drive him back to Teignmouth. ‘I’m not going to be able to sleep, anyway.’

‘Bisi said she thought it was sheep rustlers.’

She was reversing out of the mess of police vehicles that had blocked the B-road. ‘I guess Gabriel’s lucky to have someone like that on his side.’

‘Finn was, too.’

‘She tore several strips off me – in front of the superintendent. Thanks for that.’ They drove down the empty road. ‘It figures it’s farm thieves. Like you said, the gang must have figured out the barn was empty and been storing stuff in there. There’s a generator in there too. Kevin must have disturbed them when he turned up. They’d fled by the time you arrived. We’re starting a search now but it’s dark and conditions are not exactly peachy. And if it’s a rural crime, we now have two completely separate murderers on our plate, and we’re still stumbling around in the dark ourselves.’

At around two in the morning Wood pulled up in Northumberland Place in Teignmouth. ‘Plus this is going to be all over the news tomorrow,’ she said. The story was growing, day by day. Another body linked to the enquiry was not going to help.

Eden found himself looking in at Finn’s door when he went upstairs, even though he knew his bed would be empty. Finn was sleeping over at Molly’s.

Eden stood in the bath and showered himself until the hot water ran out.

Afterwards, he could hear the rain on the roof of the small house. It didn’t stop all night. Even after he had washed, he could still smell Kevin Foley’s congealed blood.
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Finn woke him the next morning, tugging on the duvet. ‘Hello,’ he said. Eden looked at his watch. It was a little before nine. He had slept late.

Molly appeared at the door. ‘Sorry,’ she said. ‘We just rowed over. He wanted to come and see you.’

‘Did you?’

‘Yes,’ said Finn.

In boxer shorts and a T-shirt, Eden pulled back the duvet and swung his legs onto the floor. Finn threw his arms around Eden’s neck and hugged him. Surprised, Eden returned the hug and held on to the boy, listening to his chest thumping and taking in the smell of his drizzle-damp hair.

They stayed like that for a while, Molly watching them from the door.

‘What brought that on?’ he asked, curious, but Finn didn’t answer.

Downstairs in the kitchen, while he was putting on the coffee, Molly came in and said, ‘When you said “Bad day” last night, I didn’t realise how bad.’

Eden looked up, puzzled.

‘I had the radio on this morning when Finn was getting dressed. When they said there was a policeman murdered on Dartmoor last night, Finn was worried it was you.’

Eden’s heart dropped. ‘Oh, God. I didn’t think.’

‘I told him it can’t have been. He cried a little.’

Eden could hear the sound of bins being collected from the street outside the house. He had forgotten to put the rubbish out.

‘You know he is terrified of losing you, like he lost his mum?’

Eden spent a little while taking that in. ‘I should have called you last night. I’ve been kind of wrapped up in it.’

‘I know you have,’ she said and he wasn’t sure if that was a rebuke or a statement of fact. ‘I’ll finish making the coffee,’ she told him.

Eden went up to Finn’s bedroom. Finn was sitting on the bed.

Eden joined him. ‘I’m sorry I didn’t come home last night. Something pretty bad happened. I had to work late.’

‘Did the man die?’

‘Yes. He did.’

‘Did you see it?’

Eden was not prepared for the question. ‘No. He had been dead for a couple of days when I found him.’

‘Was it really horrid?’

‘It was. Yes.’

Rather stiffly, Finn put his hands around Eden again and hugged him a second time. They were still sitting there when Molly came upstairs carrying a coffee.

‘Thank you for that, Finn,’ Eden said.

‘You’re welcome,’ answered Finn.

She left them together, but a second later called up, ‘Eden. Your phone is buzzing. Want me to get it?’

The missed call was from Inspector Wood. Eden called her straight back. ‘I just wanted to make sure you’re OK,’ she said. ‘We can offer some support if you need it.’

Eden pulled a waterproof on and walked out onto the beach so he could talk out of earshot. ‘Have you heard from Kevin’s wife? How did she take it?’

‘I talked to her this morning. It was horrible. She’s completely wrecked. She says he was the most perfect man she’d ever find.’

Eden said nothing.

‘I know what he was like, Eden. You don’t have to try to be tactful with me. There was a gold watch in his pockets, a diamond ring, three necklaces and over two hundred in notes.’ That was the reason Foley hadn’t been keen to share the address of Julie Bullough’s house when he had asked, Eden realised. He had had his eyes on it for himself.

‘What are you doing with that information?’ he asked.

‘I told the super. What he chooses to do with it is his business.’

‘Any sign of whoever killed him?’

‘If they were sheep rustlers they would be practised at getting on and off the moor unseen. There are a no cameras anywhere and a lot of small lanes.’

The beaches were empty. In the village over the river they were running a rowing race. Only a few people were watching from the beach on the opposite side. Bunting hung damply over the village. There was nothing more miserable than a seaside town on a wet summer day.

‘They’re probably back up in Birmingham or wherever they came from already. Got to hope that forensics turn something up, but conditions weren’t exactly ideal. I have a question for you though. I asked it last night but I don’t think I got a proper answer from you.’

‘Why was I there?’

‘Exactly.’

‘I think that something happened at Avosett that affected her mental health.’

‘You said that already. That doesn’t explain what you were doing there.’

‘When I went to see Liam Bullough, he told me he had given a set of keys to Kevin Foley. When Foley went missing, I thought it might be worth taking a look to see if he’d been there.’

Nick was standing outside the glass door in shorts and a waterproof jacket with a small smile on his face. He gave Eden a little wave.

‘It’s funny,’ Wood was saying, ‘Kevin Foley may have been a bad one, but he agreed with me about Julie Bullough’s death. Same as you. There was a reason for it that we don’t know. That’s why I OK-ed his visit to her husband.’

Nick was inside now. Eden could see him through the glass door, kissing Molly on the cheek.

‘I’m going to go back to Julie Bullough’s house,’ said Wood. ‘To take a look. I can give you a lift so you can fetch your car. Are you busy?’

‘I can ask if my friend Molly can stay with the boy. She’s here now.’

‘I’m on my way there now. I can be there in about twenty.’

‘Fine,’ said Molly, crossing her arms over her chest, when he told her. ‘One hour. No more.’

‘I’m sorry. Do you have things to do?’

‘It’s not me you should be asking that, anyway, is it?’ She looked at Finn, who was coming down the stairs.

‘Where are you going?’ Finn asked Eden warily.
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Grey cloud settled on the moor. The rain had started coming down again. The road to the house was still closed off. A solitary officer at the roadblock took their names, then waved Wood through.

When they reached the house, Eden’s car was there where he had left it, in front of Julie Bullough’s house.

‘Thanks,’ he said.

‘You were here when it was getting dark, weren’t you? Would you mind coming to have a proper look at the house in the daylight with me?’

‘I should be heading back,’ he said. ‘My boy.’

‘Fifteen more minutes.’ She smiled at him. ‘I could do with another pair of eyes.’

‘I’m forgiven then?’

‘Not entirely, but.’ Opening the car door, she got out and walked back to the boot. ‘I’ve got some coveralls here.’

‘OK.’

When he joined her at the rear of the car, she had already taken her shoes off and was stepping into one of the white protective suits as quickly as she could to stop herself getting wet. When they were both ready he walked to the porch with her, pausing to slip shoe covers over his trainers before putting on the gloves. It all felt familiar and oddly comfortable. He knew this role.

‘What are you looking for?’ he asked.

‘It’s what you were saying. You suspect something went on between Julie Bullough and Richard Morrison. It may not even be relevant, but we won’t know until we do the digging.’

They stepped into the hallway of the empty house. The dust on the floor had been disturbed by many more footsteps than it had been when he had been here last night.

She walked into the living room and straight up to the writing desk, picking up another photo of Julie and her boy. ‘I just can’t imagine being a parent,’ she said.

He joined her. In the photo, Julie and her son looked happy. They were standing together on a beach somewhere hot. It looked Mediterranean and familiar.

‘Are you going to do it?’ answered Eden. ‘Be a parent?’

She put the photo down and began rummaging through the desk. ‘I don’t think my wife will ever forgive me if we don’t. The whole thing scares the hell out of me.’

‘Same,’ said Eden. He moved to the other side of the room and began examining the bookshelves, while Wood leafed through letters in the desk.

‘Anything there?’ he asked.

‘Mostly bills, stuff about her pension, nothing special.’

Eden was looking through leaflets tucked in amongst books. Talks in Totnes about health and wellbeing.

‘She says she wants to do it before she gets too old,’ said Wood.

‘And of all people, you’re coming to me for advice?’

Wood laughed.

‘From what I’ve learned, if a woman wants to become pregnant, they usually find a way,’ he said. ‘I don’t really know how that works in your case.’

Again, another laugh. ‘Yeah. Well. There are ways. And no. I’m offering you a job still, but not that one.’

Eden laughed too. He abandoned the bookshelves and looked around for what to tackle next. An iPad lay on the floor, plugged into a dead wall socket. He opened it but the screen was dark and there was no charge in it. Even if there was, he’d need a PIN number or a password.

‘Maybe it is that I’ve got too much on at the moment, with this new job,’ she said. ‘It’s a lot. I want to show that I can do it better than they think I can.’

‘I don’t even have a job and I’m barely keeping up.’

She turned around and gave him a tired smile. ‘I mean it, you know. There’s still a job going if you want it. We do have an unexpected vacancy.’

‘Dark,’ said Eden.

‘I know.’ She put down the pile of letters. ‘The problem is, I don’t know what we’re actually looking for here. Shall we take a look upstairs?’

She went into the main bedroom. Eden followed her and started looking in the other rooms. In the spare bedroom there was a shelf of books that Finn would probably like to read. Boy’s books. Above the bed, a picture of a youth football team – muddy teenagers, grinning, a coach sitting on the ground in front of them.

He joined Wood in the main bedroom. She was holding the same picture of Julie Bullough and her son that Eden had looked at last night, the one on the bedside table. ‘Sweet looking boy,’ said Wood. ‘Apparently nobody knows where he is.’

And it was only then that Eden thought of the man outside the glass beach door earlier that morning with the same small smile on his face. He grabbed the photograph off Wood, but even then, staring at the photograph, he couldn’t be sure. The shape of a boy’s face changed so much in adolescence – but there was something about the curve of the boy’s mouth.

‘What’s wrong?’ asked Wood.

‘What other names did Julie Bullough use?’

‘I can find out when I get back to the office, if you like.’

Eden felt suddenly cold; a tightening of the chest. ‘Can we find out quicker than that?’

Frowning, Wood tried her phone.

‘Try in the lane,’ pleaded Eden. ‘There’s no signal in the house.’

‘What’s wrong?’

‘Please. Just do it.’
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Eden followed Wood’s car, speeding back to Teignmouth in the rain, she with the blue light on – he sticking close behind.

‘Julie Bullough’s first husband’s name was Jones. Before they divorced she was Julie Jones. Divorced in 2005.’

Eden had already checked Nick’s name on his DBS certificate. The name on it had been Nicholas Jones. Julie Bullough’s son wasn’t away in Australia. He was right here in Teignmouth.

A family member had been contesting Liam Bullough’s right to act as administrator for the estate. It had to be Nick. If Julie Bullough had killed herself because of a dispute at Avosett, that could be a motive for her son to have burned down Morrison’s house.

They roared down country lanes and onto the dual carriageway, vehicles moving to one side as Wood approached, then peeled off onto smaller roads, getting caught behind traffic. The last few miles into Teignmouth felt achingly slow before Wood finally pulled up at the back street behind the house, her lights still flashing.

Molly was inside sitting by the open beach door, smoking something.

‘Where’s Finn?’ demanded Eden.

‘What’s wrong?’ Molly dropped the butt out onto the beach and looked at both of their faces. ‘Who’s this?’

‘Where is Finn?’ asked Eden again.

‘Out sailing,’ she said. ‘With Nick. They went out about thirty minutes ago. What’s up with you?’

Eden strode past her, through the house and onto the beach. ‘What boat is he in? What colour sail?’

‘Nick borrowed an Enterprise. Why? What’s going on?’

Eden scanned the water. There was a stiff breeze. There were a lot of sailors taking advantage of the wind and tide. There seemed to be a sailing race going on – something to do with Shaldon Regatta, Eden guessed.

Molly joined him and Wood outside at the top of the beach. ‘I can’t see him,’ she said.

Eden pushed past her, back inside, and picked up a pair of old binoculars that his sister had kept on a hook by the door and scanned the water.

‘Is she another copper?’ demanded Molly, pointing at Wood.

‘Why did Finn go out with him?’ Eden asked her. ‘We hadn’t booked anything.’

‘Nick said he had a couple of cancellations because of the rain and asked whether Finn wanted to go out. No charge.’

‘And you let him?’

‘Don’t be like that,’ Molly countered. ‘You asked me to look after him. Will you tell me what’s the problem?’

They were both scanning the water trying to make out through the drizzle which boat Finn was in.

A white-hulled boat with a blue sail was travelling fast towards them out of the mess of dinghies in the race, heading into the north wind close-hauled, waves splashing over the bow and into the boat.

‘That’s it. There.’ Molly pointed towards it.

Eden waved but they didn’t seem to see him. The boat turned into the wind and the sail flapped for a second, then filled as they made the next tack.

‘Bring him in,’ shouted Eden across the water. But they were much too far away – there would have been too much noise from the rush of water on the hull. When they were past the New Quay they bore away, heading up towards the bridge.

Eden raised the binoculars and watched as they carried on up the channel past them and towards the docks where two coasters were waiting for their load. As they hit a wave, spray soared up, splashing the sails. It didn’t look safe to Eden, a young boy out there in these kinds of conditions.

Wood was on the phone. ‘Urgent assistance,’ she was saying.

Eden lowered the binoculars. ‘What are you doing?’

‘How long have you known this man?’ she demanded.

‘Just a few days,’ answered Eden, ‘but I think he has been hanging out here to try and get information on the murder case.’

‘Potential suspect in Ogilvie murder case,’ she was saying into the phone. ‘Name, Nick Jones. Also suspect in the murder of police officer Kevin Foley and the assault on his stepfather, Liam Bullough.’

Eden followed her logic. Foley had been killed in a house belonging to Nick’s mother. Perhaps the assumption that it had been sheep thieves was wrong.

‘Are you calling backup?’ he asked. ‘My nephew is in that boat with him. Let him come in by himself. Nick Jones doesn’t yet know we know who he is.’

‘He’s a murder suspect. You know I’ve no choice. I’m just getting eyes in place around the estuary,’ Wood said. She was talking to other officers on her phone now.

‘What in Jesus’s fuck are you talking about?’ Molly was standing behind them, listening to everything they were saying. ‘That is Nick. My friend. Nick is a murder suspect?’

‘When did you first meet Nick?’ Eden turned towards her.

‘Maybe a month ago. He turned up at the boatyard asking if I knew of any work. He’s a qualified watersports instructor. I told him they were always looking for people at that place near you. What is this about? Is he in trouble?’

‘Was it your idea or his that he should teach Finn sailing?’

‘Mine. I mean. Wait. He asked me if I knew of any kids who might want to sail . . . I suppose he’d seen me with Finn a couple of times though. I thought he was just drumming up trade.’

The Watersports Centre was just a little further down the quay from The Ship. It could have been Nick that Morrison spotted through the window. That could have been the reason he had disappeared.

The boat seemed to be sailing forever. It tacked back and forth, then cut back towards the far side before repeating the pattern. Trying to keep his eyes on them, Eden noticed a marked police car with blue lights on that was already racing south across Shaldon bridge. Eden hoped Nick had not noticed it.

‘Is that one of yours?’ he asked Wood, but she was still busy on the phone, giving orders. He turned back to Molly. ‘Did he know that Richard Morrison had been to see me to ask for my help?’

‘Yeah, well I may have mentioned it, Eden,’ Molly said. ‘Why shouldn’t I?’

‘And he told you that he had lost his mother? Did he tell you how?’

‘He said she had died a couple of years ago, and my heart went out to him.’

‘Did he say how she died?’

She shook her head. Molly was the kind of woman who lost her heart to a wounded dog. Nick had won Molly’s trust and used her to deliberately insert himself into her relationship with Eden and Finn.

‘What’s going on?’

‘It looks like Nick’s mother killed herself after a dispute with Richard Morrison over how her land was going to be used. He may have a grudge against him.’

Molly’s eyes were huge. ‘Oh!’ She looked back over the water.
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Blue lights had appeared now at the Shaldon side of the river. A police car had parked by the ferry shelter at the top of the beach.

‘Get them to turn their lights off,’ Eden begged Wood, trying to interrupt her as she issued instructions. If Nick knew he was cornered, Finn would be in greater 
danger.

Eden watched the boat approaching the bridge, then tacking in towards the Teignmouth side to change direction, about a quarter of a mile away from where they were standing on the back beach.

The boat seemed to halt in the water, sail flapping, then it turned again and, more tentatively now, made its way back up towards the moored coasters.

‘Is he coming in?’

But the dinghy was slowing as it approached Teignmouth docks. Eden raised his binoculars again. Nick was at the tiller; Finn leaning against the gunwale. Instead of approaching, Nick turned the boat into the wind again and luffed, looking around.

Eden noticed there was a second police car now. It stopped on the bridge, lights on, flashes of blue catching the rain as it fell around it. ‘He’s spotted the cars,’ he said.

‘I told them to kill the lights,’ Wood answered. If she had, the message had not got through.

‘There’s another cop car at Polly’s Steps too,’ said Molly, pointing past the docks to the public jetty beyond where the ships tied up. One car on the Shaldon side, one on the bridge, one just past the docks and Wood here on the beach at Teignmouth. It was a huge stretch of open water and impossible to get a car to every point where Nick could land. There was too much waterfront.

The boat seemed to be almost stationary in the middle of the estuary, adding a little wind to the sails whenever it had dropped too far back, then luffing again. Nick was looking around, working out what was going on.

His hesitation looked like an admission of guilt.

‘Shit,’ muttered Wood. ‘Shit shit shit. Can we get a boat?’

‘How long does it take to scramble the lifeboat?’ Eden asked Molly.

Eden lived close to the lifeboat shelter. Molly was one of the volunteers who would sometimes race to the big old granite shelter, launching the big orange speedboat on the beach nearby.

‘Twenty minutes on a good day,’ said Molly. ‘I could take my dinghy out but it’s not going to match them for speed. Get on to the harbourmaster. He’s got a launch.’

Everything was happening too fast. Nick was surveying the whole estuary now, turning his head slowly, as if weighing his options.

The river had two deep channels, one running the length of the Shaldon side, the other running along past the docks. Again the dinghy was dropping back, pushed towards the shallower centre of the estuary by the wind. Behind him, the long bridge that crossed the river was too low to get a mast under. If he was going to bring the boat in, it had to be somewhere in this big circle of water that lay between Shaldon and Teignmouth.

‘We need people on every bit of the shore,’ Wood was saying into her phone. ‘He’s got to come in somewhere.’

The parked police car had slowed traffic crossing the bridge. A queue of vehicles was building up on either side of it. Eden was scanning the river, heart hammering. If Nick knew what was going on, what did Finn know? How scared was he?

The boat was now dead centre in the big pool of water, about halfway between Teignmouth and Shaldon. Nick stood up in the boat.

‘What’s he doing?’

Molly seemed puzzled too. ‘Give me the binoculars,’ she said. Eden passed them across to her. ‘Your boy has the tiller now. Eden is adjusting the sail. No, he’s lowering it. Hold on, no, just reefing it.’

‘What’s he doing?’ DI Wood demanded.

‘I don’t know,’ answered Molly.

The mainsail certainly looked smaller when he’d finished. By now they had begun to fall back slowly over towards the packed moorings on the Shaldon side, where a mix of pleasure cruisers, fishing boats and yachts were moored in the deeper water.

And then Nick was back at the tiller again and the boat was moving forwards again, slowly inching deeper into the dense moorings on the very far side of the estuary. If the anchored boats were facing upriver, Eden had learned it meant the tide was going out now, sucking water out of the mouth of the river. The flow would be pulling the dinghy along with it.

‘What the hell?’ Molly wondered out loud.

A fourth police car was crossing the bridge now, this one approaching from the far side. It paused in the middle, next to the other parked car.

‘Where’s Nick?’ said Molly.

‘What?’

‘I can’t see him. He’s gone.’

‘What do you mean?’

Molly was holding the binoculars and staring across the water. ‘I can see Finn at the tiller now but I can’t see Nick.’

The dinghy had turned, was picking up speed, heading downriver, drifting with the outgoing tide. Eden grabbed the glasses off her and refocused them.

Finn was alone in the boat, clutching the tiller.

‘I can’t see Nick,’ said Eden. ‘Just Finn.’

‘That’s right,’ said Molly.

On the Shaldon side, the river was thick with moored cruisers and yachts, all of them much bigger than the dinghy Finn was in. Eden watched terrified as Finn, all alone in the dinghy, dodged one, careened side-on into the next, causing the boat to rock sideways before it picked up speed again 
in the rush of the tide. Whacking bow first into a white speedboat, the sail shuddered. Eden was sure the boat would sink or capsize, but instead, it gathered pace again.

And then, to Eden’s amazement, Finn calmly steered the boat right, towards the crowded beach, letting go of the sail seconds before he crunched the boat into the sand. After the previous chaos, the manoeuvre was executed with a kind of panache and confidence that made Eden think, whoever he was, Nick had taught Finn well.

Two uniformed officers were running down the beach towards the boy and pulling him from the dinghy, looking left and right. But Nick was nowhere to be seen.


OceanofPDF.com



Fifty-Two

It was Molly who said it: ‘He must have jumped from the boat up by the bridge.’

DI Wood asked, ‘Where does Nick live, Molly?’

Molly was angry. ‘He used me. He deceived me.’

‘Do you have an address for him, Molly?’

‘He kips in the Watersports Centre.’

‘Does he have a car?’

‘I don’t think he’s even got a bike, to be honest.’

A police car arrived two minutes later with Finn in it. He was wearing a wetsuit and was wrapped in borrowed beach towels, soaked and shivering, tears mixing with the water running down his face.

Eden grabbed him from the back seat, holding him tightly. ‘You’re OK now.’

‘He told me it was a test.’ Finn sniffled. ‘I had to sail on my own.’

‘Must have been scary.’

Finn nodded. ‘A little.’

‘You did amazingly,’ said Eden.

‘Born sailor,’ agreed Molly.

But that didn’t stop him crying.

Eden took him upstairs to the bathroom and ran a hot bath, unzipping the damp wetsuit. ‘I’m here now. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have let you go out with Nick.’

Eden tugged one foot out of the neoprene, then the next, Finn leaning on him as he did so.

‘It’s OK.’ Finn got into the bath. ‘Just when I landed on the beach everyone ran at me and I was scared I’d done something wrong.’ Against the white enamel, his skinny legs that had been pale at the start of the summer were a deep brown now.

