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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   “... and that was the news headlines on BBC Radio 4 with the time approaching 9:21 p.m.”
 
    
 
   I flick the switch on my tiny portable radio and zip it into the top pocket of the rucksack propped against the decrepit armchair.  For the final time, I look around the single room of the bedsit, my home of the last six weeks.  Far from salubrious, the carpet is filthy and threadbare, 70’s flock paper is peeling in huge sheets from the walls, and the damp patch in the far corner is supporting the growth of a seemingly unnatural, almost fluorescent green species of mould.  
 
    
 
   The shabby appearance of the flat on the inside only mirrors the state of the neighbourhood on the outside.  Rawlton, a former council estate a few miles from Sheffield city centre, is some years past its prime – that’s if it ever had one.  The numerous boarded-up properties have become havens for junkies and glue sniffers, and even the flats still legitimately inhabited possess an assortment of rusty washing machines and broken furniture dumped in the overgrown front yards.  Just a year ago the idea of driving through such an area, let alone living here, would have been unthinkable.  But now, of course, everything has changed, and despite the decor, the first floor bedsit has served its purpose and provided the perfect vantage point to track the movements of Musgrove living across the road in his similarly run-down flat.  
 
    
 
   I move over to the window and cautiously peer through the gap at the edge of the drawn curtains.  In the street outside water continues to gush from the ground as workmen dig up huge chunks of tarmac under the hum and brilliance of portable spotlights, but the inside of Musgrove’s flat is shrouded in darkness and there’s no sign of him at home.  
 
    
 
   With my constant obsession with time and keeping to my schedule, I again check my watch: 9:25 p.m.  Time to go, I whisper to myself, although suspect I should come up with something more profound, given the significance of the moment.  I confirm the precious contents of my small rucksack, place it on my back and head over to the doorway taking slow deep breaths as I shake my hands at the wrists to release my pent-up anxiety.  Come on Julian … come on … you CAN do it, I urge through gritted teeth as I desperately try to instil some kind of internal resolve.  
 
    
 
   I turn off the light from the single bare ceiling bulb and, in the near-total darkness, I carefully descend the steep staircase.  My shoes stick to the filthy linoleum in the small entranceway at the bottom of the stairs as I neurotically check that the rucksack is still on my back.  Reassured, I unlock the front door and cautiously step into the darkness of the driveway sheltered from the road by the massively overgrown privet hedge. I glance behind me as I leave the drive and then hurriedly turn right down Stanley Road.  Other than the workmen, the street is deserted and, seemingly intent on digging through to the earth’s core, they appear oblivious to my presence as I pass quickly by.  
 
    
 
   A shiver courses down my spine as the wind cuts deep, and I pull up the thick collar of my jacket and adjust my woollen scarf.  After the Indian summer of the last few weeks, the evening of October 8th, the day of my 37th birthday, is distinctly autumnal, with fallen leaves accumulating on the ground and my breath condensing in the crisp air.  Normally it’s my favourite time of year, reminding me of birthdays as a child followed by bonfire night and then the excitement of the long run-up to Christmas with parties and pantomimes, but tonight such innocent contentment seems light years away.  
 
    
 
   I continue down the road, negotiating the dog shit and discarded chip paper wrappers that litter the pavement, and nervously adjusting the straps of the rucksack on my back.  The woman from a few doors down, the only neighbour I’ve spoken to in the last six weeks, is in her front garden and swearing under her breath as she picks up beer cans dumped by a group of passing kids.  I quickly cross the street to avoid eye contact and unwanted conversation and then cut through the forecourt of the petrol station to reach the main road.
 
    
 
   Without slowing my pace, I again glance at my watch under the yellow sodium street lighting.  Still only 9:30 p.m. – I’ve plenty of time to reach the bus stop, which is now just a couple of minutes away.  For the umpteenth time I mentally rehearse my plan and the numerous contingencies should anything go wrong.  I attempt to argue away my anxieties and convince myself that in a few hours time I’ll be safely on the train to the airport hotel in readiness for my flight in the morning and the start of a new life. 
 
    
 
   A few minutes ahead of schedule, the number 49 single-decker is pulling into the lay-by as I reach the bus stop.  A handful of people are already waiting but no one gives me a second glance as I join the back of the loosely formed queue.  The floor of the vandalised bus shelter is covered in tiny fragments of glass and it grates underfoot as we all shuffle forward in expectation of the doors opening.  But the bus driver sits aloofly behind his Perspex shield, checks his watch in an exaggerated fashion, and the doors remain shut.  Impatiently I watch as he lights a cigarette and, in between drags, holds it out of the side window while reading the Metro paper propped against the massive steering wheel.  
 
    
 
   With the engine left running, dark noxious clouds belch from the exhaust and quickly begin to accumulate in the shelter.  The harsh smell only adds to my anxiety-driven nausea and I focus all my attention on not being sick. 
 
    
 
   After a long few minutes, the driver flicks the butt of his cigarette into the street and the doors finally open.  With my head bowed and face obscured by the collar of my jacket and scarf, I climb aboard and hand over the exact fare of £1.70 before taking the ticket without saying a word.  My short-lived fame in the local media has long since come to an end and no one shows any interest as I take a seat at the back.  Within a few minutes the bus departs for the town centre and I begin to feel the slightest hint of relief that at least the first step of my plan has gone to schedule.  
 
    
 
   Full of barely controlled nervous energy, I sit above the noisy vibrating engine with my foot tapping on the back of the seat in front.  The occupant, a middle-aged woman stinking of stale cigarette smoke and booze, turns part-way to face me, her irritation clearly evident as she glares down at my foot and then back at me.  I get the message and cease my tapping.  
 
    
 
   As an attempt to refocus my thinking, I take out my wallet from my inside jacket pocket and remove the crumpled, much-thumbed photograph tucked in the slot next to the credit cards.  It had been taken a couple of years earlier, during a family holiday on the beach in St Ives; in the foreground is Helen, my wife, along with our two young sons, William and Oliver, and me standing at the back with a ridiculous grin plastered across my face.  It had been a great day, a day I’ll never forget; we’d bought a dinghy and spent hours in the rough Atlantic surf playing pirates.  Even now, when I close my eyes, I can still hear the waves pounding the beach and the excited laughter of the boys.  I can picture their beautiful faces so vividly it’s almost as if I can reach out and touch them.  So many times, God, so many times in the last few months, how achingly I’ve wished I could go back to that day.
 
    
 
   For a few moments I’m lost in my memories before my current plight dawns again and I reluctantly put the photograph back in its slot.  About to close the wallet, I catch a glimpse of my old university staff ID card and remove it from the transparent sleeve: 
 
    
 
   Dr Julian Scott
 
   Senior Lecturer/Principal Scientist
 
   Department of Biochemistry
 
   School of Biological Sciences
 
   University of Sheffield
 
    
 
   I study the small ID photograph and barely recognise it as me.  Now six months since my existence was ripped apart, so much of my life and so much of me has changed.  At first I’d struggled to come to terms with what had happened, and it was only with the inception of my plan that my life developed a focus and I had a reason for going on.  Now, with the preparation over and the moment of truth just an hour away, I can’t help but question whether I can achieve my ultimate goal or if I’ll succumb to either conscience or cowardice.  
 
    
 
   The traffic flows freely and although we stop often to pick up rowdy boozers heading to town for the late bars and clubs, the four-mile journey takes only twenty minutes.  When the bus reaches my stop, I hold the rucksack protectively in front of me and push my way through the numerous standing passengers before venturing back out into the cold darkness.  My next destination is the Earl of Arundel Pub at the far side of Linton Green, an area covering two or three square miles of cheap housing with a large student and Pakistani immigrant population.  The houses are mainly back-to-backs, closely packed together and many now converted to flats and a disproportionate number of salmonella take-aways to serve the student populace.  I’ve walked the area many times in the last few weeks and it feels reassuringly like home turf: I know every escape route through the maze of backstreets and alleys.  
 
    
 
   After a brisk fifteen-minute walk I pass the derelict engineering works and then take the walkway under the dual carriageway to reach Station Road, a row of terraced houses on the corner of which is the Earl of Arundel Public House.  Despite the grand title, the pub is a single-roomed affair formerly frequented by the engineering workers from up the road, but since the demise of the factory it had developed a reputation as a hangout for drug dealers and their clientele.  On my one, much regretted, visit to the pub six months earlier, I’d got the distinct impression that strangers were undercover police until proven otherwise.  
 
    
 
   As raised voices emanate from inside the pub I jog past the entrance and hurry across the road.  On the far side is a builders’ merchant’s – Musgrove’s former employers – with a painted wooden sign hanging above the doorway: “William’s Building Supplies”.  Next to it is a narrow, poorly lit alley, and it is here that I take up my waiting position, the darkness providing a discreet vantage point free from the view of passers-by and prying CCTV cameras.  
 
    
 
   I know that if Musgrove is true to his routine he’ll be sitting alone at the bar drinking his pint.  During my weeks of surveillance I found him a mass of contradictions: until recently, he’d been able to hold down a regular job, albeit with little responsibility, but then had drug-fuelled episodes of erratic and unpredictable behaviour.  But, for whatever reason, his Thursday night ritual of drinking in the Arundel proved to be a permanent fixture in his life and provided one of the few opportunities to instigate my plan.  If the last three Thursdays were the norm, he’ll have arrived at the pub by early evening, will enjoy a skin-full, and then a few minutes before last orders he’ll leave, always alone, to catch the late bus home.  I check my watch for the thousandth time: 10:32 p.m.; he’ll be leaving within fifteen minutes.
 
    
 
   In the darkness of the alley I crouch behind an overflowing and foul-smelling dumpster.  My nausea persists and I breathe with my hand over my nose and mouth.  Bar the occasional mangy cat, the street is deserted and the chippy next to the pub is empty of customers as I watch the plump serving girl constantly picking at the chips in the hot trays.  
 
