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			1

			Day 1, Wednesday

			There was a strange hush in the soft interview room as Chloë Tobin sat down opposite DI Matt Lockyer and DC Gemma Broad. August sun streamed through the window, and the synthetic sofa creaked. Chloë was seventeen, but seemed younger. Lockyer did his best not to look too closely, but it was hard to reconcile the delicate face before him with the one he’d seen in the crime-­scene photographs. The child in those pictures ought to have died. She was supposed to have died.

			Despite extensive reconstructive surgery, Chloë’s injuries were still visible as unexpected contours in the bones of her cheek, brow and jaw. Nerve damage was reflected in the pronounced stillness of her expression. How many operations? Lockyer wondered. How many hospital stays? The damage was worst on her left side. A turquoise satin patch covered that eye socket, and Lockyer knew from the notes that she’d lost the eye altogether. Damaged beyond repair.

			

			Besides her silver-­pink scarring Chloë had porcelain skin, and fine blonde hair hanging down to her elbows. The gaze she levelled at Lockyer was unflinching, her whole demeanour collected and contained. But Lockyer sensed hidden currents beneath.

			Chloë’s boyfriend sat close beside her, looking uncomfortable. A stringy, angular lad of eighteen, Liam couldn’t keep his hands or feet still.

			‘I’ve already told this to at least six other officers,’ Chloë said, in a soft voice. ‘Are you actually going to believe me? Or just look at me like I’m a . . . a delusional child, like the rest did?’

			‘We’re going to listen,’ Lockyer said. ‘DC Broad and I are what’s called the Major Crime Review Team for Wiltshire. Or cold cases, for short. It means that we look again at past investigations, where new evidence has come to light. And the very fact that we’re talking shows that nobody thinks you’re delusional.’

			In fact, plenty of people in the building thought exactly that.

			DC Broad cleared her throat. She seemed nervous, and Lockyer understood why. The young woman in front of them had been through something unimaginable; something so far beyond most people’s experience that it was hard to grasp. It bred a strange kind of reverence.

			‘Can you tell us a bit about this hypnosis you’ve been having?’ Broad said. ‘I’ve not heard of it before. Is it . . . EDMR?’

			‘EMDR,’ Chloë said. ‘Eye movement desensitization and reprogramming. You start with talking therapy, to pick things apart a bit, and then you follow a light with your eyes, left to right, over and over, like when you’re asleep. And it starts to fix things in your brain. Like post-­traumatic stress disorder – that’s what I have. And I know that sounds weird, because I can’t remember anything – or, at least, I couldn’t, before – but my therapist thought it could help. I get these horrible nightmares, but I can sort of deal with them because when I wake up I can see I’m not in danger. Not really. But then . . .’ She swallowed. ‘Sometimes when I’m awake there’ll be something – a smell or a sound. I don’t know. But I get triggered.’

			

			‘And what happens then, Miss Tobin?’ Lockyer asked.

			‘It’s fine to call me Chloë,’ she said. ‘It’s, um, panic attacks, I suppose. The worst feeling you can imagine. Like I’m about to die, and I can’t do anything about it. But there’s never been anything specific, never anything where I can say. “That’s the thing I’m scared of.” It’s just this terrible feeling.’

			Lockyer tried to imagine having to live with a fear like that.

			‘My therapist has been saying for ages that somewhere in here,’ Chloë tapped the side of her head, ‘I do remember that night. Subconsciously. Everyone’s always said I should just leave it and move on, that it’s a good thing I can’t . . . picture it. But if I do have memories, buried, then I’m never going to move on, am I?’

			‘So, she suggested the EMDR to help you remember?’

			‘More to help me not to be afraid of whatever it is I do remember. To train my brain to accept that the danger’s past. Recovering a conscious memory was more of, like, a side effect.’

			

			She looked down at her baggy jeans, tugging at the hem of an embroidered white blouse as though feeling exposed. The pause hung for a few beats.

			‘What do you remember, Chloë?’ Lockyer asked gently.

			She glanced at Liam, who took her hand, his Adam’s apple bobbing nervously. He seemed like a nice lad, trying his best to be a grown-­up in a situation way out of his depth.

			‘It’s not clear, exactly,’ Chloë said. ‘Not, like, a simple sequence of events. I came downstairs. Something had woken me up but I don’t know what. I remember the floor was cold on my feet, and the hallway was dark but the kitchen lights were on and seemed just . . . so bright. The doorway was this lit-­up rectangle, and I could hear voices in there. Arguing. The kitchen was always really echoey. It had this high ceiling, with a big glass skylight thing.’

			Lockyer wondered if she’d ever been back, ever returned to the scene of that night’s horror. ‘Do you remember what they were arguing about?’ he said.

			A shake of her head. ‘No. Just voices. I remember who it was – or not exactly. But who it wasn’t.’

			She gazed at Lockyer with an eye the colour of a summer sky. He waited.

			‘It wasn’t Mum and Dad.’

			Lockyer hesitated. ‘You’re sure about that?’

			‘Yes. It . . . My dad was there, and he was arguing with someone, but it was another man.’

			Lockyer had known that was coming, but it still sent a chill down his spine. It was Chloë’s quiet conviction, the certainty in her voice. The potential catastrophe of what she was saying.

			

			‘Do you know who the other man was, Chloë?’ Broad asked.

			‘No. I wish I could remember, but I can’t.’

			‘Was it someone you knew? Did you recognize the voice?’

			‘I don’t know. It was just . . . shouting. Echoes. I saw a silhouette in the doorway. I think maybe I called out – called to Dad. Or maybe they saw me. Dad shouted at me to go back upstairs, and he sounded . . . What shocked me was that he sounded scared.’ Her voice had started to tremble. ‘That’s what frightened me. A shape was coming towards me, and Dad shouted, “No”, and—’ She broke off, taking a shaky breath.

			‘You’re doing amazing, Chlo,’ Liam said, and the glance she cast at him begged for reassurance. ‘You’re really doing great.’

			‘And what, Chloë?’ Lockyer said.

			She shook her head. ‘And that’s it. There’s nothing else. Just that shape in the kitchen doorway, and Dad shouting. Then everything goes black. I don’t remember anything else until Christmas. That was, like, four months later. I remember Grandma Pom singing “Little Donkey” next to my bed in the hospital, and then bursting into tears. It was always my favourite, and I’d tried to sing along, but my mouth . . .’

			She fell silent, and they all respected it. Lockyer tried to imagine singing Christmas carols at the bedside of a beloved grandchild whose face, whose life, had been all but destroyed in such a horrific way. He wasn’t surprised the poor woman had broken down.

			

			Chloë took a deep breath. ‘That’s it. But you know what this means, right?’

			‘Miss Tobin – Chloë—’ Lockyer began.

			‘It wasn’t him.’