‘You’ve done nothing wrong, Finn. Nothing at all.’

‘And then they were shouting at me, asking me where Nick had gone.’ He lowered himself slowly into the hot bath.

‘I’m sorry, Finn. They shouldn’t have shouted at you. They just needed to know where Nick had gone.’

‘Why?’

Eden filled the plastic mug they kept in the bath and poured it over Finn’s shoulders. ‘It’s possible he might have done something bad.’

Finn looked like he was going to cry again. ‘How bad?’

‘Quite bad,’ answered Eden.

Finn wiped his eyes with the forearm of his right hand. ‘You said he might have. So he might not have?’

Eden let that one go. He poured another cup of warm water over him. ‘When you were out in the boat with Nick, was he asking you questions?’ he asked Finn.

‘Yes. About what you did.’

‘OK.’

‘Was I not supposed to say?’ Snot bubbled from his nose.

‘You didn’t do anything wrong, Finn, I promise you.’

Eden could hear DI Wood giving orders to someone on the phone downstairs. ‘We need all the officers we can get.’ She was giving out Eden’s address to them.

‘Did he ever tell you about himself?’ Eden asked Finn.

Finn shook his head. ‘He asked about Mum. He liked it when I talked about her. He doesn’t have a mum either. He said his mum would have liked my mum, if they’d not both been dead.’

‘He talked about her?’

Finn nodded. ‘He said we were both the same. Both of us. We were like brothers, because someone killed his mum too.’

‘That’s what he said? Someone killed her?’

Finn nodded.

‘I need to ask you this, Finn. Did he say who he thought killed his mother?’

This time Finn shook his head. Eden heard the sound of a helicopter overhead.

‘Hot chocolate when you’re out and dry?’

‘Nice,’ said Finn quietly.

When Eden returned downstairs, Hannah Wood was still there, sitting at the dining table with officers marching in and out. Without asking, Wood had effectively turned Finn’s house into an incident room.

There was no sign of Nick Jones.

If Nick had somehow swum to the shore, unseen, the rain would have covered any footprints he would have left. The harbourmaster’s boat had been commandeered and was taking officers to search every one of the boats that crowded the channels that ran on both sides of the estuary in case he had taken refuge in one of them. The helicopter was scanning the scene from above.

DI Hannah Wood was watching everything from Eden’s back door, biting the inside of her cheek. ‘I was on the wrong track,’ she told Eden. ‘All the time this guy was right here, under our noses.’

‘But if it was Nick, how did he know that Morrison was staying at Stoke Fleming? Morrison kept the address of the bungalow at Stoke Fleming secret.’

‘Could Nick have found out from you? Was that why he had been hanging around here?’

Eden realised with a lurch that he had left Finn’s drawing pad on the wall outside the pub when Molly had fallen off the wall. It seemed unlikely that Nick had somehow discovered it there – but it wasn’t impossible. He worked in an old warehouse that was right next to the pub. Could he have found it? If so, it was his fault that Ogilvie was dead. ‘I don’t know what Nick knew and what he didn’t. I think he may have been hanging out here to try and find out what I knew.’

‘He ran, Eden. He saw the police and he ran.’

Molly emerged down the narrow staircase, leading Finn, a towel dressed around him. She looked fierce. ‘Why are all these people still in the house, Eden? Finn needs a bit of quiet. Out,’ she said. ‘The lot of you.’

And to Eden’s surprise, they did as Molly demanded.

When Finn was dry and dressed, Molly popped out and returned with a bottle of wine and a game of Cluedo she had picked up in a charity shop to try and lighten the mood. ‘Real detective work,’ said Molly. ‘Talking of which the town is still crawling with plod. I guess they haven’t found him yet.’

While she was setting it up, Eden called Bisi. ‘How is Gabriel doing?’

‘He’s going to stay here for a couple of days while he looks for somewhere else to live. He doesn’t feel safe in the caravan any longer. Shit, as they so often say, happens. Have they found out who murdered your colleague?’

Eden thought it best not to say that Hannah Wood had a suspect in mind. ‘Not yet.’

Molly had laid out the board and was opening wine.

‘I’ll be the yellow one,’ said Finn.

‘Colonel Mustard. Excellent choice.’ Molly handed Eden the blue piece. ‘You can be Mrs Peacock, Eden.’

‘Is that Finn I can hear?’ asked Bisi. ‘Tell him I love him. You can never say it enough, you know?’

Eden himself wasn’t really in the mood for board games. He looked at his cards distractedly.

‘Come on, Eden. Green, dagger, kitchen. You must have one of them.’

He checked his cards again. Molly was right. He had the kitchen. He showed it to her.

‘Thank you,’ she said, ostentatiously hiding her score sheet and scribbling with her pencil. Though he had never played it before, Finn was good at Cluedo. On the second game, he correctly guessed, ‘Mrs White in the conservatory with the gun.’

Eden began to relax a little. After the horror of the afternoon it felt curiously wholesome, Eden decided after his second glass of Molly’s wine.

‘I should probably go out and get another,’ he said, when the first bottle was empty.

On Bank Street a pair of police officers, looking miserable in the rain, looked him up and down. ‘Excuse me, sir,’ the woman said. ‘We’re looking for a man called Nick Jones.’ Her partner held up a damp piece of paper with an image on it.

‘Sorry, no,’ said Eden. ‘No sign of him, then?’

The officers were tight-lipped. ‘There’s no reason to be concerned,’ they said, though that wasn’t remotely true. Nick Jones was a man suspected of two murders. If they were still searching the town, it meant they had no idea of where he might have disappeared to. In the supermarket he saw the headline in the local paper. HERO COP SLAUGHTERED AT DARTMOOR FARM.

Back in the house, Eden opened the bottle. ‘Do you think you could teach me sailing?’

‘You?’ She began giggling.

‘Don’t be like that. I’m serious.’

She wrinkled her nose. ‘Finn could probably teach you a thing or two, though.’

‘I want to go sailing with Finn,’ said Eden. ‘I think it would be good. The two of us. He wants to learn. Maybe I should learn with him. What do you say, Finn?’

‘Yes,’ said Finn. ‘You should learn.’

‘But you hate sailing.’

Eden, who was a bit drunk, laughed. ‘I can change.’

‘You? City boy?’

‘I wasn’t always like this, you know.’

They had another game and then Eden told Finn it was time for bed. He picked up the book. He had not been making good progress with it at all.

‘Why don’t you tell me one of your real stories?’ asked Finn.

‘Really?’

‘You haven’t told me one for ages.’

‘OK.’

Eden sat on the bed for a long while, considering what to tell him. In the end he said, ‘You know I said you shouldn’t give your money to beggars?’

Finn nodded.

‘I was a street beggar once,’ he said. ‘In London.’

Finn sat up, suddenly awake. ‘You?’
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Eden began to tell him the story about how he had met a young Irish woman sitting on the pavement outside a newsagent on Spring Gardens and she had taught him how to beg.

Finn propped himself up a little higher in his bed, eyes big.

He told him all about Rochelle, and how she had shown him the best places to beg, where you weren’t going to get moved on too quickly, about how to make eye contact with the pedestrians, about how to always have a hard-luck story ready to tell anyone. And he told him how he had gone to sleep at night on a damp mattress in the abandoned basement of a shop close to Paddington Station.

‘I thought Rochelle was nice. At the time she reminded me a little of my sister.’

‘My mum.’

‘She was funny. Rochelle was funny too. And cheeky. And she had run away from home too, like me. Run away from her father.’

‘Why?’

Eden wondered if this was too much for a nine-year-old boy, but the alcohol had relaxed him, and he continued. ‘She told me she got pregnant when she was a young girl. She ran away to come here to have a thing called a termination. It’s when you don’t want to have the baby. Her parents were very religious people. They didn’t like her doing that, so afterwards, she didn’t want to go home.’

‘That’s sad,’ said Finn.

‘Yes, it was. So there she was living rough. And a lot of people living rough end up with an addiction. Or maybe she had the addiction first, I don’t really know. And that’s why she needed money. Because she was an addict.’

‘And you were helping her.’

‘I was young. And I suppose I looked innocent and people found it easier to give me money because of that. It’s like I was using a story to steal money. I’m not very proud of it. But I earned a lot of it. I liked Rochelle, but really, she was using me. The more I earned, the more desperate she got for me to earn more.’

‘Why?’

‘Because she was a heroin addict. That’s what it’s like. It takes over your life. You have to understand how lonely I was then. She befriended me, but I think it was because I could give her money to feed her illness.’

‘What happened to her?’

It had been a mistake to tell this particular story, Eden realised. ‘Rochelle? Oh, she’s fine,’ he said. ‘She sorted herself out. She’s living in Ireland now, I think. A nice cottage somewhere. It’s what she always wanted. A place of her own.’

‘Can we go and see her one day?’

He could still hear the helicopter in the sky above. ‘Maybe,’ said Eden.

When he went back downstairs, Molly was standing at the back door smoking a roll-up. She had left the door wide open. ‘Raining again.’ She waved her hand around to dispel the smoke.

‘Sorry,’ she said.

‘It stinks.’

‘I bet you tick the non-smoker bit on your Tinder.’

‘I’m more of a Bumble man myself.’

She laughed. ‘It’ll be good, you sailing with Finn. He’ll like that. You used to sail as a boy, didn’t you?’

‘That was years ago, on a yacht. It’s different in dinghies.’

‘You’ll be fine,’ she said.

They got a little drunker. Eden fell into silence while Molly chattered on. Despite the banter, the dark mood settled on him again. Nick had used them all. He had deliberately befriended Finn to try and get close to him, to fish for information about Richard Morrison and Brian Ogilvie, just as Rochelle had to get money.

‘You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?’ Molly said.

‘Yes, I am. I was supposed to be protecting Finn and I messed up.’

‘One thing has been bugging me,’ she said. ‘Did Nick lie about everything?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘When Nick said his mother was dead, was that just a ploy to get close to Finn? Because if it is, I’ll kill him next time I see him.’

‘That bit is true. She was found dead in the bath. They think it was suicide.’ But Nick clearly didn’t believe 
that.

Molly groaned. ‘Oh God. That was her? I remember it in the local news. She had taken her dog to a neighbour only the neighbours were away, and the dog had been tied up for a couple of days before they found it.’

‘That was her, yes.’

‘Nick said it was murder,’ said Molly. ‘That’s what he told Finn.’

Two days, thought Eden. She had been lying in water for two days. The forensics team would have hated that. It would be enough to make it much harder to determine any cause of death with one hundred per cent accuracy.

Molly sighed. ‘Did you fix the blow-up mattress?’

‘No,’ said Eden.

She looked at her watch. ‘I better catch a cab then, shouldn’t I?’

And this time she did.

Eden was woken by a call from Neil Griffiths.

‘You OK?’ Griffiths asked. ‘Only I heard it was you found our man dead. Constable Kevin Foley.’

‘That’s right.’

‘Bastards,’ said Griffiths. ‘It’s always the good ones, isn’t it?’

Eden held his tongue.

Griffiths spoke in a gruff, low voice. ‘Just wanted to let you know. Everyone’s taking this personal.’

‘I’m sure.’

‘Just wanted to keep you updated, because I know that you’re on the outside. But it’s hard for you too. Know what I find interesting? Nobody’s reported any rustling over the last couple of days. May just be a coincidence, but I’d say whoever was responsible for killing the poor bastard is keeping his head down.’

‘It doesn’t look good to attract too much attention to yourselves, I guess.’

‘Right. Interesting few leads though. Just wanted to let you know that we’re doing everything we can. We’ll catch the fucker. Promise you.’

Eden checked the time on his phone. It was eight fifteen. He heard Finn going to the toilet. ‘Thanks, Neil,’ he said. ‘I really appreciate it.’

Wood was back after breakfast, holding an umbrella in the drizzle.

‘You still haven’t found Nick?’ Eden asked.

Dumping her shoulder bag on the dining table, she shook her head and sat down on one of the chairs. ‘I was hoping you had heard something. Nick Jones has been living in the UK for the last year and we never knew.’

‘So he came here after his mother died?’

‘Right. Presumably he blamed Morrison or Ogilvie for her death.’

Eden thought of his conversation last night. ‘What if her death was murder?’

Wood blinked. ‘According to the coroner, she left a suicide note.’

‘What did it say?’

‘Why?’

‘Because if her death wasn’t suicide, some of this would start to make more sense. Why is Morrison still 
hiding?’

Wood looked at Eden thoughtfully. ‘That assumes he’s still alive. I don’t think he is. I think we’re looking at a multiple murder investigation now. He hasn’t used his phone or his bank accounts. Nobody’s used the key code to his house. And I think it’s pretty conclusive that you haven’t heard from him in days now, either. If it was ever him.’

‘No. Not since I went to London.’

‘The point is, we have our suspect now,’ said Wood. ‘Motive and opportunity.’

‘Right.’

She ran her hand through her hair. ‘I wasn’t going to tell you this, but something else odd came up. It’s the weirdest thing. When we interviewed Joel Schneider – the clarinet player Morrison went out with before Dev Anand – he said something very strange. I can’t make sense of it.’

‘Strange as in . . .?’

‘Joel Schneider said he stole forty thousand pounds from Richard Morrison.’

Eden felt a prickle on the back of his neck. ‘What? That is what Dev Anand told me.’

‘Exactly. Joel Schneider told us exactly the same story. That he had been sure that Morrison was going to dump him, and so he started stealing money from his account.’

Eden’s head was buzzing. ‘They can’t both be true.’

‘Exactly,’ said Wood. ‘That would be absurd, wouldn’t it? Can you make any sense of it?’

‘None.’

There was a long pause.

‘Two men, both stealing off him, in exactly the same way. That’s just weird that they would both tell us the same story,’ said Hannah. ‘Anyway. That’s been bugging me. But I’m not sure it’s even relevant.’

She took a breath.

‘That’s not really why I came. I like to talk to you about this stuff. I think we work well together. But . . .’

‘But,’ he said.

‘I know you have been closely involved in this investigation. Not always officially. But I need you to keep your distance from me now. You understand why. You knew the suspect well. If you hear anything that would help us know where he is, obviously we’d like to know, but otherwise . . . It’s more important than ever you stay away.’

It had never been appropriate for him to interfere, but now it would jeopardise the case if they caught him. He had known the suspect.

‘Leave things to us now, OK? Thank you for everything. I really appreciate it. And when all this is done, we should talk. About something more permanent.’

He nodded.

‘But until then, I don’t want to hear a thing from you.’

‘Right.’

‘I better go then,’ she said.

‘How are things going with your wife?’ Eden asked her as she stood by the kitchen door on her way out.

‘Kick a girl while she’s down, won’t you? She’s booked an appointment with a fertility clinic to discuss options. We’re going along next week.’

Just then Molly banged through the beach door in rowing gear, calling out Eden’s name, marched straight into the kitchen, took one look at DI Wood and said, to her face, ‘Bloody her again? Mind if I use your shower?’

Molly often barged in to use the shower after rowing.

‘I better go,’ said Wood.

‘Bye bye.’ Molly answered in a sarcy, sing-song voice, stepping forward to close the door behind her.
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‘Rude,’ said Eden, when DI Hannah Wood had gone.

‘The point is,’ said Molly, ‘this is Finn’s house. You shouldn’t be letting the police think it’s an office.’

‘But it’s fine for you to think it’s your house?’ said Eden.

‘Correct.’ It was Saturday morning and the weather was still cold and grey. ‘I was just meaning to ask, have you spoken to Freya since the dinner party?’

‘Dinner party. Is that what it was?’

‘Yes. It was a dinner party.’

‘We spoke two days ago. She’s been meeting with the young woman who her husband left her for. Apparently Brian’s ex-lover is in a mess. Freya felt sorry for her.’

‘She’s a better woman than I am,’ said Molly.

‘Almost certainly.’

She leaned past him to put the kettle on and called, ‘So all you’ve talked about to her is stuff that relates to her dead husband?’

‘Pretty much.’

‘I don’t know why I bothered. I thought you liked her.’

‘Very much, as it happens. But she says she’s not got over her husband leaving her. She doesn’t trust men.’

‘Who does?’ scoffed Molly. ‘We love them but we never actually trust them.’

‘You can see her point, though.’

‘I wish you’d stop fannying about, Eden,’ she grumbled. ‘Stop pretending you’re one of those guys who doesn’t form emotional attachments.’

‘Wow. Where’s this coming from at ten o’clock on a Saturday morning?’

She blew through her lips. ‘I’m hormonal. I’ve been all over the place these last few days. Don’t know why. Tea or coffee?’

‘Coffee.’

‘Just be kind,’ said Molly. ‘She’s upset and grieving. Call her up. Tell her something nice. And don’t make it all about Richard bloody Morrison.’

Finn emerged at the bottom of the stairs. ‘You’ve been writing in my drawing book again!’ he said indignantly.

‘Don’t I get a hug?’ demanded Molly.

Finn showed Eden his pad, and in it, the diagram Eden had made.

‘I’m sorry. If I take it out carefully, you’ll never know it was in there.’

‘Yes, I will,’ said Finn.

Eden got a pair of scissors from the kitchen and cut it out as close to the staples as he could. ‘There.’ He handed the book back to Finn.

Finn looked at his drawing book critically but seemed to accept that Eden had done his best to make up for his vandalism. Eden took the coffee Molly had made him and stared at the paper: the names Brian Ogilvie, Richard Morrison, Julie Bullough, written in a triangle, with the other names surrounding them. Standing at the glass door, he stared at it for a long time until Molly said, ‘I made you coffee and you haven’t touched it. Do you want me to heat it up?’

Looking down at the dining table where he had left it, he saw he had let it go cold.

‘I’ve got to call Freya,’ he said, still staring at the paper.

‘That’s good,’ she said, frowning at him. ‘Excellent, in fact.’

The weather finally cleared for a few hours. The sun came out and the air was thick and warm. Inside, Eden was itching and impatient. He was not used to not being involved in an investigation he knew so much about.

‘Let’s go and get an ice cream,’ he suggested to Finn, taking his waterproof from the hook.

So they did.

On this Bank Holiday weekend, there was a funfair on The Den, the green between the old crescent of houses and the sea wall. Finn wanted to take a look so they went in the Fun House, where the floor moved and wobbled, which Finn enjoyed, then on to the bumper cars.

They shared a car. The first time Finn took the wheel while Eden operated the pedal. He insisted they go again, so Eden gave the man more tokens and this time Finn took over both accelerator and steering wheel, giggling like a baby each time they collided.

‘Can I go on that one?’ the boy asked, as soon as the klaxon sounded and the car came to a stop. He was pointing to a ride called Night Fever. It was a waltzer.

‘Last ride, OK?’

‘Maybe.’ He grinned.

At first Eden thought the waltzer wasn’t as bad as he remembered it from when he went on them as a teenager in London. Then it began to speed up and the seats began to spin around faster. Finn was holding his arm, digging his finger in hard, his face pale, like he was about to vomit. ‘Try and look at one point. One face in the crowd,’ shouted Eden. ‘It stops you from feeling sick.’

Eden was already feeling queasy himself, so he thought he ought to do what he’d told his nephew to do too.

He looked out, trying to pick out a still point in the blur.

A woman in her twenties, holding a red-faced toddler on her shoulders. When he lost sight of her, a Sikh family, their father wearing a suit in the humid warmth of the day.

Then they spun again and his eyes found a man wearing a green baseball cap and dark glasses. The man was wearing a waterproof jacket too – even though today was warm. And then they spun again and the man disappeared.

Finn’s hand dug into his arm so much it was starting to hurt. ‘Is it stopping?’

It took Eden a second longer to realise he had just been looking at someone who looked very like Richard Morrison. Or Richard Morrison himself.
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It seemed an eternity before the ride began to slow again.

‘Wait till it’s stopped,’ shouted the showman in charge of the ride, when Eden tried to stand. When it was finally stationary, Eden grabbed Finn’s hand and led him to the metal steps of the waltzer.

He took him by the shoulder and leaned down. ‘Will you promise to wait here for me, just for a couple of minutes?’

‘I don’t feel well,’ said Finn.

‘Please. Just for a minute. If you do, you can have one more ride. Any ride you want. But you have to promise me you won’t move from here.’

‘Why?’

‘Please. Just for a little while.’

‘As long as you’re not very long,’ said Finn.

‘OK.’

Eden left him at the waltzer and ran into the crowd. The green hat was distinctive, but he couldn’t see it anywhere. After three days of rain, it seemed like everyone had emerged from their B&Bs and rentals and were packing the seafront – and everyone’s clothes seemed bright and colourful.

Trying to run, he bowled a small boy over backwards, pushing him into grass that was muddy from days of rain. He stopped to pick him up. A man said angrily, ‘You ought to be more careful.’

Apologising, Eden continued pushing his way through the bodies. On the far side of the roundabout, he thought he caught sight of a green cap moving towards a tent full of slot machines, but by the time he was a few feet away he saw that the wearer was a woman.

He forced his way out of the crowd and began to run around the loose perimeter, circling around to the promenade and then back to the crescent.

No sign.

He would have loved to have searched longer, but he had said he would not leave Finn for very long. He pushed his way back into the crowd and there was Finn, sitting on the metal step of Night Fever still. There was a small circle of vomit on the grass in front of him.

‘I’m sorry,’ said Eden. ‘I’m back now.’

‘I was sick.’

‘I’m sorry.’ He squatted down in front of Finn and took his hand.

‘You promised I could have another ride,’ said Finn.

‘You sure? Don’t you still feel sick?’

Finn shook his head. ‘You promised,’ he repeated.

Eden nodded. ‘OK. I did. You’re right. Which one do you want to go on?’

Finn pointed to the Chair-O-Plane. There was a long queue.

Life on their little beach was raucous at this time of year. The beach door opened to chaos. The pub on the quayside ran a mini music festival all Bank Holiday weekend; people sat around, listening to the music, drinking beer, cooking on barbecues. So far the rain had kept people away, but on Sunday morning, the space next to the quay was thronged.

He had showered and shaved by the time Freya arrived. She wore dark jeans, an indigo shirt and sandals.

‘Oh,’ she said, looking at Finn. ‘If it’s the three of us, can we go in your car?’ Freya asked. ‘My back seat is full of work gubbins.’

It was a relief to be getting away from the noise and throng of the back beach. Eden realised he was looking forward to next week when the tourists would have gone home and the place would be quiet again. He was almost sounding like a local. The whole town seemed to be thinking the same. They spent the spring getting ready for the tourists, but by the end of a summer, the people who lived and worked here were tired of it all. Some trippers were already heading home to beat the rush. The road west along the estuary was crammed with cars, packed with bags and bedding, boxes of food, toys, bicycles strapped on to roofs.

Eden drove as slowly as the cars ahead of him, then peeled away from the traffic and started heading up towards the moor.

He had printed out the document he had found in Avosett’s files – the PDF map of their land holdings – and Freya had been examining it.

