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      Prologue

      
      There were three men in the Land Rover as it drove up the track towards the ridge of tall trees on the far side of the top
         gallop.
      

      
      The man at the wheel – barely a man, in fact – was the youngest. A skinny slip of a lad but wiry and strong. No matter how
         much skill you had as a jockey you had to be strong to control the explosive power of a fully grown racehorse.
      

      
      Next to him, his passenger maintained his silence. He’d barely said a word for hours. It was shock, the jockey thought.

      
      The third man was also quiet, which was no surprise. He was dead.

      
      It was one o’clock in the morning but the jockey drove without lights. The moon was full and the sky was clear. Anyway, he
         knew the track.
      

      
      He was scared and excited. In a life of rebellion, this was the most terrifying – and the most thrilling – thing he had ever
         done. He had no feelings about the dead man behind him but they ran deep for the passenger by his side, and for the woman
         who had sent them on this macabre mission. He was doing it for them, the only people in the world to whom he owed anything.
      

      
      He parked where the trees were tallest, huge conifers towering above, blotting out the moon. This was it. His heart was pounding.

      
      The passenger looked at him, like a man slowly waking. He spoke. ‘We’re really going to do it?’

      
      ‘It was your idea to put him here.’
      

      
      ‘I wasn’t serious.’

      
      The jockey gripped his arm. ‘Well, I am. Get out.’

   
      
      Chapter One

      
      Two years later

      
      Rosemary Drummond let the dogs go on ahead as she strode up the gently sloping meadow. It was good to get out of the house
         after being cooped up all morning and she was as invigorated as Lodger and Porky, bounding happily fifty yards off. There
         was something about the aftermath of a dramatic storm and this had been more than a mere storm – the local radio was calling
         it a ‘mini-tornado’ as it chronicled a trail of damage around Lambourn. But now the winds had died down and it was as if nature
         had given the world a good scrubbing. The air was clean and the cloudless sky a pristine blue. She filled her lungs and lengthened
         her stride. She wasn’t much for gyms and jogging and other modern exercise fads. Give her a stiff walk with the dogs any day
         and when she wasn’t up to it they could ruddy well shoot her – or pack her off to that clinic in Switzerland. Life wouldn’t
         be worth living.
      

      
      They’d phoned from the yard to warn her that a couple of the trees had come down on the drive, in case she was thinking of
         motoring up to see Anna. She appreciated the thought, though it was only three-quarters of a mile from the gatehouse to the
         Hall and when had she ever used the car for that? To be fair, she did when short of time or in emergencies. She supposed that
         Anna’s current indisposition might count as that and resolved to drop in on her daughter later, after dinner when there was a chance Edward might be back. It would be more entertaining to discuss the day’s racing at York than be obliged
         to sympathise with her daughter about being pregnant. No one ever said having children was a picnic. She wouldn’t have done
         it more than once herself if circumstances hadn’t forced her.
      

      
      She was across the meadow now, taking the footbridge over the stream and heading up the bridle path. The dogs were out of
         sight but she could hear them heading in the direction of the all-weather gallop, which was not the route she wanted to take.
         She called and was rewarded twenty seconds later by the appearance of the lurcher, a rangy deerhound/greyhound cross, his
         brindled coat streaked with mud. His companion, a biscuit-coloured Norfolk terrier, shot into view after another peremptory
         shout and Rosemary shooed them up the path leading to the northern boundary of the estate.
      

      
      This was her favourite walk. From the top by the trees she’d be able to look down over the entire property and see for herself
         what damage the storm had caused, aside from the old lime trees on the drive. Though she no longer lived in the Hall and the
         chief responsibility for the upkeep of the fifteen hundred acres had passed to her son-in-law, Edward, Rosemary still felt
         a deep-seated proprietary interest in the estate which had been in her family for over a hundred years.
      