			‘Chloë, you were six years old. You suffered a terrible head injury. You can understand why we need to treat—’

			‘Treat me like a kid, making up stories? Yeah, I get it. But I do know the difference between a nightmare and something real, okay?’ She gestured at her face. ‘My dad didn’t do this. He never would’ve hurt me. Not ever. I’ve never believed he did, and now I know. Someone else was there that night. And my dad tried to protect me.’

			 

			Back in their cramped office, in a top corner of Wiltshire Police Headquarters in Devizes, Broad stood by the whiteboard with a stack of photos in her hand, frozen, as Lockyer sat down at his desk. They hadn’t spoken on the way up the stairs, both still affected by the strange, subtle shock of meeting Chloë Tobin.

			‘Do you mind if I don’t put all of these pictures up on the board, guv?’ Broad said at last.

			‘Please, feel free not to,’ Lockyer said. The crime-­scene photos were probably the worst he’d ever seen.

			Broad pressed her lips together, her kind, fresh face unusually sombre. She smoothed back a few frizzy wisps of unruly blonde hair, then began to stick up and label photographs of the family taken prior to the attack. In those images they were smiling, and had no idea that they were about to become the victims of one of those crimes nobody will ever forget. Outside the office window, summer-­heavy trees rustled their leaves and sparrows bickered in the gutters, traffic passed and people went about their days. But Lockyer felt the normal world receding.

			

			He recognized the pictures from when it had happened, almost exactly eleven years before, in August 2010. He’d been on the Major Crime Investigation Team – the MCIT – then, rather than on cold cases, but he hadn’t worked this one. He’d been grateful for that, but he’d followed the investigation, regardless. The whole station had. It was the kind of crime that shocks even the most seasoned and cynical of officers. The kind that makes national headlines, not just local ones. A crime to make people pause, shudder, and hardly believe.

			There’d been even less nuance in tabloids back then – almost no acknowledgement of mental illness. They’d dubbed Aidan Tobin The Butcher Banker. He’d been a venture capitalist, not a banker, but that had hardly mattered.

			Eleven-­year-­old Elliot found in his bed, killed by hammer blows to the head. Fifteen-­year-­old Francesca, known as Frankie, forcibly drowned in the bath. Six-­year-­old Chloë, found at the foot of the stairs, battered beyond recognition, also with a hammer. Their mother, forty-­three-­year-­old Fiona Tobin, found in the kitchen, killed with a cook’s knife. Kipling, the family’s golden retriever, found near Fiona’s feet with his skull smashed.

			

			Lastly their father, the man of the house. The perpetrator. Aidan Tobin, also forty-­three years old. Covered with his family’s blood, he’d jumped from the top of the scaffolding that had surrounded the house at the time. He’d even smashed Elliot’s tropical fish tank, leaving some brightly coloured tetras and guppies to die on the bedroom carpet.

			A clean sweep. Every living thing in the Tobins’ well-­appointed home had been annihilated.

			Apart from little Chloë.

			Her injuries had been so bad that she’d lain untouched for almost an hour after first responders had reached the property. No one thought to check her for signs of life, until a CSI spotted a tiny air bubble forming in the blood around her nose. The press had clung to her like limpets, as though her survival might somehow make the whole thing more bearable. They called her brave, and spoke of her fight, even as she lay in a coma showing no sign of ever returning to her body. Her hospital bed drowned in teddies. A wave of flowers in plastic wrappers crashed against the gates of the Tobins’ house. People discussed the true meaning of evil.

			Broad selected just one of the crime-­scene pictures to pin up, as though she felt she ought to: Fiona Tobin, sitting on a bar stool, slumped forwards over the kitchen island with the knife that had killed her still jutting out between her shoulder blades. The blood puddling at her feet was shockingly red against the white marble floor.

			‘I was still at school,’ Broad murmured. ‘Summer holidays. My mum switched the TV off every time the news came on, but I heard it everywhere anyway. Not the same, though, is it? Hearing a reporter say “attacked with a hammer” and seeing what that actually looks like.’

			

			‘No,’ Lockyer said. ‘It’s not the same.’

			‘It’s just . . .’ She trailed off, failing to find an adequate word to describe the carnage. The staggering betrayal of children slain by someone whose sole job was to love and protect them. She looked down at the notes in her hand. ‘Fiona probably saved Chloë’s life, without ever knowing it. The knife got stuck in her back – that’s why he had to switch to the hammer.’

			‘Perhaps, but he meant to kill them all.’ Lockyer leaned back in his chair. ‘At the inquest they called it a textbook case of familicide by a man who’d been hiding the pressures he was under.’

			‘I don’t care how much pressure you’re under,’ Broad muttered. ‘Top yourself, if you have to, but not this.’

			‘Nobody would call it the rational choice, Gem. I don’t think it’s something we’ll ever properly understand.’

			‘Well, I certainly won’t.’

			‘What did you make of Chloë’s statement?’ Lockyer asked.

			Broad sat down at her desk with a sigh. ‘I just don’t know, guv. We all know eyewitness testimony is often all over the shop, and pretty unreliable. But would she really just conjure up something like that?’

			‘Not deliberately, no,’ Lockyer said. ‘But the mind can play all kinds of tricks – that’s why eyewitnesses so often get it wrong. They remember – they see – what they expect to see, or what they want to see, or what fits with information they’re later given. They tell themselves a story that makes sense. And their conviction is real; it just has to be treated very carefully.’

			

			‘So, you’re saying she’s remembering something that fits with a long-­held conviction that her father didn’t do it?’ Broad said.

			‘It’s entirely possible. Because if it’s hard enough for strangers to accept that a father would do that to his daughter, how hard do you suppose it is for Chloë?’

			‘Poor kid.’ Broad stared up at the board. ‘Perhaps it would’ve been better for her not to remember anything. I can’t even imagine what it must’ve been like, growing up with this. I mean . . . they had the perfect life, right? And then this.’

			She gestured at the board and Lockyer looked up at their faces again. Elliot in a school football shirt, his grin full of gaps as he lost the last of his milk teeth. Frankie, darker-­haired than her sister and pretty, with straight, serious eyebrows, and a wide, curving mouth. Fiona, her wavy hair artfully highlighted to hide the first greys, smiling eyes and a slightly arch expression. Chloë, still so little, her face hardly formed. Just those sunny blue eyes, the baby-­blonde hair, and a shy smile for the camera.

			Lockyer realized that Broad hadn’t included a picture of Aidan Tobin. He got to his feet and found one, putting it off to one side, away from the others. Lean, good-­looking, clean-­shaven. ‘We can’t ignore Aidan,’ he said, ‘if we’re taking what Chloë says as even a vague possibility.’

			‘Are we, though?’ Broad said. ‘There was no evidence of anyone else being involved. We know that Aidan jumping off the scaffolding was the last thing to happen – and that he was alone at the time. We also know—’

			

			‘Let’s just . . . slow down, Gem.’

			Lockyer stared into Aidan’s eyes. The photo they had on file had been taken in the kitchen of Priory Farm, where it had all happened. Aidan, wearing a striped chef’s apron, had been caught off-­guard with a bottle of wine in one hand and a glass in the other. He wasn’t smiling, quite, but his eyes were lively with amusement, captured in a happy moment. He looked fit and healthy, with a tan on his sinewy forearms, and a very ordinary haircut.

