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Some books are harder to dedicate than others, so … this one is for Bounds, which actually feels just right for so many reasons.




Dear Whoever Killed Jane Brinkwood,

Dear Jane’s Murderer,

Which do you prefer? 

This is a first for me: writing to someone while not having a clue who they are. I’ve no idea how to approach doing something so strange, but I’ll have to figure it out as I go along because I need to write this down. 

I don’t actually refer to you in my mind as either ‘Jane’s killer’ or ‘Jane’s murderer’. Both sound too formal. I tend to call you ‘whoever did it’, especially if I’m talking to someone who knows what ‘it’ means. 

You might be surprised to know that I sometimes think of you as the second most likely person in the world (after me) to murder Jane. I didn’t kill her, but I’m still the person most likely to have done so. 

Anyway, these words have been circling my brain for months and I need to get them out of my system. When I wrote my long letter to William in September, it really worked: I felt an amazing lightness in my chest, an instant easing of pressure. It didn’t matter that I had no intention of sending the letter any time soon, if at all. I didn’t care that William would probably never read it, and I don’t much care if you never read this.

And yes, I know that you, Jane’s killer, might be William. There are so many levels of oddness here. Oddness and endless uncertainty, which leads to superstition – like my preposterous belief that waking up two hours before my alarm this morning means that now is when I am ‘meant’ to write to you, and that if I do it at this perfect time that’s been preordained by the universe, it will somehow lead to me finding out who you are.

I’m guessing that, for you, there was a moment on 2 July, after eight in the evening but before nine, when it felt like the perfect time to stick a knife into Jane Brinkwood’s back and then repeat the action. Two separate stab wounds, the police said. Whether you planned it or not, there must have been a reason why you did it when you did, not sooner and not later. 

I’ll probably never know the why, or the why-at-that-moment – or your name, address, age, sex, job, marital status … The list of what I don’t know about you is almost endless. Most of these details are probably quite boring, but there’s one question on my ‘unknowns’ list that nearly ruptures my mind whenever I think about it: are you Unknown Level 1 or Unknown Level 2? (I’ve only just invented these names for the two possibilities, roughly five seconds ago.)

Level 2 means you’re a stranger to me. We’ve never met and I wouldn’t recognise you if we did. I’ve never heard of you. I don’t know that it was you who killed Jane, and I also don’t know you in any other capacity. You’re the unnamed intruder we’ve all speculated about.

I’m convinced you must be Unknown Level 1. I wonder if you could – or can, if you read this, which you won’t – work out what that means. How clever are you? Have you, so far, got away with Jane’s murder because you’re brilliant and ingenious, or might you be stupid and lucky?

Unknown Level 1 means that, although I have no idea that you’re Jane’s killer, I do know you. We’ve met: either for the first time in the summer, at Tevendon, or else we knew each other before then. 

And the flip side of that? You might know a lot, or nothing, about me. Or somewhere in between. Maybe you only know the official version: Lucy Dean, thirty-eight, engaged to Pete Shabani, mother of one girl (Evin, two years old), founder of a medical tech start-up that I rarely bother to explain to people because when I do they either look confused or make lame jokes about not knowing one end of a test tube from another.

No, that can’t be all you know about me. If you know that much, then you know considerably more – by the time Jane was killed, everyone at Tevendon knew the ‘Poor Lucy’ story: Poor Betrayed Brave Lucy Dean, divorced from William Gleave, who’d left her (and their newborn daughter – let’s not forget that detail) for Jane Brinkwood, Lucy’s former employee and, more than that, a close friend – someone she’d hired, paid extremely well, trusted.

While we’re at it, let’s hear it for Poor Brave Me’s alter ego, Amazing Enlightened Lucy who, after finding happiness with Pete, forgave both William and Jane for their treachery and formed a new friendship with them as a freshly minted couple, as if they’d never done her any harm. The worst of the lot, if you ask me, is Careless Idiotic Lucy, who booked a holiday for herself and Pete at the Tevendon Estate Resort without first thinking to check that William and Jane wouldn’t be there at the exact same time (on their honeymoon, as it happens). This version of Lucy really should have known it was a distinct possibility because Jane was not only the daughter of Lord Brinkwood of Tevendon, owner of the entire estate that contained the resort, but also the person who had raved endlessly about how idyllic Tevendon was and how there was no more stunning or perfect place on earth as far as she was concerned.