      
      She felt her breath shortening as the gradient increased but she stepped off the path and headed upwards, determined to obtain
         the best vantage point before she took a breather. Eventually she reached the shadow of the beech and conifer woodland that
         marked the boundary of their land. Pitchbury estate was spread out beneath her like a handkerchief of greens and browns, with
         the terracotta roofs of the yard buildings at its centre. In the near corner to her right sat the old gatehouse, a solid two-storey
         edifice where she lived these days with her firstborn, Freddy. The drive bordered by lime trees wound from the gatehouse to
         Pitchbury Hall, the Georgian mansion that her great-grandfather Neville Pym had bought in his declining years, after he’d sold his watch-chain factory in Birmingham.
      

      
      Her grandfather had run through his old man’s cash and her own father had only hung on by turning the building into a hotel.
         But the Pyms had not been cut out for the graft of serving the public. In Rosemary’s opinion, after Neville, the male Pyms
         had shied from any graft at all, short of the self-indulgent variety. It was she who had saved the estate and preserved the
         family presence by marrying Jack Drummond, a genius with young horses, who had turned Pitchbury into one of the best training
         establishments in the country. And now Anna had performed the same trick by marrying Edward Pemberton, a trainer worthy of
         inheriting Jack’s yard and continuing the Pitchbury tradition. There was a lot to be said – and she said it frequently – for
         improving the bloodline, in humans as well as horses.
      

      
      Damnit, she missed Jack. Dead at seventy-five. At his funeral someone had said he’d had a good innings but she couldn’t agree.
         These days seventy-five wasn’t old, especially from the vantage point of someone in her sixties. She’d noticed that the fellow
         with the cricketing metaphor was on the right side of forty.
      

      
      Enough with the doom and gloom, she admonished herself. Where on earth had those dratted dogs got to? The stand of trees was
         some thirty yards deep but behind that was the old wall that flanked the road into Lambourn. It was kept in decent order but
         who knows what damage the weather might have done to the ageing brickwork. The thought of Lodger and Porky escaping on to
         the busy public carriageway was alarming. She called their names in a voice that demanded obedience – not that it always received
         its due from Porky, the little terrier. But not even Lodger, the lurcher, heeded his mistress’s voice on this occasion. Irritation
         at this disobedience was rapidly being overtaken by concern. This time she reached for her whistle.
      

      
      All around were signs of the winds that had battered these trees during the morning. Branches littered the gleaming green turf. Suppose some sizeable limb had smashed on to a decayed
         portion of wall? Her dogs would be over like a flash, eager to explore the forbidden territory of the roadside. Rosemary wasn’t
         one for panic but she blew hard on the whistle and strode out briskly.
      

      
      Rounding the curve of the treeline, she came to a sudden halt, shocked by the sight of a wall of green directly in front of
         her where it had never been before. She looked up in astonishment. Here was the highest point on the ridge and the familiar
         bank of conifers was broken, as if some great hand had reached down and flicked the tallest tree out of line. The top of the
         tree, some twenty feet of trunk and foliage, now barred her path.
      

      
      But at least she had found the dogs. She could hear them scrabbling, panting and frolicking in the wreckage of the wood to
         her left and she called to them again. She was answered by a bark but the animals did not appear. There was more barking,
         higher pitched this time, followed by growling from the other dog. The lurcher had found something – a rabbit, maybe – and
         the terrier wanted in on it. Typical.
      

      
      Rosemary turned towards the commotion, along the trunk of the ravaged tree which rose above her head, the damaged top evidently
         still attached to the main stem and hanging over her like a giant hinge. She had to bend and weave through the barrier of
         its leaves and branches which snagged her clothes and jabbed into her face. The core of the tree was brown and dry, she noted.
         A separate climate obviously existed inside the embrace of these big conifers.
      

      
      ‘Come out of there, you silly brutes,’ she yelled, not relishing her progress. Talk about scrambling through a hedge backwards.

      
      Then suddenly, pushing through a final barrier of leaf and branch, she found space to unbend and there were the dogs a few
         feet in front of her. Sure enough, the lurcher had something in his jaws and the terrier was snapping at him, trying to get his mouth around the object too.
      

      
      It wasn’t a rabbit. It looked black and leathery. Was it a shoe?

      
      ‘Give it to me, Lodger,’ she ordered and, glory be, the dog obeyed, allowing her to detach the article from his jaws. Obviously
         it wasn’t worth eating.
      

