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To Lucca




PART ONE Inside




ONE

The screaming started at three in the morning. Tabitha had never heard a human being howl in that way before. It was like the screeching of an animal caught in a trap and it was answered by shouts, distant, echoing. Tabitha couldn’t tell whether they were cries of comfort or anger or mockery. The screams subsided into sobs but even these were amplified by the metal, the doors, the stairs and floors. Tabitha felt they were echoing inside her head.

She sensed a movement from the bunk above her. The other woman must be awake.

‘Someone’s in trouble.’

There was silence. Tabitha wondered if the woman was ignoring her or really was asleep, but then a voice came out of the darkness. She was speaking slowly, as if she were talking to herself. Her voice was low and gravelly, a smoker’s morning voice.

‘Everyone’s in trouble,’ she said. ‘That’s why they’re here. That’s why they’re crying, when they think about their children or what they did. Or what they did to their children. When there’s real trouble, you don’t hear any screams. You just hear the screws running along the corridors. When it’s really bad, you hear a helicopter landing out on the field. That’s happened three times, four times, since I’ve been here.’

‘What’s that for?’ asked Tabitha.

‘What do you think?’

Tabitha tried not to think about what a helicopter landing in the middle of the night meant. She tried not to think at all. But she failed. As she lay staring up at the bottom of the bunk above her, as she heard the sobs and the shouts and then another burst of crying from someone else, she had a sudden feeling of absolute clarity piercing the murk: this was real.

Up to now, it had all been so strange, so completely outside her experience, that it had felt like a lopsided fairy tale about someone else going to prison, someone she was reading about or watching in a film, even when she herself was experiencing it. When she was sitting in the tiny, windowless compartment in the van that brought her from the court; when she took her clothes off and squatted and was stared at and examined and heard a woman laugh about her small breasts and hairy armpits; when she stood in the shower afterwards. She had been issued with sheets and an itchy blue blanket and a thin towel and escorted through door after door. The doors really were made of heavy metal. They really did clang shut. The warders really did carry huge bunches of keys attached on chains to their belts. The prison was so prison-like.

Yesterday afternoon, as she was escorted through the central hall, lined with cells on both sides and on the floor above, she felt stared at by women standing in groups. She wanted to say: this isn’t real. I’m not one of you. I don’t belong here.

She lay there on her bunk trying not to think of that, trying not to replay it in her mind, over and over again. But even that was better than thinking of where she was, right now, this minute, in this space.

Tabitha had never liked lifts. What if they fell? What if they got stuck? She always took the stairs. When she went to London, she hated the Underground. Once she had been on a train in the rush hour, standing up, crammed among the hot bodies, and the train had stopped between tunnels. There had been a muffled announcement, which she couldn’t understand. It had stopped for five minutes, ten minutes. It was in the summer and the heat was stifling. Gradually Tabitha had thought of the solid clay and brick between her and the surface. And then she had thought of how she was in the middle of a train that was stuffed with people in carriage after carriage in front of her and carriage after carriage behind her. She had felt an impulse, which she could barely stifle, to scream and scream and fight her way out.

Now she was in a cell, four paces long, three paces wide. There was a tiny, barred window. It looked out on a yard, beyond that a wall topped with barbed wire, and beyond that, you could just make out the hills, hazy in the distance. Yesterday she had looked out of that window and she had thought she saw a little shape moving on that hill. Someone walking. Someone outside. Someone free. But now it was dark and there was nothing but the spotlights illuminating the yard. The door of the cell would stay locked until the middle of the morning. When she thought about it, she felt like she was buried alive and wanted to yell for someone to come and rescue her. Perhaps that was what that woman had been howling about.

If Tabitha couldn’t scream, then perhaps she could cry. But she knew that if she cried, she wouldn’t be able to stop. And probably it wasn’t good to be seen crying.

It was very cold, and the single blanket was inadequate. She drew her knees up almost to her chest and lay hugging herself in the darkness. She smelled different. Of prison soap and hair that needed washing, something slightly mouldy. She closed her eyes and thought of the sea, waves swelling and cresting on to the rocky shore. Thoughts came in long dark curls and she tried to push them away. There was another scream, then someone banged on a door far away.

Although it felt impossible, she must have slept a little because she was woken by the woman sliding down from the top bunk. It seemed to take a long time. Her feet came first, long, with purple-painted toenails, a tattoo of a spider on the right ankle. Then her legs in grey jogging pants, on and on. Then a black tee shirt riding up to show a ring in the belly button. Finally, a smooth oval face, long thick dark hair with a fringe, circular hoops in her earlobes. She was very tall, maybe six feet, and looked strong; in her late twenties perhaps, although it was hard to judge. Tabitha hadn’t seen her last night, not really. She’d just climbed into her bed and pulled the blanket over her head and lain there.

‘Hi,’ she said now.

The woman didn’t reply. She went across the cell and opened the little curtain.

That was another thing. The cell had been built for one person. Now it had bunk beds, two chairs, two narrow tables, two tiny chests, a sink and a lavatory with a little curtain rigged up in front of it. The woman tugged her trousers down and sat on the bowl. Her face was quite expressionless; it was as if she were alone. Tabitha turned to the wall, wrapping herself in the blanket so that she couldn’t hear.

The lavatory flushed and taps were running. Tabitha waited till the woman was done, then climbed out of her bed and washed herself under her arms, splashed water on her face. Then she pulled on canvas trousers, a tee shirt and a sweatshirt. She slid out her trainers from under the bed.

‘I’m Tabitha,’ she said.

The woman was methodically brushing her hair. She looked down at her. She must be almost a foot taller than me, thought Tabitha.

‘You told me that last night.’

There was a pause.

‘What’s your name?’ asked Tabitha.

‘Michaela. I told you that as well.’

There was a rattling sound at the door and it was unlocked and pushed inwards. A stringy, colourless woman was standing next to a trolley with two stainless steel urns on it.

‘Tea,’ said Michaela.

‘Tea,’ repeated Tabitha.

The woman filled two mugs and handed them across.

Tabitha’s breakfast pack was on the table. She opened it and laid it out: a plastic bowl, a plastic spoon, a miniature pack of Rice Krispies, a small carton of UHT milk, two slices of brown bread wrapped in polythene, foil-wrapped butter, a little tub of raspberry jam. There was no knife so she spread the butter and the jam on the bread with the handle of her spoon.

She couldn’t remember when she had last had a meal and she ate the sandwiches in quick bites. The bread was dry but she helped it down with gulps of her tea. She tipped the cereal into the bowl and poured the milk over it. The milk was warm and had a sour under-taste. It almost made her gag, but she ate it all and when she was finished she tipped the bowl to drink the last of the milk. She still felt hungry.