Guess what Careless Idiotic Lucy did next? Having discovered her colossal error, did she leave Tevendon immediately? Strangely, no. Instead she declared that staying would be the proportionate and mature thing to do. Of course, she had no idea at that point that she would end up getting entangled in a murder investigation.

If you’re not a stranger, Whoever Killed Jane, then you’ll know all of these things about me already. Maybe more, if you and I are or have ever been close. And I confess: I’m harbouring the deeply irrational hope that somehow, as a result of opening this line of communication between us, I’ll get to hear your Jane Brinkwood story one day. 

I wonder whose is more horrifying: yours or mine.

Why did you kill her? What had she done to you? I’ve been obsessing over these questions since July, and also doing a fair amount of self-soothing by choosing to believe, completely without evidence, that eventually I’ll know the answers. I’d like to hear them from you, not second-hand. I listened to a podcast the other day about how to trust new happiness after terrible betrayal – my specialist subject – and one of the guests said that we always get back, magnified and multiplied, whatever we put out into the world. Maybe she’s right and one day I’ll get something back from you, like an explanation. 

Let’s face it, there’s a lot to explain. Jane was stabbed to death, and the person who did it must have been someone who was at Tevendon that night. Must have been, yet can’t have been. And the unknown intruder theory just doesn’t work. There’s no way someone who wasn’t one of us could have got in that night. Either they’d have been picked up by the security cameras near the main entrance gates if they’d come in that way, or else they would have had to climb over the high wall and into the back garden of either William and Jane’s cottage or maybe the office building. There are no other ways that a stranger could have got themselves into the resort, and it had rained hard the previous day, so they couldn’t have done the over-the-wall entry method without leaving footprints in the damp flower beds. 

There was a whole report about the state of the soil in those beds and all the other beds at Tevendon. The police showed it to me. The upshot was: no shoes or boots had trodden in that mud on the night Jane was killed. All of the resort’s cottages have private gardens apart from Numbers 4 and 5, but if the killer had got in over the wall via one of those and walked from there to William and Jane’s cottage, they would have been picked up by a different security camera: one of the ones on the main resort path. 

Which seems to rule out a stranger and leaves only those of us who were officially at Tevendon under suspicion. Of that group, nine of us were together and in a different part of the resort when Jane was stabbed, one was Jane – the victim, though it kills me to have to call her that – and two were DC Simon Waterhouse and his wife Sergeant Charlie Zailer. Outside of preposterous TV dramas, police couples don’t generally use their annual leave to murder honeymooners they’ve never met before, so they can be ruled out. 

Which leaves only William. My ex-husband.

And now I’m going to write down what I’ve thought at least a thousand times since July: how can you possibly, Whoever Killed Jane, be anyone but William? He was inside the same four walls as Jane when she was murdered. Yet we’ve been told many times that it can’t have been him – and actually, if by some remote chance you are a complete stranger (Unknown Level 2) then you won’t know why DC Waterhouse and his colleagues concluded that William couldn’t be guilty, so let me tell you: the blood evidence – the angle, size and shape of a few splashes of Jane’s blood on the back of William’s shirt – proves beyond doubt, according to the police forensic experts, that he and Jane must have been at least a metre and a half apart when she was stabbed. He was in front of her with his back turned to her, and probably sitting down while she stood behind him. Therefore he couldn’t also have been standing behind her and stabbing her in the back.

That’s the full picture: one of us exonerated by the landing pattern of a few drops of blood, two by dint of being police officers, nine of us together and elsewhere at the relevant time, and the intruder scenario made impossible by the absence of footprints in some damp mud running alongside a wall.