    
 
   Unseen, I take the rucksack off my back, unzip the front pocket and, without removing it from the bag, inspect the heavy object wrapped in an old checked tea towel.  I fish in my pockets for the leather driving gloves and pull them on before removing the cloth and its contents from the rucksack.  As the tea towel falls away, the blade of a foot-long machete glints in the moonlight.  Though I’ve seen it and felt its weight in my hand many times, I’m still shocked by its promised violence.  I grip the wooden handle and, checking that I’m still alone and unwatched, raise it above my head.  I picture Musgrove standing in front of me, and with the anger and frustration simmering I take a practice swing.  As the blade cuts through the air with a reassuring sound, almost in an instant, as if flicking a switch, my anxiety dissipates. 
 
    
 
   I am ready. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   For so long, the events planned for this October evening have been my sole preoccupation.  But despite my familiarity with the plan and commitment to the ultimate goal, standing in the darkness of the alley with the brutal weapon in my hand seems far from real.  I’m certainly not proud of what I’m about to do and it’s not simply revenge that drives me on – more the realisation that any chance of a future life is inextricably linked with its successful conclusion.
 
    
 
   As I wait for Musgrove to leave the pub my thoughts return to six months earlier and the precipitating events that have brought me to this place.  The day of my Dad’s 65th birthday, we’d celebrated with a family meal at a local restaurant.  The evening had been a happy occasion; my Mum and Dad were delighted at the prospect of their impending retirement and excitedly discussed the school holiday trips they were planning with William and Oliver.  I was also feeling more relaxed than I had in a long time and looking forward to starting a new job.  I’d videoed much of the meal, but even after all these weeks I’ve not been able to bring myself to watch it.  May be I never will.  
 
    
 
   As I would later explain ad infinitum to the police, we left the restaurant at about 7:40 p.m.  Although approaching dusk, it was mild for the time of year and the pink-orange hue of the setting sun was breaking through the clouds.  Given the beautiful evening, my Dad suggested walking the short distance home, which followed a picturesque route through the grounds of the local church.  The boys jumped at the chance to delay bed-time and we decided that I should drive the car back while the others walked.  I beeped the car horn several times as I drove past them: William on my Dad’s shoulders and Oliver riding piggy-back on Helen.  I watched through the rear-view mirror as they waved and smiled back at me, an image that will no doubt stay with me a lifetime. 
 
    
 
   Back at home I checked my watch for the first time at around 8:45 p.m.  The kids had school the next day and I was starting to get irritated that they were taking so long.  Even given the children’s predilection to dawdle, the journey on foot should have taken no longer than twenty minutes.  What were they doing? 
 
    
 
   At 9:00 p.m., and by way of a distraction, I switched on the TV to catch the news headlines.  Obama was visiting Moscow and there was more strife in the Middle East but I struggled to concentrate on the specifics.  I couldn’t understand what was taking so long; it was over an hour since I’d driven past them.  I was beginning to feel uneasy, but then dismissing my stupidity and obsessive tendency to worry.  I phoned Helen’s mobile and immediately heard it ringing on the kitchen table where she’d left it.  
 
    
 
   Even with my best attempts at self-reassurance I couldn’t just sit and wait, and I grabbed my coat and headed out to meet them.  I walked to the end of the street, all the time expecting to hear the excited chatter of the children, but there was still no sign of them.  And then a little after 9:10, I heard the first of the sirens, gradually getting louder over the course of thirty seconds and then abruptly falling silent.  I felt a knot forming in the pit of my stomach but again told myself not to be so pathetic as my over-active imagination started running wild.  
 
    
 
   I began walking more quickly and then broke into a jog, and within minutes I reached the church.  With the bats circling the 12th century steeple way above my head, I could now see the source of the sirens, as the churchyard was eerily lit by flashing blue light cascading off the gravestones.  
 
    
 
   My anxiety level was escalating and my heart was pounding as I felt the nausea rising in the back of my throat.  I began to run, drawn inescapably towards the lights.  I crossed the churchyard and at the far side, over a low wall, I could just make out the form of an upturned pick-up truck in the middle of the road.  Now sprinting full pelt, I reached the end of the churchyard and passed through a small gate leading to the road.  Two more police cars were just arriving, followed by an ambulance a few seconds later.  The scene ahead was of chaos – like that of the Middle East war zone I’d just seen on the TV news.  
 
    
 
   Only the last vestiges of daylight remained, and against a background smell of petrol and burnt tyre rubber I could make out the dark forms of several bodies lying in the road and the adjacent footpath.  I ran over, and within five yards of reaching the first small body my worst fears were realized: William’s checked shirt, now heavily stained with dark crimson blood.  My little boy’s body was in a contorted, unnatural position, and as I knelt and cradled him in my arms, I knew that his limp body was totally lifeless.  A paramedic attempted to usher me away but I couldn’t let go. “He’s my son, he’s my son,” I screamed.  
 
    
 
   I felt the eyes of the emergency workers turn to face me, and from behind me a young police woman quickly came over. “Sir, please let go, you need to let go, please, please.”  
 
    
 
   I struggled to release my grip as she prised William from my arms and then led me to the back seat of the nearby police car.  She momentarily disappeared, to return with a thick red blanket, which she wrapped around my shoulders, covering my shirt now stained with my son’s blood.  She sat next to me in the car. “My name is WPC Shaw … Jill Shaw … Jill,” she said nervously. “I’m so sorry about what’s happened.”  
 
    
 
   I stared back blankly, not really knowing what had happened. “Where’s the rest of my family?” I asked, struggling to control my emotions and hold back the tears.  She didn’t respond; she didn’t need to. I could see the answer in her face.  
 
    
 
   I sat in the back of the police car lost in my own world as I struggled to make sense of anything.  I was unsure of the passage of time; minutes or maybe even an hour passed, I was oblivious.  I watched out of the rear window as the young policewoman left me and went to speak to colleagues standing in the field at the side of the road.  As an ambulance left the scene with its siren blaring, a second and then a third arrived, followed by a fire engine.  The daylight was now gone for good and only the headlights of the emergency vehicle illuminated the road.  WPC Shaw again came over, and struggled with eye contact.  “I’m sorry, sir, but we need to get some details from you.”  
 
    
 
   I gave the names and ages of my family, which she scribbled down in her small notebook.  Then I explained the events of the evening and that I’d driven home from the restaurant while the rest of my family had walked.  When her questions were over I again asked after Helen and the rest of my family. “Unfortunately, as yet, we have not been able to find all the bodies,” she responded.  
 
    
 
   I shuddered involuntarily at her use of the word “bodies” and she quickly apologised for her insensitivity; but in reality, having seen the injuries to William, I’d feared the worst.  
 
    
 
   Again I was left alone, surrounded by a mass of activity, I seemingly playing just a bit-part in events.  No one was telling me anything.  I was getting frustrated, I’d answered their questions, when would they answer mine?  “When can I see them?” I almost pleaded with Shaw when she returned.  
 
    
 
   “I need to speak to my sergeant about that. I’ve been asked to drive you to the Hallamshire Hospital – he’ll meet us there.”  
 
    
 
   As we set off for the city centre hospital I looked through the rear window and viewed the scene of devastation.  The bodies in the road were now covered with blankets but the upturned truck hadn’t been touched.  Illuminated by the numerous headlights, I could clearly make out the lettering along the driver’s door: “William’s Building Supplies.”  The name had a certain familiarity, though exactly where from, I couldn’t quite say.
 
    
 
    
 
   Arriving at the hospital’s main reception, we were immediately shown to a relatives’ room next to the main Accident and Emergency department.  Every few minutes I found myself checking the clock on the wall; it was now 11.17 p.m. and almost four hours since leaving the restaurant and this new chapter in my life had begun.  As the minutes ticked by I was getting increasingly irritated; why weren’t they giving me any answers?  I looked at Shaw but she seemed as lost as me, and close to tears.
 
    
 
   Eventually at 11:45 p.m. a tall, balding policeman entered, making the cramped room seem smaller still.  In a thick Scottish accent he surprised me with his abruptness and began speaking almost before he was seated. “My name is Sergeant John Wallace, I’m based at Otley Road Police Station.  I’m afraid I have some bad news to give you.”  
 
    
 
   I leaned forward in my chair, concentrating hard and trying to accustom myself to his accent as I worried that I might miss some vital piece of information. “Although we are waiting for a report from traffic accident investigators, it appears that a pick-up truck came around the bend near the church, presumably at some considerable speed, lost control and mounted the pavement before running into your family.”  
 
    
 
   Having witnessed the carnage at the scene, it should have come as no real surprise but I was still stunned.  I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t move, my emotions were unfathomable; I could just feel myself staring blankly back at him.  Wallace continued in his matter-of-fact manner. “It appears the two boys and their grandmother were killed at the scene but your wife –” he looked momentarily down at his notes before continuing “– Helen, that’s right, Helen, was alive when the paramedics arrived at the scene, but despite their best efforts she died shortly after her arrival in hospital.”  He continued almost without taking a breath. “Your father has not yet been found but our officers are waiting for high-powered lighting so they can search some of the dense undergrowth close to the road.  That’s all I can tell you at the moment – do you have any questions?”  It was only then that he finally paused for breath.  
 
    
 
   I struggled to make sense of anything and couldn’t articulate my thoughts.  Wallace appeared to take my silence as a cue to leave, and stood quickly.  But worried that I would lose my chance to get some answers, I blurted, “The driver, what happened to the driver of the van?” the only question that came to mind.  
 
    
 
   “We don’t know … by the time the first member of the public arrived at the scene and phoned the police, the driver had already disappeared, presumably into the nearby woodland.  We’re currently in the process of tracing the owner of the vehicle and obviously we’ll let you know as soon as we’ve got any further information.”  
 
