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Previously … in the Fawley files

A couple of books ago I started including character summaries for Adam and the police team at the beginning of each book, to help people coming to the series for the first time. I got so much positive feedback for it that I decided to do it every time. And now, of course, there’s been a bigger gap than usual: Hope to Die finished in 2018, and as we start this book it’s the summer of 2024, so there’s a lot for us all to catch up with …



	
Name


	
DCI ADAM FAWLEY





	
Age


	
52





	
Married?


	
Yes, to Alex, 51. She’s a lawyer working in Oxford.





	
Children?


	
The Fawleys had a ten-year-old son, Jake, who took his own life in 2016. They were devastated, and thought they’d never be able to have another child. But against the odds, they had a daughter, Lily Rose, who is now six.





	

Personality


	
Introspective, observant and intelligent. He doesn’t care that Alex earns more than he does, or that she’s taller than him in high heels. He’s good at lateral thinking and bad at office politics. He’s compassionate and fair-minded, but it’s not all positives: he can be impatient, and he has a short temper. He was brought up in a dreary north London suburb, and he’s adopted, though he only discovered that by accident – to this day his parents have never discussed it.





	
Personality cntd.


	
He doesn’t watch crime on TV (he has enough of it during the day); he listens to Oasis and Bach and Roxy Music (Alex once told him he looks like Bryan Ferry, to which he replied ‘I wish’); if he had a pet it would be a cat (but he’s never owned one); his favourite wine is Merlot, and his favourite food is Spanish (though he eats far too much pizza); and surprise, surprise, his favourite colour is blue.





	
Name


	
ACTING DI GARETH QUINN





	
Age


	
42





	
Married?


	
A long-standing Lothario, Quinn has got married since we last saw him. His wife, Maisie, comes from a wealthy family who have a big house on Boar’s Hill.





	
Personality


	
Cocky, ambitious, good-looking. Fawley describes him as ‘sharp suit and blunt razor’.

‘Quinn took to DS like a dog to water – zero hesitation, maximum splash.’





	
Name


	
DS CHRIS GISLINGHAM





	
Age


	
49





	
Married?


	
Yes, to Janet





	
Children?


	
Billy, 8





	
Personality


	
Chirpy, good-humoured, hard-working, decent. And a serious Chelsea fan.

‘Always described as “sturdy” and “solid”, and not just because he’s getting a bit chunky round the middle. Every CID team needs a Gislingham, and if you were drowning, he’s the one you’d want on the other end of the rope.’






	
Name


	
DS VERITY EVERETT





	
Age


	
40





	
Married?


	
No. But has a cat (Hector).





	
Personality


	
Promoted to DS since we last saw her. Easy-going personally, ruthless professionally. Lacks the confidence she should have in her own abilities (as Fawley has always known).

‘She may look like Miss Marple must have done at thirty-five, but she’s every bit as relentless. Or as Gis always puts it, Ev was definitely a bloodhound in a previous life.’





	
Name


	
DS ANTHONY ASANTE





	
Age


	
38





	
Married?


	
No. 





	
Personality


	
A fast-track graduate entrant to the police, who started his career in the Met. His parents are very wealthy, and his father is a former Ghanaian diplomat. He and Gislingham had a falling-out during the events described in The Whole Truth, when Gis thought Asante was compiling evidence against Adam, but they have since resolved their differences.

Adam once described him as ‘Diligent, intelligent, technically excellent. He does what he’s asked and he takes the initiative when he should. And yet every time I think I have him worked out, he manages to wrong-foot me.’ 





	
Name


	
DC ANDREW BAXTER





	
Age


	
45





	
Married?


	
Yes, but no children.





	
Personality


	
Stolid but dependable. Good with computers so often gets lumbered with that sort of stuff.

‘A solid man in a suit that’s a bit too small for him. The buttons on his shirt gape slightly. Balding, a little out of breath. Halfway to high blood pressure.’





	
Name


	
ERICA SOMER





	
Age


	
35





	
Married?


	
About to be – to her long-term boyfriend Giles Saumarez, a DI in Hampshire Police. Erica was diagnosed with cancer in 2018, and took a long time out of the job. She’s now working as a Ministry of Justice intermediary, helping vulnerable witnesses deal with the criminal justice process – children, people with learning difficulties, victims of abuse.





	
Personality


	
Her surname is an anagram of ‘Morse’ – my nod to Oxford’s greatest detective. Bright, independent, but perhaps more fragile emotionally than she used to be.





	
Name


	
DC CHLOE SARGENT





	
Age


	
30





	
Personality


	
Tough but kind, hard-working and insightful.





	
Name


	
DC SARAH STILLWELL





	
Age


	
31





	
Personality


	
Seconded temporarily from Missing Persons in Reading. Confident, professional, thoughtful.





	
Name


	
DR BRYAN GOW, PROFILER





	
Age


	
56





	
Personality


	
‘Train-spotter, mainstay of his local pub quiz team and amateur mathematician (don’t ask me how that works – it’s always struck me as the ultimate contradiction in terms).’






*   *   *


Importance: High
   
Date:       Tue 21/05/2024, 14.05

From:      Tarek Osman 

To:           Nick Vincent

Subject: Infamous – possible lead

[image: line image]

Hi Nick,

Just a quick one before you head back to LA.

I’ve been contacted by a woman called Kelsie Smith who saw Who Killed Luke Ryder and claims to have a story idea for another series. Yeah, yeah, I know, that’s what they all say, but there may be something in it. Basically it’s a child murder from back in 2016. The kid was eight at the time. The mother was convicted and is serving life, but is apparently still telling anyone who’ll listen that she didn’t do it.

I don’t know what new angle this Smith woman thinks she has but she’s claiming it’s ‘explosive’. So what do you think? Worth a closer look?

T




Date:       Wed 22/05/2024, 10.13

From:      Nick Vincent

To:           Tarek Osman

Subject: Re: Infamous – possible lead

[image: line image]

Yeah, like you said, ‘That’s what they all bloody say’. What’s she after, do we know?




Importance: High
   
Date:       Wed 22/05/2024, 10.45

From:      Tarek Osman 

To:           Nick Vincent

Subject: Re: Re: Infamous – possible lead

[image: line image]

Standard terms as far as I can gather – an upfront fee and a cut of post-production profits. Which suggests she’s done her research. We could offer her something to keep her sweet while we dig into it?




Date:       Wed 22/05/2024, 12.22

From:      Nick Vincent 

To:           Tarek Osman

Subject: Re: Re: Re: Infamous – possible lead

[image: line image]

I’m not giving her any poxy money. You do your bloody research first, and if it looks like it has potential we’ll get someone on it. About to get on a plane so send me something tomorrow – as much as you can find.





   Importance: High

Date:       Thu 23/05/2024, 16.33

From:      Tarek Osman 

To:           Nick Vincent

Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Infamous – possible lead

[image: line image]

OK, this is what I’ve dug up so far. The kid’s name was Daisy Mason, and it was all over the UK press for weeks. As far as anyone could tell at the outset the whole thing seemed to come out of a blue sky – nice family, fancy neighbourhood in North Oxford. The kid – Daisy – was a dead ringer for JonBenét Ramsey. Blonde hair, blue eyes, the works. Looked like a ‘straightforward’ abduction, only turns out it wasn’t quite that simple. Pretty bloody dark, actually, but I’ll let the press coverage do the talking on that. 

The parents are still getting trolled online, even now, but you can see why. The 2021 ep of Killer Moms doesn’t pull any punches either. 

I’m guessing this Smith woman’s line is going to be that the mother really is as innocent as she keeps claiming. Though Jesus she comes over as a nasty piece of work, full-on Cruella de Vil (which would of course make her fabulous interview fodder, if it gets that far). There was also a seriously dodgy back-story from 1991 involving her and her kid sister in a boating accident that left the little kid dead (also attached). The prosecution made much of that at the trial, suggesting she was jealous of the sister and later jealous of the daughter in exactly the same way (the daughter and sister apparently looked incredibly alike – more good visuals).

The key exculpatory factor where she’s concerned is that they never found the body, so there’s no direct forensic link to the murder. The police had a working theory about where it was (which is pretty gruesome in itself) but they never found it, and still haven’t.

