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   Chapter One 
 
    Henry wasn’t sure what had awoken him. He lay in his half-empty double bed with its brass bed posts and glanced over at the beige curtains. The amber glow of the street light on Main Street outside poured through the gap, lighting the bedroom a little. 
 
    He rolled onto his back and lifted the thick duvet off his legs to let the air of the muggy room cool him. Maybe he was too hot. It had been an unseasonably warm August day, and the air was still heavy and thick. He was waiting for the inevitable storm, but there was no sign of it coming for a few more days. 
 
    He glanced to his right at the digital clock on his nightstand and checked the time. It glowed out of the dimness in green: 3 a.m. 
 
    He rested his head on the duck-feather pillow and looked at the woodchip wallpaper on the wall opposite. What had woken him up? Was it something in the house? He listened out for Tessa downstairs but couldn’t hear anything. 
 
    She’d be sitting on the sofa, curled up and dead to the world. She was probably the worse guard dog there was. Although he suspected if someone was actually in the house, she’d start making a racket. But only because she’d want the intruder to play with her. 
 
    Was it something in his mind that had woken him? Had it been a dream of some kind? He never remembered his dreams as a rule. But occasionally, he had flashbacks of working on police cases in Bradford and Keighley. The grim ones that he’d banished from his mind when he was awake and that found their outlet in his dreams. Other times he saw glimpses of his childhood, playing in some field on a spring weekend or talking to his mother and father over Sunday dinner. 
 
    No. It hadn’t been a dream that’d woken him up. 
 
    Then he heard it. 
 
    A faint vibrating sound. 
 
    He sat up and looked at where it was coming from. His jeans. They were hung over a chair in the corner of his room. The sole purpose of the chair was to have garments draped over it. Neither Henry nor Tessa had ever sat on it. 
 
    He groaned as he listened to the vibrating continue. Then he threw the duvet completely off him and stepped out of bed in his underpants with his furry belly hanging out in front of him. 
 
    He hobbled over to the chair, with one eye open and the other half-closed, and grabbed his jeans. 
 
    The belt buckle clacked as he picked it up, but the vibrating had stopped by the time his hand was in his pocket. He took his phone out anyway and looked at its screen. There’d been five missed calls from an unknown number. 
 
    Well, it must’ve been some drunk who’d got the wrong number and called him by mistake. Probably thought he was a taxi firm or something. Yet that had never happened before. He carried his phone to his bed and got back in, leaving the duvet off him. 
 
    He looked at the number, which started with ‘07’, and he guessed it was a mobile. He squinted at his phone’s screen and opened its internet browser and typed the number into the search bar. He followed the number with the words, ‘Who called me?’ 
 
    Some search results came back, but none of them seemed relevant. He sighed, feeling tiredness sweep over his mind, and put the phone on his bedstead next to the digital clock. 
 
    He turned over and closed his eyes. Whoever it was, it couldn’t be anyone that important to him, as he’d not had their number saved. The mystery could surely stay unresolved until morning. 
 
    He was halfway between consciousness and sleep when the phone vibrated again. He tried telling himself that it wasn’t ringing and that he could ignore it. But part of his mind rebelled, the part that never took any nonsense. 
 
    The part that had helped him rise to the rank of detective chief inspector. 
 
    Sighing out of exasperation, he picked up his phone, pressed answer, and put it to his ear. “Hello?” His voice was thick with sleep and phlegm. 
 
    “DCI Henry Ward?” 
 
    He became alert at hearing his name and his old rank. The voice was female, and it sounded scared and tired, and elderly. 
 
    “Speaking?” 
 
    “It’s Mrs Thomson.” She said it like he’d know who she was, but he didn’t. 
 
    “Right?” 
 
    “My son, Graham.” She stopped, and he thought he heard her take in a breath or sob. “I think he’s killed someone again.” 
 
    Henry didn’t know if this was a joke or something serious. He couldn’t remember a Mrs Thomson nor a Graham, but the way she said ‘again’ had made his skin feel cold. “Right. Where is your son?” 
 
    “He’s just come back home.” Again, she was speaking to Henry as if he’d know where her home was, which he didn’t. 
 
    “Remind me where that is?” 
 
    “Silsden.” 
 
    It was a town just over the hill in the neighbouring valley. He tried to remember a Thomson from Silsden, but his mind was still half asleep and wouldn’t retrieve any information. “Right. And what makes you think your son’s just killed someone, Mrs Thomson?” 
 
    She gasped or gulped, he couldn’t tell, and then he heard some static on the phone line. She came back on and said, “I’ve found his gloves and they’re covered in blood.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry had tried to console Mrs Thomson, but it was clear to him that she wouldn’t get off the phone until he agreed to come over to her house. He got her address by pretending he’d written it down in one of his old notepads that he had since lost. He promised her he’d be on his way and pulled himself out of bed before putting on his jeans and the blue denim shirt he’d worn the day before. 
 
    He’d just go over and see how she was. See if there was any truth in what she was saying and try to calm her down. 
 
    She was probably a madwoman whom he’d met sometime in his career, in one of the hundreds of cases he’d been involved in. He must have handed her his business card and told her to call him if she had any concerns. He’d not changed his mobile number since he’d got his first one in 1997 – a big Nokia with a tiny screen – so he could have met her at any point since then. He’d considered changing his number but hadn’t gone through with it because he was worried he’d cut off his past. 
 
    Now, as he was walking down his steps a little after 3 a.m., with one sock on and the other in his hand, he regretted that decision. 
 
    Tessa gave him a sideways glance when she saw him enter the living room. As suspected, she was curled up on the sofa, and probably had been dead to the world before he disturbed her. 
 
    He glanced at the kitchen and wondered about having a cup of tea first but decided against it. “Off out,” he said to Tessa. He wasn’t going to bring her along. Any luck, he’d be back home in half an hour. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Two 
 
    He pulled up outside the terraced house in his Skoda Octavia. The streets of Silsden were dead, except for the odd taxi that was shipping partygoers back to their homes. 
 
    The street was near the centre of Silsden and not too far from the Co-op that Henry had rarely been in. Rows of terraced houses lined both sides and he parked next to a red letter box. The houses were two-storey and their brick facades had been blackened by years of pollution. No lights were on in them except for number twenty-six. 
 
    He took in a breath before he got out of his car. Was he really going to let himself get dragged into this, whatever this was? He could go home and get back into bed. It was also possible to block numbers. Couldn’t he just stop this Mrs Thompson from calling him again? 
 
    No. That voice in his head, the one that liked getting to the bottom of things, took control again. The woman had said she thought her son had killed ‘again’. What did that mean? And where had Henry met this woman? On which case? 
 
    Investigating the murder of William Knight a few months ago had brought some life back into him. It’d taken ten years off him, and he had started to feel like his old self. He felt worthy of carrying on hanging around. 
 
    But he wasn’t sure if he wanted a case that dragged him out of bed at 3 a.m. He was retired, after all. 
 
    And besides, if this woman did have a son who’d just killed someone, what was he going to do about it? Wouldn’t he just end up being this son’s second victim for the night? That’s if this madwoman had a son. 
 
    He sighed a swear word and got out of his car. He’d already driven there in the dead of night. He might as well go see what all the fuss was about. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The front yard was lit by the amber glow of a street light on the pavement. Henry walked through the front gate, its paint was chipped, and one of its hinges was stiff. He could see the front yard was overrun with weeds that poked out of the gaps between the paving stones. 
 
    The house was an old Edwardian terrace. There was a strong smell of damp coming from a small window covered in spiderwebs underneath the living room’s bay window. Henry guessed it was probably an old coal chute. 
 
    The lights were on behind the curtains in the bay window, but Henry couldn’t hear anyone inside. He looked up and down the street, at the neighbouring houses on both sides, which were all dark, before knocking on the front door. 
 
    It took a few moments before the door opened, and Henry saw an elderly lady, in her eighties, standing in the doorway wearing a pink dressing gown. Her grey hair was shoulder-length and needed a brush. Her face lit up as she saw him. “I’m so glad you’re here, DCI Ward.” 
 
    She stepped back to let him enter. He hesitated a moment before stepping through the doorway. The stench of body odour assaulted him. He coughed and then tried to breathe through his mouth. 
 
    “So, Mrs Thomson. You called me about your son?” 
 
    She nodded as she closed the front door. “I’m so glad you came. You see, I didn’t want to call the local police, as they don’t do anything. Then I remembered you. Luckily, I’d kept your card. You were always nice to Graham.” 
 
    She walked past a small side table next to the bottom of the staircase where an old landline sat. In front of it was a business card, and he recognised it as his own. Peering at it quickly, he thought it must be about twenty years old, judging by the police logo on it. 
 
    “Do you mind if I take this?” he asked, picking up the card. If he took it away from her, perhaps he wouldn’t have to change his phone number. 
 
    She nodded then put a lumpy index finger to her lips. “We need to be quiet,” she said, “Graham’s upstairs asleep.” 
 
    Henry frowned. She’d mentioned the ‘local police’, which must mean Keighley station. The uniformed officers there must’ve come round and told her that they can’t do anything about her son, most likely because there’s nothing to be done with him. “So, Mrs Thomson, can you tell me a bit about Graham?” 
 
    She didn’t answer and instead toddled past the bottom of the staircase and along a hallway then turned left into the living room. Henry rolled his eyes and walked along the once plush, cream carpets and followed her into the living room. 
 
    It was stiflingly hot, which made the stench even stronger. 
 
    She wrapped the bottom of her dressing gown around her pale, blue-veined legs and sat down on a battered settee with a floral pattern on it. She pointed at a matching, comfy chair next to a gas fire, which was on full blast. 
 
    Henry perched on the edge of the seat to avoid sitting on a stain. “Mrs Thomson,” he said, “if you wouldn’t mind telling me why you called me in the middle of the night?” 
 
    “They said you’d retired.” 
 
    “I have. Nearly ten years.” 
 
    She nodded. “It’s been a long time since you’ve seen Graham.” 
 
    He looked at the mantelpiece, above the gas fire, at some photos framed in shiny gold plastic. In one of the pictures was a small blonde boy wearing a red jumper, part of his school uniform no doubt. 
 
    “He used to be such a good boy,” she said, presumably having seen him look at the picture of Graham. “I don’t know what happened to him.” She let out a sob, and Henry watched her wipe a tear off her wrinkled cheek. 
 
    “What’s your son done, Mrs Thomson?” 
 
    “He’s killed someone.” She whispered like it was a piece of gossip. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Shaking her head, she said, “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well.” Henry sighed. The tiredness had crept up on him. It was probably the heat in this room and the lack of oxygen. “What makes you think he’s done that?” 
 
    She glanced at the door as if afraid someone might walk in, and then put her hand inside her dressing gown. Henry heard the ruffle of a carrier bag; she pulled out a Co-op bag-for-life and held it out to him. 
 
    Henry got up off the comfy chair, felt a pinch in his left hip as he did so, and walked across to her. He took the bag and looked inside. 
 
    Sure enough, there were a pair of black, leather gloves inside, covered in blood. 
 
    The leather gloves were large and had thick, black fingers. They looked to be fairly cheap, the leather wasn’t top quality, and one of the seams at the end of a finger had come loose and exposed a hole. 
 
    The blood faintly glistened off the black leather in the ceiling light, but it was still difficult to fully make out. It was the interior of the carrier bag that gave the blood away. The scarlet stains were smeared around the bag’s white interior, and the blood was fairly fresh, as it hadn’t congealed and hardened. 
 
    Henry took a breath and then regretted it. The stench of body odour nearly made him retch. 
 
    He took another breath through his mouth and looked over at Mrs Thomson, who was sitting on the sofa watching him. “Where did you find them?” 
 
    “The cellar. He doesn’t like me going down there. He says I can fall on the steps.” 
 
    Henry looked at Mrs Thomson’s frail body and thought that sounded sensible. “But you went down anyway?” 
 
    She nodded. “He’d been out, so I stayed up. Pretended to be asleep in here when he came in, and he left me on the sofa. That was around two o’clock.” 
 
    “He went down to the cellar when he came back in?” 
 
    She nodded. “He always does. Not sure what else is down there as the light doesn’t work. I used the torch.” She pointed a lumpy finger at the other side of the sofa where a large torch rested on a cushion. 
 
    “Right.” Henry looked down at the carrier bag. “Do you know where your son had been?” 
 
    She shook her head. “He never tells me anything.” 
 
    “Where was this bag?” 
 
    “On the workbench; there’s an old one down there. My husband did woodwork. God rest him.” 
 
    Henry looked at the blood again. He had no idea what to do. Back when he was a police detective, he’d have the blood in the bag tested to see if it was actually blood, and human blood at that, so he didn’t go and arrest a cat strangler. Not that cat stranglers didn’t need arresting as they often moved onto bigger mammals. Then he’d start looking into missing people reports to see if any locals had disappeared. There was also the question of where this Graham was dumping the bodies. He’d have to be hiding them somewhere. 
 
    It all sounded fairly implausible. 
 
    Then he looked at Mrs Thomson, who was sitting on the sofa, staring at him with a distant smile on her face. Her blue eyes were hazy, and she seemed slightly lost like she wasn’t quite sure who Henry was. 
 
    “Just out of interest, Mrs Thomson, when did you move into this house?” 
 
    She scrunched up her face. “Oh, it was a while back. The 2000s, I think.” 
 
    “How long ago was that?” 
 
    Her face scrunched up further. “A while ago.” 
 
    “What year is it now?” Henry asked, sounding as delicate as he could manage. 
 
    “Why, it’s… 2010 or something.” 
 
    Henry felt his cheek twitch. “Right, and who’s the prime minister?” 
 
    She seemed to force herself to come up with an answer but eventually gave up and said, “I don’t know. Probably some useless plonker.” 
 
    Henry shrugged. That was probably a fair enough answer. 
 
    “It’s not what you might think, though, DCI Ward.” She held out her hand to him but was sitting too far away to make contact. “My mind isn’t as sharp as it used to be, but I’m not mad. I’m talking sense.” 
 
    Henry felt his face heat up. “I wasn’t thinking anything like that at all.” He placed the carrier bag on the chair he’d been sitting in, then leant over and picked up the torch from the sofa. “Mind if I go have a look in that cellar? See if there’s anything else down there.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Go look. You can get down there more easily than I can. Though, you’d best be quiet. I don’t want Graham to wake up.” 
 
    Henry felt a twinge in his left hip and said, “Let’s hope he doesn’t.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry followed Mrs Thomson out of the boiling living room and along the hallway until they came to a door under the steps, which she opened. Then she put her finger over her lips. 
 
    “Be quiet as you go down,” she said. 
 
    Henry nodded and looked down the darkened staircase that went to the cellar. The cold, damp air rose up the steps to greet him. There was also another strange smell down there. Something rotten. 
 
    He turned on the torch and lit the stone staircase. There wasn’t a bannister, and the stairs were steep and narrow; his shoes barely fit on the stone steps. He felt himself nearly fall but managed to get steady. Leaning back, he walked down the stone steps carefully. 
 
    At the bottom, he lit the darkness and saw cobwebs with spiders as big as fifty-pence pieces in their centres. A row of cardboard boxes was lined up against one wall; they were wilting in the damp and had brown stains on them. Then he saw the worktop. It took up one side of the room, and above it was a row of tools, all hanging from nails. He wondered if any of them had been used to kill anyone. 
 
    He heard the sound of a car passing and pointed the torch towards the window he’d seen from the outside. It was open slightly, and a light breeze found its way into the cellar, but it still smelled like a cave, and that rotten stink was growing stronger. 
 
    He pointed the torch back at the worktop and stepped carefully towards it so he didn’t trip on anything. There was another carrier bag on it near the cast-iron vice. He heard something buzzing inside the bag. 
 
    It sounded like several flies. 
 
    He edged towards the carrier bag and noticed what looked to be a brown liquid pooling inside it. The stench of rotten flesh got stronger. He was about to grab onto the carrier bag’s handle when he lost his nerve. If he found body parts in there, what would he do? 
 
    He put his free hand in his pocket and pulled out his mobile. He looked down the list of recent contacts and found the one he felt would serve him best if he needed it. 
 
    Feeling slightly more confident, he placed his mobile in the breast pocket of his denim shirt, so he could grab it when he needed to. 
 
    He picked up the carrier bag. It was heavier than he’d expected, and it nearly slipped out of his grip before squelching against his thigh. He hoped the brown liquid inside it hadn’t stained his jeans. He corrected his grip then stuck the torch inside. 
 
    It was flesh. Red and horrid. Flies jumped off its glossy surface and onto the blood-soaked carrier bag. He was about to look away when he saw something in it that glinted off the torchlight. 
 
    A silver ring. 
 
    Henry peered into the carrier bag, trying his best not to breathe in its stench. He pointed the torch into the bag and couldn’t work out what part of flesh this was. Possibly an internal organ of some sort. He’d seen something familiar in a butcher’s shop once. 
 
    If this was taken from an animal, why was there a ring in the middle of it? 
 
    He poked the torch closer into the bag to look at the ring. It was on its own. He couldn’t see a finger or anything. It looked to be a man’s ring based on its size. There were no markings or ornamentation on it. It was just a plain, silver ring. 
 
    He pushed the torch deeper into the bag then saw something under the fleshy organ. A fingernail attached to a hairy finger. 
 
    Henry recoiled and threw the bag away. It splatted onto the stone floor. Some of its contents fell out and landed next to it. He steadied his breathing as he stared at the bag. It was human remains. 
 
    His chest started wheezing, and he felt a coughing fit coming on. It must be the fright and the cellar’s damp cool air. He patted his jeans for his inhaler. It wasn’t there, obviously, as he’d not taken it with him. It was still on his nightstand. He cursed himself and tried to take shallow breaths to avoid coughing. 
 
    He pointed the torch up the stone staircase. He had to get out of here with the evidence and get Mrs Thomson’s son into custody. Then he could start figuring out what had been happening. 
 
    He climbed the steps and was halfway up them when he heard voices. Mrs Thomson’s and a man’s. 
 
    Her son must have woken up. 
 
    The cellar door closed slowly. Henry leaned against the damp, stone wall for balance and tried to listen to them, but their voices were too muffled to make anything out. 
 
    He felt a cough coming up his chest and covered his mouth as it left his lips. He wanted to escape, but if he had a coughing fit, Mrs Thomson’s son would hear him and find him in the cellar with the human remains. 
 
    He pointed the torch down the steps, slowly turned, and walked down them. The voices from upstairs were growing louder, but Henry still couldn’t work out what they were saying. He went to the small window that looked out into the front yard, it could be opened completely, and he wondered if he could fit through. It was unlikely. If he managed to haul himself up to it, he’d have to fit through the iron railings on the other side. 
 
    There was no escape. 
 
    He went back to the staircase with his mobile phone in his hand. He looked for her number and found it. There wasn’t much battery left on his phone, only fifteen per cent. He hoped it wouldn’t go dead. What would he do then? Try to attract a passing taxi by calling through the window? That wouldn’t work. 
 
    It was nearly 4 a.m. now, and he hated himself for calling her, especially when she was still technically recovering from the injuries she sustained after they’d found William Knight’s killer. Anyway, he didn’t feel like he had another option. 
 
    He dialled the number. 
 
    DI Barnes didn’t pick up. 
 
    Bugger! 
 
    He sent off a hastily written text, putting in Mrs Thomson’s address, which stated he’d found suspected human remains. 
 
    He then looked up at the top of the steps as the cellar door opened, and a figure stepped out of the light. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Three 
 
    Henry turned off the torch and held his breath. The figure loomed out of the light from the top of the stone staircase and peered at him. Henry hoped all Graham Thomson would see was darkness. 
 
    Henry ducked slowly and felt his left hip complain then it cracked. Henry held his breath and hoped Graham didn’t hear it. 
 
    “Is anyone there?” The voice was deep and local; a broad Yorkshire accent. 
 
    Henry heard Mrs Thomson’s voice at the top of the steps. “Graham love, what are you doing near the cellar again? I told you I don’t like you going down there.” 
 
    The figure turned to the doorway, and Henry caught a glimpse of his face in the light. He was in his forties, had long, dark blonde hair, and his face was pale and slightly gaunt like he hadn’t seen much sunlight for years. He was wearing a dark blue dressing gown and, despite being slim and lanky, had broad shoulders. He must’ve been twenty years younger than Henry, so Henry didn’t fancy his odds in a fight. 
 
    Mrs Thomson and Graham bickered at the top of the steps while Henry, keeping low despite the burning in his calves and left hip, moved to the side of the cellar near the cardboard boxes. Cobwebs caught on his forehead, and he batted away a spider that flailed its legs across his face. 
 
    Keeping low, he hid in the corner of the cellar, and his hand tapped around the damp stone floor for a weapon, but there was nothing there. He pressed his back against one of the boxes, and something plastic inside it moved, which made a noise. 
 
    Henry held his breath again. 
 
    “I’m having a look!” Graham said. 
 
    “You’ve no torch!” Mrs Thomson said. 
 
    “Where is it?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Henry doubted Mrs Thomson could lie to a deaf and blind person as she wasn’t very convincing. Henry gripped the end of the torch in his hand. It was solid metal and around ten inches long. A proper Maglite torch. He thought the cops in the US used them for hitting people with. Henry was sure he had the strength to swing it if needed. 
 
    “I’m going down,” Graham said, descending the stone steps. 
 
    Henry tensed up. He held the torch at one end, ready to strike Graham. Then his phone vibrated. 
 
    “What’s that?” Graham asked. 
 
    “What’s what?” Mrs Thomson said. 
 
    “There’s something down here.” 
 
    “Please, Graham, don’t go down without the torch. What if you fall and break your neck?” 
 
    Henry watched the conversation play out like he was having an out-of-body experience. Why was he sitting in a cellar in Silsden trying not to get killed by someone? 
 
    Graham descended another step, and Mrs Thomson screamed like she’d been stabbed. 
 
    The scream echoed around the cellar’s walls and terrified Henry. 
 
    “What!?” Graham shouted. 
 
    “Don’t go down without the torch!” Mrs Thomson screeched. “I don’t want you to fall.” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake!” 
 
    Graham climbed back up the steps, and Henry heard his heavy footsteps on the floorboards above his head. 
 
    He took a breath. His nerves were shot. He took his phone out of his breast pocket with shaking hands and saw that DI Barnes had tried to ring him. He felt some relief. Then he sent another text, which was hard to do with shaky fingers. 
 
    He put the phone back in his pocket when he heard the footsteps come back. 
 
    Graham appeared at the top of the stairs. “I’m going down whether you like it or not,” he wittered under his breath and walked down the steps. 
 
    When he got to the bottom, he stood there. Henry saw him in the light from upstairs in his navy-blue dressing gown. He had his back to him. 
 
    Henry felt some steel in him. He could strike now. He wouldn’t hit hard enough to kill, only enough to get him on the ground so he could run up the steps. 
 
    Graham stepped forward and touched the carrier bag with his toe. He hissed. “What the fuck’s she been doing down here?” He picked up the carrier bag and walked slowly towards the workbench where he was out of the glow of the light from the landing. 
 
    Henry heard Graham put the bag down and then the chink of some tools. 
 
    Graham then walked up the staircase quickly, and Henry saw the glint of a hammer in his hand. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry leant back against the cardboard box as Graham walked up the stone steps with the hammer in his hand. 
 
    Something else moved in the box behind Henry. Rattling plastic, probably some piece of a toy. 
 
    Henry heard the floorboards above him creak as Graham moved down the landing. Why’d he taken the hammer with him? Then the thought struck him. God, was he going to end his mother’s life? 
 
    Henry was gripped with panic. What was he going to do? To stop Graham from attacking his mother would involve confronting him, and what kind of a fight could Henry put up? However, if he didn’t, he’d have to explain why he didn’t intervene when he thought an elderly woman was about to be hammered to death in her living room. 
 
    He stood up from his kneeling position and winced. His hip and calves were burning. He gripped the end of his torch like a weapon, but he’d need more than that if he was to have any chance against Graham Thomson. 
 
    He got out his phone and called Barnes. She answered after a few rings. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Barnes asked after Henry didn’t say anything. He heard the sounds of a car in the background and guessed she was on her way to Silsden. 
 
    “I’m in the cellar,” Henry whispered. 
 
    “I can’t hear you!” Barnes said. 
 
    “I’m in the cellar,” Henry repeated more loudly, near stage-whisper level. “I think he’s about to kill his mother.” 
 
    “Who is? Whose mother?” 
 
    The floorboards creaked above his head, and Henry felt like he needed to hang up. “Come quickly,” he said, then he ended the call. 
 
    The footsteps moved further down the hallway, away from the cellar door. 
 
    Henry didn’t ask Barnes how long she’d be. Damn. He cursed himself and then sent a text asking for her arrival time. 
 
    She quickly replied, ‘fifteen minutes’. Then another message said, ‘I’ll get local uniform there.’ 
 
    Henry felt a little safer. If a DI demanded uniformed officers to turn up at the house, they’d be more likely to do it in a hurry than if Henry called them and told them about his odd tale of ending up in a cellar. 
 
    He listened up for any more noises from upstairs. Either way, Barnes and the uniformed officers wouldn’t be there for another ten or fifteen minutes, and Henry didn’t think he had that much time. He’d have to go do something. 
 
    He gripped the end of the torch and walked through the cellar towards the steps. The carrier bag of possible human remains was on the ground. Some of its contents had splattered onto the stone floor. He’d have to come back and collect it later. 
 
    He readied himself for the upcoming confrontation. He’d done some combat training and vaguely remembered what to do, but that was twenty years ago, before asthma and arthritis. He’d just have to do his best and hope the uniformed officers arrived before Graham did any serious damage to him. 
 
    He started climbing the cellar steps. The door to the hallway was open, and light streamed in. He could hear the television playing lightly, but he couldn’t hear any other noise. Had Graham already killed his mother? 
 
    He inched slowly up the top steps on his hands and knees and poked his head through the cellar door. He heard the sound of a kettle boiling and saw movement in a room further down the hallway, which he guessed was the kitchen. He looked down the other side and saw the front door. God, if he got that bag of human remains and made a run for it, he could be out of this mess in a few moments. 
 
    But what about Mrs Thomson? 
 
    Keeping his head low, he climbed up the final steps and stepped onto the carpeted hallway. He walked slowly towards the living room, from where he heard the TV playing. Some cups clinked in the kitchen, and the kettle was still boiling. 
 
    Henry peeped into the living room and saw Mrs Thomson lying on the sofa. Her head was resting on the cushion and her eyes were closed. Henry couldn’t see any wounds on her. He waved his hand to get her attention, but she didn’t stir. Late-night news played on the television at a low volume. 
 
    He heard Graham walk down the hallway and panicked. He stepped into the living room and stood behind the door. 
 
    Graham walked down the hallway and opened the front door. He went into the yard, and Henry heard him lift some pieces of wood. After a few moments, Graham came back in and walked along the hallway to the cellar door. 
 
    Henry peeped from his hiding place and watched him place some damp-looking pieces of wood on the carpet. He then tossed a handful of nails next to them. 
 
    The kettle finished its boil, and Graham returned to the kitchen. So, that was what he was going to do. He was going to block access to the cellar. 
 
    “Mum, do you want tea?” Graham asked from the kitchen. 
 
    Mrs Thomson stirred, she lifted her head off the cushion and rubbed her saggy right cheek. Her eyes turned slowly, and then she started when she saw Henry. After a few moments of confusion, she asked, “Who the bloody hell are you?” 
 
    Henry held out his hands. “Shush!” 
 
    She looked affronted that Henry was in her living room and ignored him. “Graham! There’s someone here.” 
 
    “What?” Graham called from the kitchen. 
 
    “There’s someone here, Graham! There’s a man in my living room!” 
 
    Henry held out his hands, begging her to be quiet, and then he heard Graham’s footsteps bound down the hallway. 
 
    “Sod this!” Henry barged out of the living room and ran into Graham, nearly knocking him over, then he ran to the front door and opened it. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Four 
 
    Henry stumbled out of the front door, having forgotten about the three front steps, and tumbled into the front yard. He landed on his front, with his shirt and jeans scuffing against the dirty paving stones. A spiky weed stuck up into his cheek. 
 
    Early daylight was slowly changing the colour of the sky from dark indigo to baby blue, but it wasn’t light enough to see properly, so Henry had to make do with the nearby street lamp. 
 
    His ears were ringing as if a bomb had gone off. He must’ve knocked his head. His left hip and pelvis ached. He raised himself off the paving stones and heard Graham Thomson walk down the front steps after him. 
 
    “What the fuck were you doing in my house?” 
 
    Henry couldn’t reply as he was winded. He felt like he’d swallowed two lungfuls of air. He held up his hand to stop Graham from walking towards him, but it didn’t work. 
 
    Graham thundered towards him, still in his navy-blue dressing gown, and Henry saw the glint of the hammer in his hand. 
 
    Henry glanced around for the torch but couldn’t see it. Damn. This is it. Then he managed to get out a few words. “I wouldn’t if I were you.” 
 
    This puzzled Graham. He scrunched up his rat-like pale face. “You what?” 
 
    Henry looked across the street at the terraced houses opposite. He was certain he saw some curtains twitching. “Do you want your neighbours to see you strike a retired police detective?” 
 
    “Police detective?” Graham’s eyes widened, and he glanced at the front door, where Mrs Thomson stood, leaning against the door frame, with her lumpy hands covering her mouth. “Did you do this?” 
 
    She shook her head. “I’m sorry. I might’ve.” 
 
    “She called me,” Henry said, managing to stand up. “She was worried about you, Graham.” 
 
    He flinched upon hearing his name and raised the hammer as if preparing to strike Henry. 
 
    “We’re all a bit worried about you, Graham. What have you been getting up to?” Henry asked this while slowly stepping backwards, getting out of his striking distance. 
 
    However, Graham stepped forward. He had steely blue eyes that seemed as cold as an arctic morning. Henry felt a chill run down his spine as he looked into them. He wanted to break eye contact and look away but didn’t. “I found enough to put you away,” Henry said. “I’ve been in your cellar. I’ve seen what you’ve been getting up to.” 
 
    Graham’s eyes widened and, for the first time, Henry saw some emotion in them: hatred. Graham stepped forward, his hammer raised, ready to strike Henry. 
 
    Henry backed up further and found himself pressed up against the front gate. The gate opened inwards, so he’d have to budge out of its way to open it. 
 
    Graham smirked slightly and licked the corner of his mouth with the tip of his pointed tongue. He knew he had him. 
 
    Henry wasn’t expecting to die in someone’s front yard, but at least it beat dying in his sleep or on a hospital ward. People would remember how he went if he was killed by a potential serial killer. 
 
    Graham raised his arm, about to strike, and Mrs Thomson screamed for help, but it didn’t deter Graham. He swung the hammer when a voice shouted, “Police! Don’t move!” 
 
    Graham’s eyes widened. He stopped swinging the hammer and looked past the gate and into the street. 
 
    Henry turned and saw DI Barnes standing in front of a black BMW. She held out her police ID in one hand, and in her other, she was filming the scene on her mobile phone. “Graham Thomson, you’re under arrest!” 
 
    Henry felt his chest flutter as Barnes read Graham his rights. He hoped he didn’t keel over with a heart attack just as he’d been saved. He then heard sirens in the distance, approaching at speed. The uniforms were on their way. 
 
    Henry decided it was his turn to smirk, and he stared Graham in the eyes as he did so, taking a lot of pleasure in it. “We’ve got you now, Graham.” 
 
    Graham snarled at him, threw the hammer onto one of the paving stones, which took out a chunk from one, and vaulted over the front wall. 
 
    “He’s making a run for it!” Henry said, turning around, and trying to get the gate open. 
 
    DI Barnes shouted after Graham and started to run but winced. She clutched her left leg and swore. “Shit!” 
 
    Henry finally got the gate open and tottered into the street, by which time Graham had run down a side alley and disappeared. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The house was made secure. The uniforms were sent in under DI Barnes’s authority although she was still technically on sick leave. But Henry suspected she was returning to work as of now. 
 
    Henry was leaning against the wall in the front yard.  A uniformed officer was keeping guard at the gate, wearing his high-vis vest. Henry had tried to make conversation with him but hadn’t got far. The officer claimed not to know the house. Henry suspected all the officers who thought Mrs Thomson had been a mad nuisance would be keeping very quiet, now that her suspicions had been proven right. 
 
    A few curtains in the neighbouring houses still twitched every now and then. It was after 6 a.m. on a Friday, and they were probably wondering what had happened. Henry thought it might be worth going around and talking to a few of them to see what they knew about the Thomsons. 
 
    He turned back to the house when he heard DI Barnes walking down the front steps. She wasn’t dressed in her usual suit, he noticed, but in a T-shirt and tracksuit bottoms. She looked like she’d been at the gym, though she kept wincing when she walked too fast, so he doubted she’d actually been to one. 
 
    She walked up to him, looking tired and pissed off. “So, tell me what happened.” 
 
    He nodded. “I received a call from Mrs Thomson around 3 a.m., she’d called me several times, and she said her son had killed ‘again’, and that I had to come out and help.” 
 
    She frowned. “Why’d you come out straightaway?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Not sure, really. It was just how she said ‘again’ that I didn’t like.” 
 
    “Did you know her?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Maybe after a good night’s kip, I’d be able to remember something, but other than that…” 
 
    Barnes raised an eyebrow as if she thought he was keeping something from her. 
 
    “Seriously, I’ve investigated thousands of cases,” Henry said, defensively. “I can’t remember everyone I’ve met. Can you?” 
 
    She lowered her eyebrow. “Well, not all of them.” She leaned against the wall and bit her lower lip like she was in pain. 
 
    “Are you alright to be working?” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ve more right to be here than you have.” 
 
    “Well, as I was the first on the scene, and as I might have a link to this case…” 
 
    “You just told me you hadn’t.” 
 
    “I said I might remember one after a good night’s kip.” He smiled. “I know what I said, DI Barnes.” 
 
    A uniformed officer walked through the front gate carrying large empty plastic evidence bags. He jumped up the front steps and went into the house. 
 
    “What have you found inside?” Henry asked Barnes. 
 
    She sighed. “The gloves. The bag of stuff in the cellar…” 
 
    “Did you see that finger inside?” 
 
    She nodded. “We had a look in his bedroom, but I wanted to air it out before I had a proper look.” 
 
    “Were there human remains in there?” 
 