      
      ‘You’ve found an old boot,’ she said, hefting it in her hand. ‘Someone must have chucked it over the wall.’

      
      But even as she said the words, she realised that they didn’t make sense. There was no way anyone could have thrown an article
         through the barrier of trees to this point, thirty or forty yards from the road.
      

      
      Anyway, it wasn’t a boot. It was a rather elegant man’s shoe, size nine or ten, whose brown leather had weathered to a wrinkled
         black – she could see traces of the original colour inside the rim. But it wasn’t the colour of the shoe which was setting
         her heart skipping to an unfamiliar rhythm, nor even the spidery traces of sock material attached to the interior. It was
         the bone. The wearer’s foot was still inside.
      

      
      She tried to clear her head, fighting the gruesome thought. She was only sixty-four, far too young to be going doolally.

      
      The dogs were barking fiercely, trying to attract her attention.

      
      ‘Shut up, you silly sods,’ she muttered. ‘Let me think.’

      
      But they persisted. She’d taken their shoe but they’d found something else – something out of their reach.

      
      She looked up, following their agitation, and she saw it too. A hanging object, attached to the broken tree trunk and part
         of it dangling like an arm. It was an arm. At least, it was the arm part of a jacket and at the end of it was something whitish
         and familiar in structure.
      

      
      She was looking at a skeletal corpse, held together by clothing, tied high above the ground to the trunk of a tree and concealed
         from sight. Only the tree was no longer standing.
      

      
      All this was clear to her in a flash, as was her duty. Still holding the shoe clear of the dogs – it was evidence! – she took
         her phone from her pocket.
      

      
      York racecourse was a track where Edward Pemberton still felt like a novice in the business of training horses. At other courses
         on the circuit he considered himself a seasoned campaigner, almost ten years in the training game with some good wins under
         his belt and quality horses in his yard. But he’d yet to land a significant victory at York and, in his opinion, it was only
         by winning the big battles that a man built a heroic reputation.
      

      
      Edward was given to military analogy. He’d spent nearly ten years in the Household Cavalry, just missing the first Gulf War
         but including two tours of Bosnia in the nineties, before getting stuck into a career in racing. As a boy, horses had always
         been a distant dream but the army had made the horses possible for a plumber’s son from Coventry. He owed the army everything
         and the principles he’d learned in the service – dedication, conformity and hard, hard graft – were those he demanded in his
         yard. The fact that he didn’t always get it was a daily frustration.
      

      
      Chief among his present dissatisfactions was not having a decent filly to run in the day’s best race, the Musidora Stakes.
         Second to that was the prospect of driving back to Lambourn this evening, a 200-mile journey, only to return for tomorrow’s
         racing. He knew everyone thought he was daft to subject himself to so many hours on the road but he’d sworn to himself never
         to leave Anna alone for the night if he could help it. As a consequence, he had the reputation of a devoted husband and he
         was content to leave it at that. It was true he was concerned for his wife’s well-being, particularly in these delicate early
         months of pregnancy when she was plainly suffering. It was also true that a man couldn’t police his property with any certainty
         from a distance of two hundred miles.
      

      
      ‘So then, Ted,’ said his short, pinstripe-suited companion as they found a vantage point in the stand, ‘what’s our chances?’
      

      
      Edward smiled at Sir Sidney Tobin and ignored the fact that he had been asked that same question twice already. He didn’t
         like having to repeat himself any more than he appreciated being called Ted, but Sid – as Tobin insisted on being known –
         though a man feared in boardrooms from New York to Shanghai, was a surprisingly nervous owner. He was also a very rich one
         who was considering sinking more of his personal fortune into racing. Naturally Edward was eager to see the benefits at Pitchbury.
         As far as the trainer was concerned, no race was unimportant, but the six-furlong sprint due off within the hour – featuring
         Sid’s chestnut three-year-old Paper Sun – was of particular significance.
      

      
      ‘I told Will to ride him how he wants to. He knows him better than anyone,’ Edward said.

      
      Sid nodded thoughtfully. ‘And this jockey’s the business, is he?’