    
 
   The room went quiet and Wallace appeared satisfied that I had no more questions.  Then, as abruptly as he had entered, he placed a business card with his contact details on the table in front of me and left.  I sat in silence in the small room with my head in my hands and lost in my thoughts as I tried to take everything in.  After a few minutes, an overweight nurse came into the room, introduced herself as Yvonne and asked if I wanted to see Helen.  I nodded and was led a short distance down the corridor to a set of double doors, above them written in white letters on a red background: “Resuscitation Room.”  Inside, the room contained probably six or seven curtained cubicles, most of them closed off but one open, revealing an empty trolley and various small TV monitors, oxygen cylinders and a myriad of wires and tubes extending from the wall.  To the background noise of electronic beeping, patients groaning and doctors shouting instructions, I was taken to the last cubicle in the row.  For a split second I had the weird feeling that perhaps it had all been a mistake, or that maybe I was just having a nightmare; but then, as the curtain was pulled back and I recognised Helen, reality struck again.  Covered from chin to toe with a clean white sheet, she looked so peaceful.  Moving closer, the only visible injury was a small graze and bruising down the left side of her face.  I struggled to take everything in.  I wanted to cry.  Perhaps if I could release some sort of emotion it would make me feel better, but the tears just wouldn’t flow.  
 
    
 
   After a minute or so Yvonne excused herself and I was left alone with Helen.  I wanted to touch her, may be even kiss her for the final time, but for whatever reason I couldn’t bring myself to.  All I could do was stare at her as I tried to work out how my life had just disintegrated.  
 
    
 
   Five minutes later Yvonne returned and took me back to the relatives’ room.  The rest of the evening and well into the early hours of the morning became a blur.  Some time after midnight WPC Shaw returned to the room and sat down opposite me.  Her eyes were red and I wondered whether she’d been crying. “We’ve found your father’s body.  It appears the impact with the van threw his body over a wall and it was found in the undergrowth by a police dog.”  
 
    
 
   I couldn’t react to the news, in part because it came as no great surprise, but also because I had no more emotions to give.  She gave me a few seconds to take it in before continuing: “I’ve spoken to the sister in A&E and she says that all the bodies have been taken to the morgue.  It will be at least an hour or so before you can see them and confirm their identities.  As it’s so late already I could take you home if you want, and arrange for you to come back later – maybe after you’ve had some sleep.  It’s really up to you.”  
 
    
 
   I had no desire to drag it out any longer than was necessary and after just a moment’s thought I answered, “I’d rather stay if that’s all right, get things sorted out now.  I don’t want to be coming back.”  She nodded and the waiting began again.
 
    
 
   At 3:35 a.m. a male nurse knocked and stuck his head round the door.  Not making eye contact with me, he spoke to Yvonne. “They’ve just phoned, they’re ready for you.”  
 
    
 
   I let out a deep breath.  It flickered across my mind that it might be better to go home, get some rest and then come back later.  Yvonne, presumably picking up on my uneasiness, turned to me. “Are you sure you want to do this now?”  
 
    
 
   I just nodded, knowing that I had to stay strong and that delaying the inevitable wouldn’t help me.  
 
    
 
   Yvonne led the way to the morgue, with Shaw and me following in silence.  The single storey redbrick building was about a hundred metres from the main hospital complex and required a short walk in the moonlit open air.  We headed straight to the back entrance of the morgue and to a huge set of double doors, big enough for an ambulance to comfortably drive through.  Yvonne pressed the bell and it chimed loudly inside.  As we waited I glanced into Shaw’s face, eerily illuminated by a fluorescent light on the side of the building.  She looked harrowed and almost as if she had aged a couple of decades in the last few hours.  I suspected, like me, this was one night she’d never forget.  
 
    
 
   Within twenty seconds there was a grating of metal from inside and the sound of a heavy bolt sliding, and then the big doors slowly opened.  It took a second for my eyes to adjust to the brilliance of the light from inside and to see a man, probably close to retiring age, standing in front of us.  He had a sallow, pale complexion that seemed appropriate for his line of work, and as he stroked his full beard he beckoned us in.  Taking just a single step inside, the strong smell of chemicals hit my nostrils and I recognised the distinctive and unpleasant whiff of formaldehyde from the university labs. 
 
    
 
   I was taken through to a small viewing area with a patterned floral carpet, pale pink walls and two large vases containing plastic flowers on tables at either end of the room.  Though I tried not to look, almost pretending they weren’t there, the room was dominated by three metal trolleys, on castors, covered in crisp white sheets with the forms of bodies of different sizes clearly evident beneath.  
 
    
 
   Over the next five minutes I was taken to each table in turn; the sheet was removed to reveal the face and I simply nodded while the superintendent, hovering a few paces behind clutching a clipboard, would then step forward and I would sign an official-looking document confirming the identity.  Perhaps surprisingly, I felt little in the way of emotion, just totally numb.  After the identification of William, the third body, I was taken back to the waiting area for a few minutes while the trolleys were wheeled out and the remaining members of my family were brought in for the procedure to be repeated. 
 
    
 
   Around 4:00 a.m. the process was finally over.  The superintendent turned to me. “Sir, would you like to spend any more time with your family?”  
 
    
 
   I didn’t.  I wanted to go home.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   In the cold damp alley off Station Road my thoughts are sharply brought back to the present as the door of the Earl of Arundel pub opens and releases a shaft of smoke-filled light into the dark street.  My heart begins to pound and I tighten my grip on the machete handle as an indistinct figure appears in the shadows of the pub entrance.  But almost immediately comes the acute sense of anticlimax with the realization that it’s not Musgrove.  The man, probably at least seventy and walking with a stick, clears his throat loudly, spits on the pavement and drunkenly meanders down the street.  I silently urge him forward, fearful that Musgrove could appear at any time; an eye-witness, even a pissed old bloke, is the last thing I need.  After thirty seconds or so, the man stops halfway down the street, fumbles with his keys for what seems like an age and then lets himself into one of the terraced houses.  As the door closes behind him, the scene is once again deserted and I find myself breathing more easily.  
 
    
 
   With last orders approaching, the next few minutes drag by uneventfully.  The chip shop girl has scoffed her last chip and, with the lights turned off, the street is in darkness as the wind howls shrilly down the narrow alley.  A fine drizzle begins to fall and I tuck the long knife into the top of my jacket to stop the handle getting slippery.  The door of the pub opens again and I quickly look back up as a blast of raucous laughter crosses the street.  A figure steps out of the pub; it’s certainly a man but his back is turned as he struggles to light a cigarette in the squall.  After several failed attempts, the tip of the cigarette glows orange and forms a beacon in the darkness.  He then turns and starts across the road, his head down, bowed into the wind and rain.  His face remains obscured as my heart thunders against my sternum.  Look up, look up, I silently plead, but for a painful few seconds his gaze appears fixed to the ground at his feet.  Then finally, now just a few paces from me, he lifts his head.  Musgrove, it’s Musgrove, my thoughts scream as I recognise his distinctive features.  He’s looking directly at me but is apparently oblivious to my presence in the shadows.  I feel sick but I know what I’ve got to do.  
 
    
 
   With my gloved hand, I delve into the jacket and pull out the heavy metal machete in a single action.  I feel a sharp pain to the underside of my jaw and immediately feel warm fluid running down my neck, but nothing can stop me.  I step from the alley and walk slowly and purposefully towards him.  He’s now just a couple of yards away and, for the first time, he sees me.  There’s a look of vague recollection in his eyes but in his alcohol and drug-induced stupor he’s got no time to react.  I raise the heavy instrument to initiate the swing but then stop momentarily as a shaft of light from a car’s headlamps sweeps into the road along with the rattle of a diesel engine.  But way past the point of no return, my gaze remains focused on Musgrove and I lunge at him with the force of my entire body.  In an instant, the brutal blade slices deep into the side of his neck.  I quickly step aside to avoid the pulsatile spray of blood and then watch as his knees buckle and he collapses face-down to the ground without uttering a sound.  
 
    
 
   For a time, almost hypnotised, I can’t take my eyes off him.  The heavy instrument is embedded in his neck – he’s not completely decapitated but surely as near as makes no difference.  I’d always wondered how I’d react to the sight of blood, and now looking down at my victim and watching the dark liquid pool between the cobbles of the street, my principle emotion is, shockingly, a kind of relief, certainly not guilt and certainly not regret.  I fleetingly wonder what sort of person I have become, knowing that I’ve crossed a line and that I’ll never be able go back.
 
    
 
   Shaking away my introspection and reconnecting to a reality of sorts, I bend to drag Musgrove’s body into the alley and behind the dumpster.  At the same time I turn part-way to face the car’s headlights and to my astonishment, blocking the road just a few metres in front of me, is a police transit van.  Stunned almost rigid, it takes a second for me to react before I let go of Musgrove’s limp body and turn to run.  Behind me the door of the van slides open, followed by a male voice shouting frantically into a police radio, giving details and my description.  I sprint down the alley, almost immediately stumbling over a roll of discarded carpet and only just managing to stay upright.  It’s too narrow for the transit but already I can hear the officer pursuing on foot as I leave the alley and dash across the adjacent road.  After weeks of cross-country training I’m physically strong and confident that if it’s down to a foot race I stand a decent chance of evading capture.  But with the siren from the transit blasting out in the near distance I know it’s only a matter of time before more police are on the way. Maybe even the force helicopter is airborne, with its infra-red camera guiding my pursuers on the ground.
 
    
 
   For the next five minutes I continue at speed, though not quite flat-out, knowing that I’ve got several miles to cover and I need to pace myself.  The rain is beginning to fall more heavily, slowing my progress as I slip repeatedly on the greasy and poorly surfaced pavements.  
 
    
 
   With the initial shock subsiding I curse my bad luck.  In my meticulous planning I’d envisaged numerous shit-hits-the-fan scenarios but never that I’d be witnessed in the act and the police would be after me so quickly.  Of course by now I’d hoped, with Musgrove dead and my crime unwitnessed, that I’d be calmly heading to the train station and on to the airport hotel before my flight to Rio de Janeiro and safety.  I know it’s a cliché for fugitives to head for South America but it seemed the ideal solution.  Once in my discreet rented apartment, I would keep tabs on the internet and TV news and if there was any hint that the authorities suspected my involvement, I would keep my head down and stay put. On the other hand, if I were in the clear I’d return to Britain at my leisure.  But no more; the elements of my contingency plan are now at the fore of my thinking and it’s essential that I get to the first of my bolt-holes in Graves Park to regroup before the push to the more secure hideaway in the remote Peak District National Park.  
 