Anyway, I reckon it’s worth a few hours of a researcher’s time. And if this woman really does have something new …



*   *   *

[image: Newspaper Article]

Daily Telegraph, 12th January 2017
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Sunday Times, 15th January 2017

[image: Online article]
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IMDb database

*   *   *
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Croydon Evening Echo, 3rd August 1991

*   *   *



Importance: High
   
Date:       Fri 24/05/2024, 11.07

From:      Nick Vincent 

To:           Tarek Osman

Subject: Daisy Mason

[image: line image]

OK, I’ll bite. Get someone on it. A Brit for preference, so we don’t get stiffed for the air fare.




Importance: High
   
Date:       Fri 24/05/2024, 11.45

From:      Tarek Osman 

To:           Nick Vincent

Subject: Re: Daisy Mason

[image: line image]

Great. Leave it with me. I think someone told me Rob was planning a vacation in the UK around now. I’ll check. Kill two birds and all that.



*   *   *

Adam Fawley
 23 July 2024
 08.15

‘You don’t need to read to me. I can read it myself.’

Lily is looking at me the same way her mother does. A look that says ‘I have you completely sussed but I love you anyway’.

I smile at her, and gesture at the half-eaten boiled egg on her plate. ‘If you think you’re distracting me from the fact that you haven’t finished your breakfast, I have to tell you, you’re going to be very disappointed. And in any case, I’m not reading this for your benefit, I’m reading it for mine.’

Behind me, the kitchen door bangs open and Alex arrives in a rush of shampoo-scented air. She has a piece of toast in one hand.

‘You’ll get indigestion.’

She grins at me. It’s a well-played line. ‘I don’t have time to sit down – I have a meeting at 9.30 and I need to get Lily to G0Cre8 –’

Lily looks up and rolls her eyes theatrically. ‘I hate the school holidays. If I have to do finger-painting one more time I am going to scream –’

Oh, to be six again. I catch Alex’s eye and smile. ‘It’s a life lesson, sweetheart,’ I say, ruffling Lily’s hair, which she hates but, rather like a cat having its tummy rubbed, will tolerate. Though as with the cat, you have to know when to stop. ‘A taste of what it’s like being a grown-up.’

‘Being stuck all day with stupid people doing boring things,’ she grumbles.

Which, to be honest, just about nails my job description. Counterterrorism isn’t as James Bond as it sounds, trust me. ‘Exactly. But this too will pass. And it’s pizza night tonight.’

Lily looks a little less disgruntled. Cheese and carbs have ever been the way to her heart.

‘Nice axe,’ says Alex, glancing over my shoulder at the book, on her way to the fridge. ‘The six-pack isn’t bad either.’

‘It’s Beowulf,’ says Lily, picking up her spoon. ‘He fights a monster called Grendel. Only I know what happens.’

Alex gives me a mock-horrified face. ‘Isn’t that a touch grisly for six?’

‘It’s a kids’ version,’ says Lily solemnly. ‘But I know Grendel eats people. That’s what monsters do.’

‘OK,’ says Alex, trying not to smile, ‘well, I guess that’s OK, then.’

Lily is concentrating on her egg. ‘Daddy chases monsters too. That’s his job. Though he doesn’t have an axe. He has a computer.’

Alex drops a kiss on her daughter’s head and looks up at me, her eyes full of laughter. ‘The axe, I can take or leave. The six-pack, though, that’s a deal-breaker.’

Lily sighs and makes a sicky noise. ‘Yuck, not more snogging.’

*   *   *

Ten minutes later, Alex is trying to coax Lily out of the front door, and I’m faffing about looking for my car keys.

‘Will you be late tonight?’

‘Probably not. Unless something comes up.’

I pull her to me, smelling her hair, the coffee she never quite finished.

She sighs. ‘Whenever you say that, something always comes up.’

*   *   *

[image: Header]

Margaret Collier comes to a halt in the clearing and stands still, listening. There’s a wren chirping beadily from the brambles ahead of her, wood pigeons pottering in the undergrowth, a gust of wind rattling the holly leaves. She read somewhere that Thomas Hardy could identify different trees just by the sound the wind made. She’s a long way off that, though it amuses her, sometimes, to try. But not today. Today she’s dog-sitting her daughter’s delightful but very high-maintenance labrador and there’s isn’t room for very much else. She can hear him now, rummaging about in the bushes, making cheery grunting noises. She sighs, hoping he hasn’t found more fox crap; last time the stink hung around the house for days.

She calls his name and pushes through the trees until she gets to the edge of Hescombe Mere. The water company are bringing in a hosepipe ban next week, and if the reservoirs look anything like this she can see why. The bank drops sheer to the water here, but the flat shore on the far side is like cracked concrete, a scatter of seagulls picking around in the receding mud. She turns and winds her way down the path along to what would normally be the water’s edge, the dog racing ahead, ears flapping. And even though she knows dogs are about as receptive to reasoning as career politicians, it doesn’t stop her trying.

‘Flynn! Flynn? Where are you? I don’t want you going in the water!’

Too late: the dog is yards out splashing about in the murky shallows, but after a moment or two he comes galloping back. She tells herself the training must finally be working, but she’s wrong. He has something in his mouth. He comes hurtling towards her and slithers to a happy stop at her feet, tail wagging, looking up at her in gleeful doggy expectation because hasn’t he been a good boy.

She knows you’re supposed to look grateful for ‘gifts’ (Or is that what you do with cats? She can never remember) but she can’t even pretend to be pleased with this disgusting article. The smell alone is turning her stomach.

Flynn crouches down on his front paws, barking now, nudging the thing with his nose. What is it with dogs and shoes?

‘Thank you, Flynn, but I think this would be happier back where it came from, don’t you?’

She extracts a poop bag from her pocket and picks the thing up gingerly between finger and thumb, trying not to focus too much on the scummy debris that’s caught inside it. She remembers only just in time to grab Flynn’s collar to stop him playing fetch, then heaves the vile thing as far out into the water as she can.

‘OK,’ she says, ‘home now.’

She retraces her steps along the shore and up the slope, then is distracted by a beech tree with a huge chicken of the woods fungus, which she’s never seen here before, so it takes her a moment to realize there’s no longer any sound from the dog.

‘Flynn? Where are you?’

Still nothing.

Stifling a prickle of unease – it’s not her dog, and she doesn’t want a disaster on her watch – she hurries a bit further along and breathes a sigh of relief when she hears grunts and snuffly noises from the thicket beyond that horrible old oak tree people are always going on about.

She calls again, but the dog still doesn’t obey. Which is annoying because she definitely isn’t dressed for hauling him through a hedge backwards. She pulls on her gloves, just to be sensible, and pushes through the brambles to a hollow beneath the old tree. It’s towering above her now, the trunk split in two and the ancient branches twisted out on either side like grasping fingers.

She can see Flynn busily hauling away at something and she starts towards him, then stops, frowning. She wouldn’t claim to be any sort of plantswoman, but surely this is weird. There are decades of fallen acorn shells crunching beneath her feet, scattered here and there with grey-green burdock. But the patch where Flynn’s digging is a riot of bright new nettles. And it’s not just that – it looks just like the raised beds in her garden, so regular, so tidily rectangular. And those dimensions – length by width – anyone would think it was a –

Flynn gives one last huge tug and his prize comes away with a lurch and hangs there, from his mouth.

Her scream sends the wood pigeons detonating into the sky.

*   *   *

[image: Header]

‘Have you seen my trainers? I need them for practice.’

Janet Gislingham is on her hands and knees, distracted by the washing machine, which once again has developed a mind of its own. ‘I have no idea, Billy. Where did you last put them?’

He frowns at her. ‘I tried there. Someone’s moved it.’

‘Well, it wasn’t me.’ She bangs the machine door shut and looks up, suddenly concentrating. ‘Did you just say “it”?’

He nods.

‘So you’ve only lost one of them?’

Billy looks a little sheepish. ‘Sorry, Mum.’

‘Honestly, Billy, who loses only one shoe?’

He shrugs. ‘I didn’t do it deliberately.’

She gets to her feet, feeling her knees complaining.

‘OK, let’s go and find your dad – see if he can find it After all, he’s the one who’s supposed to be a detective.’

*   *   *

[image: Header]

DS Triona Bradley crouches down next to the CSI. ‘OK, Markey, so what have we got?’

‘That old favourite, a shallow grave,’ she says, sitting back on her haunches. The top layer of soil has been carefully removed from most of the area, but there’s a deeper, more ragged hole where she’s crouching. Bradley can see the pale glint of bone, a tangle of dark hair.

‘We have the mutt to thank for finding it. As per.’