She sat on the lavatory behind the thin curtain. She felt like an animal. As she sat there, her trousers around her ankles, she felt as if lights were flashing and there was a ringing in her ears. She suddenly thought of smashing her face into the wall, over and over again, something that might bring relief, that might make all of this stop.

Instead, she wiped herself, pulled up her trousers, washed her hands and sat back on her bed against the wall. She didn’t have anything to read and she didn’t have anything to do. The day felt shapeless and vast. Anyway, if she had sat there reading, that would feel like this was now her life instead of a nightmarish mistake, a mistake that would be corrected when everyone realised that she didn’t belong here and let her go.

Michaela was leaning over the sink, brushing her teeth. She was taking a long time over it. She spat into the sink, bent down and drank straight from the tap. She stood up, leaned her head back and gargled noisily. Tabitha felt like everything was turned up too high: the noises, the smells, the physical proximity of the other woman. Michaela pulled her hair back in a ponytail, then walked out of the cell. A few seconds later she walked back in. She leaned back on the desk and looked down at Tabitha.

‘Don’t just sit there.’

Tabitha didn’t reply. It felt too much of an effort.

‘It’s worse if you do that. I know, I’ve been here for fourteen months.’

‘What did you do?’

Michaela stared at her, her face quite expressionless. ‘Did they give you the bit of paper with all the shit about exercise and showers and when the library’s open?’

‘I’ve got it somewhere,’ said Tabitha. ‘But I don’t care about all that. It’s just a mistake.’

‘Yeah? Well, don’t think you can just hide in here and get through without anyone noticing. It’s like a school playground. The little girl who stands in the corner wanting to be left alone, she’s the one who gets picked on. You need to get up. You need to get up and get a shower.’

‘I don’t feel like it. Not today.’

Michaela reached under the little table that was reserved for Tabitha.

‘Here.’ She tossed Tabitha the towel she’d been issued with on her arrival. ‘You take the towel and the soap and you have a shower.’

She went out of the cell, leaving the door open. Tabitha got to her feet. She was cold to her bones. She looked out of the little barred window again: the sky was white. It might snow, she thought. That would be something: feathery flakes falling thickly just a few inches from where she stood, covering everything in a blanket of unfamiliarity.

She took the towel and the soap from the side of the sink and walked into the central hall that was echoey with sounds: footfall and doors and voices raised, laughter, coughs, the slap of a mop. A very thin woman with long white hair and her face a muddle of wrinkles hobbled towards her. She wore a thick brown dress to her shins and her hands were swollen with arthritis. She was holding a bundle of papers clutched to her chest.

‘You’re here too,’ she said, smiling.

‘Yes, I’m here too,’ said Tabitha. She walked the length of the hall and into the little wing reserved for showers. The showers were in a row of stalls. Along the far wall was a wooden bench and hooks. Women were pulling clothes on and off. The tiled floor was wet and there was the smell of soap and sweat and bodies. She had a memory of school changing rooms that was so pungent it hurt. She slowly took her clothes off, looking at the wall so she didn’t catch anyone’s eye. Before she took off her knickers, she wrapped herself in the thin worn towel, like a shy teenager on a beach, and then eased them down.

Inside a free stall she pulled the curtain across and hung the towel from a hook. She turned the tap and a tiny trickle of water emerged from the shower head. She tried to twist the tap further but it wouldn’t go.

‘You need to bang it,’ said a voice. ‘Bang the pipe.’

She tapped the pipe. Nothing happened.

‘Harder,’ said the voice. ‘Really hard.’

She made a fist and hit the pipe. There was a little spluttering, coughing sound and the trickle became a faint stream, just enough to wet herself all over. But there was nothing good about it, nothing to lose herself in, nothing to comfort her.




TWO

‘This way.’ The warder was solid with a bored expression. When she walked, her feet slapped down, flat and hard.

‘What?’

‘Your brief’s waiting.’

‘My brief?’

‘Your lawyer. You were told about this yesterday.’

Tabitha couldn’t remember that. But then she couldn’t remember much of yesterday, nor of the days preceding it. Everything was a jumble of faces, eyes staring, questions she couldn’t answer, words she couldn’t make sense of, people saying her name over and over again – her name and her address and her date of birth and then pieces of paper pushed towards her, machines clicked on to record what she was saying, long corridors and strip lighting, doors and keys and bars.

‘In the visitors’ room,’ the woman was saying. Keys jangled at her waist. ‘It’s not a day for visiting.’

The visitors’ room was large and square and too brightly lit. There were small tables in rows with a chair on either side, two vending machines by the wall. The room was empty except for a middle-aged woman who was sitting at one of the tables with her laptop in front of her. She took off her glasses and rubbed her round face and then replaced them, frowning as she read. As Tabitha approached, she looked up and briefly smiled, then stood and held out her hand, which was strong and warm. She had peppery-grey hair and a steady gaze and Tabitha felt a surge of hope. This woman would sort everything out.

‘I’m Mora Piozzi,’ she said. ‘I’ve been asked to represent you.’

‘What happened to the other one?’ He’d been young and cheerful in a blustery, unreassuring way.

‘He was the duty solicitor. He referred your case to me.’

They both sat and faced each other, their chairs scratching across the lino.

‘How are you?’ asked Mora Piozzi.

‘How am I?’ Tabitha resisted the urge to shout at her. What kind of question was that? ‘I’m locked up in prison and I don’t know what’s happening.’

‘It’s my job to bring clarity to this and to help you.’

‘Right.’

‘First things first. You need to tell me if you agree to me representing you.’

‘Yes.’

‘Good. I’ve got your prison number, in case you haven’t been issued it yet.’

‘A prison number? But I’ll be out of here soon. Why do I need a number?’

‘Here.’

She pushed a card across to Tabitha, who read it out loud: ‘AO3573.’ She looked up. ‘So I’m a number now.’

‘It’s just bureaucracy. You’ll need it for people who are going to visit.’

‘Visit?’

‘As a remand prisoner you’re entitled to have up to three visitors a week. Has nobody explained all this?’

‘Everything’s a bit of a blur.’

Mora Piozzi nodded. ‘It’s hard at first.’

‘I just want to leave here as quickly as possible.’

‘Of course. Which is why I am here. But, Tabitha, you do understand what the charge is?’

‘I know what they say I did.’

‘Good. So this is what we’re going to do today: I am going to lay out the summary of the case against you. And then you are going to tell me, in your own words, what happened on the twenty-first of December.’

‘Can I ask something first?’

‘Of course.’

‘What day is it today?’

‘Wednesday, the ninth of January.’

‘I see.’

Christmas had gone by, and New Year’s Eve, and now she was in another year and another world.