    
 
   Born and raised in Sheffield, I’m intimately familiar with the geography and the many public parks and woodland that link, almost without interruption, the centre of town to Graves Park on the outskirts and from there to the isolation of the Peak District beyond.  But first I must get away from the built-up areas where I’m sure capture is more likely, and reach Millhouses Park, the first link in the chain of quiet and secluded parklands that I pray will be my route to freedom.  
 
    
 
   My thighs are burning and my chest tightening but I keep going.  Buoyed up by the surge of adrenaline and the desperate desire to avoid capture, I run through the largely residential streets with the footsteps and heavy breathing of the chasing copper becoming gradually fainter.  The wailing siren from the police transit is also beginning to fade: presumably the narrow streets with speed bumps and one-way sections limit the promptness of the police to give chase or to organize any form of roadblock. 
 
    
 
   Millhouses Park, my immediate goal, is now less than a couple of miles away.  I leave behind the narrow streets of Linton Green and run through the more affluent area of suburban Millhouses where the roads are wider and tree-lined.  There are fewer pedestrians but more traffic on the road and I’ve no doubt that every passing motorist is questioning my bizarre behaviour.  Wearing everyday clothes and running at speed at this time of night, it’s difficult to look anything but suspicious, but I can’t afford to worry about it now.  I have to keep going.  I set myself targets to reach: next lamppost, next junction, next red car; anything to keep the momentum going.  
 
    
 
   In the distance I can hear sirens, more than one, growing louder and seemingly coming from different directions.  Come on, Julian, come on, I urge with the park now in sight on the far side of a dual carriageway.  There’s a gap in the traffic and I sprint across the road and, like an Olympic steeple-chaser, hurdle the waist-high barrier in the central reservation and then head for the park gates a hundred metres or so away, the darkness and seclusion drawing me in.  Within thirty seconds I’ve made it, and I pause exhausted in the darkness of the park entrance, hands on hips and gulping in the cold night air.  I turn to look for the officer on foot but there’s no sign of him; presumably he’s some way back in the maze of streets.  But within seconds, from different directions, two police cars pull up almost simultaneously in the middle of the dual carriageway – so near to me but oblivious to my presence in the darkness.   
 
    
 
   The arrival of the police serves to focus my mind more sharply, and I head for the shelter of the park and then turn right to follow a deserted cycle path.  After a few hundred metres I leave the path and sprint across the adjacent cricket pitch, heading for the public toilets just beyond.  In the near total darkness I trip over a knee-high rope marking the edge of the batting-square and skid on my belly across the wet grass.  But I’m back on my feet in seconds and make my way to the toilets, a small flat-roofed building covered in graffiti.  
 
    
 
   To my relief the conveniences are empty, though it comes as no great surprise.  They’re rarely cleaned, and with the lights not working you’d have to be pretty desperate to frequent such a place after nightfall.  I take the torch out of the front pocket of the rucksack, switch it on and then balance it on the edge of the cracked porcelain sink.  With some difficulty I remove the small key from the pocket of my soaking wet jeans, now clinging to me like a second skin, and then unlock the padlock sealing the door of the end cubicle.  Still struggling for breath, I take out the mountain bike I’d stashed earlier and attach the front wheel to the quick-release mechanism.  With the bike reassembled, I stand on the toilet base and lift the heavy porcelain lid of the old-fashioned cistern a couple of metres off the ground.  I reach into the icy cold water, pull out a tightly sealed plastic bag, and empty the contents onto the closed toilet lid.  I take out the still-dry trainers, grey jogging bottoms and hooded Nike top and begin peeling off my soaking wet jeans and jacket.  I’m shocked at the amount of blood staining my top and dripping onto the floor.  In my adrenaline-heightened state I’d felt little in the way of pain, but as I study my reflection in the rusty mirror on the toilet wall I can see a five-centimetre square flap of skin and tissue hanging from the underside of my jaw.  As I move closer to the mirror and readjust the torch to get a better view I can see that the wound is still bleeding; not spouting like an artery, but definitely a good sized vein has been severed.  I grab a hanky from my rucksack, wedge it into the crook of my neck, and secure it tightly with the scarf.  It crosses my mind that the machete, still embedded in Musgrove’s neck, will be covered in traces of my blood and no doubt ripe for forensic analysis, but I can’t allow myself to worry about it now.  I quickly put on the clean jogging gear, shove the blood-stained clothing into the toilet cistern, force down the lid and leave the toilets with the bike.
 
    
 
   I mount the bike and head back to the cycle path before following it through a thickly-wooded, shallow valley gently sloping downhill.  The path is deserted: presumably the rain has dissuaded the kids that normally hang out late into the evening here.  After the hard running, the cycling provides something close to a breather and I cover the next couple of miles with relative ease.  I know that I can’t take the bike all the way to the bolt-hole, the rough terrain just won’t allow it, and I’ll have to dump it before resorting to foot again, but if I’m going to avoid capture, now is the time to put distance between me and the police.
 
    
 
   Within ten minutes I’ve reached the perimeter of the park and the boundary provided by the Abbey Lane.  I get off the bike and cautiously peer out from behind a massive oak tree, and then, with the road deserted, I nip across and head for the seclusion of Beauchief Abbey Woods on the far side.  Back under the cover of the trees, I hear for the first time the distinct whirring of helicopter blades.  I glance upward to see the markings of the police chopper as it flies low above my head in the direction of the town centre but feel some sense of relief as it continues on its way without slowing or doubling back.  Checking my watch, I’m satisfied with my progress: it’s twenty-five minutes since I left the pub and I’ve put a little over three and half miles behind me.  
 
    
 
   For the next mile I follow a meandering bark-chip path that cuts through the dense woods.  The rain continues to pound, and with water and sweat dripping into my eyes I struggle to make my way in the darkness.  The handlebars and my shoulders frequently collide with the tree trunks that border the narrow footpath, and I have to focus my concentration on staying upright rather than on speed.  Eventually I reach the end of the tree-line and arrive at the busy main road of Meadowhead.  With some reluctance I leave the safety of the dark woods and join the traffic heading out of town.  After slowing to a near crawl in the woods I soon pick up the pace again and speed past the numerous pubs, wine bars and takeaways.  I cycle on, negotiating the heavy traffic, the numerous weaving taxis taking their boozy clientele home or on to late bars.  Occasionally a police car with blue lights flashing shoots past, but always in the direction of town and mercifully never slowing to give me a second glance.  I’ve no doubt that by now most of the city’s police are aware of the attack and a description of me will have been circulated.  I can only hope that my change of clothing and the fact that I’m now on a bike will buy me precious time.  
 
    
 
   My next destination is Graves Park and a place I know well from my childhood.  At close to 250 acres it’s the largest park in Sheffield, and for a kid growing up in the area it was heaven: a vast expanse of grass and woodland, as well as sports fields, children’s play areas, and even a small farm with a rare breeds centre.  All those years ago, I’d learnt every short-cut and cycle route through the park, and during the long summer holidays I’d built bivouacs and camped overnight in the woods with school friends.  Now, with Graves Park less than half a mile away and the entrance almost in view, I begin to relax a little for the first time, knowing that I’m close to home turf.  But almost as if my newly found optimism has tempted fate, as I round a bend in the road and half a dozen or so car lengths in front, a police car is parked at the curb-side.  Too close for me to consider turning back, I’ve got no choice but to continue on towards it.  Stay calm, Julian, stay calm, I whisper to myself as I reach the car and glance through the rear window.  The driver and front-seat passenger are facing each other and showing no obvious interest in my presence.  Relieved, I take a slow deep breath with my destination now so tantalisingly close; but again, as if my renewed optimism is provoking the Gods, the passenger door of a taxi parked in front of the police car abruptly opens.  I have a moment to react, and I brake hard and swerve to avoid a collision, but my front wheel skids on the greasy road and I lose control.  Within a split second I’m flying over the handle bars and then the side of my head and shoulder impacts hard with the tarmac.  I’m momentarily stunned, lying face-down in the road with the bike next to me and the front wheel spinning but buckled and useless.  
 
    
 
   The passenger of the taxi, a woman in her twenties, clearly drunk, stumbles towards me in ridiculous six-inch heels. “Are you okay? I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” she screams hysterically.  She begins pulling at my arm as she tries to help me up.  But as I get to my hands and knees and turn to face her, she stops short with a look of horror and then shrieks, “You’re bleeding, oh my God, oh my God … You’re bleeding.”  
 
    
 
   I glance down at my grey top to find it soaked in blood that’s been dripping from my neck wound, the hanky and scarf having clearly provided no effective barrier.  Dazed, I struggle to my feet, and shrugging off her attentions I say, "Don't worry. I'm fine, I'm fine.”
 
    
 
   Behind me I hear a car door open, and then another, and vaguely familiar, female voice.  “Sir, are you okay? ... Do you need help?”  
 
    
 
   In the corner of my eye a woman picks up my bike and places it on the pavement.  Then I hear the crackle of a police radio, which cuts through the fuzziness of my thinking.  I turn around to see a woman whose face bears a look of recognition that I suspect mirrors my own: WPC Shaw.  My thoughts are now more lucid but I still can’t quite believe what’s happening.  How can I explain all the blood? There’s no way she’ll believe it’s all from the bike accident.  
 
    
 
   I know I can’t take any chances. I turn, and sprint in the direction of the park, leaving behind the bike and a stunned Shaw.  Within seconds a car door slams, followed by the sound of grit flying up as the tyres on the police car lose traction on the wet road.  Shaw isn’t stupid; I can’t be sure of course, but I suspect she’s already pieced it together and I’m the prime suspect in the attack on Musgrove.
 
    
 
   I’m exhausted both physically and mentally but keep pushing myself on, knowing that my freedom depends on it.  I picture Musgrove’s face: although I know he must be dead, my capture would be a victory for him and there’s no way I can let it happen.  Within sixty seconds I reach the heavy iron gates at the entrance to the park.  I frantically pull and push, desperately trying to get through, but after a wasted few seconds I see the heavy chain and padlock, not in use on my previous reconnaissance trips and now blocking my way.  Without conscious thought I scale the gate, a good metre above head height, and then lower myself down on the far side just as Shaw’s car arrives.  For a fraction of a second I lock my gaze with her through the windscreen of the car.  Etched in her face is what seems like a mixture of disbelief and sympathy.  I look away – I suppose with a sort of embarrassment – and then head into the darkness of the park.  
 