And then there’s you: Jane’s murderer. You who, somehow, in spite of all this, managed to kill her. I like to think that you and I will one day sit face to face across a table and you’ll show me how all the things I’ve written above can be reconciled and made to make sense.

I should probably be embarrassed to admit that I’m attached to you – to the idea of you and the meaning I’ve given you. I get attached quickly and easily compared with most people I know. Last week I heard a story about a family that got rid of their nine-year-old dog because they were about to move into an immaculate new-build and they didn’t want dog hair all over the place. They’d had the dog since he was an eight-week-old puppy, and they gave him away to some acquaintances in order to have cleaner sofas and carpets. 

When I heard that story, I thought, wow, some people obviously don’t form emotional attachments in the way I do. To their wives, to their pets … Further evidence: I have a green aventurine palm stone that my mum gave me as an extra birthday present last year. Within days I was carrying it around with me wherever I went, making sure to put it on my bedside table before I went to sleep, even talking to it sometimes when no one was around. Nothing substantial – I wasn’t asking it for complicated tax advice or anything – but I’d occasionally say things like, ‘Where’s my palm stone? Oh, there you are.’ I know it’s only a stone and has no feelings, but I love it. I wouldn’t dream of ever moving anywhere without it. (I’ve just remembered that when I was a child I had a battered old book, a hand-me-down from my older sisters, about a girl whose family were horrible, so she formed a bond with a stone and turned it into her doll and best friend.)

I guess that makes you my stone doll equivalent. I’m putting this message out there into the world in the hope that it reaches you. (How? I have nowhere to send it. So my best answer has to be ‘Somehow’.) 

Also, I want you to know that I still can’t decide if I’m pleased or not about what you did. To Jane, I mean. Whatever your reason was, I don’t blame you, and there are times when I feel closer to you than to anyone else in the world. 

Lucy x
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Saturday, 4 January 2020

LUCY 

My first thought, when I open the door and see William standing there, is about the bell, of all things. It makes a repellent noise: loud and harsh-sounding – more so than any other doorbell I’ve ever heard or lived with – and there are times, like today, when I seriously consider ignoring it because I’m too busy and mentally overloaded to contend with any unexpected visitors. I never do ignore it, though, because the prospect of it ringing again is too awful. I always hurry to open the door to whoever it is, and this time it’s him, and it’s the bell’s fault, and I hate it and I’m going to rip it off the wall with my bare hands as soon as I can.

And now here he is – and my house is open to him, no barrier – because I couldn’t stand to hear that shrill blare one more time.

William. William Gleave. His full name drags in my mind, clogging and cumbersome. He’s tarnishing so much with his presence: my doorstep, the brickwork his right hand is touching as he waits to be invited inside, the home that I love, where I live with Pete and Evin, where I’ve felt safe until now. He’s ruining it all by being here. When I gave him this address, we were divorced but on good terms. I was the one who made that happen, and I was proud of myself. In spite of everything he’d done, I liked him again. I never dreamed that one day I’d develop such a strong aversion that an unexpected visit from him could make me feel this bad.

Get a grip, Lucy.

The scene in front of me breaks up into shades and shapes that I can’t interpret. Then, slowly, the elements start to define themselves again: the newly resurfaced road, its tarmac still wet and sticky in places; Audis, Minis and Land Rovers on the other side; pairs of semi-detached yellow-brick Victorian houses with pale stone bay windows in a row behind the cars. The picture is irretrievably broken by its central corrosive element, which now takes a step towards me. 

His breath touches my face. Neither of us has spoken.

This is bad. He shouldn’t be here. He can’t be.

‘Hi,’ he says, as if this is nothing unusual – as if he popped out to the shops half an hour ago to stock up on the ingredients for his regular breakfast: two Weetabix with skimmed milk, an apple, one slice of toast with butter. Does he still have it every day? Probably. His dress sense hasn’t changed since I first met him – still some permutation of the thin-striped shirt and the tweedy jacket and trousers combination, all of it the colour of wet, muddy moorland in autumn.