      
      Will Morrison was the stable jockey at Pitchbury but he’d not ridden Sid’s horse in a race so far, that honour having fallen
         to an outside jockey Sid had insisted on. But after Paper Sun’s most recent, disappointing outing – second from last at Ascot
         – the owner had agreed to hand the reins to Edward’s man.
      

      
      ‘He’s got a real feel for horses,’ Edward said. ‘They respond to him. The buzzy ones relax and the lazy ones try harder. It’s
         freaky to see.’
      

      
      ‘He’s only a kid though, isn’t he?’

      
      ‘Twenty is quite old enough.’

      
      Sid didn’t look convinced and Edward could guess the reason why. It was the reason he himself was not entirely comfortable
         with the lad, for all his brillance.
      

      
      ‘That thing he’s got in his ear,’ said the owner, ‘what’s that all about?’

      
      Edward laughed. ‘It’s just an earring, Sid.’

      
      ‘I don’t see any of the other jockeys round here with earrings – or coloured stripes in their hair.’
      

      
      ‘He’s just a bit flamboyant, that’s all. Likes to express himself.’

      
      ‘Huh.’

      
      Edward could see Sid bottling up his disapproval but said nothing, though he had a lot of sympathy for Sid’s views. If it
         had been down to him, he’d never have kept his unconventional jockey on in the first place, for all his promise. But Edward’s
         arm had been twisted. Sometimes a man had to listen to his wife.
      

      
      The sound of movement in the room woke Anna from her fitful sleep. The wind had stopped rattling the window frames and bright
         sunlight lit up a rectangle of peppermint-green carpet. Her mother had complained that the colour was too cool for a bedroom
         and on cold winter nights Anna acknowledged to herself she might have made a mistake. Not now, though. The pale green was
         soothing.
      

      
      ‘How are you feeling?’ The voice came from beyond the shaft of sunlight and she raised her head to see Katherine standing
         by the door, holding a tray.
      

      
      Anna didn’t know how she felt, half of her was still asleep. The other half – oh Lord! – the familiar feeling gripped her
         body as she pushed herself into a sitting position and lunged for the bowl on the bedside table. She would have thrown up
         the entire contents of her stomach if there’d been anything of substance inside her to vomit.
      

      
      Instead her heaves produced just a thin trickle of snotty drool that hung in strings from her lips. She lifted her hand feebly
         to wipe them away.
      

      
      ‘Poor you,’ said her cousin, somehow managing to deposit the tray and be by her side in an instant.

      
      Anna felt a comforting arm slip around her shoulder and a damp cloth on her face. ‘Thank you,’ she murmured. ‘I feel such
         a fool. I’m not ill – I’m just pregnant.’
      

      
      Katherine chuckled. ‘Same difference in my book.’
      

      
      Her cousin was childless which, given that she’d just turned forty and was unmarried, Anna assumed was likely to remain the
         case. Elegant, quick-witted Katherine, the picture of a prosperous single woman, had not been without disasters in her personal
         life. She’d lost a baby at the same age as Anna was now. Which made her sympathy and good humour in these circumstances all
         the more admirable.
      

      
      ‘You’re coming up to three months,’ Katherine said. ‘There’s a good chance it will ease off after that.’

      
      ‘And there’s a good chance it won’t.’ Anna had spent a lot of time recently canvassing the mothers she knew. Everyone seemed
         to have had a different experience.
      

      
      Her cousin nodded, acknowledging the point. ‘I’ve brought you some tea and biscuits.’

      
      ‘Ugh.’

      
      ‘You’ve got to get some nourishment. They’re ginger biscuits – ginger’s good for nausea. NASA astronauts used to take ginger
         on their missions for travel sickness.’
      

      
      Typical of her cousin that she would know that kind of stuff. Her mother had a theory that Katherine’s obvious intelligence
         had been a barrier to her finding a husband. Anna thought it was more relevant that she had wasted too many years on men who
         were already married. Sometimes, however, she thought her mum might have a point.
      

      
      ‘Shouldn’t you be working today?’ she asked. Katherine was a freelance book-keeper. She worked for several small businesses
         in the area.
      