    “No, it just stank.” 
 
    “The whole house does.” 
 
    “Hmm.” She looked out at the street and narrowed her eyes until they were almost completely closed. 
 
    Henry saw Mrs Thomson come to the living room bay window, then she disappeared out of view. “What will happen to her?” 
 
    “Social services.” 
 
    “He’ll come back for her. Do you think that’s wise?” 
 
    “Not if we send her to Kent or somewhere.” 
 
    Henry scoffed. “Are you going to send her to Kent? That doesn’t seem fair to me. She might have family around here who can look after her.” 
 
    “She says she doesn’t.” Barnes yawned and covered her mouth. “It’s just her and Graham.” 
 
    Barnes looked down at the paving stones. Henry was struck by how different she seemed. Her usual vigour and authority had gone. It was like something had sapped the life out of her. 
 
    She looked up at the first-floor windows. “He’s an army nut. I’m not sure if he served, but he’s a survivalist. There are combat knives, crossbows, and swords in his room. He’s probably been waiting for for some time to get caught so he could run off into the wild.” 
 
    “Christ. There is a lot of wild moorland around here.” 
 
    “He might even be armed.” She turned back to him, her blue eyes searching his, and asked again, “Can you really not remember him?” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Five 
 
    Henry didn’t understand how the police couldn’t just find Graham now. A man wearing a navy-blue dressing gown, running around the streets of Silsden on his way to the moors, couldn’t be that hard to miss. He looked around the scene, there were three police cars here, probably most of the uniform units in the area, and he’d heard word that a police helicopter had been scrambled from Bradford. It was on its way, but by the time it arrived, Graham would be long gone. 
 
    He turned to Barnes next to him, who was leaning against the wall in the front yard. She looked to be dozing off and had closed her eyes without bothering to hear his response to her question. Could he really not remember Graham Thomson? 
 
    No. He couldn’t remember a Graham Thomson or a Mrs Thomson. He couldn’t really remember investigating many crimes in Silsden, apart from the odd domestic that got out of hand, or people who had minor links to organised crime in Bradford. Silsden had never been on his radar. But then he remembered that Mrs Thomson had said they’d moved there in the early 2000s. Where had they lived before? 
 
    He left Barnes, whom he thought was on her way to falling asleep, and walked up the front steps into the house. He felt the eyes of the uniformed officer who was standing at the gate on him, but the officer didn’t say anything. 
 
    Another uniformed officer moved down the hallway. His bulky vest rubbed against the wallpaper as he let Henry pass. Henry headed into the living room and found Mrs Thomson. 
 
    A young officer was sitting on the comfy chair that Henry had sat in a few hours previously. The bay windows were fully open to let in a flow of air and, with the front door being open, the stench of body odour was at a barely noticeable level. 
 
    Mrs Thomson sat on the sofa, still in her peach dressing gown, watching the morning news. The uniformed officer was also watching the television until he realised Henry was there and looked up at him. “What?” 
 
    “Can I have a word?” Henry pointed to Mrs Thomson. 
 
    The officer frowned. “Are you allowed to?” 
 
    Henry cleared his throat and raised his head like he’d done when an officer way below his rank had questioned him in his DCI years. 
 
    The uniformed officer rolled his eyes and relented. “She’s barely coherent, anyway.” 
 
    Henry ignored the officer’s warning and walked to the sofa. Mrs Thomson seemed to be oblivious to his presence. “Do you mind if I sit down?” 
 
    She didn’t answer. Instead, her dull eyes stared blankly at the television. He wondered if she made any sense of it or if she was just looking at the moving colours. 
 
    He sat down on the sofa, being mindful of any marks or stains on it. “Mrs Thomson,” he said, “is there anything you can tell me about Graham that can help us find him?” 
 
    She didn’t respond in any way; she just stared at the television. 
 
    “See,” said the uniformed officer, “she’s away with the fairies.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Henry said, looking at Mrs Thomson. Her grey, long hair had been brushed back behind her ears. Had she done that or had someone done it for her? He touched her upper arm; the fabric of her dressing gown was cheap, and her arm was fleshy. “Mrs Thomson?” 
 
    She turned and looked at him. Her dull eyes took him in then there was a moment of recognition in them. “Do I know you?” 
 
    He nodded and searched his jeans for the business card he’d taken from her earlier and handed it to her. 
 
    She took it from him, looked at it, and then smiled. “DCI Ward?” 
 
    He nodded again, feeling like he was making some progress. 
 
    She looked up from the card and stared at him, her eyes giving away her fear and concern. “What has he done this time? What has Graham done?” 
 
    Henry didn’t want to explain the reality of the situation just yet. He felt it might throw her. Instead, he asked, “You moved into this house in the 2000s?” 
 
    She nodded. “I think it was December 2001. The year after the Dome opened.” 
 
    The Millennium Dome, Henry thought. That was a huge waste of money. “Where had you lived before then?” 
 
    “Wrose. Why? Can’t you remember?” 
 
    Henry’s gut sank. Wrose. A village up in the hills above Shipley, near Bradford. Some of his worst cases had happened around there. The cases he’d banished from his memory. “Whereabouts in Wrose?” 
 
    “Off the high street. Wrose Road.” 
 
    He couldn’t place a Thomson family living in Wrose. Maybe his memory was starting to fail him. He looked into Mrs Thomson’s eyes and wondered if that was how he’d be in ten years. If he lasted that long. “I can’t place a Thomson family living in Wrose.” 
 
    She nodded. “I’d not married Philip when we met.” 
 
    Henry felt a twinge of hope. “What were you called before?” 
 
    “Holton.” 
 
    It all came back to him. He remembered a Mrs Holton, with her aggressive and dangerous husband, and her odd little kid, who’d been found gutting rats. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry stepped out of the house and walked down the front steps. There was daylight now, and the sun was shining behind the terrace houses opposite. The street lights had switched themselves off. Cars drove past the house, driving slowly to avoid hitting the police cars that were badly parked on the pavement. And also, presumably, to get a look at what was happening inside the house. 
 
    The uniformed officer was still standing at the front gate. He watched anyone who walked up and down the pavement, giving them dirty looks so they wouldn’t think of asking what was going on. 
 
    Barnes was still leaning against the wall with her eyes half-closed and her arms wrapped around her chest. Henry suspected she might actually be asleep for a second before her blue eyes opened. She peered at him. 
 
    “I remember who they are,” he said as he walked towards her. 
 
    Barnes took a breath and uncrossed her arms. “Go on then, who are they?” 
 
    “The Holtons. Graham’s father was a bad’un, ran a small gang from Wrose.” 
 
    “Where’s that?” 
 
    “On the moors near Shipley.” Henry gave her a disapproving look. “Don’t you know your patch?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I use sat nav to get anywhere, and I’ve not heard of Wrose.” 
 
    “Well, that’s reassuring. Hopefully, it’s sorted itself out over the past twenty years.” 
 
    Barnes itched her forehead, at the roots of her short blonde hair, and winced. 
 
    “Alright?” he asked. 
 
    She nodded. “Just a headache. Go on. What do you remember about them?” 
 
    “The father, Simon Holton, was in and out of prison until he committed a string of armed robberies in Keighley and in Leeds. He shot someone in Leeds and was sentenced to twenty years.” 
 
    “What about the family?” 
 
    “She…” Henry turned back around to the house. “She wasn’t really with it in those days. Normally too drunk to talk, or she was smoking pot.” 
 
    “How did she end up here in Silsden? It isn’t that bad here, is it?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “I don’t know. She said she met someone: Philip Thomson.” 
 
    Barnes stared off into the distance like she wasn’t really following him. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re alright?” 
 
    She nodded. “Just tired. What do you remember about Graham?” 
 
    “I came across him years earlier. It must’ve been the late eighties. There were reports of a kid carrying dead rats around with him.” 
 
    Barnes pulled a face. “You what?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “I was a DC at the time. Once we learnt that he was Simon Holton’s son, we went and had a look at his house, and found the kid had been cutting up rats, rabbits, and all sorts in his cellar.” 
 
    “And you didn’t call up social services?” 
 
    Henry shrugged. “It wasn’t like that back then. Besides, we didn’t think he was breaking the law. He was just a bit odd. A senior officer had a word with him and told him to stop it or he’d end up in a mental ward.” 
 
    “Did he stop it?” 
 
    “Evidently not. Though, he probably got better at hiding what he was doing.” 
 
    Barnes breathed in and exhaled. “What a mess. Can you remember anything else? How did the mother know to call you?” 
 
    “I was one of the detectives who made sure Simon Holton went down for that shooting in Leeds. She came up to me, in the courthouse, and asked me what she could do about her son, as she was worried he might end up like his dad. And I must’ve given her my card and said to call me if she needed my help with him.” 
 
    Henry tried to think back to that moment. He’d been in the corridor outside the courtroom. People in suits were walking up and down the marble flooring, holding briefcases and papers. One of the barristers had been nearby, wearing his funny wig. Mrs Thomson was in her fifties then. She had long ginger hair that she brushed back behind her ears. She said her son Graham, who was twenty at the time, was better, but she was still worried about him. Henry said to call him whenever she felt like she needed help with him. 
 
    “I suppose she hadn’t needed to call me for a while,” he said to Barnes. 
 
    “Or she did but had forgotten all about you.” Barnes stepped away from the wall and winced as she put weight on her left leg. 
 
    “You’re not alright,” Henry said. “You’re in a mess.” He went to put his hand on her shoulder so he could support her, but she slapped his hand away. 
 
    There was a low-level roar that echoed around the houses, which grew louder then thundered above their heads. It was the police helicopter. It hovered for an instant over the houses, then headed north, towards the hills. 
 
    Henry watched it go, then felt Barnes grip his arm. “Listen, I’m well enough to work. But…” She winced and held her breath. “I’ll need your help.” 
 
    Henry frowned. “I thought you didn’t like me working cases.” 
 
    Her blue eyes glared at him. “I don’t.” 
 
    Henry looked at the uniformed officer standing near the gate, too far away to be in earshot. “Won’t they just replace you with another detective if you’re sick?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Too understaffed. They’ve been trying to get me back on duty for weeks.” 
 
    Henry considered what she was saying and asked, “You want me to help you find Graham?” 
 
    “Don’t you want to find him?” 
 
    “Of course I bloody do.” He clenched his jaw. “I just don’t want you getting into bother.” 
 
    “I won’t. I’ll try and get you on the case as a consultant or something.” She let go of his arm and managed to stand up straight. “Truth is, I think I’d be in a mess if you didn’t help me.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Six 
 
    Henry thought it was a stroke of genius. He knew letting Mrs Thomson go into a care home would be risky. If Graham found her, what would the care staff do to stop him from killing her? Plus, it’d put other residents at risk. Care homes had lots of entrances and exits that Graham could easily break into. They couldn’t put an officer on every door. Barnes had made it clear that they didn’t have the staff to do it. Mrs Thomson would be left in a vulnerable situation, and who knew what valuable information about Graham she had trapped in her mind. 
 
    Henry’s first idea was to have Mrs Thomson come to his. Graham wouldn’t know where he lived, and his cottage had two exits; both were hard to break into, as he’d made sure deadlocks had been put into them years ago. And, if he had an officer sat outside, Mrs Thomson would be safe. But he conceded the point that he’d be out most of the time now that Barnes wanted him to help her. She’d said she’d get him a position as a “consultant”, which sounded vague, and she’d also made it very clear that it was unpaid. She said Henry got enough from the police already, what with his “gold-plated” pension. 
 
    Henry pulled up outside his cottage, managing to park on the street outside it for a change, and looked at Mrs Whitehead’s next door. 
 
    He had told Barnes his plan before he set off. “Are you sure she’ll be capable of looking after her?” she had asked him. 
 
    “I’m sure she’ll be fine,” Henry said. “She used to be a teacher, didn’t she.” 
 
    But looking at Mrs Whitehead’s cottage, he wondered if she’d even want to look after Mrs Thomson. After what had happened with William Knight, she’d kept to herself a bit more. She’d stopped asking him what he was doing all the time and wittering at him and watching where he went. It was possible that she no longer thought he needed minding after. That he could fend for himself, which he took as a positive. She no longer saw him as in need of her help. 
 
    He checked the time on his dashboard and saw it was past 8 a.m. He guessed she’d be up. He’d thought he had better go ask her before the uniformed officers showed up and loaded Mrs Thomson into her house. 
 
    Barnes had said Mrs Thomson could stay there until something better became available. Which would be in a few days, seeing as it was near impossible to get a bed in a care home around here without selling your house to pay for it. 
 
    Henry got out of his car, walked down the pavement, and opened Mrs Whitehead’s latte-coloured gate. The number of colourful pots in her front yard, all containing large bushes and plants, had multiplied, allowing only a narrow strip of path to the door. 
 
    He knocked on her front door, which had been painted to match the gate. She’d told him it was “latte-coloured” after he incorrectly said it was off-white. 
 
    She opened it after the second knock, wearing a pink hoodie and white pyjama bottoms. “What are you doing up so early?” She looked about the street behind him in case she’d missed an emergency. Her mid-length blonde hair was unbrushed. 
 
    “I’ve been in Silsden all night.” 
 
    She looked at him. She’d not done her make-up yet, and her eyes looked more tired than usual. “Silsden? Were you out drinking?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I was called out. There’d been an emergency.” 
 
    “What like?” 
 
    “Some bloke over there’s been killing people.” 
 
    Her eyes bulged, and she grabbed the zipper of the hoodie and pulled at it. “Killing who?” 
 
    “We don’t know yet. Looks like he was killing blokes, so I wouldn’t worry too much.” He took a breath. He’d been running on adrenaline since three in the morning and had not had a chance to calm down and think things through properly. Was he really going to ask her to look after an elderly woman with dementia while her murderer of a son was out hiding on the moors? 
 
    “What is it?” she asked as if she sensed he was struggling with something. “Can I help at all?” 
 
    She asked the question innocently enough, but her eyes narrowed and there was a glint of suspicion. 
 
    “Well, as it happens, there is one thing you could do for me.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    She let him into her living room after he’d explained the situation. The TV was on, playing Sky News on low volume. Her cat, Barney, was lazing on her sofa, lying on a multi-coloured blanket that Henry suspected Mrs Whitehead had knitted herself, as he saw some balls of wool of the same colour poking out of the knitting basket. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead picked up a breakfast tray from the armchair, which Henry guessed she had placed there to answer the door. There was a half-eaten slice of toast on a plate, smeared in lime marmalade. A half-drunk cup of coffee was also on the tray. As she carried it into the kitchen, she asked, “Do you want anything? Coffee?” 
 
    He wanted to say yes. He’d not eaten since the previous night when he’d had fresh pasta with some pesto from a jar. But they didn’t have time to sort out his breakfast. The uniformed officers would be bringing Mrs Thomson over shortly. “No. It’s alright.” 
 
    She went into the kitchen, and he heard her moving crockery around. Then she came back into the living room and placed her hands on her hips. “Christ, the place is a mess.” 
 
    Henry looked about the nearly spotless living room and wondered what she was talking about. “It’ll be alright. She won’t notice anyway,” he said. 
 
    She ignored him and went to the sofa where she started moving some cushions, which disturbed the cat enough that he jumped off it. She then went to the mantelpiece over the gas fire, which Henry guessed hadn’t been used for a few weeks due to the hot weather, and pulled out a dry cloth from her hoodie pocket and started dusting the framed photos. “How long have I got?” 
 
    “Not long enough to dust everywhere.” Henry checked his watch. “About twenty minutes.” 
 
    She tutted. “Is that all?” 
 
    “You do have a spare room?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, but Robbie is staying over.” 
 
    Robbie was her seventeen-year-old grandson. His father, Mrs Whitehead’s first son, was divorced and worked in the oil sector. He didn’t like young Robbie staying in the house on his own, so the lad was occasionally sent to Mrs Whitehead’s to be spoilt rotten. 
 
    “Ah, that’s bad timing,” Henry said. 
 
    “He’ll be fine. He’ll cope on the sofa for a few nights. How long will she be staying anyway?” 
 
    “Just two days,” Henry said, hoping that they’d have found Graham Thomson by then, but he wasn’t sure. These cases could drag on for weeks or months. Eventually, they’d get Mrs Thomson into a care home, but he doubted that Mrs Whitehead would want to look after her for that long. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead flapped her arms in frustration, which spooked the cat further, causing him to run into the kitchen. Henry could see he’d stressed her out and feared she might renege on the agreement. “Look, I’m really glad you’ve agreed to look after her.” 
 
    She turned to look at him. “I mean, how bad is she? Do I need to stop her from going into the kitchen? What if she sets the place on fire?” 
 
    “She’s not that bad,” Henry said, but he wasn’t sure how bad she was. “Though, I’d probably keep her away from the kitchen as a precaution.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead shook her head. “And there’s really nowhere else she can go?” 
 
    “Well…” Henry cleared her throat. “She could stay at mine, but she’d be alone.” 
 
    “She has no family?” 
 
    “None,” Henry said. “Apart from the son.” 
 
    “Alright, yeah, the murderer. What if he decides to take her back?” 
 
    “Well, they’ll be an officer outside your door–” 
 
    She waved her arms around. “They’ll be an officer outside my door? Henry!” She shook her head. “I don’t think I want to do this.” 
 
    Henry stepped towards her. “Look, I don’t just want you to look after her, I want you to ask her questions.” 
 
    “I thought she had dementia.” 
 
    “She does, but she has moments of clarity, and, in those moments, I want you to ask her questions about Graham. Find out what you can from her so that it’ll help us find him.” 
 
    He could see his words were working, as her eyes had narrowed while she seemed to be scheming ways to get the information out of Mrs Thomson. 
 
    “There’s no other person I’d trust to do that,” Henry added. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead nodded her head. “Alright. I’ll look after her and find out as much as I can.” 
 
    “Great. Ring me when you find out something,” he said, heading to the front door. 
 
    “Oi, you’re not staying until she arrives?” she asked. 
 
    Henry shook his head. “Sorry, can’t. There’s a briefing I need to get to in Keighley” – he got to the door and looked back at her – “but I’m really grateful you’ve offered to help us–” 
 
    “Oh, get out with you!” She shook her head at him and carried on dusting the framed pictures on the mantelpiece. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The major incident briefing was taking place at Keighley police station. Normally, it would take place at the divisional office in Wakefield, but as everything was happening over in the Craven area, it made sense to have it nearby. 
 
    Henry pulled up outside the squat brown building that was surrounded by head-high railings. He remembered entering this police station when it was new. Now he’d heard that the police were selling it so they could build a bigger station in the centre of town. He could understand why Keighley would need a bigger station. Crime in this run-down town to the northeast of Bradford was only getting worse. 
 
    He entered the building and presented himself at the front desk, only to be met with blank stares from the two administration staff sitting behind it. Eventually, he rang Barnes’s mobile, who came and collected him. She led him down a corridor, its walls beige and dotted with marks, and into a small conference room. 
 
    Two heads turned to look at Henry as he entered. He didn’t recognise the faces and guessed they must have been detectives from the Homicide and Major Enquiry team. 
 
    There was a man in his late thirties, a little older than Barnes, with short dark hair and a short beard. He wore a suit and looked like he was an area sales manager for a supermarket or something, not a senior detective. The other face belonged to a woman in her forties who had jet-black hair, and several earrings. There was also a stud in her button nose. She raised an eyebrow as Henry walked in but didn’t say anything, and neither did the other detective. 
 
    They were sitting at a large table and at the other end, mounted on the wall, were two large monitors. Henry recognised DCI Murphy on one of the screens. He was staring down at the camera, looking tired and old. Henry was slightly taken aback to see his large jowls, speckled with grey stubble, and the lines that creased his face. He hadn’t seen Murphy for years, and he was looking the worse for wear. 
 
    The other monitor had a bookish-looking woman in her early fifties whom Henry didn’t recognise. She had thinly rimmed glasses and wore a uniform. She was sitting at a desk in an inner city somewhere, he suspected Wakefield. She had a notepad in front of her and looked to have been scribbling down notes, but now she was staring at the screen with a look of curiosity on her face. 
 
    The conversation had stopped as Barnes and Henry walked into the room, and Barnes said loudly, for the benefit of the small camera on the table, “I’ve just entered the briefing room with former Detective Chief Inspector Henry Ward.” 
 
    The two detectives in the room seemed perplexed and on the verge of asking a question when DCI Murphy burst into life. “No way! Is that old codger involved in this?” He burst out into laughter, which distorted the speakers slightly. 
 
    Henry stepped further into the room. “Aye, DCI Murphy, I am. I was the one who was at the house at three o’clock in the morning.” 
 
    “What the bloody hell were you doing in that house?” 
 
    Henry looked to Barnes. “Have you told them?” he asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “We’ve only just started.” 
 
    Henry took a breath and then retold his story. The two detectives in the room seemed to look more and more perplexed, but they didn’t say anything. They just glanced at each other every now and then. 
 
    DCI Murphy remained quiet while Henry told his story, and the other senior officer scribbled on her notepad. 
 
    “And you remember this fella’s dad?” DCI Murphy asked when Henry had finished his story. 
 
    Henry nodded. “Aye. I thought you would too?” 
 
    DCI Murphy shrugged his large shoulders. “I vaguely remember the name. This Graham fella I don’t know–” 
 
    “And,” interrupted the senior officer on the other screen, “what role will former DCI Ward have in this investigation?” 
 
    Henry looked to Barnes who stepped forward and said, “I’d like him on board as a consultant. Seeing as he’s already involved in the investigation and has insights into the suspect’s past.” 
 
    “Alright,” said the senior officer, scribbling down another note. “Is that alright with you, DCI Murphy?” 
 
    DCI Murphy sighed as if it was a huge undertaking. “Aye, why not if he knows the fella’s father and has come across him before.” 
 
    The senior officer nodded. “Alright, I agree with DCI Murphy. Though, former DCI Ward needs to understand that he’s assisting the police but is no longer part of it.” 
 
    “DCI Ward understands,” Henry said, smirking as he talked about himself in the third person. “He understands he can’t arrest people, nor has he got any of the other privileges that a police officer has.” 
 
    “Very well,” said the senior officer, not looking as though she enjoyed his joke. “Otherwise, I wouldn’t hesitate to bring charges against former DCI Ward for impersonating a police officer.” 
 
    Henry rolled his eyes and looked at Barnes. “Bloody hell, she’s worse than you were,” he said under his breath. 
 
    Barnes’s eyes widened, and she pointed at a microphone on the large table. 
 
    “I’m only looking out for the reputation of West Yorkshire Police,” said the senior officer, her tone giving away her frustration. “So, let this be your first and final warning, Mr Ward.” 
 
    Henry felt his cheeks burn and saw DCI Murphy gurning as he tried not to laugh. 
 
    “Yes, of course. And, just, who are you?” Henry asked. “I don’t think we’ve met.” 
 
    The senior officer sat back in her leather chair. “I’m Chief Constable Mary Jones,” she said coolly. 
 
    “Right you are, ma’am,” Henry said, having lost all his bravado. “A pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Seven 
 
    Henry took a seat at the table next to the female detective with jet-black hair and a silver stud in her nose. The air around her smelled of spicy perfume, and Henry wished he’d sat further away from her. The detective smirked as Henry sat down and moved the notepad in front of her away from him an inch as if he might lean over and read its contents. Henry ignored the slight and focused on the two monitors. 
 
    Barnes remained standing near the table, but Henry could see that she was struggling to stand straight. Her left leg was shaking slightly, and she seemed to be placing most of her weight on her right one. She must be putting on a brave face so that she could remain on the case. 
 
    Chief Constable Mary Jones leant back in her leather chair. “Alright,” she said, “this is what I’d like us to do, and interject, DCI Murphy, if you have any comments.” 
 
    “Oh, I will do,” DCI Murphy said from his monitor. 
 
    “We’ll set up two teams,” she continued. “DI Barnes, you’ll start tracing Graham Thomson’s past and look for any possible victims. Former DCI Ward, I suspect your knowledge will be most useful here, so you’ll assist Barnes. Then, DI York, I’d like you to head the search for Graham.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” said the slightly overweight male detective. Henry was surprised that he had the same rank as Barnes, as he looked like someone who’d be lucky to have reached the rank of detective constable. 
 
    “You can call upon extra officers from Bradford and the rest of West Yorkshire if you need it.” 
 
    “Okay, ma’am.” 
 
    “Our priority is to find Graham Thomson before he harms anyone else.” 
 
    “Aye,” DCI Murphy said, using his right to interject. “Can I just add that this madman might be armed and dangerous? So, I think it might be worthwhile that DI York and his officers have the armed response unit with them.” 
 
    The chief constable leant forward in her leather chair closer to the camera. “We, unfortunately, can’t have the only armed response unit in the area tied up in Craven, but I will have them ready to move if you have any issues, DI York.” 
 
    “All due respect, ma’am,” said DCI Murphy, not sounding very respectful, “but it could take them an hour to get to Craven, and, as we’ve seen from this bloke’s bedroom, he’s got an array of crossbows and knives.” 
 
    “That is accurate, DCI Murphy. But as I recall, the suspect fled in his underpants and dressing gown.” 
 
    “Aye, but he might have a stash of weapons up on the hills around Silsden,” DCI Murphy added. 
 
    “But he might not. Besides, I can’t spare our only armed response unit. What if there was a terrorist incident in Leeds?” 
 
    “Alright,” DCI Murphy said, giving up for now, though his tone suggested he’d try again later. 
 
    Henry felt slightly uncomfortable with the idea of having an armed response unit present. That’d make the probability of Graham being shot more likely. Surely, they’d want him alive so they could gather what information they could from him? That was if Graham would talk to them. But Henry kept his mouth shut. He felt he’d embarrassed Barnes enough for one briefing. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll call this briefing to a close,” said the chief constable. “Keep me updated throughout the day so I can relay information to the mayor. She’s keen to know what we’re doing on this.” 
 
    Henry wondered who the mayor was, then remembered that West Yorkshire now had a regional mayor, who was some Labour politician he vaguely knew of. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Barnes said loudly. 
 
    “Speak later,” DCI Murphy said, before turning off his monitor. 
 
    The chief constable’s monitor also went black, then Barnes exhaled loudly and hobbled towards the table where she sat down next to Henry. 
 
    “Thanks for that,” she said to Henry, sounding sarcastic. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t know who she was.” 
 
    “Didn’t have female chief constables in your day, I take it?” asked the detective with jet-black hair. 
 
    “No, we didn’t,” Henry said, before adding, “And who are you?” 
 
    “DC Hargreaves,” she said. 
 
    “Hargreaves will be working with York,” Barnes said before she leant forward on the table and rested her head on her forearms. 
 
    “Alright, nice to meet you,” Henry said to Hargreaves, trying to sound as sarcastic as Hargreaves was. 
 
    DI York was staring down at his phone and was oblivious to the conversation. 
 
    “Made any progress yet?” Henry asked Hargreaves. 
 
    “Well, we’ve just been put on this case, so not yet.” 
 
    “Any idea where he is?” 
 
    She shook her head. “That’s why there’s a massive manhunt out for him.” 
 
    DI York looked up from his phone. “Right,” he said, “let’s get out of here. They think they’ve found his tracks on the moors above Silsden.” 
 
    Hargreaves jumped up from her chair and followed York to the door. As she crossed the room she said to Henry and Barnes, “Try and find out what this Graham Thomson’s been doing, so when we bring him in, we’ve got something to ask him.” 
 
    Henry turned to Barnes who was still resting her head in her arms and looked to be asleep. He turned back to Hargreaves. “Don’t worry about us,” he said. “We’ll do our job if you do yours.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry followed Barnes down the corridor in Keighley police station and went into an office smaller than the briefing room they'd been in. There was a small table in the office with four plastic chairs that had seen better days. The window was closed and had bars on it, and the room was stuffy. The sun was out, and the day was looking to be another hot one with temperatures expected to hit thirty again. 
 
    Henry sat down in one of the plastic chairs and took a breath. He was still running on adrenaline, but he wasn’t sure when he was going to run out of it and crash. He’d also not eaten since the previous night nor even had a cup of tea. He coughed and felt his chest wheeze. He’d forgotten to take his inhaler. Luckily, his hip wasn’t giving him any gyp at the moment, but if it did, he suspected he could nick a few painkillers from Barnes, who seemed to be rattling with them. 
 
    Barnes hobbled over to the wall, where there was a heavily marked whiteboard, and picked up one of the marker pens that was in a container nailed to it. She drew three circles on the whiteboard. “Alright, we have Graham Thomson’s background in Wrose. Let’s find out more about that. Were social services involved? Was his school aware of anything? Did his neighbours at the time suspect anything?” She then moved the nib of her pen into the second circle. “Then we have the remains we found. They’re currently being tested for DNA, but we know they’re human. Probably an internal organ. One of the pathologists suspects it’s a liver.” 
 
    “And a finger,” Henry added, remembering the hairy one he’d seen in that carrier bag. “Can’t we check the print?” 
 
    “I’m sure they will soon. So, who do the remains belong to? Is Graham picking off the homeless or could they belong to a missing person? They seem to have been from an adult male.” She then moved her pen to the third circle and tapped the whiteboard. “That leads us to what Graham’s been doing recently. Where does he work, if he does? What does he do in his spare time? Does he have any hobbies?” 
 
    “Besides killing people,” Henry said. 
 
    Barnes turned to stare at him. “Anything important you want to add?” 
 
    He shook his head. “That all sounds good. Do you want me to look into the Wrose links?” 
 
    She nodded and pulled out one of the chairs from the table and sat down on it. “Please. I need you to find out what you can.” 
 
    “Sure, and what will you be doing?” He leant forward slightly and lowered his voice. “You look like you could do with some kip.” 
 
    She glared back at him. “So do you.” 
 
    “I’m alright,” he said, although he didn’t quite believe himself. “A big breakfast and a few cups of coffee, and I should be grand. It’s you I’m worried about.” 
 
    She got up out of her chair and winced as she put weight on her left leg. “Don’t worry about me. Just do what I’ve asked.” She hobbled towards the whiteboard and looked at it. 
 
    “And you’ll be looking into what Graham’s been doing recently?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah, or I’ll persuade a young DC to do it for me.” 
 
    Henry chuckled. “Fair enough.” He could see that Barnes had already delegated one of the lines of investigation to him. Why couldn’t she do the same for one of the others? 
 
    He felt his phone vibrate in his pocket and took it out. He’d received a message from Mrs Whitehead. 
 
    Mrs Thomson’s arrived, and she doesn’t seem as bad as I thought. All’s well. 
 
    “What is it?” Barnes asked. 
 
    “Mrs T’s arrived.” 
 
    “She’s another one that you’ll need to talk to.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve got an expert on that already.” If Mrs Whitehead couldn’t get the information out of her, Henry wasn’t sure who could. 
 
    * * * 
 
    There was no canteen at Keighley police station, which shocked Henry no end as he remembered there being one. One of the administration staff at the front desk said it closed years ago, shortly after the McDonald’s opened nearby. Not wanting to spoil his day with a McDonald’s breakfast, he decided he’d drive back to his cottage in Addingham and eat something there. He could also take his inhaler, and, heaven forbid, close his eyes for a few minutes. 
 
    The sun was out as he parked his Skoda further down Main Street in Addingham as the free spot outside his house had been taken by a Ford Focus. He walked along the pavement, past Mrs Whitehead’s, and glanced into her front window but couldn’t see anyone inside. He kept his head down, hoping he wouldn’t be spotted, as he really wanted to eat something and close his eyes for a few moments. 
 
    He’d managed to get to his front door and put his key in the lock when Mrs Whitehead’s door opened. She poked her head out to look at him. “Did you just sneak past my house?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “Not at all. How’s it going?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead looked back into the living room and then stepped onto her front step. She closed the door while still holding its handle. “Fine. She’s quite chatty, actually.” 
 
    “Has she said anything?” 
 
    “She says her son’s working.” 
 
    “Alright? Where?” 
 
    “An abattoir.” 
 
    This was new to Henry. He wasn’t aware that Graham Thomson had a job. “Which one?” 
 
    “One in Keighley, she said. But I can’t remember there being one there. Ilkley, yes. But not Keighley.” 
 
    Henry couldn’t remember if there was one in Keighley or not. Surely, there must be one. “I’ll let DI Barnes know,” he said, turning the key in its lock so he could open his front door. He heard Tessa barking on the other side of it. The poor thing would be wondering where he’d been all morning. 
 
    “Are you not coming in?” Mrs Whitehead asked, sounding both offended and alarmed. 
 
    “I’ll just see to Tessa and sort a few bits out then come over,” he said, sticking his foot through the door to stop Tessa from running out into his front yard. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead sighed melodramatically. “Fine,” she said. “I’ll be waiting.” 
 
    “Has she said anything else?” he asked. “Specifically about her past?” 
 
    “She doesn’t know what year it is. She keeps going back to her childhood and then making stops at different parts of her life.” 
 
    “Could you ask her questions about Graham’s childhood?” Henry asked, managing to keep Tessa at bay. 
 
    “Alright,” Mrs Whitehead said, “I’ll see what I can do.” She closed her front door with a bang. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Eight 
 
    Henry had three slices of toast, brown bread not white, and he’d even fished out his old cafetière from one of the cupboards and made some coffee. He found the ground-up coffee in a bag in the fridge. It was some posh stuff he’d bought the previous Christmas to treat himself, as he rarely drank the stuff. But today, he felt like he needed it. 
 
    He poured himself a large cup and added a dash of milk and took a sip. It tasted unusually acidic, but it wasn’t too bad. He felt a rush of energy through his body almost immediately. 
 
    He gave Tessa her breakfast of half a tin of dog food, which she chomped down. He’d decided he’d have to take her to Wrose with him so she could walk about a bit. She’d be a nightmare that night if she stayed cooped up in the house all day; she’d be howling outside his bedroom door. He’d not had enough sleep as it was. 
 
    Sitting at his small round table in the kitchen, he looked out through the kitchen windows at his back garden. The sun was out, baking the grass and his plants. He’d heard warnings of a hosepipe ban, but there was nothing in place yet. He could water them more, but he didn’t want to take more than his fair share. He finished his cup of coffee and poured himself another one. 
 
    Tessa had finished her breakfast and toddled over to the back door, licking her lips. Henry got up from the chair at the table and let her out. He left the door open and felt the warm air come into his kitchen. It was going to be another hot day. 
 