I try to force from my mind the image of the two of us eating our very different breakfasts together. I don’t want to think about William sitting at a table, either with me, as we used to, or with Jane at Tevendon the day it happened. 

Me and Pete sitting nearby … Nearby, but not the nearest. None of our tables was any nearer to Jane and William’s than any of the others. That was what made no sense. One of the things.

The couple at the table. 

But which couple?

Stop, for God’s sake. Stop before you get caught up in that old familiar thought loop that leads nowhere but craziness and frustration. That’s what Pete would say. Has said, more than once. He used to follow it up with, ‘Leave it to DC Waterhouse. I’m 100 per cent sure he’ll give us all the answers in due course.’ He stopped saying that last reassuring part towards the end of last year. Even optimistic Pete had to concede that the sudden drop-off in activity and communication from the police wasn’t a good sign.

I can hear his footsteps upstairs. Oh, God. Any minute now, he’ll bring Evin down and—

‘Luce?’ he calls out, at the exact moment that William says, ‘Lucy? Are you all right? I expect it’s a shock, my being here.’

‘Luce? Was that someone at the door? Is it my Oliveology stuff?’

The jumble of words makes me feel faint, as if everything solid is collapsing beneath me.

‘Can I come in?’ William asks, walking in at the same time. ‘I need to talk to you. Sorry, I should probably have rung or texted.’ He heads towards the door to the lounge, then changes his mind and leans against the hall wall, knocking a picture frame and tilting it to the left. Should I straighten it? If I do, will he notice it’s a new painting, not one I owned when we lived together? William and I would never have bought any of the pictures that Pete and I have bought together. This one’s a big, colourful mess of block colours that suggests, while not actually depicting, pink flowers in a mint-green jug against a cobalt-blue background.

Why should William need to talk to me after all this time? I haven’t spoken to him since last July. Since Tevendon.

Please let this not be about Evin. She’s nothing to do with him any more. He agreed. Surely he can’t go back on—

I cut myself off mid-hope, aware of the absurdity.

Footsteps thud down the stairs, accompanied by giggles from my daughter. Any second now she and Pete will appear. 

This isn’t fair. I’m not prepared. I never imagined that this was something I had to fear: a move on William’s part from the past into the present. It’s the most impossible thing that’s happened so far. His desertion of me and Evin, even Jane’s murder … both of those events, though shocking, were somehow easier to fathom and less implausible than him being here now. One of the few things I know for certain is that, given the choice, I would never have sought out William Gleave again, no matter how long I lived. I was sure, so sure, that he felt the same way about me.

Does this mean he is braver than I am?

The letter I wrote him … I can’t believe I’ve only just thought of it. I wrote it for precisely this moment – so it can’t be true that I didn’t anticipate him reappearing in my life. I must have known there was a chance he’d turn up eventually.

I wrote the letter so that I wouldn’t have to think about him or the two of us or Jane ever again – so that, if the worst happened, I’d be able to hand it to him with a quick, ‘Oh, it’s you. Here are my final words on every subject that concerns us both. My closing statement. Take it, leave and don’t come back.’

I know exactly where the letter is, even though I wrote it and stashed it away a month and a half ago and haven’t seen it since. It’s tucked into my copy of Appetites by Geneen Roth, on the shelf above the sink. So why aren’t I saying to William, ‘I’ve got something for you’? 

I remember how furious I was when I wrote it. Would I still stand by every word? I’d like to check it through before handing it over, just in case I’d be horrified by my own vitriol. And … 

Shit. Why didn’t I anticipate that I might respond this way if William ever came back into my life? I want to feel safe again, as safe as I did before he rang my doorbell. How can I if I give him the letter and throw him out without first finding out what he wants? That’s not an acceptable option. I need to know why he’s here, or I’ll be stuck with this unsettled feeling for longer than I’ll be able to bear.

‘Luce? Oh!’ Pete stops halfway down the stairs. ‘William. Hello.’

‘Pete. Hi. Sorry to barge in on you all like this. I … I need to talk to Lucy.’