‘Ah, the doggy detectorists,’ says Bradley with a thin smile. ‘What would we do without them.’

‘Apparently it was digging about in this area, and when the owner came to drag him out, she spotted this nice grave-shaped nettle clump.’ She makes a face. ‘The partly decomposed hand was just the icing on the cake.’

Bradley nods. ‘Any idea how long it’s been here?’

‘Well, the pathologist should be able to make a rough guess. They’re aiming to do the PM first thing tomorrow. But if you’re asking if it’s Ellie –’

Of course she’s asking. And who else could it be? A student at one of the Cheltenham sixth-form colleges, out on a night with friends she never came home from. A bit of harmless high-spirited fun that ended up deadly. Her bright, confident face has stared out of the whiteboard at South Mercia CID ever since, but despite everything they’ve done, everywhere they’ve looked, they’re no further forward than they were on the first day. But if this is her – it’s horrible to think of that as ‘progress’, but for a police officer, a body is evidence, even if, for the family, it’s the ruin of hope.

‘Don’t let DI Tate get carried away,’ says Markey now, ‘but that nettle growth looks about right for a grave dug around a month ago. When soil is disturbed it’s always the nettles who move in first.’

‘You learn something new every day.’

Markey smiles. ‘I’ll get a botanist I know at Birmingham Uni to take a look. But like I say, just wait till the PM before you go off all guns blazing.’

Bradley straightens up again and looks around. Yellow evidence markers dot the floor of the clearing, like a grimmer grown-up Hansel and Gretel.

‘That far one’s where the hand ended up,’ says Markey, ‘if you were wondering. Our canine friend was understandably reluctant to let it go. The one over there is where the wrist cartilage dropped off.’

At the top of the slope a middle-aged woman is sitting on a fallen log, trying to restrain an excited labrador. She looks greenish, though the bright magenta T-shirt definitely isn’t helping. The rest of the clearing looks like a TV set. Blue and white tape, half a dozen uniforms doing a fingertip search. They’ll be on the news by nightfall.

Bradley turns back to the CSI. ‘How long is it going to take?’

‘To get the body out? I’ve got two colleagues on their way, but at least a couple of hours. So if you have somewhere else you need to be –’

She shakes her head. ‘No. Nothing that can’t wait. I’ll be in the car.’

*   *   *
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*   *   *
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The view from Gareth Quinn’s flat is spectacular even on a bad day, and this isn’t a bad day. The sky is almost jewel-bright and Maisie can feel the sun-warmth on her bare feet when she goes out on to the balcony, even this early in the morning. She stands at the balustrade for a moment, taking it all in. She’s been living here nearly six years, and she never tires of it. She loves everything about it – the location, the design, the space. In fact, the only thing wrong with this flat is the idea of getting a stroller up and down four flights on a daily basis. But that’s a conversation for another day. She folds her hands round her mug of herbal tea and takes a deep breath of bright blue air. Behind her, in the big open-plan living space, she can hear her husband at the Nespresso machine.

‘Maise,’ he calls, ‘you want a coffee?’

‘No, I’m fine. I’ll stick to tea.’

He joins her a few moments later. ‘Very snazzy,’ she says, looking him up and down. ‘Though isn’t full uniform a bit warm in this weather? You going for an interview or something?’

He puts the cup down on the table. ‘No such luck. Not yet anyway. Nah, this is just for that residents’ meeting about the bloody Botley Road closure. There’s a gift that keeps on sodding giving.’

‘I bet you don’t have to wear all that stuff.’ She grins at him over her mug. ‘You just like the dressing-up.’

He lets out a sharp laugh. ‘If I liked dressing-up I’d have gone into the bloody Church. There was a whole crowd of them in town yesterday. Some sort of conference. You should have seen the bling.’

She considers. ‘I wonder what the collective noun for priests is. A collar?’

He shakes his head. ‘That sounds more like a bunch of cops to me. Either way, I’ll need another shirt for tomorrow. It’s that surgery in Summertown, which I’m sure will be every bit as riveting as our scintillating agenda items today.’ He stretches out his legs. ‘If I die of boredom, make sure it goes down as in the line of duty.’

*   *   *

[image: Header]

DI Marcia Tate is barely through the door when she starts machine-gunning questions, but given it’s her standard operating procedure, no one’s that surprised. Though the decibel count does tend to go up in direct proportion to the profile of the case, so right now she’s at pretty much full volume.

‘Any news on the vic? Bradley, where are we on the ID? Is it Ellie?’

Triona Bradley grits her teeth; six months of working with Tate and she’s surprised she hasn’t got a permanent case of lockjaw.

‘We don’t know yet, boss – they pulled it up the roster but they only started at nine –’

Tate heaves a theatrical sigh and makes great show of looking at her watch.

‘You didn’t decide to sit in, then, Sarge?’ DC Holloway asks Bradley with a smirk. ‘Bit too soon after the old avo toast?’

There are some titters from the back of the room. Bradley raises an eyebrow but says nothing; revenge is best served cold, where Holloway is concerned. ‘I’ve been to plenty of postmortems, DC Holloway, and I’ve never found my breakfast interfered. For your information, DS Heston is attending and will report back as soon as possible. He’s already texted me to say that they’ll be using dental records to confirm the identity.’ She gives Holloway a steady look. ‘And if you’ve bothered to read my initial report, you’ll also know that the victim was found face down, with her hands tied behind her back with duct tape. The sort of thing you’d find in any garden shed.’

‘Right,’ says Tate crisply, who’s evidently decided Bradley’s had quite enough airtime. ‘So is it too much to hope that a house-to-house is already in progress? What about the woman who found the grave, have we talked to her?’

‘Took a statement last night,’ mutters Holloway. ‘About as useful as a chocolate teapot. Just kept crapping on about the bloody dog –’

‘We’re starting the house-to-house this morning,’ says Bradley quickly. ‘The nearest properties are some distance away, but they still need covering off –’

‘Thank you, DS Bradley,’ says Tate, ‘for that helpful reminder from the Beginner’s Guide to Policing. And by way of reward, you get to spend the morning doing precisely that with DC Holloway.’

There’s a malicious glint in Tate’s eye that Bradley hopes she’s imagining but probably isn’t. Holloway, meanwhile, looks like his pet goldfish has just died.

‘House-to-house? Isn’t that what Uniform are for?’

‘That’s what you’re for, Holloway,’ says Tate crisply. ‘Until I say otherwise.’

‘And that grave must’ve been dug weeks ago – what are the chances anyone will even remember?’

‘Well, you won’t know until you ask, will you? And besides, it’s pretty thinly populated out there – not to mention rolling in it. People like that tend to notice anything out of the ordinary. And have security cameras.’

*   *   *
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*   *   *

An hour in and Bradley and Holloway have very little to show for themselves. Of the dozen or so houses in the immediate area, they’ve only found occupants in three so far: two where the door was opened by members of staff with minimal English who said the owners were away and refused to be drawn on anything else, and one stay-at-home hipster dad in a singlet and shorts who said he ran a ‘cryptocurrency investment fund’. Bradley had to pretend to sneeze to cover her guffaw.

But they won’t be laughing if they go back to base empty-handed; Bradley can already hear Tate’s voice in her head, slathering on the sarcasm like it’s the Great British Shade-Off. But there’s still one more house left to try on this lane, a colour-supplement dream in creamy stone and ancient wisteria. Holloway parks the car on a circular gravel drive with a large bluish metal hare posed in mid-leap in the centre.

‘This’ll be another complete bloody waste of time,’ he grumbles as they walk up to the door. ‘You can’t even see the bloody road from here, never minds the woods.’

‘Well, you never know,’ says Bradley brightly. ‘Maybe they were out walking the labrador and came upon a scene of unimaginable horror.’

Holloway gives her a sidelong glance. ‘You don’t even know they have a dog –’

But he’s drowned out by the sound of barking. From the side of the house a large yellow lab comes hurtling towards them, slithering to their feet in a machine-gun splatter of dust and gravel.

Bradley turns to Holloway. ‘First rule of rural policing, the Up From Londons always have a labrador.’ She gestures towards the house: the door has opened and there’s a woman on the step, wiping her hands on a tea towel. Thirties, expertly cut hair, expensive jeans, a T-shirt so white it’s clearly never been through a hot wash. ‘Looks like the canine alarm has done the trick.’

It’s hard to exude gravitas with a happy labrador slobbering on your thigh, but Bradley does her best.