    He sat back at the table and thought through what had happened since he awoke at 3 a.m. If he was still in the police, he’d have to write a report out, and he felt that was a good way of processing what had happened. 
 
    He looked through the piles of newspapers, letters, and magazines that took up most of his round table and found a fresh piece of paper. He also found a pencil, which needed sharpening, but it would do. 
 
    He started noting down what had happened since that morning. 
 
    He’d been woken up by Mrs Thomson. Gone to her house. Investigated the cellar and found human remains. Called DI Barnes for assistance. Was nearly caught by Graham Thomson. Escaped the cellar and confronted Graham in the front yard, then DI Barnes showed up with the cavalry. 
 
    Writing it all down in note form like this made it seem fairly abstract like he hadn’t lived through it. But he had lived through it, and it’d been terrifying. He felt lucky to be alive. What if Graham had found him in the cellar before he’d had a chance to contact Barnes? 
 
    He glanced out through the back door at Tessa, who was chasing a white butterfly across the back lawn, trying to grab it with her open mouth and failing. It wasn’t worth thinking about what could’ve happened, Henry decided. He’d be best off focusing on getting Graham behind bars and finding out what he’d been up to over the recent months and years. If he’d really been murdering people that long. Henry shuddered at the thought of it. Had he really stumbled across a serial killer? 
 
    “Again,” Mrs Thomson had said to him on the phone. “My son’s killed someone again.” 
 
    Henry looked at his piece of paper and focused on the task DI Barnes had given him. He was to go to Wrose and find out more about Graham’s childhood. He wasn’t sure what else he could find out about him. The man must be in his forties now, and Henry remembered him as some scruffy little lad with blonde hair and a messed-up jumper. 
 
    Nonetheless, Barnes had asked him to do it, and he felt he owed her one. Firstly, for turning up when she did, which prevented Graham from smashing his head in with a hammer. Secondly, Barnes felt it was important that Henry looked into it. Thirdly, he was just excited to be back working a real police case and being involved after all these years, even if he was just a consultant. He’d try to be the best consultant they’d ever had and find out as much as he could about Graham before DI York and his team brought him in for questioning. If they ever did. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry decided to leave Tessa in the house. It was getting too hot, and he didn’t want to leave her in the car. He could bring her with him as he walked around Wrose, but what if he needed to enter people’s homes or call into the local school? They wouldn’t be very happy if he had a dog in tow. 
 
    He closed his front door and felt the heat coming off its panelling. The sun was nearly reaching its midday peak, and he squinted as he looked at it. Maybe he should’ve put some sun lotion on, he wondered, before realising that he didn’t think he had any. 
 
    He walked through his yard towards the front gate when he heard Mrs Whitehead’s door open. He turned his back to the sun and looked at her. “How’s it going?” 
 
    She paused then turned back into the house and said something Henry couldn’t hear, then she came back to the front doorstep and closed her door. “She’s realised she’s not at her home.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good, isn’t it?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead nodded. “Aye, but she’s wondering why. She keeps asking where her son is. She said he was fired from the abattoir months ago.” 
 
    Henry frowned. “Right, I’ll have to get Barnes on to that abattoir. It might be useful.” 
 
    “She’s also talking about Wrose.” 
 
    Henry’s ears pricked up. “What’s she saying?” 
 
    “Not much of anything. She says she wasn’t happy there and that Simon was horrible to her.” 
 
    “Simon?” That was the name of her previous husband, Henry remembered. “Has she said anything about Simon?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead shook her head. “No, just that he was horrible to her and Graham. Especially Graham.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I’ve no idea. I don’t even think a trained psychologist would get far, so I’ve no chance.” 
 
    Henry started to wonder if they could get a psychologist to look at Mrs Thomson. Could they start getting into her mind and seeing what had happened to Graham to make him want to murder people? 
 
    Mrs Whitehead looked at him as if becoming aware that he was standing at his front gate. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m heading to Wrose. Though, I’m not entirely sure what I’m supposed to be looking for.” 
 
    “Why are you going?” 
 
    “The police want me to find out more about Graham’s past, as I came across him as a youth. But I’m not really sure what I’ll find out.” 
 
    “Do you even know where they lived?” 
 
    “Off Wrose Road in the centre, I think.” Henry wasn’t even sure of that. The prospect of him walking around Wrose like an idiot started to dawn on him. Then he had an idea. “How’s she doing now?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead turned to peer through her front door and then back to Henry. “Alright, she’s fairly lucid at the moment.” 
 
    “Do you think she could survive a road trip?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead frowned as she tried to understand what he was talking about then she shook her head. “You want to take her over there?” 
 
    “A drive about might do her good?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead pointed at the blazing sun. “In his heat?” 
 
    “The car’s got air-con. Besides, it’ll give you some respite.” 
 
    “You want to take her by yourself?” She shook her head. “No. If she’s going with you, I’m coming!” 
 
    “Why?” he asked. 
 
    “Do you really want to look after her all afternoon?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Aye, probably not.” 
 
    “Besides, young Robbie seems a bit put out by it all.” Mrs Whitehead returned to her front door. “Give me five minutes,” she said. “I’ll get her ready.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Nine 
 
    Mrs Whitehead and Mrs Thomson were both sat in the back of Henry’s Skoda while Henry drove. He had the air-con on full blast, but it was still hot in his car. 
 
    The streets were fairly quiet, and he made it to Shipley in over half an hour. He drove through the town centre, with its drab, grey buildings and went past its train station, while Mrs Whitehead in the back was asking Mrs Thomson if she knew where she was. She said “yes” every so often but didn’t sound very convincing. 
 
    Eventually, they arrived in Wrose at the main junction in the centre of the village. Most of its houses were early-twentieth-century terraces. Their stone facades had been blackened by decades of pollution. Henry knew that there were more modern estates nearby and some council ones. However, most of those would now be privately owned or run by housing associations. Apart from that, there wasn’t anything else up here but wild moorlands, which he guessed would be as dry as tinder in this hot weather. 
 
    He found a parking spot outside a Co-op shop and pulled into it, making a few attempts to get his car as close to the kerb as he could. He didn’t want it to get scratched. 
 
    He looked into the back and found both Mrs Whitehead and Mrs Thomson looking at him expectantly. He started to wonder why the hell he’d brought them. 
 
    “Where are we going then?” Mrs Whitehead asked after Henry hadn’t said anything. 
 
    “Well, it’d be good if we went to your old house.” He looked at Mrs Thomson. “Can you remember where that was?” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes at him then looked out of the window at the street outside. “We’re in Wrose?” 
 
    “Aye, can you remember living here?” 
 
    She didn’t answer and instead continued to look out of the window at the Co-op shop. “Ben will be working today, I bet. He’s always working, that poor sod.” 
 
    Henry looked at the Co-op shop and started to have a sinking feeling in his gut. This wasn’t a good idea. He’d just lumped himself with looking after an elderly woman with dementia while he was supposed to be finding more out about Graham. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead opened the back door. “Well, let’s stretch our legs,” she said. “I’m sure we’ll start remembering stuff.” 
 
    Henry got out of the driver’s door and ran around to Mrs Thomson to help her out, all the time wondering what he had gone and bloody done. 
 
    When both women were out of his car, he locked it and turned to them both. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead placed a supportive hand on Mrs Thomson’s shoulder and said, “Can you remember this street?” 
 
    “Of course, I do,” Mrs Thomson said, looking at Mrs Whitehead like she was an annoyance. She pointed towards the Co-op. “I need more milk. Let’s go pay Ben a visit.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead looked to Henry, who rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Why not?” he said. If he had any luck, there would be someone in there called Ben who might remember something. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They walked slowly towards the Co-op and then through its automatic doors. It was cool inside, and Henry took in a lungful of air. He hadn’t realised how hot it was getting outside. The shop was quiet, and he heard a U2 song playing on the sound system, not one of their better ones. 
 
    He led the other two down an aisle of bread on one side and cereals and biscuits on the other towards the counter. A young man was standing at the till wearing a green and black Co-op outfit. He was scanning some items for a middle-aged woman. The young man looked like he could do with going for a run more often, as his green top strained to cover his flabby sides. He continued serving the woman but had been looking at Henry and the two women since they’d walked in. 
 
    The middle-aged woman left, taking her carrier bags with her, and Henry walked up to the young man. “Hello,” he said, trying a smile. “I’m here with West Yorkshire Police.” 
 
    “The police?” the young man asked. He looked at Mrs Whitehead and Mrs Thomson then frowned. 
 
    “Aye. Police,” Henry said, starting to feel a bit ridiculous. “This woman used to live in Wrose…” Henry paused while he did the mental arithmetic then said, “Twenty-odd years ago.” Henry looked at the young man’s face and realised he probably hadn’t been born when Mrs Thomson had lived here. Anyway, he continued, “We’re bringing her back here to see what she can remember about the place as part of a live police investigation.” 
 
    The young man’s frown stopped Henry. His flabby face had flushed red, and his hand seemed to be shaking. “Can I call my manager?” 
 
    “Sure,” Henry said, hoping he’d have more chance with a manager than with this scared young lad. 
 
    The young man picked up the phone and asked someone to come to the till then put the phone down and looked at Henry. “She’ll be right here.” 
 
    Henry nodded. “Thanks.” 
 
    They moved away from the till to let a young woman with a child in a pram pay for her items. 
 
    “I’d best get some milk,” Mrs Thomson said, after smiling at the small child. 
 
    “We’ll get some later,” Mrs Whitehead replied, patting her shoulder. 
 
    “Graham will want some. He drinks tons of the stuff. More than a pint a day.” She looked around the shop and said, “Ben will be working today, I tell you. He’s always working, that poor sod.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead simpered at her then looked at Henry, her expression hardening. “What are we doing here?” 
 
    “Let’s see if there is a Ben here,” Henry said. 
 
    A door closed further down the shop then a large woman in her fifties approached them wearing a green fleece. She had a curt way of walking, like she was continually in a rush, and chewed on some gum. She approached them and asked, “Can I help?” 
 
    Henry nodded and repeated what he’d said to the young man at the till. 
 
    “Right,” the manager said as if this was a weekly occurrence. “And how can I help?” 
 
    “Well, we wanted to know if someone called Ben worked here.” 
 
    “Ben?” She pulled a face. 
 
    “He might’ve worked here years ago,” Mrs Whitehead said. 
 
    The manager frowned and then nodded. “Do you mean old Ben?” 
 
    Henry felt a bolt of hope in his chest. “Is he still here?” 
 
    She shook her head. “He’s been dead eight or nine years. Heart attack.” 
 
    Henry looked back at Mrs Thomson, but she didn’t seem to have been paying attention. Instead, she was looking at the food items on the aisles. He turned back to the manager. “Alright,” he said, “thanks for your help.” 
 
    She could see they were disappointed then asked, “What is it you were wanting to ask him?” 
 
    Henry tried to formulate the reason in his head but couldn’t, so he said, “I was just hoping to find out what he could tell us about Mrs Thomson and her son when they lived here in the eighties and nineties.” He tried to think who else would’ve known them but couldn’t. There were his former police colleagues, most of whom would’ve been retired now, except for Murphy, and he said he didn’t remember the Holtons. Which was most likely true. Henry had barely remembered them even when he was stuck in their basement facing near-certain death. 
 
    “Listen,” said the manager, “there’s a pub across the street, the Rose and Crown. The landlord’s been there for forty years or so, he knows a lot about the village. Why don’t you ask him?” 
 
    “He’s not retired?” Henry asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “He’s still there, though his daughter does most of the work.” 
 
    Henry glanced at Mrs Whitehead, who’d started to walk down one of the aisles with Mrs Thomson and was talking softly into her ear. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll give it a go,” Henry said. “Thanks for your help.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Rose and Crown didn’t open until 2 p.m. Henry stood outside its red wooden door, looking at its opening times on a chalkboard that hung on the wall. Cars drove past them on the main road, and Henry looked at the two wooden tables outside the pub, which were practically on the pavement, and wondered why anyone would want to sit at them. The air was so thick with car fumes here, he felt like he was about to have an asthma attack. 
 
    “Shall we come back later?” Mrs Whitehead asked, her hand still on Mrs Thomson’s shoulder. 
 
    “No,” Henry said, not wanting to spend several more hours walking around Wrose. “Let’s see if we can wake up this landlord.” 
 
    He knocked on the red wooden door but felt like his fists hadn’t made much of a noise. More cars drove past them on the road as he knocked on it again. He looked through the arched window next to the door, which was made from frosted glass and had the name of the pub written on it. He couldn’t see anything stir in the darkness within. 
 
    Henry felt like he didn’t have much of a choice, they would have to wait. 
 
    “Why don’t we ring them?” Mrs Whitehead asked. “Won’t they have a number online?” 
 
    Henry thought it might be worth a shot and pulled out his phone and searched Google for the pub’s phone number. He eventually found it and rang it, but no one picked up. He tried ringing a few more times but there wasn’t an answer. “Well, looks like we’ll have to come back at two.” He peered through the pub’s window again and was certain there was no movement from inside. 
 
    Mrs Thomson seemed to remember where she was and shook her head. “I hate this bloody pub. Simon was here every bloody day with his mates.” She shook her head again. “And that Ian was a nasty creep.” 
 
    Henry wondered who this Ian could be then looked up at the pub’s red front door. There was a brass plaque above the door, which was screwed into the Yorkshire stone and read, ‘Ian Tavistock licensed to sell intoxicating liquor for consumption on these premises.’ 
 
    Henry pointed out the plaque to Mrs Whitehead. “Looks like we’ve found our Ian.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Ten 
 
    They got some fish and chips from a chippy further down the street and were going to find a bench on the side of the road to eat them on when Mrs Whitehead saw a park. Henry carried the steaming carrier bag of food, with smells of vinegar and oil coming off it, as they walked into the park. 
 
    The park was basic and consisted of just two fields of grass, looking a bit brown thanks to the lack of rain. Two housing estates that surrounded the park were fenced off. Ahead, in the second field, was a children’s play area, where a few kids were shouting at each other while their parents looked on. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead turned to Mrs Thomson. “Can you remember this park?” she asked. 
 
    Mrs Thomson frowned and looked around like she’d just landed on an alien planet. 
 
    “We’re in Wrose,” Henry said. 
 
    Mrs Thomson looked at him like she didn’t recognise him then shook her head. 
 
    “She might be getting tired,” Mrs Whitehead said. 
 
    “Aye,” Henry agreed. “Hopefully she’ll perk up after some chips.” 
 
    They found a wooden table with some benches on either side and sat down at it. Henry dished out the rolls of fish and chips and some plastic forks and sat down opposite Mrs Whitehead and Mrs Thomson. 
 
    He opened up the wrapper of his fish and chips and started eating. There wasn’t much shade around, and the sun was baring down on them. He looked about to see if he could find another free bench, but there wasn’t one. He started to regret not putting on suntan lotion. He’d be as red as a lobster if he stayed out in this all day. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead helped Mrs Thomson with her chips, and they sat and ate quietly. 
 
    “So,” Mrs Whitehead started, “what’s the plan? Speak to this pub landlord?” 
 
    Henry nodded and swallowed his mouthful. “See what he knows about Mrs Thomson’s family then see what else she can remember.” He looked at Mrs Thomson, who was slowly placing chips into her mouth. 
 
    “Is that all your lot want you to do?” Mrs Whitehead asked. 
 
    Henry frowned. “Aye, find out as much as I can about Graham Thomson’s past and see if we can use it against him when he’s being questioned.” 
 
    “Has he been caught yet?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Don’t think so. They’d have called if he had.” He paused a second then took out his phone to check it. 
 
    There hadn’t been a missed call. 
 
    “Right, so, your plan is to walk around Wrose and hope that something pops up that you can use against Graham Thomson, if and when he’s captured?” She speared a chip with her fork and put it in her mouth. “And you were a senior detective?” 
 
    Henry bristled and nodded. “I was a senior detective, and sometimes police work is as simple as that. Walking around to see what we can find out. Besides, I don’t have the manpower to do a house-to-house.” 
 
    “Can’t you look into Graham’s past via a police computer or something?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, don’t you have records of everyone on your police computers?” 
 
    Henry tried to stifle a laugh. “We have some records of people who’ve committed crimes, and we have licence plate information. But for everything else, we need to request it, and that takes time. Time we don’t have. Sometimes it’s easier to get out there and start asking questions.” 
 
    “What about his computer? Hasn’t that been checked?” 
 
    “It’ll have been done already,” Henry said, but he wasn’t so sure the tech team would’ve got around to it yet. 
 
    “Plus, wasn’t there stuff in his bedroom?” 
 
    Henry chuckled. “There were crossbows and all sorts in there.” 
 
    “It just seems silly us walking around Wrose like a bunch of idiots when there’s, you know, a madman on the loose.” 
 
    Henry chewed some more chips and shrugged. “Look. I’m not disagreeing with you, but that’s what I’ve been asked to do. Making operational decisions is above my pay grade.” 
 
    “You’re not even getting paid anymore. You’re just glad to have something to do.” 
 
    He was about to argue with her and tell her she was wrong but had to stop and ask himself if she was. 
 
    He’d left the police ten years ago and had never thought he’d be back investigating, and part of him was relieved. It was the only thing that made him feel useful. 
 
    But he remembered the phone call he’d received at 3 a.m. and him standing in that dark cellar looking into that bag of body parts. “Well, I’d have been happier if they’d given me a less dangerous case to handle. I did nearly have my brains bashed out this morning.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead nodded. “Aye, I suppose you did.” She continued eating. 
 
    Henry looked at Mrs Thomson. “Can you remember this park?” he asked. 
 
    She chewed on a mouthful of fish and glanced around then shook her head. “Are we somewhere down south?” 
 
    “We’re in Wrose. Can you remember Wrose?” 
 
    She shook her head again while still chewing. “Graham liked parks, but he likes walking on the moors more. His dad always took him up there. They never said what they did, but Graham always wanted to go.” 
 
    Henry glanced at Mrs Whitehead. They were getting something. “Does Graham go walking up on the hills every day?” 
 
    “Oh yes.” She swallowed her mouthful of fish and said, “He’s up there all the time. Lord knows what he does up there.” 
 
    “What does he like to do, your Graham?” Mrs Whitehead asked, smiling. 
 
    “When he’s not at work, he’s either out walking up on the hills or he’s on that blasted computer of his.” 
 
    “What does he look at on his computer?” Henry asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. He never lets me near it.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead looked at Henry with a rather smug smile. “See,” she said, “I said you should be looking at his computer.” 
 
    Henry cleared his throat and tried not to rise to the bait. He pulled out one of the cans of Dandelion and Burdock from the chippy bag and opened it. After taking a sip, he said, “It’s nearly two. Let’s go see what that landlord remembers.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    They arrived back outside the Rose and Crown just after 2 p.m. Its red doors were open, and Henry heard a football match coming from inside. He wondered if it might be quicker if he went into the pub on his own, and turned to Mrs Whitehead. “Do you want to wait outside?” 
 
    She shook her head. “We’ll come in with you.” 
 
    Henry looked over at the two tables outside the pub that looked out into the busy main road. They didn’t have any parasols and were directly in the sun. “Sure you don’t want to sit there?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead didn’t look at the tables and instead shook her head. “No, we’ll come inside. She could do with a bit of shade and so could I.” 
 
    “I don’t like this pub,” Mrs Thomson said, looking up at the front of the building. 
 
    The pub was almost empty, apart from some old guy sitting in the corner who stared at his pint. It wasn’t very warm in there, which was a relief, but there was that old pub smell of spilt beer and urinal cakes. 
 
    A football match played on the widescreen TV on the wall, and it was just a touch below being too loud. A slim barmaid wearing a pink hoodie stood behind the bar. She looked up from her phone and seemed surprised to see them. “Hi, what can I get you?” 
 
    Henry approached the bar. “Hello,” he said. “We’d like to speak to the landlord if he’s in?” 
 
    “He’s upstairs,” said the barmaid, looking at Henry and then Mrs Whitehead with growing suspicion. Henry started to wonder if the landlord of this pub had a reason to be wary of people asking for him. “What’s it about?” 
 
    “I’m with West Yorkshire Police,” Henry said, watching the barmaid’s eyes widen. “This lady here, Mrs Thomson, lived in Wrose twenty years ago. She, unfortunately, has dementia now. But we think she might’ve known the landlord when she lived here. We’re hoping he’d be able to tell us something about her.” 
 
    The barmaid frowned as she looked at Mrs Thomson. “I don’t recognise her.” 
 
    Henry peered at the barmaid and wondered how old she’d have been twenty years ago. Despite her pink hoodie and jeans, she looked to be a similar age to Graham. It was the many wrinkles around her eyes and mouth that gave it away. “Did you live here in the late nineties?” 
 
    “Yeah, I did. The landlord’s my dad.” 
 
    Henry felt his eyebrows rise up his forehead. “Ah, so you might remember someone called Graham Thomson?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    Henry remembered that they had a different surname back then. “Or Graham Holton.” 
 
    The barmaid’s eyes widened again. “Holton? Graham Holton?” She leant forward, holding onto one of the beer pumps to get a better look at Mrs Thomson. “Bloody hell. It is his mum.” 
 
    “What can you tell us about Graham Holton?” 
 
    She blew air out of her lips and said, “Where do you want me to start?” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Eleven 
 
    They remained near the bar. Henry found a bar stool for Mrs Thomson to sit on, and it took a few attempts to get her onto it. Mrs Whitehead remained standing at her side, in the unlikely event that she fell off it. 
 
    The barmaid, who Henry had found out was called Claire, was still leaning over the bar, her hand on top of one of the beer pumps. “You’re really here about Graham?” she asked. 
 
    Henry nodded then looked about the pub to make sure they weren’t being listened to. The TV on the far wall was still playing a football match loudly, and the man sitting at the far corner seemed too absorbed in his pint to pay them any notice. “Aye, Graham’s been in trouble.” 
 
    Claire tutted and crossed her arms over her chest. “I’m not surprised. He was a freak that lad.” 
 
    “What can you tell us about him?” 
 
    She picked up an e-cigarette from off the bar and sucked on it. “Well, what do you want to know? Other than that he was a weirdo.” She blew out a lungful of vapour that smelt of bubblegum. 
 
    “Did you know him well?” Henry asked, wafting the smoke away from his face. 
 
    She shrugged. “Went to school with him. He was in my year or maybe the year below. Everyone knew who he was, mind.” 
 
    “Why? Because of his dad?” 
 
    She looked at Henry, her eyes narrowing as if she was only just noticing him properly. “So you’re in the police?” 
 
    “I was. And I’m helping them with this investigation.” 
 
    She looked at Mrs Thomson. “She doesn’t want a drink or something?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “She’ll be fine. Her son, Graham, has been up to something… something bad… and we’re just going around Wrose to see what we can learn about his past.” 
 
    She frowned. “So, you’re not with the normal police?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “No. We’re assisting them.” 
 
    She looked at him coolly as if gauging how honest she could be. Henry had seen that same look on people who had a lot to hide. “Right, you just want to know about Graham?” 
 
    “And his dad if you know where he is?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Can’t help you there. Surely, you know where he is? Or she does?” She pointed at Mrs Thomson, who’d picked up a soggy beer mat off the top of the bar and was looking at it. 
 
    “Mrs Thomson here isn’t well. She has memory issues.” 
 
    “Probably for the best,” said Claire under her breath. “I’ve no idea where Graham’s dad is. Last I heard he was in prison.” 
 
    Henry decided he’d check if Simon Holton was still in prison and if he was, which one he was in. “So, what can you tell us about Graham?” 
 
    “He was a freak.” She sucked on her e-cigarette again and blew out more vapour. 
 
    “Aye, you’ve said that already. In what way was he a freak?” 
 
    “Creepy. He just stared at people. Never spoke. He stank too. Like… of dead stuff. Did you hear he was found with loads of dead animals? He’d been gutting them or something.” 
 
    “Aye,” Henry said, “I knew about that. Did you know if he went to college or anything after he left school?” 
 
    She shrugged then her eyes narrowed as she seemingly remembered something. “Oh, hang on. He went on to become a butcher, I think.” 
 
    “A butcher? Here in Wrose?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Shipley, I think. We all wanted to know where he worked so we could avoid it. You’d have no idea what that dirty sod was putting in the meat.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “Well, he cut up animals and stuff, didn’t he?” She paused for an instant, then said, “He was creepy around girls and kids, too.” 
 
    “Creepy?” 
 
    “Aye, like, staring at us lasses all the time, then he started doing it with the younger lasses when he got older. He’d hang around the park too when he was like fifteen or sixteen. I mean, he’d hang around the kids’ section all on his own.” She hugged her arms tightly around her chest and seemed to shiver. 
 
    “Were there any accusations made against him?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Shouldn’t you know that?” 
 
    Henry felt his cheeks tinge red. He should know that. He should have a lot more information that he didn’t have. He’d have to get on Barnes’s back after this. It was like she sent him out with nothing and expected him to find something more substantial than local gossip. “Right,” he said, trying to pretend he wasn’t on a hopeless task. “And when did you last see Graham?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Oh, years ago.” 
 
    “Can you be more specific?” 
 
    She sighed and seemed to think about it for a moment. “Fifteen or twenty years,” she said, shaking her head while she spoke like she couldn’t be certain. 
 
    “Do you remember him ever going onto the moors?” 
 
    She nodded. “Aye. I remember something like that. He went up there with his dad. No idea what they did up there.” She seemed to catch herself talking about Simon Holton and then clammed up. 
 
    Henry noticed and said, “Well, thanks for answering my questions. Could you go fetch the landlord?” 
 
    She shook her head and stood behind the bar. “No offence, but he won’t talk to you. Not unless you drag him down to the police station and interrogate him. And, even then, he’d only ask for his lawyer.” She sucked on her e-cigarette and blew out the vapour. Some of it went directly into Henry’s face. 
 
    “Well, could you let him tell us that?” 
 
    She shook her head. “I’m doing you a favour. You either listen to me or you have him scream and ball into your face. It’s your choice.” 
 
    Henry realised he didn’t have one. He couldn’t risk an angry landlord shouting at him while Mrs Thomson was there. “Alright, I might come back later,” he said, not feeling very sure of himself. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They got back into the car, with the two women sitting in the back. The car was boiling hot inside. The leather of the driver’s seat was near-scolding. Henry was glad he hadn’t brought Tessa in the end, otherwise she’d have been roasted alive in the car. 
 
    He put the air-con on full blast and rested his head against the scolding headrest. They’d wasted several hours and hadn’t learnt much. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead saw that Mrs Thomson’s seatbelt was fastened then she tapped Henry on his shoulder. “Alright?” 
 
    He felt exhaustion take over him. Maybe he’d eaten too much of that portion of fish and chips or had been in the sun for too long. “Fine,” he eventually said. 
 
    “Wasn’t really worth the drive over, was it?” 
 
    Henry sighed. “We had fish and chips.” 
 
    She tried a laugh. “So, what did you learn?” 
 
    Henry cleared his throat and sat forward. “I learnt that we don’t really know much about Graham Thomson and have wasted several hours piddling about, while he’s still out there on the run.” He started the car’s engine and then merged into the traffic. 
 
    “That’s not very fair,” Mrs Whitehead said after a few minutes. “We learnt he went onto the moors with his dad. That he was a bit weird as a kid. That he trained to be a butcher and that he’s worked in an abattoir.” She paused as if to think of what else they’d learnt. 
 
    “Aye. I suppose you’re right,” Henry said. “We learnt a few bits.” 
 
    “We’ve also learnt he was up to something on his computer.” 
 
    There it was, Henry had been expecting her to go back to her original argument that they were wasting time walking around and should instead be looking at Graham’s computer. 
 
    Henry didn’t take the bait. Instead, he looked at Mrs Whitehead in his rear-view mirror and said, “I suppose we don’t make that bad a team, do we? We’ve been out and about asking questions. Doing some real police work.” 
 
    She scoffed. “Don’t get ahead of yourself. You’ve dragged me into this more than I’d like.” 
 
    They carried on in silence. Henry went back to thinking about how little information Barnes had given him. Especially these days when everything was done on computers. He knew Barnes was struggling with her health issues, but he’d just wasted several hours finding out not much. He pulled his phone out of his pocket and while waiting at some traffic lights, he dialled Barnes’s number. 
 
    She picked up after several rings. “How’s it going?” she asked. 
 
    Henry wondered if he’d just woken her up as she still sounded half-asleep. 
 
    “Not great,” he said. The traffic light went green, so he put the call on loudspeaker and put his phone next to the gearstick. 
 
    “Have you found anything out?” Barnes’s voice was barely audible over the sound of the air-con, which was going full blast. 
 
    Henry glanced into his rear-view mirror at Mrs Whitehead then said, “We’ve found out a few things. Graham liked going onto the moors. He used to go up there with his dad, Simon Holton. There was also something about Graham hanging around playgrounds, looking at kids. So, maybe a criminal record check wouldn’t go amiss.” 
 
    “Already done. He’s clean. Was there anything else?” she asked, not sounding very impressed. 
 
    “I recommend having a look at his computer, as Mrs Thomson says he was always on it.” 
 
    “Tech have it. They said it’s got strong password protection, and it might take them a while to get in.” 
 
    “Right.” Just as he thought. He couldn’t help allowing himself a quick smug smile, which he hoped Mrs Whitehead didn’t see in the rear-view mirror. “Also, Graham trained to be a butcher.” 
 
    “Do you know where?” 
 
    “Shipley. We think. Mrs Thomson says he used to work in an abattoir. Possibly recently.” 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    “She doesn’t know. Maybe one in Keighley, but…” He glanced over his shoulder to look at Mrs Thomson and saw that she was asleep. Her flabby chin was resting on her chest. “She can’t tell us which one.” 
 
    The line went quiet, and Henry wondered if the call had cut off. Then Barnes said, “Go find out which one and go ask some questions. See what you can learn.” 
 
    Henry looked in the rear-view mirror again at Mrs Whitehead to see if she was game. She didn’t seem happy with the prospect of driving around some more but shrugged her acquiescence. “Alright,” Henry said, before adding, “aren’t you still at Keighley police station?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m trying to manage this side of the investigation from here.” 
 
    Henry wondered what that could mean then Barnes added, “Try and find out what you can as quickly as possible.” 
 
    “Why? Has there been news on the hunt for Graham?” 
 
    “Not yet. Last I heard the helicopter had gone back to refuel and the police dogs were going out. But there’s been no sign of him.” 
 
    Henry wanted to ask what the rush was but decided not to. It’d only annoy Barnes further, and he couldn’t do with the hassle. “Alright. I’ll get back to you in the hour.” 
 
    “By 3.30,” Barnes said. “I need to update the senior officers then.” 
 
    Henry checked the clock on his dashboard. Barnes had given him less than an hour. He sighed. “Right. I’ll do my best.” 
 
    Barnes hung up, and Henry left his phone next to his gearstick. He sighed. He was starting to feel exhausted, and the heat wasn’t helping him. 
 
    “Well, she sounds like a barrel of laughs,” Mrs Whitehead said after a few moments. 
 
    “She’s still struggling from the injuries she got from that other copper,” Henry said, although he couldn’t remember Barnes being any more pleasant before she’d been beaten up. 
 
    “So, we’re off to Keighley then?” 
 
    Henry sighed. He’d have to stop somewhere anyway and google all the abattoirs in Keighley. He didn’t know how long that’d take him. “I could drop you off somewhere and call you a taxi if you want?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead scoffed. “Go on, let’s see what we can find out.” She opened her white, leather handbag that was sat in between her and Mrs Thomson and pulled out a large mobile phone from it. She clicked on its screen and then said, “I’ll start looking for abattoirs while you drive.” 
 
    Henry chuckled to himself. Maybe they were making a good team, after all. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twelve 
 
    There were only two abattoirs in Keighley. One was a halal slaughterhouse, which wouldn’t have hired Graham, so they decided to go to the other one called PM Taylor’s Meat Warehouse. 
 
    Henry parked his Skoda in the small car park next to a single-story warehouse. The lot was half-filled, and two of the spots were taken by white delivery vans that had the slaughterhouse’s logo on them. 
 
    The slaughterhouse was on the outskirts of Keighley, surrounded by terraced houses. Henry didn’t think these houses would be worth much, seeing as they were right next to a slaughterhouse. Henry could smell the stench coming through the car’s air-con. It was sickly sweet and meaty at the same time, with a hint of sewage thrown in for extra flavour. 
 
    There was a small building attached to the warehouse, which seemed to be an office. It had a brown front door, like the ones you’d find on a suburban house. 
 
    He undid his seatbelt. “Right, I’ll go in.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead looked over at Mrs Thomson, who was still asleep, and nodded. “Alright. Will they even talk to you?” 
 
    Henry shrugged. “I’m with the police, so they’d better, or they’ll have an angry DI Barnes to contend with.” He sat back in his seat and checked the clock on his dashboard. He had less than half an hour to meet Barnes’s deadline. 
 
    “Can you leave the air-con on?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “Not without leaving the engine running, which I’m not supposed to do. I can open the windows?” 
 
    “No,” Mrs Whitehead said. “You can leave that smell outside.” She sighed. “Don’t be long.” 
 
    He promised her he’d be as quick as he could and got out of the car after turning off the engine. It really did stink outside. The hot air was heavy with it. He considered taking the car and parking it down the street so Mrs Whitehead could open the windows, but he decided against it. That’d take too long. 
 
    He went into the small building attached to the warehouse and found himself in a small office. It had yellow walls, and he smirked as he saw several air fresheners dotted around, which didn’t really make a dent in the smell. There were two desks, and sitting at one was a woman in her thirties with dark brown hair in a ponytail. She looked up from her computer screen to Henry. “Can I help?” 
 
    “Hi, I’m here with West Yorkshire Police.” 
 
    The woman frowned and glanced over at a grey door on the far wall. Henry followed her gaze and wondered if that door led into the warehouse. Was there something in there she didn’t want him to see? 
 
    The woman looked back at him and asked, “How can I help?” 
 
    “I’m making enquiries into a man called Graham Thomson or he might be known as Graham Holton. He might’ve worked here.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “Right. Is that it?” 
 
    He nodded then glanced at the grey door, wondering what was behind it. “Aye.” 
 
    She clicked her mouse and then typed into her computer. “Erm… What was the name again?” 
 
    “Graham Thomson.” 
 