    
 
   The full moon flits from behind the thick cloud cover and provides just enough light to pick out the route through the children’s playground and then up the steep, heavily wooded hillside.  In the near distance I can hear more sirens as reinforcements join the hunt, and briefly glance over my shoulder to see the pursuing officers decamp and give chase some twenty-five metres behind me on the far side of the gate.  I pass the thicket of dense rhododendron bushes where I’d planned to ditch my already redundant bike, and then head up the steep winding path.  The rain is torrential and drives into my face while the wind whistles aggressively through the trees above my head, almost as if it’s bombarding me with insults.  The narrow path is covered in mud and wet leaves, and even in my cross-country trainers with their heavy-duty tread, I slip continuously and often resort to scrambling on all fours.  Some way behind, I can hear the police presence, with their heavy breathing and the distorted voices and crackles from their radios.  
 
    
 
   I leave the path and run through the adjacent ice-cold, knee-deep stream, hoping to hide my scent from the tracker dogs that no doubt will soon follow.  I picture the TV images from those fly-on-the-wall police documentaries, of a hapless criminal viewed brilliant white against a black background with the infrared camera as a police dog takes a bite out of his genitals.  There’s no way I’m going to let it happen to me.
 
    
 
   After a few minutes of hard running the sounds of the chasing officers begin to fade.  Despite the freezing water sapping my strength, I surge forwards with renewed belief, now so close to my temporary bolt-hole and potential safety.  But then, without warning, from over the brow of the hill comes the sound of helicopter blades, and the police chopper flies at speed just above the treetops directly over me with a great shaft of light projecting downwards.  Shit, Shit, Shit, surely they must have seen me.  The helicopter turns and starts a second pass, but just a second before the beam of light illuminates my presence, I dart behind a fallen tree trunk and scramble into my bolt-hole, cracking my forehead on the low ceiling as I enter.  My head begins to throb and blood drips into my eyes, but this discomfort is the least of my worries.
 
    
 
   I lie motionless in the hideaway, barely daring to breathe for what seems like hours, though when I check my watch I find that it has been less than thirty minutes.  The helicopter continues to sweep overhead, clearly audible above the driving rain and swollen streams but never seeming to linger directly over the bolt-hole.  There is the occasional raised voice accompanied by barking dogs, presumably police German Shepherds attempting to track my scent.  My heart continues to pound, in part due to my exertions of the last few hours but mainly, I suspect, on account of my fear of discovery.
 
    
 
   After a further thirty minutes I cautiously switch on my small torch, all the time keeping my hand over the lens to limit the scope of the light-beam. The bolt-hole is a five-metre-long drainage tunnel, approximately half a metre wide and half a metre high.  It’s just large enough for me to crawl into; there’s little room for manoeuvre or to turn round.  The conduit runs several feet underground and connects two nearby streams, but only ever comes into use after heavy rain or thawing snow.  The walls and floor consist of loosely arranged and irregular pieces of stone.  From above, I’m completely hidden from the searchlights and infrared camera of the helicopter, and at ground level the entrance at the lower end is obscured by fallen tree trunks while the top end is completely blocked by the rocks and earth that have accumulated since I played here as a kid with my friends many years earlier.  
 
    
 
   As the minutes turn into hours, for the first time since leaving the bedsit my emotions aren’t running at fever pitch.  I begin to feel some small degree of relief as the sounds of the police presence become quieter and more infrequent and my pursuers move further away.  With a long and hopefully undisturbed night ahead I attempt to get more comfortable; no easy task, with the low ceiling, hewn of rough stone, making sitting upright impossible.  Fumbling in the confined space, I find the tarpaulin sheet and bin liner that I’d dropped off the night before, and I lay out the former to cover the damp ground.  I then open the water-tight bin liner containing a rucksack, and begin unpacking the contents: spare clothing, walking boots, toiletries, a small radio, a few tins of baked beans and three large bottles of drinking water.  The task becomes increasingly difficult with my cold, numb fingers, and I begin to shiver uncontrollably.  My clothes are soaked with sweat, rain and blood, and with the adrenaline rush from the chase subsiding, the effects of hypothermia are setting in with a vengeance.  As quickly as I can in the tight space, and with my awkward frozen fingers, I strip off the wet clothes and trainers, replace them with the dry clothes from the rucksack, and then crawl into the sleeping bag.  I pull its insulating hood over my head and then tie the draw-cord tight.  
 
    
 
   As my expired breath warms the sleeping bag, the shivering of my aching body finally comes under control.  After thirty minutes, I loosen the cord around the hood and breathe the relatively fresh air of the bolt-hole.  Feeling more comfortable, I begin to reflect on the events of the previous few hours.  I’d hoped, of course, that things would have been so different and that I’d be tucked up in bed at the airport hotel by now in readiness for my flight in the morning, but that’s not going to happen.  It has always been my nature to be self-critical, often to a degree that’s counter-productive, as Helen would argue, and my first instinct is to direct the anger at myself.  I curse my stupidity in cutting my neck and surely leaving behind DNA evidence.  I’d planned meticulously and practised swinging the blade at a pumpkin, a substitute for Musgrove’s head, but had not rehearsed pulling the blade from inside my jacket.  But despite my frustrations, I have sufficient insight to acknowledge that I also had bad luck: the police arriving outside the pub at the wrong time, and then being witnessed by WPC Shaw later on.  Gradually, as my post mortem continues, my irritation begins to dissipate.  I suppose I have to be grateful for the foresight of my rigorous planning and the inbuilt contingencies such as the bike stashed in the toilets along with the spare clothes – and, of course, the current bolt-hole.  I suspect that if it wasn’t for my current hideaway, I would be in police custody by now, facing a murder charge.  
 
    
 
   By 3:00 a.m. and after close to four hours in the bolt-hole, the shouting police and barking dogs have gone silent and the drone from the helicopter blades has ceased.  In the solitude and silence I begin to feel the first pangs of hunger, and realising that I’ve not eaten for close to twenty-four hours, I dig out my small camping spoon from the bottom of the rucksack and devour cold baked beans from the can and some dry crackers.  Not the greatest meal I’ve ever had, but I still feel better for it.  
 
    
 
   I lie back down in the sleeping bag and listen to the driving rain and the wind blowing fiercely through the trees.  It remains near pitch black in the drain, with the only light coming from the illuminated face of my watch.  Although I doubt much natural light will ever permeate the bolt-hole, for the world outside it will be dawn in a couple of hours.  In the darkness and current weather conditions I’ve been able to evade capture, but I fear that, with the daybreak, it may well be a different matter.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Crammed inside my tiny bolt-hole, I’m mentally and physically exhausted but ever conscious of the slightest disturbance from the outside world. I suspect there is little chance of meaningful sleep.  With sunrise now just a couple of hours away, I close my eyes knowing that I should at least try to get some rest.  Within a few minutes my consciousness begins to ebb from the present and my thoughts drift back a few months.
 
    
 
   WPC Shaw drove me from the morgue to arrive home a little after 5.00 a.m.  It was still dark but the milkman had already started on his rounds and bottles were waiting on the doorstep.  Shaw had tried to start a conversation, perhaps attempting to ease her own discomfort as much as mine, but I was in no mood to chat and she quickly realised that her efforts were futile.  I suspected that she was relatively inexperienced and doubted that she’d ever been involved in anything like it before.  Ironically I began to feel almost sorry for her, believing that in some way I was responsible for her current discomfort.  She’d offered to come in to make a drink but I declined for both our sakes.  I wanted to be alone with my thoughts and attempt to rationalise the events of those last few hours.  
 
    
 
   Once at home I kicked off my shoes and headed straight to the spare bedroom.  I climbed, fully clothed, into bed and closed my eyes but the images of my boys seemed more real than ever.  Thinking the chances of sleep were minimal, I was surprised to wake several hours later to the sounds of the neighbourhood children heading off to school, their lively chatter coming up from the road below the bedroom window.  In my first few seconds of wakefulness the events of the previous evening weren’t immediately apparent, and then, as if being bludgeoned with a hammer, they suddenly and painfully flooded my thinking.  My breathing rate escalated, my heart pounded, and for a weird few seconds I thought I was going to die; not that I really cared.  What did I have to live for?
 
    
 
   Over the next few minutes I slowly began to compose myself, and as I lay in the spare bed I could just hear the 8:00 a.m. news broadcast, barely audible, coming from the alarm clock radio in the master bedroom.  During the weekdays we’d always woken to the 7:00 a.m. news on Radio 4, and the alarm had still to switch itself off.  The Prime Minister was in India, a policeman had been stabbed in Manchester, and there were job losses at a midlands car plant.  There was no mention of a hit-and-run killing five.
 
    
 
   After thirty minutes of wallowing I willed myself out of bed.  Struggling to summon the strength to move, it felt as if I’d aged fifty years overnight.  In discrete stages I headed for the bathroom, all the time giving myself commands and encouragement: bed covers off, sit up, feet over the edge, standing position, right foot forward, left foot forward.  I shuffled past the open door of the bedroom that my beautiful sons had shared, and the enormity of the loss was overwhelming. I repeatedly felt that an emotional rock bottom had been reached; but then a memory or thought would be triggered and the bar of desolation would be lowered further.
 
    
 
   I showered trying to cleanse myself in the near-scalding water.  I’d read how rape victims spent hours in the shower attempting to purify themselves of their attacker, and as I stood with the water pounding my body I could identify with those emotions; I felt violated, if not physically, then psychologically.  After thirty minutes I stepped out of the shower with my skin reddened and close to blistering in places.  I struggled to decide what clothes to wear, before settling on a suitably subdued navy blue top and jeans. 
 
    
 
   In the empty and unnervingly quiet house I headed downstairs to the kitchen.  I made tea and slowly drank it while listening to the radio and waiting for the next local news bulletin.  We never used to listen to local radio, with the banal approach of the presenters making even the most serious issues appear trivial, but it was different now; may be they’d pick up on the story more quickly than their national counterparts.  Though part of me couldn’t bear the prospect of my life story being played out in the media, I held onto the hope that it would, in some way, be therapeutic.  Of course, I was deluding myself.
 