‘DS Bradley, DC Holloway, South Mercia Police; I believe you are Mrs Philippa Waverley? Could we come in for a moment?’

The woman looks from one to the other. ‘Is this about all that hoo-hah in the woods? I’m afraid I can’t tell you anything about that. I don’t know anything.’

Bradley leaves a beat, then, ‘All the same, it would greatly assist.’

She has a stock of phrases like this; not quite standard police lingo, not quite everyday vernacular either. Just a little bit off-centre, and designed to very slightly wrong-foot whichever unsuspecting member of the general public she happens to be addressing.

The woman looks undecided. ‘I have yoga in an hour –’

Bradley beams at her. ‘How lovely. This won’t take long.’

*   *   *

Text message from CSI Barbie Markey to DS Triona Bradley


Quick heads-up. Your vic is definitely NOT Ellie Harben. Other news is that we found an earring in the soil covering the body (pic attached). Not the vic’s as she doesn’t have pierced ears, and it’s possible it’s nothing to do with the body at all but we’ve swabbed it for DNA just in case. The downside is that it’s just a simple silver stud so probably not distinctive enough to be recognisable. I also spoke to that botanist mate of mine and he says that based on the growth rate of that type of nettle and the weather pattern recently we’re probably looking at between five and six weeks since the ground was disturbed. So something like 10-17 June. Hope that helps.
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*   *   *
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‘So you don’t remember seeing anything unusual recently, Mrs Waverley? Something or someone on the lane you thought was odd?’

Triona Bradley is doing her best to radiate calm, but the woman is fidgeting about the kitchen like a skittish colt. Picking things up, putting them down, running the tap for no apparent reason. Merely watching her is exhausting.

Bradley puts down her cup (Villeroy & Boch, she notes; #classy). ‘Mrs Waverley?’

The woman turns to face them. ‘The sitting room is at the back of the house,’ she says, as if this is some sort of new-fangled arrangement they’ll never have encountered before. ‘Overlooking the pool. And we keep ourselves to ourselves.’

‘No break-ins to your garden outbuildings in the recent past?’

She frowns. ‘No, of course not – we’d have reported it.’

‘What about the dog?’

The frown deepens. ‘What about the dog?’

Bradley smiles. ‘Well, I’m sure he needs a lot of walking and those woods must be ideal. Maybe you noticed something that you didn’t realize was significant at the time? Maybe he did –?’

‘I don’t go in the woods.’ Her tone is surprisingly categorical.

Bradley smiles again. ‘Really? I find that very surprising.’

The woman prickles a little. ‘It creeps me out, if you really want to know, that whole place. It’s bad enough it’s on all those websites, but at least there’s no plaque or anything or we’d be overrun with ghouls.’

Bradley is baffled. ‘I’m sorry, I’m not with you. Ghouls?’

The woman looks at her. ‘Are you not from round here?’

‘We’re based at Gloucester HQ, as we said. I live in Finstock. So I guess that’s a no.’

‘So you don’t know?’

‘Don’t know what?’

‘About the Crone Oak.’

‘The Crone Oak? I’ve never heard of it.’

‘Really? I find that very surprising.’

The woman gives Bradley an arch look; evidently she feels the balance of power has shifted.

Bradley smiles. ‘Well, perhaps you could relieve our deplorable ignorance. If you would be so good.’

The woman purses her lips. ‘It was years ago, the fifties sometime, a couple of kids found a skeleton. They were climbing trees and chose the wrong one.’

Bradley frowns. ‘You mean it was inside the tree?’

She nods. ‘In a hole in that creepy old thing – the one that looks like an Ent.’

Bradley, for one, wasn’t expecting a Tolkien reference, but she knows which tree Waverley means, and she’s right, it does look eerily animate, as if it might start moving at any moment.

‘They said afterwards the bones must have been in there for hundreds of years – the branches had grown right through the ribcage. The boys were totally freaked out.’

‘I can well imagine,’ says Bradley drily.

‘You know, I think I’ve heard about that,’ says Holloway suddenly, surprising them both. ‘Just didn’t realize it was here. They thought she was some sort of witch, right? Shoved her down the tree and tied her up so she starved to death?’

The woman turns to look at him. ‘Exactly. They put her in a brank’s bridle.’

*   *   *
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*   *   *
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Back in the car fifteen minutes later, Holloway turns to Bradley. ‘You knew about that brank’s thing, didn’t you? I could tell, as soon as she mentioned it, you knew what it was.’

Bradley gives a wry smile. ‘There was a novel, years ago now, called The Scold’s Bridle. Quite a hit at the time. Old lady found dead in a bath with one of those contraptions on her head, full of thistles and weeds, as befitting the spiteful old harridan she had apparently been. An arresting image, one might say.’

Holloway yanks across his seat belt. ‘I get enough sodding crime without reading made-up versions in my spare time.’

Bradley is looking at her phone. ‘All the same, it can come in useful. On occasion.’ She glances up. ‘Looks like the woman in the tree wasn’t the only one. It says here they used to try witches in that lake – they’d tie them up and throw them off that cliff near the tree.’

‘What was the bloody point in that?’

‘The theory was that if you floated it proved you were a witch, but if you sank you were exonerated, which wouldn’t be much consolation if you drowned before anyone bothered to fish you out. And a lot of them apparently did.’

He stares at her. ‘People actually did that shit? Seriously?’

‘Seriously,’ she says, but half distractedly: an email has just pinged in on her phone. She scans it and a moment later turns to him, her face distraught. ‘It’s the initial PM report. They put a rush on it.’

She passes him the phone.

‘Jesus Christ,’ he says under his breath. ‘That’s all we fucking need.’

*   *   *


Importance: High
   
Date:       Weds 24/07/2024, 13.55

From:      S.Pannu@ghn-tr.nhs.uk

To:           DIMarciaTate@SouthMercia.police.uk

CC:           CID@SouthMercia.police.uk

Subject: Case no LBS734/14G
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Being aware of the urgency on this one I’m attaching an initial PM report. Bloodwork and toxicology are, of course, still pending, and we have also submitted samples for DNA testing. Establishing time of death with a cadaver of this kind is far from an exact science, but my guess would be in the region of six weeks.

Most of the attached is self-explanatory, but in my view the stand-out points are:

• The metal item found wedged in the mouth. It appears to be a common or garden shelf bracket such as you could buy at any B&Q, so will be next to impossible to track down. It is not related to the cause of death, so must therefore have some significance for the killer, or relate in some way to the victim and/or motive for the crime. There are no prints on this item.

• The tattoo. I’ve attached a sketch, as the photograph taken in autopsy is not clear, given the decomposition damage to the skin.

• Dentition. As you know, despite damage to the skull, there were sufficient teeth remaining to rule out Ellie Harben (who, for the record, did not have any tattoos). There is also a dental implant present, which may help with identification. Please confirm if you would like me to progress with this, though bear in mind it will be neither an easy nor a swift process. 

• Duct tape on the wrists. One would assume this was attached pre-mortem, but this cannot be established with any certainty. We did, however, locate a red-coloured human hair which was caught in the tape. It is definitely not the victim’s. Initial examination under microscope indicates that the colour is artificial and was originally a light brown or dark blonde. I have sent it to the lab for further analysis and (given that there is a root) DNA testing.

SP

Suk Pannu MD FRCPath

Consultant Pathologist, Gloucester Hospitals NHS Trust
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‘Shit,’ says Bradley, staring at her phone. ‘The sodding Daily Mail has already got on to the witchcraft angle and the whole thing is blowing up like Oppenheimer. Fifteen hundred comments and counting.’

Holloway glances across at the screen. ‘Jesus, haven’t these people got anything better to do?’

Bradley sighs. ‘Apparently not. Just as well they don’t know about the tattoo. We’ll be mown down by bat shit if that gets out. That three-pronged thing, it’s called a “triquetra”, and it’s used not just in Christianity, Buddhism and Hinduism, but – wait for it – in Wicca. That’s paganism to you, Holloway.’

He shakes his head and mutters, ‘Fucking hell. So what’s it supposed to mean, then?’

‘You’ll like this – according to the handy website witchandwicca.com, it symbolizes the three incarnations of the Earth Goddess, i.e., Maiden, Mother and Crone.’

He looks across. ‘Crone as in that bloody tree?’

She nods. ‘The very same.’

‘Fucking marvellous.’

‘Yup, I think that just about sums it up.’