      
      ‘I switched things round – that’s the advantage of being a one-man band. Besides, I didn’t fancy driving over to Devizes in
         that weather.’
      

      
      Anna had been distantly aware of the storm raging outside. There’d been no question of her getting out of bed, let alone venturing
         out into the rain and wind.
      

      
      ‘Was it really that bad?’ she asked.

      
      As Katherine embarked on chapter and verse – she knew whose barn had lost a roof and which chimneys had come down – Anna reached
         for a biscuit and began to chew. She owed it to herself and the baby. And her husband, mustn’t forget him. The thought prompted
         another.
      

      
      ‘What’s the time?’ she asked, cutting into Katherine’s monologue. ‘I don’t want to miss Paper Sun’s race.’

      
      Since her discovery of the body, Rosemary had felt exhilarated. It wasn’t every day she went for a walk and found a corpse.
         If it weren’t for the grisly nature of her find, she might have admitted that she hadn’t enjoyed herself as much since she
         and Katherine had made a small slam in a bridge tournament back in February.
      

      
      She had rung the emergency services promptly and been put through to the police. After that, there had been some confusion
         as she tried to explain the precise nature of her emergency. Yes, she’d found a body but there was no need to send an ambulance.
         In fact, she’d only found part of a body but the other bit was plainly visible up a tree. And though her discovery was a direct
         result of the storm that had stretched the emergency services very thin – unstated, but plain from the tone of the control
         officer on the other end of the line – she could say that the cause of death was unrelated. No, she wasn’t a medical professional
         but there was no doubt in her mind that the person she’d found was categorically deceased.
      

      
      After that there’d been a degree of toing and froing about her precise location and how long it would take for anyone to reach
         her. In the end, after insisting that her call was high priority – ‘I’m reporting a dead body, for God’s sake!’ – and getting
         a promise that she would be attended to ‘probably within half an hour’, she had rung off in a bit of a huff. Not that that
         put her out of sorts, she took a degree of pleasure in the cut and thrust of dealing with officialdom.
      

      
      Throughout the conversation she’d been clutching the shoe, keeping it out of the dogs’ reach, but the notion of continuing
         to safeguard the noxious object until the police deigned to show up was not pleasant. Her situation would be improved if she
         could get the animals off her hands. They would only be in the way when the police arrived, especially if they brought dogs
         of their own. The authorities would want to bring in vehicles and set up a crime scene. She’d seen what happened in TV police
         dramas. There would be tents and forensic chaps in funny white suits and teams of men on their knees combing the undergrowth
         for clues. And good luck to them with that.
      

      
      She rang the yard office and got hold of one of the lads. The yard secretary hadn’t been able to make it in and Tom, the head
         lad, was supervising the removal of the trees that were blocking the drive. She asked to speak to Freddy. It hadn’t been her
         intention to involve her son but, on reflection, there was no alternative. The dogs would not be happy if she handed them
         over to anyone else. Besides, Freddy was so much more dependable than he used to be – if she gave him a task, and precise
         instructions, he could be trusted to carry it out without supervision. And he had any number of day-to-day jobs to do in the
         house and in the yard which he performed with complete reliability. Problems only arose when the unexpected came along. Rosemary
         had no doubt that finding a dead body in the grounds came under this heading. It would have to be broken to Freddy, of course,
         but not yet and not without care. All the same, right now she needed his help.
      

      
      ‘Hi, Mum.’ His familiar deep voice came down the line. He sounded so adult, and looked it too, standing at well over six feet
         and dwarfing all the other men in the yard. His face was broad and handsome and he looked you squarely in the eye with interest
         and sympathy. Freddy had never been short of female admirers, though Rosemary had had to police them closely as she did everything
         around her son. He was the guilty cross she had to bear. Her once-upon-a-time golden boy who had been robbed of his birthright by her neglect.
      

      
      ‘Freddy, I need a favour.’

      
      ‘Of course. How can I help?’

      
      He sounded eager but this was the tricky bit. ‘You know there’s a bit of a flap on today, don’t you?’