    
 
   At 10:00 a.m. the news bulletin began, and the hit-and-run was now the main story.  Very few details were provided.  No names, no ages, just the time and the place followed by an appeal for witnesses from a Detective Inspector Patel.  As the news moved onto the next item I turned off the radio just as the phone started to ring.  Not ready for conversation, I was sorely tempted to let the answering machine pick up, but then thinking that it might be news from the police, I answered.  I recognised the voice immediately, it was Debbie from work. “Julian, what are you doing at home, we’re waiting for you and Bob’s …”  
 
    
 
   Debbie generally meant well but was intrusive at the best of times, and I was in no mood to give details.  I cut her off mid sentence. "I’m sorry but I've got some kind of stomach bug, I won’t be in today but I'll speak to you later.”  I put the phone down without giving her any time to respond, but before I’d a chance to sit down, it rang again. Jesus, Debbie, what the hell do you want?  
 
    
 
   Irritated, I picked up the phone but said nothing and waited for her to reprimand me for my abruptness.  “… Hello, this is DI Patel from Otley Road Police Station. Could I speak to Mr … I’m sorry, Dr, Julian Scott, please?”  
 
    
 
    “Yes, erm … Yes, I’m Julian Scott.”  I answered falteringly.
 
    
 
   “Sorry to bother you, Dr Scott, I’m the lead investigating officer on the case involving the death of your family.  I know that this is a terrible time for you but I’d like to ask you some questions if that’s okay?”  
 
    
 
   I struggled to connect brain and mouth in synchrony, “Erm … erm yes, yes. Okay … though I’m not sure how much more I can tell you but ... erm ... anyway I’ve got some questions myself.”  
 
    
 
   “When is convenient for you?  I can come and visit you today at home, or if you prefer you can come to the station – whatever’s best for you.”  
 
    
 
   I was surprised that he wanted to meet so soon, though in a way I suppose I was grateful; at least it would give me something to do.  But the thought of having police, or anybody else for that matter, in my house didn’t appeal. “Yes, that’s fine, but I’d prefer to come to you if that’s okay?”  
 
    
 
   “No problem, can you make it around noon?” responded DI Patel, and continued without giving me time to answer, “Make your way to the front desk and ask for me there.”  
 
    
 
   “Okay, thank you. I’ll see you then.”  
 
    
 
   I put the phone down and slowly made my way back to the sofa.  The clock on the mantelpiece indicated 10:30 a.m., though I knew it was running a couple of minutes fast.  The police station was only ten minutes’ drive and I had well over an hour to kill.  I lay on the sofa staring at the light fitting on the ceiling.  My emotions were in turmoil and I wasn’t used to the out-of-control feeling.  I’ve always liked order.  Even as a child I’d driven my mother mad; the night before school, my uniform had to be ironed and neatly stacked at the end of the bed along with polished shoes.  As an adult my obsessions only got worse and I’d always thought I had some kind of obsessive compulsive disorder, though this wasn’t formally diagnosed.  Perhaps that’s why I’d been drawn to a career in science and research, with its firmly established rules and logic.  But with everything that had happened I couldn’t even make sense of my own feelings, sadness, anger, frustration, guilt, all at the same time.  Nothing made sense anymore.  I’m sure a psychologist would argue it was completely normal given what I’d been through, but it certainly didn’t feel normal to me.
 
    
 
   The time dragged by and I still had another thirty minutes before the meeting with DI Patel but I desperately needed to get out of the house.  I briefly considered walking to use up time and in the hope that the fresh air would breathe some life into me.  But almost immediately I realised that the route on foot would go past the church and the site of the accident.  There was no way I could face it, at least not yet.  In the end I decided to drive, and, with little traffic on the road, and even taking the long way around, I pulled into the police station car park still twenty minutes early.  
 
    
 
   I’d driven past Otley Road Police Station numerous times on the way to work, though never had cause to go inside.  It was the divisional headquarters, an imposing six-storey building with numerous massive radio aerials on the roof.  Surrounded by a ten-foot metal fence topped with sharp spikes, it was clearly designed to withstand a serious public disturbance.  I parked in one of the many empty spaces of the public area of the car park and then made my way to the entrance marked “Enquiries”.  I gave my name to the PC sitting behind a glass security screen on the front desk.  My presence seemed to be expected: he made a brief phone call before asking me to take a seat in the waiting area.
 
    
 
   I sat for less than a couple of minutes before a man wearing a smart, expensive-looking grey suit came through a door at the side of the front desk.  He was probably about the same age as me and had short cropped hair receding in the front.  He approached me extending his hand. “Dr Scott, thank you for coming.  I’m Detective Inspector Patel.  This must be a terrible time for you.”  
 
    
 
   I took his firm grip and attempted a polite smile in response. “Yes, it’s all come as a shock – to say the least.”  
 
    
 
   Patel nodded “Yes, yes ... Let’s go up to my office, we can talk better there.”  
 
    
 
   We headed back through the door he’d just come out of and then up two flights of stairs.  Despite the modern appearance of the building from the outside, the décor let it down.  The carpet was stained and worn and the walls were a dirty grey colour with just the odd patch of the original pale blue emulsion showing through.  Patel’s office was in the corner of a much bigger, open-plan office space.  This larger work area was bustling with activity, with people either on the phone or tapping away at computer terminals, but nobody looked up as we passed by.  
 
    
 
   Patel’s personal office was a cramped affair containing a desk which was far too big for the small room and overflowing with folders and loose papers.  He moved a further pile of papers from a spare chair in the corner and pulled it up, gesturing for me to sit.  “Can I get you tea or coffee?”
 
    
 
    I shook my head, “No, no thank you.”  
 
    
 
   Patel then took a seat opposite me on the other side of the desk.  Behind him on the wall was a collection of framed photographs, mostly in his police uniform, and also several certificates.  One of the certificates in particular caught my attention:
 
    
 
   Nikesh Patel
 
   B.Sc., Psychology
 
   First Class Honours.
 
   University of Sheffield
 
    
 
   It crossed my mind that it might be a cunning ploy to unnerve suspects – maybe they’d crack under the pressure at the prospect of him tapping into their inner psyche.  It almost made me grateful that I had nothing to hide.  Patel picked up the phone and punched in four digits. “Jane, can you come through?”  
 
    
 
   Within twenty seconds a woman in her mid twenties appeared at the door and Patel introduced her as DC Drife.  She nodded her head respectfully and then stepped outside for a moment, returned with a chair, and then negotiated her way through the piles of paperwork on the floor, taking a seat in the corner behind Patel.  The room was not designed to seat three people in comfort and I began to feel claustrophobic and undid the next button down on my shirt.  Patel appeared to notice my discomfort and opened the small window behind him, although it barely made any difference to the stagnant air.
 
    
 
   With everyone seated, he began asking basic personal details of my family: date of birth, place of birth, address, occupation, school, etc.  My recollections of the previous night were vague at best, but I was pretty sure I’d given much of the same information already.  DC Drife sat at the back, not saying a word and diligently taking notes.  Patel then asked me to go through the events of the evening.  Why had we gone to the restaurant? What time had we left? Why had the others walked? Why had I driven home? What time was it when I realised there was a problem?  
 
    
 
   At first my thoughts were sluggish, dulled by recent events.  I struggled to respond to the most basic of questions, even pondering to recall my own date of birth.  But as the interview went on I began to feel more comfortable and my responses were more articulate and free-flowing.  Patel nodded intently with my every response, almost as if each snippet of information was going to be crucial in solving the case.
 
    
 
   After twenty minutes or so he again checked that I didn’t want a drink, before continuing: “After leaving your house and on the way to the church, did you see anybody, or anything, out of the norm?”  
 
    
 
   I tried to piece things together, but it all seemed so fragmented.  “No, nothing out of the ordinary … at least as far as I can remember. It’s all a bit of a blur to be quite honest.  It was very quiet though, I’m sure I didn’t see anybody else.”  
 
    
 
   Again Patel continued his nodding, deep in thought. “And the red pick-up truck, had you ever seen it before?” 
 
    
 
   I thought for a few seconds. “I’m pretty sure I haven’t.  It’s obviously very distinctive and I’m sure I would’ve remembered.  The name down the side though, William’s Building Supplies, that’s certainly familiar, but I’m not sure where from – maybe just an advert in the local paper, something like that.”  
 
    
 
   Patel nodded thoughtfully. “And can you think of anyone who may have wanted to harm your family?”  
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” I responded angrily, demonstrating my irritation for the first time. “No, I can’t bloody think of anyone who would want to kill my wife or my little boys.”  I was stunned by his question and the way he’d just casually slipped it in.  I’d never considered the whole thing anything other than a hit-and-run, and it seemed completely bizarre that I might know who was responsible.  
 
    
 
   Patel seemed surprised by my outburst and sat back in his chair, clearly aware of my feelings. “I’m sorry but I have to ask these questions.”
 
    
 
   I’d had enough, and although it had only been a little over half an hour I was beginning to feel tired and was grateful when Patel signalled the end of the questioning. “Okay, that’s fine, I’ve nothing more for now.  Is there anything you want to add that you think might be important to the enquiry?” I shook my head.  Patel went on: “Okay, the other reason I wanted to speak to you is to let you know how things are progressing.”  
 
    
 
   I sat forward in the chair; this was what I’d come for. “At this initial stage we believe it is a relatively straight forward hit-and-run, albeit with hugely tragic consequences.  We believe that the pick-up truck at the scene had probably been stolen, but we are waiting for a report from the scenes-of-crime officers with information on fingerprints and other forensic evidence ...” 
 
    
 
   I interjected, “But what about the driver, have you spoken to him yet?”  
 
    
 
   “Unfortunately the driver of the vehicle had disappeared from the scene by the time the first motorist arrived.  We’ll be interviewing the owner of the pick-up truck this afternoon and it may shed light on events.  Again, unfortunately, without a witness to the incident it can be difficult to find the person responsible in a case like this ...”  
 