    “When did he work here?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Probably within the last ten years if he worked here at all.” 
 
    “We only keep records for six.” 
 
    “Right, well, try the last six years then.” 
 
    She typed into her computer again. “Ah, yeah,” she said. “I’ve got Graham Thomson. I think I remember him actually. Started in 2012 and left about a month ago.” 
 
    “Why did he leave?” 
 
    She shrugged. “We laid off a few workers recently.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “We were badly affected during the lockdowns.” 
 
    “Weren’t you a special case? I thought we’d need slaughtermen to carry on working.” 
 
    “We did, but not all the time.” She looked at him with a pair of dark eyes that barely gave anything away. 
 
    He didn’t bother questioning her further about it and, instead, stepped closer to her desk. “Is there anything you can tell me about him?” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “His behaviour, what his work record was like?” 
 
    She shook her head. “You’d need to ask Paul about all that. I just handle the admin here.” 
 
    “Is Paul available?” 
 
    She took in a deep breath, then looked over at the empty desk next to her. “Can you see him?” 
 
    Henry took another step further. “Look, what’s your name?” 
 
    She straightened up in her office chair. “Do I have to tell you?” 
 
    “Listen,” Henry said, at the end of his patience, “get Paul here now, or I’ll get on the phone and tell the chief constable of West Yorkshire Police to send some officers over. Then, when they arrive, I’ll ask them to arrest you for withholding evidence. Then, they’ll look around that warehouse and make sure all the health and safety regulations are being met, and if not, they’ll shut you down.” He took a breath. “Have I made myself clear?” 
 
    It was an empty threat, he knew. The best he could do was tell Barnes that the slaughterhouse wasn’t cooperating, and she’d most likely drive down here and shout at them. But the woman didn’t know that and seemed to fall for it. 
 
    She got up from her office chair and stormed towards the grey door that led to the warehouse, leaving it ajar. Henry heard animals cry out from the other side and the sounds of machinery and splashing water. 
 
    He waited alone in the office, listening to the death cries when the woman with dark hair returned, followed by an angry-looking man. He wore jeans and a black polo shirt under a white apron that was splattered with blood. His face was red as he glared at Henry. “Yes?” 
 
    “Hello. Has your colleague explained who I am?” 
 
    The woman remained standing behind the man, with her back to the wall. 
 
    “She did.” The man stepped into the room. He was huge, almost as wide as he was tall. “I’m in the middle of organising a big delivery, so what is it you want?” His shoes squeaked on the lino floor. 
 
    Henry stood his ground in the centre of the office and asked, “What can you tell me about Graham Thomson?” 
 
    The man placed his hands on his hips and stood in front of Henry, eyeing him up. “What can I say?” he asked in a broad Yorkshire accent. “He was alright, pretty quiet from what I can remember.” 
 
    “You were his manager?” 
 
    He nodded. “I manage everyone here.” 
 
    Henry wondered if the man was the PM from the company’s logo. Paul something or other. “Right, and why did Graham leave the company?” 
 
    The man shrugged his large shoulders. “What can I say? We needed fewer people, and he was a bit slower than the others.” 
 
    “Slower?” 
 
    He nodded. “He was very good, mind. I always said he missed his true calling.” 
 
    “Which would be?” 
 
    “A surgeon. If he could’ve got his head around those medical books, that man would’ve made an amazing surgeon. He did wonders with that blade of his.” 
 
    Henry felt queasy thinking about it. Graham did do wonders with his blade but, unfortunately, he wasn’t saving people. 
 
    Henry felt a wave of exhaustion come over him and nearly lost his footing. He looked about him for a chair but didn’t find one. Instead, he rested his hand on the woman’s empty desk and held himself upright. 
 
    There was no air in this office, and he felt his back was damp underneath his short-sleeved shirt. 
 
    His dizzy turn hadn’t gone unnoticed by the slaughterhouse manager. “You alright?” He stepped towards Henry with a slight grin. “A few people have dizzy spells here. It takes a while to get used to it all.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” Henry said, wiping his damp brow. “When Graham worked here, were any comments made about him?” 
 
    “What like?” 
 
    “Him being a bit weird.” 
 
    The man scoffed. “Well, this business attracts a certain kind of person. Like I said to you, we’re the poor cousins of surgeons. They might have the book smarts, but at the end of the day, we’re both just carving up carcasses.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Henry said. “But they’re generally working on living carcasses.” He managed to stand up straight. He thought it was the smell that was getting to him. It was sweet yet meaty, like rotten game meat or something. It had completely filled his nose. “Would you be shocked if I told you that Graham Thomson is suspected of committing murder?” 
 
    The large man frowned and then glanced at the woman, who’d gone pale. “Aye, I would be shocked. Who do you reckon he killed?” 
 
    “We can’t reveal that at this time,” Henry said, mostly because they’d only found a carrier bag filled with human remains. “Did he have any fallouts here? Was there anyone he had a grudge against?” 
 
    The large man shrugged. “No idea… Ah… maybe that lad. What was he called?” He looked at the woman, who was nodding as if she knew who he was talking about. 
 
    “Yes,” she said then repeated the question. “What’s he called?” She walked to her desk, sat down and started typing on her computer. 
 
    “Young lad. A bit of a clown. He bullied Graham rotten. I tried to stop it, but a lot of it was done under my nose. Both left during the layoffs, unfortunately.” 
 
    “Wasn’t this lad fast enough either?” Henry asked. 
 
    “He wasn’t fast enough and was a bit of a nuisance. So, there were no hard feelings when we lost him.” 
 
    The woman stopped typing. “James Leatherby,” she said. 
 
    “Aye, that’s it. He was only young. In his twenties, but a pain in the arse nonetheless.” 
 
    Henry considered it. Both men went at the same time, and the young lad had a history of bullying Graham. Maybe it was worth speaking to him. He looked at the woman. “Have you got an address?” 
 
    She nodded and scribbled it down on a yellow Post-it note. Henry took it from her and read it. It was in Keighley. 
 
    “When were they both sacked?” he asked. 
 
    The man exhaled as if he couldn’t remember. “About a month ago,” he eventually said. 
 
    Henry looked at the address in his hand. “Have you heard anything from this James Leatherby since then?” he asked. “Any requests for references or anything?” 
 
    The man frowned and then glanced at the woman as if she had the answer. She paused for a moment then shook her head. “Nothing.” 
 
    “They don’t always use references,” said the man. “Besides, this lad probably knew he wasn’t going to get a good one.” 
 
    “Are there many slaughterhouses around here?” 
 
    The man shook his head. “A few but I doubt any of the halal places would hire James.” 
 
    Henry looked at the address again and guessed it was a five-minute drive away. He checked his watch and saw that he had fifteen minutes until Barnes’s deadline. “Thanks for answering my questions.” He turned and headed to the door. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    The sun was bearing down on the tarmac underfoot, and he could almost feel the heat rising from it as he headed to his car. He opened the driver’s door and poked his head inside. “Are you alright?” he asked the two women in the back. 
 
    The inside of the car was hotter than outside, and Mrs Whitehead’s curly hair had frizzed up. She’d also taken off the white denim jacket she was wearing and placed it next to her. “You took your bloody time,” she said. 
 
    Henry sat in the driver’s seat and turned on the engine. He whacked on the air-con at full blast. He reversed out of the parking spot then stopped and looked at the yellow Post-it that the woman in the office had written for him. He handed it to Mrs Whitehead. “Here, can you find the fastest way to this address?” 
 
    She tutted and asked him what his last slave had died of. She took the Post-it all the same and tapped on her phone. 
 
    Henry gave Mrs Thomson a quick glance and saw that she was still asleep. “Has she woken up since?” 
 
    “No,” Mrs Whitehead said, staring at her phone. “She must’ve been tired.” 
 
    “Well, she was ringing me at three in the morning,” Henry said, as he pulled the car out of the car park. 
 
    Now that they’d driven away from the slaughterhouse, Mrs Whitehead opened her window and stuck her face out of it, like Henry had seen dogs do. “Sorry I took so long,” he said. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead didn’t respond. She just carried on sticking her face into the breeze. 
 
    “Any luck with that address?” he asked after she sat back in her seat. 
 
    “It’s about five minutes away, just across town near the Morrisons. Take the next left. Why? Whose address is it?” 
 
    Henry cleared his throat. “It’s someone who might be worth speaking to.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Henry said. “I just have a feeling.” 
 
    “And did you use this ‘feeling’ when you were in the police?” 
 
    Henry grunted. “It’s all I bloody used.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The house was in an industrial area behind the supermarket. Rows of depressing-looking terrace houses had sprung up between warehouses and small factories; and James Leatherby’s house was one of these. 
 
    They pulled up outside. The warehouse opposite looked to have been abandoned years earlier. Its windows had been bricked up, and green graffiti had been sprawled across its walls. “This looks like a lovely neighbourhood,” Mrs Whitehead said. 
 
    Henry ignored her. He’d seen worse ones in Bradford and Leeds over the years. He looked up and down the narrow street. Further up the road was a builders’ merchant, and down the street was a squat brick building that seemed to be the cab office for a taxi firm. 
 
    The street was deserted and, thankfully, shaded from the sun, as the empty warehouse opposite blocked it out. He checked the time. He only had five minutes before he had to report to Barnes. 
 
    “Stay here,” Henry said to Mrs Whitehead. 
 
    She seemed to pick up on his stern tone of voice and agreed. “Will do.” She held her mobile phone up to him. “I’ll have my thumb on the emergency number in case you need it.” 
 
    Henry frowned. “Why would I need to ring it? Just make sure you don’t press it by accident.” 
 
    She scoffed. “I know you make jokes when you’re anxious, but now’s really not the time.” 
 
    He tried to blank her out, then took a breath and got out of the car. 
 
    It was cooler in the shade, and he didn’t have to squint in the sun. There was also a slight breeze, which he hadn’t noticed earlier. He glanced at Mrs Whitehead in the back seat. She held up her mobile phone to the window, and he could just about see the emergency number on its screen. He rolled his eyes and walked towards the house. 
 
    The house was a small one-up-one-down, which made Henry wonder if anyone else lived with James Leatherby. It could be a houseshare, or James could be married or have a partner. Henry peered through the front window, which he presumed looked into the living room, but couldn’t see much through the dirty netted curtain. 
 
    He went to the white, plastic front door and saw pizza delivery leaflets sticking out of the letter box, along with several free papers. The whole letter box was jammed with the stuff. There were even flyers stuck under the door, which led Henry to believe it hadn’t been opened in a while. 
 
    He knocked and waited for a response from inside, but he heard nothing. He knocked again, banging the door with the ball of his fist. He took a step back and looked up at the upstairs window but saw nothing move. 
 
    He wasn’t sure what to do when something in the window of the house next door moved. Henry glanced at it and then stepped towards the neighbouring house just as its front door opened. 
 
    An old man stuck his head out from around the door, keeping the rest of his body hidden behind it. Henry guessed from the man’s wrinkled face and silver hair that he must be in his eighties. 
 
    “Who are you? Police?” asked the man. 
 
    Henry frowned. “I’m with the police.” 
 
    “You here about next door?” 
 
    Henry stepped closer to the old man. “Aye. What do you know about him?” 
 
    “I’ve been ringing for weeks. First, you said you’d send someone out, but you never did unless I was asleep when they came.” The man wheezed through his words like he had a severe lung condition. “Which is possible.” 
 
    “What’s possible?” asked Henry. 
 
    “That I was asleep when they came.” 
 
    “Why did you call them?” 
 
    “I heard screaming. The lad next door.” The man took a breath. “He was screaming. I called you lot. And you didn’t come.” 
 
    “You heard him screaming?” 
 
    “Aye.” The man licked his dry, cracked lips. “I was worried about him, you see? He was an alright lad. Better than most who’ve lived there. He used to get me bits of shopping in.” 
 
    Henry glanced back at James Leatherby’s house then back at the old man. “When did this happen?” 
 
    “A couple of weeks ago now. I’ve got the date written down somewhere.” He took a breath and then said. “Surely, you lot know when I rang you.” 
 
    Henry guessed there’d be a record of it somewhere. “And he’s not been back since?” 
 
    The man shook his head. 
 
    “Do you know what happened to him?” Henry asked. 
 
    “He’s dead.” 
 
    Henry felt a cold grip in his chest. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He’s been killed.” The old man started wheezing as if talking about this was too much for his frail system. “I told you lot on the phone. There’d been this odd bloke hanging around. Blonde hair. The morning it happened.” The man’s wheezing increased. “And then, that afternoon, that lad came back to his house, and I heard screaming.” He took another lungful of air. “Not for long, mind. Just a few minutes. Then, that was it.” 
 
    Henry stared back at the front door of James Leatherby’s house. “You really think he’s been killed?” 
 
    “Aye.” 
 
    “Then who locked up his house? Does he live alone?” 
 
    “Aye. He had girls over every now and then. I reckon that odd bloke took his key and locked everything up.” 
 
    “Did you see him leave? Did he leave with the body?” 
 
    The old man shook his head. “Saw nothing of the like.” 
 
    Henry looked again at James Leatherby’s door and wondered what the hell had happened on the other side. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry stared at James Leatherby’s front door. Its once-white plastic panelling had been streaked with dirty rain over the years. He had no right to enter other people’s houses. Even when he was a DCI he’d have needed to get a search warrant. Unless he thought there was an urgent reason to enter the house to ‘save life and limb’. 
 
    He looked back at the elderly neighbour, who peered at him from behind his front door. The silver whips of his hair shook in the light breeze. 
 
    Henry checked his watch. He had only a few minutes before he had to call Barnes. He looked back at the old man. “You don’t happen to have a key?” 
 
    The old man shook his head. 
 
    Henry looked back at James Leatherby’s front door and wondered if he could kick it open. In the past he would’ve kicked it down without question. But as he was in his early sixties and had a dodgy hip, he thought that wouldn’t be such a good idea. 
 
    He pulled out the pile of junk mail in the letter box and some of the newspapers and flyers were torn in the process. Once clear, he knelt and looked through. Everything was dark inside, and he couldn’t see much of anything. 
 
    He stood up, leaning against the door for support, and wondered what he’d do if he was still in the police. He’d probably enter the house. A neighbour had told him that someone’s life was in danger. That’d give Henry enough cover to enter the property if he made his report sound urgent enough. The only problem was, he couldn’t get in. 
 
    He looked back at his car parked on the road as if that would offer him a solution, but it didn’t. He might have an old cricket bat in the boot, next to an old pair of walking boots, but they wouldn’t be much use to him. He saw Mrs Whitehead watching him through the back window. He didn’t necessarily want her to be involved in this, but then again, she already was. 
 
    Turning back to the door, he looked at its lock. It wasn’t a substantial one, but it would definitely withstand him trying to kick it open. He’d do more damage to his hip than the lock if he tried. 
 
    He knelt again and looked at the door’s plastic panelling. He pressed the large plastic panel at its base; its surface was rough with dirt and grime. The panel was old and thin. Perhaps, if he kicked hard enough, it would give in. 
 
    He stood up, leant himself against the door frame and levelled his right leg, which was his good one. He booted the door panel as if he were belting a rugby ball across a pitch. 
 
    There was a loud crack. The panel nearly came off but was still there. 
 
    He kicked it again, and it gave way, leaving a hole in the door wide enough for him to get through. 
 
    He got on all fours and climbed through the hole in the door. The edges around the hole were sharp, and he tried his best not to touch them but ended up catching his thigh and ripping the denim in his jeans. Once he was in the living room, he used the wall for support and stood up. 
 
    The rank smell of putrid meat filled his nostrils. The room was dark. Slits of daylight poked around the edges of the closed curtains. A buzzing noise got louder as it sensed his presence in the room. Flies. Not a good sign. 
 
    He pulled out his phone from his pocket and turned on the torch. The living room was a mess. There was a sofa opposite a small gas fire. In the corner was a TV. He walked over a doormat and nearly slipped on flyers and unopened letters. He kicked them and looked down at the beige carpet and saw a dark, brown stain. 
 
    He looked about the wall for a light switch and turned it on, but no light came. Probably no more money in the meter. 
 
    He levelled the torch on his phone at the carpet and followed the brown stain that started off in a narrow strip then moved along the carpet to a large dry pool. The buzzing noise grew louder as he looked at the large pool, which seemed to pulsate. He moved the tip of his shoe towards it, and then the pool pulsated further until a bunch of flies broke off from it and fluttered around his shoe. 
 
    He stumbled backwards and happened to light up the wall with his torch. More brown stains covered the wall in long strips as if paint had been splattered against it. 
 
    He decided to get out of there. He’d seen enough to know that the old man’s story was true. James Leatherby was dead, and Graham Thomson most likely killed him. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Henry stood on the pavement outside James Leatherby’s house. The stench of dead flesh was still up his nose, and he had the urge to spit but didn’t want to while the old man from next door was watching him. He sucked in fresh air from the gentle breeze that blew down the street, and looked up at the abandoned warehouse opposite that blocked out the sun. He was glad that James Leatherby’s living room window wasn’t in direct sunlight. Otherwise, it’d stink even more. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead was standing outside the car with her arms crossed over her chest. She was still holding her mobile phone, and Henry presumed her finger was ready to press the emergency number. 
 
    Henry waved at her and smiled so she wouldn’t worry, and then he called DI Barnes. 
 
    She picked up after several rings and asked for his update. She hadn’t been expecting what he told her. “What do you mean a victim?” 
 
    “I’ve just found a body,” he said, keeping his voice low as he looked at the old man next door, who was standing outside his own front door. 
 
    He heard Barnes swear under her breath. “Do you know who it is?” 
 
    “James Leatherby, I think. Some lad who had the misfortune of working with Graham Thomson. The manager at the slaughterhouse said James had been bullying him, and they were both laid off a few weeks ago.” 
 
    “Shit. Sounds like him, then.” She sighed down the phone. “Best get a scene of crime unit down there.” 
 
    “Aye.” Henry looked at the elderly neighbour again then spoke even more quietly. “We might have a problem. Well, you lot might. An elderly neighbour said he called the police when he heard the murder happen a few weeks ago, and he doesn’t think anyone came out to check up on it.” 
 
    Barnes exhaled again down the line. This time louder. “You’re kidding?” 
 
    “I wish I was. Surely, calls about murders don’t get ignored these days?” 
 
    “They shouldn’t, obviously, but I wouldn’t be surprised with the way things are going.” She went silent then said, “We best make sure he doesn’t talk to the press. It’d make a lovely front page. ‘Man hears murder happen and police do nothing.’” 
 
    “Hmm,” Henry grunted, slightly surprised that her first concern was what the headlines would be and not the shocking failure of the police. “Well, I’ll try and placate him.” 
 
    “Okay.” Henry heard her typing then she said, “The scene of crime unit’s on its way.” 
 
    “Are you coming down?” 
 
    “No,” she said, a little too defensively. “I won’t. Can you handle it?” 
 
    He looked about the street, at the old man next door, then at James Leatherby’s broken front door. “Right, yeah. No problem. You know I am supposed to be retired, though?” 
 
    She scoffed. “Please, you get more a month from your police pension than I get from my salary.” 
 
    Henry wasn’t quite sure about that, although he suspected his pension payments would be more than the ones she’d get when she retired. But that was her hard luck. “Will you be updating the senior officers?” 
 
    “Yes, in a few minutes. In fact, I’ll have to get going.” 
 
    He looked at the house next door and then said, “Before you do, send me a recent picture of Graham Thomson. If we have one?” 
 
    “We do. I’ll text it to you.” 
 
    “Speak to you later.” He hung up and looked at the old man. “Right, sir, the police are on their way. If you wouldn’t mind going inside, I’ll come around and talk to you in a few minutes.” 
 
    The old man nodded his head but didn’t seem to fully understand what Henry had said to him. He was wearing some old, tattered trousers and a shirt and green cardigan, despite the unseasonable heat. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead crossed the street and walked towards Henry. “What’s happened?” 
 
    Henry glanced back at the old man, who seemed to have got the message and was closing his front door. “It looks like a murder happened in the house.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead gasped. Then peered over his shoulder at the broken front door. “A murder?” Her hand went to her collarbone. “And it was that lad? The one you wanted to talk to?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “I suspect it is, though we don’t know for certain. Scene of crime officers are on their way and the coroner, probably.” 
 
    She peered over his shoulder again. “God. It’s like a murder mystery this.” 
 
    “Aye, except it’s real.” His phone vibrated in his hand, and he saw he’d received the recent picture of Graham from Barnes. He looked over at his Skoda and saw Mrs Thomson in the back seat, her chin still resting on her chest. “And her son’s the likely suspect, wherever he is.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The scene of crime officers had arrived and were cordoning off the street with blue-and-white police tape. Henry had parked his Skoda beyond the cordon and left Mrs Whitehead and Mrs Thomson in the back. Mrs Whitehead was watching the police vans drive down the street and the scene of crime officers suit up as if she was having the time of her life. Henry wondered if she’d actually taken in the fact that someone had been brutally murdered. 
 
    Henry left her to watch the scene and went to call on the elderly neighbour. He let Henry into his living room, which looked like it hadn’t changed since the 1970s, apart from the TV and the gas fire that had been replaced recently. The gas fire was on, burning lightly, despite it being hot outside. A layer of dust covered everything, and there was a coffee table in the centre of the room that was buried under magazines and newspapers. Henry wondered if some of them were from the 1970s as well when he saw a battered Radio Times with a former Doctor Who on its cover. 
 
    There were two, dark green armchairs, and the old man sat at the one which had an oxygen tank next to it. The oxygen mask rested on the armrest. He pointed at the other armchair. “Take a seat.” He wheezed. “Tea?” 
 
    Henry saw two mugs on the coffee table that seemed to have been there for years, and the tea stains inside them had turned green. He declined. “Now, can you remember exactly when you heard the screaming coming from next door?” 
 
    The old man nodded. “Aye. I found the paper I wrote it on. Don’t you lot know?” 
 
    “We’re not able to locate the date,” he lied. They hadn’t even tried to. 
 
    The old man picked up a tattered envelope from the coffee table and read from it. “It was July 21st.” The old man pointed a shaky finger at the date which had been scrawled on the envelope. Next to the date were the words ‘called police’. 
 
    “Right,” Henry said, pulling his phone from his pocket. He leant forward and showed the man the picture of Graham Thomson. “Do you recognise this man?” 
 
    The old man squinted at the screen and then took Henry’s phone. His hands shook as he brought the phone close to his face, so close that Henry wondered if he’d be able to make out the photo properly. 
 
    “Aye, that’s who I saw outside. He had blonde hair. Looked a bit odd. I wouldn’t have liked to have been his friend.” 
 
    “I don’t blame you.” Henry leant forward and held out his hand for the old man to return his phone, which he did. “And did this man hang around a few times or just once?” 
 
    “Hmm…” The old man lifted his head up. “Twice, I think. Might’ve been more… as I sleep a lot, you see. He had a van. Big white Transit. He parked it near the house…” He wheezed out several short, sharp coughs then grasped hold of the oxygen mask and placed it over his mouth and nose. 
 
    Henry could see the man was excited, as his chest was moving up and down, but he needed some more information. “When exactly did you see this man?” 
 
    The man spoke through his oxygen mask, which was barely audible under the sound of the air being pumped into it. “The… day before. And the day when I heard the screams.” 
 
    “And what time did you hear the screams?” 
 
    “Evening. I think. Just after Channel 4 News.” 
 
    Henry had to think when that would be. “Around 8 p.m.?” 
 
    The old man nodded his head. 
 
    “Right,” Henry said, standing up. “Thanks for all the information.” 
 
    The old man removed the mask and asked, “What will you do about the delay?” He wheezed. “The lad’s been dead near three weeks… And you’ve done sod all about it.” 
 
    Henry’s shoulders slumped. “I know, it’s not right.” 
 
    “I should get on to the papers…” He wheezed. “People ought to know what’s happening here.” 
 
    “Aye, they should, but then you’d be going up against the police, and you don’t want to go up against them unless you have to.” 
 
    “Oh, aye.” The old man peered up at him from underneath his bushy, grey eyebrows. There was a faint, sardonic smile on his thin grey lips. “I remember what you lot did… after Hillsborough.” 
 
    Henry’s cheeks twinged, and he felt hot under his collar. “Well, if I could advise you to keep what you know to yourself.” 
 
    The old man seemed to chuckle or cough, Henry wasn’t sure. Then he put his oxygen mask back on. “I know what’ll happen. You’ll say I’m an old coot… who didn’t know what was going on.” He shook his head then turned and looked at the black screen of his television. “There’s no justice in the world.” 
 
    Henry wanted to argue that there was some justice. He’d spent the best part of his life trying to deliver it for the victims of crime. People who had their lives cut short by stupid, selfish, evil people. Instead, he said, “Thanks for your help. I’ll see myself out.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Two police vans had parked up, and scene of crime officers passed in and out of James Leatherby’s house. Their plastic suits swished as they walked around. 
 
    Henry glanced through the front door and saw digital camera flashes going off. He nearly collided with a scene of crime officer who was walking past him. He apologised and trotted past the police van and out of the way. 
 
    Further down the street, a blood red, Jaguar saloon car rolled towards the police cordon. It stopped in the centre of the street, like that wouldn’t be a problem, and its driver’s door opened. 
 
    Out came an ornately carved, wooden cane followed by a large man in his late fifties. Henry had only ever seen Dr Stuart Anderson in three-piece suits, and the doctor seemed to be uncomfortable wearing only a blue shirt and beige chinos. 
 
    Dr Anderson hobbled towards the police cordon, and a uniformed officer pulled the tape over his head, as the doctor wasn’t going to bend underneath it. He spotted Henry almost immediately and shook his head. “Bloody hell. Have I died and gone to hell? Am I to spend the rest of eternity working with you?” 
 
    Henry hadn’t spoken to Dr Anderson in nearly a decade but hadn’t forgotten that he was one of the most cantankerous Home Office pathologists he’d ever met. And that was saying something. “Thought you’d be retired as well or at least on holiday? It is August, after all,” Henry said, as Dr Anderson hobbled towards him. 
 
    “I’ve three years left with no one to replace me, and I was on holiday two weeks ago, the French Riviera. It was very nice. Can’t you see my tan?” 
 
    Henry wondered if he was joking, as Dr Anderson’s flush face was just red and flabby. He had a grey beard and moustache that reminded Henry of Victorian industrialists he’d seen in black-and-white photos. 
 
    Dr Anderson came to rest next to Henry not too far from James Leatherby’s front door. “Smells ripe. What do we have here?” 
 
    Henry couldn’t smell the stench of death any longer, as they were a good twelve feet from the front door. He wondered how Dr Anderson could smell it but then remembered that the doctor lived to wind up police detectives. 
 
    “A young lad,” Henry said. “Twenties. Brutally murdered by a butcher.” 
 
    “A butcher?” Dr Anderson asked, sounding like he’d just discovered a new division in his favourite sport. “Sounds interesting. Are we going in?” 
 
    Henry hesitated for a moment. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to go back into that living room again or if he was allowed to. 
 
    Just as Dr Anderson had taken a few steps forward, leaning on his cane for support, he seemed to wonder the same thing. He stopped and turned to look at Henry. “Weren’t you retired off years ago? Why the hell are you here?” 
 
    “I’m assisting DI Barnes with this case.” 
 
    Dr Anderson raised a grey, bushy eyebrow. 
 
    “The top brass knows about it,” Henry said. 
 
    Dr Anderson left his eyebrow raised and said, “I bet they do.” His beady eyes looked about the crime scene. “Isn’t there an active detective here who, you know, hasn’t retired?” 
 
    Good question, thought Henry. He felt Barnes should be at the scene at least, but she wasn’t. And the other detectives were busy with the manhunt. He supposed a young detective constable should be sent over, then saw Dr Anderson was waiting for a reply. “There’s a detective on their way, and DI Barnes wanted me to keep an eye on things until then.” 
 
    “Barnes? She’s a tough nut, that one.” He nodded as if the matter had been settled, then he turned back to face the front door and hobbled towards it. He caught the attention of a scene of crime officer and told him to grab his bag from his Jaguar, tossing his key into the air for the officer to catch. 
 
    Henry followed him, steadying his nerves with several deep breaths. It looked like he’d have to go back into that living room. He didn’t have much of a choice. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The scene of crime officers had set up some powerful lights in the corners of the living room, which were perched on thin metal stands and were being powered by a generator outside. Flies hovered around these sources of light, casting their shadows around the room. 
 
    Henry followed Dr Anderson into the living room. He was wearing blue plastic covers over his shoes, as was Dr Anderson, who’d also wrapped one hastily around the end of his walking cane. 
 
    Henry didn’t ask him why he needed the cane, as he hadn’t had one when he’d last seen him, but by looking at Dr Anderson’s large frame, he suspected he was suffering from gout. He was well known to over-indulge in wine, ale, cheese, and other earthly pleasures. 
 
    The stench in the room wasn’t as bad as before, as the front door was open. Some of the flies had gone, but a lot had stayed and buzzed around their heads. 
 
    The lights the scene of crime officers had set up lit up the gore in full. The wall behind the couch was streaked with blood, and, on the beige carpet, was a dark pool of the stuff. Sitting in the pool, at the foot of the staircase, was what looked like human remains. 
 
    Dr Anderson whistled. 
 
    “Impressed?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Not a bad job.” 
 
    Henry looked at the walls and the streak marks. He guessed James Leatherby had been standing behind the sofa when Graham Thomson had slashed him several times. 
 
    He was about to say what he thought had happened when Dr Anderson stomped the foot of his cane on the beige carpet and said, “He was stood here when he was slashed. Left to right movements. Three or four times.” He pointed the end of his cane at the walls, then at the dark grey sofa, which also had streaks of blood on its cushions. “See? The lad then falls.” Dr Anderson pointed his cane back at the carpet, then at the pool of blood. Henry could make out marks in the blood as if James Leatherby had crawled on his elbows after being slashed. “He gets to the spot at the foot of the steps when our butcher gets down to business. Why there? Who knows. Why not?” 
 
    They walked towards the remains, managing to avoid stepping in the blood, which Dr Anderson did quite elegantly despite hobbling on his cane. 
 
    They peered over the bloody carcass. Henry could just about make out a spine and part of a ribcage in the large pool of gore. 
 
    “Well,” Dr Anderson said, “not a bad job. Slightly amateurish in places but not bad.” He leant forward to look at the carcass more closely. “Seen pathologists with a few years’ experience do a worse job.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” asked Henry. 
 
    “He’s removed all the internal organs.” He leant forward further. “Took the brain. Removed most of the skin.” He tutted. “No, there’s some left. He missed some of the lower abdominal organs. There’s part of his lower intestine still intact.” 
 
    “Removed them?” 
 
    “He’s done a fairly adequate autopsy on him. And, unfortunately for this lad, I don’t think he was fully dead when our butcher started.” 
 
    “A living autopsy?” 
 
    Dr Anderson looked at Henry and nodded as if he’d seen it before. “Don’t worry, our lad would’ve lost consciousness once it’d started, and he would’ve died shortly after. On account of the blood loss and huge internal trauma, which was caused by having most of his internal organs removed.” He looked back at the carcass and tutted. “Not a bad job, though, for a butcher. I’m vaguely impressed.” He looked about the living room. 
 
    “The neighbour said he heard screaming on 21st July.” 
 
    “Three weeks ago?” He tilted his head as he looked at the carcass. “Can’t be positive, but looks about right. Our butcher is that bloke they’re after up on the moors, isn’t he?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “Graham Thomson. I was in his basement this morning.” Henry remembered the bloody carrier bag he’d found. “I discovered some more human remains there.” 
 
    “Ah, it was you who found that bag?” Dr Anderson asked, sounding surprised. “You get around all over the place, don’t you? I hope my retirement will be more peaceful.” 
 
    "Well, it’s not through choice.” 
 
    Dr Anderson chuckled. “I don’t believe that for an instant. The bag’s been put in for testing. I’ll try and get my hands on it so I can see if they belong to our friend here.” He looked down at the human remains on the carpet. “Hopefully they do, or our butcher has been very busy indeed.” 
 
    Henry looked around the room at the gore. How could there be more murders like this? This one had gone unnoticed due to police incompetence, but there couldn’t be more of these crimes around the area, could there? He was about to ask Dr Anderson when he spotted something sticking out from under the sofa. 
 
    Henry knelt, trying his best to avoid putting his jeans in the dried pool of blood, and saw a small hessian sack lying under the sofa. He called for a scene of crime officer to come over and bag it. Once they did, Henry held the plastic bag and looked at the hessian sack inside. It was about 5 inches wide and 9 inches long. A hessian sack that could fit over someone’s head. 
 
    He looked at Dr Anderson who spoke before he did. 
 
    “I don’t think that was used.” 
 
    Henry agreed. The sack wasn’t covered in blood. 
 
    “I’ll test it, see if it went on this lad. There should be hair and skin particles on the inside if it did. But I don’t think that’s the case.” 
 
    Henry remembered what the old man next door had said. Graham Thomson had parked a white van outside the house. “Do you think he meant to put the sack on the lad’s head and drag him out? There was a van outside the house, waiting for him.” 
 
    Dr Anderson shrugged then looked back at the carcass. “Isn’t that for you to sort out? Well, not you, as you’re retired. More DI Barnes.” 
 
    “Aye, but it’s my problem for the moment so humour me.” 
 
    Dr Anderson rolled his eyes. Henry ignored this and went through his theory. 
 
    “Graham Thomson comes in, with the aim of taking the lad elsewhere, but the lad puts up a fight or makes a fuss, so Graham gives up on his plan and kills him here.” 
 
    Dr Anderson shrugged his large shoulders again. “Sounds possible. Only, where would he be taking him?” 
 
    Henry felt his stomach drop. An icy cold feeling spread from the top of his neck down his back. “He’s fond of the moors. Apparently spends a lot of time up there.” 
 
    Dr Anderson exhaled. “Well, that wouldn’t be the optimal place to carry out a procedure like this if you were intending to preserve evidence. However, if that wasn’t a concern of our butcher, and I suspect it wasn’t, then, yes, why not? He’d be unlikely to be interrupted up there, and if he knew his way around–” 
 
    “And he could bury the remains?” 
 
    “Of course, how many of Brady’s kids were never found? You’d have to have forensic teams scouring the whole bloody countryside, digging it all up.” He scoffed. “We barely have the money to do the bare essentials, let alone that.” 
 