‘You know Molly called me last night?’ said Freya. ‘Asked where we were going on our “date”. Is this a date?’

‘Strictly speaking, no.’

‘No candles,’ she said.

‘Sorry,’ said Eden.

Looking at the printed sheet, she began giving directions as soon as they had turned off the A38, taking them down ever smaller lanes.

‘You take me to the most romantic places,’ Freya said, looking at the map. ‘Pull up here.’ She pointed to a grass verge. He switched off the engine.

‘Some day out,’ said Freya.

‘I like to get the disappointment in early.’

Freya looked at him quizzically but said nothing. Finn got out and climbed a metal gate, looking at the field.

‘The police have been in touch. They told me they have a suspect in my ex-husband’s murder case,’ said Freya. ‘I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel about that.’

Eden watched Finn, perched on the gate. ‘Yes. Nick. He was Finn’s sailing teacher.’

‘They told me he is Julie’s son. And they think he was hanging out in Teignmouth to try and find where Morrison was.’ She opened the car door. ‘How is Finn coping?’ She nodded towards Finn.

‘I think he’s upset. He really liked Nick. I think they got close. And now he’s just gone.’

‘Poor boy,’ said Freya. ‘I hope you’re giving him a lot of love.’

She got out and Eden followed her. ‘This was all Julie Bullough’s land originally then,’ said Eden. ‘According to the maps.’

Freya looked around and said, ‘What do you see?’

‘Baby trees,’ said Finn, hopping down from the gate and walking into the field.

‘We’ll make a biologist of you yet,’ said Freya. ‘Quite a few dead baby trees. The dry spell we had in early summer killed about half of them by the look of it. What a waste.’ She took her phone out of the back pocket of her jeans. ‘Why have you brought me to look at this?’

‘I wanted to try and understand what was going on here.’

To Eden it looked like a field of weeds with some pale poles sticking out of it.

‘You know I’m a paid consultant, right?’

‘I brought sandwiches,’ Eden said.

‘What kind?’

‘Vegan cheese for Finn.’

Freya made a face.

‘Smoked salmon for us.’

‘I’ll want an invoice,’ she said.

She followed Finn over the gate and began walking among the evenly dotted saplings, occasionally squatting down and examining something.

He saw a scrubby field. Freya was looking at something else entirely, turning a leaf over, leaning in, standing and walking a few more paces, then repeating the procedure. It was like watching a good forensics officer at work.

Freya was holding a phone in her hands. ‘Come here and take a look.’

Eden clambered over the gate and walked down the field towards her. She was looking at her phone now. ‘Look at this. This is this place on Google Earth. See?’ She held up the screen so Eden could see the land, photographed from above.

When Eden peered at the screen, he could see the road and the fields. There were small green spots, evenly distributed, that were the young trees he was looking at now.

She took the screen and adjusted something on it. ‘Google Earth doesn’t just show you what it’s like now. It stores up all the other times it’s been surveyed. Look.’

She pinched in on the screen.

‘That’s about six years ago, around the time Julie bought this land.’

In contrast to the planted forest he’d been looking at, this was ordinary farmland, some fields grazed, others ploughed.

‘Before and after?’ he said.

‘Exactly. But it’s what happened right after the “before” that’s interesting.’ She adjusted the view again on her phone and held it up. ‘Now look at the same view four years ago. This is when Julie Bullough owned the land. By now she’d had it for a year. She had let it go fallow. She just wanted to let it do its own thing.’

It didn’t look like much, but this time all the fields he was looking at were green. Patches of scrub grew, tall in some places, thinner in others.

‘OK. Not much different but you can see all sorts of vegetation starting to establish themselves in there. Now look.’

A third time she showed him the phone. Again, he looked. This time the land was bare. It was as if everything had been bulldozed. The whole area in front of him looked empty.

‘I don’t understand what I’m looking at.’

‘I should have come here ages ago to look for myself. I blame myself. I was so upset by Brian leaving me I didn’t want anything to do with any of it. Everything makes sense now.’

‘What makes sense?’

‘You’re looking at a giant con,’ she said, turning to him. ‘A huge, industrial scale ecological fraud. And of course, they got away with it.’
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‘I still don’t understand,’ said Eden.

Finn asked if he could look at the phone. He peered at the screen. ‘There’s nothing there.’ Finn gave the phone back to Freya.

‘Exactly. There’s nothing there. I just checked. What’s important is that Ogilvie Ecological did their baseline assessment of the site for Avosett two years ago, pretty much when Brian started fucking Tilly. Sorry Finn. I shouldn’t have said that.’

Finn didn’t seem to mind, when it was Freya using bad language.

‘That’s pretty much when this last Google image comes from. The one where as Finn says, there’s nothing there.’

‘What is a baseline assessment?’ asked Eden.

‘If you’re going to improve land ecologically, and make money from it, you need a starting point. A baseline.’

She turned around slowly.

‘The Julie Bullough I met at the Devon Rewilding meetings was passionate about woodland rewilding. She’d heard I was a woodland expert and wanted to talk to me. There’s a whole bunch of people getting interested in this stuff right now – letting the temperate rainforest regenerate.’

‘Like Julie Bullough?’

‘It makes sense. Woodlands are miraculous. And there’s plenty of evidence that woodlands that grow naturally are more resilient in the long-term than ones that are planted. A natural woodland stores carbon much more efficiently than a plantation.’

‘This one was planted,’ said Finn.

‘That’s right. There’s a lot more to a woodland than just some trees. There’s the soil it’s in. You know when you saw me up at Wistman’s Wood, digging for fungi? Trees in ancient woodlands become co-dependent, exchanging nutrients – that they effectively act as a community, even trees of different species. And this is the most remarkable thing. They can even appear to protect each other. You chop a tree down in some old woods and go back ten years later and the roots of that tree are sometimes still alive.’

‘How?’

‘No branches, no leaves, no photosynthesis, no way of making its own food, but the tree is still alive. You’re right. How is that even possible?’ she asked.

Finn was watching her, listening carefully.

‘It seems to be because trees exchange nutrients through the mycorrhzial network – through the network of fungi – that has literally grown with the forest, sometimes over centuries. The other trees are literally feeding the tree – that should by rights be dead – sugars and phosphorus and nitrogen. They are saving its life.’

‘Wow,’ said Finn. He seemed to be taking this all in.

‘Not all the scientists agree about this but there’s some evidence that trees kind of talk to each other, warning of danger. If a tree is attacked by insects it can send out a signal to other trees and the other trees might produce a chemical that – say – attracts wasps – am I losing you?’

‘No.’ Finn shook his head.

‘So the wasps eat the bad insects and that way the forest looks after itself. Like it’s cooperating. I mean – a lot of this stuff is right on the edge of science. It’s hard to prove it either way. But the thing is, there are people who really want it to be true. Because if it’s true, then – wow. Most of how we – and by we, I don’t mean scientists – I mean the whole of society – talks about evolution is wrong. Sorry. Am I lecturing?’

‘No,’ said Eden. ‘I like it.’

She smiled and squatted down and pulled at a pile of rotting weeds that lay on the grass, then threw it to one side, making a face.

‘Evolution is supposed to be competition, isn’t it? Survival of the fittest. If all these new theories about forests are true though, in the case of trees, evolution happens as much through cooperation as through competition. And in the age of bullies and hardcore free market economics, that’s quite a seductive thought, isn’t it? I can get behind that. Why the hell can’t we all get along and share – instead of being greedy? So trees are a bit of a hot topic these days. Suddenly everybody is into trees. It’s not just that we realise they’re crucial to protect our climate. They’re a symbol of something bigger.’

‘And what you’re saying,’ said Eden, ‘is that Julie Bullough was one of the people who wants to believe that trees are all talking to each other?’

‘Exactly that. She wanted a rainforest that had regenerated itself organically over time. So it makes me so sad, so fucking angry, standing here.’ She held up her phone again. ‘Instead of that, this happened. Once she had signed over the land to the company, Rich Morrison deliberately degraded the land, ripping up everything that was on it, ploughing it all back in.’

Finn looked wide-eyed. ‘That’s so mean.’

‘The evidence is in the photos. Avosett deliberately made this land worse than it had been so they could make more money out of replanting it. You don’t get money for attracting species that are already here. The more sorry the state the land is in ecologically, the more money there is to be made. That’s the tragedy. Julie Bullough didn’t want to make money. Rich Morrison did. He deliberately destroyed the environment so he could profit from it. He deliberately killed off what was on here to make the land more valuable in the future. If you were Julie Bullough, who had put every penny she had into this scheme, seeing this would have broken your heart.’

Freya squatted by one of the dead saplings and snapped the slender trunk in half.

‘This was her passion project. And Richard Morrison persuaded her to sign it all over to his company and then did this with it. All that bullshit about the green bloody finance revolution. This is what you’re looking at. Market economics. And for some reason, my idiot ex-husband was the one who signed off on all this.’

Eden nodded. ‘Yes.’

‘He was key to the fraud. God knows how many other pieces of land Avosett were doing this to.’

‘The maps I downloaded show Avosett own bits of land all over this area.’

‘To claim the credits, you need to create a record of species to then show how you improve the land over time. So that’s the baseline assessment you start with. And this one was the con. Look! There’s virtually no species here at all! Aren’t we being good by turning it into a forest? Any ecologist worth their salt would have refused to take part in this. There’s a code of ethics we have to conform to. But Brian signed off on all of this so that Richard Morrison could make more money.’

She stood looking at the land around her.

‘We used to be a team, Brian and me,’ she said. ‘We went to college together. We were going to save the world. Look at this. They ploughed it two winters ago and planted these saplings. Last summer it would have been full of ruderal plants – docks, ragwort, thistles.’

‘Rude plants,’ said Finn.

‘Kind of. Ruderal. It’s the kind of plants that grow after you’ve disturbed the soil. There’s still a lot of them growing back this year too. If they’d just let it be, this year it would have been a little better at least, but they’ve ended up mowing between the trees to try and stop the ruderal plants out-competing the saplings.’ She squatted down and picked at dead stems. ‘It’s just cut and drop. The worst thing you can do. Let all the nutrients back into the ground, suppress the more delicate species. You just end up with tough grasses. Even on his own terms, it’s stupid. I can’t even see Brian liking this.’

Eden looked around at the sea of small trees around him, alive and dead. ‘What made him do this?’

‘Greed, I suppose,’ she said. ‘It’s all money, isn’t it? Never thought he was that greedy.’

They walked down the slope together. When Eden looked back, he saw the hundreds and hundreds of plastic guards dotted evenly around the hillsides. The tens of thousands of trees that had been planted here.

‘Avosett would get money for each of these trees planted. You read on the packet of some piece of shit that you buy and it says , “One tree planted for every item sold!” Yippee. And so you feel OK buying whatever it is that’s going to end up in landfill anyway. Doesn’t matter if the tree you paid for ends up dead in a couple of years because it’s so badly planted. Most forests planted this badly aren’t worth shit. It’s a con.’

There were a few seconds of quiet. Crows cawed. Insects buzzed in the air. ‘I’m hungry,’ announced Finn.

‘The sandwiches are in the car. We can have some lunch if you like.’

Finn stomped back up the hill. ‘Are you coming?’

‘You think Richard Morrison conned Julie Bullough into signing over her land and then turned the scheme into something completely different?’ asked Eden.

‘Don’t you?’ Freya gestured at the field. ‘This is why she killed herself.’

‘Except I’m not sure she did kill herself,’ said Eden.

Freya turned to him, mouth open.
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‘What makes you think she didn’t kill herself?’ asked Freya. She looked stunned.

‘The note. According to Liam Bullough, all it said was, “Please look after Banana.” There was nothing at all about her state of mind in there.’

‘It’s what you’d want most of all, isn’t it? Someone to look after your dog.’

‘When I interviewed Dev Anand several days ago, he said that he and Richard looked after the dog for her several times. It could have been a note from any one of those times.’

She stood, staring at him.

‘Come on!’ shouted Finn from the top of the field.

‘So if she didn’t kill herself . . .?’

‘Yes. Maybe it was Richard Morrison who killed her. I think he was scared of her pulling her land out of the deal. His last company had collapsed and he couldn’t afford for Avosett to fall apart as well.’

‘Eee-den,’ wheedled Finn. ‘I’m hungry.’

Eden started to walk. Freya caught up with him and grabbed his arm. ‘So that would make sense of why Nick 
is trying to kill Morrison. He thinks the same thing. That Morrison killed his mother and got away with it. And it explains why Morrison is so scared of showing his face.’

‘If that’s why he’s hiding, yes,’ said Eden.

‘That’s horrible.’

‘If Nick believes Morrison killed his mother, it’s possible he’s trying to get to Nick first – because he doesn’t want anyone to start spreading the story that her death wasn’t just suicide. That’s why he was so keen for me to look into it – rather than the police.’

‘He wanted you to find him before the police did.’

They sat in the car eating sandwiches. Freya seemed shocked. For a long time, she said nothing.

‘You spoke to Matilda Lewisham, didn’t you?’ Eden asked Freya.

‘Tilly?’

‘Yes. Do you have her address?’

She looked at him, puzzled. ‘Will that help you be sure?’

‘Sure of what?’ asked Finn from the back seat of the car.

‘Your uncle is a pretty clever man,’ said Freya.

‘Is he?’ Finn sounded doubtful.

‘Yes. I think I need to speak to Matilda.’

‘I’ve not actually met her. We just spoke on the phone,’ said Freya.

‘Can you ask her if we can go and see her?’

‘I don’t know if that’s a good idea. She’s pretty vulnerable.’

A buzzard, high above, was circling relentlessly in a blue sky.

‘It’s important,’ said Eden. ‘I think she might be able to explain how some of this happened.’

‘She lives in Exeter,’ said Freya. ‘You want me to call her now?’

‘Why not?’

Freya got out of the car, taking out her phone.

‘Do you like her?’ asked Eden, watching her. She had got through. She was talking to someone, at least, her face sympathetic one second, smiling the next, then sad.

‘She knows a lot of things,’ said Finn.

‘Yes. She does.’

‘So in a few years, this will be a forest?’

‘I suppose.’ Julie Bullough’s dream had been to let the land gradually turn to forest. Richard’s had been to accelerate the process to make money. Maybe neither would happen now. Eden thought of what Freya had said about the mycorrhizal networks, reaching out under their feet. How they might take hundreds of years to form a forest that had seeded itself slowly, each tree dropping seeds to create the next generation.

Freya opened the door and said, ‘She says she’ll meet but she doesn’t want us to know where her flat is. I think she’s pretty paranoid after what happened to her with that letchy cop. She’s traumatised. Both him and Brian are dead.’

‘But she’ll meet?’

‘She says a café or a bar. Not at her house. She’ll call back in a minute with somewhere that’s open.’

‘I’m still hungry,’ announced Finn.

They had to stop to fill up at a service station and Eden returned to the car with a packet of Hula Hoops for Finn, having checked the ingredients list carefully first.

Freya directed them to the Cathedral and Quay Car Park, a dark multistorey on the slope above the river. Eden parked, locked the car, paid for parking on his app. He reached into the back seat and put on his raincoat and picked up Finn’s.

‘Do you take that everywhere?’ Freya asked.

‘In case,’ he said.

‘Sun’s out,’ she said. ‘Live dangerously.’

He smiled and took off his jacket and put it back on the back seat, then took Finn’s hand and followed Freya out onto a winding path that led past the backs of houses, then along the old Roman city wall and down a steep hill to the cobbles of the dockside.

‘There,’ she said.

The quayside was busy. Families were out in the sun. A group of teenagers were splashing on the Exe in a pedalo.

The café was in one of the old granite and brick warehouses on the old dockside. The seating outside was packed with people drinking in the bright afternoon sun. Freya looked around, looking for Tilly.

‘I expect she’s inside.’

Inside, in contrast, the bar was dark and cool. It was a long room with a barrel-vaulted brick roof.

Alone at the back sat a young woman in a pale yellow loosely knitted jumper and big, round yellow-framed sunglasses who looked up nervously when they came in. She was young, she was pretty and she looked scared.

‘Before you talk, can I have a minute on my own with her?’ asked Freya.

Eden and Finn waited at the front of the room while Freya approached her. They talked for a little while, the young woman occasionally nibbling on her lower lip, before Freya held her arms out. The younger woman stepped forwards and Freya enfolded her.

Two women who had slept with the same man. They stood like that for a little while before Freya released her, turned, and beckoned Eden and Finn forwards. Tilly was still wearing her dark glasses; under them, on her left cheek, the trace of a tear that was drying.

‘This is Tilly,’ Freya said, introducing them. ‘Tilly, Eden asked if he could meet you.’

‘He’s the copper?’ asked Tilly nervously.

‘He’s a nice one. Not like the other shit. I promise to God.’

‘You can’t say that,’ said Tilly. ‘Even if he was. He’s dead.’

‘And this is Finn,’ said Freya. ‘Eden’s boy.’

‘Your son?’

‘Not exactly,’ said Eden.

‘My uncle,’ announced Finn.

‘You knew Kevin Foley, right?’ asked Tilly.

‘I did,’ said Eden. ‘Not very well, but I knew him.’

‘I’m sorry for what happened to him,’ said Tilly.

Eden nodded. ‘I’m sorry for the way he behaved to you. It shouldn’t have happened. He would have been thrown out of the police if you’d complained.’

Tilly gave the tiniest of nods. ‘Yeah. But I shouldn’t have to, should I?’

‘No,’ said Freya. ‘You shouldn’t. He was a creep.’

‘Why?’ asked Finn.

‘Because some men are,’ said Tilly. ‘You’re not. I can tell.’

‘How?’ asked Finn.

‘I just can,’ said Tilly.

‘What starsign are you?’ asked Finn.

Tilly lowered her dark glasses and examined Finn.

‘I’m Aries.’

The only thing on the menu that Finn could eat was chips, but he seemed happy with that.

‘Leonardo da Vinci was an Aries,’ announced Finn.

‘Really? I never knew that.’ Tilly smiled at the boy.

‘You’re very beautiful,’ said Freya stretching her hand across the table and laying it on top of Tilly’s. ‘I can understand what Brian saw in you.’

‘Don’t. I don’t deserve it.’

Freya didn’t answer.

‘I don’t want to talk about Kevin Foley,’ said Eden, interrupting an awkward hiatus. ‘It’s about something else. It’s about Avosett and Ogilvie Ecological. And Brian.’

‘Oh. OK.’ Tilly nodded sadly.

‘Freya? Perhaps you could sit with Finn outside, if there’s a table?’

Freya hesitated. It took her a second to understand why Eden had asked. ‘Right. OK. Come on, astrologer.’ She took Finn’s hand and led him back out through the doors, into the bright light.

When they were outside, Eden asked, ‘Can I ask, how did you end up interning for Richard Morrison?’

‘Why?’

‘Because I’m trying to find who killed Brian. I have a feeling you may be able to help me with that.’

Tilly looked at Eden, startled.

‘You don’t think I had anything to do with it, do you?’

Eden looked straight at her. ‘Did you?’

She raised her voice. ‘No. No. I swear. Listen. If I thought this was going to be about some bullshit, I wouldn’t have come here. I would never have harmed Brian. I felt sorry for him.’

‘Why?’

‘Because it was all my fault that he died,’ she said.
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Tilly lowered her head. She took a breath. ‘I was just out of uni. Drama at Bath Spa. I was an unemployed graduate who couldn’t afford a place of my own, so I was back living with my parents and I was in a place where beggars could hardly be choosers. Everything was pretty shit. And just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, my dad said there was this company called Thune Elliot who were looking for an intern. They were local. They had their offices in Buckfastleigh. I didn’t exactly have a lot else going for myself and my dad said it was a chance for me to have what he called a proper job. I wanted to be an actor. I didn’t want to do anything like that. I felt I was forced into it.’

‘Thune Elliot. That was a company run by Richard Morrison, right?’

‘It was a startup only it never really got off the ground. Sounds really fancy but they were just doing it from their house.’

‘The was at Dark Water, right?’

She nodded. ‘They didn’t have a proper office or anything. There’s an office in one of the pods. Most of my time was making coffee, watering the plants when they went away. There was nothing going on, but I liked Dev and it was cool and it didn’t feel like I was stuck any more. I got the idea Thune Elliot wasn’t doing too well, and I thought they were going to let me go and I’d be back to square one. Then out of the blue this woman started coming round and she had millions of pounds worth of land.’

‘Julie Bullough.’

‘Yeah. That’s her. And next thing Richard had started Avosett, and I just carried on working there.’

‘What kind of things were you doing?’

‘I kept Richard’s diary. I would phone people and set up meetings when he needed them. I think hearing my voice on the phone made it sound more like a big company, because it was really just him working out of his own house. I made coffee and took notes if he had a meeting with anyone.’

‘Was Dev there too?’

‘Yeah. Adored Dev. Dev was always really nice to me. He was a sweetheart. He was the one who introduced me to Brian when he first came around. He said, “You’re going to really love him”. I remember him saying that.’ Her face fell. ‘Weird how that worked out.’

‘Go on,’ said Eden.

‘So I yeah, I met Brian and he was nice. And they offered Brian a desk in their office and encouraged me to help him. They even started paying me an actual wage so I could support his work with him. I had money for the first time. It was like we were together loads. Almost like they encouraged us to be together. And then it all happened.’

‘What happened?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘How did you end up with Brian?’

She put her dark glasses back on and, when she spoke, it was more quietly. ‘Like I said, Dev was kind. When I worked late, he would cook dinner for me. I was flattered. Rich and Dev were so cool and wealthy and well-connected – they knew all about art and politics and everything. I used to wonder why they even liked me. I was just a pathetic broke graduate living at home with my mum and dad who seemed so ordinary compared to them.’

‘What about Brian?’

‘Dev always, always, always asked me what I thought of him. I said I liked him. Dev fancied him too. He would say stuff like, “Me too. He’s cute. I would if he wasn’t straight”.’

The clatter of cutlery. A rock music tune in the background. Eden said, ‘Did it occur to you that you were being used?’

‘What do you mean, used?’ Tilly said. ‘I mean. I liked him. I really did.’

‘But they made sure you two were together all the time.’

‘Yes. I suppose,’ Tilly said, sounding unsure of herself.

‘And they encouraged you to sleep with him?’

Tilly looked shocked. ‘No. It wasn’t like that. I mean. God no.’

‘Are you sure about that?’

She took the sunglasses off again and her eyes flashed with anger. ‘No. It wasn’t like that. It was my fault I slept with him. There was this one night and I think I’d had a few glasses of wine – I think we all had – and I told Dev I thought Brian was flirting with me. Nice dress. Nice shoes. Like your laugh. You have lovely eyes. Dev kept pouring wine. I guess he didn’t know I wasn’t used to drinking that much. He always treated me like an equal. I was having a really great time. And then Dev said, “Everyone’s had a lot to drink. Why doesn’t everyone just stay here?” And the weird thing was that there was no question at that point that Brian and me were going to share a bed together. It was just as if it was normal. And that was the first night we slept together, me and Brian.’