      
      ‘There’s trees down on the drive, Mum. Tom’s been sorting it all out and he’s left me in charge here. I’ve got to carry on
         as normal.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, dear. That sounds excellent. But I just need you to bring the Land Rover up to the top end and collect the dogs. Take
         them back home and give them a bit of a hose down, they’ve got absolutely filthy.’
      

      
      ‘But Tom’s left me in charge here. I don’t think I should leave without asking him.’

      
      ‘It’s OK, darling, I’ve just spoken to him and he’s given me permission to ask you.’

      
      There was a pause and Rosemary wondered if Freddy was going to baulk at her instruction. But he simply said, ‘OK, Mum. See
         you in a moment.’
      

      
      He really was much better these days.

      
      As Will settled Paper Sun in the starting stalls he could feel the animal humming with suppressed energy beneath him. He felt
         exactly the same himself – eager to fly off down the track ahead. He had every confidence in this horse and was desperate
         to show what he could do with him. He’d ridden him a lot at Pitchbury and it rankled that this was the first time he’d been
         given a race on him, thanks to the owner’s insistence on a better-known jockey. Not that it had done Sir Call-Me-Sid much
         good, Paper Sun had hardly prospered under better-known riders. And now was the time to show the ignorant old fart what he’d
         been missing.
      

      
      Edward had given him carte blanche to ride the horse as he liked and Will intended to do just that. He knew that Paper Sun
         preferred racing on his own – even in his work on the gallops at home, he disliked being close to other horses. Will had a
         plan to turn this to his advantage.
      

      
      And if it didn’t come off, he didn’t see what anyone would lose. Sir Sid had yet to win with the horse, whoever was riding.
         In any case, he already thought Will was a twat – the jockey had read it in the other man’s face as they’d said hello in the
         parade ring.
      

      
      The stalls sprang open and they were off. Paper Sun was drawn highest, which put him on the stand side of the other fifteen
         runners. According to the statisticians, the middle draw was favourite.
      

      
      The group of horses to his left thundered straight ahead, down the centre of the course. Will ignored them and took a line
         towards the stand rail, twenty yards over to his right. Hardly anyone ever went down there but the ground was better – he’d
         run along it before the meeting and seen for himself. He’d also cantered from one side of the course to the other on the way
         to the start to make doubly certain. He grinned to himself as he and his mount took a separate path away from the pack, which
         was just the way he liked to do things.
      

      
      Edward could feel his stomach beginning to knot. Will had told him how he planned to ride Paper Sun and he had gone along
         with it but the tactic seemed to have backfired. Sid, the millionaire owner he was trying to impress, was not a man who missed
         much, particularly when, on the big screen on the other side of the course, it was clear that Paper Sun was wide of all the
         other runners and some way behind them.
      

      
      Edward deliberately avoided the other man’s eye but he could not avoid his voice.

      
      ‘What the bloody hell’s he up to?’ Sid muttered. ‘Has your idiot with an earring lost his marbles?’

      
      *

      
      For the moment Anna had her physical discomfort in check, there being nothing like distraction to dull pain. Katherine had
         propped her up with a bank of pillows and tuned in the television to the racing at York. Throughout their marriage, Edward
         had resisted the idea of a TV in the bedroom but he had not objected when it made an appearance a few weeks ago – anything
         to help Anna get through the day got his vote. She was pleased to think he would certainly approve of her choice of viewing.
      

      
      She was chewing on her second biscuit, perplexed by the action on screen.

      
      ‘He’s miles behind already,’ she exclaimed. ‘Edward told me he was going to win.’

      
      ‘Doesn’t he always say that?’ Katherine was looking no less intently at the screen.

      
      ‘No. Anyway, Will was really confident too.’

      
      Katherine did not respond to this – it went without saying. Then she said, ‘He’s taking the stand side – maybe the ground
         is better over there. Not so churned up or something.’
      

      
      Anna studied the screen. There were two races taking place: fifteen runners charging in a bunch down the centre of the broad
         course and a lone runner, Paper Sun, eating up the ground on the stand-side rail. He was going well, no longer miles adrift,
         though it was hard to tell exactly where he was in relation to the others.
      