‘So,’ said Mora Piozzi, looking down at her laptop. ‘In brief: you are charged with the murder of Stuart Robert Rees, on Friday the twenty-first of December, between the hours of ten-forty in the morning and three-thirty in the afternoon.’

‘Why?’

‘I’m sorry?’

‘Why those times?’

Piozzi flicked through her notes.

‘There’s a CCTV camera. It’s attached to the village shop. His car drove past it.’ She looked down at her laptop. ‘At ten-thirty-four. And as you know, his body was discovered at half past four that day.’

‘Yes,’ said Tabitha faintly. She paused. ‘But there’s a spare hour then, between half past three and half past four.’

‘I understand the forensic pathologist is satisfied that Rees had been dead at least an hour when his body was discovered.’

Piozzi continued speaking in a low, calm voice, as if it was all routine. ‘His body was found by Andrew Kane in a shed outside your back door, wrapped in plastic sheeting. You were in the house at the time of discovery. Stuart Rees’s car was parked round the back of your house, out of sight of the road. He had been stabbed multiple times by a knife, but the cause of death was the slashing of his carotid artery.’ She looked up. ‘That’s in his neck. His blood was all over you and all over the sofa where you were sitting.’

‘But that was from after he was dead,’ said Tabitha.

Piozzi tapped on the keyboard of her laptop. ‘The police have interviewed everyone who was in the village and—’

‘Wait.’

‘Yes?’

‘There must have been lots of people coming and going. They can’t have interviewed everyone.’

‘Not on that day.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Don’t you remember? The village was blocked off. There was a big storm and a giant chestnut tree that had blight was torn up by its roots and fell across the road. There was no way out and no way in. Apparently it took most of the day to clear it.’

‘I didn’t know.’

‘But you were there, Tabitha, all day. You must have known.’

‘I didn’t know,’ Tabitha repeated. She felt like the last fragments of memory were flowing away like water through her fingers. ‘I don’t know if I knew.’

‘The police have a list of everyone who was in Okeham on the twenty-first of December. They also have your statement saying that you were in your house most of the day. They have statements from other witnesses, but I haven’t seen them yet. All we have at the moment is a police summary. I’ll get the rest later, well before the first court appearance.’

‘The trial, you mean?’

‘No. On the seventh of February you will be officially charged. That’s where you plead. You know, guilty or not guilty.’

‘Isn’t there a chance they’ll realise that this is all wrong and let me go?’

Mora Piozzi gave a smile that didn’t look like a smile. ‘Let’s not leap ahead. I want you to tell me what you remember about the twenty-first of December. Take your time.’

Tabitha nodded. She closed her eyes and then opened them again. What did she remember? It was like looking into a night full of snow, a dizzying half-darkness, when even up and down seem reversed and the ground tilted beneath her feet.

‘I woke up early,’ she began. ‘But I don’t think I got up at once. It was cold outside, a horrible day. I remember it was half-snowing and then it was sleety, with a hard wind blowing. I started to make myself breakfast, then I realised I’d run out of milk so I just put a jacket on over my pyjamas and went to the village shop. I bought a paper, I think.’

‘What time was this?’

‘I don’t know. I wasn’t looking at the time. Then I went home.’

‘Did you go out again?’

‘I had a swim. I always have a swim.’

‘How?’

‘What?’

‘Where’s the nearest swimming pool and how did you get there? Remember, the road was blocked after ten, so you would have to have gone and returned before then.’ She spoke with a warning tone.

‘In the sea.’

Piozzi’s eyebrows shot up. ‘You went swimming in the sea, in the middle of winter, on a day you describe as horrible.’

‘I do it every day,’ said Tabitha. ‘It’s a rule. My own rule. I have to.’

‘Rather you than me. You have a wetsuit, though?’

‘I like to feel the cold water on my skin. It almost hurts.’ She saw Mora Piozzi purse her lips slightly, as if Tabitha had said something she didn’t like. ‘People in Okeham probably think I’m mad. Anyway, I swam that day.’ She thought she could remember the bitter splash of waves on her body and the sharp, icy stones under her feet, but perhaps she was making that up. She swam every day. How was she meant to tell one from another?

‘What time?’

‘I don’t know. I can’t remember. In the morning? I think it would have been the morning. That’s when I normally go.’

‘Did you meet anyone?’

‘I don’t know. Maybe. I can’t think. I go every day, so things blur together.’

‘And after your swim?’

‘I went back home.’

‘Did you leave again?’

‘I think I did, but I don’t know for sure anymore. People have asked me so many questions that I can’t tell things apart.’

‘What did you do in your house?’

‘Not much. I can’t really remember.’

‘Did you speak to anyone on the phone?’

‘No.’

‘Or send any texts, or use your computer – you have a computer?’

Tabitha nodded. ‘I didn’t do any of that.’

‘Did you send emails?’

‘I don’t think so. I might have done some work.’ She knew she hadn’t worked. It had been one of those terrible days when she simply had to survive.

‘So you have no clear memory of what you did during that day?’

‘No.’

‘But you remember Andrew Kane coming round?’

‘Andy, yes.’

‘Tell me about that. Be careful, take your time.’

Tabitha wondered why she kept saying that: take your time. Anyway, it didn’t matter. She had so much time.

‘He knocked on the door. I was in the main room and I opened the door. Or maybe he opened it himself. It was already dark and very cold. I remember the icy wind rushing in. He was all wet. He was dripping on to the floor.’

‘Were you expecting him?’

‘No. But he often just comes round.’ She saw the questioning look on Mora Piozzi’s face. ‘He’s helping me with the house. It was a wreck when I moved in, back in November, and we’re doing it up together. I pay him by the hour and he fits me in between other jobs. We were going to lay some floorboards the next day and he just wanted to check on everything.’

She stopped and took a deep breath. This was where her memory became clear, like a shaft of light in the gloom.

‘He went outside to the shed where the planks were stacked and I heard him call out. I don’t know what he said, maybe it wasn’t even words. I went out to him, and he was sprawled on the ground inside the shed, on top of something.’ She swallowed hard. Her throat was tight. ‘I bent to help him and I felt something wet and sticky, it was everywhere, and I pulled him to his feet and he kept saying, “Oh God, oh God,” over and over. I think he was crying.’

Tabitha stopped but Piozzi didn’t speak, just waited, her eyes narrowed.

‘It was dark. We couldn’t see anything really. Andy got his mobile out of his pocket but dropped it on the ground and had to scrabble around to find it. Then he shone it downwards and there was a body. Andy had blood all over him, even on his face. I looked down at my hands and saw I did too.’ As she spoke, she could see it all: the little beam of the mobile’s torch picking out the bulky shape on the ground.