    
 
    “In a case like this!” I interrupted angrily. “To me this is not just a case, to me it’s about who killed my family.  I hope you realize that, inspector.” 
 
    
 
   Patel looked sheepish, “I do appreciate that, Dr Scott, and I assure you we won’t lose sight of that fact.”  After a few seconds he continued: “We’ve made a local media appeal, and in the meantime ...”  
 
    
 
   Tired and irritated, I again interrupted him. “We just have to wait.”  “I’m afraid so.” said Patel calmly.  
 
    
 
   It was quiet for the next thirty seconds, before Patel broke the silence. “Okay, thank you for coming, I know this is a very difficult time for you.”  I stood to leave and then remembered DC Drife in the corner, who hadn’t said a word throughout the meeting.  She nodded politely at me, and then Patel led me down the same staircase we’d come up, then through the reception area and to the front door. “Once again, very sorry about your loss.  I’ll contact you as soon as I hear anything, and if you remember anything please get in touch.”  He gave me his business card and we went our separate ways.
 
    
 
   I returned to the car, fastened the seatbelt, and sat for several minutes, going over the wording of the conversation as close to verbatim as I could remember.  Most of his questions had been fairly predictable, though I’d been surprised by his query about the pick-up truck and, bizarrely, whether anyone might want my family dead – a thought that was inconceivable.  In any event, Patel had not filled me with any great optimism that they’d be able to track down the driver.  My thoughts were interrupted as a car pulled into the parking slot next to me, and I had the sudden need to get home and be in my own space.  Swelled by parents on the school run, the traffic was heavier than on my arrival and it flickered across my mind that I should get back home to see the kids. But I quickly and painfully realised that it was no longer the case.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   My first morning in the Graves Park bolt-hole, I wake from a deep slumber with a shaft of brilliant light striking my face and gently warming my skin.  In my barely wakened state, it’s not unlike the comforting sensation of lying on a beach and, with eyes closed, seeing the red glow of the sun beyond.  But within seconds reality kicks-in and remembering where I am, and the events of the previous night, I fear that I’ve been discovered and that my pursuers are illuminating my presence with a torch beam.  My heart pounds as the anxiety is explosively reignited, and I sit bolt upright, cracking my forehead on the low ceiling.  As I blink away the pain, relief comes with the realization that it’s only sunlight streaming through a slit between the rocks at the entrance of the drain.  Breathing more easily, I check my watch in the cone of light, 10:05 a.m.  Amazingly I’ve been dead to the world for the last five hours. 
 
    
 
   Viewing my temporary home in the daylight reminds me how small a space it is.  I struggle to adjust my position before cautiously spying through the narrow aperture between the rocks at the entrance.  My view is restricted to a small section of clear blue sky and tree canopy with autumn leaves falling.  The rain has finally stopped and the only sounds come from the nearby stream with the water level running high and the gentle blowing of the wind through the branches.  Mercifully, there are no helicopter blades whirring, German Shepherds barking, or policemen shouting.  Clearly I’ve not been discovered, and refreshed after the long sleep, my mood and optimism has improved beyond recognition from just a few hours earlier.  
 
    
 
   I rub my face with my hands and feel a fine layer of salt on the skin from the dried sweat.  My mouth is dry and my furred tongue sticks to my teeth; a mouth like the bottom of a birdcage, I’ve heard it described.  I reach for a bottle of water and take several large gulps, savouring the icy cold water running down my throat as I begin to replenish my dehydrated body.  I’m starving hungry, and open a packet of chocolate digestives before greedily eating two sandwiched together.  The biscuits only serve to clog up my mouth again, and I wash them away with more water.  
 
    
 
   My thoughts return to the events of the previous evening and I can’t help but think that, if everything had gone to plan, I would be on the plane by now and no doubt eating an unpalatable airline meal out of a plastic tray.  In my current mood, though, I’m happy enough with chocolate biscuits and water.  
 
    
 
   I attempt to sit up a little, and crouching awkwardly I piss in one of the two-litre water bottles, now a dedicated pee-collecting receptacle.  My urine is dark orange in colour and fills the confined space of the bolt-hole with the harsh smell of ammonia, a function of my dehydration from the exertions of the previous night.  Next I gingerly remove the scarf from around my neck while holding the blood stained handkerchief beneath it in place.  The hanky is stuck firmly to a chunk of flesh hanging below my jaw line.  Wincing with pain, I splash the hanky with cold water until it is soaked through and then try to peel it slowly away from my skin.  The pain is excruciating, and I can’t believe it didn’t hurt more at the time of its infliction.  With the filthy hanky finally off, I use a tiny mirror from one of Helen’s compacts for guidance and pick at the dry blood with baby-wipes.  By the time I’ve finished, the wound is bleeding again, although not as heavily as the night before.  I smear it in stinging antiseptic cream before packing it with cotton wool and wrapping it in a crepe bandage from my first aid kit.  I inspect my handiwork in the mirror: not quite Florence Nightingale, but it’ll suffice.  
 
    
 
   With medical issues dealt with, my thoughts turn to the next phase of my plan and the optimal time to move on to the more secure and longer-term bolt-hole at Kinder Scout in the Peak District National Park.  In my current abode I have sufficient food stockpiled for at least a week and, with the nearby streams, an adequate supply of fresh drinking water is not a limiting factor.  But in my contingency planning, the Graves Park bolt-hole had only ever been intended as a short-term measure.  It’s far too close to busy footpaths, risking discovery at any time, and with its low ceiling and limited space it is impractical for anything more than a temporary stop-gap.  I need to make the twenty-five-mile journey to the isolated Kinder Scout, where discovery is less likely and I’ve got food stock-piled for at least six months.  An intellectual assessment suggests a balance has to be reached: leaving the current drain too early will risk capture if the area is still swarming with police; alternatively, staying too long will increase the risk of accidental discovery by a member of the public, possibly a dog-walker.  Reluctantly I also admit that there is an emotional aspect to my decision-making.  Of course I’m keen to move on to Kinder Scout, so I’m one step closer to my ultimate freedom, but at the same time the previous night’s pursuit by the police has left me exhausted and badly shaken, and I certainly don’t want to expose myself to a similar event.  
 
    
 
   To make an informed and rational judgement I need to know what’s going on in the outside world.  More specifically, have the police identified me as the prime suspect, and if so, do they have any leads as to my whereabouts?  In terms of the former, from my work in the lab I know that the PCR fingerprinting analysis of the forensic DNA evidence won’t be available yet, but a description from the officers at the scene and my unfortunate run-in with WPC Shaw will certainly point the finger at me.  I reach over to the front pocket of the rucksack and pull out a small DAB/FM radio, about the size and weight of a pack of playing cards, which I’d bought a few days earlier.  I’d already preset the FM and digital stations for both BBC Radio 4 and the local stations BBC Radio Sheffield and Radio Hallam.  I switch on to the latter, and with an earpiece in situ the reception on the digital station is crystal clear. A song is playing: a Barbara Streisand number, I think.  
 
    
 
   I absently listen to the rest of the ditty before the news starts at 11:00 a.m.  The female newsreader begins: “… a man in his thirties was brutally attacked and killed in the Linton Green area of the city at around 10:45 p.m. yesterday evening.  The name of the man has not yet been released; however, police are appealing for witnesses to come forward.  The senior investigating officer, Detective Superintendent Adam Greene, is holding a press conference this afternoon and we’ll bring you more details as we have them.  In other news ...”  The newsreader goes on to discuss the visit of Prince Charles to the city and I turn the radio off.  
 
    
 
   For the next couple of hours I ponder the short broadcast.  I’ve now got confirmation that Musgrove is dead, although it’s no great surprise, given the extent of the injuries I inflicted.  In other aspects the news report provides no further useful information, and the police, at least via the media, have not acknowledged that I’m a suspect in the attack or even released a description of the attacker.  Little the wiser, I lie back down on the sleeping bag, nibble at a chocolate digestive and wait for the next bulletin.
 
    
 
   I turn on to Radio 4 with the World at One broadcast just starting.  The first news piece describes a terrorist act in Iraq, followed by a change in the Bank of England interest rate. I don’t listen to the specific details as my concentration begins to lapse, but the next item immediately grabs my attention: “… a man has been attacked with a machete close to the city centre of Sheffield.  The man, whose name has not yet been released, is in his thirties and was killed instantly.”  The news anchor-man then links to a reporter at the scene who elaborates: “Details are sketchy but it is believed that the murdered man was suspected to have been the driver involved in a hit-and-run incident in the city almost six months ago.  This resulted in the death of the parents, wife and two young children of a local man, Dr Julian Scott.  Police were unable to bring charges at the time due to insufficient forensic evidence and failure of witnesses to come forward.  I understand from my police sources that Julian Scott, a thirty-seven-year-old academic at the university, is wanted for questioning by the police, although as yet they have not formally stated that he is a suspect.  Back to you in the studio.”  The broadcast goes on to cover a proposed rail strike, and I switch the radio off.  
 
    
 
   Staring at the roof of the drain a foot or so above my head, I contemplate the latest developments. Of course there’s still no formal police confirmation that I’m wanted for questioning, but the bulletin makes it pretty clear that this is the case, particularly if the “source” is to be believed.  I have to be prepared for the worst, irrespective of what information is released by the media, and I’ve no doubt that by now my description will have been circulated to police forces nationwide, as well as airports and ports.  I have to accept that I’m a fugitive and on the run for murder, a concept which in part fills me with sheer terror, but perhaps bizarrely is also half appealing, and I can’t help but smile to myself.
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   Inside the bolt-hole the light is already beginning to fail as it approaches late afternoon.  I feel some sense of relief as the darkness descends and provides a blanket of reassurance; I’ve not been discovered in daylight and I’m confident the chances of discovery after nightfall are further reduced.  Expecting the worst, I’ve been surprised at how uneventful the day has been; presumably the heavy rainfall of the night before has washed away my tracks and scent from the pursuing police dogs.  Only once did my anxiety escalate with the distinctive hum of a helicopter passing low overhead, but to my relief it was gone within seconds and did not return.  
 