I nod and give Pete a look. Luckily, he understands the silent message: I’m fine. Please get our daughter out of here and far away from this, whatever it turns out to be. ‘No problem,’ he says. ‘Evin and I were just going out, so we’ll leave you in peace. Right, then, so … Luce, text me if you want to join us at the park, or in town.’ He gives me a pointed look. He knows today’s a do-all-the-work-I-can-while-alone-in-the-house day for me – or rather it should be. Would have been.

I nod to show him I’ve understood. Thank you. I’ll call if I need you.

William seems to notice none of this silent signalling. He’s terrible at subtle communication and believes his every utterance to be crystal clear, even when it’s ambiguous bordering on unintelligible. Once I texted him ‘Shall I buy bread or have we got lots?’ He texted back: ‘no need’. I took this to mean there was no need for me to stock up, and later discovered he’d meant the opposite: no, we did not have lots of bread. We had none, and needed some.

‘It’s obvious that’s what I meant,’ he snapped at me, annoyed not to be able to make himself the lunch he’d been eating every day for his whole adult life: a sandwich consisting of Hovis ‘Best of Both’, thinly spread butter, six small rectangles of mild cheddar cheese and nothing else: no pickle, no salad, no ham. No variation, ever. It’s hardly surprising, really, that I didn’t expect him to leave me for another woman.

Normally I’d kiss Evin goodbye, but Pete has bundled the two of them and her buggy out of the door in record time. He’s probably explaining to her now why they had to hurry. William didn’t even glance in her direction as Pete swept her past him. Does he really have so little interest in his own and only child? 

Except she’s not his child any more. Pete’s her dad now. William’s the past. All that matters is sending him back there.

‘What do you want to talk about?’ I’m not going to be a gracious host. No offers of comfortable chairs or hot drinks.

‘Shall we …’ William gestures towards the closed lounge door.

‘No. Just say it, whatever it is.’

‘All right.’ His wire-rimmed glasses have slipped down his nose and he pushes them up. ‘I hope you’ll forgive me. I thought I could … well, get away with not asking you this, but it’s been bothering me. I need to know, Lucy. The truth.’

‘Yes, knowing the truth is nice, isn’t it?’ I say before I can stop myself.

William nods. ‘I deserved that, I suppose.’

‘You suppose?’ I make a noise that sounds like disgust. I can’t help it.

‘I’m willing to offer you a lot in exchange for the truth.’

‘I’ve no idea what you mean,’ I tell him. ‘Are you trying to bribe me? With what?’

He opens his mouth. I wait. Then I notice that he seems to be waiting too.

‘Are you offering me money, William?’ He never had much when he and I were together. His only income comes from teaching maths part-time at a small, mismanaged private school with about fifty pupils in total and no outside space, fields or playgrounds apart from a kind of weird balcony on stilts that hovers over the staff car park. The salaries are an insult: nowhere near what state school teachers are paid. Most teachers unfortunate enough to work there leave within two years at most, but William never did, probably for the same reason that he insisted on eating the same lunch every day. ‘Teaching is a good, reliable job,’ he repeated like a mantra every time I complained. ‘My salary is good too, relatively speaking.’ I used to wonder if he said this – and genuinely seemed to believe it – because his parents had been on the verge of going under financially for most of his life. They ran, and still run, a small fish and chip shop in Lancashire that barely makes enough money to stay open from one week to the next. 

Jane, on the other hand … The only daughter of Lord Brinkwood of Tevendon. No money worries there. It’s likely that William would have inherited significant wealth from Jane when she died. 

He says, ‘Please answer the question I’m going to ask you as if your life … no, as if Evin’s life depended on your honesty.’

I feel sick. How could I have married a man who thinks it’s acceptable to say that about the daughter he abandoned, to her mother? Bandying her life about like that. I wish whoever killed Jane had stabbed him to death too. 

No, you don’t. 

But I do hate him.

‘Did you know?’ he says.

‘Know what?’

‘That we’d be there.’