‘Did you see who it was?’

‘I don’t know what I thought. Andy said it was Stuart, I realised he was right.’

‘Just to be clear, you knew Stuart Rees?’

‘Yes, he’s my neighbour now.’ She stopped. ‘I suppose I should say he was my neighbour. And years ago, he was one of my teachers.’

‘So you knew him well?’

‘What can I say? He was a teacher.’

‘Were you on good terms?’

‘We weren’t on bad terms. I didn’t really see him much though, just to say hello.’

‘What happened next?’

‘We went back inside. Andy called nine-nine-nine. We waited. The ambulance arrived and the police and it all started. You know the rest.’

Mora Piozzi closed her laptop.

‘So you see, it makes no sense,’ Tabitha continued urgently. ‘Why would I have sent Andy outside to look at the planks if I’d just killed someone out there and left the body for him to trip over? Why would I kill Stuart anyway? It’s just crazy. You see that, don’t you?’

The solicitor glanced at her watch. ‘We’ve made a good start. I’ll be back quite soon, by which time I hope to have a more detailed knowledge of the prosecution’s case against you.’

Tabitha nodded.

‘In the next few days you’ll have a medical assessment.’

‘Why? I’m not ill. I might be small but I’m strong. It’s all that swimming.’ Her voice jarred. She tried to smile. She was cold and shaky and she didn’t want to go back to the central hall, where everyone watched her and shouts echoed, or to her cell, where she was trapped with herself. The day ahead seemed endless, but the day led to the night and that was even worse.

‘It’s just part of the process. And I want you to write down everything you can remember that you think might be useful.’

‘What kind of things?’

‘Timings. People you saw or talked to. Give me a list of the people in the village you’re friendly with.’

‘I only moved there a few weeks ago.’

‘You should tell me anything you think might be helpful to your case, or relevant. I would much rather hear things from you than from the prosecution.’

Tabitha nodded.

‘Make sure you arrange visitors. Family. Friends. Have you any of your things here?’

‘No.’

‘Get someone to bring them. Keep yourself occupied. Keep healthy.’

‘And you’ll get me out of here? Won’t you?’

‘That’s my job,’ said Mora Piozzi. ‘I’ll do it as best I can.’

Tabitha watched her leave, the door opening and then shutting. She imagined her going through a series of doors, each one locked behind her, until at last she reached the exit and stepped out into the world, breathing in the fresh air, free.




THREE

Tabitha couldn’t remember the last time she’d queued to use a public phone. Okeham had an old red telephone box but it didn’t have a phone in it. It was used to store second-hand books for people to borrow. Now she was standing third in the queue waiting for the burly woman at the front to finish an argument with what sounded like a feckless husband or boyfriend on the other end of the line.

Tabitha kept looking around nervously. It was nearly lunchtime. She’d heard that a warder might come and send them away at any time. She’d been told by the warder with the grim face, whose name, she’d discovered, was Mary Guy, that she needed to fill out a form and that each telephone number had to be recorded in advance and approved. She didn’t know anybody’s numbers, apart from her own. Her numbers were in her phone. How could she be expected to know them by heart? She asked Mary Guy if there was any way she could have access to her phone, just to get the numbers. That got a laugh.

She had no parents to phone. No other close relatives. She tried to think of friends, contacts, but she had been abroad for several years and lost touch with people. They had moved, drifted away. She had one number. The solicitor, Mora Piozzi. That was a start. But was there anyone else? She went through the people she knew in the village. Stuart’s wife, Laura. That wouldn’t be appropriate. It probably wouldn’t be legal. There was Andy. She could get his number from Mora. Who in the village did she actually talk to? There was Terry, the woman who ran the village shop. They used to chat a bit when she bought a carton of milk. But they weren’t exactly friends.

Then she had a thought: Shona Fry. Shona had been at school with Tabitha and had stayed on in the village after everyone else had left. Tabitha didn’t know Shona’s mobile number but she did know her landline number because it was a mirror version of her own: 525607.

When she got to the front of the queue, there was just five minutes before lunch.

‘Tabitha! They told me you were going to call,’ said Shona, who sounded breathless with excitement.

‘I know.’

‘They asked if it was all right. They wanted my permission, which is a bit odd, isn’t it? Obviously I said yes. You must know that because—’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Tabitha, interrupting. ‘I’ve got almost no money for the call and almost no time. I need to ask you a couple of favours.’

‘Yes, of course. Anything at all.’

‘First, can you come to visit me?’

‘Me?’

‘Yes.’

‘Absolutely,’ said Shona. ‘Yes, fine. I mean, of course I will, sure…’ She didn’t seem to know how to end the sentence, so Tabitha cut her off.

‘That’s brilliant. Could you bring some things for me?’

‘Yes, yes. I suppose there are rules.’

‘I need clothes.’

‘I thought people in prison had a prison uniform.’

‘No.’

‘Right. Oh, this is so weird. What clothes?’

‘Just comfy things. Another pair of trousers, a few long-sleeved tops and jerseys. It’s freezing in here.’

‘So you don’t mind which ones I bring?’

‘Not really. I’ll be out soon, so it’s just for the next few weeks. Underwear.’

‘Like knickers and things?’ Shona sounded almost embarrassed

‘Yes. And socks. Thick socks.’

‘Where do I find them?’

Tabitha pictured her bedroom. It was at the top of the house, under a sloping roof. She’d chosen it because one window gave on to the sea, and the other on to the cliffs. She still slept on a mattress on the floor, and there was only one chest of drawers in there. The rest of her things were in suitcases and boxes.

‘In my room upstairs,’ she said. ‘You’ll just have to rummage around.’

‘Anything else?’

‘Some pens. And pads of paper. And soap and shampoo. More toothpaste.’

‘I need to write this down.’

‘The pens and the paper are the most important. There are several pads of paper in the kitchen, on the table, I think, and pencils and pens in a big jar on the windowsill.’

‘Got it.’

‘And could you buy me writing paper and envelopes. Also, the village shop sells notebooks; they have black or brown covers and unlined paper. Could you get one for me?’

‘All right.’ But now she sounded grudging.

‘I’ll pay you.’

‘Sorry, it sounds awful but I’m completely skint. Is that it?’

Tabitha thought for a moment. ‘Books. There are a few next to my bed. Can you bring them?’

‘Sure. But how do I get in?’

‘There’s a key under a stone next to the front door. Oh, and stamps,’ Tabitha said.

‘How many?’

‘Ten. No. Twenty.’

‘First class or second class?’

‘First class, I guess. I haven’t got time to wait around.’

‘Are you doing all right?’ said Shona. ‘I mean, this is so awful. I can’t believe it’s happening.’