The room was mostly empty now. Most customers seemed to have gone home or were sitting outside.

‘You slept together because they put you in the same bedroom.’

‘No. I didn’t mean it like that.’

‘It’s what happened though, wasn’t it?’

‘I liked him. I was really flattered. It was fun. It was my fault I ended up breaking up his marriage.’

‘I think they wanted you to sleep with him,’ said Eden.

From under the dark glasses, another tear emerged and trickled down her left cheek.

‘It wasn’t your fault,’ said Eden.

‘God.’ Tilly was quiet for a long time. ‘No. You’re wrong,’ she said eventually.

‘Did you see much of Julie Bullough?’

‘Not really. She was more friends with Rich.’

‘She left her dog there sometimes, didn’t she?’

Freya nodded. ‘If she was away at a conference or a meeting she would leave the dog with Rich. He liked dogs.’

‘It was a regular arrangement?’

‘Oh yes. If nobody was in, she would take the dog to the Blue Room and leave him there. They usually left it unlocked so that if I turned up and neither of them were there, it was somewhere I could go. One day I opened the door and next thing he was jumping all over me. I got the shock o—’

‘And she would write a note?’

‘Yes. She would always leave instructions.’

Eden had heard what he needed. He asked, ‘What about you? Are you OK?’

‘Not really,’ Tilly said. ‘Not really at all.’ She looked away before she spoke again. ‘I watched this TV programme on grooming the other day and one of the girls said, “If someone had told me I was being groomed at the time, I’d have laughed in their face and told them to eff off”.’

‘Same,’ said Eden. ‘You never believe it when it’s happening to you. That’s the point?’

‘What do you mean?’

The memory of Rochelle, smiling at him, flirting, telling him how handsome he was. Like Tilly, he had been young and lost. ‘Nothing. It’s not relevant. But I think they used you to get to Brian.’

She wiped her cheeks with the sleeve of her yellow pullover. ‘Yes. I suppose they did. I’m so fucking stupid, aren’t I?’

‘No. You’re not. You were at a low point. You made a perfect target.’

‘That makes me sound like . . . I don’t know. Such a victim.’

‘I think you were a victim.’

‘That doesn’t make me feel any better. It just makes me feel even more pathetic.’

‘You were set up.’

Tilly sat rethinking what had happened to her. ‘Yeah. Well. Anyway. Freya found out about it and she threw him out. It was Dev who said they had a flat in Exeter and we could both live there if we wanted.’

She put her head down, took off the glasses, and picked up a paper napkin to wipe her eyes.

‘Is that where you live now?’

She nodded. ‘I didn’t think I was doing anything wrong but now I’ve met her . . . She seems really nice.’

‘She is.’

‘Brian obviously thought so. He never got over her. It never really worked, me and Brian. He was miserable. And he got more miserable as time went on. I think he felt really guilty about it all. I told him he should speak to her. He should sort it out between them.’

A server came and asked them if they wanted another drink. They shook their heads. ‘What do you think he was feeling guilty about?’

‘About leaving her for me,’ she said.

‘Did he say that?’

‘He bottled it up. Sometimes when I pushed him, he said he was feeling bad about work – and promised it was nothing to do with me. But I didn’t believe him. Because Ogilvie Ecological was doing fine. He had loads of work on. They were making shovel-fulls of money. I thought he was lying to protect me.’

‘He said he was unhappy about work?’

‘Yeah. He did. But it was me he was unhappy about, wasn’t it?’

‘How did he react when he heard that Julie Bullough had died?’

She looked at him and cried a bit more. ‘He was devastated. I think he must have really liked her.’

‘Devastated?’

‘She was a friend of his wife’s. I think it really brought it home to him what a terrible mistake he’d made, running off with me.’

He lowered his voice. ‘Tilly, I think he was telling you the truth when he said he was unhappy about work. I think he’d done something he was very ashamed of.’

‘Fucking me, you mean?’ she said, bitterly, putting the glasses back on.

‘No. Not that. I think Avosett conned Julie Bullough out of her land. Brian knew that. He was part of it. I think they set him up too, just like they did you. They drew him in. They wanted him apart from Freya because they knew she wouldn’t approve of what they were doing to Julie Bullough’s land.’

She looked at him for a long time and then said. ‘All I know was that he was miserable all the time. I thought it was me. I thought it was my fault. I told him to go back to his wife. He was still obsessed with her. I told him to get out. He took his things and he went off to the bungalow Richard was renting near Dartmouth.’

‘Lispool?’

‘So you see,’ Tilly said, standing. ‘It’s my fault Brian is dead. I’m the reason he was there.’

Freya and Finn were waiting outside, peering out over the dockside. He called out to them, ‘Let’s go home.’

‘Well?’ asked Freya.

‘Did Brian ever get in touch with you?’

Freya looked puzzled. ‘What?’

‘Brian became very depressed over the last weeks, apparently. Tilly said she told Brian to talk to you. Did he ever?’

‘Did she say that? No. I wish to hell he had.’ She looked for a second like she was going to tear up. Instead she turned to Finn, put on as bright a smile as she could and said, ‘Last one back to the car is a potato.’

And they ran up the steps and then up the slope. Eden took his time on the hill. When he rounded the corner to the red brick tower she was standing waiting with Finn.

She beckoned him close and whispered in his ear. Her voice sounded shaky, and it wasn’t just from the running. She was scared. ‘Don’t want to freak Finn out,’ she said quietly, her shaking lips close to him, ‘but I think I just saw Richard Morrison.’ And she pointed into the car park.
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‘You think?’ Eden asked.

‘I’m pretty sure. Rich Morrison. By your car.’

Finn didn’t understand what was going on, but he looked worried now.

‘You stay here,’ he said, giving Finn a reassuring smile.

‘Why?’ he asked.

Eden squatted down. ‘Freya just thought she saw someone trying to break into the car and so I should go and check first.’

Finn’s eyes grew huge. ‘Can I see?’

‘Stay with me,’ said Freya, taking his arm. ‘OK?’

Eden left the sunshine and went into the dark car park, down a concrete spiral staircase and through a door into Level 2. Car parks were easy places to hide in. Too many pillars, or cars you could duck behind. Moving cautiously, looking around, he traced his steps back towards where the car was parked. Standing behind it, he looked around slowly, listening. It was a damp, gloomy place. The silence was interrupted by a family emerging from the lift, baby crying loudly in the buggy. He saw no one else.

Back outside he said, ‘I think he’s gone.’

‘Did he break into your car?’ asked Finn.

‘No. False alarm,’ he said heartily.

When Finn was safely strapped into the back seat, Eden spoke over the roof of the car. ‘How did he even know we were here?’

‘Was he following us?’ asked Freya. ‘Has he been following us all this time? Why would he even be doing that?’

‘Are you OK?’

‘A little shocked,’ she answered.

She was silent on the drive back. On the M5, traffic heading west was moving well. The traffic heading the other way was jammed, stationary on all three lanes. It was going to be a long drive home for a lot of holidaymakers.

Freya was quiet until they reached Telegraph Hill, the rise up to Haldon. ‘Are you going to tell the police that I think I saw Rich?’

Eden remembered what Wood had said. She wouldn’t want to hear from him. ‘You’re the one who saw him. You should call.’

She nodded. ‘I’ll call them when I get home.’

‘Tell them to let Inspector Hannah Wood know.’ Though Wood was now more concerned with catching Nick Jones than she was with proving that Richard Morrison was still alive.

She nodded.

‘Shall I drop you?’

She didn’t answer. They drove on up the dual carriageway through a mile of forestry, dark rows of Sitka spruce and Douglas fir. It was black and lifeless under the 
trees.

‘I’m a bit freaked out, to be honest. Would you mind if I came back to yours?’

‘No. We’d like that very much, wouldn’t we, Finn?’

The back beach was full. Barbecue smoke drifted across the water. A group of children splashed and laughed around a big inflatable crocodile at the water’s edge.

‘I’ll call them now,’ said Freya. ‘Get it over with.’ She kicked off her shoes and walked down to the water’s edge with her phone. Eden watched her, talking and nodding. The light was behind her. When she kicked at the small waves, she sent a spray of golden water up into the air.

When she ended the call, she joined them back at the house. Eden cooked a risotto, poured two glasses of wine, and all three of them – Finn, Eden and Freya – sat eating it on beach chairs, just by the door.

The beach on the far side of the estuary was full too. It felt like the whole world was out on the sand, partying, as Eden and Freya ate their food, attention half on the crowd around them, trying to spot anyone who might be watching them.

‘When was the last time you spoke to Brian?’

‘Why do you want to know that?’

‘I’m curious,’ asked Eden.

‘I don’t know,’ she shook her head, as if annoyed that he would ask that now, picking at her rice. ‘I’m sorry. I’m not hungry. Richard could be out there, watching us.’

The light began to go but nobody wanted to leave the beach and go to bed, as if every minute of these late summer days was precious.

‘Are you looking forward to going back to school?’ Freya asked Finn.

‘I think so,’ he answered. ‘I don’t mind it.’

‘Eden says it’s your last year of primary. Do you know what you’re going to do for secondary?’

Finn thought about it for a long time. ‘Eden wants me to go to London with him.’

‘I don’t think you should go,’ said Freya. ‘Either of you.’

In the dimming light, Eden couldn’t help smiling. Someone was setting off fireworks from a boat in the middle of the river. The sparks reflected on the water. A drunk man sitting on his own on a beach towel was singing ‘Karma Chameleon’ for no apparent reason.

‘What did the police say when you told them about Richard Morrison?’

‘I don’t think they believed me,’ she said. ‘Apparently they’ve had dozens of reports from all over the place. I guess a lot of people look like Rich Morrison.’

The air was warm. Eden waved a wasp away from his wine. ‘They’re everywhere,’ he said.

‘Wasp season,’ said Freya.

‘They start liking sugar, this time of year, don’t they?’

‘We’ll make a naturalist of you yet.’ She smiled at him. It was a beautiful, warm smile. She looked more at ease than he had ever seen her.

‘Why don’t I take you up to bed, Finn?’ Eden said, in the end.

‘I’ll come inside too,’ said Freya. ‘I don’t like being out here on my own.’

Eden read more chapters of the book to Finn, listening to Freya below, washing the dishes in the kitchen. Finn said, ‘Are you frightened about someone?’

‘No,’ said Eden. ‘There’s nothing to be frightened of. I promise you.’

But when he went downstairs, Freya was drying her hands on a dishcloth, and she said, ‘Do you mind if I stay here? I don’t really want to be on my own tonight.’

‘Of course,’ he said, thinking that he could sleep on the blow-up mattress.

He wasn’t sure which of them was more surprised, when she put down the dishcloth and leaned forward and kissed him.
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The night they went to bed together, they did not have sex.

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ she said.

‘No.’

Freya kept her underwear on; Eden the same. They just held on to each other and talked. It’s not that he didn’t want to have sex with her. He wanted to very much, but this was not the time. And to Eden it felt good and different that they just lay there together.

‘Your father sounds like a monster,’ she said, when he told her about his rootless childhood sleeping in camper vans and squatted houses around southern Europe. ‘So you lived rough, on the streets? That makes me feel so sad.’

And she tried to explain her love of biology and nature and especially trees to him. ‘I climbed an oak tree when I was six. We had gone for a walk and I got away from my mum and dad and found myself going up and up in this huge tree, higher and higher. And I remember looking down on them when they were looking for me and thinking how great it was to be way up there. I could see them and they couldn’t see me.’

‘Weren’t they worried?’

‘They never knew. I climbed back down again. Well, I fell the last bit, but I didn’t hurt myself much. I was just excited by the fact that I had hidden from them in a tree. People don’t look up, you see.’

He stroked her neck as she talked and he thought about how good she looked.

‘Plants are eighty-two per cent of the biomass,’ she was saying. ‘Animals are only about zero point four per cent. And yet plants are always thought of as secondary to animals. Why are you smiling? Are you laughing at me?’

‘No. I’m not. Honestly. Go on. I’m interested. I swear I am.’

‘Yet we base so much of our worldview on the study of animals. And animals kill and eat each other.’ And she leaned forward and bit him gently on the shoulder. ‘We should learn more from plants. They behave so differently.’ And she reached out for his hand and squeezed it.

Later, when he was sure she was fast asleep, he picked up a pair of trousers and a shirt and crept downstairs.

A faint drizzle had started to welcome the Bank Holiday Monday. His car was in the closest car park, the one on Northumberland Place. He put on his raincoat, picked up the car keys, carefully closed the kitchen door behind him and walked the short distance to the car park. Two in the morning, and Teignmouth was quiet.

In bed, awake, he had wondered how Morrison had known they were in Exeter – in that particular car park. Spotting him in Teignmouth was one thing. He knew where he lived. But seeing him in Exeter was too much of a coincidence. And then he realised that Morrison must be using an AirTag on his car, just like he was.

In bed, he had been checking the app that you used to check where your tag was. There was a security feature on it which would let you know if anyone was using an AirTag near you – so you could see if someone was trying to track you. An AirTag worked using Bluetooth. It showed its location by connecting to other Bluetooth-enabled devices in the area. But it had to be making new connections to show up. In other words, it only sent a signal back to the app if it was on the move. He opened the car door, got in and drove slowly up the road towards the centre of the town, watching the screen of his phone, waiting for the notification that another AirTag was close.

On Brunswick Street, a lone drunk weaved his way up the pavement, but nothing appeared on his phone’s screen. There was not a second AirTag on his car. He was disappointed, but that didn’t prove anything. It could have been a different brand. There were dozens of them.

He turned right onto Den Road and right again to the crescent, working his way back to the same parking space, close to a shop called Laura Wall Art that sold bright, jolly prints of the town. Here, the car was in shadow, so nobody could see him. He knelt down by it and started feeling the obvious places first – under the wheel arch, or behind the number plate. Nothing. He checked again. Then he tried under the sills, but still didn’t find anything. He unlocked the petrol cap and opened the bonnet, using his phone as a torch to peer inside. Just because he couldn’t find it, didn’t mean it wasn’t there. But he was puzzled now. There had to be an explanation of how Morrison had followed them to Exeter.

After ten minutes, he gave up and returned home, creeping back up the stairs.

‘Where did you go?’ asked Freya.

‘Nowhere.’

She leaned over and kissed him again. ‘You’re wet,’ she said.

He considered telling her what he had been doing, but he didn’t want to freak her out by making her think that Morrison was following them. He wasn’t following her, he was pretty sure. He was following him.

He wasn’t sure what time he went back to sleep, but when he woke up, Freya was getting dressed. When he picked his phone up to check the time he saw it was a little after six in the morning.

Seeing she was awake, he pulled back the curtain. The rain that had started that morning was falling now, steadily. To the west, the sky was evenly grey. ‘I always wake early,’ she said.

‘Have you been crying?’

‘A little,’ she said. ‘It’s nothing. I’m just a bit muddled.’

‘You’re not working today, right? Neither am I.’

‘I liked it, staying here. With you. But it’s not really something I’m ready for. I was kind of vulnerable yesterday,’ she said, buttoning up her shirt.

‘I know.’

‘What about you?’ she asked.

‘What about me?’ He blew out through his lips. He knew she was asking about how he felt about them sleeping together, but he pretended to misunderstand the question, afraid of putting her off by talking about how he really felt about her. ‘Looking after Finn.’

She nodded and looked away.

He pulled on shorts and a T-shirt and went downstairs. He kept old bills and documents in a drawer in the kitchen. Putting on the kettle, he opened the drawer and pulled out all of the sheets of paper in there.

Freya joined him in the kitchen. ‘What are you looking for?’

‘A sheet of paper with some alarm codes on it. Do you want coffee?’

‘I should go,’ she said quietly.

‘I know I put it somewhere,’ he said.

‘OK. I’ll be off then.’

She leaned forward and gave him a very small kiss on the forehead. And she smiled again and then opened the door. Eden heard her letting herself out below, onto the street.

Molly came with the tides. Rain or shine, she and the other women rowed. When the sea was calm they headed out, under the Ness and out to sea. When the wind whipped the sea into waves, they rowed the estuary instead. She arrived at around eleven, looking red faced and pleased with herself.

‘Soaked,’ she said. ‘All of us. You should try it, Eden. It was great.’

She no longer asked if she could use the shower; she just went straight up the stairs.

He made strong coffee. She came downstairs ten minutes later with a towel around her head. The hot water would be finished. He would have to turn the boiler back on.

He was puzzling with little scraps of paper on the dining table.

‘A little bird just told me you went to Exeter yesterday with Freya.’

‘I’m not a little bird,’ said a voice from Finn’s room.

The house was small. There was no such thing as privacy.

‘Well?’ demanded Molly.

Eden was concentrating. After twenty minutes of looking for the printout of the Dark Water key codes, he remembered that he had put the piece of paper into the pocket of his jeans. Unfortunately the paper had still been in there when he had taken the jeans to the launderette.

‘Well?’ demanded Molly.

‘We went out yesterday. All three of us.’

‘I’m glad,’ she said. ‘Really glad. And?’

‘And mind your own business,’ said Eden.

Molly laughed. ‘She likes you then?’

He didn’t answer.

‘Great row today,’ she said. ‘First day I felt like myself again. It’s like something is shifting. I’ve been in a pretty dark place, these last few weeks.’ She paused. ‘What is that?’ she asked, leaning over his shoulder.

The launderette had not done him any favours at all. He had peeled the sheets out of his back pocket. The ink was still visible but the paper had disintegrated along the folds he had made in the spreadsheet that DI Kadakia had printed out for him.

‘Evidence that somebody has been telling a big fat lie,’ said Eden.
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‘What lie?’ demanded Molly.

Eden mimed zipping his lip.

‘Oh, you’re being a policeman again, are you?’

‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I was thinking aloud. I should have kept it to myself.’

Molly folded her arms. ‘Has Freya worked out what a wanker you are yet?’

‘Apparently not.’ He smiled at her.

‘Oooh. She still actually likes you?’

He mimed zipping his lip again.

‘Well I’ll just have to ask Freya then.’

‘Do that,’ he said. ‘I just need a minute to talk to someone.’ He took his rain jacket and stepped outside for a little privacy and called Hannah Wood. She blocked the call and texted him.

You shouldn’t be calling me.

He messaged back. Dev Anand lied. I can prove it.

His phone rang a few seconds later. ‘OK. What?’ She sounded annoyed.

‘Dev Anand and Richard Morrison never split up. The reason why Dev Anand’s story was the same as Joel Schneider’s was that Dev Anand just copied Joel’s story. All that never happened to Dev. Dev and Morrison are still together. They are just pretending not to be. Dev has been feeding you lies all this time, sending you on that wild goose chase up on Dartmoor.’

Eden could hear Wood breathing as she took this in. ‘OK. How do you know?’

‘Remember how Dev said that Morrison’s lock code on his phone was Dev’s birth date?’

‘Dimly, yes.’

‘The security master code for Dark was 9590. The ninth of May, 1990. You have the transcript from my interview with Dev. Check it and you’ll see that’s Dev’s birthday. Morrison never changed it. Wouldn’t you have done that if your lover had stolen forty thousand pounds from you?’

Hannah Wood was quiet for a little while. ‘Leave it with me,’ she said.

It was something DI Wood had said.

She had pointed out that when Eden had gone to London, the messages from ‘RM’ had stopped. He had wondered about this. Now he thought he knew why. Dev Anand would have told Morrison that Eden was working with the police. If Morrison wanted to find out who had been trying to kill him, he had calculated that keeping close tabs on Eden would be his best route. Instead of messaging him, he was following him – even if Eden didn’t understand how. But he was going to find out.

Back inside the house, Molly was pouring herself a coffee in the kitchen. ‘Last day of the Shaldon Regatta today if you want to come over. Pillow fights in an hour,’ she said.

‘Pillow fights?’

‘I came second last year,’ she said. ‘You want to come over with me? You sit on a pole and basically whack the crap out of each other. Even harder when it’s raining. It’s how we country folk amuse ourselves.’

‘Mind if I leave you two to it?’ Eden asked. ‘There’s something I want to do.’

‘Finn?’ she called up the stairs.

Eden had never been to Babbacombe before, but he had looked on a map and chosen the location carefully.

He parked a little way away from the Babbacombe Cliff Railway, on one of those suburban streets that hug the English coast, where houses are advertised as having a sea view.

The Cliff Railway Café sat just above the top of the funicu­lar railway. It was modern and bright and looked out over the trees and the drizzle grey sea beyond. The only way you could get to the beach below it was by walking down a footpath, or by taking one of the old carriages that rattled down a steep track. It was a place you couldn’t drive to.

He put the hood up on his jacket and walked through the drizzle towards it. The café was full of tourists, like him, in waterproofs, sitting out the day in the dry.

The windows were big, looking out onto empty terraces and tables and chairs. Anyone here today was huddled inside. If he sat close to the window, he could see the start of the footpath and the ticket office for the railway. He had a clear view of his car, about a hundred yards along the street. He ordered an Americano and sausage, egg and chips; Finn would have disapproved.

He waited at the table, watching his car.

‘You local?’ the woman wiping down the table next to his asked him. She was in her fifties, with hair bleached the colour of straw.

‘No,’ he answered. ‘Well, I just moved to Teignmouth. For a while.’

‘Didn’t think I’d seen you before,’ she said. ‘You waiting for someone?’

He shook his head.

‘Only you keep looking out of the window.’

‘Maybe,’ he said. If he was right, and there was a tracker of some sort, Morrison would find the car first, assume he was on Oddicombe beach below, and make his way down the wooded path, or travel down on the railway. Instead of Morrison watching him, this time he would be watching Morrison. And if the things worked, he would be able to follow him and discover what car Morrison was driving, take the registration and pass it to Hannah Wood. She would be unhappy that he was still interfering with the investigation but she would have to follow up on it. It would prove that Morrison was not dead, and he would provide her with a simple way to track him down. What could be the harm in that?

‘I am kind of waiting for someone, I suppose,’ he said.

‘Man of mystery,’ she smiled.

He picked at his chips.

The café did its thing. A man in a checked shirt complained to the server about people not speaking English on the bus. ‘Why would you want to hear what they are talking about anyway?’ asked the server.

‘It’s the principle of the matter,’ said the man. ‘We’re in England so you should speak English.’

A woman with a young baby on her lap spoke on the phone to her mother, complaining about how the neighbours were students who had a party that went on until the sun began to rise.

The coffee slowly went cold.

Nobody cruised past his car. Nobody looking remotely like Richard Morrison walked down the path or queued for the funicular.

And then, unexpectedly, the grey sky gave way to a burst of sunshine. In amongst the low scrub of hawthorns and sloes, under the gloom of branches, Eden caught a glimpse of something shining.