    Henry looked back at the carcass on the carpet then looked away from it. That icy feeling was still moving down his back, and the bile in his stomach was bubbling up. God, how many people had Graham Thomson killed? And how long had he been getting away with it? 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Henry walked out of the front door and sucked in some of the fresh air. He’d given up hope of getting rid of the stench of dead flesh. He guessed his nostrils would be full of the stuff for days. 
 
    The temperature outside was still unseasonably warm, and he felt his denim shirt was damp under his pits and down his back. The sun was bearing down on the abandoned warehouse opposite, and he checked his watch and saw that it was nearly 5 p.m. It would be another hot and sticky night. 
 
    He walked past some scene of crime officers towards the police cordon. Dr Anderson would take the remains of James Leatherby and carry out an autopsy on what was left. He’d rush it so that they’d have results tomorrow or the day after, but Henry felt he had enough information to go on. 
 
    Henry hoped the remains he’d found in Graham Thomson’s basement were James Leatherby’s. Otherwise, this whole case would jump up to a new level of complexity. It would become a huge serial killer investigation, and Henry hadn’t worked on one of those for over ten years when he’d worked on the team that caught the self-styled ‘Crossbow Cannibal’. 
 
    He was a little more than rusty, plus he wasn’t even an active detective anymore. He thought about the support the police had available to them these days and wasn’t sure they’d be able to find everyone who Graham had killed. That’s if he had killed more than James Leatherby, which Henry seemed more certain about. 
 
    He had reached the cordon and was about to bend underneath it when he realised he should call Barnes and update her. He pulled out his phone and stayed on the right side of the police cordon while he called her. “How’s it going?” she asked when she picked up. 
 
    “It looks like it was Graham Thomson who killed him. It’s a bit grisly. Dr Anderson says Thomson performed a, and I quote, ‘living autopsy’ on James Leatherby.” 
 
    Barnes sighed down the phone. “Fuck. Right, and any more info?” 
 
    “Aye, the neighbour says he saw Graham Thomson the day before the murder and the day of. He said Graham came in a white Transit van.” 
 
    “A licence plate number?” 
 
    “No.” Henry realised he hadn’t asked the old man if he’d got one. He debated going back and asking him but didn’t think the old man would talk to him again. 
 
    “Right, so a white Transit.” Barnes seemed to be typing it down. “I’ll see if there’s any record of Graham Thomson owning one. I’ll also start getting eyes on the CCTV footage around Keighley on 21st July.” 
 
    “Good, also, there’s something else.” Henry felt the icy feeling around the top of his back again. “It seems as though Graham planned to kidnap James Leatherby and take him somewhere else.” 
 
    “The moors?” 
 
    Henry liked that she’d quickly worked it out. She was definitely DI material. “We found a sack he was probably planning to put over James’s head; he was probably going to put him in the van, take him up to the moors, then do his business up there.” 
 
    “But it went wrong?” 
 
    “Exactly. Leatherby fought back or made a fuss, and Thomson lost his temper and stabbed him in the living room. It’s just dumb luck that Leatherby’s death hasn’t been found sooner.” 
 
    “I suppose. And our fuck-up.” 
 
    “Yes, well.” He cleared his throat. “I spoke to the old man next door, and that shouldn’t become a problem.” 
 
    “Alright, well done.” She paused for a moment then said, “So, are you suggesting Thomson had this planned?” 
 
    “Not just planned. It might be his way of doing things. Turning up in a van, getting his victims in there, then taking them onto the moors and doing his thing with them.” 
 
    There was silence down the phone, then eventually Barnes said, “Do we know for certain there are other victims?” 
 
    “No, but Dr Anderson will be telling us later this evening if the remains I found in Thomson’s basement belonged to Leatherby or not.” 
 
    Barnes was quiet again, then she broke the silence by saying, “Let’s not complicate things until we’ve had it confirmed. Find out what you can about Leatherby, we’ll focus on him for now. It seems like we’ve got Thomson on that murder… if the other team manage to find him.” 
 
    “Any news on that front?” 
 
    “Nothing. The helicopter’s back up, using its thermal cameras, but it’s not found anything yet.” 
 
    “He could have a way of staying hidden,” Henry said, wondering if Thomson could hide from the thermal cameras somehow. 
 
    “That, and he can probably see and hear the helicopter coming. Plus, the bloody thing only lasts three hours before it needs to refuel again.” She took a breath. “I’m just hoping this doesn’t go into a second day.” 
 
    Henry agreed, he was keeping the exhaustion at bay by sheer will and adrenaline, but he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to last another day. In fact, he was worried about sitting down, in case sleep crept up on him and he woke up the following day. 
 
    But he knew that wasn’t what Barnes was worried about. They had their best chance of catching Graham today. The police knew he was in the area, and were trying to keep him there, but they didn’t have the budget to keep up this level of resources on him. After a day or two, the budget would be depleted, and it’d be possible that Graham would flee the area and escape the country. 
 
    “Aye,” Henry said, feeling more determination build in him. “I hope we find the bastard today, so he can pay for his crimes.” He wasn’t prepared to let a killer get away from him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry returned to his car after promising Barnes that he’d look into James Leatherby’s background. He surely had family and friends, and Henry wondered why none of them had raised the alarm. The lad had been missing for three weeks. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead was standing beside his Skoda Octavia, her arms crossed over her chest, watching the scene outside James Leatherby’s house unfold. She hadn’t seemed to have noticed Henry approaching her. 
 
    “Keeping entertained?” he asked. 
 
    She looked at him and nodded. “It’s quite fascinating to watch.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, just remember it’s all in aid of finding out what happened to a young lad in his twenties who’s been brutally murdered.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead straightened up. “I do know that.” She frowned slightly as she looked at Henry then said, “Are you alright? What was it like in that house?” 
 
    Henry took a breath. “Grisly.” 
 
    She pulled her nose up as she looked at him. “Right, well. That’s not good.” 
 
    “It definitely isn’t.” He peered into the back seat and saw Mrs Thomson with the back of her head against the headrest, her eyes closed. “Has she moved?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead glanced at the car. “Oh yeah, she was chatting only a few minutes ago.” 
 
    “Say anything useful?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Just went on about Graham needing milk.” 
 
    Henry wondered if that meant something. 
 
    “Are we off then?” Mrs Whitehead asked. “Only, it’s nearly teatime, and I’m betting she wants to eat something, and I’ll have to head to the shops as I’ve nothing in. Besides, Robbie’s wondering when I’ll be back.” 
 
    Henry nodded. He’d take them back to Addingham then start worrying about James Leatherby’s background. He might also make more coffee and eat something. 
 
    He was about to ask Mrs Whitehead to get into the car when he turned and looked at the cab office for the taxi firm. It was a squat one-storey building. Its brick walls were streaked with dirt, and its sign ‘Keighley Taxis’ looked to be twenty years old. A few cars were parked in the small car park outside, and all of them had the firm’s logo painted on them. 
 
    A large Asian man was standing at the door of the cab office, watching the police. Henry looked above the front door and spotted a small CCTV camera pointing out at the road. He felt a spark of interest and said to Mrs Whitehead, “I’ll just be a minute.” 
 
    She didn’t seem to know what he was doing, as he crossed the road and walked towards the cab office without explanation. 
 
    The Asian man watched him approach and shouted loudly, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “A murder,” Henry said, as he walked up to him. The man was in his late forties and wore a black T-shirt, which struggled to cover his large gut. “Your camera?” Henry said, pointing up at it. “Will it have any footage from three weeks ago on it?” 
 
    The Asian man nodded proudly. “Aye, it saves up to a month, don’t it.” 
 
    “Can I have a look?” 
 
    The man nodded and then licked his lower lip. “Yeah, for a fee.” 
 
    Henry smirked. He admired the man’s entrepreneurial spirit. “Alright, let me have a look, then I’ll tell you where you can send your invoice. West Yorkshire Police won’t pay it, of course, and will surely consider pressing charges against you for trying to withhold evidence…” 
 
    “Alright, alright, bloody hell. Can’t a man make a living?” 
 
    “Show me the footage,” Henry said. “It might help us find a murderer.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Seventeen 
 
    The inside of the cab office was rancid. There were two rooms. One was a small reception room, where a woman sat at a rickety desk, continually answering phone calls on a headset. 
 
    The large man led Henry through the reception room, which barely caught the attention of the woman, and into a back office. There was a large desk in the centre of the room, which was so covered in folders, stacks of papers, and empty pizza boxes that Henry struggled to spot the desktop. 
 
    Calendars of naked women hung from the green-coloured walls, and some of the images of the women had been bleached by years of daylight and dust. Henry also saw a large whiteboard that had numbers and writing scribbled on it that he couldn’t decipher. 
 
    The man seemed to be annoyed that Henry was looking around his office and said, “It’ll be on here.” He sat in his black leather chair and spun it around so he faced a sleek-looking PC. 
 
    Henry walked around the back of the desk. The sweet smell of the man’s aftershave got stronger the closer he got to him. He peered over the man’s shoulder as he clicked at windows on his screen. 
 
    “Have you got a date?” 
 
    “Around 8 p.m. on 21st July.” 
 
    The large man opened a program that had lots of CCTV footage on it then he typed on his keyboard. He repeated the date Henry had given him under his breath, then said, “I’ve got it.” 
 
    Grainy CCTV footage came up of the cab office’s car park, as seen from higher up, and the street in the distance. It was still daylight, as sunset wasn’t until late in July. There wasn’t much movement, so little in fact that Henry wondered if the footage was even playing. 
 
    Then a white van rolled past, away from James Leatherby’s house. 
 
    “Pause it!” Henry said. “Go back.” 
 
    The large man obliged and replayed the footage of the white Transit driving down the street. He paused it while the van was in the middle of the screen. 
 
    “Can you zoom in?” 
 
    The man chuckled. “It’s not CSI. Can’t you do that at your station?” 
 
    Henry thought that they could. He leant closer to the screen, getting so close to the man’s shoulder that he rolled his leather chair out of his way. 
 
    Henry could see a driver in the van, but the footage was too grainy to see much of anything. It was just a group of pixels on a screen. The van was also side-on to the camera. Even if the police could zoom in on the van, they’d never be able to get its number plate. 
 
    But there was writing on the side of the van that was clear enough to read: ‘PM Taylor’s Meat Warehouse’. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry got the large man in the taxi company to email the footage to DI Barnes. He also took a picture of the grainy image of the van with his phone in case he needed it later. He thanked the man again before he left, telling him he’d helped a murder investigation, but the man seemed to be too disappointed about not being paid to care. 
 
    Henry rushed towards his Skoda Octavia. His left hip was burning, but his mind was too excited to notice the pain. He’d be able to get the number plate from the slaughterhouse, then they’d check the CCTV cameras on the local roads and see exactly where Graham Thomson had been driving to. 
 
    What troubled Henry, though, was how Graham had got access to the van, despite not working for the company anymore. 
 
    Mrs Whitehead was still standing outside his car. “Find anything?” she asked. 
 
    Henry nodded. “Aye. We’ll have to stop at the slaughterhouse again.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead didn’t seem too pleased about that. “Again? I’ve only managed to get the smell from the car.” 
 
    “Yes, we need to get there before they close.” 
 
    She sighed theatrically. “Then we’ll head back home?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “Aye, it’s the slaughterhouse then straight back to Addingham.” 
 
    He hurried to the driver’s door and got in, nearly setting off before Mrs Whitehead had got in herself. If he got that van’s registration number, he’d be able to crack this case wide open. Or so he hoped. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry pulled into the slaughterhouse’s car park. It was after 5 p.m., and he hoped that it hadn’t closed for the weekend. He parked the car in some shade offered by the squat, single-storey warehouse and glanced at the two white vans parked opposite. There was an empty parking spot next to them, which Henry guessed belonged to the missing van. 
 
    Mrs Thomson was now awake and was looking out the back window while Mrs Whitehead stared at her phone. “I won’t be long,” Henry said to them. “Shall I keep the window open?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead looked up from her phone and shook her head. “Just be quick.” 
 
    Henry smiled at Mrs Thomson, who was staring at him blankly. He got out of the car. The air was still warm and heavy. He rushed towards the door that looked like it belonged to a detached suburban house and opened it. 
 
    He barged straight into the office and interrupted a conversation between the woman with a dark ponytail and Paul, the owner of the slaughterhouse. Paul was leaning against his desk, while the woman was sitting in the office chair behind her own. They both looked up at Henry. 
 
    “Hello again,” Henry said, breezily. 
 
    He closed the front door behind him and then turned back to the owner, who was frowning at Henry as if he wasn’t pleased to see him again. 
 
    “It seems you’ve helped me locate James Leatherby,” Henry said, jumping in before Paul could say anything. “Unfortunately, he’s been murdered.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes widened and he looked at the woman, who was covering her mouth with a hand. “Murdered?” Paul asked. 
 
    “Aye, it seems Graham Thomson is in the frame for it. And, seeing that they both worked here, I’d like full cooperation from you two.” Henry stared Paul dead in the eyes, and then he looked at the woman, who was looking down at her desk, her hand now pressed against her collarbone. 
 
    “What do you want to know?” asked Paul. 
 
    “You have two vans outside,” Henry said, walking into the centre of the room, closer to Paul’s desk. “And three parking spots. Where is the third van?” 
 
    Paul looked at the woman, before saying, “There isn’t another.” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “Don’t mess me about. I’ve still got the stench of James Leatherby’s corpse on my clothes, so please, answer my question so I can get home and change.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes flickered. 
 
    “It’s a white van that has your logo on it, and I believe it was used in the murder, and possibly more than once.” 
 
    Paul clenched his jaw, and Henry could see his jaw muscles move on either side of his face. Eventually, he said, “It was nicked.” 
 
    “When?” Henry asked. 
 
    Paul looked at the woman again, and Henry followed his gaze and made eye contact with her. She lowered her head straightaway. 
 
    Henry looked behind Paul at the grey door the woman had been looking at the last time he’d been here. “Look, will you two bloody tell me what’s going on here?” 
 
    Neither of them responded so Henry continued, “Otherwise, I’ll have both of you shipped off to the station, and you can spend forty-eight hours in a holding cell, with occasional interruptions for police interrogations.” 
 
    “We had a robbery,” Paul said. “After the layoffs.” 
 
    “After you sacked Graham Thomson and James Leatherby?” 
 
    Paul nodded. 
 
    “What was stolen?” 
 
    Paul looked down at the lino flooring. “The van. Some equipment.” 
 
    “Equipment?” 
 
    “Knives and blades. And a portable bolt pistol.” 
 
    Henry frowned. “What’s that? A stun gun?” 
 
    Paul nodded again. His cheeks were reddening with shame. 
 
    “Did you report this?” 
 
    He shook his head. “We didn’t. We…” He exhaled a lungful of air. “We hadn’t been locking stuff up properly, not as we’re supposed to.” 
 
    Henry glanced at the woman who was looking up from her desk at him. She seemed just as worried as Paul was. 
 
    “I guess, after you’d sacked most of your staff, you didn’t have anyone to tidy up properly?” Henry said. 
 
    “Aye, something like that. But we couldn’t keep everyone. It was either we kept everyone and went bust or do what we did.” 
 
    “Are you really that hard up?” 
 
    Paul nearly burst out laughing. “Have you been paying attention to what’s happening out there? Prices are through the roof; procuring animals, water, energy, gas, everything. We’re in a mess.” 
 
    Henry nodded his understanding. He was fairly sheltered from the realities of running a business as he’d never had to. “So, what was the plan? Keep quiet and hope that you could buy back the items that were nicked?” 
 
    Paul nodded. “Something like that.” 
 
    “Well, unfortunately, it seems as though these items have been used in at least one murder, and I hope to God it’s only the one.” 
 
    Paul took in Henry’s words and his blotchy face went redder. Then after a few moments he lifted his head straight up so that he towered over Henry. “What would’ve happened if we had reported it? Would it have saved anyone’s life?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “Of course not.” He knew the break-in would’ve been reported and that was it. Paul would’ve received a crime number, so he could’ve claimed it against his insurance. Reporting the robbery wouldn’t have changed a thing. “But if you’d’ve made sure everything was locked down properly, which was your legal responsibility, then Graham Thomson might not have his tools for murder.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Henry parked his car opposite the pub on Main Street in Addingham where a few patrons were seated on its terrace, shaded from the sun by a large gazebo. He stared and licked his lips. He’d love to have an ice-cold pint, but he had too many things to do. The most important was having a shower and changing his clothes. 
 
    He’d spoken to Barnes as he drove away from the slaughterhouse and filled her in on the stolen equipment. Mrs Whitehead listened in from the back seat, tutting now and then. He told Barnes it was likely the equipment was at Graham Thomson’s house, and she said she’d get the officers there to look for it. He also gave her the registration number, which seemed to please her no end as she said she’d get a team to look at the CCTV footage of the area and trace where it had been over the past month. 
 
    She also reminded Henry she needed to get some information about James Leatherby before 7 p.m. when she had another update with the senior officers. 
 
    Henry wondered what he could find out about James Leatherby before then when he turned off the engine and looked into the back of the car. Mrs Whitehead was already getting out through her door. 
 
    He joined her at Mrs Thomson’s car door and tried to coax her out. It took a while and a few calm conversations, but eventually they got onto the street. 
 
    He walked with them to Mrs Whitehead’s front gate, which she opened. 
 
    “Come on then, Mrs Thomson,” she said. “Let’s do something about tea. Robbie will be starving by now.” She allowed Mrs Thomson to walk through the gate before closing it and looking at Henry. “So, what will you be doing?” 
 
    Henry sighed. The exhaustion had hit him while he was driving over the hill back to Addingham, despite knowing that Graham was out there on those wild moorlands, and that he needed to help find him by the end of the day. “I’ve to find out what I can about James Leatherby,” he said, looking at his watch and seeing it was nearly 6 p.m. “I’ve got just over an hour.” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead shook her head. “Well, you look like you need some rest. You’re looking washed-out.” She lifted her head a little and then patted his shoulder, which surprised Henry as she’d never touched him in their several years of knowing each other. “You were very impressive out there. I’ve not seen you like that before. You were very commanding and knew what to do. Well, most of the time.” She nodded approvingly. “I bet you were a good detective back in your day.” 
 
    Henry nodded. “I was,” he said and remembered the hundreds of cases he’d solved, the lives devastated by crime that he’d tried to repair, and the guilty verdicts he helped secure that had condemned terrible people to lives behind bars. Then he remembered to say, “And I still am…” 
 
    But she’d already left him at the gate and had started seeing Mrs Thomson into her house. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Tessa wasn’t happy with Henry when he came through the front door. She yapped at him and bustled around the living room in frustration. The room was unbearably warm, and the air was stale. He’d forgotten to close the curtains on the window that looked out into Main Street, and the sun had spent the best part of the day pouring through it, heating up the room. 
 
    “Alright, Tessa,” Henry said, trying to stop her from jumping up at his leg. 
 
    She circled around him, still yapping, as he walked into the kitchen and put the kettle on. 
 
    He lowered himself into a chair at his kitchen table and looked out the window at the back garden. It was still nice and sunny out. Normally, he’d be sat outside in his backyard in that beach chair he had. He couldn’t sit in it for long, as it gave his hip problems, but it was worth it to get some fresh air. 
 
    There was also the pub across the street. He could go take Tessa for a walk, then stop off there and have one or two pints of local ale – possibly Timothy Taylor’s as he had spent the day in Keighley. Then he’d sit in the shade and watch life on Main Street pass him by. But he couldn’t. He had a job to do. Though he didn’t, really. Wasn’t he retired? 
 
    The kettle finished its boil, and he got up and opened the back door for Tessa, who was out there in a shot. He cleaned out the cafetière and put more coffee in and filled it up with hot water. He then rooted through the fridge for something to eat. 
 
    He sat back at the table after putting together a sandwich with some ham he’d bought at the local butcher the previous day. He pulled out the piece of paper that the woman with a dark ponytail at the slaughterhouse had given him. It was all the information that they had on James Leatherby. 
 
    He bit into his sandwich and leaned over the sheet of paper. It had Leatherby’s address, full name, NI number, tax bracket, and emergency contact: Sarah Price. There was a telephone number next to it. 
 
    He swallowed his mouthful and then put the sandwich on its plate. Tessa barked out in the backyard. He looked out and saw she was chasing butterflies again. Shaking his head, he took his phone from his pocket and dialled the number. 
 
    It rang a few times and then went to voicemail, which was just the standard recording; it wasn’t personalised. He left a short message, not giving away too many details in case the number wasn’t Sarah Price’s. “Hello, this is Henry Ward. I’m working with West Yorkshire Police and would like to speak to you about James Leatherby. Please can you call me as quickly as you can?” 
 
    He put his phone down on the table and leant back in his wooden chair. Picking up his sandwich, he took another bite and wondered where else he could get information about James Leatherby. He could look online at Leatherby’s Facebook account and see what he could find on there. 
 
    He took a sip of his coffee, which was still acidic and strong, and swallowed it down. He felt the rush of caffeine immediately and looked over at the clock on the wall. It was nearly 6.30. 
 
    What did Barnes want him to find out exactly? They needed to find the next of kin, who’d have to identify the body. Henry grimaced and looked at the sandwich in his hand, the ham inside hung between the slices of white bread limply. He’d pity any poor sod who had to identify Leatherby’s remains. 
 
    They’d also have to find a motive, but Henry was pretty sure that the bullying was the most likely one. Hadn’t Paul Taylor, the owner of the slaughterhouse, said that young Leatherby had bullied Graham rotten? 
 
    Henry took another bite of his sandwich and then wondered why now. Why would Graham Thomson murder Leatherby now if the bullying had gone on for a long time? Why hadn’t Graham murdered Leatherby sooner? Or was it all to do with Graham being sacked? Was that the trigger? 
 
    He finished his sandwich and then pushed his plate aside. He pulled the sheet of paper he’d used earlier to write up his notes towards him. Picking up the pencil that needed sharpening, he slurped more coffee and then started putting together a timeline. 
 
    Graham Thomson and Leatherby had been sacked a month ago. The slaughterhouse was then broken into. Leatherby’s neighbour saw Graham hanging around the street on 20th July and then heard the screaming on the 21st. Henry had been called by Mrs Thomson three weeks later, and she said Henry had killed again. 
 
    Was she talking about Leatherby’s death or had there been more? 
 
    Henry remembered the leather gloves Mrs Thomson had shown him early that morning. The blood on them looked fresh, but he wasn’t sure. He looked down at the timeline he’d written. A month had passed between Graham being sacked and Mrs Thomson ringing Henry, giving her son an entire month in which to kill people. 
 
    His phone rang next to him. It was an unknown caller. He felt his stomach drop, as he feared he knew who was calling, nonetheless. 
 
    Dr Anderson spoke as soon as Henry had answered the call. “Hello, Henry?” 
 
    “Dr Anderson, I suppose you’ve got news?” 
 
    Dr Anderson didn’t beat around the bush. “Yes, that liver’s someone else’s.” 
 
    Henry’s shoulders dropped. He was expecting this news, but he still wasn’t happy about hearing it. “Have you done a DNA check on it?” 
 
    “Don’t have to. Different blood types. Leatherby was type A, and the owner of the liver was O negative.” 
 
    “Bugger,” Henry said, looking down at his timeline. 
 
    Graham had killed someone else besides James Leatherby. But just how many people had he killed in the month since he’d been fired? 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Henry leant back against his chair and looked at the clock on the wall. It was nearly 6.45. He’d not called Barnes yet. He’d just sat at his kitchen table and stared at the timeline he’d noted down. 
 
    Tessa was still in the backyard, pacing around like a prisoner in her pen. He knew he’d have to take her for a walk soon, or she’d do her business on one of the sun-baked paving stones, which he wasn’t fond of her doing. 
 
    He poured himself some more coffee, draining the cafetière. Some black bits ended up in his cup, but he didn’t mind. He drank it black, which made it taste even more acidic, and tried to think through what to do. But he didn’t have a plan. He had no idea. As soon as he told Barnes that there were more victims, the case would explode, garnering national attention. There’d be national press here, the home secretary would get involved, and the community would be gripped with concern that would quickly turn to terror when they learnt Graham Thomson was at large. 
 
    He sighed and readied himself for the call. He picked up his phone and found Barnes’s number. His thumb was about to press it when his phone vibrated in his hand. 
 
    He didn’t recognise the number but answered anyway, as it delayed him having to make a difficult phone call. “Hello?” 
 
    “Hello, this is Sarah Price.” She sounded young and a little nervous. 
 
    Henry glanced over at the sheet of paper the woman at the slaughterhouse had given him. “Hello, this is Henry Ward. I’m with West Yorkshire Police, and I’d like to ask you some questions about James Leatherby.” 
 
    “Right.” Her voice was clipped like she was trying to sound polite. 
 
    “Can I ask what your relationship is with James Leatherby?” 
 
    “I’m his sister.” 
 
    “Right. Older or younger?” 
 
    “Older, if that matters.” 
 
    It didn’t, Henry was just delaying having to give her the news. He hadn’t realised when he’d answered the phone that he’d delayed one difficult phone call by taking another. Perhaps, he could avoid giving her the news over the phone. It was always better to do this in person. “Right, and where do you live, Miss…” 
 
    “Mrs,” she corrected. 
 
    Henry nodded to himself. Different surnames. 
 
    “Where do you live, Mrs Price?” 
 
    “I’m in the North East, near Newcastle.” 
 
    That was too far for Henry to drive up to. Maybe he could get some local officers to go out and tell her the news. It’d sound better coming from them. “Right, and does James Leatherby have any other family in West Yorkshire?” 
 
    “Not anymore.” She paused then said, “Look, do you mind telling me what’s happened? Has he been in trouble?” 
 
    “No,” Henry said, confirming that something else had happened to him. “But look, I’d prefer to do this in person.” 
 
    “Listen, I’ve had my fair share of bad news, so you can just do me a favour and tell me over the phone.” 
 
    Henry sighed and clasped his forehead. He’d make sure some officers in the North East went over to check on her. Not that they could do anything for her, but they would have to bring her down to identify the body. 
 
    “What’s happened to him?” she asked, sounding more impatient. 
 
    Henry cleared his throat and then said, “Unfortunately, and I’m very sorry to have to tell you this, but we think your brother has been killed.” 
 
    She covered the phone at her end, and Henry heard silence for a few moments. She came back on, her voice weaker than before, and said, “How?” 
 
    “We believe he was murdered. But we haven’t had that confirmed yet.” Henry knew that Sarah Price was the person who’d have to confirm if it was indeed James Leatherby’s body they had at the morgue. 
 
    “Who did it? Was it that crazy guy?” 
 
    Henry sat forward and placed his elbows on the kitchen table. “Crazy guy?” 
 
    “James had told me there was a crazy guy at work. His name was Thomson or something. I told him to keep away, but…” She covered the phone again. 
 
    Henry glanced out through the back door and saw Tessa lying on the paving stones in the day’s dying sun. 
 
    Sarah Price eventually came back on the line and said, “I rang you lot two or three times.” 
 
    Henry winced. He wondered if she’d tried to make contact. James had been dead for three weeks after all. “When did you call us?” 
 
    “Last weekend. It’s normal for me not to hear from him for a week or two, but after last weekend I just thought something was off. I couldn’t get through to him. His phone was off.” She exhaled. “I was going to drive down tomorrow and check up on him. I’d have done it sooner, but I had work and the kids…” She covered the phone again, and Henry sensed she was unhappy with the things she’d prioritised over her brother. She came back on the line. “Have you got him?” 
 
    “The murderer?” Henry glanced at the clock on the wall. Its minute hand was creeping towards 7 p.m. “No, but we believe we know who murdered your brother, and he’ll be facing justice shortly.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry sat in silence after he got off the phone to Sarah Price. A breeze came in through the back door, carrying with it the sound of children playing in the park on the other side of the fence at the end of his backyard. 
 
    Henry looked up from making notes about the call on his sheet of paper and peered outside. Tessa was lying down on the paving stones, her tongue lolling, soaking up some rays. Henry glanced at the round clock on his kitchen wall. He’d have to call Barnes now and bite that bullet. 
 
    He put the pen down, took a sip of his lukewarm acidic coffee, then picked up his phone and called Barnes. 
 
    She didn’t answer, and it went to her personalised voicemail. He didn’t leave a message. Instead, he wondered why she hadn’t answered. Had she already heard the news from Dr Anderson? Was she now in an emergency meeting? Was she even on the case any longer? Surely, the senior officers would have to get a new detective team in. They’d send for the officers at Wakefield – those clever boys and girls who were supposed to be all that, though Henry suspected that they weren’t. 
 
    If the news story got too big, if the tabloids ran front pages with the words ‘terror’, ‘alert’, and ‘killing spree’, then a national division would be sent from London to take control. There was the Crime Agency that’d been set up a few years ago. There’d have even more clever boys and girls, with more funding to boot, who’d stomp around claiming that they were in charge and knew how to catch Graham Thomson. Though Henry suspected they’d quietly leave after a few months of not finding much, and the blame for not finding Graham would fall on the local force, who wouldn’t have overseen the case for a while. 
 
    That was if they didn’t find Graham, and he hoped they would; the idea of that psychopath being at large had already started to make him nervous. 
 
    There’d be no room for him in this new arrangement. They’d be happy to have his free help when it was a small-scale manhunt for someone suspected of one crime, namely, having human remains in his basement. Having such assistance when searching for someone who was suspected of killing at least two people wouldn’t be welcome. Detectives made their careers on these types of cases, as Henry had done in the past. He thought back to the big ones he’d worked on and the promotions that quickly came off the back of them. 
 
    He took a breath and started to enjoy the feeling of not being involved in this case anymore. He’d help out where he could, but a big case like this wouldn’t need him. He was retired after all. 
 
    His phone vibrated in his hand, pulling him out of his thoughts. It was Barnes. “Did you ring?” she asked when he answered. 
 
    “Aye,” Henry said. “Heard the news?” 
 
    “Which news?” she asked. In the background, Henry heard her heels clack along a corridor as she walked. 
 
    “From Dr Anderson.” 
 
    “No.” She opened a door, which squeaked down the phone. “What did he say?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. His hope that Anderson had already made his findings known had been dashed. Why was he the bearer of bad news this evening? 
 
    “The liver I found at Thomson’s house. It’s not Leatherby’s, it’s someone else’s.” 
 
    “Shit,” Barnes said, under her breath. Henry could hear that she’d stopped walking. “Whose is it?” 
 
    “He doesn’t know. I suppose he’ll do DNA tests, but we’ll have to figure that out.” He took a breath. “Well, you will.” 
 
    Barnes paused then said, “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Henry sighed. “It’ll get big, this case. I don’t think there’ll be room for me to do anything.” He put his hand to his forehead. The exhaustion had come back with a vengeance. The black coffee had only kept it at bay for a few minutes. 
 
    There wasn’t a response from Barnes for a moment. Eventually, she said, “Well, let’s not jump ahead of ourselves. I suppose Anderson will have contacted the senior officers?” 
 
    Henry shrugged. He’d been the only detective at the scene, so it was within the realms of possibility that Dr Anderson had only told him about it. Anderson wasn’t known for his good communication skills. “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Right.” Barnes went quiet again. 
 
    Henry frowned as he stared at his kitchen floor. “What are you thinking of doing?” 
 
    “You know more than I do that if this case switches to another team, it’ll take a day or so for the handover.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So, in the meantime, no one will be keeping an eye on what’s happening. We need to get Graham Thomson today, or at least tomorrow. If we take our eyes off the ball, he’ll slip away.” 
 
    Henry understood what she was talking about but wasn’t happy with it. “Are you suggesting that we keep this information to ourselves?” 
 
    He heard her exhale down the phone. “You’re right. It’s a stupid idea.” 
 
    “Well, I think it’d be gross misconduct and illegal, but you can probably go ahead and add stupid to the list.” 
 
    “The senior officers will probably already know,” Barnes said, sounding defeated. 
 
    Henry looked down at the notes he’d made after his phone call with Leatherby’s sister. “I found a next of kin for Leatherby.” 
 
    “Really?” she asked, perking up. 
 
    “Sarah Price. Lives near Newcastle. I’ve got some Northumbria officers to bring her down to identify… what’s left of him.” He hoped someone at the morgue would prepare Sarah Price for what she was about to see. He barely thought it was worth her identifying Leatherby’s remains at all. 
 
    “Good,” Barnes said. 
 
    Henry heard her footsteps start up again. “So, you’re going into the meeting?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Henry nodded to himself. “Let me know how it goes.” 
 
    “I will do.” 
 
    “Still no news on the search party?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    Henry didn’t like the sound of that. How could Graham avoid being detected for so long? There were dogs, search crews, and helicopters out looking for him, and he wasn’t superhuman. “Alright, let me know how it goes in the meeting.” 
 
    “I will do,” she said, before explaining that she had to go. 
 
    Henry placed his phone on the table and cupped his chin in his hand while he leant on the tabletop. It was looking like the professionals were going to be in charge, and that there was no place left for him in this investigation. Unless he continued to do his own thing again. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty 
 
    Henry took Tessa for a walk. He stepped out of his cottage and closed the door behind him while Tessa was straining the lead, trying to reach the front gate. After locking his door, he toddled down the front step after Tessa, glancing over at Mrs Whitehead’s but not seeing any movement in her front window. 
 
    Tessa continued to pull him along the pavement, yapping now and then. Henry hoped the walk would calm her down, otherwise she’d be insufferable during the night, and he needed to catch up on his sleep. He couldn’t pull all-nighters anymore, not at his age. 
 
    He crossed Main Street and walked beside the seating area of the pub opposite. It was nearly full now, with it being after 7 p.m. on a sunny Friday evening. He noticed a few familiar faces and nodded hellos. He then cut across the pub’s car park and walked down the snicket, his footsteps echoing off the high concrete walls on either side of him. 
 
    He continued walking along the pavement, with the intention of getting to the River Wharfe. There was a field next to it where he could let Tessa off her lead and run herself tired. He’d then be able to think through this case and see if he’d missed anything. He’d step back from the case once he was told to, but until then, he’d do his best to find Graham. It was Henry, after all, who found him in the first place. 
 
    “Oh, hello,” a voice said. 
 
    Henry looked up and saw Robbie, Mrs Whitehead’s grandson, standing on the pavement in front of him. The young lad hadn’t changed much since Henry had last seen him at the school holidays, apart from a rash of stubble across his jawline. 
 