‘Me neither. I don’t know how I’m doing. I’m trying. How are things in the village?’

‘Yeah, well, obviously there’s only one subject people are talking about.’

Tabitha had a sudden thought. ‘Could you bring phone numbers of people in the village?’

‘Which people?’

‘Anyone. People who might be helpful. Landlines if people have them. Calls are really expensive here and I haven’t got much money.’

‘I don’t know who you’re talking about. Could you suggest some names?’

Tabitha started to speak and then a hand appeared from the side, disconnecting the call. She looked round. It was a male warder she hadn’t seen before. He was pale, slightly puffy and overweight, as if he had been overinflated.

‘Hey! What the fuck? It was important,’ said Tabitha.

‘Lunch,’ he said and turned away.




FOUR

She lay tightly curled up in her bed, dimly aware of Michaela moving around the small cell. She heard her use the lavatory. She heard taps running, soft footsteps. She kept her eyes shut and her blanket pulled over her so she was in her own sour cave; she didn’t want to move and she didn’t want to see the light of day. Her thoughts were thick and sluggish.

‘Get up.’ Michaela’s voice was matter of fact.

Tabitha didn’t reply.

‘Get up, Tabitha.’ The blanket was pulled from her face.

‘Can’t.’

‘You can. You have to.’

Tabitha opened her eyes. Her mouth felt furry.

‘Up,’ said Michaela.



‘How are you?’

Tabitha looked at the laminated plastic name tag that the psychiatrist was wearing round his neck. Dr David Hartson, with a photograph that showed him when he had more hair and different spectacles. The stringy warder with long, limp hair, who she had seen that first morning, had come to her cell and led her downstairs past the rows of other cells, unlocking and locking a series of doors, along a corridor and then into a room that didn’t feel like it was in the prison at all. It looked like a rather shabby doctor’s consulting room that you might find anywhere.

‘Can I ask a question first?’

‘Of course.’

‘Who is this for?’

Dr Hartson gave a slightly uneasy smile. ‘I don’t know what you mean.’

‘You’re a doctor. Are you here to help me or are you here to assess me?’

He nodded. ‘That’s a good question. I’m really acting for the court. But obviously if I see anything of concern, I’ll do what I can. So, how are you?’

‘I’m in prison. I’ve been accused of murder. I guess that means I’m not doing so well.’

‘Do you have any feelings about self-harm?’

Tabitha shook her head. ‘I’ve been here two nights. I still feel like I’m in the middle of a car crash and the crash is going on and on and on. But soon they’ll realise that all of this is crazy and let me go.’

Dr Hartson reached for a form and straightened it in front of him; took a pen from his pocket and clicked it. He took details of her schooling, of her parents, of her father’s death from a heart attack when she was thirteen and her mother’s death just two years ago. He asked if those deaths had been difficult and she said, yes, they had been difficult. He asked if she had been close to her parents and she had thought for a moment and answered that there had been ups and downs. He didn’t seem to show much engagement with anything she said; just frowned with concentration and wrote on the form. Tabitha couldn’t make out what he was writing.

‘Do you work?’ he asked.

‘I’m a freelance copy-editor of science textbooks.’

‘Any episodes of mental illness?’ he said.

‘What kind of mental illness?’

‘Anything that needed medical treatment?’

‘I’ve been a bit down sometimes.’

‘Are you currently on medication?’

‘Not anymore.’

‘Were you treated with medication in the past?’

Tabitha mentioned one or two names although she wasn’t sure if she had got them right. Dr Hartson wrote them down.

‘How did they make you feel?’

‘They were different.’

‘Did you have lapses of memory? Blackouts?’

‘I don’t remember.’ She gave a nervous laugh. ‘Sorry, that wasn’t a joke. I didn’t like them.’

‘Were you ever hospitalised?’

‘I had a bit of an episode when I was at college.’ She tried to speak casually. ‘I dropped out.’

‘And you were hospitalised?’

‘Briefly. But not in a hospital. It was a kind of clinic.’ She heard the scratching of his pen once more. ‘It was years ago,’ she added.

‘Of course. Did you go back to college?’

‘No.’

‘What were you studying?’

‘Architecture.’

‘And now you’re a copy-editor?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you like it?’

‘I’m my own boss.’

‘You like being your own boss?’

‘I don’t like not being my own boss,’ she said, and he looked at her searchingly. She wanted to poke him in the eye.

‘How have you been recently?’ he asked after a pause.

Tabitha shrugged. ‘I’m like everyone. I have good days and bad days. The village can be a bit grim in winter. You know, when it gets dark at four.’

Hartson smiled but it didn’t reach his eyes. ‘I know exactly what you mean. Why did you move back to the village?’

‘I got an inheritance when my mum died. I bought this wreck of a house. It was a kind of dream I had.’

‘Interesting. How was the dream turning out in reality?’

‘I like the house. I like making it whole again. I like using my hands, making things.’

‘How was your mood in the weeks before the murder?’

‘It wasn’t really any different from usual.’

‘Up and down?’

‘Yes. Probably more up than down.’ That was a lie.

‘And on the day of the murder?’

‘What?’

‘How was your mood that day?’

Tabitha looked at his pen poised above the paper; she looked at his small, wet mouth. She didn’t want to tell this man anything at all.

‘So-so,’ she said.

‘Do you have a clear memory of it?’

‘Nope.’

‘You don’t remember the events of the day?’

‘It’s a bit of a blur.’

‘I see,’ he said. ‘I see.’

‘I doubt it.’

‘Sorry?’

‘I doubt that you see,’ said Tabitha. She knew she should curb herself. ‘It was just one of those days. One of those days to get through. Most people have days like that. Don’t you?’

‘This isn’t about me, it’s about you and your mental state.’

‘Yeah, well, I’m just saying I don’t remember much and that doesn’t mean anything. Right?’

Dr Hartson waited before replying. ‘Right,’ he said neutrally. He turned back to the form. ‘Do you have friends in the village? People you talk to about your troubles?’

‘I don’t really talk about my troubles.’

‘Did you feel that returning was a mistake?’

For a moment Tabitha found it difficult to speak. ‘Just at this moment it feels pretty much like a fucking mistake.’

He raised his eyes and looked at her. ‘I meant in the days before the murder.’

‘It was early days. I was doing up the house. I was thinking about things.’

‘What were you thinking about?’

‘What to do with my life. I think that problem has been settled for me for the time being.’

Tabitha meant that as a sour sort of joke but Dr Hartson didn’t react. He stopped writing and looked reflective.

‘I think that’s everything.’ He moved the form. There was another one underneath. ‘Would it be all right to access your medical records?’

‘Can’t you just go ahead?’

‘I need a signature.’ He rotated the form and pushed it towards her.