The lights change and Holloway puts the car in gear.

‘On the plus side,’ says Bradley, ‘it’s also called a Celtic knot and a lot of Irish people have it.’

‘So either this woman is some off-the-charts weirdo or –’

‘– she’s plain old Bronagh O’Shea from Donegal and just likes the design. And the whole Crone Oak thing is a complete fluke.’

‘Yeah, right,’ says Holloway darkly. ‘What are the odds we’d be that lucky?’

*   *   *
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‘So that’s where we are, sir.’

Larry Kearney sits back in his chair, the leather creaking under his weight. He’s a big man, with thick grey hair, a dark moustache and intense blue eyes. Eyes which are currently fixed on Tate.

‘So what’s all this witchcraft crap coming out of the woodwork, Marce? You know I don’t like surprises.’

She counts to ten. No one – no one – calls her Marce, except Kearney. Who apart from everything else knows damn well she pronounces her name ‘Marsha’. It pisses her off, and she wonders, not for the first time, if he does it precisely for that reason.

‘I accept that it’s unfortunate, sir. But to be fair, we had no way of knowing of the specific issues with that location.’

‘It’s on bloody Wikipedia, so it’s not exactly top secret, now is it.’

‘As I said –’

‘How many have you got on that team of yours? And not one of them thought to shove the word “Hescombe” into Google? Even after we had to field all that druid crap about the Rollrights? And yet here we are, up to our arses again in New Age woo-woo. Not to mention this fucking scold’s bridle shelf-bracket thing or whatever the hell it is –’

‘We don’t know there’s any link between the bracket and a scold’s bridle, sir –’

‘Well, it’s a pretty fucking weird thing to do to a corpse otherwise,’ he snaps. He gives her a dark look. ‘You’d better make sure that doesn’t find its way into the bloody press or it’ll be you being ducked in sodding Hescombe Mere.’

She bites her lip. Kearney isn’t usually such a misogynist bastard and calling him out for it now is only going to make matters worse. As is trying to hand off the blame. Her team, her fuck-up. She just has to suck up the punishment and content herself with reallocating it later, several times magnified.

The chair is creaking again as Kearney massages his moustache. She turns and looks out of the window; the grass round the station has a yellowish tinge already. The weather is in a brown funk.

He sits back, the chair rocking. ‘So what next? Given we now know it’s not Ellie Harben. Is it too much to hope you might actually have some sort of plan?’

‘Well, the only upside of all the press coverage is the possibility of someone coming forward. And if we get an ID –’

‘No likely matches in MissPers? Not even with the tattoo?’

‘I’m afraid not, sir. And the state of the body is such that we clearly won’t be able to issue any sort of photo.’

He gives a smile so dry it’s a fire risk. ‘Absolutely not. Can’t have the pensioners puking in their porridge.’

He picks up his pen and starts playing with it. It’s never a good sign. ‘Let’s try for TV,’ he says eventually. ‘That’ll put the wind up proceedings. Give us the chance to reassert some common sense, if nothing else.’

Her heart sinks. She knows where this is probably going. And it’s not just common sense that’s going to be asserted.

‘Get on to BBC Points West. Joyce can liaise on my availability. Always happy to help, Marce. As you know. Always happy to help.’

*   *   *

Adam Fawley 
25 July 2024 
07.45

It’s my turn to do Lily’s breakfast, and she’s being particularly dithery today so I’m somewhat distracted.

‘No, sweetheart, you can’t have pancakes because they’re too messy. But there’s Coco Pops and there’s egg and soldiers –’

‘No,’ says Alex, staring at the TV. ‘We ran out of eggs. I did that soufflé, remember.’

‘OK, so just Coco Pops, then.’ I smile encouragingly at Lily. ‘You love Coco Pops.’

She’s looking at me, big-eyed, very unconvinced. I decide to seize the initiative and pour cereal and milk into her Winnie-the-Pooh bowl. There’s a dicey moment before she picks up the spoon, but after that I’m home and dry. Chalk that one up as a win.

‘Isn’t that the chap you met?’

I turn to Alex and focus for the first time on what she was saying. And she’s right, I do recognize the man on the screen. It’s Detective Superintendent Lawrence Kearney of South Mercia Police. I might not have got the name without the caption, but the face, definitely. He’s put on some pounds since we worked the Camilla Rowan case but that’s – what? – six years now? And then I realize I’m holding my gut in and it’s just as well Alex is still staring at the screen. The sound’s turned low but I can make out ‘members of the public’ and ‘information’.

‘They found a shallow grave with some poor woman in it,’ says Alex, nursing her tea mug against her chest. ‘They don’t know who she is, and no one’s reported her missing.’

‘How long’s she been in there, did they say?’

‘Just a few weeks, I think. Not long anyway.’

I look up to see a camera panning over woodland. Close-packed trees, looming shadows. Even in summer sunlight it looks chilly, somehow. A lonely place to be found, especially if no one’s even looking for you.

Alex sighs. ‘Another story we’ll probably never know the ending of.’

*   *   *


Importance: High
   
Date:       Thu 25/07/2024, 9.06

From:      BarbieMarkeyCSI@SouthMercia.police.uk

To:           DSTrionaBradley@SouthMercia.police.uk

Subject: Case no LBS734/14G – DNA results, rush
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These just in from the lab. No DNA on the earring I’m afraid, but even a small amount of rain could have washed it off. As for the victim, she’s not in the National Database or the Missing Persons DNA Database, so she doesn’t have a criminal record and hasn’t been reported missing, though that probably doesn’t narrow your field all that much.

The same can’t be said, however, for the hair found in the duct tape.

BM
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Interpretation

The crime scene DNA profile obtained from exhibit DER/20 (Sample 1) relating to case reference LBS734/14G has generated a match to a DNA profile held on the Missing Persons DNA Database (Sample 2) presumed deceased – loaded under case reference 372844/DM.

The probability of the DNA profiles of two unrelated individuals matching is on average less than 1 in 1 billion (1,000,000,000).

I certify that these results are an accurate and true interpretation of the raw data obtained from the samples stated above. The results contained in this report have been obtained in accordance with the Forensic Science Regulator’s Code of Practice (version 1, dated March 2023) following an approved and validated scientific method as documented in our ISO/IEC 17025:2017 Schedule of Accreditation.

Lead Scientist: 
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Tate is still in with Kearney when Bradley gets the results, which is a result in itself: there’s never any harm show-ponying a little in front of the Super, especially given the OMG bombshell she’s about to detonate. She just needs to make sure she doesn’t put Tate’s back up in the process.

She arranges her face into Very Urgent and Extremely Professional, and knocks on Kearney’s door.

‘Sorry to interrupt, sir, but we’ve just had the results we’ve been waiting for from the lab.’

Tate swings her chair round to face her. ‘The DNA from the woods?’

Bradley nods. ‘Yes, boss.’

‘At last,’ says Kearney drily.

‘And?’ says Tate. 

Bradley comes further into the room, holding out the sheet of paper for her to take. ‘The victim isn’t in the data-bases. But that hair on the duct tape? That person most definitely is.’

Tate gives her a look. ‘Cut the theatricals, Bradley, and just get on with it.’

‘That’s the thing, boss,’ says Bradley, allowing herself, despite Tate’s sark, to relish this just a little. ‘This person is what you might call renowned.’

‘Renowned?’ says Tate, her eyes narrowing. ‘What sort of a bloody word is that?’

‘The sample in the database dates back eight years. A murder case in Thames Valley. She was only a child at the time. She’s still only a teenager now.’

Kearney frowns. ‘This kid killed someone?’

Bradley turns to him. ‘No, sir. She wasn’t the perpetrator. She was the victim.’

Tate stares at her. ‘But if it was a murder case, that means –’

‘That’s right, boss. This girl – she’s already dead.’

*   *   *

Adam Fawley 
25 July 2024 
10.17

The longer you’ve been out on secondment the more ominous it is to get a call from home base, so when I see ‘Supt Harrison’ ping up on my phone I know it’s not going to be good news. He’s not exactly the just-keeping-in-touch-to-see-how-you-are type, even at the best of times.

‘Hello, sir, nice to hear from –’

‘I need you back at St Aldate’s, Adam. I’m sorry but there it is.’

Whoa there – one thing at a time.

‘I’m here until December, sir.’

‘Not any more you’re not,’ he says, irritation upping. ‘I’ve cleared it with the Chief Constable. I’ll expect you at noon.’