    “Alright, Robbie,” Henry said. 
 
    He nodded. He was wearing running gear and pressed the screen of his sports watch. 
 
    “Been out running?” Henry asked. 
 
    Robbie wiped his sweaty brow. “Yeah.” He cleared his throat. “I’ve been trying to get healthier.” 
 
    “You do right,” Henry said. 
 
    “Gran says you’ve all been working some police case.” 
 
    “Aye. Though she and Mrs Thomson spent the best part of the day sat in the back of my car. You don’t mind having Mrs Thomson staying over?” he asked, despite not caring much either way. 
 
    Robbie shrugged. “I don’t mind. Is she staying tonight?” 
 
    Henry frowned. “Aye, that’s a possibility.” Tessa was pulling at the lead again; she’d figured out they were off to the field by the river and didn’t want to wait. “Well,” Henry said, smiling, “I’m sorry if Mrs Thomson is causing you any inconvenience.” 
 
    “Ah, it’s alright. Gran’s loving it. She’s been talking about it all nonstop.” He laughed to himself. “She even wants me to join the police, but I’m more into tech stuff.” 
 
    “Tech stuff?” Henry asked, suddenly interested. “What like?” 
 
    Robbie guffawed slightly as if he wasn’t expecting to have to justify his life choices on the street. “Well, I’m into coding and stuff. I’d like to make an app one day. I’ve nearly finished one in fact.” 
 
    “Interesting. What kind?” 
 
    “It’s just a simple one that helps crop photos more easily.” 
 
    Henry nodded as if the idea really interested him then said, “Listen, Robbie, what are you doing this evening?” 
 
    He frowned. “Don’t know. Why?” 
 
    “I think I might have a use for your tech skills if you don’t mind me using them?” 
 
    It took the lad several seconds before he answered. “Yeah, why not. I’d only have to sit and watch TV with Gran and Mrs Thomson.” 
 
    “Good lad,” Henry said, smiling. “I’m sure your skills will be of some use to this investigation.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry and Robbie agreed to meet after he’d given Tessa her walk. He bent down to let Tessa off her lead. They were in the centre of the field next to the river, which was fenced in, so he didn’t have to worry about Tessa running into the road. She sprinted away from him as soon as she was free, her paws hitting the dried brown grass as she headed to the far end of the field. 
 
    He walked after her slowly. Kicking the brown grass with the tip of his shoe, keeping an eye out for a stick for Tessa to chase. He wasn’t sure what had prompted him to ask Robbie for help. Something told him there was stuff online that would be worth a look, and Henry had to admit his computer skills weren’t as up to date as he’d like. Mrs Thomson had said that Graham spent most of his time on his computer, and, besides, wasn’t social media the source of all evil in today’s world? 
 
    He thought he could probably get online and look at social media until he found something himself, but he was a strong believer in the first rule of management: delegation. It would take Henry ages to find something useful, while a young whippersnapper like Robbie could find it in a few seconds. Henry was analogue in a digital age, and he was fully aware of it. 
 
    His phone buzzed in his pocket, and his heart sank. This was it, the call that’d say, thanks for your help so far, but you can now rest up on that sofa of yours and keep your nose out of official police business. He didn’t want to hear it, but at the same time, he was exhausted. He felt like his head was full of cotton wool, and his hip was still burning. 
 
    He answered Barnes’s call. “Hello, what’s the damage?” 
 
    “Anderson had already told them, but they want us to figure out who the second victim is before they do anything.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Henry said. “What was their reasoning?” 
 
    “Not to cause too much of a fuss when we don’t know what’s going on yet.” 
 
    Henry thought that was quite wise. It was best not to call in the top guns when you can’t tell them what the situation was. It made you seem even more incompetent. “Fair enough.” He cleared his throat. “What is it you want me to do?” 
 
    “Find out what you can about this second victim. A name or address would be good.” 
 
    He heard her talk to someone then she came back on the line. 
 
    “I’ll be in Keighley for a while yet,” she said. “Let’s say we speak at 10 p.m. and tell me what you have, then you can call it a day.” 
 
    Crikey – 10 p.m.? That gave him less than three hours to try to capture Graham. “Right, I’ll do what I can. I think I’ve secured some technical support.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked. 
 
    “My neighbour’s grandson knows a thing or two about computers.” 
 
    “Don’t tell him stuff you shouldn’t.” 
 
    “I won’t,” Henry said, slightly frustrated with himself that he hadn’t thought of that. “Don’t worry, he won’t learn anything from me that he can’t find out online. I suppose the manhunt team are feeling the pressure?” 
 
    “Yes, and they’ll feel even more soon. The top brass has put me in charge of them.” 
 
    “Well done,” Henry said. “Why did they do that?” 
 
    “They seemed impressed that I was bringing in results from the other part of the investigation.” 
 
    Henry smiled to himself. Wasn’t he the one bringing in the results? But he kept his opinion to himself. He didn’t think Barnes would appreciate it. They didn’t have that kind of relationship. “So, I shall call you at 10 p.m.” 
 
    “Make sure you do.” After a pause, she added, “And thanks, Henry. I do appreciate what you’re doing.” 
 
    Henry felt slightly touched as he put his phone away. That was the first bit of appreciation he had ever received from Barnes. He hadn’t known she was capable of it. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    It took him a while to persuade Tessa to get back on her lead, but eventually Henry managed. She’d had a good twenty minutes of running around the field, chasing after the stick he was throwing for her while he was thinking through the case. She clearly didn’t want to go back yet, but he had to meet with Robbie Whitehead. 
 
    He got back to his cottage and let Tessa into the living room. She was panting with her pointed tongue hanging over her lips. She rushed past him after he’d undone her lead and ran into the kitchen. He heard her lapping at the water in her bowl and wondered if he ought to have let Tessa run around in this heat at all, but it was too late now. 
 
    The living room was stuffy and dusty so he opened the window to let in some air. A big double-decker bus rolled past and stopped outside his front garden to let cars pass. Then it roared off down Main Street. He wafted the air near the window, to get some freshness into the room, but could smell some of the bus’s exhaust. 
 
    He glanced at the mantelpiece and the TV, and the thick layer of dust that covered them. It was the end of the week and he normally cleaned on Sundays while he listened to the political shows. Oh well, with any hope, Robbie Whitehead wouldn’t be a stickler for cleanliness. 
 
    He went into the kitchen, hoping Robbie would bring a laptop or something with him, as Henry didn’t want to take him upstairs to his own computer. The spare room was a disgrace. There were cardboard boxes in there that he’d plonked down when he moved into the cottage more than ten years ago and hadn’t touched since. 
 
    He put on the kettle and cleaned out the cafetière for a second time. He opened the back door for Tessa, who ran out with droplets of water falling off her chin. He returned to the living room, which was less stuffy now, thanks to the flow of air. 
 
    He sat down on the sofa and rested his hip a bit. It was aching badly now. He’d done way too much. He’d have to spend a few days on the painkillers. Maybe he’d get back onto that orthopaedic consultant and see what could be done about it. Though, he’d probably have to go private, which he didn’t particularly want to do. But he’d heard getting a hip replacement was tough going in these times. He’d have more luck winning the lottery. 
 
    There was a knock on his door, and he stood up, wincing slightly. He opened the door for Robbie Whitehead who smiled at him – though there was an edge of uncertainty to his smile as if he didn’t quite know why he was there. Henry would have to get him up to speed. 
 
    Henry offered him the sofa, and Robbie walked through the living room, glancing around, before sitting down. He’d changed out of his running gear and was wearing a blue T-shirt and a pair of shorts. He’d kept his black and white pumps on and rested his backpack between his legs. 
 
    Henry offered him coffee, but he declined. It was late after all. Robbie looked around the room again, while Henry rested his backside against the armchair opposite. He decided they’d best get down to business. 
 
    “So, Robbie,” Henry started, “did your gran tell you what’s been going on in Silsden?” 
 
    Robbie cocked an eyebrow and shrugged. “She said Mrs Thomson’s son is in trouble, but she didn’t go into detail.” 
 
    Henry wondered if that was true. Mrs Whitehead was the least discrete person he’d met. He thought it more likely that she’d told young Robbie everything but made it clear that he wasn’t to let Henry know. “Right. Well, I’m assuming that your gran told you a thing or two…” 
 
    Robbie tried to protest, but Henry held up his hand. “Don’t worry, it’s my fault for bringing her into this. Anyway, there’s a suspected serial killer, Mrs Thomson’s son, who’s on the run. I need your help to investigate the killer online. Look at his social media platforms, his online presence, and see what you can find.” 
 
    “Can’t the police do that?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “Aye, but it takes them days, and, unfortunately, we don’t have much time.” Henry glanced at the antique clock on his dusty mantelpiece. “We’ve got just over two hours.” 
 
    Robbie frowned. “Two hours?” He leaned forward and pulled something that looked like a laptop from his backpack. He placed it on his lap and opened it. Henry saw it was a large tablet with a black cover that made it look like a laptop. 
 
    “I’m not really sure what I can do for you,” Robbie said, as he touched the screen of his tablet, bringing it to life. 
 
    “You said you’re good with computers?” Henry asked. 
 
    “I’ve built an app and stuff, but I’m not really a forensic computer person.” 
 
    “Digital forensic technician. I know you’re not and I don’t expect you to be one. But listen, see this as some work experience into a possible future career.” 
 
    Robbie pulled a face that suggested he wasn’t convinced by this argument. 
 
    “Look, I’d do it myself but thought you could do it faster than me. The suspect’s name is Graham Thomson. He lives in Silsden. He likes hiking on the moors and spends lots of time on his computer.” 
 
    Robbie nodded then looked at his tablet’s screen and typed on the keyboard. 
 
    “By the way, your role in this case, and the fact there is a serial killer on the loose in Silsden is privileged information. Don’t make any of it public or I’ll have to have you arrested.” 
 
    Robbie peered up at him with an expression that suggested he regretted coming here. 
 
    Henry thought he’d best leave him. “I’ll go get a coffee. Sure you don’t want a drink?” 
 
    Robbie shook his head and settled himself into the sofa, typing away at the keyboard. Henry wondered how long he’d be. Hopefully, not too long. It was already nearly 8 p.m., and they didn’t have all night. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry stood in his backyard, his shoes on the paving stones, and inspected the few potted plants that were against the far wall. Most had been reduced to brown, drooping, dead things, but there was some lavender that had borne the hot sun. 
 
    The air was still warm and humid. Wasps and flies flew past his head but none of them bothered him. He sipped his lukewarm coffee. It was giving him a small boost of energy, but he still had an enormous urge to sleep, that’s why he was making sure he remained standing. 
 
    Tessa lay on the paving stones beside him, looking up at the clouds. Henry wondered what she could see up there, and if she could even comprehend what clouds were. He thought she could. 
 
    Robbie came to the back door and disturbed him. “Can I get some water?” 
 
    Henry turned and nodded. “Aye, I’ll get you some. Want anything else?” 
 
    Robbie shook his head. 
 
    Henry joined him in the kitchen, which he realised was in a bit of a state, with plates from yesterday still on the worktop next to the sink. He got Robbie a clean glass from the cupboard and filled it with water then handed it to him and asked, “How’s it going?” 
 
    Robbie took a big gulp and then a second one. He had been on a long run earlier. “I’ve found him, I think.” 
 
    Robbie gestured for Henry to follow him into the living room. He’d left his tablet on the sofa, and Henry peered over his shoulder as Robbie sat down and put it back on his lap. On its screen was a picture of Graham Thomson. He looked thinner and had a bit more hair, which suggested the photo had been taken a few years ago. His cold eyes hadn’t changed, though. He was wearing a green-brown cagoule and seemed to be on the moors somewhere. 
 
    “That’s him,” Henry said, feeling a spark of hope. He looked at the blue logo at the top of the screen. “This is his Facebook account?” 
 
    “Yeah, I looked at the pages and groups he follows.” 
 
    “Anything interesting?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Lots of hiking groups, some local newsgroups, and something called the…” He looked at his screen and said, “Patriotic Alliance.” 
 
    “Ugh,” Henry said. “I could’ve guessed.” 
 
    “I had a quick look at their site, they seem to be a bit extreme.” 
 
    The Patriotic Alliance. That sounded to be far right, which meant Graham could be targeting the usual victims of neo-Nazis. “Anything else?” 
 
    Robbie shook his head. He seemed to be looking at the list of groups again. “Oh, there’s this name that kept coming up on some of his posts. ‘Dark_Dr’.” 
 
    “Dark Doctor?” 
 
    Robbie nodded. “I searched for it elsewhere and got this Twitter account. Not sure if it’s him.” 
 
    He clicked and then turned the screen so that Henry could see it clearly. There was a strange profile picture. A red blanket hung over the background, and, in front of it, on a table was a skull sitting on a red cushion. There were some silver blades resting next to the skull. There was no text on the screen, however. Just the image. 
 
    “Can you see anything else?” 
 
    Robbie shook his head. “His tweets are protected. I can’t see it unless he accepts me as a follower, and I doubt he’d be accepting followers to his Twitter account if he’s on the run.” 
 
    Henry leant closer to the screen and looked at the blades. They looked like ones someone could find in an abattoir. “Do you know how long this account has been going?” 
 
    Robbie nodded. “It says two years.” 
 
    Two years. If this was Graham’s account, then he could’ve been planning all this for two years. Henry saw something black resting under the knives. He squinted but couldn’t make it out. “Can you zoom in?” 
 
    Robbie nodded and ran his fingers over the tablet’s screen, enlarging the image. Under the knives were a pair of leather gloves. Henry felt uneasy, until he saw what was underneath the skull, and then felt even worse. There was a small hessian sack. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Henry sat in his armchair with his hand on the point of his chin, looking out the window. Robbie remained on the sofa opposite, typing away on his keyboard. Henry heard Tessa yap at something in the backyard. 
 
    The air in the living room was still heavy and warm, and Henry felt like he was sweating slightly. He took a deep breath and tried to formulate his thoughts, but the tiredness was getting to him, blocking his thoughts. He felt almost defeated. 
 
    Henry peered out the window and watched a young couple walk down Main Street. They’d probably been at the pub, and they were laughing about something. He wondered what it was that’d caused them to laugh. He didn’t feel like laughing at all anymore. 
 
    “So,” Henry said, turning back to Robbie, “we’ve got a possible Twitter account, but we can’t look at what he’s been posting?” 
 
    Robbie looked up from his tablet. “The police probably can.” 
 
    Henry shook his head. That’d take a while. They could possibly speed it up as it was a live manhunt, but these tech companies were very cagey about giving police access to their users’ information. Probably because they didn’t want the law to know how much dirt these companies had on people. “We’d have to become his friend if we wanted to look?” 
 
    Robbie nodded. “His follower,” he corrected. “He’d have to accept us before we could look at anything.” 
 
    “Well, that stumps that.” 
 
    Robbie nodded then looked back at his tablet screen and continued typing. 
 
    Henry raised an eyebrow. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Just seeing what he’s put on Facebook to check if there are any other sites he might be on.” 
 
    Henry nodded, that seemed like a wise thing to do. He then had a thought. “You couldn’t hack into one of his accounts, could you?” 
 
    Robbie looked up at him. “Not really. I’d have to guess his passwords, and he might have two-step security. We’d have to have access to his phone in case Facebook or Twitter send him a text message to confirm it was him.” 
 
    Henry thought the police team at Graham Thomson’s house would have his phone, but guessing his Twitter password would take a while. If they ever managed to guess it correctly. 
 
    That put an end to that idea, too. Then Henry had another one. “The hiking groups. Can you see where they’ve been walking?” 
 
    Robbie looked down at his tablet and started typing. He then nodded. “Yeah, there’s a programme for the last few months.” He spun the tablet around on his lap so Henry could see it. 
 
    Henry hauled himself out of the armchair and felt a spike of pain in his hip as he walked towards the sofa. He picked up the tablet and looked at the programme. It was a list of walks, which were mostly around the area: Doubler Stones, Moon Altar, and Ilkley Moor. He frowned and then handed the tablet back to Robbie. “Get me that picture of Graham again. The one with him out hiking.” 
 
    Robbie nodded and got the picture back up. Graham’s cold eyes stared out of the screen. He was wearing a cagoule and was standing on the top of a hill, with clumps of purple heather surrounding him. Henry could see bracken-covered rolling hills behind that stretched out to the horizon and a grey, grisly sky above. 
 
    He also saw an oddly shaped stone. It was tall, almost man-sized, and shaped like a toadstool, with its top half wider than the rest that hung over the sides. Henry recognised it as he’d seen it before. “That’s one of the Doubler Stones.” 
 
    Robbie frowned, clearly never having heard of it. 
 
    “It’s on the moor above Silsden.” Henry fished his phone out of his pocket and opened the map application. It took a few moments to load, but then he tried to find the location of the stones in the northeast of Silsden. “It leads up towards Ilkley Moor,” he said, looking at the short distance between the two beauty spots. It was also close to Addingham, which made him feel uneasy. 
 
    Robbie was looking up at him with a puzzled expression. 
 
    “The police are searching this here,” Henry said, pointing at the northwest of Silsden and showing Robbie his phone’s screen. 
 
    “You think they’re searching the wrong place?” Robbie asked, then he looked at the picture on Facebook and said, “But we don’t know that’s where he is, exactly. All we’ve got is this photo.” 
 
    Henry’s enthusiasm dipped slightly. The lad was right. There was no evidence that Graham Thomson was hiding near the Doubler Stones, while the police were searching for him in the hills across the valley. However, it was worth considering, as it might explain why the search team hadn’t found anything. 
 
    Henry looked at the picture of Graham again and asked, “Who took that photo?” 
 
    Robbie frowned and then looked at his tablet’s screen. “Good point.” He spun the tablet around to face him and started typing. Eventually, he said, “Eddy Lewis. He took the picture and tagged Graham Thomson in it. Then Graham used it as his profile pic.” 
 
    “Who’s that? Who’s Eddy?” 
 
    Robbie shrugged then after some more typing, he said, “A member of the hiking group Thomson’s a part of.” 
 
    “Have you got any more information on him?” 
 
    “He just lives in Silsden, and he seems to be an organiser of the hiking group.” 
 
    “Let’s see if we can get his details.” 
 
    He dialled Barnes’s number on his phone and told her what they’d found: the Twitter account for ‘Dark_Dr’; the Patriotic Alliance, which Henry didn’t feel comfortable sharing as it could force the investigation in one direction when Henry suspected it didn’t have much to do about anything; and Eddy Lewis. 
 
    “Could you send me the details for Eddy Lewis?” he asked. “I’ll see if I can get in touch with him.” 
 
    Barnes seemed to be in a busy office. Henry heard chatter and phones ringing in the background. “I’ll get them texted to you,” she said. “Who do you think he is?” 
 
    Henry scratched an itch on his temple. “A friend of Thomson’s who might know which hills he likes walking on.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    “By the way, has your search team found anything?” 
 
    Barnes sighed. “Not yet.” 
 
    “Have you thought of looking in the northeast of Silsden at the moors over there?” 
 
    There was a pause on the other end of the line, and then Barnes said, “But the Thomsons’ house is in the northwest of Silsden, and you saw him running off in that direction.” 
 
    Henry frowned. He couldn’t remember seeing Graham run off in any particular direction. He just saw him run down an alley. “I can’t be sure where I saw him run off to.” 
 
    Barnes didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Listen,” Henry continued, “I know it’d make sense for him to go up onto those hills near his house. But I’d only ask you, have you seen any sign of him up there?” 
 
    Barnes still didn’t say anything. 
 
    “He’s part of a hiking group, and most of their hikes are on the other moors.” 
 
    Barnes exhaled an expletive. “I hope you’re right about this,” she said. He heard some chair legs scrape against the floor. “I’ve got to go.” 
 
    He put his phone back in his pocket after she’d hung up and turned to Robbie, who was sitting there, looking up at him. 
 
    “So?” Robbie asked. 
 
    Henry smirked. “I think she agrees with me.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry was in the kitchen, with the kettle boiling, when the text from Barnes came through. The summer sky was slowly turning to twilight, and Tessa was still sitting on the paving stones in the backyard, her head resting against them as she dozed. The sky above was streaked with orange and yellow clouds. 
 
    Henry poured the hot water into two cups, covering the teabags. Robbie had relented to having a drink besides water. Henry suspected the lad felt he was part of something interesting now, and that he wanted to know how it ended. 
 
    Henry put in the milk and then looked at his phone. He had Eddy Lewis’s details. He dialled the number while the tea was brewing. It didn’t ring. It just went to voicemail. A personalised voice message said, “Hi, this is Eddy. Leave a message.” 
 
    Henry didn’t leave one, instead he hung up and tried again. The same thing happened. He felt a queasy feeling in his gut. What had James Leatherby’s sister said? His phone had just rung to voicemail. 
 
    He went into the living room, where Robbie was still sitting on the sofa looking at his tablet. “Can you check and see what this Eddy Lewis has posted in the last few weeks?” Henry asked. 
 
    Robbie nodded and, after a few clicks, said, “He’s not posted anything for a few days.” 
 
    “Is that normal?” 
 
    Robbie shrugged. “I don’t know.” He looked back at his screen. “Maybe, he seemed to post something once or twice a day. Mostly on the hiking group.” 
 
    Henry looked at the text message Barnes had sent him and saw an address in Silsden. He’d have to go check on him. At worst, he’d find out Eddy Lewis had gone away hiking for a few days; at best, he might be able to chat with him. But that queasy feeling in his gut told him something else had happened to Eddy Lewis. 
 
    He went back into the kitchen and glanced at the cups of tea. They’d have to wait. He called Tessa, who didn’t want to move from her spot, so he had to usher her in. 
 
    He locked his back door then went into the living room and said, “I need to head into Silsden.” 
 
    Robbie looked up at him. “Alright. Do you want me to leave?” 
 
    Henry didn’t want him to stay in his house alone but also felt like he might need him later. “That tablet of yours, will it work in the car?” 
 
    Robbie nodded. “I can connect it to my phone’s internet.” 
 
    “That settles it,” Henry said, heading towards the door. “You’re coming with me.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    The car’s interior was hot as Henry had not managed to park it in any shade. Robbie sat in the passenger’s seat, putting his backpack between his legs, and placing his tablet on his lap. Henry opened the windows. He felt a cool breeze blow in his face as he started the engine. He gave Robbie the address of Eddy Lewis and asked him to find it on his tablet. Henry had a vague idea where it was, but it was worth keeping Robbie entertained. 
 
    They headed off over the hill towards Silsden. Henry kept glancing over drystone walls at the rolling, sun-scorched hills, wondering if he could spot Graham anywhere. He didn’t, but he did spot a police helicopter in the distance, silhouetted by the red and pink sunset. 
 
    “It’s quite a nice evening,” Henry said to Robbie. “Sure you wouldn’t prefer to be out with your mates?” 
 
    Robbie shrugged while keeping his eyes on his tablet. “Don’t have that many over here. Besides, I’m trying to keep off the booze.” 
 
    “You do right,” Henry said, focussing back on the road. 
 
    They pulled up at Eddy Lewis’s address, which was only a short walk from Graham’s house. It was on a narrow street lined on both sides with small, pre-war terraced houses. Their brown Yorkshire stone facades had been blackened by years of pollution, but some of the houses had been recently power-washed, making them stand out from the rest. Eddy Lewis’s house wasn’t one of these. It was an end-terrace and had a small front yard like the others. The house next door had even crammed a paddling pool into theirs, which was full of water. 
 
    Henry parked up next to the house and peered at its windows. There didn’t look to be anyone inside. He glanced around the street, looking at the street lights, hoping that one or two of them might have a camera. But there didn’t seem to be any. This was a residential street, after all. 
 
    He turned to Robbie. “Stay in the car,” he said. “I won’t be long.” 
 
    Robbie kept his eyes on his tablet and nodded. “It seems like a few people have posted on the hiking group that they’ve not heard from Eddy Lewis.” He looked up at Henry, then past him at Eddy’s house. It seemed as if he was getting the same idea as Henry. 
 
    Henry nodded. “Let’s just hope he’s got COVID and is resting up.” 
 
    He got out of the car and walked up to the waist-high wall and its white gate. He opened it and walked into the front yard, looking around at the dead plants in their pots in the corners. There was a yellow clothesline that hung over his head, which had a pair of hiking socks hanging off them. They’d been dried stiff by the sun. 
 
    He knocked on the faded peach-coloured door. It was dusty and had a few handprints around its handle. He knocked again as there hadn’t been an answer. 
 
    He covered his hand with a handkerchief from his pocket, just in case there were any prints on the door handle, and tried it. The door was locked. He knocked again. 
 
    He could see through the front room’s window. Everything was dark inside, and he could see a grey carpet, which looked clean. He walked away from the door to look into the rest of the room through the window. 
 
    The living room was neat, with an armchair and settee facing a TV. Everything was well-organised, but a bit impersonal. He heard some children screaming from inside the house next door and turned and looked at it. The screaming turned to laughter, and Henry returned to looking through Eddy Lewis’s front window. 
 
    A woman with blonde hair walked out of the house next door and into its front yard, which had been taken up by the large, pink paddling pool. Henry looked at her and met her eyes. She looked to be in her thirties, but the lines under her eyes made her look older. 
 
    “Hello,” Henry said. 
 
    She frowned at Henry as if wondering why this old man was in her neighbour’s front yard, peering through his window. “Alright?” she asked warily. 
 
    Henry approached the wall that divided the two front yards. “I’m with the police,” he said, hoping that’d explain why he was there, but it just made her frown even more. “Have you seen your neighbour?” 
 
    She shrugged. The children inside her house screamed again. She shook her head and was about to enter her house when she seemed to remember that Henry had asked her a question. “No, not for a day or two.” 
 
    The screaming grew louder, and it was clear only one child was screaming. The other one, or possibly two, were laughing. 
 
    “One sec,” said the woman. 
 
    She walked into the house and Henry heard her ball at the kids, “No water in the house! What did I tell you!?” 
 
    The children went quiet then the woman came back out, shaking her head. “They’re having a bloody water fight in the house.” 
 
    Henry could understand why she wouldn’t want them doing that. “So, have you seen anything suspicious?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Nought.” 
 
    Henry took his phone from his pocket and flipped through the photos until he found the one he’d taken of the grainy CCTV footage outside James Leatherby’s house. It showed the van from the slaughterhouse Graham Thomson had stolen. He leant over the wall to show the woman the photo. 
 
    She squinted her eyes to look at it while leaning forward then shook her head. “No, not seen that.” Then she stood straight and seemed to change her mind. “Actually, I might have seen something. A few days ago. It might have been two days ago. It was hanging around late. Think I saw it from the window when I was putting the kids to bed.” She pointed to a window on the first floor of her house that looked out onto the street. It was wide open, and Henry saw bright pink curtains fluttering in the breeze. 
 
    “What time is bedtime?” 
 
    She frowned as she tried to remember. “It was Wednesday night, and they were being a nightmare. It was already dark, but they wouldn’t get to bed.” She shrugged. “It must’ve been after nine.” 
 
    “Was someone in the van when you saw it?” 
 
    She nodded. “I think so. It was a bit creepy.” She shook her head. “I thought it was a bit odd, but then, I just didn’t think much about it. Why?” She looked at Eddy Lewis’s house. “Has something happened to him?” 
 
    Henry was looking at his phone and was about to dial Barnes. “From what you’ve just told me, unfortunately, I think something has.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    A uniformed officer knocked Eddy Lewis’s front door down with a red battering ram. The faded peach-coloured door went through fairly quickly, and the officer went in, still carrying the battering ram with both hands. 
 
    There was another uniformed officer present, standing next to Henry in Eddy Lewis’s front yard. He’d presented himself as PC Cox. His sweet aftershave hung around him like an aura. It cloyed at the back of Henry’s throat. 
 
    The sound of radio chatter came from the officer’s earpiece, but he didn’t pay any attention to it. Instead, he just stared at the busted front door waiting for his colleague to return. 
 
    Henry looked back at Robbie, who was sitting in the front seat of the Skoda, watching through its windscreen. He had the windows down as it was still warm, despite the sun now being over the roofs of the row of terraces opposite. 
 
    The other uniformed officer eventually came out of the house, still holding the battering ram with both hands, and shook his head. “No one’s in.” 
 
    “Any sign of a struggle?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Don’t think so.” 
 
    Henry wasn’t going to take his word for it. Uniformed officers weren’t known for their detective skills, well, apart from those destined for a career as a detective. The officer holding the battering ram like it was a weapon didn’t strike Henry as being one of them. “Mind if I take a look?” 
 
    The officer shrugged, and then PC Cox said, “Hang on, who says you can?” 
 
    Henry turned to him. “DI Barnes did, and if that’s not good enough for you, you can ask DCI Murphy and the chief constable.” 
 
    That shut him up. He pulled a face at Henry as he walked past the officer with the battering ram and entered the house. 
 
    Henry looked down at the grey carpet in the hallway, which was the same as the one he’d seen in the living room. He knew he should be wearing shoe covers, but he didn’t think the two officers outside would have any on them. He’d have to buy his own if he intended on walking around more crime scenes in the future. 
 
    The walls were painted in a lighter grey than the carpet, and there were some black-and-white photos of the local moors in thick, black frames mounted on them. A staircase led upstairs, but Henry turned right and entered the living room. 
 
    It was immaculate. A black, leather settee faced the front window and a large widescreen TV. There was a stack of DVDs next to the television, and Henry bet that they were in alphabetical order. 
 
    He left the living room and went along the hallway to a kitchen. It looked out into a small backyard, which had an old outhouse in it. The kitchen was as clean and as neat as the living room. It had granite worktops and a Belfast sink, all polished to a shine. 
 
    He looked at the large American-style fridge and saw some postcards from holiday destinations. Henry glanced at them, then saw one from Barcelona, that had a rainbow flag on it. He took out his handkerchief from his pocket, covered his fingers, and took the fridge magnet off the postcard. Turning the postcard over, he saw that it was signed by ‘Phil and John’. They’d had a good time in Barcelona and wished Eddy had been with them. 
 
    Henry put the postcard back and then went along the hallway. He didn’t want to snoop around Eddy Lewis’s house too long, as there was no sign of anything untoward. But Henry had a witness who saw a van linked to another murder outside, and Eddy Lewis had gone missing. 
 
    He walked down the hallway and saw the two uniformed officers standing in the front yard, watching him through the busted doorway. 
 
    “You going to be long?” PC Cox asked. 
 
    “I’ll be as long as it takes,” Henry replied. 
 
    Henry was about to look in the front room for a laptop, when he saw something on the carpet near the front door, next to the black doormat. He walked towards it and bent over, so he wouldn’t have to kneel down. On the pristine, grey carpet was a small, black stain, which was about the size of a twenty-pence piece. He must’ve missed it as he’d walked in. Henry peered at it and saw a hint of red to it. 
 
    “You’d best get SOCO over here,” he said to the two officers. 
 
    “Why?” PC Cox asked. 
 
    “We’ve got some blood here.” 
 
    The two officers looked at one another. 
 
    “So, it doesn’t mean that it’s this bloke’s blood,” PC Cox said. 
 
    Henry stood up straight and took his own phone from his pocket. “Want me to get them here or will you do as you’re told?” 
 
    PC Cox shook his head and huffed. “Do what you want.” 
 
    Henry dialled Barnes and she picked up quickly. “Sorry for disturbing you, the two officers here won’t do as they’re told.” He glared at PC Cox, who returned the glare. 
 
    “They’re like that, sometimes. Shouting at them helps,” Barnes said, speaking like she was only half-listening. 
 
    “I’ve found some blood by the door at Eddy Lewis’s house. If we can test it, we can link it to the liver that I found in Graham Thomson’s basement.” 
 
    “You think he’s another victim?” 
 
    Henry looked at the busted front door, which was hanging in its frame, barely attached to its hinges. Then he looked out at the front yard past the two officers and at the white gate. On the other side of it was the road. Graham could’ve parked his white van there, attacked Eddy Lewis at his front door, incapacitated him with his stun gun, and then dragged him into his white van with a hessian mask over his head. “I think he is.” 
 
    “I’ll get SOCO over there.” 
 
    Henry thought through the timescales. The woman next door said she saw Graham’s van outside the house two days ago. Henry then remembered what Mrs Thomson had told him in their phone call at 3 a.m. that morning. She’d said, “He’s killed someone again.” 
 
    “I don’t think he’s the one, though,” Henry said to Barnes. “I think there might be another one. I think Graham killed someone else last night.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Henry didn’t know for certain, but he suspected he’d be able to find out. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    The SOCO crew were on their way, and PC Cox and his colleague with the battering ram had been ordered to remain at the house. PC Cox didn’t seem too happy about that, but Henry didn’t mind whether he did or not. 
 
    Henry walked up to his Skoda Octavia. Robbie was still in the front seat of the car with his tablet on his lap. He was watching Henry approach. He leaned out of the open passenger window and asked, “What did you find?” 
 
    Henry glanced over at the neighbouring house to Eddy Lewis’s and saw the blonde woman at her front door. She looked worriedly at him. Henry nodded at her and didn’t answer Robbie’s question as he didn’t want the neighbour to overhear. 
 
    He got into the driving seat and closed the windows. He then started the engine so the air conditioning could start. Air blew through the vents in the dashboard. 
 
    Robbie was looking at him, wondering if and when he was going to reply to his question. 
 
    “I’m not sure what I’ve found yet,” Henry said, looking out the windscreen at the rows of houses on either side. “But I’ve found something.” 
 
    “Is he dead?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “I think so.” 
 
    “But you’re not sure?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “It seems highly likely, but we’re not sure.” He put the car in gear and drove off, gliding past Eddy Lewis’s house. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    Henry looked at the time on the car’s clock. It was nearly 9 p.m. It could take forty minutes to drive there, and he had to report back to Barnes before 10 p.m. “Ever been to Wrose?” he asked Robbie. 
 
    Robbie pulled a face. “Where?” 
 
    “North of Shipley. There’s a lovely pub I think we should call in at.” 
 
    Robbie’s confused expression didn’t let up. “A pub? Right now?” 
 
    “Do me a favour,” Henry said, turning the car right to join one of the main streets in Silsden. “I want you to have a look on all the social media sites for someone called Simon Holton. He’d be in his seventies now. He might not live around here, but I have a sneaky suspicion he might’ve come back.” 
 