Tabitha took the pen he was offering and signed.

‘Does everything seem all right?’ she said.

‘It all seems straightforward enough.’

‘What are you going to say?’

‘What would you like me to say?’

‘That I couldn’t possibly have done something like this.’

He didn’t reply. He just gave the sort of smile that people give at the end of a social occasion before they say: I think I’d better be heading off. But in this case it was Tabitha who ought to be heading off. She looked around. She didn’t want to leave this room and go back into the real prison.

‘It doesn’t seem real,’ she said.

‘That’s natural.’ They both stood up. ‘Goodbye, Miss Hardy.’

‘Nobody calls me Miss Hardy. It’s Ms. Not that it matters. By the way, if I’d said that I was suicidal, what would you have done?’

Dr Hartson looked surprised by the question. ‘I would have recommended that you talk to the prison doctor.’

Tabitha was tempted to make an angry response, to say, wasn’t he a doctor? Wasn’t he supposed to help people in distress? But she knew that she needed this man on her side. She walked out from her brief encounter and met Mary Guy and saw the heavy bunch of keys dangling from her belt.




FIVE

Tabitha was in the library. It was still cold, but better than in her cell. It didn’t feel quite so much like being in prison, although through the window she could see a peeling white wall topped with barbed wire. The librarian, tall with bony hands, pale brown hair, welcomed her with a smile.

‘I haven’t seen you before.’

Tabitha nodded, suddenly unable to speak.

‘I’m Galia. I’m glad you found your way here.’

‘Tabitha.’ Her voice came out gruff.

‘And you like reading?’

‘Yes. I’ve none of my own books yet. A friend’s bringing them soon.’

Galia nodded. ‘Well, you’ve come to the right place. I wish more people would use the library.’

Tabitha looked round. Apart from a woman sitting at the table reading, the room was empty.

‘Can I take whatever I want?’

‘If you’re reading in here, of course. If you take books back to your cell you have to sign them out. And if there are particular titles you want, I can order them for you.’

‘Like in a real library?’

‘This is a real library.’

Tabitha looked along the shelves. It was mainly fiction but there was also a true crime section and another devoted to erotica of different kinds and tastes. She turned to the librarian.

‘Is there anything that’s not allowed?’

‘Not really. Except for true crime books about crimes committed by people who are actually in the prison at the moment.’

‘I get that,’ said Tabitha.

‘And books with maps of the local area. But I don’t suppose you want books of that kind.’

Tabitha looked back at the barred window, at the walls topped with spikes and barbed wire. ‘No,’ she said. ‘I won’t try to escape. Anyway, I won’t be here long.’

Galia nodded. ‘I’ll leave you to have a browse.’

Alongside the novels and the pornography, there were a few classics, a large foreign language section. There was a small area devoted to gardening and to DIY, another to well-being. There were books of crosswords and Sudoku, many of which had been filled in. Tabitha found a book about Iceland, a country where she had always wanted to go. She took it over to the central table and sat opposite the other woman. She was middle-aged, with dark hair, streaked with grey and neatly cut, and she wore a skirt and a flecked turtleneck jumper. Tabitha wondered if she was another librarian. She looked at the book she was reading and the woman, noticing, held it up. It was a recipe book.

‘My guilty pleasure,’ she said. ‘Ridiculous, isn’t it, to be poring over recipes when I’m stuck in here?’

‘Doesn’t it make things worse?’

‘I fantasise about the meals I’m going to cook when I get out. What are you reading?’

Tabitha held up her book. ‘It’s about Iceland.’

‘The same thing.’

‘I guess it is.’

To imagine whales and glaciers and wild spaces in a poky cell; Tabitha looked down at the book, sick with longing for an open sky and the salty wind in her face.

‘Why are you here?’

The woman put her head on one side. She had a curious smile on her face. ‘You mean, what did I do?’

‘Yes.’

The woman looked suddenly reflective. ‘It was stupid, really. I worked for a company that got caught up in a financial mess, and I didn’t see what was happening until it was too late. They needed a scapegoat and I was in the right place, or the wrong place. That’s my story anyway. Everyone here has a bad-luck story and everyone says they didn’t do it.’

‘I see,’ said Tabitha.

‘You’re new here, aren’t you?’

‘It’s all a mistake,’ Tabitha said. ‘I think my solicitor will sort things out soon.’

‘What’s your name? I’m Ingrid, by the way.’

‘Tabitha.’

‘All right, Tabitha, I’m going to give you some advice. I wish someone had given it to me when I first arrived. Rule number one: never ask anyone what they’re in for.’

‘Oh. Sorry! I didn’t mean… I mean I didn’t know…’ And she’d asked Michaela as well, she thought, remembering the way her cell mate’s face had closed on her.

‘I don’t mind, but lots of people do. Rule number two: if you have a problem, if you think something’s unfair, if someone’s got it in for you, don’t go to the warder.’

‘Who do I go to then?’

‘You don’t. Rule number three: the prison governor is a dreadful woman. Don’t rely on her for anything and don’t get on her bad side.’

‘These rules aren’t making me feel better about things.’

‘Rule number four: if you’re in trouble for some reason, think of what it was like in the playground.’ Tabitha grimaced. Michaela had said the same thing, and she’d had a brutal time of it in the playground. ‘You don’t get people to like you by being weak.’

She seemed to have finished.

‘Is that it?’

‘It’s advice more than a rule. Keep active. Oh, and the food here is terrible. Go veggie.’

‘I am anyway. Is the vegetarian good?’

‘It’s not good but it’s a bit less bad.’ She leaned across the table. ‘You just have to keep going, Tabitha. You’ll be all right.’




SIX

Half an hour in the exercise yard, a dingy rectangle of concrete and wired fences, and the wind was hard and cold. Tabitha didn’t have gloves and her coat was inadequate. But she was outside at least, and there was a sky above her.

Women stood in huddles, most of them with cigarettes. She didn’t try and join any of them. She tilted her face up to watch the clouds shift and took in gulps of air, like someone who had been drowning.



In the central hall, she came across the thin old woman with arthritic hands she had seen on her first day, on her way to the showers. She was saying in a loud voice, to everyone and no one, ‘I think I’ve found it. This will show them! Look.’ She fumbled through her thick bundle of papers. ‘Look here.’

Half the pages slipped from her grasp and fell to the floor. She knelt to retrieve them and then had difficulty in getting up again. People were laughing, both prisoners and warders. Tabitha went forward to help her, but one of the warders – the puffy one who had ended her call with Shona – got there first, putting his hands under her armpits and lifting her to her feet like an over-sized rag doll. He grinned across at Tabitha and screwed a fat forefinger at his temple.

She thought of giving his shin a good, hard kick but instead she smiled at the old woman and turned away.