I glance at my watch. ‘You mean, you want me to leave right now? This minute? I can’t just drop what I’m doing –’

‘Like I said, I’ve cleared it with the Chief Constable. And your Commander. Don’t be late.’

*   *   *
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Tate was sent outside to kick her heels while Kearney spoke to the Chief Constable but after ten minutes she decided to go passive-aggressive and decamped to the Ladies. Another twenty minutes later his PA came looking and she was ushered back in to see Sir like she’d been misbehaving in class.

It’s not good news.

‘You’re not serious – you can’t be –’

Kearney shrugs. ‘It’s out of my hands.’

Tate gets up and walks over to the window. She has to do something with all the negative energy.

‘It’s my case, sir.’

‘It was,’ he says heavily. ‘But it isn’t now.’

‘It’s not fair and you know it.’

She sees his eyes narrow and realizes she needs to be more careful. No point gratuitously pissing him off.

‘Look,’ he says, more conciliatory now, ‘if it’s any help, it isn’t meant as a reflection on you. It just makes operational sense for the team who handled the original case to pick this up too. And you still have Ellie Harben. Not that you seem to have made much sodding progress.’

‘So it’s going to Thames Valley? The Hescombe grave? Even though it happened on our patch? That’s hardly efficient, is it – how many bloody emails do we get on a weekly basis about budget cuts? We’re supposed to be saving money, not pissing about driving endless miles to crime scenes in a totally different county –’

Kearney sighs audibly. ‘Look, you’re ranting at the wrong person. I didn’t make the bloody decision, and I’m sure as hell not going to try changing it. And neither are you. Because it would be a complete waste of effing time on both our parts. And I’m sure the DCI from Thames Valley will be grateful for your input. Assuming you’re prepared to get down off your high horse and give him any.’

She bites her lip. Literally and metaphorically. Time to swallow the inevitable.

‘Who is it, do you know?’

Kearney gives that half-smile of his she can never quite read.

‘Actually, I do. Adam Fawley. Picked up the Camilla Rowan case when that particular shedload of shit hit the fan.’

She remembers that. They all remember that. Kearney most of all.

‘And?’

‘Seemed competent enough. Only a DI back then, of course. Bit too good-looking for this job, though, if you ask me.’

Tate raises an eyebrow. Maybe there might be a silver lining in all this, after all.

*   *   *

Adam Fawley 
25 July 2024 
11.52

It’s been a while since I’ve been at St Aldate’s, and I get that queasy feeling of everything being just a little smaller than I remembered it. Like going back to your old school. The car park certainly hasn’t got any bigger, that’s for sure, and without my old assigned space I’m forced to leave the car on a meter and run back to avoid being late. Which would be a bit demeaning at the best of times, but in this weather leaves me at a distinctly sweaty disadvantage. I don’t see anyone I know in the lift, which is maybe just as well, at least until I know what I’m doing here. Harrison’s PA welcomes me like a long-lost nephew.

‘Adam! I wasn’t expecting you!’

I risk a wry smile. ‘Neither was I, Maureen.’ I take a step closer and drop my voice. ‘Have you got any idea what all this is about?’

She shakes her head. ‘No, I’m afraid not. I know he spoke to the CC this morning, but he’s playing his cards close to his chest on this one.’

‘OK. Thanks anyway.’

I touch her arm briefly, and then – absurdly, when I think about it later – straighten my tie before knocking on the door.

‘Ah, Adam,’ he says, looking up briefly, then back at his paperwork. ‘Take a seat.’

I pull out one of the chairs. ‘You wanted to see me, sir?’

‘You been watching the local news lately or is all that a bit too parochial for Counterterrorism?’

God knows Harrison has deserved enough s-adjectives over the years (self-important, stolid, stubborn and that’s just for starters) but snarky has never been one of them. Not till now, anyway.

I put on the I-have-no-idea-what-you’re-talking-about face that gets Alex really riled. ‘I’m sorry, sir?’

He finally puts down his papers and makes eye contact. ‘There’s a case, out near Hescombe.’

I’m frowning now, trying to nail down the bell that’s starting to ring – 

‘Gloucestershire,’ he says, watching my face, ‘if your geography is hazy. Shallow grave in woodland, unidentified vic.’

‘Of course – my wife saw something about it on TV this morning. It was Lawrence Kearney fronting it – the Superintendent we liaised with back in 2018 –’

‘– on the Rowan case, yes, I’m aware. Well, it looks like history is repeating itself, albeit somewhat back to front.’

‘I’m not with you, sir.’

‘Back then, it was one of Kearney’s cases come back from the dead; this time, Adam, it’s one of yours.’

*   *   *
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DS Everett slides a coffee on to Chloe Sargent’s desk, and bends over her shoulder, pretending to be interested in something on the screen.

‘Guess who I just saw going into Harrison’s office,’ she says in a low voice.

Sargent swivels round in her chair and sees her face. ‘Well, if you’re looking that pleased about it, I’m going for Tom Hiddleston.’

Ev grins. ‘Bloody hell, I wish. No, but you’re right – I am pleased about it.’

Sargent laughs. ‘So it’s Fawley, right?’

‘Am I so transparent?’

‘Yup,’ says Sargent, turning back to her screen.

‘But he wasn’t supposed to be back till Christmas, was he?’ says Ev. ‘That’s what they told us.’

Sargent shrugs. ‘Maybe something came up.’

‘It’d have to be something big,’ says Ev, her face thoughtful. ‘You don’t drag someone back from spook duty for a poxy speeding ticket, now do you.’

*   *   *

Adam Fawley 
25 July 2024 
11.58

‘What do you mean, one of mine?’

‘There was a hair found on the duct tape used to tie up the victim. Not, as it turns out, one of hers.’

‘I still don’t understand –’

‘There was no match for the victim in the database, but there was to the hair.’

I’m none the wiser. ‘So?’

He pauses. Whatever it is, here it comes.

‘It’s Daisy Mason.’

* * *


MY SHADOW JOURNAL

My name is

We’ll come back to that

I will approach this process with openness and honesty, in a bid to understand who I am, and how that person came to be, good and bad, light and dark. I value my own growth and know that it is only by embracing both sides of myself that I will find healing.

Having made that commitment to yourself, let’s get started

What is Shadow Journalling?

The idea of a ‘Shadow Self’ goes back centuries, and can be found in literature and paintings across the world. Probably the most famous example is Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, written in 1886. In the first years of the 20th century the celebrated psychiatrist Carl Jung formulated the concept of the shadow into a theory of the human mind. Jung believed that our ‘Shadow’ is the dark and hidden side of our psyche, the part we either repress or deny, because we associate it with negative feelings and behaviours that make us frightened or ashamed.

‘The shadow personifies everything that the subject refuses to acknowledge about himself’

Carl Jung

But suppressing our Shadow can be damaging. It can lead to self-destructive patterns, toxic relationships, and more serious mental health problems such as depression and self-harm.

So what can you do about it? Jung believed that only by reintegrating the Shadow with the conscious self can we achieve a whole and healthy mind. One way to do this is by confronting your Shadow – looking at it face to face. By doing that, you can take control of it, rather than have it control you. That’s where Shadow Journalling comes in.

This app has been designed to help you work through your confrontation with your Shadow in a structured process. It will help you explore how your Shadow has impacted your life, and help you towards healthier patterns in the future. You’ll feel kinder towards yourself, make better and more positive decisions, improve your self-esteem, and become more confident.

Some practical things

The Journal is structured in sessions, each beginning with a prompt or question. You can work through these at your own pace, once a day, once a week, whatever works best for you.

We’ve programmed the app so that your responses will appear in a handwriting font – there are several for you to choose from. The idea is to make the process feel ‘hands-on’ and personal to you, like a diary.

As you begin to journal, remember to be compassionate towards yourself. Shadow Journalling will bring up difficult issues and may be painful. If you have a counsellor, do talk to them, or find support in other ways.

Your first exercise

So much of what hinders or hurts us in adult life has its roots in pain and trauma suffered in childhood.
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POST MORTEM EXAMINATION REPORT

Not known Age 20s/maybe 30s
First name. Middle name Lastname

Not known

Name Sex ..