He looked away and then slowly looked back again. Whatever he had seen, it was gone. For a brief second he thought he had seen light, reflecting from a pair of binoculars.
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Eden had carried out close surveillance operations. It was important not to act rashly. If he looked straight back towards the watcher now, he would give himself away. The person with the binoculars would know he had been clocked.

Looking away from the window, he saw there was a small display of leaflets near the till. He stood and picked a couple up: Crealey Theme Park; Trago Mills. ‘Want anything else?’ the young woman behind the counter asked.

‘Another Americano,’ he said and turned to face the window again.

‘Coming up.’

Here in the interior of the building, away from the window, it was darker and it would be much harder for anybody watching from outside to make him out. All the same, when he looked back, he kept his gaze several metres to the right where he thought he’d seen the binoculars, and then slowly turned his head to the left so that his gaze passed the spot in a fluid motion. Even from the brief time his eyes lingered there, he could make out the dark silhouette under the branches.

Eden took the coffee and sat back down to think. If that was Morrison in the bushes, and he was fairly sure it was, how had he known he was in the café and not down on the beach? How come he had made his way into cover?

When Freya had spotted him in Exeter he had been lurking around the car, and Eden had put his own tracker on the car, so he had assumed it was the car he was following. But what if it wasn’t?

If he had spotted Eden in the café before Eden had spotted him, maybe it was something else that he was following.

‘Here comes the bloody rain again,’ said the café woman and, in that second, Eden thought of his waterproof jacket. He had regretted leaving it in the car in Exeter. It had remained in the car.

He unhooked it from the back of the chair and laid it on his lap, checking the pockets. There was nothing in them. He felt the hem of the coat – it wasn’t there either.

He found it in the side of his hood.

It had been forced into the hole that contained the hood’s drawstring. Squeezing it out again with his fingers, it dropped onto the floor. He leaned and picked it up. He had been right about the tracker. It was a Tile, which worked in exactly the same way as his AirTag.

Morrison had wanted Eden to track down the person who had been trying to kill him. Now do you believe me? RM.

He took out the folded sheet of paper from Finn’s notebook and asked to borrow a pen. ‘There you go love,’ said the woman, clicking the nib out for him.

Writing made things clearer in his head. Anand told M I was working for the police. That’s when it started. It was why Morrison had been watching Eden. Morrison had been using him to keep tabs on the case. Wherever Eden went, Morrison went too.

He wrote: M set fire outside house? That was when Morrison would have planted the tracker. He had set fire to rubbish right outside Eden’s window, knowing Eden would smell it and go outside. When he had gone back inside, his raincoat had been on the floor. Eden just assumed he had knocked it off himself.

He took his coat with him wherever he went. How long has M. been following????

Morrison needed Eden to find whoever it was who had been trying to kill him – and wasn’t happy just to let the police do that. He needed to get to him first. Morrison expects me to lead him to Nick Jones?? = Morrison has something to hide.

He stood to pay his bill. ‘It’s true. I was waiting for someone. I think there’s a man following me,’ he told the woman.

‘What?’

Eden leaned close to her and whispered, ‘And I want to give him the slip.’

She laughed out loud and then stopped as abruptly as she had started when she saw the expression on Eden’s face. ‘You’re serious, aren’t you?’

‘I am. The man who is following me is a private detective,’ improvised Eden, talking quietly. ‘My sister left her husband because he was abusive. That’s why I came down here – to look after her. But her husband has hired someone to track her down and that’s why he’s been tailing me.’

She raised her hand to her mouth.

‘He’s out there now.’ The woman stared past him, over his shoulder. Eden took the sheet of paper, wrote down his mobile number and handed it to her. ‘Can you help me?’

The woman nodded.

‘Maybe twenty minutes from now, someone will come in here, looking for me. Can you message me and let me know what he looks like?’

She took the paper and stared at it. ‘How will I know he’s looking for you?’

‘You will.’

‘This man abused your sister?’

‘Yes.’

‘Right,’ she whispered back and she slipped the piece of paper into the pocket of her apron. ‘Leave it with me.’

‘Thank you,’ he said.

‘Hope your sister’s OK,’ she said, and he was sorry for deceiving her this way, but he needed to act fast. There was little time.

He pulled on his rain jacket, lifted the hood and left by the side door that led to a footpath. One direction led to the beach, the other to the top of the railway.

This meant walking right in front of the steep wood where he was sure Morrison was hiding. He kept his gaze straight ahead as he headed straight past the trees, towards the funicular railway ticket office.

He spent £2.50 on a single ticket and stepped inside the empty carriage. At the far end, steep metal tracks carved their way down through the woodland, down to the sea. Instead of sitting, he took the Bluetooth device from his pocket, dropped it under the wooden seat and stepped straight back out again before the door closed.

‘What’s wrong?’ asked the man in the ticket booth.

‘I decided I’ll wait for a friend,’ he said. ‘Go down later.’

‘Suit yourself. Keep the ticket.’

The doors closed and the carriage jerked into life, dropping down the steep hillside. He waited in the small gift shop and browsed the fridge magnets and tea towels. When one carriage reached the bottom, the other arrived at the top. Some damp French tourists stepped out, chattering, and the carriage waited there.

It was a few minutes before a figure broke cover from the woods and clambered over the fence onto the path. He was wearing a pale blue waterproof. His hood was pulled low and it was too far away for Eden to be absolutely sure of anything.

Instead of taking the railway, the figure followed the footpath down the steep slope, breaking out into a trot as they descended to follow the signal on their phone. Whoever they were, they would have seen the dot on their phone screen travelling down the hill.

Eden remembered the cyclist: the blue waterproof was the same colour as the one the cyclist who had sped past him outside Julie Bullough’s house had worn. So he had followed Eden there too. On a bike, not a car? It was possible.

That was a blow.

If it was Morrison, he had been expecting him to be travelling in a vehicle. A car would be easy. He would follow the man back to it, take his registration and pass it on to Hannah and she could do the rest. He wouldn’t need to do more. But a bike was different.

Eden left the railway office and emerged into the rain again. He only had a little while before the carriage rose again and Morrison – or whoever it was – figured out Eden’s trick.

He ran up the tarmac path. The man had been hiding in the woods, but it would be hard to take a bike with him there, over the high fence and onto the steep slope. It had to be chained somewhere close.

There was a women’s bike with a wicker basket chained to a post on the far side of the road, but Eden ignored that. He was looking for something much more capable of Devon hills.

He made the mistake of heading in the wrong direction first, back past the café, where he found nothing. Doubling back, running out of time, he spotted an electric bike chained to a metal fence a little way past his own car. It was an expensive looking one – black and dark blue. There was mud on the tyres.

Later, he would wish with all his heart that he hadn’t done it, but at the time, it seemed a clever idea; to return to his car and grab his own AirTag. At the time, he had no reason to know what a bad decision that would turn out to be.
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Taking the AirTag out of the glove compartment, he returned with it to the bike. He knew he had to be fast. He peered over the stone wall and saw one of the carriages descending, which meant the tracker he had used to trick Morrison would be rising back up the hill now. There was a small seat bag under the bike’s saddle. Eden unzipped it. Inside was a spare inner tube and a small tool set. Eden squeezed the AirTag to the back of the small compartment and zipped it up again.

He then sprinted back to his car and drove further down the hill, turning up into a cul-de-sac.

It was a little after one that he was called by an unknown number. ‘I think it was him,’ said a woman’s voice, talking low. ‘Just now. He asked if I had seen a man in his thirties, dark hair, dining on his own.’ It was the woman in the café.

‘Blue waterproof?’

‘Yes?’

‘What did he look like?’

‘Forties. Kind of good-looking. And he seemed a bit pissed off about missing you,’ she giggled. ‘Slammed the door on the way out.’

He had been right. It was Morrison. He was sure of it now.

‘Thank you.’

‘Say hello to your sister for me,’ she said. ‘She’s going to be OK.’ And Eden felt bad about having lied to her.

Ending the call, he opened his Find My Phone app. The AirTag was moving.

He had been going to message DI Wood to tell her what he had learned. His impulsive decision to tag Morrison’s bike meant that that was no longer a good idea – not if he wanted his job with the police back. Using a device like this, to surveil someone, was an intrusion of privacy and was illegal.

He watched Morrison’s electric bike moving slowly, taking small roads, heading away to the north. If he couldn’t call Hannah Wood, he was going to have to do this by himself.

Freya called before he had joined the main road. He pulled over into a side street and answered.

‘You’re not at home,’ she said. She sounded upset.

‘I had something to do. Finn’s over in Shaldon with Molly. What’s wrong?’

She didn’t answer for a while. ‘I’m OK,’ she said in the end. ‘I don’t like bank holidays at the best of times. I prefer to work. And with one thing and another, I don’t feel myself any more. I can’t get it out of my head that Richard Morrison is stalking me.’

‘He’s not. I promise you.’

‘You don’t actually know that though, do you? He was there, in Exeter.’

He could hear a wobble in her voice. ‘I’m sure of it,’ he said.

‘Can I come around?’ she asked. ‘I don’t feel OK here on my own.’





She was there on the beach when he arrived, sitting under a big red umbrella on the sand. She stood as he approached, closed it, shook it out and kissed him.

Inside, she asked, ‘How do you know he’s not watching us now?’

‘I know for a fact that he isn’t.’ He had checked the phone again. The blue dot was still working its way north, slowly edging up country lanes.

‘But you can’t know.’

‘I do. I know where he is. And it’s a long way from us right now.’ On Morrison’s screen the blue dot was no longer a clue to Eden’s whereabouts. It was just going up and down the side of the hill.

‘You can’t know that,’ she said again, angrier.

‘Listen. I can promise you I know exactly where he is.’ He tapped the pocket of his jeans where his phone was.

‘How?’

He was still feeling pleased with himself. ‘Don’t ask. It’s best you don’t know.’

She seemed reassured, if a little puzzled. He let her in and they stood dripping on the living room floor.

‘I spoke to Molly,’ she said. ‘I told her I was coming around.’

‘I bet she was delighted.’

Freya laughed. ‘She was so delighted she suggested that Finn sleep over with her tonight.’

‘Oh.’

She slipped her arms around his neck and kissed him again.

And though he should have probably been watching the blue dot on his phone, he kissed her back.

Afterwards, in bed next to him, some time after midnight, she exclaimed, ‘What are you doing?’

This time they were both naked.

‘I can’t believe you’re checking your phone,’ she exclaimed. ‘Oh, my God. You are!’ Mock shocked, she threw a pillow at him. ‘You utter beast!’

‘Sorry,’ he said, hastily putting the phone down.

She laughed loudly. ‘What is it that’s more important than me right now?’

‘Nothing – obviously,’ he said. The blue dot had stopped moving now. It was somewhere west of Totnes.

‘Give me it,’ she ordered, holding out her hand.

‘No. It’s my phone!’

‘You’re so rude,’ she said. ‘Give me it.’

She snatched it from him, examined it for a second then moved next to him and held it out at arm’s length, lifting up the sheet so it covered her chest.

She took a photograph. ‘Don’t look so miserable,’ she said.

‘Do I?’

‘You look like you’re in bed with a hideous monster, not the woman of your dreams. Try and smile at least.’

He smiled.

‘Better,’ she said. Click, went the camera.

‘Can I have my phone back now?’

‘No, you certainly can’t.’

She rolled over, facing away from him. 

He reached over and grabbed it off her. 

‘Give it back!’ she said, giggling.

‘Why?’

‘What? Are you embarrassed about me finding the addresses of all your lovers? I expect there are loads.’

‘Millions,’ he said. 

She held out her hand. ‘I just want to edit the photo.’ He handed it back and she turned away from him again. He could hear the light clicks from his phone as she worked on it.

‘What are you doing?’

‘Deleting the ones where you look stupid. Editing the others to make me look more beautiful.’

She rolled over and handed back the phone. When he looked at it, he saw there was a picture of the two of them on his lock screen, side by side. There was a heart sticker placed between them both.

‘Really?’

She burst out laughing. ‘Oh, God. The look on your face! It was like you were being given a life sentence. Give it back. It was a joke.’

He gave it back to her and watched her delete the photograph from the lock screen. He stood and put on his pyjama bottoms, slipping his phone into them.

‘Do you want a glass of wine?’ he asked. ‘Or maybe a tea?’

‘Tea would be wise,’ she said.

‘What kind?’

‘Anything except chamomile.’

He went downstairs and switched the kettle on then pulled out the drawer in which he kept documents. The printout of maps from the Avosett website was in there. He took the sheets of paper to the table and studied them. There were pockets of woodland dotted around the south of Dartmoor, one north of the moor, even one or two in west Dorset.

He pulled out his phone again and studied the app carefully until he found the sheet he had been looking for. He looked at it closely.

And then Freya was standing on the stairs in one of his T-shirts. ‘What are you doing?’

‘I’ll be up in a minute,’ he said, replacing the map inside the pile of paper. In the morning he would tell Hannah Wood that he had worked out where Morrison was. He knew now. There would be no need to mention the device he had hidden on Morrison’s bike.

When he woke some time in the night with Freya next to him in the double bed, he realised she was crying.

He lay still, not wanting her to know that he was awake and listened in silence to the small tugs of breath as she wept.

When he woke again, he reached out his hand and the bed was empty. He was slow to work out what that meant.

It was only after a minute that he sat up straight and headed downstairs.

The maps of Avosett’s woodlands were still there, lying on the table, but when he looked through them, one of them was missing.
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Standing in the living room, Eden messaged Freya, hoping that he was wrong. Where are u? Xxx

She didn’t answer.

He was dressed and out of the door in two minutes. He jumped into his car in the early light, his phone on the seat next to him. The dot on the screen pulsed.

The night roads were empty. It was an easy drive westwards, out through Newton Abbot, then across the countryside on narrow lanes. It was before five and there was no one else around.

He drove as fast as he could, not caring about the speed camera flashes.

The wood was on one side of a curve of road, behind a grey drystone wall. Set back a little from the road was a gate that led to a track that led into the dark trees. There was no sign of Freya’s old Mercedes. That was a good sign. Maybe he had been wrong. He called the police.

‘Is there an active situation?’ asked the dispatcher.

‘I think I know the whereabouts of a person you are looking for in relation to the murder of Brian Ogilvie.’ What he didn’t want to say was that he might not be the only person who knew where Morrison was. Freya had snatched his phone from his hands just as he had been checking on Morrison’s location. She had taken the map of Avosett’s land.

The call to DI Wood went straight to voice-mail. ‘I have found Richard Morrison,’ he said. ‘I’m sending a pin of the location.’ He hoped he was right, but the important thing was she came.

He switched to the map on his phone. The road he had stopped on curved around the west side of the woodland. There was a dirt track that ran straight through the wood, like the straight string of a bow.

When he checked back on the app, the blue dot was in the middle, somewhere on that track, about half a kilometre down into the woods.

The sign on the gate read,


PRIVATE PROPERTY KEEP OUT



‘Walk around not through,’ he thought. He climbed over the gate and onto the track. These trees were big and old, huge and black in the early light. Branches arched over the track. The big bad woods.

All around him as he walked, were noises, creaks, rustles and knocks. The wind was shifting the canopy. Something – a startled deer? – crashed suddenly away through the undergrowth. Eden stopped for a second, heart thumping, before moving on.

It was fifteen minutes’ walking down the path, tripping occasionally in the dark, before he spotted a blacker shape to one side of the track. There was a camper van to one side of the track on a platform of earth that had been raised into a camping area. To one side of it, a wooden picnic table, a brick barbecue, what looked like a pizza oven and a small outdoor shed – maybe a toilet? Whoever owned the woods had built themselves a nice retreat here. Despite being close to the road, and only a stone’s throw from what had looked on the map like a farmhouse on the far side of the road, the campsite here was very secluded and private. There was what looked like a generator too, presumably to keep the electric bike charged. You could park here for days and nobody would know, which Eden guessed was the point. He was sure he was in the right place now.

As his eyes became accustomed, he saw that the side door of the van was not closed. It was open. Maybe Dev and Richard slept that way to keep cool.

He crouched down and took in the scene. It was still not light.

Looking up he saw the gap left between each tree, the sky a deep dark plum colour behind the leaves, rivers of faint light separating the black of the leaves.

A light wind blew. The leaves around him crackled. There was no movement in the van.

Eventually he stood and walked towards the van as quietly as he could. The windscreen was covered in one of those large sliver shades that campers used to keep the sun out.

He approached the van.

‘Dev?’ he said quietly.

There was no answer.

Closer he could see the double bed laid out with rumpled sheets.

‘Richard?’

He stepped forward again, climbed the slope up towards the camper.

‘Hello?’ Each time his voice a little louder, a little more puzzled.

He looked inside. No one behind the steering wheel, nobody on the bed. The van was empty – but only recently empty. He felt the bed. It was not warm. There on the small kitchen surface by the gas cooker sat a green Carhartt baseball cap. It was the one Morrison had been wearing the first time he had seen him. He was right. This was Morrison’s van.

Taped to the side of the van was a sheet of paper. Eden switched on his torch and looked at it. It was Nick Jones’s DBS certificate. Morrison had been the one who had broken into the Watersports Centre and stolen it. In his search for whoever it was who was threatening his life, he too had made the connection between Nick and Julie.

Everybody had been looking for Nick; now he was beginning to wonder if they had all been wrong. Nick was Julie’s son, but Freya had been her friend. She had been frightened of Morrison following her, but if he was searching for the person who had been trying to kill him, and she was that person, she had every reason to be scared. He stepped back and looked around, heart beating a little faster. If Morrison and Anand were not here, had Freya made it here first?

He walked to the rear of the camper, looking around. The generator was silent, but there was a cable leading across the grass. Sure enough, behind an oak trunk lay the bike on its side.

Eden squatted down and unzipped the rear pouch and felt inside. He had tucked the AirTag into the back of it, maybe too far in to get to it without pulling everything else out first. He couldn’t risk the police finding it. He would have to invent a story for Hannah Wood about how he had found the place, but she wouldn’t ask too many questions. She would just be pleased she had found him at last.

He pulled out a boxed inner tube and laid it on the damp earth, and then a multi-tool, then put his fingers back in and managed to catch something that felt like it between his first and second finger.

Elated, he pulled his hand back but he knocked the device from his fingers as he drew it past the zip and it spun away onto the dark ground. He padded with his hands around the direction where it had flown then stopped.

He thought he had heard the crack of a stick somewhere.

He waited, holding his breath.

It must have just been his imagination. He raked his fingers through the mush of dead leaves, trying to find the missing AirTag.

The second time he heard the noise he stopped again, held his breath.

‘Hello?’

He heard only the sound of his own breath.

Removing the phone from his pocked he switched on the torch and started looking around on the ground. He saw it eventually. It had bounced right under the rear wheel of the bicycle. He leaned forward to grab it.

And heard the steps behind too late.

Before he could turn, a foot landed between his shoulder blades, sending him down on top of the bicycle, cracking his forehead against the pedal.

Whoever it was dropped immediately down, their knee now, in between his shoulder blades, a hand grabbing his forehead and pulling back his head in a swift movement.

He didn’t need to see it to know that the pressure against his throat was a knife.
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Sixty-Five

‘Don’t move,’ said Freya.

He remembered now, how quietly she had moved through Wistman’s Wood.

‘Where are they?’ he asked.

She didn’t relax her grip on him. ‘I was going to ask you exactly the same. Did you warn Richard I was coming?’

‘I would have if I had any way of contacting him.’

‘So where the fuck are they?’ she asked.

‘Can I get up?’

She pressed her knee into his back, still holding the knife at his throat. It was a superior-looking kitchen knife. Eden guessed she had taken it from inside the van. If it came to a trial, that would stand in her favour, he guessed. If she had come here to attack Morrison, as he suspected, it was not something she had planned.

‘You poisoned him first. That didn’t work. You tried to run him over.’

He needed to keep her talking until the police arrived. He wondered how long they would be. Whether Hannah Wood had received his message and was already acting on it.

‘I liked you,’ he said.

‘I liked you too,’ she said, but she pulled the blade a little closer. He wanted to be able to see her face, to try and read what was going through it, but she was pinning him to the ground.

‘The police will be here soon,’ he told her.

‘I don’t really care,’ she said angrily.

‘You just wanted to stick up for Julie, didn’t you?’

‘Yes,’ she said.

‘Go on. Tell me.’

‘I know what you’re doing, Eden.’

‘What are you going to do? Kill me too?’ The knife moved away from his throat a little. He heard her sigh. ‘We can work this out, Freya.’

‘No, we can’t,’ she said. ‘I messed it all up.’

‘Tell me,’ he said again.

‘I never thought it was going to kill him. I didn’t really intend to, at first I was just going to scare him a little. It was digitalis. Foxglove. Dev was the cook. Whenever he was up in London, Rich couldn’t be bothered so he had posh organic food delivered to his doorstep. Soups. Stocks. Fresh juices. They sat there outside the gate. It was easy enough to add a little. It’s pretty bitter, so I had to be careful of how much I added. Enough to scare him. That’s all I was going to do.’

‘Put the knife down. You haven’t done anything yet.’

‘Haven’t I?’

He tried to get up. She put the knife against his skin again and said, ‘Stay where you are, Eden.’

‘OK. OK.’ He lowered his voice. ‘And then when he moved, to get away from his mystery poisoner, you befriended the sheep rustlers. I am guessing you chanced upon them just as poor Constable Foley did, at Julie Bullough’s house.’

‘I don’t really want to talk right now, Eden,’ said Freya. ‘If you don’t mind, I’m trying to think and I’ve got a real fucking headache. I didn’t expect you to be here.’ 

Finally she stood, He rolled over and looked up at her, silhouetted against the early sky. ‘Let me guess. The deal was, you don’t report them for taking over your friend’s barn if they try and run down Rich if he shows his face in a nearby field.’

‘Kind of,’ she said. ‘They did a pretty good job of it too. They sent me a video. He ran like a baby. I don’t mind sheep rustlers, really. They keep the grazing population down a bit.’

‘Sheep are like locusts.’

‘You remembered.’ Even in the dark he saw the shine of her teeth as she smiled. ‘Yes. Non-native species. The farmers say they keep the landscape natural. It’s bollocks. There’s nothing natural about it. They devastate trees, cause erosion, pollute water courses. There’s nothing natural about the moor except for little hold-outs where the sheep can’t go.’

‘Like Wistman’s Wood?’

‘Shut up, now, Eden. Please. Can’t you just go away and leave me here? Pretend you took longer to get here or something?’

Eden looked up to try and judge whether it was getting lighter in the sky. If it was, it was still dark down here. He didn’t trust himself to stretch for the knife in this gloom.

‘You’re waiting for Morrison, aren’t you? You’ll have to kill me, you know that, don’t you?’

‘What?’

Eden strained to hear anything in the woods – any sign of approaching vehicles.

‘You were better friends with Julie Bullough than you pretended, weren’t you? Was this all for her?’

Again, nothing.

‘I think it was. For her. And for what they did to your husband, using that young woman to steal him away from you.’

‘Fuck off now. Please.’