    “Holton? Who’s that?” 
 
    Henry followed the light traffic through Silsden, heading towards Shipley. “It’s Graham Thomson’s father.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The traffic wasn’t too bad, thankfully, and they made it to Wrose in just under half an hour. Robbie stared at the tablet on his lap while Henry drove. Henry no longer felt exhausted. In fact, he felt a second wind coming. He knew he was onto something now; all he had to do was prove his hunch. 
 
    He parked up outside the Rose and Crown pub on double yellow lines. He knew that he could argue about the traffic ticket if he got one. He stopped the engine and looked across the street at the pub. The tables outside were full of drinkers, but they weren’t the same kind of crowd as the one in Addingham. These looked a little harder. The sort that might know a thing or two about Simon Holton. 
 
    He turned to Robbie who was still staring at his tablet’s screen. “Found anything?” 
 
    Robbie shook his head. “There are five Simon Holtons on Facebook, but none live around here.” 
 
    “How old are they?” 
 
    “Well, two or three of them look like they’re in their fifties.” 
 
    “It’s not one of them,” Henry said, looking back at the pub. 
 
    “Of the other two, one’s in his sixties and the other doesn’t say. I can’t really see him in his profile picture, either.” 
 
    Henry looked at Robbie’s tablet and saw the profile picture. It was of a landscape, some flat countryside. Mist hung over the green grass, and in the distance were rolling hills. “Where does that guy live?” 
 
    Robbie looked at the screen. “York.” 
 
    “York?” Henry tried to recall which prison Simon Holton had been shipped off to but couldn’t remember. It had been more than twenty years ago. Besides, he’d never really kept track of which prisons people were sent to. He always had to move on to the next case and then go after the next one. “There is a prison that way. Full Sutton.” 
 
    Robbie looked up at him, not really understanding what he meant. 
 
    “Stay here.” He opened his door and stepped out onto the pavement. “I’m going inside to have a word.” He looked over at the mean-looking crowd outside the pub then added, “If I’m not back in ten minutes, call the police.” 
 
    Robbie frowned. “You are the police, aren’t you?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “Sort of, but I might need their help. So, what do you do if I’m not back in ten minutes?” 
 
    Robbie looked around at the street as if becoming aware of his surroundings. “I call the police. Where are we?” 
 
    Henry didn’t answer his question. He figured Robbie could work that out on his tablet. Instead, he crossed the street and headed towards the Rose and Crown. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The pub was full. The smell of spilt beer and urinal cakes hadn’t gone away, but it was less noticeable thanks to the different types of strong, cheap aftershave in the air. 
 
    Henry had to squeeze between two large men near the door and found other gaps between disparate crowds until he finally got to the bar. A rugby match was playing on the TV, and there was a crescendo of cheers as one of the players scored a try. Henry recognised the black and orange stripes of the Bradford Bulls player who’d just jumped over the line. The pub roared, with the men watching throwing their arms up in the air, and spilling beer, which sloshed around Henry’s shoes. 
 
    He glanced over the bar and saw the woman with the pink hoodie from earlier, Claire Tavistock, the landlord’s daughter. She didn’t seem too interested in the match, only glancing up now and then while she was pouring a pint. 
 
    There was a large man sitting on a stool at the corner of the bar. Henry guessed him to be Ian Tavistock, the landlord, as he was sitting on the other side of the bar. He wore an ill-fitting chequered shirt and had a large grey beard and balding head. He sat on his barstool, smoking a cigarette, and laughed inanely to the huge, burly men opposite him on the other side of the bar. 
 
    Henry slipped past some of the large men standing around the bar and made his way towards Ian Tavistock. The noise was near deafening despite the cheering having died down. The constant chatter struggled to compete with the commentary from the match, which seemed to be distorting the pub’s sound system. 
 
    Eventually, Henry got close enough to Ian Tavistock, and he approached the bar, placing his hand on its sticky surface. 
 
    Claire Tavistock saw Henry immediately, and she pulled a confused expression. Henry ignored her and inched closer towards Ian Tavistock, who had two large men standing on Henry’s side of the bar. Both men had shaved heads and tattoos, and Henry was fairly confident that both of them had served time. 
 
    “Dad!” Claire shouted, which pierced the noise of the pub. 
 
    Ian Tavistock stopped talking in mid-flow and looked at her. “What?” He followed her stare to look at Henry. He sucked on his cigarette and huffed out some smoke. “Is that the old copper?” 
 
    Henry didn’t wait for Claire to reply. “Mr Tavistock.” 
 
    Ian pulled a face like he’d just stared into a filthy toilet. 
 
    “Mr Tavistock, I need a word.” 
 
    The two burly men standing near him both stood straight. They looked so similar Henry had to wonder if they were related. 
 
    “Calm down, lads,” Ian Tavistock ordered, waving his hand at them. 
 
    The two men remained looking tough while Henry moved to stand next to them. “Where’s Simon Holton?” 
 
    “Who?” Ian said, not looking at Henry anymore, but watching the rugby match on the big screen on the wall opposite. 
 
    “Simon Holton. Has he been back around, recently?” 
 
    “I’ve not heard of him.” He sucked his cigarette and then crushed it into the full ashtray on the bar beside him. “If you want to speak to me, you’ll have to caution me and take me down to the station.” 
 
    “Where’s he staying?” Henry asked. 
 
    “My lawyers will be in touch if you carry on like that.” 
 
    “Because I have a sneaky suspicion that he is back and that his son might’ve met up with him,” Henry said, raising his voice over the chatter and noise. 
 
    Ian tried to pay attention to the rugby match but then gave in. “Get out! You’re barred,” he said. “I don’t want any ex-coppers in here. Alright?” Spittle fell onto Ian’s lips and got caught in his grey beard. 
 
    “Where is he? Where’s he been staying?” 
 
    Ian just snarled at Henry, and one of the huge men beside him moved to show Henry out. 
 
    Henry put his hands up. “It’s alright. I’ll show myself out.” As he started walking away, he added, “But if you do know where he is, I suggest you check on him as he might not be there anymore.” 
 
    Ian shook his head, pretending he hadn’t heard, but Henry knew he had, as he could see that nasty snarl again curling his lips. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    The sky was slowly fading into twilight when Henry got back to his car. The air was still warm, and he started the engine and saw the temperature displayed on his dashboard was twenty-three degrees. Robbie held his phone in his hand as if he was expecting to make a call. Henry glanced at him and asked, “You alright?” 
 
    “You were nearly ten minutes.” 
 
    Henry remembered what he’d asked Robbie to do if he took more than ten minutes. “It’s alright. I’m back now.” 
 
    Robbie lowered his phone. “That pub looked pretty dodgy.” 
 
    “It is.” Henry looked back at the pub, watching the tables out front. “I nearly got shown out in an unpleasant way. Fortunately, they let me leave by myself.” 
 
    “What’s this pub got to do with Graham Thomson?” 
 
    “Nothing. It’s got something to do with his dad.” 
 
    Robbie didn’t ask further about that as he didn’t seem to know where to start. “What are we waiting for now?” 
 
    “I’m waiting for a large man to walk out of that pub and get into a car. Then we’re going to follow him.” 
 
    “A large man?” 
 
    Henry waited a few more minutes, but no one exited through the doors of the pub. He checked the clock on the dashboard: it was 9.35. He didn’t have long to find out who that liver he’d found at Graham’s belonged to. 
 
    A silver Mercedes rolled past him going in the opposite direction, and Henry recognised the driver. It was one of the large men standing next to Ian Tavistock in the pub. “Bloody hell!” 
 
    He did a U-turn on the busy street, nearly colliding head-on with a taxi. Its driver shouted at him, though Henry couldn’t hear him as he had his windows up. He reversed the car and turned again, then followed the silver Mercedes. 
 
    “What’s going on?!” Robbie asked, clutching his tablet close to his chest. 
 
    “There was a bloody back door!” Henry shouted. Of course there was a back door, had he ever been into a pub that didn’t have one? 
 
    Robbie didn’t seem to understand the significance and carried on clutching his tablet, half-expecting Henry to do another dangerous manoeuvre. 
 
    They were three cars behind the silver Mercedes. “Right, let’s see where this car goes. Hopefully, we’ll find out who that liver belonged to.” 
 
    Robbie pulled a disgusted face. “Whose liver?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The silver Mercedes pulled up in a small street lined with early-twentieth-century terraced houses. It wasn’t too far from the park where Henry had had lunch with Mrs Whitehead and Mrs Thomson. He pulled up at the end of the street, behind a red Ford Ka. 
 
    The sky was now a faint purple colour, and the street lights were turning on. It was still oppressively hot. Henry opened the windows of his car to let in some fresh air. 
 
    He peered out of his windscreen and watched the burly man get out of the Mercedes and walk towards one of the terraced houses at the far end of the street. He banged on the white, plastic front door then peered in through the house’s front window. He covered his mouth with his hands and called up to the window on the first floor, but he was too far away for Henry to make out what he was shouting. He guessed it was Simon Holton’s name. 
 
    After not getting a reply, the burly man pulled his phone out of his jeans pocket and made a phone call. 
 
    “You think Graham’s dad is in there?” Robbie asked. 
 
    Henry nodded, without taking his eyes off the burly man, then he shook his head. “Well, I think he was in there. I don’t think he’s there anymore.” 
 
    “Because Graham Thomson killed him?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “I think so.” 
 
    The burly man ended his phone call then put his hand in his jeans pocket and pulled something out. He went to the front door, looked up and down the street, then put his hand on the door handle, and, after a few seconds, opened it. 
 
    “He did that pretty quickly,” Henry said, mildly impressed. “I don’t think that was a key in his hand.” 
 
    The burly man placed the long, thin implement into his pocket, and Henry guessed it was a blade of some sort. The man went into the house. 
 
    Henry glanced at Robbie. “I’ll go take a closer look.” 
 
    “What? Are you kidding? That guy’s huge.” 
 
    “I need to see what’s inside,” Henry said, wondering if he’d find clues of a struggle inside the house. Then he paused and looked up and down the street. How would Graham have found this street? He’d have to have learnt of it from one of Ian Tavistock’s people or maybe his father had contacted him, wanting to make amends. Either way, Henry needed to get into the house. 
 
    “Here, why don’t we use this instead?” Robbie asked, leaning forward to root around inside his black backpack. He pulled out a small, black box and opened it. 
 
    Henry wondered if it had a camera inside, but instead, he saw a device that looked like a mini robot with four propellers on top of it. He frowned. “Is that a drone?” 
 
    Robbie nodded then took the drone out of its box. Sitting on his palm, it was about seven inches wide. “I can send it to go have a look.” 
 
    “Inside the house?” 
 
    “No, obviously he’d see it. But…” He looked up at the roofs of the terraced houses opposite. “I could send it up there to watch. The camera can zoom in quite far.” 
 
    Henry tried to think through the legal ramifications. He was fairly sure using a drone to spy on someone was a criminal offence, but then again, he was sitting in a car spying on the very same man. Did it make much of a difference how he spied on him? 
 
    “Alright,” Henry said. “But if he finds it and smashes it to pieces, I’ll take none of the blame.” 
 
    Robbie smirked. “He won’t find it.” 
 
    Henry suspected Robbie was talking from experience and wondered who else the lad had been spying on. 
 
    Robbie slipped out of the car to set the drone up, and then, Henry heard a faint buzzing sound, like a hornet’s buzz, but louder. Robbie got back into the car, staring at his phone. Henry peered at its screen and saw a bird’s-eye view of the street. 
 
    “You control it from your phone?” Henry asked. 
 
    Robbie nodded and touched the screen on both sides like he was playing a video game. The drone moved from side to side as he did so. Henry glanced down the street and saw the drone climb above the house opposite the one the burly man had entered. It hovered near the neighbouring house’s chimney stack. 
 
    Henry peered over Robbie’s shoulder at his phone. Robbie zoomed in on the house, and Henry could see the open front door. Then something moved behind the window on the first floor. 
 
    “Can you get closer?” Henry asked. 
 
    “I could, but then he’d see the drone.” 
 
    “Can you go round the back of the house?” 
 
    Robbie nodded, then manoeuvred the drone so that it flew over the street and over the roof of the house the burly man had entered. He turned it around, and Henry could see a small backyard with a battered green wheelie bin in it. There was a cobbled lane running behind the backyard, which ran the length of the row of houses and was lit by street lights. At the end of the lane was a road. Henry wondered if Graham could’ve dragged his father down there but thought it unlikely. He’d have to pass lots of neighbouring houses first. 
 
    There was a faint shout, and both Henry and Robbie looked up from his phone screen to look down the street. 
 
    The burly man rushed out of the front door and jumped into his Mercedes. He slammed its driver’s door shut and then seemed to talk excitedly to someone on his phone. 
 
    “Huh,” Henry said. “I wonder what he’s just found.” 
 
    Robbie looked down at his phone and moved the drone closer to the first-floor window at the back of the house. He couldn’t see much inside, as the glare of a nearby street light was reflected against the glass, making it difficult to peer beyond it. 
 
    Henry noticed that the burly man was still sitting in his car, which was parked outside the front door of the house. He didn’t seem to be making a move. He was off his phone and was staring at his steering wheel, looking mildly panicked. 
 
    “He’s probably called for backup,” Henry said, looking down the street. “We won’t have long.” He needed to see what was inside the house before Ian Tavistock and his goons cleared it up. Whatever it was, it was enough to scare that burly man out of the house. “We need to look inside that house.” 
 
    “I think I can try something,” said Robbie. “But it might not work. It’s a bit tricky to fly inside. Should be alright, though.” 
 
    Henry glanced at Robbie’s phone’s screen and saw that he’d flown the drone back over the house and was now aiming it at the house’s open front door. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry looked up and down the street. The other terraced houses hadn’t stirred since they’d arrived. Most of them had their lights on inside, and a lot had netted curtains in their front windows. 
 
    Henry glanced up the street, but there weren’t any cars coming down it. The burly man remained in the front seat of his silver Mercedes. He was on his phone again and looked more than mildly upset. 
 
    “I’m inside,” Robbie said, looking at his phone. 
 
    “Don’t bloody crash the thing,” Henry said, wondering how much a thing like that’d cost. He suspected, however, that Robbie’s dad could easily buy him another. 
 
    He peered over Robbie’s shoulder and watched the footage from the drone. It was on the landing, hovering near the ceiling, looking down at a white carpet. It must have had lights attached to it, as wherever the drone looked was lit up. 
 
    The drone then went into a messy living room. Beer cans littered the coffee table, as did a large ashtray the size of a dinner plate. It was completely full of ash and cigarette butts. 
 
    Robbie manoeuvred the drone out of the room, nearly flying it into the door, and then he moved it over the bannister and up the stairs. 
 
    “Aye, whatever scared that bloke wasn’t in the living room,” Henry said. “It’ll be upstairs somewhere.” 
 
    He glanced at Robbie, who was scrunching up his thick eyebrows as he concentrated on flying the drone. Perhaps Henry shouldn’t let the lad see whatever it was that had spooked that burly man out of the house. 
 
    But it was too late. 
 
     Pools of blood on the white carpet came into view.  
 
    “Shit,” Robbie said under his breath. 
 
    Henry was about to tell him to be careful, when Robbie flew the drone into a bedroom, following the streaks of blood. 
 
    The bedroom’s white carpet was splattered with gore. There was a double bed in the room, taking up most of it, and on it lay a human-sized bloody mess. Blood splattered the wallpaper and the white wardrobe that stood at the far corner of the room. 
 
    Robbie looked at his phone in disgust. “What the…” He covered his mouth with one of his hands. 
 
    Henry wished the lad hadn’t seen what he had. “Sorry…” 
 
    Robbie then swore, and the footage from the drone spun around, and then his phone’s screen went black. 
 
    “What happened?” Henry asked. 
 
    Robbie shook his head. “I lost concentration. It’s on the floor of that bedroom.” 
 
    Henry bit his lower lip so hard he nearly drew blood. How the hell were they going to get that out? He’d have to slip into the house before the burly man’s backup arrived, despite him sitting out front. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Henry said to Robbie, “we’ll get it back.” He just didn’t know how. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Henry didn’t have a choice. He called Barnes, pressing his phone against his ear as he looked down the street. The burly man was still sitting in his silver Mercedes outside the house. He was resting his bald scalp against the headrest of his driver’s seat, staring straight ahead. He still seemed oblivious to Henry and Robbie’s presence at the other end of the street. 
 
    The street was getting darker in the purple twilight. There were some warm glows coming from the neighbouring houses and the street lights. There was still no sign of the backup the burly man had no doubt called for. 
 
    Robbie was still staring down at his phone. He was telling Henry that this had happened before and that he’d managed to get the drone up off the floor after it’d crashed. Henry thought it might be worth having a conversation about what exactly it was that Robbie had been doing with that drone. But he wasn’t going to have it now, as his drone had been some use to them. 
 
    Barnes didn’t answer his phone call. He didn’t leave a message, instead, he’d ring her again in a few minutes. She was probably held up in a meeting. 
 
    “It’ll work, I think,” Robbie said. 
 
    Henry looked at him as if he’d not been listening. “What will?” 
 
    “Getting a bit closer to the house. It might be that it went out of range. I mean, it can’t be the battery. It was fully charged.” He shook his head like he couldn’t think of another reason why it’d crashed. 
 
    Henry looked at the silver Mercedes. “I don’t think getting closer to that house is an option.” 
 
    “What about the backstreet?” 
 
    Henry didn’t have an answer to that. It was true, the lad could get closer to the house via its backstreet, but it was still too much of a risk. “No,” Henry said. “I can’t let you.” He pointed at the silver Mercedes. “If that fella sees you, he could very well lose his temper.” 
 
    Robbie shrugged. “I’m a fast runner.” 
 
    Henry had seen Robbie in his running gear earlier but still shook his head. “I don’t think I’d even try outrunning him if I were you.” 
 
    “I need to get it back, though,” Robbie said, suddenly looking anxious. “I don’t want them thinking I’m involved in that… I mean, what the hell happened to that guy in the bedroom?” 
 
    Henry could see that Robbie no longer thought this was some game. A man had been brutally murdered, and Robbie’s fancy toy was lying on the carpet next to his corpse. 
 
    “I’m sure I can talk the police around and explain everything,” Henry said, although he sounded like he was unable to convince himself. 
 
    Robbie shook his head. “Nah. I’ve got to get it back.” He opened the passenger’s door, and Henry tried to grab his arm, but Robbie slipped past him and was outside before Henry knew it. 
 
    “Bloody hell!” 
 
    Henry saw Robbie cross the street and then hide behind a Ford Fiesta. He then rushed off and ran behind the row of houses, out of Henry’s sight. 
 
    “Bloody crumbs!” Henry shouted, opening his front door and getting out of the car. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Robbie had long gone, running off into the shadows and then, presumably, into the backstreet behind the row of houses. Henry could run after him, but he didn’t really run anymore. His hips wouldn’t allow it. 
 
    He had another idea, anyway. Distraction. He locked his car and then crossed the street, walking down the pavement towards the house and the silver Mercedes. There was no light inside the car, and now it looked fairly gloomy, but Henry still felt the burly man’s eyes on him as he approached. 
 
    When Henry was about five yards away from the Mercedes, the burly man hauled himself out of the driver’s seat, looking as fierce as a silverback. “What the fuck are you doing here?” 
 
    The burly man must’ve recognised Henry from the pub. Henry stopped walking and remained five yards away from him. He side-stepped towards one of the terraced houses. The glow of its front window lit him up. 
 
    “I said, what the fuck you doing here!” the burly man repeated. 
 
    “Is Simon Holton in that house?” Henry asked loudly, hoping his words would travel on the early night’s air to one of the neighbours, raising their attention. 
 
    The burly man slammed the top of his Mercedes. “Get the fuck away!” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere until I’ve been inside that house.” 
 
    The burly man glared at him for a moment, and then he stepped away from his car and slammed the driver’s door shut. He slammed it with such force that the car rocked from side to side. He rushed forward a few steps, glaring at Henry. “I won’t tell you again, old man.” 
 
    “And I won’t tell you,” Henry said, pretending he was feeling confident when in reality he felt the opposite. He remembered dealing with these types before. The big but thick ones. They were used to bossing people around by using threats of violence. Henry felt this brute’s threats might be followed through, however. 
 
    “Get out of here!” 
 
    The burly man rushed forward, and Henry held up his hand. 
 
    “Don’t bloody touch me, or I’ll have you for assaulting an officer.” 
 
    The man stopped and snarled. “You’re not a pig. You’re too old.” 
 
    “They’re shipping in retirees now to help them. Blame the government if you want.” 
 
    The man pulled a face like he hadn’t understood. 
 
    Henry continued. “Why won’t you let me see Simon Holton?” 
 
    “Because I’ve told you to get lost.” 
 
    “Is it because he’s not in?” 
 
    “He’s not…” The man shook his head like he was trying to prevent himself from saying anything further. “Get the fuck out of here!” 
 
    Henry stepped closer to the terraced house. He then rested his shoulder against its stone facade and folded his arms as if he were waiting for a bus. But his display of nonchalance was only intended to hide his shaking hands. 
 
    “Don’t get comfortable!” The man stepped towards him, getting within a few yards of Henry. He was tall, nearly a full foot higher than Henry, and he was nearly as wide as he was tall. “Get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    Henry held up his hand again. “Stay back.” 
 
    The burly man huffed as if Henry was just a mouse compared to him. He stepped closer. 
 
    “I bet the real reason you won’t let me go into this house is because Simon Holton’s dead in one of the bedrooms?” 
 
    The burly man’s eyes widened in astonishment. 
 
    “Now, the way I see it is, you let me into that house, unhindered; or, I have you arrested under suspicion of murdering Simon Holton.” 
 
    The burly man shook his head. “I didn’t bloody kill him.” 
 
    Henry knew he hadn’t, of course. But being suspected of the most serious crime possible was enough to terrify anyone. Even the big-but-thick lot. “You’ll let me into that house?” Henry asked. 
 
    The burly man snarled then he frowned as he thought through the implications of letting this old copper into the house. Just while he was thinking, Henry’s phone buzzed in his pocket. 
 
    He answered it and a voice said, “I’m inside.” 
 
    “Robbie?” 
 
    “I couldn’t get it working from outside.” 
 
    “Bloody hell, lad. You’ll leave DNA traces everywhere.” 
 
    “I’ve nearly got it.” 
 
    Henry looked up at the burly man who seemed to have worked out that Henry was talking to someone inside the house. He stared at the open front door then rushed towards it. 
 
    “Get the hell out of there!” Henry said to Robbie, before chasing after the burly man. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The burly man could move fast. He had his bald head down and rushed into the house in a flash like he’d just grabbed the rugby ball and had broken free of a scrum. Henry walked quickly behind him, as fast as his hips could take him. 
 
    He heard a young man’s scream come from inside the house. It was Robbie. 
 
    Henry upped his pace and felt his hips burn in complaint, but he pushed himself to go faster. 
 
    He ran through the open front door, along the white carpet of the hallway, and to the foot of the staircase, just as Robbie flew down them, head first. 
 
    He was on his back, sliding down the steps, and landed at the bottom, crumpled up. His long dark hair covered his eyes, but Henry suspected that the lad was unconscious. The lad’s thin arms were wrapped around his stomach as if he’d been punched there. 
 
    Henry looked up the staircase and saw the burly man at the top of them, looking down. “I said get out of this house.” He breathed his words with such fury, Henry nearly felt the anger radiating off him. 
 
    “If you’ve injured this lad, I’ll have you for GBH.” 
 
    The burly man continued glaring at Henry as his chest heaved with fury. “Get out.” 
 
    “I suppose you’ve already been charged for that before,” Henry carried on. “I bet I could tie you to Simon Holton’s murder if I wanted.” 
 
    “Get out. Now.” 
 
    Robbie seemed to stir at the foot of the steps. He looked up at Henry, his long, dark fringe moving to the side and exposing his eyes, which were open. A large, purple bruise was forming around one of them. 
 
    “Alright, lad?” Henry asked. 
 
    Robbie didn’t answer. Instead, he removed his hands from around his stomach and showed Henry the drone. It seemed relatively undamaged despite it having been wrapped in Robbie’s arms as he flew down the steps. 
 
    Henry shook his head. “Bloody thing.” 
 
    Robbie grinned then hauled himself off the carpet. 
 
    Henry peered up at the burly man who was still glaring down at them when his phone rang. He pulled it out of his pocket. It was Barnes. “DCI Barnes,” he said loudly. “Get me backup to…” He paused and looked at Robbie. “Where are we?” 
 
    Robbie spat some blood on the carpet and pressed his thumb against one of his incisors. “I think it’s Gable Point.” 
 
    “Gable Point in Wrose. I need an ambulance, police backup, and SOCO over here now.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” Barnes asked, sounding confused. 
 
    “The corpse of Simon Holton has been found, and a possible murder suspect has just assaulted my assistant.” 
 
    “Assistant?” Barnes asked. “Are you taking the piss?” 
 
    “Just get them down here,” Henry said, losing his patience. 
 
    “They’re on their way,” she said. “Though, you’d be lucky if the ambulance shows up before midnight.” 
 
    Henry hung up and put his phone back in his pocket. He looked up the stairs at the burly man, who had his hand on the bannister. “Now, it looks to me like the police will find you at the murder scene, having just assaulted a young lad.” 
 
    The burly man looked about him, his eyes as wild as those of a caged gorilla, and then he thundered down the stairs, knocking Henry and Robbie over like bowling pins when he got to the bottom. 
 
    Henry fell badly, knocking his shoulder into the wall and planting his face into the dirty, white carpet. 
 
    The burly man’s footsteps pounded the pavement outside. Then the driver’s door of his car was slammed shut, and he started its engine. Henry heard the Mercedes speed off down the street. He didn’t mind, he had the licence plate number. He’d told Robbie to make a note of it while they were tailing it earlier. 
 
    He felt sleepiness overwhelm him. It covered the corners of his mind in a dark quilt and then swept over him. This white carpet was quite comfy. He hadn’t had a good kip for a few days now. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Henry was sat on a stretcher inside an ambulance with an oxygen mask over his face. He’d slept on the carpet for an hour or so. Robbie thought he was dead. Apparently, the poor lad was in hysterics. 
 
    Henry had come round, though, after the ambulance turned up. The ambulance crew wanted to check him out and insisted on an oxygen mask when Henry told them about his bad asthma. The oxygen mask smelt of rubber and plastic, and Henry didn’t think it was doing anything good for him. 
 
    His left shoulder ached, and he had a sharp pain whenever he lifted his arm up, and his hips were on fire, but apart from that, he was alright. He’d asked the ambulance crew for some painkillers, but they said they could only give him paracetamol. He settled for that and took some. 
 
    Robbie had been seen to as well. He had a nasty black eye, and apparently a bruised stomach, and his legs and arms were badly bruised too, on account of falling down the stairs. He’d survive, though. So would his drone, which was in full working order. Robbie was in a better position than Henry, and they were both doing far better than the late Simon Holton. 
 
    SOCO officers were going about his house now, securing the scene. Henry suspected that any evidence around the front door and the hallway would be damaged. They wouldn’t be able to use any of it in court as Graham Thomson’s defence would have a field day with it. 
 
    Henry had had enough of the rubbery oxygen being pumped into his mouth and took off the mask. He felt it’d left imprints around his cheeks and chin. He put the mask on the stretcher next to him and stood up. His hips burned, but he tried to put up with the pain. He walked to the edge of the ambulance and looked out into the street. 
 
    There were three police vans, all with their blue lights flashing. The vans belonged to SOCO, but there were two police cars filled with uniformed officers further down the street. Henry had given them the licence plate of the white Mercedes, and apparently it was being chased through Bradford. 
 
    He looked about the scene but couldn’t see DCI Barnes anywhere. He was surprised she hadn’t turned up. Using his good arm, he clung onto the back door of the ambulance and walked down the metal steps. 
 
    “Erm, sir?” asked a voice, not very politely. Henry glanced at one of the paramedics walking towards him. It was some pale guy in his forties, who looked almost as drained and tired as Henry was. His green overalls were crumpled and had stains on them. “You’re not well enough to leave…” 
 
    “I’m fine,” Henry said, holding his hand up to him. “Just need to get home and have my inhalers and a nice long bath.” 
 
    The ambulance crew member pulled a dissatisfied face. “I advise against that, sir. You might’ve knocked your head.” 
 
    Henry didn’t think he’d hit it. He’d landed on his shoulder not his head. “My head’s fine, it’s my shoulder that’s giving me gyp.” 
 
    “I really recommend you go to BRI–” 
 
    “I’m not going to hospital,” Henry said, turning his back on the paramedic. He’d not spend a night on a geriatrics ward at Bradford Royal Infirmary while Graham was still on the loose. Not after all the work he’d put into finding him. 
 
    He continued walking towards the police vans, ignoring the calls of the paramedic until he eventually gave up. Henry hobbled past a SOCO officer and glanced at the house. SOCO officers walked in and out of its front door with their white plastic overalls swishing against their limbs. 
 
    Henry heard a car pull up further down the street, and he started to wonder where Robbie was. Henry had been chatting to him while he was sat on the stretcher in the ambulance, but now the lad had disappeared. Henry looked around the scene and saw the large frame of Dr Anderson approach, leaning on his cane. 
 
    “You again?” 
 
    Henry smirked. “Dr Anderson.” 
 
    “I wish you’d stop finding me corpses to look at. Don’t you think I have enough on? What with it being the tail end of a pandemic.” He stood next to Henry and peered into his eyes, then around Henry’s head. “Feeling alright? I heard you knocked your head.” 
 
    Henry grunted. “I knocked my shoulder, not my head.” 
 
    Dr Anderson’s grey, fluffy eyebrows furrowed as he peered into Henry’s eyes. He pulled out a pen torch from his pocket and blinded Henry with it. “Feel dizzy or nauseous?” 
 
    “Just tired and slightly blind.” 
 
    Dr Anderson pulled the pen torch away from Henry’s eyes and peered at him with more concern. 
 
    “Ah, that’s better. The blindness has gone. It must’ve been that light you were shining in my eyes.” 
 
    Dr Anderson shook his head. “You look fine. However, I’m not a physician. My patients have unfortunately already met their maker.” 
 
    Henry nodded. “Well, you’re still a doctor, so I’ll take your word that I’m fine.” 
 
    Dr Anderson grunted, and both men turned to look at the terraced house where Simon Holton’s remains were. 
 
    “What did you find for me this time?” Dr Anderson asked. 
 
    “Same as the last one. Although this one’s the father of the murderer.” 
 
    Dr Anderson exhaled. “Right, so we’re heading into Oedipal territory then?” 
 
    Henry frowned at him. “I bloody hope not.” 
 
    “Well, shall we go have a look?” Dr Anderson asked. 
 
    Henry nodded. He’d already seen the corpse on Robbie’s phone, but he might as well go look at the real thing. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The bedroom was smaller than it’d seemed in the footage from Robbie’s drone. Henry followed Dr Anderson into it, both wearing blue covers over their shoes, with Dr Anderson having another one wrapped around the end of his cane. 
 
    Henry had struggled up the staircase. His hips needed him to sit down for at least a week, and his shoulder was burning with pain as well. Dr Anderson also had difficulties with the staircase, wheezing up the steps as he hauled his large frame, leaning on the bannister with one hand and his cane with the other. 
 
    The trail of blood started halfway down the landing and led into the bedroom. Henry and Dr Anderson both peered down at it. It hadn’t dried completely. The spots where the blood was deepest still appeared to be damp. They both looked at each other as if to make a point of it, then made sure that they didn’t step in it as they entered the bedroom. 
 
    The ceiling light was on. It was just a bulb hanging from a wire in the ceiling. The white paint was peeling at the corners, and black bits of damp were spreading across it. 
 
    The metallic stench of gore filled the air. The window in the room looked out into the street. The sun must’ve blared through it all day, heating up the room and the corpse. Henry wafted the air around his nose and wished he’d kept hold of that oxygen mask. 
 
    Dr Anderson didn’t seem bothered. He moved around the side of the double bed, which took up most of the room, and peered at the corpse. A SOCO officer finished taking photos of the body with a digital camera and moved out of Anderson’s way. 
 
    Henry looked down at the corpse and stepped closer to it. It looked like something from a horror film. The face of Simon Holton was completely unrecognisable, as it no longer had any skin over it. Neither did it have any eyes, Henry noted. There was some grey hair sticking out from the back of it. 
 
    He could make out the muscles and bones in the corpse’s limbs, but the abdomen was a complete mess. It hung open at the sides, and gore was splattered around it. The white bedsheets were nearly blackened with blood. 
 
    Henry felt his stomach kick up a fuss, looked away from the bed and kept his eyes focused on the street light outside. “Bloody hell.” 
 
    “Quite literally,” Dr Anderson said. “He went to town on this one.” 
 
    “I don’t think they got on,” Henry said, taking a shallow breath. 
 
    “Clearly not.” 
 
    Henry kept his eyes focused on the night outside the window while Dr Anderson leaned over the corpse and tutted. 
 
    “So,” Henry said after a few moments, “you think it started on the landing?” 
 
    “Aye, I think so. Probably stabbed him out there then dragged him onto the bed.” 
 
    “Why do that?” 
 
    Dr Anderson stepped away from the bed and looked around the room. “Probably easier to work like that.” 
 
    Henry could see the sick logic in that. “When do you think he did it?” 
 
    Dr Anderson sighed. “Twenty-four hours ago, give or take an hour or two.” 
 
    That tallied with the phone call Henry received from Mrs Thomson during the night. She’d told him that Graham had killed someone that night, and Henry had found the bloody leather gloves in the carrier bag. And that liver. “You think that liver could belong to him?” 
 
    Dr Anderson leant over the bed again, and Henry returned to looking out of the window. He didn’t want to look at that gory mess ever again. 
 
    “Possibly,” Dr Anderson said. “I’ll have to run tests.” 
 
    “It could belong to someone else,” Henry said. “Eddy Lewis was a member of the same hiking group Graham was a part of, and he appears to have gone missing.” 
 
    “He has been busy, this chap of ours. Three kills within a couple of weeks.” 
 
    Henry didn’t like the tone of respect Dr Anderson seemed to have for Graham Thomson. 
 