Address

Type of death Violent 1 Zasualty O Suicide O] Found dead [0 Suspicious or unexplained 0
If Road Traffic Accident, state one Driver 00 Passenger 00 Pedestrian 0 Other O

agency. South Mercia Police, SI0, DI Marcia Tate

of body. Clothed O Partly clothed O Unclothed E

ve Brown HairBrOWN, short, not dyed

Weight., 142105 yeiene 173

Rigor Yes O No EI

Marks and wounds

F1 Depressed skull fracture 11x8.5cm

F2 Metal object discovered in mouth (see

attached)

F3 Laceration injury, depth 1.5 cm, probably

caused by sharp object

F4,F5 Duct tape, human hair discovered on
tape (F5)
F6  Tattoo (see attached)

CAUSE OF DEATH MANNER OF DEATH

Blunt force trauma to the rear of the Murder F1 Suicide O Accident O Natural O
skull, probably caused by contact with

a hard flat surface Unknown [ - Pending 1

sgned.. oreke P Loy

Consultant Pathologist

RESTRICTED {when complete) FME/BM /o1
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The Crone Oak
From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia

The Crone Oak is an ancient tree located in woodland near Hescombe. in
Gloucestershire, England. It came to prominence in 1956, when two local schoolboys
discovered a female skeleton inside the trunk of the tree. A forensic anthropologist
subsequently used radiocarbon dating techniques to date the bones. and the results
indicated that they were approximately 300 years old.

In the light of these results. historians have speculated that the bones may be those of
Margery Templeton, or Long Meg, a local woman tried for witchcraft in 1646.1"] The
unusual height of the skeleton (over 6 feet) could support such an identification.
According to contemporary records. Long Meg was suspected of a number of so-called
supernatural crimes. including inducing a neighbouring woman to miscarry. causing
another neighbour’s cow to ‘runne drie of milke’. and putting the evil eye on a man who
had crossed her.™ ] At her trial, Templeton was stripped naked in front of a large
crowd. and her hair shaved. to allow the authorities to search her for witch’s

marks, or stigma diabolicum, which were believed to be imprinted on his initiates by
the Devil. Pins were driven into any scars, calluses and thickened areas of skin to
ascertain the presence of these marks. an established practice known as “pricking a
witch®. 1161

Templeton was then tried by cucking-stool in Hescombe Mere. This was another
traditional form of wymen pine. or “women’s punishment’, according to which those
who sank were innocent of witcheraft. but those who floated were guilty.
Unfortunately for Templeton. she was seen to float. and as a consequence was dragged
from the water. bound and gagged with a brank’s or scold’s bridle. and sealed. face
down, into a tree. She eventually died of starvation.!”) ¥ ¥l The trial was one of the most
notorious of the English Civil War. and the justices of the peace who presided over it
were singled out for praise by none other than Matthew Hopkins (c. 1620-1647). the
self-styled “Witch Finder General’.[191111]

Branks.

Ascold's bride, having a hingod ron
framaworkto arclosa the hiad and a bit
101t into the mouth and compress the
tongue. Used primarity on women, i
functionedio silencs the wearer and
cause eitrems pain andtrauma.
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After the discovery of a body under
a sinister ‘witch tree’, locals in Gloucestershire
now believe that the disappearance of Ellie
Harben is linked to WITCHCRAFT

= Ellie, 19, was last seen NAKED at an ancient site with links to witchcraft

= Body now discovered at a tree where an alleged witch was starved to death

= Police refuse to confirm whether the body is hers

= Heartbroken friends tell us ‘we knew there was more to it than the police said’

By MARK LEVERTON FOR MAILONLINE
PUBLISHED: 17:32, 24 July 2024 | UPDATED: 20:36, 24 July 2024

FES o QO =309 1.5k

Ellie, 19, disappeared after a Midsummer night party at the Rollright Stones, where she
and some friends re-enacted the spooky old custom of running round the stones in the
nude so they could see the face of their future husband. A group of druids and pagans
turned up at the site a few hours later to mark the summer solstice, but none of them has
ever been arrested. South Mercia Police initially attempted to quash speculation about an
occult link, issuing a statement stating that everyone at the solstice event had been
eliminated from their enquiries, and ‘we have no reason to believe that there was any
connection to paganlsm, satanism or any similar practice in Ellie’s disappearance’
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Daisy Mason: Mother found guilty of
‘cruel and unnatural killing’

By Mark Kirby

One of the most high-profile
recent murder trials of the last
year came to a shocking
conclusion yesterday as Sharon
Mason, 39, was convicted of
killing her eight-year-old daughter
on the day of a fancy-dress
barbecue party at the family's
Oxford home in July last year.
Daisy Mason was reported
missing soon after midnight, but
despite a televised appeal and an
extensive police search no trace
of her could be found.

The trial at Oxford Crown Court
heard how Barry Mason, 46, had
been conducting numerous extra-
marital affairs and Mrs Mason was
so “dangerously obsessive” about
this that she had become
irrational. She had also developed
an intense resentment of her
daughter, believing her husband
gave her too much attention. On
the day of the party, she
discovered Daisy dressed up in a
mermaid costume, having
discarded the other fancy dress
her mother procured for her. The

mermaid costume brought back
memories of the death of Mrs
Mason'’s sister, and added to the
stress of organising the party and
her  suspicions about her
husband, she lost control.

Having killed her daughter, she
transported the body to the
construction site on the nearby
railway line, where the body was
hidden in the rubble of the
demolished bridge. This rubble
was subsequently removed and
processed, and as a result the
gir’'s remains have not been
found. In court, the police relied
on the forensic evidence
discovered near the bridge,
which included a bloodstained
cardigan belonging to Daisy, and
a tooth identified as hers.

Allegations of abuse

Mrs Mason initially tried to cast
suspicion on her husband Barry,
alleging that he had been
molesting Daisy and killed her to
prevent her from divulging the
abuse, but footage from the cab-
cam of a Virgin Cross Country
train subsequently proved that
was the person seen pushing

a wheel-barrow at the site at
exactly the time the body must
have been disposed of.

Friends and acquaintances of
the family have expressed their
shock at the verdict. One
neighbour who did not wish to be
named said Mrs Mason “had
always come over as cold and
stand-offish but no one would
ever have believed her capable
of something like this. We're all
in shock.”

Alison Stevens, headteacher of
the Bishop Christopher's Primary
School, where Daisy was a
pupil, released a statement
saying “This has been the most
terrible tragedy — Daisy was a
bright, beautiful and popular little
girl with her whole life in front of
her. She is much missed.” Mrs
Stevens confirmed that a tree
has been planted in a garden in
the school grounds in
commemoration of their former
pupil, a flowering plant called a
Mexican Tree Daisy.

Sharon Mason was sentenced
to Life, with a minimum term of
twenty-five years.
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‘It was sick. She couldn’t bear that Daisy was
prettier than her.” Husband of evil child-killer Sharon
Mason claims his wife was so eaten up with jealousy
she saw her OWN daughter as a sexual rival

= Sharon Mason, 39, was sentenced yesterday to at least 25 years for the
murder of her daughter at the family’s swish Oxford home in 2016

= Another girl wore Daisy’s fancy dress costume at a BBQ party that night and
NO ONE REALISED it wasn’t her

= In court, police detailed their heartbreaking discovery of evidence of the
crime, including one of Daisy’s milk teeth

= Barry Mason, 46, told us after the verdict that his wife admitted to
‘withholding love’ from Daisy because he gave her too much attention, and
resented her daughter because she never lost the baby-weight she gained
in the pregnancy

= In a shocking twist, we understand that Barry Mason is now being
investigated for possessing KIDDIE PORN

By MAL ROSBROOK FOR MAILONLINE
PUBLISHED: 17:32, 12 January 2017 | UPDATED: 20:24, 14 January 2017

FE3A o BEE = oL

There were chaotic scenes in the courtroom at Oxford Crown Court on Wednesday, as
Sharon Mason was sentenced to life for the murder of her eight-year-old daughter.
People hurled abuse from the public gallery, and later threw eggs at the prison van as it
drove away. Interviewed on the court steps after the sentencing, Detective Inspector
Adam Fawley expressed his team’s satisfaction with the verdict, saying thatit had
been a demanding case, but their priority had always been achieving justice for Daisy.
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YHW}EEEurture turns to
murder: Why mothers kill
J

The infamous Daisy Mason case is not the
first child murder to have come out of a blue
sky. What can we learn from cases like
these? By Gillian Avery

The Masons were well-off, successful, and — at least
as far as their friends and family could tell — happy.
But something went terribly wrong, so wrong that
an eight-year-old girl ended up dead at the hands of
her own mother. Maternal filicide, as it is known, is
not a new phenomenon — in literature, the trope goes
back as far as Medea, and the Victorian novel is
thronged with instances of desperate women killing
their babies out of shame, poverty, or mental illness.