‘Michaela,’ she said in the darkness.

There was a grunt from the bed above her, then: ‘What?’

‘I’m sorry I asked you what you’d done. I didn’t know I shouldn’t.’

No reply.

‘It’s quieter tonight.’

‘That’s because everyone’s fucking asleep except you. And now me.’

‘Sorry.’

She stared into the thick darkness while Michaela moved restlessly above her and then fell silent again. She heard her breathing. She heard herself breathing. This was her fourth night; in twenty-six days, she would go to court and her case would be thrown out. Four nights out of thirty, two-fifteenths, in percentage terms, that was 13.333 recurring. Tomorrow, Shona would come with clothes and books and pen and paper. She could do this, she could get through it. It would become like a bad dream, the kind that made her lurch awake at night with sweat on her forehead. But just a dream. It wouldn’t be true anymore.

Yet still, it was so cold and so dark, and in the darkness thoughts and memories came like an ill wind blowing through her, so that her heart hammered and her breath felt shallow and hard to find. She could suffocate in herself.

She thought about how the doctor had asked her about her moods, the drugs she took, the time she had spent in hospital. She hadn’t wanted to talk to him about it, or to the solicitor, because talking made it seem so decisive and clear-cut, whereas to Tabitha being depressed was like being in a swamp. A colourless, featureless swamp with no horizon, no sunlight, no way out.

That day, the one that had led to this cell that tonight felt like a coffin, she had been in the swamp. She barely remembered it, just the immense effort of hauling herself out of bed, her body as heavy and useless as a sack of wet earth; of trudging to the shop; of making herself go for a swim because that was her pledge. And now she was here and she couldn’t swim in the sea or chop wood or walk in the cold rain. She knew she mustn’t let herself be pulled back into the dreary horror of herself, but she was hanging on by her fingertips.




SEVEN

‘They took everything away.’

Shona was slightly out of breath. She sat down opposite Tabitha but her eyes were darting this way and that, taking everything in with an expression that was both nervous and excited. She had put on a blue satin shirt and large earrings, her bobbed chestnut hair shone under the sour lighting. Tabitha could smell her perfume. She looked fresh and pretty and out of place. Faced with her, Tabitha felt small, shabby, plain and grimy. She couldn’t remember when she had last washed her hair, and it hadn’t been cut for months. However thoroughly she brushed her teeth, the inside of her mouth felt furry. There was a cold sore on the edge of her lips: she needed fresh air, crisp apples, green salad, nourishing vegetable soup.

‘They’ll need to go through them all. Did you manage to get everything?’

Shona nodded. Her earrings swung. ‘I think so.’

‘It’s so kind of you.’

Shona took a little piece of paper from her pocket and unfolded it in front of her.

‘I wrote down how much it cost. Is that OK? Things are really difficult for me right now.’

You weren’t allowed cash in prison. Tabitha thought hard.

‘Talk to Andy,’ she said. ‘Andy Kane. I gave him some money for building supplies. He should be able to pay you.’

‘I’m sorry.’ Shona bit her full underlip and Tabitha had a memory, as clear as yesterday, of standing in a queue with her outside the swimming pool in town. They must have been about twelve. She couldn’t remember why they had been there together; they hadn’t really been friends at school. But she could remember the heat of the day and she could even remember that Shona had been wearing a cropped, short-sleeved jumper whose tightness emphasised her developing breasts.

‘There are two types of skin,’ Shona had said with high seriousness. ‘Oily or dry. What’s yours.’

Twelve-year-old Tabitha put her fingers to her cheek. ‘I don’t know.’

‘I’m oily,’ said Shona. ‘That means I’ll have more spots but won’t get all wrinkly when I’m old.’ She leaned in and examined Tabitha’s face. ‘Dry,’ she said.

Tabitha looked at Shona’s skin now, eighteen years later. It was smooth and lustrous.

‘Tabitha?’

‘Sorry. What were you saying?’

‘I feel really bad about asking for the money back.’

‘That’s fine.’

‘I was worried I’d be late. It took me longer to get here than I thought. It’s only about forty miles away but the roads are narrow and there was this huge lorry in front of me almost all the way.’

‘It’s kind of you,’ said Tabitha. She could feel her familiar impatience building up inside her.

‘I’ve got a few phone numbers,’ said Shona, and she took another piece of paper from her pocket. ‘Andy’s and Terry’s. I didn’t know who you wanted. And I got the vicar’s number as well.’

‘The vicar’s?’

‘I thought you might want it.’

‘Right.’

They stared at each other.

‘How are you?’ asked Shona eventually. ‘I mean, how are you? You must be… I mean, just, well, I couldn’t believe it.’ She stopped. Her brown eyes suddenly filled up with tears. Tabitha had the horrible feeling she was about to lean across and give her a long, perfumy hug.

‘Nor me,’ she said and sat back, out of reach.

‘Is it awful in here?’

‘It’s not great.’ She didn’t want to talk about that. She took a deep breath. ‘People know I didn’t do it, right? That this is just a dreadful mistake.’

‘Well, I know.’

‘What about other people?’

‘You know what villages are like.’

‘What are they like? I’ve only been back in this one for a few weeks.’

‘People like to gossip. Even little things can seem exciting. And this – well, nothing like this has ever happened in Okeham. My God, on the day, well, you can’t imagine!’

‘You were there?’

Shona frowned. ‘Don’t you remember? I was supposed to be at work but I got stuck because of the tree coming down. It was terrible timing – two of my mums were expecting.’ Shona was a community midwife. ‘Anyway, it’s still all anyone is talking about.’

‘So what are they saying?’

‘I don’t know, just that it’s awful. Things like that.’

‘What are they saying about me?’

A flush suffused Shona’s smooth skin. She leaned across the table slightly, made as if to put a hand on Tabitha’s arm, changed her mind.

‘Don’t think about that.’

‘Is is that bad?’

‘No! But you’ve always been your own worst enemy, haven’t you, they way you charge in. You put people’s backs up a bit.’

‘Do I?’

‘It’s just you don’t let sleeping dogs lie. I’m on your side though,’ Shona said. ‘Tell me what to do and I’ll do it.’

‘Tell people it’s a mistake. That I’ll be back soon.’

Shona nodded.

‘Because it’s mad,’ Tabitha went on. ‘I mean, why would I kill Stuart? There’s absolutely no reason. The prosecution will see that.’

‘Of course they will. Of course.’

‘I’ve got a solicitor who seems clever.’

‘That’s good,’ said Shona.

‘Yes.’

Silence filled the space between them. The woman at the table next to Tabitha was leaning towards the man opposite her and sobbing. She was pleading with him, but Tabitha couldn’t make out the words. The man merely looked bored.