			He didn’t look like a killer. But then, they hardly ever did.

			‘Guv?’ Broad was waiting for more.

			Lockyer took a moment. ‘We’ve got two options. We can dismiss this memory of Chloë’s as the wishful thinking of an understandably damaged young mind.’ He turned to look at Broad. ‘Or we can take another look at the case as though she might really be remembering what she saw: that someone else was there, arguing with her father. That someone else came towards her, before it all went black.’

			‘Two perpetrators?’

			‘Just . . . someone else. That’s all she knows.’

			They were both quiet for a beat. ‘Where would we even start, guv?’ Broad said eventually. ‘It was watertight. Open and shut.’

			‘Open and shut doesn’t always mean solved,’ he said. ‘And we start at the beginning, with the people we know were there, at Priory Farm, that night.’

			

			‘Chloë already said she can’t remember— Wait, you don’t mean Aidan?’

			‘Why not?’

			‘Well, he can’t tell us anything, can he?’

			‘That’s something I’d like to know first-­hand,’ Lockyer said. ‘Wouldn’t you?’

			Because there had been two survivors that night. Aidan Tobin’s suicide bid had failed: he’d survived the fall.

		

	
		
			

			2

			Aidan Tobin was being cared for at a private hospital outside Wilton, near Salisbury. The MacLeish Mind Clinic was housed in a state-­of-­the-­art building, all privacy glass and controlled entry.

			‘Hello, who’ve you come to see today?’ asked a receptionist, once they’d been buzzed in. Inside, the foyer was cool and minimalist, with a large, open-­plan seating area.

			‘I’m DI Lockyer from Wiltshire police. This is DC Broad. We’ve come to see Aidan Tobin.’

			There was a startled pause. ‘I’m afraid we don’t have anyone of that name, here.’

			‘Oh, yeah – sorry.’ Lockyer checked the notes. ‘I meant Carl Jensdatter.’

			Aidan Tobin’s middle name, coupled with his Danish mother’s family name.

			‘I see. I’m afraid you’ll still need an appointment, and all visits must be approved by the next of kin.’

			‘This is a police matter,’ Lockyer said. ‘And we have his daughter’s permission.’

			

			Another pause, and some typing, but then she entered their names into the computer, printed out two passes, and told them to wait for a doctor to come and talk to them.

			‘Plush,’ Broad said quietly, sitting on a sleek leather sofa. ‘I wonder who’s paying for all this.’

			‘I expect he is. Tobin.’

			‘Wouldn’t all that wealth have gone when he was . . . you know . . . convicted?’ She kept her voice down.

			‘His money wasn’t the proceeds of crime. No cause to take it off him. Someone must have power of attorney, or stewardship, though. Probably the brother.’

			A woman approached, wearing a sharp suit and a perfunctory smile. She didn’t offer to shake hands, and sat down across from them with her knees crisply together.

			‘Officers,’ she said quietly. ‘This is unexpected. You understand why we have to be very careful about any visits to Mr Jensdatter.’

			‘Have there been issues in the past?’ Lockyer said.

			‘Not for some time, I’m glad to say. But threats to life have been made, and one person came very close to gaining access to him. Prior to his arrival here, of course.’

			‘Someone who knew him?’

			‘I doubt it. After all, it’s what he did that people hate, not who he is. Or was. Now, as to your visit, you can’t imagine you’ll be able to get anything from him? What it is you want to ask him?’

			‘I’m afraid that’s not something we can discuss with you,’ Lockyer said.

			‘Naturally not, I suppose.’

			

			There was a pause.

			‘Do you intend to deny access to him?’ Lockyer asked.

			‘No. But, really—’

			‘He’s in a persistent vegetative state. We understand what—’

			‘Not any longer, he isn’t,’ the doctor interrupted.

			‘Please explain.’

			‘Isn’t that why you’ve come? I assumed you must have heard. You see, in recent months, Mr Tobin has begun to show some – albeit minimal – signs of awareness.’

			‘You mean, he’s waking up?’ Broad said.

			‘That’s not what I said. He has moved into what we now term a minimally aware state. There are some signs that he’s become aware of outside stimuli.’

			‘What signs?’ she asked. ‘What stimuli?’

			‘He opens his eyes at times, and appears to turn them towards certain voices. His pulse rate changes in response to certain visitors, or other things. Like music, for example. And his daughter.’

			‘Chloë comes in to visit him?’ Lockyer said.

			‘Of course.’

			‘When did that start?’

			‘When she turned sixteen, and her guardian could no longer prevent her.’

			‘You mean her grandmother?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘What’s his prognosis? Is he going to wake up?’

			‘Impossible to say, but I think it’s highly unlikely.’

			‘So why this change now, after eleven years?’

			

			‘Also impossible to say. There’s so much about severe brain injury that we don’t yet understand, and there’s no set pattern to any patient’s recovery. This may well be as good as he gets. Equally, he may retreat from this current level of awareness back into a vegetative state. We wish we knew the hows and whys, but we don’t.’

			‘Can he answer questions?’

			‘No.’

			‘Will he be aware that we’re asking them?’

			‘There’s no evidence that he has locked-­in syndrome, if that’s what you mean. His brain scans show no unexpected or elevated activity that he is merely unable to express. He may hear your voices, but I doubt he’ll comprehend. And he certainly has no means to respond.’

			She eyed them each in turn. ‘Do you wish to proceed?’

			‘We do,’ Lockyer said.

			They stood. ‘Then I’ll find someone to take you up. But please don’t try to goad him into a reaction. It won’t get you anywhere. Any physical coercion will be reported as assault.’

			‘We won’t touch him,’ Lockyer said grimly.

			Aidan had his own room on the first floor. It was a good size, with a large window overlooking the neatly kept grounds. The window was open to the sound of birdsong. Everything was spotlessly clean, including two plush easy chairs for visitors. It was about as far from an overcrowded, underfunded NHS ward as it was possible to imagine. Only the heart-­rate monitor, airflow mattress and adjustable bed gave it away as a clinical environment, not a plain but upmarket hotel room.

			

			‘I’ll be right outside,’ Aidan’s nurse said, shutting the door behind him. Part reassurance, part warning. Lockyer stared down at the figure in the bed.

			Aidan Tobin’s hair had gone grey since his fall. He was still clean-­shaven, his face slack and wholly expressionless, and curiously unlined but for some vestigial laughter lines at the corners of his eyes.

			‘The Butcher Banker,’ Lockyer murmured, and Broad glanced at him.

			‘What?’

			‘It’s what the press called him. Don’t you remember?’

			She shook her head, keeping her distance. They were both staring at Aidan when, without warning, his eyes cracked open, just a fraction. It jolted them both. The temptation was to disregard everything the doctor had just told them, and believe that Aidan might suddenly surge to his feet, and challenge them.