      
      Katherine was right, Will had spotted the better ground but would he be able to make the most of it?

      
      Anna nervously nibbled her biscuit.

      
      By sticking his neck out, Will was well aware that he’d end up either a hero or a bloody fool and quite possibly both, in
         the eyes of someone like Sir Sid. But he’d been certain the virgin ground on the stands rail was quicker. It wasn’t by much,
         but it didn’t need to be to make a big difference. He compared it to running on a beach – by the water the sand was wet and
         firm but above the tideline it was dry and soft, and much harder to travel on.
      

      
      He crouched low on the horse’s shoulders, coaxing every ounce of effort out of Paper Sun. They were well into the sharp end
         of the contest now, with only a furlong to go. Though they were approaching the stands, heaving with vociferous spectators
         even on this blustery unsummery May day, Will could hear nothing except the white noise of his own concentration. Even the
         pounding of Paper Sun’s hoofbeats and the rustling creak of harness and tack were lost in the intensity of the moment.
      

      
      He didn’t use the whip – what was the point? He could feel Paper Sun racing as if a lion was on his tail. Nor did he glance
         to his left to see how they were faring in comparison to the other runners. All that mattered was arrowing his own animal
         over the turf towards the line. The result was now out of his hands, he could do no more. He’d followed his racing instincts
         the best way he knew how and, whatever the result, he’d stand by that.
      

      
      Edward had never seen such a transformation in a human being. Sid had progressed from doleful resignation to beaming triumphalism
         in the space of thirty seconds.
      

      
      ‘Come on, Sunny! Come on, boy!’ he bawled in the broad cockney of his years on his dad’s barrow in Berwick Street market.
         ‘Come on, you lovely bastard!’
      

      
      Edward shared his owner’s delighted incredulity as Paper Sun’s route up the stand rail took him to the finishing line a clear
         length ahead of his nearest rival. What a rider! He was convinced nobody else in the world could have done that. Will had
         pulled off a spectacular victory, vindicating Edward’s decision to talk the owner into giving him the ride.
      

      
      He grinned broadly as he greeted his jockey in the winner’s enclosure.

      
      ‘You cheeky bugger,’ he said, holding out his hand. ‘Fantastic.’

      
      Will accepted the praise. ‘Thank you.’ There was no humility in his tone, just the arrogance of a winner. But a winner was
         what every trainer wanted on his horses. Every owner too.
      

      
      ‘You nearly gave me a bleeding heart attack at the start,’ announced Sid, pumping Will’s arm.

      
      ‘I’m just trying to make your day a bit more exciting, sir.’

      
      ‘You did that all right, son.’

      
      Edward would happily have stopped the afternoon there, in the moment of victory and mutual congratulation.

      
      Then his phone rang.

      
      Rosemary didn’t want to disturb Edward’s afternoon at York – years of marriage to a successful trainer had instilled into
         her the sanctity of racecourse time. Though a trainer might seem to be breezing through the afternoon, glad-handing owners
         while his staff scurried around doing the hard graft, she knew well enough that time on the course on race day was as important
         as anything else in a trainer’s life. And maybe more so, because he was in the public eye, the face of his yard. And today
         Edward was attempting to keep Sir Sidney Tobin happy, which wasn’t an easy task given their history of failure. The last thing
         she wanted to do was distract her son-in-law when he was hard at work.
      

      
      But something as momentous as the discovery of a dead body on the gallops at his yard could not be kept secret. Two uniformed
         policemen had turned up at the gate on the Lambourn Road where the right of way passed into the Pitchbury estate. She’d led
         them along the path to the yawning gap in the trees, where she had now replaced the shoe on the ground beneath the body. Earlier
         Freddy had driven the Land Rover up the track from the yard and the dogs had happily jumped in the back. For a moment Freddy
         had looked at her curiously, as if he were about to inquire what on earth she was doing out here on her own but she sent him
         on his way briskly and he’d simply obeyed.
      

      
      The coppers were polite but distracted, as if they’d already made up their minds that whatever bee she had in her bonnet was
         a waste of time. She’d not promised them a bleeding casualty or a life-or-death mercy dash, after all, and on this turbulent
         day, their efforts could be better expended elsewhere.
      