‘You’re going to have to be a bit less cryptic if you want an answer.’

‘Did you know that Jane and I had booked a cottage at Tevendon for our honeymoon, on those particular dates? Did you deliberately book a holiday there for you and Pete, knowing we’d coincide?’

I laugh. It’s such an anti-climax. Scorn surges up inside me, a frothing tide of it. ‘You know I didn’t. Don’t you remember when we first bumped into each other and couldn’t get over the coincidence? Couldn’t you see that my surprise was genuine?’

‘I thought so at the time, but in retrospect it struck me as unlikely. And if you did it deliberately, you can tell me. A lot of time has passed. There’s no point keeping any secrets now. I won’t think less of you, but I do need to know.’

‘Why? Also, I couldn’t give the slightest shit what you think of me.’ 

‘I can see I’ve made you angry, and I’m sorry,’ says William. ‘I know I have much to apologise for. But I’ve lost so much – everything, really – and I think I have a right to know.’

‘Do you really think I’d deliberately gatecrash your and Jane’s honeymoon? Why would I want to subject myself to that particular torture?’

‘I can’t think of a reason. That doesn’t mean there isn’t one. And you didn’t leave when you saw that Jane and I were there.’

‘No, I didn’t. By then I was happier with Pete than I’d ever been with you, and the four of us were friends: you, Jane, me and Pete. Weren’t we?’

‘Yes, we were,’ William concedes.

‘So why would Pete and I abandon the amazing holiday we’d booked and look for a new one, fork out extra money? I thought there was no need, since we were all friends at that point. I wanted to show you and Jane that I could be perfectly happy on holiday with Pete even if she and you were on your honeymoon nearby – because that was the truth. It felt like the best, most mature and practical way to handle the situation.’

William looks disappointed. ‘I’m not sure I believe you, Lucy.’

‘And I’m sure I don’t give a shit whether you do or not. Maybe it was naive of me – clearly it was – but the idea that you might have a honeymoon didn’t even cross my mind. I think I probably assumed that couples who get together in as shitty a way as you and Jane did don’t bother with honeymoons.’

He stares at me. ‘I will get a truthful answer from you, you know. However long it takes.’

‘Or however short. You’ve got it already: I had no idea you and Jane would be at Tevendon. Sorry, were you hoping I’d admit to some kind of secret plan to ruin things for you? I don’t understand what difference it would … Oh!’ Suddenly I see what this is about. I’d have got there quicker if I’d been in a normal frame of mind. ‘This is a gateway question, isn’t it? What you really want to ask is: did I murder your wife? Admit it.’

William says nothing. A look of distaste appears on his face; I have been crass and used the M word. This is how he must look immediately before giving one of his pupils a detention.

‘It’s fine. You might as well admit it,’ I say. ‘At Tevendon, you were quick to accuse me. Then Waterhouse told you I couldn’t have done it and you backtracked and apologised. But you’ve had time to think about it since and, let’s face it, no one else has been caught for it, and detectives make mistakes. Police aren’t infallible. So, you brood and stew for a few months and come back to your original hunch: “Maybe it was Lucy after all. I know: I’ll go round and ask her! Wait, I can’t do that. I’ve already had to apologise for accusing her once, and it’d be a bit much to ask her outright, so what could I ask instead? Ooh, I know: what if I ask her if she knew that Jane and I would be at Tevendon for our honeymoon and planned the whole bumping-into-each-other thing? Because that’s what she’d do if she was intending first to torment Jane with threatening anonymous notes and then to kill her.”’

‘For Christ’s sake, Lucy, stop!’ 

‘Okay,’ I say breezily, glad to have got to him.

‘Did you or didn’t you?’

‘Know you were going to be at Tevendon? Or …’

After a small pause, he says quietly, ‘You know what I’m asking. And … you won’t believe me, but I mean it, I’ve thought about the pros and cons: you have my solemn promise that I won’t take it any further, whatever you tell me. If you did kill Jane, I’d regard myself as being the true guilty party.’