			In spite of himself, Lockyer cleared his throat. ‘Mr Tobin, I’m Detective Inspector Lockyer.’ Aidan’s chest rose and fell. He didn’t blink. ‘Your daughter came to see us. Chloë,’ Lockyer added, as though her sister, Frankie, might have risen from her grave to visit them. ‘She doesn’t think you attacked her. Or the others.’

			Lockyer stopped, feeling awkward. Broad was staring fixedly at Aidan, radiating a kind of loathing that unsettled him. And, all the while, that sliver of Aidan’s eyes gleamed dully at them. It was difficult not to feel pinioned by it, and imagine malice there. People see what they expect to see, Lockyer reminded himself.

			

			He noticed a photo on the wall above the bed, and leant closer. It was of the Tobins, all five of them, arranged on a checked picnic rug with summer trees in the background. Elliot was roaring with laughter – Lockyer spotted Aidan’s fingers gripping his ribs. Fiona was touching noses with Frankie, both of them cross-­eyed. Chloë was sucking her thumb, sitting with neatly crossed legs and her spare hand deep in the dog’s fur.

			They looked perfect.

			He guessed Chloë must have put the picture there. Unless its meaning was the opposite of his first assumption: not a gesture of loving support, but there to remind anyone standing at Aidan’s bedside of what he’d done. Whom he’d killed.

			‘I’ll just . . . I’ll be outside, guv,’ Broad said, turning for the door.

			Lockyer knew she thought it was pointless to have come, but Aidan Tobin was their crime scene. Ostensibly their killer, but possibly a witness, too. He followed Broad out a few seconds later, and found her back in Reception.

			‘I don’t think I learnt much, guv,’ she said.

			‘He could be an innocent man.’

			‘Or a mass murderer who’s getting what he deserves.’

			Lockyer glanced around at the hushed, immaculate clinic. ‘He’s being very well looked after and has no idea of his crimes – or his incapacity, if the doctor’s to be believed. It’s not much of a punishment.’

			‘Guess not, when you put it like that.’

			‘I just want to check something before we go.’

			

			He went to the front desk and showed his ID to a different receptionist. With some misgiving, the young man typed in a search term and turned the screen for Lockyer to see. Looking down the list of names, Lockyer saw Chloë Tobin, again and again, at least twice a week for the past year. So her visits – her loyalty to her father – long predated the recovered memory of there being someone else in the house that night. Blind faith, or her gut telling her something her mind hadn’t yet grasped? Lockyer scanned for any other family names, and found only one: Ash Tobin. Aidan’s older brother. He’d last visited on the eighth of August the year before.

			The tenth anniversary of the murders, on the dot.

			A duty visit? A commemorative one? Lockyer was curious to know. He scrolled back and back, but found only one other visitor to Aidan Tobin in the two and a half years since he’d been moved to MacLeish Mind: Dr Malcolm Legge. He’d been twice: once two years ago, and again just two weeks ago.

			‘Who is this, do you know?’ Lockyer asked the receptionist, who looked blank. ‘Dr Legge?’

			‘I don’t know,’ the young man said. ‘Sorry.’

			‘A doctor on the staff here wouldn’t sign in, presumably?’

			‘No. They all have swipe cards.’

			‘Someone who used to treat him, then?’

			‘Shall I find someone who might be able to tell you?’

			Lockyer considered it. ‘No, don’t worry. I’ll look him up.’

			 

			Broad looked back at the clinic before climbing into the car. She was normally an open book, but just then Lockyer had no idea what she was thinking.

			

			‘I’d be interested in speaking to Aidan’s brother,’ he said, as he crept the car through the gates to the main road.

			Broad didn’t reply at once. ‘What would happen if Aidan did suddenly come back to his senses?’

			‘Well, if he started walking and talking again, he’d be moved to prison,’ Lockyer said. ‘Or not even walking, but alert and able to use a wheelchair, at least. Like anyone else with capacity and a disability.’

			Aidan had been convicted in absentia of the murders of his wife and children, and the attempted murder of Chloë. Only his vegetative state had kept him in medical care rather than penal servitude.

			‘I hope he does,’ Broad said. ‘People should have to face up to the things they’ve done.’

			‘You really don’t want to take this one any further, do you?’ Lockyer said.

			‘Not really, no. Those kids . . .’ She trailed off.

			‘Gem, if you think it’ll get to you – badly, I mean – I can handle this one by myself. If you’d rather.’

			Broad looked at him sharply. A team of two was still a team. There’d never been any question of them working on different cases before.

			‘I understand,’ he said. ‘There won’t be many murders harder to look at than these.’

			‘Chloë Tobin doesn’t get to look away, does she? Neither do the rest of that family.’

			‘No. They don’t.’

			

			‘So, we are going to look at it?’

			‘We are.’ Lockyer suspected he’d decided that the second Chloë walked into the interview room. ‘Because what if she’s right?’

			‘Even if someone else was there, it doesn’t let Aidan off. It’s joint enterprise, at best.’

			‘Then that person is every bit as guilty as Aidan,’ Lockyer said. ‘So, we look for them. And we may not be able to find them, but we can at least try and prove whether or not they exist. For Chloë.’ He looked across at Broad, who was squinting out at the sunlit hedges rushing past the car. ‘Right?’

			‘Right, guv.’ She sounded more convinced.

			‘Good. So let’s look at everything. Starting with who was there, with them, that final day.’

			 

			Later, Lockyer got home to find his mother, Trudy, sitting on a folding chair in his back garden with his partner, Hedy, and their baby daughter, Tommy. It had been a cool, damp summer so far, and the most had to be made of any warm or sunny day. They’d laid a rug on the only patch of the garden you could call a lawn, and Tommy, a chubby, happy eight months old, was sitting between the adoring women.

			The sight of his child gave Lockyer a rush of feeling. His joy was always shot through with relief that she was well, safe, still there. Whether it was caused by the things he’d seen in the course of his career, or the far more personal danger of their little family breaking apart, Lockyer didn’t know. He tried not to look too closely at his fears, since it only seemed to sharpen them. He preferred to write them off as the worries any new parent might have. Or any parent, new or old, for that matter. Disaster could strike at any age, as Lockyer’s family knew only too well.

			

			Like with his younger brother, Christopher. Bystander to a pavement brawl outside a pub. Stabbed to death on his eighteenth birthday for no real reason, just because he was there – because he’d tried to intervene. Nobody had ever been brought to justice for the crime and, just recently, the bombshell had landed that nobody ever would.

			‘Mind if I join you?’ Lockyer said, pulling his tie loose as he approached.

			Hedy looked up with a smile he recognized – the one with the guarded edges. But that was better by far than the look with which his mother greeted his sudden appearance. A mixture of anger and something close to fear. Lockyer could hardly stand this new tension between them. They had always been allies, always close. But there seemed no sign of a thaw.

			‘We weren’t expecting you back, yet,’ Trudy said.