    “Aye, I suppose he has. We haven’t found the remains of this Eddy Lewis yet. If indeed he is dead. But his neighbour did see Graham’s van outside his house a few days ago…” 
 
    “Sounds like what happened to that Leatherby lad. Well, I’ll make sure I leave space in the fridge free for when you do find him.” 
 
    Henry wondered where the hell Eddy Lewis’s body could be. Probably on the moors somewhere. He then looked around the poky bedroom. “Why do you think he killed him here?” 
 
    Dr Anderson stepped away from the bed. “I’ve no idea, really.” 
 
    “Let’s assume that this Graham Thomson normally kills his victims on the moors.” 
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    “Why kill Simon Holton here and that James Leatherby in his house?” 
 
    Dr Anderson shrugged his large shoulders and then leaned his back against the door of the white wardrobe. “They didn’t come willingly?” 
 
    Henry nodded. “Possibly.” He braced himself and looked at the corpse in the bed. He couldn’t see any sign of clothing. Then he looked back at the window as he felt the bile build up in his throat. “He’s not wearing clothes, is he?” 
 
    Dr Anderson stepped towards Simon Holton and peered down at him. “Not that I can see. He probably took them off…” 
 
    “Or Simon Holton had been asleep and heard a noise…” Henry turned to look at the landing, where he saw the SOCO officer from earlier kneeling at the pool of blood and taking photos of it. “Then he sees his son coming up the steps. There’s an altercation, Graham stabs him and pulls him into the room.” Henry looked at the bed and the mutilated corpse lying on it. 
 
    “Sounds like a good enough explanation.” 
 
    “Now all we need to do is find him.” 
 
    “Well, what’s the news on that? I heard the buzz outside.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Dr Anderson pointed out the window. “Just as I was pulling up. All the uniforms were getting themselves excited. They think they’ve got Graham Thomson cornered up near the Doubler Stones.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    Henry stormed out of the house, nearly bumping into a SOCO officer as he went. He stopped in the middle of the street between one of the SOCO police vans and the ambulance. He saw the paramedic he’d ignored earlier leaning against the side of the ambulance chatting to his colleague. He wondered if they had somewhere better to be. 
 
    Henry carried on walking until he found some patrol cars parked further up the street. Two uniformed officers were standing outside it, presumably enjoying the summer night’s air as they seemed to be in good spirits. Their radios crackled, and the two officers were listening to them intently, their hands holding their devices close to their ears. 
 
    Henry smelt the sickly-sweet aftershave at five paces and recognised the two uniformed officers as PC Cox and his colleague – the two idiots he’d run into at Eddy Lewis’s house. 
 
    “What’s happening?” Henry said. 
 
    The two officers looked at him. PC Cox smirked. “They’ve found him, and they’re going after him.” 
 
    “The dogs will get him,” said his colleague, who seemed to be smiling at the prospect of the police dogs chewing on Graham Thomson’s forearms. 
 
    Henry stiffened slightly and looked up the street for his car and saw its interior light was on, and Robbie was sitting in the passenger seat. “He’s still at the the Doubler Stones?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Aye,” PC Cox asked, before adding, “You planning on going?” 
 
    The two officers sniggered. 
 
    “You’d be a great use up there,” PC Cox said. “Didn’t you just fall down a flight of steps?” 
 
    Henry felt his cheeks burn. “Tell me or I’ll have to ask someone else.” 
 
    PC Cox shook his head. “Then ask someone else.” 
 
    Henry turned his back on them and headed towards his car. He heard them both laugh behind his back. 
 
    Bloody idiots. 
 
    Robbie started as Henry opened the driver’s door. “Alright, lad?” 
 
    Robbie looked about the street like he’d forgotten where he was. 
 
    “Been asleep?” 
 
    Robbie nodded. The purple bruise around his eye was raw and seemed to be pulsating. Henry didn’t think the poor lad should be sleeping after a nasty knock to the head like that. He glanced over at the ambulance. Its crew had been more concerned about a man in his late sixties while letting a lad with possible concussion go sleep it off in a car. Henry tutted. “Bloody NHS.” 
 
    He started the engine. 
 
    Robbie opened his eyes wide then winced and touched his bruise. “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Silsden. You can come with me or get one of these officers to take you home.” 
 
    Robbie shook his head. “Nah. I’ll come with you. It’ll be alright.” His head tilted from side to side like he was in a daze, or as if he’d had too much to drink. 
 
    Henry didn’t like the look of him. He leaned towards him and said, “Not until I’ve had someone check you over.” 
 
    Robbie shook his head. “I’m fine.” 
 
    Henry didn’t believe him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They were standing outside Henry’s Skoda on the pavement. Robbie was leaning against the side of the car while the paramedic shone a pen torch into his eyes. Henry stood nearby, his arms crossed over his chest, watching. 
 
    Henry had hailed the paramedic to come over, who’d rushed over with an ‘I-told-you-so’ expression on his face, which Henry took some joy in dispelling. They’d got Robbie out of the car with some difficulty as he seemed to be acting like a drunk, which Henry knew was a bad sign. 
 
    The paramedic turned off his pen torch and looked at Henry, his expression slightly grave and embarrassed. “He seems like he might have concussion.” 
 
    “Well, I told you that,” Henry said. “Take him to BRI.” 
 
    The paramedic nodded. “We’ll have to. He might have a broken nose as well.” 
 
    “I’ll come with you, Henry. I’ll be fine,” Robbie slurred. 
 
    “No, lad. You go with the ambulance. They’ll make sure that you’re alright.” 
 
    Robbie seemed upset by the idea, but he let the paramedic lead him away nonetheless. He wrapped his arms around his black backpack and held it closely into his chest as he walked towards the ambulance. 
 
    Henry felt a queasiness in his stomach. He hoped the lad would be alright. If anything bad were to happen to him, it’d all be Henry’s fault. He’d brought him into this. And Mrs Whitehead would never let him forget it. 
 
    He got into the car and started the engine again. He looked about him then turned the car around without hitting a police van, and headed towards Silsden. 
 
    The roads were quiet, except for the odd taxi. Street lights lit his path until he left Shipley and went along the bypass. He looked at the clock and saw it was 2 a.m. Christ, he’d been awake for nearly twenty-four hours. Not counting the hour or so of kip he had on that dirty hallway carpet. 
 
    He felt strangely invigorated like he’d taken some kind of amphetamine. It was the rush of the hunt. They were getting close to Graham. He could feel it. And thanks to the work he’d done that day, they could pin at least two murders on him, possibly three. 
 
    Lord knows how many more Graham had done. 
 
    He called Barnes and put the call on speakerphone. It rang for a while before she picked up. “How are you?” 
 
    “Fine. I’m heading to Silsden.” 
 
    “What? Don’t come here. Are you mad? We’ve got an armed unit here and dogs. We don’t need you.” 
 
    “No, I want to see how this ends.” 
 
    He heard chatter in the background, and she said yes to someone. Then she came back on the line and said, “We’re not far from the Doubler Stones or whatever they’re called. But you’re not to come here–” 
 
    “Right,” Henry said. “I’ll be there in fifteen.” 
 
    He heard her sigh an expletive just before he hung up. 
 
    He put his foot on the pedal and saw that he was over the limit but he didn’t mind. He knew every copper in the area would be on those moors, hunting Graham Thomson. 
 
    * * * 
 
    He sped along the country lanes, heading up to the moors. There were no street lights, and he had the full beams on. He saw flashing blue lights at the top of the hill, and made his way up there, going as fast as he felt was safe. He didn’t want to drive headfirst into a drystone wall. 
 
    As he approached the grouping of police vans, he saw the dark night’s sky had turned orange. An aura hung over the rolling hills, and they looked eerie, almost hellish. Then he saw a police car driving in his direction with its headlights flashing. 
 
    The lane was only just wide enough for one car, so Henry pulled an emergency stop and nearly careened into a wall. The police car hurtled past him; its sirens screaming and its lights flashing. Then another one came past at an equal speed. 
 
    The orange aura that hung over the hill got stronger, then, even with his windows closed, Henry could smell the smoke. He kept his engine idling as he called Barnes. She picked up quickly. 
 
    “Don’t come. We’re evacuating the area.” 
 
    There was panic and shouting at the other end of the line. 
 
    “He started a fire?” Henry asked, but he didn’t get an answer. She’d hung up. 
 
    A helicopter roared overhead with its spotlight gliding over the fields. It then disappeared over the top of the hill and into the orange glow of the fire. 
 
    Henry shook his head. They could’ve guessed Graham would start a fire. The grass hadn’t been touched by rain in weeks and was as dry as tinder. 
 
    He looked at the Maps application on his phone and found his location. The Doubler Stones were in-between Silsden, Addingham and Ilkley. He assumed Graham had set fire to the side closest to Silsden, so he’d probably be heading to Addingham or Ilkley. He didn’t think it was likely he’d stay up there, not with everything being on fire. 
 
    But where would Thompson go? Addingham or Ilkley? They were both equal distances away. He could end up in either. 
 
    Henry hit the steering wheel with the palm of his hand. “Bloody hell, we’ll lose him!” 
 
    He felt slightly ashamed of his outburst and nearly patted his steering wheel as if to apologise for hitting it. 
 
    No, they still had a chance of catching him. He looked at the distance between Silsden Moorside and Addingham. It was an hour’s walk, probably less for Graham if he was a seasoned hiker. 
 
    He’d more than likely head there. And if that bastard got anywhere near Addingham, Henry would make sure he’d be there to stop him. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    The country lane Henry was on took him towards Addingham. The street lights in the centre of Silsden were ahead of him in the valley below. The valley eventually disappeared behind some straggly trees, and he found himself surrounded by darkness. 
 
    A police car drove past in the opposite direction. Its siren blared and its blue lights flashed. Henry pulled in as close to the drystone wall as he’d dare to let it pass. He was dreading seeing a fire engine coming up as he didn’t think he’d be able to get past it without taking off a wing mirror. 
 
    As he looked in his rear-view mirror at the hills behind him, he saw the orange glow of the fire that was spreading across them. Smoke billowed off the flames, spreading the orange into the night’s clear sky. He was glad his windows were closed; otherwise, his asthma would have kicked off. 
 
    He continued on along the country lane, taking each blind turn slowly in case a police car or fire engine roared past in the opposite direction. Henry doubted they’d be expecting anyone else to be on these country lanes at night. 
 
    He took a bend and then found himself on an open stretch of road. He sped up a little until he saw a fork in the road with a left turn signed for Addingham. He slowed down and was turning when he saw something in the dark field beyond the drystone wall. 
 
    A flashlight. 
 
    It went out as soon as he saw it. He pulled into the turning and then parked up next to the wall. He peered up and down the road before getting out. 
 
    He heard sirens in the distance and a beck nearby, although the summer drought had reduced it to a trickle. The smell of smoke was strong. It clogged up his nose immediately, and he coughed. 
 
    Covering his nose and mouth with his hand, he looked into the field where he had seen the flashlight. There wasn’t anything in it but darkness but he heard dry grass being trampled on in quick steps. Someone was moving quickly through that field. 
 
    Bloody heck. Was that him? 
 
    He glanced around the country lane. He was alone. If it was Graham, should Henry try tackling him by himself? He took out his phone but decided not to ring Barnes, as their conversation would alert whoever it was running through that field. He sent a text instead. 
 
    I think I have him. He’s at the turning to Addingham. Backup required. NOW! 
 
    He thought there might be a way to send Barnes his location, but he had no idea how to do it. Robbie would, but he wasn’t here. The poor lad was in BRI waiting to be seen by a doctor. 
 
    Henry considered his choices. Get back in his car and try to cut Graham off further down the country lane towards Addingham, or confront him and try to hold him up until help arrived. 
 
    He could take the first option, but he wasn’t sure which way Graham would take on his descent into Addingham. And as for the second option; well, Henry’s attempt at distracting that burly man back at Simon Holton’s house hadn’t ended very well. 
 
    “Bugger,” Henry said to himself. 
 
    The footsteps on the dry grass were getting fainter and fainter. 
 
    He was getting away. 
 
    “Christ’s sake,” Henry huffed, heading towards the drystone wall. It came up to his waist, and he could just about make out the grass on the other side. It was a farmer’s field that gently rolled down the hill into the valley below. 
 
    He raised his leg up and started to climb the wall. “In for a penny, and all that,” he told himself, trying to quieten the part of his mind that was telling him this was the stupidest decision he’d ever made. 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was near pitch black, except for the street lights of Addingham far down in the valley below, which were just like pinpricks of light in the blanket of darkness. 
 
    Henry moved slowly, trying to limit the noise he was making as each step sounded like he was walking on a carpet of straw. The field rolled down the hill fairly steeply in places, and he had to watch his footing, as he didn’t want to fall over and slide down it on his backside. 
 
    The smell of smoke was getting stronger, despite walking away from the fire. He stopped and looked back up at the top of the hill to make sure that the fire wasn’t following him. The orange glow now completely enveloped the area above, with blue flashing lights still surrounding it. Henry could hear their sirens from the quietness of where he was. 
 
    He continued walking down the hill. He took his phone out of his pocket and checked for any messages from Barnes, but there weren’t any. He was sure his message had been sent as it said ‘received’ next to it. 
 
    He saw the flashlight again, then it was turned off once more. It was getting further and further away from him. Henry picked up his pace. 
 
    He sent another text to Barnes then put his phone back in his pocket and focussed on not falling over. He guessed he was about halfway through the field. There’d be another drystone wall for him to climb soon, and he didn’t like the idea of approaching it in darkness while Graham was still around. That voice in his head that had told him this was a stupid idea came back with force. 
 
    He slowed down and tried to think of a plan. He was pursuing a dangerous psychopath in the dead of night, and he was unarmed, in bad shape, and had no torch. He didn’t fancy his own odds. In fact, if he were a betting man, he’d put his money on Graham getting the jump on him at the drystone wall down there and gutting him like a pig. 
 
    He stopped walking. Smoke wafted over him and he started coughing. He tried to stop it but couldn’t. 
 
    Christ, he was going to attract Graham’s attention now. 
 
    He took his phone out of his pocket, called Barnes, and put the call on loudspeaker. He held the phone in his hand and pointed it into the darkness. He took a deep breath, narrowly avoiding coughing again, and shouted into the field, “Graham Thomson! I know you’re there!” 
 
    There was silence, except for the ringing tone from his outgoing call to Barnes. 
 
    “Graham Thomson. I know what you’ve been doing!” Henry shouted, hearing his voice echo around the field. 
 
    The ringing tones stopped, and Barnes answered, “What do you want?” 
 
    “Graham Thomson!” Henry shouted for her benefit. “I know you’re here. Give yourself up!” 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” Barnes asked. “Where are you?” 
 
    “I know you’re heading to Addingham, Graham!” Henry shouted into the dark field. 
 
    “Where are you?” Barnes asked with more urgency. 
 
    “We’re in a field, DCI Barnes, heading down towards Addingham, about a mile from your location.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    Henry heard her shouting orders, then she came back on the line. “Henry, what can you see?” 
 
    Henry continued shouting, “I see Graham Thomson trying to make it to Addingham. But he’ll not get there.” 
 
    “Right,” Barnes said, her tone sounding worried. “Best get out of there.” 
 
    “I’m staying right here. I’ve got questions for Graham. Such as, why did he kill James Leatherby? What happened to Eddy Lewis? How many other people has he killed on these moors?” Henry allowed a few seconds of silence between each question. He stared out into the field but couldn’t make out anything in the darkness. “Was daddy so nasty to Graham that Graham had to cut him up like that?” 
 
    “Shut it!” It was a male voice. Harsh and angry. 
 
    And closer than Henry expected. 
 
    Henry felt incredibly vulnerable standing in the darkness in the middle of the field with a psychopath skulking around him. He felt like he was a sheep who’d just wound up a wolf. 
 
    His hand shook as he held out his phone. In the darkness, in the near distance, the flashlight came back on and lit the dried, yellow grass on the ground. It was about twenty paces away, and it moved up the hill. 
 
    “Ah, here’s Graham Thomson!” Henry said, trying to hide his fear. 
 
    “Henry, get out of there!” Barnes shouted down the phone. 
 
    Henry ignored her. “Nice to meet you again, Graham Thomson.” 
 
    “Again?” he said. 
 
    “Aye, I was that old guy in your basement this morning.” 
 
    “That was you?” Graham asked, getting closer. 
 
    “Henry, get out of there!” Barnes shouted again. 
 
    Henry felt like he should start walking backwards, but instead he stood his ground. “Aye, and I’ve been busy since then. I’ve found three of your victims.” 
 
    “Three? Not bad. Not all of them, mind.” 
 
    “I thought so.” 
 
    Graham stopped in the darkness several paces ahead of him. He lifted his flashlight and shone it in Henry’s face, blinding him for a second. God, is this when he’ll attack? Henry wondered. But no attack came. 
 
    “Alright, I’m listening,” Graham said. “You had questions?” 
 
    “Aye,” Henry said, steadying his nerves with a quick intake of breath. “How many people have you killed?” 
 
    Graham scoffed like a naughty schoolboy. “Do you know? I’ve lost count.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Thirty 
 
    Henry felt like putting his hands up in the air, but his shoulder burned every time he lifted his left arm. So, instead, he just raised his right hand into the night air. 
 
    He held his phone in his right hand, and he could hear Barnes shouting at Henry and shouting orders at others around her. He wondered how long it’d take her to cross the moor to his location. Hopefully, not too long. He heard sirens in the distance and hoped they were coming his way. 
 
    He looked over at Graham Thomson in front of him. The man was shrouded in darkness, and he was shining his flashlight at the dry grass in the space between them. Henry could make out that he was wearing indigo-coloured hiking trousers and some boots. He wondered where Graham had found them. The last time he’d seen him, he was wearing his dressing gown. 
 
    Henry cleared his throat and sniffed. His nostrils were blocked due to the thick wafts of smoke in the air. He recalled what Graham had just said to him. 
 
    “So many you’ve lost count?” he asked, trying to sound breezy and confident. 
 
    “Aye, so I can’t say for sure. Maybe…” He seemed to think for a few moments before continuing. “Maybe if I sat down with a pen and paper and went through it all, I’d remember.” 
 
    “And why?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Why?” Graham seemed to be overwhelmed by the question. He went silent; then, after a few moments, laughed. “I don’t think I’ve ever asked myself that.” 
 
    “You’ve never asked yourself why you’ve been killing people?” 
 
    “Why? Should I?” 
 
    Henry didn’t know. He’d never killed anyone. The worst he’d ever done was accept some envelopes stuffed with cash, which he’d stowed away and forgotten about. “I guess it’s not a prerequisite.” 
 
    “No,” Graham said. “It’s not.” 
 
    “What about Eddy Lewis?” 
 
    “He’s gone. I did him a few days ago.” 
 
    “Why?” Henry asked again, sounding as if he was pained by the idea. 
 
    “He was getting on my tits. Kept flirting.” 
 
    “Flirting?” Henry asked. “So you brought him up here and killed him?” 
 
    “Not up here,” Graham corrected. “The best thing about living in this area is that there are lots of moorlands.” 
 
    Good God. Henry tried to imagine how they’d find all these bodies and doubted that they ever would. He saw Graham step towards him, and he nearly dropped his phone in panic. He could hear the sound of a car’s engine and chatter coming from his phone. “You know they’re coming for you,” Henry said. 
 
    “They won’t get me.” 
 
    “Then why are you talking to me? Aren’t I holding you up?” 
 
    Graham took another step forwards. He was only a few feet away from Henry now. The smell of petrol and smoke came off him. Henry then saw a glint at Graham’s side. A knife. 
 
    Damn. Henry took a step back slowly. He didn’t want to give Graham the impression he was going to try to make a run for it, in case Graham sprinted after him. He knew he’d be no match for him. 
 
    Instead, Henry asked, “What about your father?” 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “Why did you kill him?” 
 
    He heard Graham take a breath. The sounds of sirens grew closer. Henry wished they’d hurry up. 
 
    “He got out from prison. I learnt from Facebook. I saw he was in Wrose.” He didn’t seem to want to say anything else. 
 
    “And you didn’t want him to be around here?” 
 
    “He didn’t deserve to be free. He deserved to be dead.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “He was a monster to Mum and me. I needed him to see what I’d become. That I was stronger than he ever was.” 
 
    “I bet he was proud.” 
 
    Graham scoffed. “He was terrified. Which is what I wanted him to be.” 
 
    “So, you killed him for revenge?” 
 
    “Aye, for making me what I was.” 
 
    “What were you?” 
 
    “Weak. Now I’m strong.” 
 
    Graham took a step forward. 
 
    “What about James Leatherby?” 
 
    Graham continued moving forward. Henry took a step back away from him, but Graham matched his steps. “I know what you’re trying to do, and it won’t wash.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Trying to hold me here until your mates come, but they won’t. Unless they fancy driving through fire.” 
 
    Henry tried to work out what he was on about but then understood. Graham must’ve started another fire, blocking off the country lane Henry had just driven down. Graham had probably just set it off when Henry saw him. 
 
    “They’re not coming?” Henry asked. 
 
    Graham was now in front of him. The blade glimmered in his hand in the darkness. This was it. Henry felt the urge to spin around and make a run for it, but he knew Graham would just chase after him and stab him in the back. 
 
    Barnes’s voice came from the phone in his hand. “Henry, there’s another fire. Get out of there. They’ll be another unit over as soon as we can–” 
 
    Graham knocked the phone out of Henry’s hand, and it landed on the dry grass. 
 
    He loomed towards Henry. His chest was so close Henry could almost feel it against his. He was about to run Henry through with his blade, when Henry said, “I know where your mum is.” 
 
    This seemed to startle Graham. “What?” 
 
    Henry took a step back away from him and held up his hands. He heard Barnes chattering away in the dry grass below him. “I know where your mum is,” Henry said, loudly, hoping to hell that Barnes could hear him. 
 
    “Where?” Graham asked. His cold fury had been replaced with concern. “Is she alright?” 
 
    Henry held his hand up to him. “Let me free, and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    Graham considered the offer then seemed to disregard it. “It’s alright. I’ve made my peace that I won’t see her again.” 
 
    “She’s on the hook for all this,” Henry said, lying through his teeth. “It was her house where they found the body parts. How much did she know?” 
 
    “She’s ill,” Graham said, almost sympathetically. “She didn’t know.” 
 
    “That won’t stop us from putting her inside until she dies. Would you like that for her?” 
 
    “Where is she?” His voice was just a dry rasp. 
 
    “I’m not telling,” Henry said, trying to sound defiant. He kept his eyes on the glint of the blade in Graham’s. 
 
    Graham clutched his shoulders, and Henry braced himself for an impact in his gut. He wondered what it’d feel like to be stabbed in the stomach. Apparently, it felt like being punched or so he’d heard. 
 
    But no impact came. 
 
    Graham just pulled him roughly by the shoulders. “Tell me where she is.” 
 
    “I’ll take you to her,” he said. 
 
    Graham seemed to shake his head in the darkness. “So you and your police mates can get me down there. I’m not stupid.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to see your mother again? Don’t you want to make sure she doesn’t spend her final days in prison?” 
 
    “She didn’t do anything!” He gripped Henry’s shoulders tighter, causing him to wince. 
 
    “She knew everything. Knew enough to ring me.” 
 
    He let go of Henry, which nearly caused him to fall over, as he’d been holding him so tightly. 
 
    Graham stomped away from him for a few paces, his flashlight pointed low at the dry grass. He seemed to be thinking. 
 
    “What we’d need is for you to tell us she wasn’t involved,” Henry continued, seeing he was getting somewhere. “We’d need you to sit down with that piece of paper and write down every bad thing you’ve done. Then we might see that she spends her final days in a nice care home, courtesy of the taxpayer.” 
 
    Graham sniffed. “She was a good mum.” He spat into the grass. “Well, she did her best.” 
 
    “Right,” Henry said. “So, what will it be? Are you coming with us, or is your mum spending the rest of her days behind bars?” 
 
    Graham seemed to have his back to him. 
 
    “Prison isn’t the best place for people who’re ill.” 
 
    Graham brooded in the darkness then eventually said, “Are you playing with me?” 
 
    Henry tensed up. “Not at all.” 
 
    “Have you even been speaking to her?” 
 
    “I’ve spoken to her enough,” Henry said. “She’s worried about you. Says you spend your time on the moors and on your computer. She just wants what’s best for you.” 
 
    Graham took a few steps down the hill. 
 
    “Graham!” Henry said. “If you leave, she will face punishment. I promise you that. And it’ll be your punishment. The one you’re too weak to face.” 
 
    Graham stood in the darkness for a few moments, his torch still pointed at the grass, and then he sat down on it. 
 
    Sitting cross-legged, he placed the flashlight on the ground next to him. “Get me that pen and paper.” 
 
    “And you’d need to testify,” Henry said. 
 
    Graham thought this through for so long, Henry was sure he was going to leap off the ground and make a run for it. But he didn’t. 
 
    “Fine. I’ll testify. I’ll tell everyone what I’ve been getting up to. I’ll go down in history.” 
 
    Henry exhaled so deeply that it nearly drained him of all his strength. “You most certainly will.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    Henry saw the blue flashing lights coming up the hill towards them. It’d taken a while. Longer than he’d liked. He’d half-expected to see daylight before any help came, but it was still dark, except for the street lights in the valley below. 
 
    The fires behind him thankfully hadn’t come any closer, but their smoke wafted past him, making him cough. He was shivering slightly, but it wasn’t from the cold, as it was still warm out. It was his shredded nerves and the sweat down the back of his polo shirt that had cooled in the night. 
 
    Graham Thomson still sat cross-legged in the grass, facing down the hill, away from him. The flashlight lay beside him and pointed its glare down the hill. He hadn’t said a thing since he’d sat down. 
 
    The sirens scared off what calm there was in the field, and the police cars screeched to a stop over the other side of the drystone wall. The headlights filled the other side of the wall with light. 
 
    Car doors burst open, and Henry saw three armed officers hurl themselves over the wall and point their semi-automatic rifles at him and Graham when they landed. Torches were mounted on the ends of their rifles, and the glares from them darted over Henry and Graham. 
 
    “Armed police! Don’t move!” one of them shouted, probably the unit’s leader as only the leader is allowed to shout. 
 
    Henry lifted both his arms in the air and winced when his left shoulder told him it couldn’t do that anymore. So, he settled with raising his right arm only. 
 
    “I’m police!” he shouted at the officers as they approached, their rifles pointing at him and Graham. 
 
    The officers approached Graham warily, and then the leader held up his gloved hand, indicating to the others that they shouldn’t move. “He’s armed!” 
 
    “It’s alright,” Henry said. “He’ll not do anything.” 
 
    The three armed officers remained where they were. All three were shining their lights over Graham. 
 
    “Graham, tell them you’ll come peacefully,” Henry said. 
 
    Graham didn’t say anything. 
 
    The officers looked at each other then back at the wall where their remaining team members were waiting. “We’ll need medical assistance,” the leader shouted. 
 
    “What?” asked Henry. 
 
    He started walking towards Graham, and the leading armed officer held up his hand at him and shouted, “Stay back! Don’t move.” 
 
    Henry stopped where he was and raised his right hand again. What the hell was going on? He saw two more armed officers jump over the wall and rush over to join their colleagues. 
 
    The five of them huddled in front of Graham as he sat in the grass, looking down the hill. The officers whispered to each other. Henry couldn’t make out what they were saying. But the sense of danger seemed to diminish. 
 
    Henry had a faint idea of what had gone on. He’d not asked himself why Graham had been so quiet for so long and should have. 
 
    The leading armed officer approached Graham, paused slightly, as he was standing over him, then held his shoulder and gently laid him onto his back. 
 
    Graham moved like he was already dead. And he was. 
 
    Henry could see blood pouring out of Graham’s forearm in the light of the rifle torches. The silver blade he’d been threatening Henry with earlier was lying in the dead grass nearby. His face was pale, his eyes closed. 
 
    “Blood and sand!” Henry said. He’d almost had him. Almost got him to give up those murders and locations, so those families of the missing could find some solace. “Why the hell did he do that?” 
 
    The armed officers ignored him and talked into their radios. 
 
    More officers climbed over the wall and came to the scene. They stood behind the armed officers, who’d lowered their rifles as the threat had been dealt with. Or to be exact, had dealt with itself. 
 
    Henry didn’t notice Barnes climbing over the wall. She limped over to him, wearing a grey trouser suit. Her blonde hair was tied back, and she looked just as on edge as Henry felt. She peered over the body of Graham Thomson and then walked to Henry. “You alright?” 
 
    Henry didn’t know what to say. “I’m gutted.” 
 
    Barnes nodded. “We got him, though.” 
 
    “Aye, but he took everything with him.” 
 
    She looked at Graham’s body and nodded. “We’ll find out what we can.” 
 
    Smoke wafted over them, and Henry seemed to become aware of the sirens coming from the top of the hill. He turned and looked and saw the orange aura over the moors. “Maybe he’s just burned all the evidence.” 
 
    Barnes frowned then followed his gaze to the fires behind them. “Shit, yes. Probably.” She winced and looked down at her leg. 
 
    “How are you doing?” Henry asked. 
 
    “I need some sleep but apart from that, not bad.” She nodded to herself and then looked at Graham’s body. “We got him, though. Well, you got him.” 
 
    Henry sighed. “I didn’t. I just persuaded him to do himself in without realising.” 
 
    “You really didn’t think he’d do it?” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “I thought he was cooperating. I’d managed to persuade him…” He sighed. “Never mind. It’s done now.” 
 
    A stretcher was laid next to Graham Thomson by two officers, and they prepared to take his body off the moor. Along with all the secrets he would take with him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Henry woke up. His digital clock on his nightstand said it was 10.30. The curtains in his room were half-open, letting in the daylight from outside. He was lying face first into his duck-feather pillow, his nose squished against it, and all he could smell was wood smoke. 
 
    He realised he wasn’t under the duvet, but lying on top of it, fully clothed. He couldn’t remember how he’d got home. Had he driven? Or was his car still on the moor somewhere? Burned to a crisp. 
 
    He rolled over onto his side and shouted out in pain. His left shoulder was in agony. His hips were burning. His nose was clogged, and his lungs felt like he’d been breathing in flames all night. He almost had been. 
 
    He managed to get himself onto his back and looked up at the ceiling. What a day yesterday had been. He hoped he didn’t have many more days like that again. He didn’t think his body could handle them. 
 
    He patted around the bed for his phone, but it wasn’t there. He looked at the nightstand and couldn’t see it. Where did he have it last? He remembered standing in that field and dropping his phone in the grass. Bugger, he hadn’t picked it up, had he? 
 
    He groaned then sat up. Everything would be better after a shower and a cuppa. 
 
    He washed his hair twice and changed his clothes, putting on some jeans and a light-blue short-sleeved shirt and went downstairs. 
 
    Tessa was waiting for him in the living room and kicked up a fuss as soon as she saw him come down the steps. She ran around his legs and barked excitedly. He patted her head, feeling grateful to see her again, as there were a few moments the night before when that wasn’t a given. 
 
    He let her out the backyard and put the kettle on. While it was boiling the water, he went to the dresser in the living room and opened the drawer where he kept the painkillers. He popped two out of the packet and hobbled back into the kitchen to get a glass of water. 
 
    He turned on the TV after he’d taken the pills to see what the news was saying, but it only had the national news. The regional one would be on this afternoon. He wasn’t sure what it’d say, as the police were still investigating everything. He was sure he’d be called in for interviews, as they’d want to know what happened while he was talking to Graham. 
 
    He shook his head as he thought about it. He’d had Graham ready to confess. He agreed to list down all the murders he’d committed, even confirming where he’d hidden the bodies. Then he killed himself. But why? Maybe Graham just couldn’t face what he had done. It was always easier to keep things under wraps than to expose them. 
 
    There was a knock at his door, and he hobbled over to it. He opened it to find Mrs Whitehead standing on his doorstep, wearing white linen trousers and a matching jacket. She had a face like thunder. “What the bloody hell happened to you?” 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Where’ve you been? I’ve been ringing.” 
 
    “My phone… It’s on the moors somewhere.” 
 
    “The moors?” She stepped into the house without an invitation and walked into the living room. She looked at the TV and then turned back to him when she didn’t see anything of interest on it. “So, what happened?” 
 
    “We got him.” 
 
    “Is he dead?” 
 
    Henry thought that was an odd question. “Aye, as a matter of fact. He did himself in.” 
 
    “Well, good riddance.” 
 
    Henry thought that was fair enough, all considering. 
 
    “So, they came for her this morning,” Mrs Whitehead announced. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Mrs Thomson, his mother. They were banging on the door at seven this morning. Some detective with dark hair; some snotty-nosed thing and her gruff colleagues.” 
 
    A dark-haired detective? That wouldn’t have been Barnes. “Right, what did she say?” 
 
    “She said sod all. No thank you for looking after Mrs Thomson, for feeding her and keeping her entertained all bloody day.” She sat down on the sofa then looked about her at its cushions and wiped them down. It was Tessa’s sofa, so it probably wasn’t the best place for someone wearing white linen trousers to sit. 
 
    “Did they say where they were taking her?” 
 
    She shook her head, causing her blonde, curly hair to shake. “Not a thing. I asked and asked, but nothing. I saw their ID badges, so I at least know they were police.” 
 
    Henry wondered what was up with all that. He hoped his threat of Mrs Thomson being arrested wouldn’t turn out to be accurate. He shook his head. He was sure Barnes wouldn’t let that happen. 
 
    “Well,” he said, sitting on the armrest of his chair, “I thank you for looking after her.” 
 
    “Aye, well, I’ll be sending you an invoice for the extra food, and my time, of course.” She shook her head again then put her nose in the air and sniffed. “Stinks of smoke in here.” 
 
    “That’d be me. I was near the fires on the hills last night.” 
 
    She cocked an eyebrow. “There’ve been some fires?” 
 
    He sighed. “Lots.” He looked at the television and wondered if the regional news would mention them later on. 
 
    “Oh! And another thing,” Mrs Whitehead said as if she’d just remembered something, but Henry knew her well enough to know it was an act. This was what she really wanted to talk about. “Robbie.” 
 
    Henry’s stomach felt like it’d dropped twelve stories. Christ, he’d forgotten all about Robbie. “Aye, what about him?” 
 
    Mrs Whitehead put on her fiercest scowl. “Could you kindly explain why my grandson ended up in BRI with head injuries?” 
 
    Henry took a breath. How the hell was he going to explain this one? 
 
      
 
    The End 
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