      
      Divining this, Rosemary had kept her mouth shut until they were standing in the arch of the wrecked conifer. ‘First my dogs
         found this,’ she said, indicating the shoe. ‘And then I looked up and saw that.’ And she pointed up into the branches where
         the dead thing hung, some six feet out of reach.
      

      
      That had done the trick and all signs of distraction had vanished instantly. Now more vehicles had poured through the gate
         and the area of woodland had been cordoned off with blue-and-white-striped police tape. She had been informed that a specialist
         team of investigators was due imminently and she was the first person they would need to speak to. The two coppers who were
         first on the scene had urged her to sit in their squad car and praised her for her calm in the face of such a horrific discovery.
         ‘My nan would have had the screaming heeby-jeebies,’ the youngest confided. The other said that she’d probably get her picture
         in the papers.
      

      
      It was this comment that had prompted Rosemary to find some space away from the invading emergency personnel and call Edward.
         The policeman was right, journalists would be on to her morbid discovery before long and she owed the yard a call to alert
         them to the drama. But Edward, though a couple of hundred miles away, had to be informed first. He was the boss.
      

      
      Edward assumed his mother-in-law was phoning to congratulate him. He even said as much to Sir Sid as he glanced at his phone
         and looked for a quiet corner to take the call. He didn’t wait for her to start the conversation.
      

      
      ‘Bloody brilliant, wasn’t it? I hope you had some money on him.’

      
      ‘What are you talking about?’
      

      
      ‘Paper Sun, of course. He won. Didn’t you watch it?’

      
      ‘Forget horses for a moment, Edward. I’ve got some serious news.’

      
      A chill gripped him. ‘Has Anna lost the baby?’ It was the worst thing he could think of.

      
      ‘As far as I know Anna and the baby are absolutely fine. Now be quiet and listen to me.’

      
      What she told him came from completely out of the blue and wiped all the pleasure of Paper Sun’s victory from his mind.

      
      ‘How do you know it’s a body?’ he said when she’d finished.

      
      ‘Because I saw it. It’s got a hand with fingers. And a foot. The police saw it too. Some of their people are here but there
         are more on the way and the press won’t be far behind. This is going to be all over the news, Edward. You’ve got to be prepared
         for it.’
      

      
      He could understand that but other issues were coming into focus. ‘Is it a man or a woman?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. It was a man’s shoe, so I suppose it’s a man.’

      
      ‘What did he look like?’

      
      ‘I told you, he’d rotted away. The foot had fallen off – it’s just bone. You can’t recognise anybody.’

      
      ‘How long do you think it’s been up there?’

      
      ‘How should I know, Edward? They’ve got experts coming and they’ll tell us all that. I know it’s ghoulish and probably going
         to cause a bit of an upheaval but it’s rather exciting, don’t you think?’
      

      
      Edward didn’t think that at all and neither would Rosemary when she had a chance to consider things properly. It was time
         to bring her down to earth.
      

      
      ‘In your opinion,’ he said slowly, ‘could this body have been up there for years? Two years, say.’

      
      ‘Quite possibly. It looked like it had been there for ages, as if it was becoming part of the tree itself. There was only
         bone in the shoe. Why two years?’
      

      
      ‘Because Glyn Cole disappeared two years ago.’
      

      
      There was an intake of breath from the other end of the line.

      
      ‘Oh my God! Why didn’t I think of that? Glyn could easily have been wearing a shoe like that.’

      
      Racecourse chatter boomed and swelled around him but Edward was in a bubble of silence, speechless for a moment, as was Rosemary
         on the other end of the line. Both of them taking in the implications of the discovery of Glyn Cole’s body – the man who had
         nearly stolen Edward’s wife.
      

      
      ‘Look,’ he said finally, ‘when the police talk to you don’t speculate about his identity. Maybe we’ve got it wrong. Maybe
         it’s not him.’
      

      
      ‘All right,’ she replied. ‘I won’t say anything. I suppose it might not be Glyn.’

      
      He could tell from her voice that she wasn’t convinced. And neither was he.
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