			‘Well, here I am,’ Lockyer said. He supposed she’d deliberately visited at a time she thought he’d be at work. Which was a kick in the guts. ‘Sorry.’

			Neither of the women said that there was no need to apologize.

			Hedy got to her feet. She put a hand on his arm and squeezed. ‘I was about to make tea. Want one?’

			‘Please.’

			She held his gaze for a significant second before going inside. Hoping they’d talk it out, settle things between them. But it wasn’t as though a lack of opportunity was what had been stopping them. Lockyer had been trying – and failing – for about half a year now. He sat down on the small rug – awkward, for a man of his height.

			

			‘Dad not with you?’ he said.

			‘As you see,’ Trudy said, then relented a little. ‘Jody was going into Amesbury for something or other, so I got her to drop me off. She should be back to collect me any time, now.’

			‘Great,’ Lockyer said, mentally bracing himself. Jody, his parents’ semi-­itinerant farmhand, had never warmed to Hedy. Or vice versa.

			The silence hung.

			‘Might not be too long before you can drive yourself again,’ Lockyer said. Trudy ignored the remark, and Lockyer was grateful to Tommy for reaching out her arms at that point, demanding attention. He pulled her onto his lap, kissing her loudly to make her giggle, and melt his heart anew.

			‘Are you just not going to talk to me ever again, Mum?’ he said.

			Trudy smoothed her faded skirt, then corrected her walking stick as it slid against the chair. ‘I can’t help the way I feel, Matthew,’ she said stiffly.

			‘If you would just meet Jason—’

			‘That person belongs in jail. You of all people ought to see that. You of all people ought to be doing something about it!’

			

			‘The case was reviewed, and the decision was made – over my head – to take no further action,’ Lockyer said, for the hundredth time. ‘There’s nothing I can do about that. And it wasn’t him, Mum.’

			‘So he says. Very easy to blame it on someone else, isn’t it? Someone who isn’t around to defend themselves. And besides,’ she raised a hand to forestall him, ‘he admits he was there, and did nothing. He didn’t stay to help Christopher. He didn’t call an ambulance, or the police, or . . .’ She snatched in a breath. ‘He left your brother to die on that pavement, and just carried on with his life.’

			‘I know, Mum. I know. But it really wasn’t like that. Jase—’

			‘No.’ Trudy held up her hand again. ‘I cannot stand to hear you talk about him as if he’s a friend of yours. I simply cannot.’ Her gaze was loaded with pain and incomprehension. ‘I hardly recognize you, Matthew.’

			‘Don’t say that. Look, I know it’s . . . messed up. It’s not at all how we thought it would be, if we ever found out what had happened to Chris, and who was responsible. I know that—’

			‘The only thing that’s “messed up” is that you have finally found out who it was, and are doing nothing whatsoever about it.’

			‘But it wasn’t Jason, Mum. I believe that.’

			‘Well, I don’t. I can’t. And why should I?’

			Tears glimmered along her eyelashes, and she wiped them angrily with her fingertips before reaching for her stick and getting to her feet.

			‘Don’t go, Mum,’ Lockyer said heavily. ‘Please. Stay and have your tea with Tommy. I’ll . . . I’ll go in and have a shower, or something. If you prefer.’

			

			‘Fine,’ she said, not looking at him. ‘You do that.’

			She sat down again, and Lockyer delivered Tommy into her arms. Sunshine lit the baby’s wispy brown hair, picking out shades of auburn, just like Hedy’s.

			When he met Hedy in the kitchen her face fell.

			‘That didn’t take long,’ she said.

			Lockyer shook his head. ‘There’s no point. We just say the same things, over and over.’

			‘There’s every point,’ Hedy said. ‘She just needs time.’

			‘It’s been seven months.’

			‘And she lived with not knowing who killed her son for over twenty years. It’s not exactly a small thing, for her.’

			‘It’s not a small thing for any of us.’

			‘No. I know.’ She reached out and squeezed his arm again. ‘She will get there. I know she will. You do know it’s not you she’s angry with? Not really. She’ll realize that, eventually.’

			‘I hope so. Because I’m not sure how much more of this I can take.’

			‘Really?’ Her tone hardened a fraction. ‘I think you’ll be surprised what it’s possible to take, when you actually don’t have a choice.’

			Lockyer knew she was referring to the fourteen years she’d spent in prison for a crime she hadn’t committed. He could hardly forget, since he’d been the newly fledged DI who’d put her there.

			She turned to pick up two of the teas she’d made. ‘I’ll leave yours there, then.’

			

			‘Thanks.’

			She gave him a crooked little smile. ‘Hang in there, Matt.’

			Lockyer went up for his shower. The small house, which he’d spent the past four years slowly renovating, was essentially finished. Tommy’s imminent arrival had finally pushed it over the line, and looking after her had amply filled the gaps in his downtime ever since. Previously, he’d wondered why parents let their kids take over their whole lives. Now he got it. As it turned out, babies weren’t necessarily on board with the schedule, when it came to eating, sleeping, playing, or flooding their nappies. The only time Tommy reliably dropped off to sleep was when Lockyer walked with her in the sling. He’d always walked for hours at night, when he couldn’t sleep. Now he took Tommy with him, clamped to his chest, wrapped up so that only her nose showed. Close to his heart. She slept, and Lockyer felt slightly less inept than he did the rest of the time.

			As he got dressed he saw his neighbour, Iris Musprat, dart out to the bins on her skinny legs. The elderly woman was wearing a typical outfit of scrappy layers that didn’t seem to alter with the weather or season. She tended to make herself scarce when there were visitors to their isolated pair of brick cottages. She’d got used to Lockyer, and then Hedy, and she doted on Tommy in her own brusque way. But the three of them were more than enough people for her. Any sound of a vehicle approaching along the rutted track sent her scuttling inside. Remnants of an old fear that Lockyer understood a bit better, these days.

			Iris hurried back inside now, as Lockyer realized he could hear a vehicle on the track. He spotted his father’s old Toyota pick-­up, and went down. Jody climbed out of the cab, greeting him with a quick, sardonic grin. She’d recently changed the colour of her fringe, which was longer than the rest of her hair. It was now emerald green, and against her shiny black crew cut, it reminded Lockyer of magpie wings.

			

			‘All right?’ she said, hoicking her denim shorts higher up her hips. She was wearing her battered rigger boots, like always. Lockyer wasn’t sure he’d ever seen her feet, not even on the one occasion they’d had sex, outside one of the barns at his parents’ farm. He caught her familiar scent, an earthy but not unpleasant mix of sweat, sheep and sunscreen.

			‘Yep. You?’ he said.

			‘Yep. Has peace been declared?’

			‘You mean with my mum?’

			She squinted up at him. ‘Yeah. Why? Are you at war with the Duchess, too?’

			‘Not war exactly. Hedy just—’ He cut himself off.