‘Andy’s very upset,’ Shona said. ‘He’s practically the only one in Okeham who doesn’t like talking about it, even though he was the one who… you know.’

‘Yes, I know.’

‘You two are close,’ said Shona.

Tabitha knew what she was saying. ‘He’s just working on my house.’

‘Really?’

‘Really.’

‘I don’t even know if you… you know.’

‘No.’

‘Like men.’

‘Ah.’

Shona waited a beat but Tabitha didn’t say anything else.

‘Does he ever talk about me?’

‘I don’t think so,’ said Tabitha cautiously. ‘But he doesn’t talk much anyway.’

Shona nodded. ‘Still waters run deep. Maybe if he visits you could mention that I’ve broken up with Paul at last.’

Tabitha couldn’t stop herself from giving a snort of disbelieving laughter: she was in prison charged with murder and Shona wanted her to act as a matchmaker.

‘I should go.’ Shona stood up. ‘I’m on call this afternoon and some of my mothers are about to pop. But I’ll come again, if you’d like me to. It must be lonely.’

Tabitha tried to smile. ‘I’ll be home before long.’




EIGHT

Tabitha sat at the little table in her cell. It was so narrow that her back was almost touching the bed. She opened the notebook. She tried to remember the last time she had written a letter on a piece of paper and put it in an envelope and posted it. Probably it had been to a grandparent to say thank you for a present she hadn’t really liked. Her mother had told her that it was important to write proper letters to grandparents. Emails didn’t count.

Now her mother was dead and her father was dead and all four grandparents were dead and she finally needed to write a letter.

For the past two years, she had been working as a copy-editor for a London publisher. It was perfect for her. She could do it from home. She could do it whenever she wanted, just so long as she met her deadlines. But she wouldn’t be able to do it in prison.


14 January

AO3573

Dear Cathy,

Maybe you’ve heard by now but I’m writing this to you from prison. It’s all a mad mistake. I won’t go into the details. I’m sure it’s going to be sorted out soon but for the moment I’m not going to be able to do any work for you.

Also, I don’t think you’ve paid me for the Greenwood job or the psychology collection I did before that. I know there’s always a delay in paying and I don’t want to make a fuss, but I really need the money at the moment as you can imagine. It would be good if you could do it by bank transfer. I’m not sure if I’ll be able to pay cheques in from here.

You can write to me here and I’ll let you know if things change.

All the best,

Tabitha



Tabitha looked over the letter. It felt like a mixture of too much information and not enough. And a bit whiny as well. It felt strange to be complaining about late payment when she was in prison charged with murder.

The second letter required more thought.


14 January

AO3573

Dear Michael,



After writing this, Tabitha stared at the wall for fully ten minutes. There was a poster on the wall, a photograph of a pine forest with a soft green floor, dropping gently into the distance. For a tiny moment, she had the illusion that she was looking through a window and the forest was just in front of her, tantalisingly out of reach.

Michael. What could she say to him? They’d had no contact at all for nearly a year. Things with him hadn’t ended disastrously, but they hadn’t ended all that well either. Just write, she told herself. Don’t think about it too much.


You’re probably surprised to hear from me. And you’re probably even more surprised to get a letter from me. I don’t know if you’ve heard what happened. The postmark will tell you something. There’s no point in me going through it all here. Just google me and you’ll be able to find out as much as you want to find out.

Short version. I’m in Crow Grange Prison. What happened is that a neighbour of mine was found murdered and insanely I was suspected of it. In fact, you’ll see after about two seconds of going online that I’ve been charged with murdering him and so I’m here on remand.

So why am I writing to you? All I can say is that I’m like someone who’s just fallen in the water and you were one of the names that came into my head to shout to for help. I was wondering if you might come to visit. I know it’s a lot to ask because you’d have to come all the way to Devon. But it would mean a lot to me.

If you can come, please write back with a phone number. I’ll need to ring you because visiting is a bit complicated. You have to fill out a form and bring ID and probably other stuff. I’ll check.

Let me know.

Love (if it’s OK to say that),

Tabitha




OEBPS/e9781471179297/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471179297/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471179297/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471179297/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Part One: Inside

		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Chapter Seventeen


		Chapter Eighteen


		Chapter Nineteen


		Chapter Twenty


		Chapter Twenty-One


		Chapter Twenty-Two


		Chapter Twenty-Three


		Chapter Twenty-Four


		Chapter Twenty-Five


		Chapter Twenty-Six


		Chapter Twenty-Seven


		Chapter Twenty-Eight


		Chapter Twenty-Nine


		Chapter Thirty


		Chapter Thirty-One


		Chapter Thirty-Two


		Chapter Thirty-Three


		Chapter Thirty-Four


		Chapter Thirty-Five


		Chapter Thirty-Six


		Chapter Thirty-Seven


		Chapter Thirty-Eight


		Chapter Thirty-Nine


		Chapter Forty


		Chapter Forty-One


		Chapter Forty-Two


		Chapter Forty-Three


		Chapter Forty-Four


		Chapter Forty-Five


		Chapter Forty-Six


		Chapter Forty-Seven


		Chapter Forty-Eight


		Chapter Forty-Nine


		Chapter Fifty


		Chapter Fifty-One






		Part Two: Prosecution

		Chapter Fifty-Two


		Chapter Fifty-Three


		Chapter Fifty-Four


		Chapter Fifty-Five


		Chapter Fifty-Six


		Chapter Fifty-Seven


		Chapter Fifty-Eight


		Chapter Fifty-Nine


		Chapter Sixty


		Chapter Sixty-One


		Chapter Sixty-Two


		Chapter Sixty-Three


		Chapter Sixty-Four


		Chapter Sixty-Five


		Chapter Sixty-Six






		Part Three: Defence

		Chapter Sixty-Seven


		Chapter Sixty-Eight


		Chapter Sixty-Nine


		Chapter Seventy


		Chapter Seventy-One


		Chapter Seventy-Two


		Chapter Seventy-Three


		Chapter Seventy-Four






		Part Four: Outside

		Chapter Seventy-Five


		Chapter Seventy-Six






		Acknowledgements


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication











		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/e9781471179297/images/9781471179297.jpg
THE MASTER OF PSYCHOLOGICAL SUSPENSE

NICC
FRENCH

NEVER UNDERESTIMATE
A WOMAN WITH NOTHING LEFT TO LOSE...

‘French’s
best novel yet
- potent and

thrilling’

A ] Finn

POUSE
CORRECTION





OEBPS/e9781471179297/images/title.jpg
NICCI
FRENCH
HOUSE
CORRECTION

SSSSS
SSSSSSSS





OEBPS/e9781471179297/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