‘Right. So, what, I’m just a robot with no real agency in this fantasy scenario? Programmed by you?’

‘What?’ He looks confused. 

How did I ever manage to have regular conversations with him? He’s like a computer that’s only had a quarter of its software installed. 

He shifts away from the tilted picture and leans against a different part of the wall. ‘Squabbling won’t get us anywhere,’ he says eventually. ‘I’ve been over and over that night and the time we all spent at Tevendon, and … I think it must have been you.’

‘Thanks for sharing,’ I say flatly. 

‘You were the only one who had a motive. Why would anybody else there want to kill Jane?’

‘So you want me to confess to stabbing your wife to death, and in exchange for my cooperation, you’re offering me amnesty? Immunity?’ 

‘Yes.’ I hear relief in his voice. Does he believe he’s going to get what he came here for: a full confession?

Is it the truth about Jane that you need so urgently – about her death and what caused it – or the truth about me, my character? My pride would never allow me to ask him that, not if we were to stand here for a hundred years. 

‘Knowledge matters to me more than justice,’ he says as matter-of-factly as if he were talking about the weather. ‘And as I say: I believe I’m the root cause of all of it. If I hadn’t fallen in love with Jane …’

‘Knowing matters to me too. More than anything.’ As I say this, the barrier I’ve so carefully built up comes crashing down, and I’m overpowered by it: my own need for the truth. Who have I been trying to kid? Before Christmas, I promised Pete that I would try to shut it all down in my mind. I thought I’d been doing so well, too, but obviously not. William’s intrusion today has torn down the wall I’d imagined I was building between the past and the future. Now, I have to find out.

William must have killed her. No one else could have. He was in the room when it happened. He doesn’t deny that part.

But it can’t have been him, remember? Blood spatters don’t lie.

Even police experts can make mistakes. There’s only one problem: William adored Jane. She had, to use the exact words he used when he told me he was leaving me, turned his life from ‘drab monochrome to the most radiant technicolour’. Why would he murder her? For her money? I’ve never met anyone who craves wealth less than William; it doesn’t add up. 

I haven’t had this argument with myself for a long time. It’s like meeting up with an old friend. 

‘How about you tell me the truth and I won’t go to the cops,’ I say. ‘You killed her, didn’t you? And for some reason you’re keen for me to believe that you didn’t, and this is part of that, this act of being desperate to know. Clever.’

‘Forget it,’ says William. ‘I should leave. Your face has given me the answer I need, anyway. I know you didn’t do it. I can see it in your eyes. There’s no guilt there.’

I can’t help laughing at this. William Gleave, claiming to be able to read someone else’s emotions? It’s too much for me.

‘You could never kill a person,’ he says. ‘I couldn’t either, for what it’s worth, but … I can hardly object if you don’t trust a word I say.’

I hate myself for the gut feeling that tells me I ought to believe him, if only about this one thing.

Then who did it, if not him? 

I want, more than anything, to go back to being the person I was before he rang my doorbell. I had resigned myself to never knowing. I was fine. I’d stopped pestering DC Waterhouse for news and feeling a spike of agonising disappointment each time he told me there was none. It was over for me – firmly jammed into the never-think-about-it-again box, with the lid welded shut, a lid that no one but William could have opened.

He says, ‘I had a dream about it, you know. I’ve never told anyone. I certainly didn’t tell Jane. It would hardly have been the perfect start to our honeymoon.’

‘A dream about her murder?’

‘No. Not quite, but …’ He looks embarrassed. ‘The night before we set off for Tevendon, I dreamed about the two of us sitting at a circular table, just like the ones there. Cutlery neatly laid out for several courses.’

‘Why are you telling me this?’ I don’t know if I want him to stop or carry on.

‘We were about to eat dinner, except we couldn’t because we were both dead. Sitting with our backs straight and our eyes open, but dead. I … was scared of us. The part of me that was still alive was scared, I mean. And – I swear to you, Lucy, this is true – there were other couples sitting all around us, at similar round tables. None of them seemed to notice or care that we weren’t alive. It was horrible. I mean, I know it sounds macabre, but … it really was hideously awful.’