			It felt awkward, almost disloyal, to talk to Jody about his relationship. He wasn’t entirely sure why, possibly only because he knew Jody didn’t think much of Hedy. He’d used to think it was because they were too different, but lately he’d come to wonder if they weren’t actually too alike. Both proud, self-­reliant, and stubborn as hell.

			‘All not well in the garden of Eden?’ Jody prompted.

			He decided not to answer. ‘How’s the old man?’

			‘Pretty good, I think. You know your dad, not exactly chatty. He’s more worried about your mum than he is about Jason McNeil, or what happened twenty years ago. That’s blokes for you – always better than females at being in the moment. Well, except you, of course.’ She tipped her head. ‘You’re more like an old woman than most old women I know.’

			

			‘Yes, you’ve said before.’

			‘You should drop in on him, ask him yourself.’

			‘I know. I will. It’s just . . . with Tommy, and work . . .’

			‘Yeah. Babies are like black holes, sucking in time. But John should be spending time with the kid as well, you know.’

			‘I do know. You don’t have to keep telling me.’

			‘Kind of feels like I do.’

			‘Any brilliant ideas for getting Mum to forgive me?’

			‘Nope.’

			‘If she just met Jase, and heard what he has to say. Heard what it was like for him—’

			‘You’ve said that before.’ She left a beat. ‘Ever wondered if that’s why she won’t meet him?’

			‘How do you mean?’

			A flash of impatience. ‘God, how do you solve crimes, being so bloody clueless? Give it some thought, why don’t you? Are they round the back?’

			‘Yeah.’

			‘Right. I’m going to go and squeeze the kid before we leave.’

			She made to move past him, then stopped. ‘Actually . . . I could do with talking to you about something.’

			‘What?’

			She looked up at him briefly, deep brown eyes calculating, and more serious than usual. She shook her head. ‘No, don’t worry. It can wait.’

			

			He knew better than to try to press her on it. Jody was unpressable.

			 

			The night drew in, cool and calm, and as Tommy howled, cheeks blazing, drool soaking her chin as her first teeth pushed through, Lockyer got his boots on. Wordlessly, Hedy loaded her into the sling. Her eyes had the shadowed numbness of the repeatedly sleep-­deprived, but she shot Lockyer a grateful glance as he set off, their daughter’s cries battering his eardrums.

			He walked fast, as if to outpace Tommy’s distress. Before he’d even reached Orcheston, the nearest village, her howls had become small, repetitive whimpers. By the time he’d cleared the houses and was heading up onto Salisbury Plain, she was fast asleep. Lockyer slowed his pace. It was a starlit night and he didn’t need any extra light; the Plain’s chalk paths glowed palely, and he could navigate their ruts and tufted grass without stumbling. The air up there was never still, and the only sounds were of distant night animals.

			The weight of the baby carrier made his shoulders burn – the straps were never quite right for his frame. He didn’t care, any more than he cared about the lost sleep, the smells, the expense, the disrupted plans or the sudden, panicked dashes to A and E – two so far, both false alarms. Lockyer hadn’t known if he even wanted to be a father, and he’d started to believe the chance had passed him by. In the end, he hadn’t been given much choice in the matter. But the second Tommy was born, he’d loved her completely. He’d understood that it was his role in life to protect her, and keep her safe no matter what.

			

			It wasn’t a question of choosing or not choosing it, it was simple fact.

			So perhaps that was why he was drawn to the idea that Aidan Tobin might not have killed his own children. It wasn’t as though he hadn’t seen it before – or heard about it, at least. It wasn’t as though it didn’t happen. Fathers, and mothers, sometimes turned the world on its head and attacked the very people their every instinct should have been telling them to cherish. In a disturbed way, some even did it to protect them, from threats real and imagined. But now, more than ever, Lockyer struggled to understand how any parent could pick up a hammer and stave in their six-­year-­old daughter’s face, the way Aidan Tobin had done to Chloë.

			The thought of it brought a taste of iron to the back of his throat: rage, or perhaps simple horror. He wanted Aidan to be innocent. And he knew full well what a dangerous place that was to begin an investigation.
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			Day 2, Thursday

			‘It’s exactly the same day this year,’ Broad said, arriving the next morning with a coffee for herself and a strong tea for Lockyer. He definitely felt in need of caffeine.

			‘What was?’

			‘The Tobins. It happened on Sunday, the eighth of August, and this year the eighth will also be a Sunday. This coming Sunday, in fact.’ She looked strained. ‘Bit weird, no?’

			‘Not really,’ he said. ‘Coincidences do happen.’

			‘But we hate coincidences, right?’

			Lockyer smiled. ‘Usually.’ He took a big gulp of tea. ‘Right. Want to walk it through?’

			‘Sure.’ She got up, pen in hand, and went to the whiteboard. Her expression was resolutely neutral. ‘So. Sunday, the eighth of August 2010. All five of the Tobins leave Priory Farm at about half past eleven in the morning, on foot. They take the towpath along the canal to Orchard Barn, the home of their friends, Cally and Grant Nash, who live in the village of Cannings St Giles. It’s a walk of just over a mile, and, with young kids, probably took twenty or twenty-­five minutes. It’s Aidan Tobin’s forty-­third birthday. Not a big one, but they’re having a party in the garden.’

			

			‘Right. And the party’s at the Nashes’ because of building work going on at the Tobins’ house.’

			‘Yeah. Not that there’d have been any workmen on site on a Sunday, but I guess they didn’t want to sit looking at the scaffolding. Also, the Nashes have a swimming pool, and the weather was good. So, the five Tobins join the five Nashes: Callisto, known as Cally, her husband, Grant, and their three kids, Milo, sixteen, Eva, thirteen, and Jasper, nine.’

			‘Practically the same ages as the Tobin kids.’

			‘Yeah. Possibly by design. Fiona and Cally had been best friends since university. Cally,’ Broad tapped her pen to a photo of a smiling blonde with cat-­like cheekbones and a broad, suspiciously smooth forehead, ‘was Frankie Tobin’s godmother. Fiona was Milo Nash’s. You get the picture.’

			‘I do. Who else have we got?’

			‘Tara and Robert Cox, and their two children. Newer friends, not from the university era. Native to the area, not weekenders.’

			‘So the Tobins and Nashes were weekenders?’

			‘Totally. The husbands worked in the City, the wives lunched. They all came down at the weekends to play lords and ladies of the manor.’

			‘Careful, Gem. The chip on your shoulder’s showing.’

			She smiled. ‘Tara Cox was a primary-­school teacher, Rob did something techie.’ She flipped a few pages in the file. ‘“Bespoke sound installations”. So, speakers and things, I guess. They had two kids, Adam, who was fifteen at the time, and Daisy, who was only three.’

			

			‘That’s quite an age gap.’

			‘Yeah. No further info in the file, though,’ Broad said. ‘Also at the party was this guy.’ She tapped the photo of a chubby, beaming man with twinkling eyes, wearing an Old Etonian tie. ‘Bruno St Clair.’

			‘Let me guess, another Wiltshire yokel?’