These days, only the last of these tends to be a
common factor, but it remains true that mothers are
more likely to kill infants than older children over
the age of six (the reverse is true when it comes to
fathers). A mother’s deliberate murder of a child as
old as eight remains extremely rare, and is often
associated with pre-existing mental illness. In a
ground-breaking article published in 1969, the
American psychiatrist Dr Phillip Resnick classified
murders by mothers according to motivation, and
maternal psychosis is one of the five he identified.
The most common of these deaths, however, are
those resulting from ill-treatment or neglect. More
controversial and certainly more harrowing are cases
like those of Diane Downs, who shot and killed one

so-called ‘altruistic’ killing, where the mother acts out
of love, in the sincere belief that the child will suffer
less or be better off dead. Finally and rarest of all, are
the ‘revenge killings’, motivated by the mother’s
desire to inflict punishment or suffering on the child’s
__of her children in Oregon in 1983, and severcly father, often in the context of divorce or custody

\
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|
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Hescombe

From Wikipedia, the frce encyclopedia

Hescombe is a small Cotswolds village and civil parish in Gloucestershire, England, located near Broadway.
‘Worcestershire. The population taken at the 2011 census was 76.

Geography (i

Hescombe is approximately 2 miles from the A44 road linking Oxford and Evesham.

It is a largely wooded area, which includes Hescombe Mere. This is a small lake about 5
0.5 miles (0.8 km) in length and 0.25 miles (0.4 km) at its widest. It is unusually deep
for its size. having a maximum depth of 53 metres (173 ft). Hescombe Mere

HiStOl'y [edit]

A settlement was in existence at Hescombe by the 9th century. and later featured in the Domesday Book. The
name is thought to derive from the Old English words heegtesse (witch) and cumb (valley or hollow), hence
“witches’ valley’.l"] There are numerous folktales concerning supposed witches who lived in the area. including
Mother Crookfinger. Alice Cold-Bones and Black Agnes.I”] Several modemn academics have put forward the
theory that the latter was persecuted solely because she was of mixed race.”)

Hescombe Mere was the site of a number of witchcraft trials in the Middle
Ages, perhaps due to the extreme depth of the water. and the sheer cliff on
the east side of the lake. “Witch swimming” was conducted at that site as late
as 1738.

There are a number of important Neolithic and Bronze Age megalithic sites
in the wider area. including the Rollright Stones. Some of these have

become important locations for cc porary paganism and other religi rosmencte
and esoteric groups.[*5]
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Sharon Mason seemed to have it all. A handsome
husband, a lovely home, two beautiful children, but...
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Killer Moms

TV series * 2017 —* TV-PG

Killer

‘DMS

Forensic psychologist Dr Vonda Fleming profiles women
who have killed their children, and probes the motives
behind this most taboo of all crimes.

Includes dramatic re-enactments

Stars Vonda Fleming * Michaela Stein * David P. Ellison






OEBPS/images/img_007.jpg
Gloucesterlive

‘Wednesday 24 July 2024 Last updated at 09:18

Body found in woods: Is it Ellie?
NENE By Amy McGrath 0006

South Mercia Police are so far refusing to comment after reports that a
body discovered in Hescombe Woods could be missing Gloucestershire
teenager Ellie Harben. A local dog-walker apparently discovered a
shallow grave in the woods early yesterday morning, and a major police
operation ensued, with residents reporting several police cars and a
forensics van in the car park

Bookmark []

Ellie Harben, 19, disappeared on June 23rd, after attending a Midsummer
Eve party with a group of girlfriends at the Rollright Stones, some five
miles from Hescombe. Numerous myths and legends surround this
ancient site, including the belief that if young women run round the stone
circle naked at midnight on Midsummer Eve they will see the man they
are going to marry. Ellie’s friends confirmed that this was in their plan for
the evening, but when midnight came most of them changed their minds,
and in the event only Ellie and one other girl went through with it. At some
point in the next fifteen minutes Ellie disappeared.

N Sy
The Rollright Stones
South Mercia Police have come under pressure due to a perceived lack
of progress on the case, and Ellie’s family have made a number of
appeals for witnesses to come forward, but thus far what happened to her
has remained a mystery. Ellie was described at the time as 5'6” with
shoulder-length brown hair. She had five studs in each ear and wore a
ilver ring on her left forefinger with a blue stone in the centre carved with
her initials.

Detective Inspector Marcia Tate, who is leading the Ellie Harben
investigation, was contacted for comment but would only say that the
remains have been sent for a post-mortem examination, and a formal
statement will be issued when this has been concluded. She also asked
that the media respect the privacy of Ellie’s family ‘at what must be a very
difficult time’.

Anyone with information about what happened to Ellie is asked to call
South Mercia Police on 01452 056758, or contact CrimeStoppers.

15-year-old boy arrested following stabbing
in Stroud

A teenager is being questioned by police after
the fatal stabbing of 16-year-old Jaden Williams
last Friday . . . /more

New film adaptation planned for Cider with
Rosie

Acclaimed director David Appiah is set to bring
Laurie Lee's masterpiece to the screen in 2025,
and plans to film in Slad . . . /more

Council announces new traffic congestion
measures

Cheltenham City Council is set to introduce a
new scheme to cut traffic congestion in the city
centre . . . /more

Controversial housing development to go to
public hearing

Residents of Upper Winthorpe continue to
object to a proposed 1,500-home housing
estate . . . /more

Man, 24, dies after lorry crash on the A40
Saturday's fatal accident has claimed another
victim as Terry Lindsay of Bishop's Cleeve has
succumbed. . . /more

Chipping Norton to get another celebrity
resident

The fashionable ‘Chipping Norton set' looks set
to extend its membership, with reports that
Hollywood A-lister . . . /more

Local pub in the running for National Pub
and Bar Awards

The Beetle & Frog in Temple Hescombe has
been shortlisted for the prestigious . . . /more

Gloucestershire trounce Middlesex in
Twenty20

Sanderson scores thrilling century on debut
/more
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TRAGEDY STRIKES FOR HOLIDAY FAMILY

A Croydon family are retumning
home from Lanzarote tomorrow,
after tragedy struck what was
supposed to be the holiday of a
lifetime. Gerald Wiley, 52, and his
wife Sadie, 46, jetted off to the
holiday island a week ago, with
their two daughters Sharon, 14, and
Jessica, 2.

Mr Wiley had recently been
laid off after 30 years with London
Underground, and decided to use
his redundancy money to take the
family on a holiday to remember.
The family were enjoying a beach
party organised by the hotel where
they were staying, when the
catastrophe occurred. There had
been a fancy dress contest for the
younger  children earlier in the
afternoon, where Jessica had won
first prize for her mermaid costume,

Witnesses say that the
weather was good, and the sea
was calm with many of the children

N

- N

By Vic Jardine

enjoying the sea. Jessica and
Sharon had been seen earlier
playing in an inflatable dinghy
and shortly after 4pm hotel staff
realised that the girls were
missing. It was Mr Wiley who saw
the dinghy some way out to sea,
and he then raised the alarm.
Hotel staff immediately called for
help and Mr Wiley attempted to
swim out to the girls. Several
other holidaymakers also tried to
offer assistance, but by the time
the girls could be reached the
dinghy had capsized, and both
were in the water.

Local paramedics attempted
resuscitation, but Jessica Wiley
was pronounced dead at the
scene. Mr Wiley, who suffers
from angina, had to be treated at
the local hospital. Sharon Wiley,

a pupil at Colbourne Secondary
School, was treated for cuts and

bruises.
Pauline Pober, 42, from
Wokingham, saw the whole

incident. ‘It's just heart-breaking.
We were all enjoying the party —
the kids were having a lovely time,
and everyone was just relaxed and
enjoying themselves. Jessica was
such a beautiful, happy child — the
apple of her parents’ eye. What an
awful thing to happen. My heart
goes out to poor Sharon. She was
distraught when they brought her
back to the beach.’

Local people confirmed that
the tides on that stretch can be
treacherous. There have been
three drownings in the area since
1989. Mr Wiley said yesterday, ‘My
wife and | are devastated. Jessie
was our gift from God. Our lives
will be empty without her — we will
never get over it