‘The police will be here soon,’ he said. ‘If it’s a hostage situation, they’ll bring guns, you know. They might well be here already.’

Something was crawling over Eden’s neck. A spider, perhaps. He felt the feet feathering across his skin.

‘I really hoped it wasn’t you, you know?’ he said. ‘Only I couldn’t see who else it could be. I was really praying I’d made a mistake. But you looked at my phone, didn’t you? You saw I’d been tracking him.’

A bird began to sing. It was an incongruously pretty noise. As if inspired, other birds joined it.

‘Julie was brilliant,’ she said. ‘She just wanted to make something good. Morrison was greedy so he spoiled it all for her.’

He thought of the homeless man on the tube train. That’s the trouble with this world. Along comes money and fucks up all the pure things.

‘You tried to burn Morrison alive. That wasn’t just trying to scare him, was it?’

She breathed in sharply.

‘How did you know he had rented the place in Stoke Fleming?’

She jerked the knife towards him. ‘Shut up, Eden.’

‘I guess Brian must have told you, because he was the only one who knew. Tilly said you’d been talking to him a lot. When I asked you when you last talked to him, you said you couldn’t remember. But you didn’t know he was actually there the night you tried to kill Richard, did you?’

‘Fuck sake, Eden. Please shut up.’

‘You slept me with me. All that was an act just to find out what I knew.’

‘Oh Jesus, Eden. I know you. I know what kind of man you are. You sleep with all sorts of girls. I was just one more. Don’t come crying to me.’

‘You went to kill Richard and you ended up killing your own husband, didn’t you?’

‘He killed Julie,’ she said. ‘One way or the other, he killed her. It’s what I said at the time but nobody would believe me.’

‘I believe you,’ said Eden.

She sounded surprised. ‘Do you?’

‘Yes. I don’t think the suicide note was a suicide note at all. I think it was just from some other time around, when they had looked after the dog for her.’

‘God. I knew it. I knew it.’ She wiped her eyes with her free arm.

‘So you can put down the knife. Don’t try and do this yourself. You know what happened the last time.’

‘That’s why I have to do it. I have to get it right this time.’

‘If we can prove he killed her, he’s going to get punished for what he did, Freya. I’ll make sure of it.’

She spoke first, looked around. ‘You mean it?’

‘The police are on their way. But it’s just to make sure no one else gets hurt.’

‘But Richard’s not actually here at all, is he?’

That was the weird part. He wasn’t here. Eden had been expecting him to be here.

She listened. ‘I can’t actually hear anybody out there, can you?’

It had been a risk, he realised, not telling the police his hunch until he was on his way out here. He knew they would come, though. It puzzled him that they were taking this long.

Finally she lowered the knife. ‘I’ve been angry so long I don’t know how to live normally any more. Richard Morrison is the reason Julie is dead. He’s the reason why Brian is dead. Honestly? If he was here, I’d have stabbed him by now. I mean it, Eden. Julie was doing something beautiful. She was doing something magnificent and brave. And all he cared about was money. I hate him so much.’

‘In that case, I’m very glad I made it here before him.’

She laughed. ‘Good for you, Eden. Good for bloody you. Where is he then?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘That’s kind of weird, isn’t it? You have to admit,’ said Freya.

The woods were quiet. There was no sign at all of anyone coming. The sky was brightening fast now. Black leaves were turning green.

‘Hear that?’ she whispered.

‘What?’

‘Exactly. Strange.’

Eden realised that even the birdsong had stopped.

And then Freya was falling, thrown forwards towards him, a look of shock on her face.


OceanofPDF.com



Sixty-Six

As a police officer, Eden Driscoll had seen plenty of dead people but until then, the only time he had watched anyone die was when he was fifteen.

For a week, Eden had begged for money on the streets of west London. He gave most of it to Rochelle, though it was clear now that she needed it for heroin.

‘You should stop,’ he told her.

‘I will. I will,’ she told him. ‘I’m working up to it, I promise. One day I’m going to go back to Ireland and have a little cottage, all of my own. You know. Somewhere pretty.’

On the Saturday she got up and said, ‘Rule number four. I remembered it. Snowy days are the best. People always give you money when it snows.’

‘Is it snowing?’ he said, confused.

‘No. But let’s pretend it is. Saturday is always a good day too because people have cash in their pockets.’

Eden had woken cold. He was tired of living with these people in their dirty basement. They didn’t look after themselves and there was nowhere to wash or to cook food.

‘I don’t want to go begging today,’ he said. ‘I’ve done it enough.’

‘Don’t be so ungrateful,’ Rochelle complained. ‘After all I’ve done for you.’

‘I don’t want to,’ said Eden.

‘Fuck you then, Leonardo,’ she said and she turned her back on him. ‘You’re an ungrateful little turd.’

The only way out of the basement was through the yard at the back, over the bins and over the wall. He was over it and halfway down Conduit Place when she caught up with him, running.

‘I’m sorry, Eden. I didn’t mean it. Please. Don’t go.’

She grabbed him by the arm.

‘One last day. Please, Eden. Just today. Please. One runaway helping another.’

Rochelle was right about Saturdays. They were better than other days. He ended up with almost eighty pounds and he gave it all to her and said, ‘That’s the last of it, OK?’

‘Sure, sure. This will be the last time. I promise.’

That afternoon he watched her light a candle in a jam jar, using its heat to prepare her drugs. After she had completed the familiar sequence, he watched the muscles in her face relax. She lay down on the grey mattress.

‘You’re a good boy, Eden,’ she said. ‘You’re right. You should get away from all of this. I’m going to, too, I promise you.’

He watched her lie down and tuck her knees up like a child, and saw her breathing slow, knowing that in the morning she would be begging for him to go back out on the street again with her. But he was wrong about that.

The candle burned for a couple of hours and then went out leaving Eden in complete darkness. When he reached out to try and wake Rochelle she was cold.

The policeman he told about Rochelle was kind. He found a blanket for him then made him show them where she was.

That night, after a tortuous evening of being interviewed and processed and discussed by police officers and social workers, he lay in a real bed for the first time in weeks but though he was exhausted, he couldn’t sleep for weeping. It was his fault Rochelle was dead. He had earned the money that had killed her knowing exactly what she was going to use it for.

Freya’s death was the second one he witnessed and it was much more sudden.


OceanofPDF.com



Sixty-Seven

Eden didn’t even hear the bullet.

All he heard was the whoosh and a soft thump and then she was falling onto him. He collapsed backwards with her into the leaf mould.

His first thought was that the police were here. They must have seen the knife to his throat and calculated that there was risk to his life because there had been no shouted warning.

He lay still because if there were guns, it was crucial not to make a mistake.

Freya was groaning quietly, her full weight on top of him.

He waited for the sound of approaching officers but there was nothing. Then the birds began singing again.

‘My name . . .’ He started to say, but his throat was dry. He swallowed and tried again. ‘My name is Eden Driscoll. I am unarmed.’

There was no answer.

Finally, Eden rolled and Freya slumped off him, sliding to the ground. She lay very still.

Cautiously he turned to look at her. She was on her side, eyes wide and flickering for a second before the muscles in her face gave way. He pushed himself onto one elbow, laid a finger on her neck. If there was a pulse, it was too weak for him to feel.

He was suddenly furious. ‘You didn’t need to shoot her,’ he shouted. ‘She had stood away from me. It was safe. I was not under threat.’

He stood slowly, stiff limbed, looking around. There was no answer. ‘I need an ambulance. Where are the medics?’

When there were guns, there was always a medical kit.

‘Where the hell are you?’

But there was no movement out there in the woods. When he looked back down at Freya, he was shocked to see something sticking out of her back. Leaning closer, he saw the fletches of an arrow.

It had not been a bullet. A crossbow bolt had penetrated deep into the skin, just below her neck.

With a jolt he realised it was not the police who had shot her. He dropped quickly back down to the earth, looking into the dark trees, trying to calculate where the shooter would be hiding.

The van had been empty. It had been waiting here like a baited trap, waiting for Freya to arrive.

‘She’s dead,’ called Eden, hoping that that would make the shooter show himself, though he was pretty sure he knew who it was already. ‘You killed her.’

‘It was self-defence,’ came a voice. ‘You know that, don’t you?’

Richard Morrison stood. He had been hiding behind a scrub of low holly. The crossbow was black, made of metal. There was a wooden bolt loaded and ready to fire, pointed at Eden.

‘Self-defence?’

‘She had a knife in her hand. You saw it.’

‘Put that down, Richard. The police will be here soon. Where’s Dev?’

‘Close by.’

‘So you knew she was coming?’

‘If I’m being brutally honest, I didn’t think it was her. I thought it was going to be Julie’s son.’

‘Nick?’

‘Yes. I was a little surprised when she turned up. And I wasn’t expecting her to have a chaperone. But you heard her. She said she was going to kill me.’

Eden had negotiated with armed men. You didn’t antago­nise them. You conversed. Eden stood again, slowly, with his hands raised.

‘You’ll still probably get away with manslaughter,’ Eden said.

‘Probably?’

‘But it’s best if you put the weapon down now.’

Morrison didn’t lower the crossbow.

‘What’ll happen to me?’

‘There will be a trial, obviously. It will come out that Freya Carter came here with the intent to kill you.’

‘And you’ll tell them that, won’t you?’

She was nowhere near him at the time. Richard Morrison had not been under any threat at all. He had killed her deliberately.

‘Yes,’ said Eden. ‘I will tell them exactly what I saw.’

‘Exactly?’ It was light enough for Eden to see the hand tighten on the trigger. The crossbow was pointed right at him.

‘What about Julie? I heard you talking about her too.’

Eden didn’t answer.

‘Why aren’t you answering me, Eden?’

‘Stay calm, Richard. The police will be here in just a minute.’

Richard seemed to be thinking all this through. He had been intending to kill whoever it was who had been trying to kill him and claim he had done it in self-defence. He hadn’t expected a witness to be here.

‘Will I go to prison?’

‘It’s not inevitable. Not if you have a good legal team.’

But they would have a job on their hands, thought Eden. Freya was right. This had all been a trap, deliberately set. The courts would see this as premeditated. They might even reopen the investigation into Julie’s death.

‘I don’t want you following me.’

‘Wait, please. I can’t let you go.’

Richard shook his head. ‘Of course you can.’ He held the crossbow a little higher. ‘Run,’ he said.

Eden raised his hands. ‘Please, Richard. Don’t do this.’

‘Run.’ He raised the crossbow to his eye. ‘Run!’ he roared.

Eden took a dive to the right just as the bolt soared towards him. It thudded into a tree behind him, just as he landed heavily on Freya’s body.

Scrambling up, he started to jump through the undergrowth. Crossbows were cumbersome devices. It would take Morrison a while to reload.

He ran past the camper van, down the slope onto the track, zig-zagging as he went, to dodge anything that came at him.

He was moving north, away from Morrison, but also away from his car. He had not made it far when he heard an engine roar. The lights came on – full beam – casting Eden’s shadow on the path in front of him.

He threw himself into trees, feeling their branches hitting him until a thick wire of bramble caught his ankle, digging thorns into his skin and bringing him down hard.

If he stood in the headlamp blare now, he would be immediately visible. Instead he lay as still as he could in the understorey, praying that no part of his body would be visible.

Molly would be with Finn. She would be there when he woke. Eden held his breath and listened to the birdsong.

The woods were all around him.

Then, much fainter than the birdsong, the first wail of a police siren.
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Sixty-Eight

When the ambulance arrived, a paramedic put a gold isothermal blanket around him. He was shivering, but it wasn’t from cold.

‘He just drove away?’ DI Wood asked.

Eden sat in the passenger seat of her car. ‘Yes.’

He had lain still in the understorey long after the van had gone, listening as gusts of wind blew through the woods, shivering the leaves, making limbs creak. Freya had talked as if woods like these were a single ancient organism.

When he had looked up, finally, in the brightening light, he had seen the camera attached to the tree with a black nylon strap, about three metres up. The first police car roared down the track a minute later and that’s when he stood and brushed the dead leaves off him.

‘So let me get this right,’ said Wood. ‘He had set a trap to kill whoever it was who had been trying to kill him.’

‘Look up at the trees.’ He had spotted four more IP cameras strapped high in the trees. He guessed there were probably more. They would be linked to Morrison’s phone. The moment he heard anyone approach the woods he would have picked up his crossbow, leaving the van empty. ‘He was waiting for whoever it was who had poisoned him, had tried to run him down, had tried to burn him to death.’

The crime scene officers were already closing off the whole of the woods.

‘So he was keeping tabs on you all that time? I don’t understand how.’

‘Remember you said he’d stopped calling me after I went to London. That’s when I interviewed Dev Anand. Morrison realised that I was involved with the investigation into Ogilvie’s murder and he started watching me. I think he was relying on me to lead Freya to him – and that’s exactly what I ended up doing.’

‘I wouldn’t waste any sympathy on her. She burned her own husband to death. How did you even know he was here?’

‘Just a hunch,’ he lied.

She seemed to accept that. There was a cut above his left eye, where he had fallen and hit the bicycle. A paramedic took out an antiseptic wipe and started cleaning the wound.

‘You were right about Dev,’ said Wood. ‘We went to his flat in Hackney. It was empty. There were plenty of photographs of the two of them together. It looked like the flat had been unoccupied for some time, judging by the amount of post in Mr Anand’s box. The one thing we did find were registration documents for a camper van. It looks like they were both staying here.’

‘That’s what they escaped in – the camper van. You should be able to track it.’

She sighed. ‘No trace of it anywhere so far. We think he changed the plates. What colour was it?’

‘Black.’

While the paramedic put a small bandage on his forehead, Wood got on the airwave. ‘Correction. Colour of camper van is black. Registration unknown.’

Morrison would be staying off main roads, the ones with speed cameras. But around here there were hundreds of little lanes to choose from instead. Wood was being optimistic.

‘One question,’ Eden asked. ‘Yesterday, did you get a message from Freya Carter that she had seen Richard Morrison?’

Hannah Wood frowned. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Nothing,’ he said. It had just been an act, when she had gone to the beach in Teignmouth, pretending to call the police. She didn’t want the police to know because she wanted to find him first, so that she could kill him.

An officer rode in his car with him, back to Exeter, where they interviewed him about what had happened that night. Freya still had the map she had stolen folded in her pocket so, as luck had it, there were no questions about how she had managed to track down Morrison’s location.

Eden didn’t make it back to the little house on the back beach until early afternoon, by which time Molly was out in a boat with Finn.

Eden sat on the sand waiting for them to come back.

Finn waved when he saw him, his other hand on the tiller in the small, white-hulled boat they were sailing in. Eden didn’t recognise it. Finn turned in towards the beach and this time let go the mainsail perfectly, guiding the boat onto the sand, jumping out and throwing his arms around his uncle. ‘It’s my own boat,’ said Finn. ‘Molly got it for me.’

‘You look like you’ve been doing that all your life,’ said Eden, ruffling his hair.

‘You hurt your head,’ said Finn.

‘I just fell over. It was stupid.’

‘Good at sailing. Not so good at putting it all away, though are you, Finn?’ scolded Molly following them up the beach. ‘You have to take the sail down, like I showed you.’

‘Can’t I do it later?’

‘No,’ said Molly, looking at Eden, knowing right away that something was wrong. ‘Do it now. It’s all part of being a sailor.’

Finn trudged reluctantly back down the beach.

Molly turned and called, ‘Remember, roll it from the head to the foot.’ Then sat down next to Eden to watch. ‘Rough day?’

‘Freya is dead.’

Molly gasped, grabbed Eden’s arm tightly. ‘Oh shit. No. What happened?’

Eden tried to explain as best he could how she had gone there to confront Richard, to kill him. On the beach Finn was getting angry with the sail which wouldn’t stay put as he tried to fold it in the breeze.

‘I don’t understand. I liked her,’ said Molly.

‘So did I. But I was wrong about her.’

Molly leaned forward and kissed him on the forehead.

When Finn had finally finished he joined them sitting on the beach.

‘Are you crying?’ Finn asked Molly.

‘Not really,’ she said.

‘Because it’s OK if you are.’

Bisi arrived that afternoon with bags full uniforms, oblivious to the events of the morning.

Finn tried them on. The trousers looked huge on him but Bisi said he was growing fast and they’d barely last the term if he carried on at that rate.

‘There?’ Bisi said, standing back. ‘Don’t you look the part?’

She had talked to the school. Three days a week Finn would be attending an after-school club. On Mondays and Thursdays Molly had said she could pick him up.

Eden was still listening through a daze. He couldn’t take in everything she was saying. He kept remembering the look in Freya’s eyes as she died and the thick loamy smell of the forest floor.

‘Are you looking forward to school?’ Bisi was asking Finn.

Finn seemed to take the question very seriously. He thought about it for a while, looked up at Eden and eventually answered, ‘A little.’

The local radio was on, playing ‘Happy’ by Pharrell Williams. The song sounded ridiculous. Eden had been keeping one ear out on the news to see if they had found Richard Morrison yet, but so far he had heard nothing.
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Sixty-Nine

When it finally made the news, the papers were full of the story of the spurned ex-wife who had accidentally burned her own husband to death. The town was full of reporters, each looking for a fresh angle.

The summer was soon a memory. September had felt like autumn was coming at them hard. The wind blew right into the start of October.

Eden was in The Ship one night eating a meal with Finn and Bisi when a young man in an expensively faded indigo work jacket approached the bar and asked, ‘Excuse me? Anyone knows where a Mr Eden Driscoll lives?’

‘Who’s asking?’ demanded a man who was sitting on one of the stools.

‘I’m a researcher for a documentary company.’ The man’s voice was full of his own importance.

‘Who d’you say you were looking for?’

‘Eden Driscoll. He’s an ex-policeman who lives down here on the beach apparently.’

The man shook his head. ‘Never heard of him.’

The barman said the same. So did everybody else he approached. ‘Not in here, mate.’

‘I’ll have a pint of Guinness,’ asked the man.

‘Guinness is off,’ said the barman.

The documentary maker looked around. There were clearly plenty of people drinking Guinness in the bar. ‘I’ll have a red wine then.’

‘That’s off too,’ said the barman, folding his arms.

When he left, defeated, somebody said, ‘Wanker,’ loudly. Everybody laughed.

The man on the bar stool, whom Eden had never talked to in all the times he had been in this pub, turned to him and winked. Eden smiled back. There were some things about living in a small town that were not all bad.

And he was no longer an ex-policeman.

Eden started full-time work with the Devon and Cornwall Police in the first week of October.

‘Come in,’ Wood said on his first day at the office in Exeter. ‘Shut the door behind you.’

Eden had spent the morning filling in forms, collecting his pass and his police phone.

‘Welcome,’ she said.

‘Thank you.’

She sucked on her lips for a little while, and then, finally, spat it out. ‘It’s Kevin Foley’s funeral tomorrow. A lot of us are going. I don’t suppose you want to join us, do you?’

‘Not really.’ He was standing in front of her desk.

‘I thought so,’ she answered.

‘You’re going?’

‘Yes. I was his boss.’

‘Who else?’

‘Everyone. Right up to the Chief Super.’

‘So it’s not coming out – about the way Foley harassed Matilda Lewisham? Or that he deliberately procured a key from a witness so that he could thieve from a dead woman?’

Hannah Wood looked down at her desk. ‘The decision not to action that was not mine,’ she said.

‘And he’s dead, so it doesn’t matter?’

She had smiled her thinnest smile.

‘Was it Foley who leaked the details of the Ogilvie murder to the press too?’

‘What made you think that?’ Wood asked, shocked.

‘There was a long piece in the Exeter paper about Foley being the great hero. I checked online. The journalist who wrote it was also the one who ran stories on the Ogilvie murder. And quite young and good-looking, too.’

Hannah looked unsmilingly back at him. ‘I hope you don’t go sharing that story. There’s an official investigation taking place into what Foley did and didn’t do. Besides, there is his wife to think about.’

‘So I’m right?’

‘Put it this way. His wife would lose her pension, if the narrative was different.’

Then she shifted her gaze behind him and looked hard at the door which was presumably his signal to leave.

‘Any sign of Richard Morrison or Dev Anand?’

‘Afraid not.’

‘I think it was Morrison who assaulted Liam Bullough,’ said Eden.

Wood eyed him. ‘We came to that conclusion some time ago. We know Morrison was following you everywhere. There was plenty of data on his phone to show that. When you went to Bullough’s house, he wanted to know what you were talking to him about. We’ve interviewed Bullough about the incident, and he swears blind you tried to come back to the house after he had asked you to leave.’

‘He was drunk.’

‘We think he mistook Morrison for you. Tried to throw you out. In the scuffle, he fell and hit his head.’

Eden nodded. ‘Do you think they’ve left the country, Anand and Morrison?’

‘They don’t appear to have. It’s a nationwide search now, but they disappeared once before. They seem to be very good at it.’

And so he was a police officer once again and for the most part, it felt good. He fell back into the routine easily. It was odd how normal it all was after the insanity of the summer.

Freya had been a murderer. She had lain upstairs next to him and smiled and for a little while he thought things might work out with her, but she had been making it all up.

On the first of Molly’s days, picking Finn up from school, he made it home by five. She had made Finn beans on toast which he was eating, plate on his lap, sitting on the sofa. Molly was dressed in a baggy loose-knit jumper, neck so wide that it slid off one shoulder.

‘How was school?’ Eden asked.

‘It was OK,’ said Finn.

‘How are you?’ he asked Molly.

‘Fine. Why shouldn’t I be?’ she snapped.

Eden frowned. ‘Is there anything wrong?’

‘Why?’ she demanded.

‘Because you’ve been really off with me. You haven’t even barged in to use the shower at our house recently. What’s wrong?’

‘Don’t be weird with me.’

‘I’m not the one being weird, Molly.’

Molly just grunted. ‘I told Finn you and me were going to do a trip up the river after he’d eaten that.’

‘Up the river?’ said Eden.

‘Yes. There’s somebody I want you to meet,’ she said.

‘Who?’

‘I’ll tell you when I’m there,’ said Molly. ‘Go change. Take off that horrible suit. I’m rowing.’

‘It’s not a horrible suit,’ Eden protested. ‘It’s Dolce and Gabbana.’

‘Jesus wept,’ said Molly.

Eden went upstairs to put a pair of jeans on. When he came back down again, he asked Molly, ‘Who’s looking after Finn?’

‘He’s coming with us.’

‘Is that a good idea? Doesn’t he have homework to do?’

‘You can show Finn your rowing skills,’ said Molly, in a tone that suggested she doubted he had any at all. ‘Come on.’

Her dinghy was on the beach. It was a beautiful boat. Fibreglass with mahogany trim. She sat Finn at the back and told Eden, ‘You take the right hand oar,’ then pushed off, jumping in as soon as the bows were clear of the sand. ‘Tide’s coming in for the next forty minutes. It’ll help us along.’