‘Am I meant to feel sorry for you?’ 

‘No. That’s not why I’m telling you. I don’t think we’d been murdered, come to think of it.’ His tone suggests that this is something we might both be pleased about. ‘I suppose it’s not that strange, really, apart from the detail of us both being dead at the table. God knows Jane had shown me the Tevendon resort website enough times, and there’s probably a picture on there of the outside dining area and the tables. I must have taken it in subliminally.’

‘You should go,’ I say.

He nods and moves towards the front door. Halfway there, he turns back. ‘What about the police? DC Waterhouse and Sergeant Zailer. They weren’t with the rest of you the whole time, were they? They must have separated off from the group in order to walk round to our cottage, where they found Jane dead, or …’ 

‘Or what, William?’ Is he this desperate, really?

‘What if one of them killed her? Or both of them?’

‘Oh, for God’s sake. That’s absurd. Why would they?’

‘I don’t know, Lucy. I don’t know why anyone would do it.’

‘Neither do I.’ Suddenly, I feel brave. ‘You know what else I don’t know? How you could have been there, in the room while she was stabbed, close enough for her blood to hit the back of your shirt, and not see who killed her. How the fuck was that possible?’

His face adjusts into the expression I know so well, the one that says, This is too hard, therefore I’m opting out. I had a nickname for it: ‘the official position’. He used it throughout our marriage, to ward off any and all discussions I wanted to have that he didn’t.

‘It’s a real shame you didn’t see or hear anything despite being in such close proximity,’ I say, fighting back tears that seem to have come from nowhere. ‘If you had, you’d have known it wasn’t me and there’d have been no need to come here and do a quick, mid-morning, is-my-ex-wife-a-murderer check. I didn’t kill her, William. I think you want it to have been me because that would make sense to you, but it wasn’t.’ I hate myself for hoping that he believes me.

‘I know. I can see you’re telling the truth. I’m sorry I bothered you. You’re a good person, Lucy. You deserve a good life.’

Fuck off, fuck off, fuck off. I’m really not that good. You should see the inside of my head sometimes.

Once he’s gone, I shut the door and lean against it. Despite my certainty that he’s not a murderer, I’m furious, suddenly, with DC Simon Waterhouse. If he’d sorted this out by now, William would know who killed Jane and wouldn’t have come round and pressed his finger down on my doorbell. How dare Waterhouse never contact me again after I stopped chasing him? It’s his job to chase up everything and everyone until the case is solved. 

I ought to tell him about what’s just happened. It might be relevant. I’d much rather talk to his more approachable and chatty wife, Charlie Zailer, but it was Waterhouse’s case. Is, not was. Charlie isn’t even a detective, as she kept telling us all. Still, I’d love to know what she would make of William’s sudden appearance in my life – his questions, his bizarre offer of his silence in exchange for my confession to a crime I didn’t commit. 

I’d love to know who she thinks killed Jane, too. She had a theory at the time, one I couldn’t persuade her to share with me. What was it? I wonder if she still believes it or if she’s changed her mind since. Do she and Waterhouse even discuss the case any more? Do Waterhouse and the rest of his team – polite, charming Sergeant Sam and the slightly-too-friendly one with the sideburns – still talk about it? July last year was only six months ago. Surely a murder case isn’t considered cold after that short a time?

I can find out, and I will. All I need to do is pay a visit to Spilling police station on the pretext of reporting William’s strange behaviour today. There’s also the letter I wrote him, still in my kitchen. Maybe Waterhouse would be interested in seeing it. If I were a detective, I’d want to read every single word I could that might help me to gain new insight into the people and relationships surrounding my unsolved case.

Anything that’s gone cold can easily be warmed up again. If I want it to. I need to decide if knowing the answer after all this time, assuming it’s possible, will be worth it.

Which do I want more: to find out the truth, or for Jane Brinkwood’s murderer to get away with it?
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