			‘Ha-­ha. Old uni friend of Aidan’s this time, also his business partner. Unmarried at the time. He was staying at the pub in the village, but he didn’t go back there that night because he’d had a skinful and passed out at the Nashes’. They all admitted to drinking that day. And, last but not least, Ash Tobin, Aidan’s older brother.’

			The photo showed a man with Aidan’s lean frame, grey eyes and clean features, which, rightly or wrongly, Lockyer attributed to their Danish genes. Ash was a little heavier, his nose and jaw a little broader, but there was no mistaking their shared DNA.

			‘Presumably he was staying with the Tobins?’

			‘No,’ Broad said. ‘He was also staying at the pub in Cannings St Giles. The Green Man.’

			Lockyer frowned. ‘That’s odd. Building work or not, there must have been plenty of bedrooms at the Tobins’ place?’

			Broad checked. ‘Doesn’t say here. But it was a big house.’

			‘So, for some reason he didn’t want to be there. Or wasn’t welcome.’

			

			‘But he was invited to the party,’ Broad said. ‘So who knows?’

			‘Just him?’

			‘Yes. He’d recently divorced, no kids.’

			‘What time did the party end?’

			‘It didn’t, really. Fiona took Elliot and Chloë home to bed at around ten o’clock, and stayed with them.’

			‘No nanny?’

			‘Not at the weekends. It was the summer holidays, so the teenagers were basically left to do their own thing. Eva and Jasper Nash were also put to bed, by Cally, who then came back down to the party. Rob Cox took their youngest, Daisy, home at six, and didn’t come back, but Tara was there until late. Ash was there until about midnight, he estimated. Bruno slept in a deckchair.’

			‘And Aidan?’

			‘Nobody seems certain when he left. It sounds like they were all plastered by then. Ash said he thought Aidan went in to use the loo at about half eleven, but he’s not sure whether he came back again. Cally thinks he was still there when she went to bed. Bruno and Tara had no idea when they last saw him.’ She left a pause, looking over at Lockyer. ‘They all said he was having a great time. They all were. He appeared happy and relaxed, tipsy, but not out of control, which was usual for him. No sign of anything untoward going on.’

			Lockyer took a moment to look at each of the photos, putting names to the faces, establishing the relationships between them all.

			

			‘They all gave statements?’ he said.

			Broad nodded. ‘Short, practically identical ones: “Can’t believe it’s happened, can’t believe Aidan would do such a thing. He’d been a bit stressed lately, but still can’t believe it. Lovely people, perfect family”, et cetera et cetera.’

			‘Any details on what those stressors were?’

			‘Not a lot. Bruno St Clair said a few of Aidan’s recent investments hadn’t panned out, and cash flow was an issue. Cally said that Fiona and Aidan had been rowing, and that Fiona felt like Aidan was hiding something from her. But there’s no mention of what.’

			‘Well, we’ll just have to ask her again,’ Lockyer said. ‘Make a start on contact details for the adults, Gem. I want to talk to all of them.’

			‘I’ll get right on it, guv.’

			‘Was the Tobins’ house sold, afterwards?’ Lockyer asked.

			‘I can check with Land Registry,’ Broad said, ‘but wouldn’t Aidan have needed to sign the paperwork for that to happen?’

			‘Not if Ash has power of attorney.’

			Lockyer felt Broad’s stare. ‘You want to go there?’ she said.

			‘To the crime scene?’ he said. ‘Of course.’

			‘Yeah, but . . .’

			‘Come on.’ Lockyer stood up. ‘Just like any other case, right?’

			She nodded, and followed him out.

			 

			It was a drive of barely twenty minutes west of Devizes. They turned off the road to Cannings St Giles just short of the village, and wound southwards along a tiny lane signposted as a dead end. At the bottom was a field gate, with a stile beside it, and, next to that, two brick pillars marking a wide entryway. The view was of cropped paddocks dotted with sheep, rabbits and a couple of ponies, rolling gently down towards the Kennet and Avon Canal. They were on the broad strip of flat land between the slopes of the North Wessex Downs and Salisbury Plain. Streams threaded their way through sprawling arable fields, some of which were cut to stubble, the wheat already taken in.

			

			The house itself was hidden by horse-­chestnut trees, but a sign on one of the pillars read Priory Farm. Lockyer had half expected the name to have been changed. Another sign read: Private Property. No Public Access.

			‘Think they get sightseers?’ Lockyer said, as he drove carefully through the gates.

			‘Probably,’ Broad said. ‘People can be really weird. Ghoulish.’

			A gravel driveway led them to the side of an imposing Victorian Gothic house. Brick-­built, with a steep, many-­gabled roof, huge bay windows and elaborate, twisting chimney stacks. The lead gutters alone would be worth thousands. It was gently weathered but very well kept, with freshly painted windowsills, and an enormous wisteria snaking along the southern wall.

			‘This is basically my dream house,’ Broad said, as they climbed out of the car.

			‘Not too shabby,’ Lockyer agreed.

			

			‘The wardrobe leading to Narnia has to be in there somewhere.’

			Lockyer said nothing, and Broad subsided. There’d been no fairytale ending for the Tobin children.

			His knock at the door was answered by a woman in her middle years, wearing a checked tabard and holding a duster. They showed their ID.

			‘We’re reviewing a case connected to this house, from eleven years ago,’ Lockyer said. ‘Would it be possible to have a quick look around?’

			‘Well, yeah, I know which case you’re on about,’ the woman said. ‘I’m sorry, but I can’t help you. The family aren’t in residence, and I’m under strict instructions not to let anyone in, or talk to anyone about what happened here. Mrs Kinsey is absolutely mental about it. They didn’t know about the murders when they bought it, you see.’

			‘How can they have missed that?’ Broad said.

			‘They were moving back from Hong Kong, and bought it through one of those property-­finding people, like that pair on TV. The place had sat empty for a couple of years – letting the dust settle, I suppose. But the Kinseys were furious – they even tried to sue. So much fuss! It doesn’t bother me. Yes, it was terrible, but it’s in the past, and I don’t believe in ghosts. Anyway, they’ve had the interiors remodelled since then, so it won’t be any help to you.’

			‘But the Kinseys aren’t here right now?’ Lockyer said.

			‘They summer in the Hamptons.’

			‘Course they do,’ Broad said.

			

			‘But you’ll be on camera, driving in. And now, standing on the step.’

			‘You could always tell them I insisted.’

			She stood back with a resigned expression. ‘You’ll tell them I tried to stop you?’

			‘Fought us tooth and nail.’

			Visiting the scene of the crime had always grounded Lockyer into a case. It brought it all off the page. Real people, real lives. Real deaths.

			He made sure the housekeeper had gone back to her work before opening the folder of crime-­scene photographs. Chloë’s small form, like a bloodied rag doll, lying at the foot of the stairs. Fiona, slumped over the breakfast bar, the knife jutting grotesquely from her back. Elliot, with his tropical fish shrivelled on the floor beside him. The decor had changed, but the staircase was in the same position, and the glass atrium above the kitchen that Chloë had described.