Eden was still weaker than her when it came to pulling an oar. Molly made it look easy.

They pulled past the moored ships and flew under the road bridge, Finn shouting as they passed beneath it to hear his own echo. The whole estuary was much quieter now than it had been a couple of weeks ago. Eden had only known the area in summer. Not it was becoming something different. As they passed Molly’s boatyard, the tide began to slacken and they moved more slowly and making progress against the water became harder work.

‘Is it much further?’ Eden was sweating now. The evening was clear and still. Rowing, you were always facing the way you had come from; it was harder to see where you were going. He stopped and turned to look ahead of them.

‘Not long now.’

He had never been this far upriver. Here the estuary was broad and beautiful. There was a pub on the south side, with its own jetty just above the high water. A train passed along the north side, where the track was close to the edge, light spilling from the carriages.

There was a group of people in yellow kayaks, hugging the shoreline, but apart from that the big wide water was all theirs. A ‘V’ of geese flew overhead. The sky was growing dark. The banks were black.

‘Come on,’ she said. ‘Just a little further.’

As they passed the pub, with its lights on and people inside enjoying themselves, Eden began to notice three or four small cabins built on the north bank of the estuary, oddly shaped wooden constructions. ‘We pull in here,’ she said.

He turned. This cabin was like something from a Dickens hovel. It looked derelict. Under a brick chimney stack, the roof sagged and some of the windows were boarded over. It was surrounded by piles of debris: rotting boats, old tree trunks, faded plastic, old buoys, tyres, and rusty metal.

‘Two more strokes,’ ordered Molly, and then the bow crunched into stones.

‘Finn first. Then you, Eden.’

Eden was just emerging from the dinghy when he heard a voice say, ‘Hello, little man. You found me then.’
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Nick had been living in this semi-derelict shack since he had dived off the boat into the river. When the tides made it easy, or when she didn’t want to take the gig out to sea, Molly trained up on this stretch of the river with the women rowers. You could only reach these shacks on foot at low tide – or 
in a boat when it was high. She had noticed someone living in one of them and, being nosey, had knocked on the door.

‘You want to say sorry to Eden, don’t you?’ she prompted.

‘Yes. I do,’ said Nick.

There was a salvaged picnic table among the junk of old tyres, salvaged buoys and buckets. The four of them sat around it.

Nick spoke. ‘I’m sorry, Eden. When I heard from Molly that Richard had been in touch with you I started keeping an eye on your house. I just wanted to know what he was like. To meet him. I apologise for kind of . . .’

‘You were spying, Nick,’ said Molly.

‘I suppose I was. I didn’t mean any harm. Certainly not to Finn. Leaving you in the boat like that when I dived overboard. I’m really sorry.’

Finn said, ‘I did OK.’

‘Yes, he did,’ said Molly. ‘No thanks to you. You exploited a child to get close to his dad. That’s bad, Nick.’

‘I know. I know. How have you been, Finn? School OK?’

Finn nodded.

Eden said, ‘Can I speak to Nick alone for a minute, Finn?’

‘Are you going to be horrible to him?’ Finn asked.

‘It’s OK,’ said Nick.

Molly said, ‘Come on,’ and took Finn by the hand. They walked down the narrow beach towards the next shack.

‘You used him. You know what that is, don’t you?’ said Eden.

‘I swear to God. I didn’t mean any harm. I just wanted to see Richard face-to-face. To understand why my mum had been so besotted with him. He ruined her. I wanted to tell him what I really thought of him, that’s all. Because I think he was responsible for the death of my mum,’ he said.

‘I think so too,’ said Eden. ‘The police want to talk to you about that. They’re going to open a murder investigation into the death of your mother.’

‘A murder investigation?’

‘It seems likely that she was killed and it was made to look like a suicide.’

Nick nodded slowly. He took an enormous breath of air and released it slowly. ‘You don’t know what that means to me, Eden.’

‘I can guess.’

He took another breath. He was like a man trying to stay in control. ‘I knew she struggled sometimes. She always had when I was growing up. But I couldn’t believe she could have just abandoned me like that.’

‘No. I don’t think she did.’

‘He got away then, I heard?’ Nick picked at the surface of the table with a dirty nail.

‘I’m afraid so. Police haven’t had a single trace of him.’

Nick sniffed. ‘He’s a monster.’

‘He seems to be good at disappearing. Like you.’

‘I got my training in young,’ said Nick. ‘I ran away from everything when I was a teenager. Even my mum. She was difficult. Hated Liam most of all. I hitchhiked down through Thailand and Cambodia. I ended up with a bit of a habit. Long story short, I was in trouble a lot of the time with police back in Australia.’ He glanced up at Finn. ‘So when I saw all the feds, there lining up on the beach and on the Teignmouth side, I freaked out. Reckoned they’d think it was me who killed the guy up near Dartmouth.’

‘That’s exactly what they thought,’ said Eden. ‘But they know better now. You can go back to Teignmouth if you like. Nobody’s going to hold anything against you.’

‘Maybe,’ Nick said.

The tide had turned already, dropping down, leaving the boat on the beach.

‘I’m taking my stepdad to court,’ said Nick. ‘He tried to claim all of her estate. I’ve found a no win no fee lawyer who says I stand a good chance of getting half – or more, even.’

‘Half is a lot of money.’

‘More than I deserve,’ said Nick. ‘I just don’t want my stepdad getting it all. It might take years. I don’t care. I was thinking I’d sell the house, cash in my shares and then buy some land. Try and do what my mum was trying to do. Only thing I want to keep is the boat.’

‘Nice,’ said Eden. ‘You’ll be all right, you know that.’

Another train came roaring up the track. The whole house shook as it sped past. Eden looked at his watch. It was gone seven. The air was beginning to turn chilly. They would have to row back in the dark.

‘We should go,’ called Eden.

Molly returned with Finn. ‘I just wanted to square it with you,’ said Nick.

‘He gets it,’ said Molly, ‘don’t you, Eden? He ran away from his family when he was a teenager too. Now look at him. He’s a bloody copper.’

Finn laughed, like he did when grownups used bad language.

‘I wish I’d met your mother,’ said Eden. ‘She sounds like a good person.’

Nick nodded.

The air was getting chilly. All four of them lifted the dinghy back down to the retreating water. She gave Finn a torch to hold. ‘It’s dark. We need to show a light. It’ll be a fast ride home on the tide, though,’ Molly promised. ‘What are you cooking?’

‘I’ve got a bottle of white in the fridge,’ said Eden. ‘If that’s any incentive for you to get us home quicker.’

‘Not for me,’ said Molly, looking a little embarrassed as she said it. ‘I’m giving up for a while.’

‘You?’

‘Don’t sound so shocked. Just because I like a drink doesn’t mean I have to have one every day,’ she grumbled.

Eden had just sat on the thwart and was waiting for Molly to push off and jump in when he turned and called out to Nick, ‘Wait. You mentioned a boat. What boat?’

Eden drove to Dartmouth with Wood early next morning.

The temperature had taken a dive overnight. Eden had a thick jacket on but Wood was underdressed for the cutting wind coming up the river.

Julie Bullough’s yacht was on a private mooring. They had confirmed with the company that ran the moorings that it was still there. ‘Pegasus. Bavaria, 42 foot.’ Bavaria was the make. Eden had looked it up: a solid-looking, wide white hull with a tall aluminium mast.

Julie Bullough had bought it fifteen years ago at the height of her media company’s good fortunes.

‘Long way to come on a hunch,’ said Wood, arms wrapped around her to keep herself warm.
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‘Thing is,’ said Eden. ‘This mooring is only a couple of miles from Stoke Fleming, and the house that Brian Ogilvie died in.’

They parked on the marina at Kingswear, a place called Noss Creek. The river was broad and lush here, ringed with trees. On the far side, another wide creek joined the basin. A line of yachts was moored on the far side. Eden had a pair of binoculars and had printed a photograph of the boat, taken from one of the marine traffic websites.

The man from the private mooring company wore a rugby shirt, a pair of red trousers and too much cologne. ‘There,’ he said, pointing. ‘There’s a tender attached, so I expect there’s someone aboard right now.’

Eden focused. It was moored a long way off on the far side of the channel. An orange inflatable bobbed behind it. That must be the tender the man had talked about. The curtains were drawn, so it was impossible to say for sure whether there was anyone aboard, but it was enough for the DI, who authorised the operation within a few minutes.

‘They keep themselves to themselves,’ said the man in the rugby shirt.

‘They?’

‘Two men. Been living on board for days. Cold now in the evenings.’

It was not going to be simple. Eden listened to Wood, calling up the incident room, then being slowly passed up the chain of command until she was talking to the Chief Super. It became clear that nobody had done a marine firearms operation before. But Morrison was armed and he had already killed at least one person. It was procedure.

They spent some time discussing logistics. They would need several boats and a lot of coordination. It was going to take time to set up – maybe hours.

She ended the call. ‘Is that a café?’ She nodded to a building close to the pontoon. If it was going to be a long wait, there were worse places to be. Eden surveyed the scene.

‘We should put someone on the far shore,’ he suggested. ‘Just in case.’

‘I suppose we should,’ said Wood. ‘Don’t want to spook them though. If there’s a lot of activity, might start figuring out we’ve found them.’

She was right. The last thing they wanted was someone in uniform crashing around out there. Eden looked at a map on his phone. The far side of the river was less than half a mile away, but according to the app it was over twenty miles to drive there. Even using the ferry downriver, which shortened the journey, it would take forty minutes to reach the other side in a car.

‘You can row, can’t you?’ Wood asked.

‘Kind of.’

‘Off you go then,’ she said. ‘Be my guest.’

He found the man in the rugby shirt. ‘Is there any way I can get to the other side?’

The man looked him up and down. ‘I could drop you over.’

Eden nodded. ‘Could you just lend me a boat?’

‘It’s not a millpond out there. Bit of a current.’

‘I live on the beach in Teignmouth,’ Eden said, as if that was a qualification in itself and, for once, Eden was glad to be able to say it.

‘Your funeral.’ The man led him onto the pontoon where there was a small fibreglass rowing boat tied to a cleat. ‘Need a life jacket?’

‘It might make me look less like I’ve just stepped out of an office,’ said Eden, looking down at his suit.

The man returned with an orange flotation jacket, a pair of oars and some rowlocks.

Eden got in, laid his own jacket on the rear thwart of the boat. From the pontoon, DI Wood looked down at him. ‘Make sure you stay well away from that bloody boat. Don’t do anything to make them suspicious.’

Eden untied the painter and let the current pull him away from the mooring.

Three months ago, he would have felt awkward, out here on the water. Now he handled the dinghy with a little confidence, at least, pulling away from the boats. But in midstream, with the combination of wind and current, he realised it was going to be a lot harder than he had thought to make it to the other side.

The tide was going out; a south wind was blowing in the same direction. He had seen a break in the trees upstream of the Pegasus. There was a house on the river bank and what looked like a footpath leading down to the water. That was where he had been aiming to get to.

He kept to the marina’s side of the river to avoid the fastest water, but progress was slow and he was soon sweating under the nylon lifejacket. When he tried digging deeper into the water, his right oar slipped out of the rowlock and he tumbled backwards into the bottom of the boat. By the time he was back on the thwart, the boat had drifted five metres back and he had to work hard to regain the lost distance. He needed to get as far upriver as he could, to avoid getting anywhere near Julie Bullough’s boat.

It took him twenty minutes’ hard rowing to crawl his way up to beyond his landing spot, by which time his arms were aching. He then turned to head across the river, letting the water take him. Halfway across a cormorant emerged from below the surface. Startled to see him, it scrabbled across the water, slapping its wings onto the surface noisily before finally rising into the air, leaving rippled rings in a line behind it. Eden glanced over to Pegasus, to see if anyone had noticed the commotion, but there was no sign of anyone aboard moving.

And then he was finally on the other side. The falling tide meant that there was five metres of stones exposed on the opposite bank. He dug the dinghy into the bank, realising he was going to have to get out and walk the rest of the way to the shore.

Leaving the little boat resting there, Eden stepped over the side. Looking back at the café, he saw Wood, holding the binoculars, watching him from the other side.

He grabbed the painter and tugged at it for a metre until the rowing dinghy was safely out of the current, threw the lifejacket into it, then set off to the bank.

When he made it there he collapsed onto it and lay on his back for a while, breathing hard.

Behind him there was a house, but it looked empty. To the south, towards where Pegasus was moored, was a parcel of dense woodland. There was no easy way through it so he returned to the river bank and walked along it for a little while, jumping a stream that flowed into the bigger river, looking for a pathway in the trees.

After a couple of minutes Eden found a break in the foliage and, beyond it, was what looked like a path that ran parallel to the river bank. It would be a good place to watch the yacht from. The thick shade meant he stood a chance of getting close to Pegasus without any risk of being seen.

Making his way down the path, he chose a spot where he could just see the boat from the shelter of the low oak branches. He stopped and squatted down on the leafy bank, out of sight. A little way further down, he noticed that someone had chained a kayak up to a tree bough.

He took his phone from his pocket. There was a message from Wood. Man here not happy about where you left boat. U need 2 move it.

It can wait, he replied. It wouldn’t be going anywhere until the tide came back in and that wasn’t for hours. Besides, he thought he had just seen one of the curtains in the boat move.

He stared at Pegasus, and was beginning to wonder if he had imagined it, when the curtain moved again.

He lowered himself to the ground fearing for a minute that he had been spotted. Someone inside the boat was watching the bank where he was. Lying as still as he could he reached for his phone.

If he had been spotted, he would need to admit it to Wood. It would mean ramping up the operation – trying to persuade the armed response to operate in a location they hadn’t properly scouted out. He blamed himself for thinking he could make it to the other side of the river without someone noticing.

But the face came to the glass and he realised it wasn’t looking in his direction at all. But for some reason their eyes were glued on the bank, close by.

He heard something behind him. Someone was cycling down the track he was on. Not wishing to be seen, he lay as still as possible.

Whoever it was, they stopped before they reached him. He turned his head slightly to try to see who it was, but could only make out a pair of trainers and the wheel of a bicycle. He heard the click of a bicycle lock.

Someone had come from the direction of the house and was chaining up their bicycle. He suddenly remembered the kayak and realised what it was doing there, and he also realised who the face at the window had been looking out for.

There was no more time to think. The footsteps were coming his way. Eden was wearing a white shirt. It would be easy to spot him even in the shade of these trees. Eden stopped breathing.

Then a man’s voice. ‘What the—?’
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Eden rolled quickly onto his front, sprang up and lunged for the pair of legs in front of him.

Morrison was carrying two five litre bottles of water and had a large rucksack on his back – he had obviously been buying supplies for their hideout.

Eden managed to catch one of his ankles as Morrison dropped what he was carrying, attempting to turn and break into a run. Eden had the element of surprise. Unbalanced, Morrison staggered backwards and fell hard.

Eden scrabbled up and landed right on top of him, raising his fist to punch him.

The punch didn’t land. Morrison had jerked his head away, fighting back now, kicking his knees up, grabbing Eden’s hair with his free hands. He was strong – and had more weight in his body than Eden.

Morrison roared. He rolled, knocking Eden to one side, and managed to stand. He lunged towards Eden, head down, catching Eden in the belly. Eden fell back, scrabbled straight up again and kicked out.

The weight of his backpack unbalanced Morrison a second time and he staggered backwards, tripping over a log, but kept upright. Eden kicked out with the same leg, hitting Morrison’s shin hard enough to topple him. This time Morrison fell hard.

The undergrowth was thick. There was little room to manoeuvre. Morrison was shuffling backwards on his elbows, trying to put enough distance between himself and Eden, but there was an oak behind him and nowhere to go.

Morrison looked around. ‘Just you?’

‘The rest are on their way.’

Morrison laughed. ‘Isn’t that what you kept saying last time?’ He was trying to slip one arm from the strap of his backpack to free himself of its weight. Without it on his back he would be lighter, faster.

Eden swivelled, raised his foot and stamped, kickbox style, hitting Morrison straight in the chest. Morrison’s head jerked back and hit the trunk behind him. He blinked, stunned, trying to catch his breath.

Before he had a chance to recover, Eden stepped forward and kicked him a second time, this time catching the side of his head. It felt better than he knew it should.

He was about to do it a third time when he stopped, panting. ‘Are you going to stay down?’

Morrison didn’t answer. He put his tongue out at the side of his mouth, feeling for where Eden had split the skin. A little blood trickled from his mouth into the beard he had grown to disguise himself. There was pure anger in his eyes.

In training and disciplinary meetings, they talked a lot about reasonable force. Eden was in plain clothes, with no stick, mace or cuffs. He had no way of restraining Morrison. He reasoned that it was going to take the police a while to get here.

‘Don’t move,’ Eden said. He grabbed hold of a branch to steady himself and raised his leg, as if ready to kick. He reached in his pocket for his phone.

Morrison was lying on his back, his ankle resting on the log that had tripped him.

‘Hannah?’

Morrison was never going to do what he had been told. Eden knew it. He didn’t expect him to. He was not that kind of man. He had known him from the moment he had seen him outside the door on that first day.

‘Hannah, I have Morrison,’ he said.

That’s when Morrison tried to roll to one side. He wasn’t quick enough. Even in the second Eden knew that what he was going to do was going to hurt, he didn’t mind at all. As Morrison rolled, Eden brought his shoe heel down hard on Morrison’s ankle, while his foot was still propped on the log. There was a soft crack. The scream sent a group of nervous oystercatchers flying up into the air.

Morrison was the kind of man who didn’t believe he was beaten. He had not accepted bankruptcy when Thune Elliot had flopped and he was not going to be arrested by a single police officer.

He had crawled for a while, but he couldn’t get far on his hands and knees, and he certainly couldn’t walk on a broken ankle. It took him twenty minutes to reach a public footpath, presumably the one he had arrived on his bicycle, carrying provisions for the boat. Eden had simply walked alongside him, all the way.

‘You wanted me to lead you to whoever was trying to kill you. And I ended up leading them to you.’

Morrison didn’t answer. He just kept crawling on all fours until two uniformed police officers finally arrived, running down the track towards them.

‘This him?’ they said, incredulously. ‘What happened?’

‘He broke his leg, I think,’ said Eden.

They lifted Morrison, each one taking an arm, and marched him down the road to their car.

Dev gave himself up much more quietly, getting into an RNLI rib that the police had persuaded to ride up the river. Eden watched it from the river bank.

The tide was high now. He felt too exhausted to make it back across the river. He messaged Wood, to ask, Can you pick me up? but she didn’t reply.

The sun had warmed the stones now. An egret, white and beautiful, landed by the low water’s edge.

It took Eden ten minutes to pull the rowing boat into the shore, dragging it over the stones.

When he had tied it to a tree, he took the oars and walked back up the footpath that the officers had arrested Morrison on.

Wood’s car was parked on the far side of a gate. She was standing, leaning against the bonnet, looking at something on her phone. She looked up when she heard the noise of his footsteps.

‘Behold,’ she said. ‘The hero of the hour.’

Eden had to sit in the passenger seat, squashed to one side, the oar’s paddles poking out of his window, Wood with the car heater on full as they drove back to the ferry.

Dev Anand was waiting in a café with a pair of officers. He had a cup of tea in front of him and was cradling it in both hands. ‘Is Rich OK?’

‘He hurt his leg,’ answered Eden.

‘But is he going to be OK?’ Dev blinked.

‘Hard to say,’ said Eden.

‘Has Mr Anand been charged?’ he asked the police officers he was with.

‘Yeah. Just waiting for a vehicle to take him away.’

Eden addressed Dev. ‘So you know that whatever you say now is being noted by these officers.’

Dev took a sip from his tea. ‘I don’t care. It’s all messed up now.’

Wood came into the room and nodded to him.

‘We’ve charged your husband with the murder of Freya Carter.’

Dev said nothing.

‘What do you know about the death of Julie Bullough?’

The look on Dev’s face was one of panic. He had not had time to prepare himself for that.

‘Enough questions,’ said Wood. ‘Save it for the formal interview.’
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The Crown Prosecution Service authorised the police to charge Richard Morrison with the murder of Freya Carter. Though she had a knife in her hand, Eden’s evidence made it clear that she didn’t present any threat to Morrison at the time; Morrison had clearly prepared to lure her to the woods to kill her, their report concluded and he would go to trial on that basis.

It was going to be harder to link Morrison to the assault on Liam Bullough, though. They had not recovered a weapon or any forensic evidence that linked Morrison to the scene. All they had to go on was that Morrison had been following Eden for several days using a Tile device. But there was no data from the Tile to show that Morrison had actually followed Eden on the day Liam Bullough had been attacked.

However the new investigation into the death of Julie Bullough was more promising. They reopened it when a search of Dev Anand’s email history found that he had ordered a quantity of amitriptyline in solution as well as two 200ml bottles of codeine syrup two years ago, two weeks before Bullough’s death. He had bought it from an illegal online pharmacy and it had been delivered to his London flat. The hypothesis was that Anand had added the drugs to a drink. A review of the post-mortem on Julie Bullough’s body suggested that there may have been some minor bruising to the face, which had been overlooked at the time but which now suggested that whoever had killed her had had to hold her while they poured the cocktail of drugs and alcohol down her throat.

Eden watched the video of the interview that Hannah Wood conducted with Dev Anand. It took place in the same room that Eden had been questioned in weeks before.

‘Why did you tell us you had not seen Richard Morrison in two years? That was a lie, wasn’t it?’

Anand looked up at the camera in the ceiling and said, ‘No comment.’

‘The story you told us, that you had split up after stealing money from your husband, that was a lie too, wasn’t it?’

‘No comment.’

‘We believed you orchestrated the split so that there would be no link between Richard Morrison and you when you ordered the drugs that killed her. Did Richard Morrison ask you to get the amitriptyline and the codeine?’ asked Wood. ‘Or did you decide to kill her yourself?’

Anand shook his head.

‘Speak for the recording, please.’

‘No, he didn’t.’ Anand’s voice was quiet.

‘Did you buy it of your own volition?’

‘No comment.’

‘We think that an initial dose would have been enough to make Julie Bullough drowsy. What happened after you gave it to her?’

Eden watched his head lower by a just a millimetre or two. ‘No comment.’

‘We spoke to your husband about this. We asked him whether he was involved in the death of Julie Bullough. He denied having anything to do with it, but when we asked him if you were involved, he remained silent.’

Dev Anand lifted his head again and glared across the table. Eden watched, fascinated, as Wood let the implication hang in the air: that Morrison would try and save his own skin.

‘You would have had to undress her and lift her into the bath.’

Dev Anand looked defeated. ‘No comment.’

He watched DI Wood take a sheet of paper from her folder. ‘It appears that a quantity of emails were deleted from Avosett’s servers about two years ago. Obviously it’s impossible to recover the content of those emails after that time. We did, however, find this draft email on Julie Bullough’s computer. Can you read it, please?’

Dev Anand kept his eyes fixed elsewhere on the table.