			He stood briefly in the place where Chloë had lain. Felt the incredulity, again, that such violence could happen to a child in her own home, by her own father’s hand.

			The kitchen itself had changed completely. Only the vast Aga remained, in the yawning fireplace, and it had been re-­enamelled from dark blue to pale pink. The breakfast bar had gone, as had the marble floor where Fiona’s blood had pooled. Upstairs, none of the bedrooms or bathrooms was recognizable. No lingering traces of the outrage that had occurred. Like the housekeeper, Lockyer didn’t believe in ghosts.

			Broad, on the other hand, was very quiet.

			

			‘Feeling ghoulish?’ Lockyer said.

			‘Yeah. A bit.’ She cleared her throat. ‘I mean, this isn’t going to help us much, is it?’

			‘I counted three doors to the outside downstairs: back door to the boot room, French windows to the kitchen, and the front door. And there’s a service staircase up to this floor from the boot room. Plenty of ways someone could’ve got in, and moved around, without using the front door or main stairs,’ Lockyer said.

			‘Oh.’ Broad coloured faintly. ‘Right.’

			‘And look at the scaffolding they had up.’ He showed her the photo. ‘It’s boarded out for access to the walls, not just the roof. So, somebody could also have climbed up to one of the first-­floor windows, if the doors were locked. Though, with teenagers letting themselves in and out, they possibly weren’t.’

			‘Who would want to break in and kill a woman and three children?’ Broad countered. ‘What possible motive could they have had? Nothing was stolen.’

			Lockyer shook his head. ‘This was never a robbery. And the answer is, somebody not in their right mind. Which doesn’t automatically mean Aidan Tobin.’

			‘Well, he did chuck himself off the roof, guv.’

			‘And we don’t yet know why he did that.’

			Broad’s stubborn expression said that she knew why.

			Lockyer led the way back downstairs and out to the manicured but boring garden. It was mostly laid to lawn, stretching away from the house towards the canal, and fenced off from the paddocks with posts and rails – easy enough to climb, even if there hadn’t been a foot gate through it at the far end.

			

			‘This field and the two either side also belong to Priory Farm,’ Broad said, looking at a map.

			They went out through the gate and walked down towards the canal, joining a track that then connected with the towpath. Lockyer spotted an anti-­tank pillbox in a field a little to the east, half buried in brambles and buddleia. He looked the other way, and, sure enough, saw another in the next field. A defensive line, built to protect the canal from potential invasion during the Second World War.

			They halted on the towpath, which ran the full length of the canal.

			‘It’s about three-­quarters of a mile east into the village from here, and the Nashes’ place,’ Broad said. ‘Are we heading there next?’

			Lockyer shook his head. ‘Probably wants a phone call first, that one. Find out if the Nashes are still there.’

			They stood quietly for a moment, watching a restless summer breeze scuff the surface of the water. It was a mucky green.

			‘When Fiona brought the kids home, did she walk back? This way – in the dark?’ Lockyer asked.

			‘Nothing mentioned in the file, guv. Maybe she called a taxi. I guess we could ask Chloë.’

			They turned and walked back to Priory Farm.

			‘I’ve been meaning to ask how your folks are doing,’ Broad said carefully. ‘Now they know about . . . you know. About Chris. Jase being right there when he was killed, and the rest.’

			

			Lockyer watched his feet while. ‘Not great. Dad’s okay, I think. Mum . . . can’t get her head around it. She still wants Jason banged up, and she somehow thinks I can make that happen. And that I ought to want to.’

			‘Well,’ Broad said, after a pause, ‘I can kind of see her point. Not about it being your call, guv. But she wants justice, I suppose.’

			‘What justice can she have? Benjamin Stevens killed Chris, and Benjamin Stevens is dead. He was stabbed to death in the street, just like Chris, for God’s sake. If that’s not justice, I don’t know what is. Jason was fifteen years old when it happened, and he was so traumatized that he ran away and never went home. How is hauling him up going to help anything?’

			Broad looked helpless. ‘It isn’t. But maybe she can’t see that. I mean, after all these years, for nobody to be punished for Chris’s death?’

			‘Benjamin was punished. Not by the law, but still. And so was Jase. She just doesn’t want to believe it. She says Jason could be lying about what really happened.’

			‘He wouldn’t do that.’

			‘I know. He could’ve said nothing at all, to me or anyone else.’

			Lockyer understood the seismic shock of it – he’d felt it himself when Jason had confessed that he’d been there that fateful night in Chippenham. That it had been a scrap between Benjamin’s gang and a rival one that Christopher Lockyer had cheerfully waded into, on the night of his eighteenth birthday. The last night of his life. That it was Benjamin – Jason’s older brother – who’d struck the fatal blow. DNA evidence had been retrieved from the knife, but there’d never been a match on the database. The case had remained unsolved for years, until Jason had finally consented to giving his DNA, earlier in the year, and tests had proved a close familial match.

			

			The Lockyers had spent two decades waiting for answers, and when those answers had come they hadn’t brought anything like the peace and satisfaction – the so-­called closure – they’d tacitly been hoping for. Lockyer had spent enough time with bereaved families to suspect that closure was essentially a myth. The best you could hope for was some way, any way, to assimilate what had happened into your life, and carry on.

			But, when the shock of Jason’s confession had eased, he had felt better for knowing that basic bad luck had got Chris killed. His kid brother hadn’t been targeted. Just wrong place, wrong time, for a lad who’d thought he could settle any argument with a grin. Lockyer had felt better, right up until the moment he’d had to tell his mother there would be no further police or legal action against Jason. Or anyone.

			‘Have you spoken to Jason lately?’ he said, and sensed Broad’s discomfort.

			‘Not for a couple of weeks.’

			‘Oh. I thought the two of you were . . . you know . . . seeing a bit of each other.’

			

			‘No.’ She left a long beat. ‘No, I don’t think it’s going to work out.’

			‘Right. Sorry to hear that.’

			‘Yeah.’ She took a deep breath. ‘He’s a good guy. It’s just not the right time. For either of us.’

			‘How was he, when you spoke to him?’

			‘Okay, I think. Relieved he wasn’t going to be charged with anything. He just wants to leave it behind, but he can’t, of course. That night turned his life on its head, too.’ She squinted up at the fancy chimney stacks of Priory Farm. ‘I think he’ll go soon.’

			Lockyer was hit with a sudden sense of urgency. Getting his mother to talk to Jason – getting her to really understand what had happened – was the only way he could imagine her eventually being able to accept, and move on. To forgive him, and end the cold war that was eroding his sense of peace, day by day.

			‘He told me he’d stick around until my parents have had a chance to ask him whatever they want to ask,’ he said.

			‘Yeah, but he can’t wait for ever, can he?’ she said quietly. ‘After everything he’s been through, the past few years. He needs to start over, somewhere new.’

			Lockyer couldn’t argue with that, in spite of the sinking feeling it gave him.
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