Hannah read it herself. ‘In the draft of the email Julie Bullough says, “I’ve lost my land to your scheme, but I’m not going to stand by while you destroy it.” What do you think that meant?’

‘Haven’t any idea.’

‘She was the major shareholder in Avosett. If she pulled out of the Avosett scheme, it would have gone under, wouldn’t it?’

Anand chewed on his lower lip for a while and then said, quietly, ‘No comment.’

Though she tried to drive a wedge between them, the couple stood by each other.

‘He’s still in love,’ said Hannah. ‘Dev did it all for Richard. To save him. To save his business.’

‘You think?’

‘But Morrison’s going to sell him out. Eventually,’ she said. ‘He’s that kind of man.’

In October, Finn’s teacher beckoned Eden into a meeting and told him that Finn wasn’t taking part much in school activities. ‘How is his home life?’ she asked.

‘Is there a problem with his behaviour?’ Eden asked.

‘He’s a bright boy, but it’s like he’s not really trying. He just sits at the table all day. We did a maths task this morning. He didn’t answer a single question. And maths is something he’s good at.’

‘He hasn’t said anything to me,’ said Eden. ‘But I’ll ask him about it.’

‘Something else. At break time he stands on his own. The other children are starting to notice. They’re not always kind to children who act a little differently.’

‘Were they close, Finn and your friend Freya?’ asked Bisi one Saturday as they drank coffee in the Rockpool Deli in the middle of town.

‘Not close, exactly. But they knew each other.’

‘Maybe you need to find some way to say goodbye to her.’

‘She was a killer. She killed her own husband.’

Bisi wiped the crumbs from her sausage roll off her fingers and laid her hand on top of his and said, ‘Love. Sometimes you need to stop thinking like a policeman. Whatever she was, you were close. So that means Finn was too.’

It was Nick who provided the opportunity. He was the one who said he wanted to visit Wistman’s Wood in memory of his mother. ‘She loved the place.’

‘Would you mind if we went in memory of Freya, too?’ asked Eden. ‘That’s where me and Finn first met her.’

‘Cool,’ said Nick. ‘They were friends.’ And, though the courts hadn’t said it officially yet, Richard Morrison was responsible for both of their deaths, thought Eden.

It was one of those chilly days in early autumn when they made the track back up to the woods, Eden, Finn and Nick.

If anything, the trees looked even more sinister now. Most of the leaves had gone. All that was left was crooked tree limbs, from which hung thick tresses of mosses and lichens, and the bright green of the mossy rocks below.

They stood on the bank above the woods, looking down into them. Eden wondered if Nick was going to make a speech of some kind, but he didn’t. He reached out and took Finn’s hand and stood there for a while.

‘Awesome, isn’t it?’ was all Nick said.

Three of them looking down into the woods together.

‘My mum would have liked it too,’ said Finn.

‘Yes,’ said Eden, though the place still made him uneasy for reasons he couldn’t understand, ‘she would.’

They tried to find the place where they had first seen Freya, but it all looked so different now the leaves had fallen and in among the chaos of tree limbs and rocks, they couldn’t work it out.

Nick found three acorns, bright green and fresh, and handed one to each of them. ‘One for each,’ said Nick.

‘I’ll plant mine,’ said Finn.

And when they set off home, Eden wasn’t sure quite what they had been doing there in the woods, but it felt like he had taken part in a kind of ceremony. It had felt good.
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Seventy-Four

In the last week in October the wind came back and this time seemed to only come from the west, blowing straight onto the back beach.

Hannah Wood turned out to be right. Morrison was always going to try and save himself.

On a cold Thursday, on the day the first big storm hit the coast, Morrison’s solicitor told Wood that Morrison wished to offer additional information. The murder of Julie Bullough, Morrison claimed, had been all Anand’s idea. Not only had the drugs been ordered in Anand’s name, so had the crossbow that had killed Freya. Morrison had been persuaded to do it all by his lover. He was the victim in this.

‘Do you believe him?’ Eden asked Wood.

‘Of course I don’t.’

Heartbroken, Anand began to talk. They both implicated each other.

Throughout October, Finn’s sailing boat lay on the beach untouched. There was more homework in Year 6 and by the time that Finn arrived home from school, he was always tired and wanting just to sit and read or watch TV.

Molly was busy most of the time. The sailing lessons she had promised didn’t materialise. She insisted she had a couple of major overhauls to do on yachts and she had to earn a living from something, after all. She stuck to her agreement to look after Finn two afternoons a week, but to Eden, she seemed distant and aloof. Instead of staying to eat his food, every evening she went straight home across the river as soon as Eden was home.

Eden could not figure out what he had done to offend her.

Dark Water had been put on sale. On the same day as the date of Morrison’s double murder trial was announced, Constable Neil Griffiths of the Rural Affairs Unit arrived at the beach house.

‘Not you I’ve come to see,’ he told Eden, when he answered the door. ‘Is the boy in?’

‘Why?’

The big man filled the doorway. ‘I’ve come to thank him for his bit in solving a murder.’

Finn was sitting cross-legged on the sofa with homework on his lap. ‘My bit?’

‘Oh yes. The most important bit. Without you, we couldn’t have done it,’ said Griffiths.

Four days ago, a butcher in Northampton had been arrested as part of an investigation into the sale of stolen meat. A keen-eyed copper noticed that the butcher’s son had an unusual tattoo of a hand axe. When she ran it on the system and cross-referenced it with farm crime, she came across Finn’s drawing, which was almost identical to the one on the man’s arm.

Figuring that the butcher was heavily involved with rustling and illegal slaughtering of untagged cattle and sheep, Northamptonshire police raided a lock-up rented by him and found a shotgun. It wasn’t possible to connect the weapon directly to the shooting of Detective Constable Kevin Foley, but the discovery was enough to scare the son. Threatened with a murder charge, the lad began naming the other people who had been in the lorry that night up on Dartmoor. When questioned, two of them named the third as the person who had shot Foley after Foley had chanced upon them in Julie Bullough’s barn.

‘We couldn’t have done it without your drawing,’ said Griffiths, his face earnest.

Finn said, ‘It was a good drawing.’

‘A very good drawing.’

‘I’m really proud of you,’ said Eden.

Finn bent back down over his homework, concentrating harder.

The bad weather broke in early November with a brief period of sunshine. Eden came back from work one evening and found Molly on the beach with Finn.

They were painting a name onto the bows of the Optimist in red paint. Molly was kneeling on the sand, concentrating. She had a good, steady hand. Eden watched her admiringly as she curved the brush to add the last line to the ‘e’ of Apple. It had been Finn’s mother’s name.

‘He chose the name,’ said Molly. ‘Finn did the first letter, and he wanted me to do the rest.’

‘Can you draw an acorn too?’ asked Finn. ‘After the name.’

He had put the acorn from Wistman’s Wood into a plastic cup of earth and it was sitting on the kitchen window sill.

Eden looked at their handiwork with a thick chest. ‘What about the sailing lessons you promised me?’ he asked.

‘Yeah. Well.’ She stood. ‘You could always ask Nick. He’s giving lessons again.’

‘I suppose I could. But I thought you were going to do it.’

She closed the lid of the paint tin and stood on the lid to clamp it shut.

‘I just think Nick would be better, you know?’

Eden was tired. It had been a long day at work. ‘What’s got into you, Molly? I thought we were friends. We used to talk a lot.’

‘Yeah. Well . . .’

The beach was strewn with logs and branches that had been washed downriver by the rain of the last few days. ‘Why don’t we get together, have a glass of wine and you can tell me what I’ve done wrong this time.’

She stared at the name she had just written on the boat. ‘I told you. I’m off the juice these days.’

He looked at her curiously. A dog ran onto the beach and started to dig at the sand. ‘I haven’t seen you smoking either.’

‘Given up.’

Eden was suddenly worried. ‘Is it a medical thing?’

‘Kind of,’ she said quietly. The lights of cars moving on the bridge reflected onto high water. ‘Look. I’ve been meaning to talk to you about it for a while. I think you have a right to know.’

That’s when he finally understood. ‘Oh fuck,’ said Eden quietly.

‘Yes. We did. Didn’t we?’

‘Oh fucking fuck.’

‘And we were very drunk indeed.’ She picked up the paint pot and brush in her right hand and stood. ‘I think you’re going to need that drink,’ she said. ‘Even if I don’t have one.’

And that evening, after Eden had read a story to Finn, they pulled two chairs up to the glass back door and sat together, looking out at the darkness of the water. From outside you could see them both lit by the low light of the room. You could hear them talking too, at first loudly, sometimes agitatedly, until their voices lowered in tone as the tide fell and boats that had been floating in deep water finally rested on the river bottom, tilting as the water beneath them fell away.
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Prologue

The boy wakes, scared. Something is wrong. It is all his fault.

‘Mum?’ he whispers into the night.

The bed he has woken in is rocking from side to side. Above him, voices howl: Ooooooooo. 

In his night-foggy brain, still tangled in sleep, the boy realises he is not at home in the house on the red beach. He knows he is somewhere else, far away.

He is in the boat. 

And then he remembers shouting at his mother and telling her he hated her for taking him out in the boat and for being so weird that everyone teases him at school.

Your mum is so fucking weird.

There is the water, slapping at the boat’s sides: blap blap blap blap. Ooooooo, blows a ghostly wind through the mast’s wires, a note that rises and falls in intensity. 

He is nine. He has been on this boat often enough to know that it is not ghosts that make the eerie noise, but it might as well be. 

He does not like this story. He should have been nicer to his mum. He should not have got angry. The boat should not be moving like this, tipping, pausing, then tipping back the other way – not feeling like it was ever going to stop.

‘Mum,’ he says out loud. ‘I feel sick.’

There is no answer. 

‘I’m sorry, Mum,’ he whispers, reaching out his left hand across the gap between their two bunks. The sheet where she would have been is empty and cold.

Mum is not there. 

Of course. She must be sailing the boat. 

The black is very black and that makes it harder to breathe. Nothing is steady. Everything is in motion. There is acid in his throat.

Blap blap blap blap. A little bit more awake now, he realises that water should not be slapping at the boat’s sides like this. It is not the right noise. The right noise would be the creakiness of being at anchor, or the thump of sailing into waves, or the grumbling of the diesel engine. This is something different. The boat should not be moving this way, like a roly-poly toy clown. It doesn’t feel right.

‘Mum.’ He sits up, feels instantly seasick. ‘I’m scared.’

On the right side of his bunk is a curtained oval window. He pulls back the fabric and peers out, nose against cold glass. No lights; no stars. Just black.

Added to the noise of the water and the wind, his own breath. Please don’t cry. Please don’t cry.

When he tries to get out of the sleeping bag it’s like someone is grabbing his legs. His feet are tangled in it. He tugs and tugs until finally one is free, then the other. 

‘Mum!’

He drops his legs over onto the unsteady floor, feels in the dark for the aluminium doorhandle, turns and pulls.

 It does not move.

‘Mum?’ 

He tugs at the door harder. He has been locked in. 

‘Mum!’ Voice trembly now. ‘I’m sorry, Mum. I didn’t mean it.’ Bangs now. ‘Mum!’

Eventually fingers find the switch on the round light above the head of his bed and suddenly he is blinking in the brightness. There is no sign of his mother; no sign her bunk has been slept in.

‘Mum, where are you?’ he shouts.

Blap blap blap blap goes the water.

Ooooooo goes the wind, its note higher.

‘Mum!’ he screams, louder than he has ever screamed in his life, and he yanks at the handle as hard as he can but something is stopping the door from opening.

His mum is not sailing the boat, he realises. There is no one on the boat apart from him and his mother has gone.

And if he hadn’t shouted at her this would all be different. 

He peers at the narrow crack between the door and the frame and he can see nothing at all.

He is here, in the middle of the sea, all on his own and the night is dark and the boat is out of control. And now he is really cold and scared. His mother is gone, and it is all his fault. 

In a small, dark room in London, a woman reads the Shipping Forecast into the BBC microphone. ‘Portland, Plymouth,’ she says, ‘Southeast, 6 to 7 occasionally gale 8, squally showers, good becoming poor in showers.’

The weather in the Channel is worsening. Out in the sea, there is a boat. Its navigation lights should be on, but they are not. There is no sail hoisted. Hull side on against rising wind, the mast sways to and fro in a wide arc sweeping across the water. The keel creaks. The noise of the wind in the halyards is louder now. It is drifting, at the mercy of the south-easterly.

‘Help me,’ says the boy in the cabin, slipping onto the cold floor. ‘Please help me. I’m alone.’
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One

‘Single. And happily so,’ answered DS Eden Driscoll.

‘No big ex?’ teased Constable Lisa Ali.

‘Shut up.’

‘No kids?’

‘With this job? Last thing on my mind is children.’

‘Well, that’s just one more challenge I’m going to have to overcome,’ announced Lisa in a sing-song voice. ‘I see us with two children. Girl and a boy.’

 Eden could hear other coppers’ laughter in his earpiece. The third day of sitting on the bench at Walthamstow Waterworks in East London, Constable Ali was obviously bored. Some people were just not cut out for undercover work.

‘Are you lot enjoying this conversation?’ whispered Eden.

‘Loving it,’ answered Lima One from his post in the unmarked van.

Constable Lisa Ali was five years his junior and she was taking the piss. Eden stood in the bird hide at the centre of the waterworks, a pair of binoculars round his neck, raising them occasionally to scan what he could see of the footpath behind the wall. Lisa was talking to Eden on the radio she was wearing under a headscarf. DS Eden Driscoll had laid the trap, and Constable Lisa Ali was the bait. 

‘We can call the boy Eden Junior if you like. Eden. That’s an interesting name,’ said Lisa.

‘You reckon?’ Eden whispered into his mike.

‘Just that I’ve never met anyone called Eden before.’

‘At least I did better than my sister. She’s Apple.’

Lisa laughed, a good, hearty laugh.

‘Not so loud,’ cautioned Eden. ‘You’re not supposed to be happy.’ Eden could hear Lima Three snorting too. ‘Come on, guys. Keep it together.’

‘He’s not here,’ answered Lisa. ‘Three days and there’s no one bloody here apart from you and me and the rest of the boys – and, while it’s been nice, my bum is getting cold. He’s not going to show.’

‘We have two more hours,’ pleaded Eden.

‘He’ was Ronan Pan, also known as Tony Markle and Tony Jalil, ex-partner of Hasina Hossein. Hasina Hossein was currently living under protection at a women’s refuge miles from here after Ronan had threatened to kill her. 

Lisa looked a lot like Hasina: tall, dark-eyed, round-faced and slight. It was why Eden had picked her. Eden had warned Lisa, Ronan was a very dangerous man who had coerced several women – including Hasina – into sex work and threatened to kill Hasina for leaving him. 

Lisa had jumped at the chance. ‘Are you kidding?’ she had said. ‘I could be sitting in a patrol car watching my sergeant pick his nose or I could actually do something to help catch a very bad man.’

The first time Hasina had tried to leave him Ronan had poured boiling water on her back. Working on the Major Incident Team, Eden had seen the half-healed skin for himself, pale white. There had been other women before Hasina too. Once, Ronan had sprayed a teenager’s face with battery acid. Afterwards the girl had refused to testify against him because she was so afraid he would do it again.

‘So you’ve never had an actual girlfriend?’ asked Lisa.

‘I didn’t say that.’

‘Oh, God. I think Diesel is pooing again. How much can a dog hold?’

Diesel was Ronan’s American Bulldog, a beefy, big-jawed, stupid-looking animal. Hasina had taken the dog with her when she escaped. Apparently Ronan was as angry about that as he was about Hasina leaving. 

After the assault, Ronan had vanished, just as he had done before. He appeared to have the keys to properties all over the East End, and no amount of intel would reveal his whereabouts. Eden had worked to win Hasina’s confidence. He had promised to keep her safe. 

It was the dog that had given Eden the idea. It was a pretty distinctive beast. They knew that Ronan had operated around Limehouse. He had spent a little time seeding rumours among the market workers on Commercial Road that Hasina – and Diesel – had been seen out here in Walthamstow. Hasina might have gone into hiding, but she would need to take the dog out for a walk every day. Eden had gone so far as to create a fake women’s refuge at an address close to here. Every morning for the last three days, Lisa had walked Diesel from there to here, to the wildlife reserve that had been created in this disused Victorian water treatment works, waiting. 

‘Oh, bloody God!’ exclaimed Lisa. ‘It’s a runny one. I am not going to clear that up. I bet you Hasina wouldn’t. And I’m acting as her, right? Like, method. I probably hang the poo in trees if I do pick it up.’

 ‘Voice. Down.’

‘Oh, come on, Eden. Three days and no sign of him. He’s not coming, is he?’ complained Lisa.

The Detective Chief Inspector had okayed the budget, but only for a limited period. He had not been convinced. And now this was Saturday, day three of three, and they had come up with nothing. Operations like this cost money. It had all been Eden’s idea, and it had been a waste of time, so far at least. Either Ronan had not picked up on the rumours Eden had tried to start, or he was not as angry about losing Hasina and the dog as Eden had calculated. 

They had four pairs of eyes on the small park. There was an unmarked van parked off the Lea Bridge Road, another officer dressed as an angler on the footbridge over the Lea, and a fourth was concealed in brambles to the west. Time and money. 

Today was Saturday too, which was more expensive. He only had the officers until 4 p.m.

‘Seriously. You’re a good-looking boy, Eden. Loads of the girls say so,’ flirted Lisa.

‘Thank you. You know this is all on tape, don’t you?’ said Eden. ‘That’s on public record now.’

‘What about the rest of us?’ Lima Four demanded.

‘You’re not single like Driscoll is, Billy,’ said Lisa. ‘Or as good-looking.’

Lima Four was DC Bailey, known as ‘Bill’. Bill was an old hand at this kind of thing. 

‘Lima One,’ a voice interrupted. ‘Woman coming your way down main track.’ Lima One was the van, parked by the main road. ‘Birdwatcher, I think it’s the one who came yesterday, by the look of it. Red coat. Scarf. Maybe you can strike up a little relationship, Eden, like Lisa says. She’s got a lovely big pair of binoculars.’

‘Hands off, bitch,’ said Lisa. ‘He’s mine.’

‘Come on, you lot,’ said Eden. ‘Last couple of hours. Keep it together. We have to concentrate.’

For a while, the mics went quiet. They sat in silence, waiting. Birds sang. A heron flew overhead, neck long, beak sharp. 

Then Lisa’s voice burst into Eden’s earpiece. ‘Oh, God!’

‘What?’ Eden lifted his binoculars, tense. But Lisa was still on her own, just hunched over her phone. There was no one else in sight.

‘Anyone else seen this story, just come up on the news? The RNLI picked up a yacht floating in the Channel this morning. No one on deck,’ Lisa continued. ‘It looked abandoned, but when they boarded it they found a nine-year-old boy locked in one of the cabins. All on his own. His mother had been sailing it, apparently. But she vanished. They’re doing an air and sea search for her. I guess she must have fallen overboard. Boy on his own, out there on the sea, shut in a cabin.’

‘Poor kid,’ said Lima One.

‘Just imagine that,’ said Lisa.

‘Concentrate,’ said Eden again.

‘Breaks my heart,’ said Lisa. 

‘Oi! Handsome,’ interrupted a voice, speaking in a whisper. ‘Man resembling the suspect approaching from my direction.’

‘Say again?’ said Eden.

It was Bill’s voice. ‘Man, on his own, coming across from the marshes. Fits the picture.’

‘Serious?’ breathed Lisa.

‘Yes. Ten metres away from me now.’

‘Shit.’ Lisa was suddenly quiet.

They had all been issued with photographs, mostly culled from social media. The photos had never been of Ronan himself; he was camera shy. His was just a face glimpsed in the background of other people’s photographs. They had clipped his fuzzy face from group shots. It was the best they could do. There was a photofit too, done by Hasina. But they knew for sure he was stocky. Hasina had reckoned around five-eight.

‘Yep. I think it’s him,’ said the voice again. ‘Short-arse.’ The voice was DC Bailey’s – Lima Four – stationed at the footbridge over the River Lea. 

One of the reasons Eden had chosen this place was that there were only two ways of approaching the site without climbing over fences – from the main road to the north, where Lima One was stationed, and the Hackney Marshes to the south. 

‘He’s past me. I’m following the suspect now,’ whispered Bailey.

‘Fuck, fuck, fuck,’ muttered Lisa. 

‘Don’t worry, Lisa,’ Bailey assured her. ‘I’m right behind him.’

Eden had a good view of Lisa, but not of the path leading towards her from the south. He scanned to the right to try and spot the man approaching. 

‘I got eyes on him too,’ said a third voice. ‘Looks good. Closing in.’

Eden looked around but could see nothing. From where he stood in the middle of the old waterworks, trees and scrub blocked his vision. Two men said the suspect was a good match. That was enough. Eden didn’t want to risk Ronan getting anywhere near Lisa. 

‘Move,’ he said into his mic. ‘All officers.’

Abandoning his position, Eden jogged over to where he could get a better view of the land to the south. He lifted up his binoculars and scanned the vegetation, looking for movement.

There was the suspect, walking towards them, just a silhouette against the tree trunks. Eden broke into a run – not towards him, but towards Lisa, to make sure that he was between the suspect and her. There were two officers behind the man, closing in.

They had discussed in detail how they would detain Ronan. They needed to make sure they had Ronan surrounded before they let him know they were police. They didn’t want to risk his getting away.

Lima One would be out of the van and running towards them. The other two were closing from the opposite side. Now he was in open ground, Eden could see the man wore a pale grey mac and black trainers. As soon as Eden saw that Bailey was behind the man, taser at the ready, Eden said quietly into his radio, ‘Go!’

‘Stop. Police!’ called out Bailey.

The figure stopped, turned to see a man holding a warrant card in one hand and a taser in the other. 

‘Stop. Police. Get down on the ground,’ ordered Bailey, voice loud and clear.

Instead, the man turned again and ran, lunging straight towards Eden – towards PC Ali – then darting to Eden’s left.

Eden threw himself at him, but the man was quick. Eden only managed to grab his calf but it was enough. The man fell heavily onto the gravel path. He screamed.

Catching up with them, Bailey threw himself on top of the prone man, landing heavily.

‘What the fuck?’ squealed the man, kicking the leg Eden was holding. 

‘Ronan Pan,’ Bailey panted, ‘we are arresting you under Section 76 of the Serious Crime Act—’

‘What you bloody on about?’ Face down, the man was wriggling under the weight of them both.

‘2015 . . .’

Eden was up on his knees, cuffs out. Lima One had arrived too, panting.

‘You broke my bloody nose,’ the man was complaining loudly. 

But something was wrong, Eden realised. The man they had wrestled to the ground was talking in a Midlands accent. Eden had heard Ronan’s voice on Hasina’s voicemail. It didn’t fit. ‘Roll him over.’

But before they could do that Lisa screamed.
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