    
 
   Throughout the afternoon I tune in to the news bulletins but no new details are released and there is much recycling of what had already been said.  In between news updates I eat more of the baked beans and crackers, wrapping the waste in a double layer of plastic bags to reduce the chances of police dogs picking up an erroneous scent.  I still feel dehydrated, and drink more of the water.  I’ve already moved onto my last bottle, and I know that I’ll have to venture outside to one of the nearby streams if I am to stay here for much longer.
 
    
 
   When not snacking or listening to the radio bulletins I doze intermittently, but my thoughts are too anxiety-ridden for any meaningful sleep.  I’m quickly beginning to recognise that the problem with solitude, and one to which I’ll have to acclimatize, is that it gives one too much time to think.  This has led to anxiety and negative thoughts, and despite my best efforts to think positively, my good mood of the early morning is beginning to dissipate.  Perhaps ironically, I’ve always liked my own company, but in the past the experience was underpinned by the knowledge that, if I wanted, I could find company, be it family or colleagues. Now, though, my solitude is absolute.  
 
    
 
   The next significant information comes when I switch on the radio for the 6:00 p.m. national news on Radio 4.  The murder is now the lead story.  “A man-hunt is underway for university academic Dr Julian Scott, who is wanted by police in connection with the death of local man, James Musgrove.  It is believed that thirty-six-year-old Musgrove was the driver of a hit-and-run vehicle and was responsible for the death of Dr Scott’s wife, two young sons and both parents.  At a press conference this afternoon, Detective Superintendent Adam Greene has urged anyone with information regarding the whereabouts of Julian Scott to come forward, but the public are advised not to approach him directly.”  The newsreader moves on to the next story and I flick over to the local station and a male voice in mid-sentence: “… at this stage we are keeping an open mind.  The last sighting of Dr Scott was in the city shortly after the incident, but it’s possible that he is already further afield.  We have, of course, alerted our colleagues at police forces nationwide and overseas.”  The voice of a female newsreader then comes on: “That was Detective Superintendent Adam Greene. Now, in further news, in the city, Prince Charles is visiting ...”  I turn off the radio.  No disrespect to the future monarch but I have more pressing concerns.  
 
    
 
   I now know for sure that I’m a police suspect, but thankfully there has been no suggestion that my possible whereabouts is known.  I’m slightly shocked by the fact that I’m the subject of a “man-hunt”, a slightly salacious term I’d always linked with the search for serial killers.  But with the police recommendation that I shouldn’t be approached, maybe they think I really am a danger to the public.  
 
    
 
   Sitting in the darkness, I spend the rest of the evening mulling over the key timing of my move to the bolt-hole at Kinder Scout.  Going back and forth over the pros and cons, I seem incapable of making a decision.  After listening to the 10:00 p.m. bulletin, and with no new developments, I can procrastinate no longer.  Set the agenda ... don’t just react to it, I silently preach, and then finally make the decision: wait thirty-six hours to get fully rested before the twenty-five mile journey, and then make my move early morning, day after tomorrow.  With my mind made up, I almost immediately begin to relax, and with a wave of tiredness overcoming me I snuggle down into the sleeping bag, and shortly after I’m asleep. 
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   Sleeping in short spells throughout the night, I wake to the slightest disturbance from outside.  I’m surprised at the extent of wildlife: the hooting owls and the tiny scratching paws on the ground next to the bolt-hole.  I only hope it isn’t rats – I’m not particularly squeamish but these vile critters have a certain hold over me.  
 
    
 
   During an episode of wakefulness, I take the opportunity to restock my drinking water.  Nervous of both the potential police presence and the rodent wildlife, I cautiously remove the rocks sealing the entrance of the drain and then crawl forward a little through the gap.  Leaning out at full stretch, I can just reach the fast flowing stream.  I hurriedly fill my bottle in the icy water and then empty out the second bottle containing the stale piss and give it a quick rinse.  
 
    
 
   About to crawl back inside the bolt-hole, I sense a sudden and almost silent movement away to my right. With a sharp, involuntary intake of breath I turn to face a pair of yellow slit-like eyes staring back at me just a few feet away.  Initially unsure what species it is, though certainly not human, I recognise as the moon slides from behind the cloud the form of a far-from-timid scruffy urban fox.  I smile to myself as the animal arrogantly turns its back on me and saunters off into the darkness.
 
    
 
   I gratefully crawl back inside the bolt-hole, and with the entrance secured I switch on my torch to inspect the water.  Following the recent torrential rain, the sediment in the stream has been disturbed and my drinking water is slightly browner than I would have liked.  Under the limited torch light I filter the water through my handkerchief to remove the larger debris and then add the chlorine-releasing sterilising tablets.  Hopefully by morning most of the bugs will have been killed off; the shits are the last thing I need.
 
    
 
   As first light begins to permeate the entrance of the drain, I switch on the radio for the 7:00 a.m. news.  Again I’m the main story, but there are no further developments or reports on my suspected whereabouts.  I don’t know whether I feel relieved or frustrated by the lack of news, probably somewhere in between.  In any case I have another preoccupation: my neck wound is increasingly painful, even with the slightest movement.  Reluctantly I peel off the bandage and then the blood-stained cotton wool beneath.  The skin around the wound is sore and the area of redness has doubled in size, probably now the dimensions of my palm at least.  As before, and despite the pain, I clean it thoroughly with baby-wipes and apply more antiseptic cream.
 
    
 
   The pattern for the rest of the day revolves around the hourly news bulletins and the occasional food break.  Although the water levels in the stream are still coursing high, I can occasionally hear footsteps and the voices of recreational walkers as they venture on the path above the drain.  In the middle of the afternoon I overhear a lengthy conversation between two elderly female dog-walkers, who stop to chat directly over the bolt-hole.  They discuss numerous topics ranging from the increase in the cost of bread to the death of a mutual acquaintance, but to my surprise they don’t talk about the local murder and police hunt.  Clearly for some people life is continuing as normal – a concept I struggle to grasp.
 
    
 
    
 
    I doze intermittently but most of the time my thoughts centre on the likely next move of the police and in particular Greene.  I suspect that by now he’ll have been through the case-notes from the hit-and-run and will no doubt have spoken to Patel and Shaw to get background information on me.  Thinking back and scrutinising my conversations with them, I certainly don’t remember giving away anything that was particularly relevant or that would provide an indication of my thinking or possible whereabouts.  Of course, once I’d begun to put elements of my plan for Musgrove’s demise in place, I made a conscious decision to keep my thoughts to myself.  But even before that time I was so emotionally flat that my responses to their questions were concise at best.  
 
    
 
   DI Patel was also pretty reserved with his views, and I struggle to imagine how he would describe me.  Only once did I get an impression of how he was thinking – when, ironically, we discussed the act of revenge.  The conversation took place about six weeks after the hit-and-run, and at a time when it was becoming clear that it was unlikely that anyone would be charged.  We were sitting in his office at Otley Road police station. “If you don’t mind me saying, Dr Scott, you seem to be taking this well.”  
 
    
 
   I’d been surprised by his frankness and paused for a moment before responding. “I’m not necessarily sure that I’d agree.  How would you expect me to react?”  
 
    
 
   Patel was quiet for a good ten seconds and at first I thought he wasn’t going to answer. Then he slowly lent forward in his chair. “From my experiences, different people react differently to major life stresses.  Some people seem to lose all sense of reason and their sole preoccupation is to exact some form of revenge at any cost to themselves or others.  Often there is no clear focus for their revenge and it’s directed inappropriately, not uncommonly at the police, as I know to my own cost.  Then there are others, they fall apart emotionally and give up on life, as if the precipitating event had irrevocably shattered their emotional fabric.  The third category, and that which you seem to belong to, is the stoical type.  They seem to accept what is happening without obviously seeking to blame everyone and everything, and give the impression that they are rebuilding their lives.”  
 
    
 
   At the time, I’d been surprised by the depth of his response and the fact that he’d clearly given the matter a great deal of thought.  I’m sure he wasn’t typical of most coppers, and I thought back to the psychology degree certificate on the wall of his office, perhaps illustrating the point.  Given the recent events, I wonder if he’s now revising his theory on the category to which I belong. 
 
    
 
   At the end of my second full day of life on the run I listen to the 10:00 p.m. news, and with no new developments I perform quick ablutions and then snuggle down into the warm sleeping bag.  Despite the pain in my neck, with the gentle rustling of the wind in the tree canopy playing a calming lullaby, within a few minutes my racing thoughts are interrupted and I’m asleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   In the darkness of the bolt-hole I check my watch for at least the fifth time in the last thirty minutes.  It’s still only 5:23 a.m. and already I’ve been awake for several hours.  My insomnia is partly due to anxiety over what the coming day will bring, but also a consequence of the worsening throbbing in my neck and the feverish and sickly feeling that has come on overnight.  
 
    
 
   With some reluctance I crawl out of the sleeping bag and into the cold drain.  I take care of necessities in the plastic bottle and then, with the chill of the damp air cutting through my shirt, I struggle to put on my thick waterproof jacket in the confined space.  I roll up my sleeping bag, cram it into its storage bag, and stow it in the top of the rucksack.  Other than my small radio, all my essentials are packed and the remainder of my stuff, now surplus to requirements, will be dumped early on in my journey.  
 
    
 
   Spying through the small hole between rocks at the drain entrance, there’s little in the way of cloud cover and I can clearly see the brilliant crescent of the new moon against the dark sky.  For now, at least, the forecasted rain has not materialised – not that I really care either way.  Despite my nausea, I force down the last tin of beans and some biscuits, essential fuel for the journey, and wash them down with water.  
 
    
 
   Wearing my thick Michelin-man jacket, the bolt-hole feels even more cramped than usual as I turn on the radio news.  The local station is now my news outlet of choice, as the national network has apparently lost interest and gives few updates on the story.  The bulletin begins and again the murder and man-hunt receive top billing.  I listen carefully, and neurotically scrutinise any change in wording or tone, or any subtle nuance that might provide an insight into the thinking of the police.  But other than a suspected sighting in Cardiff, there are no new developments and my decision is made: it’s time to go.  
 
    
 
   Fortune favours the brave, I whisper as I remove the rocks blocking the entrance and then clamber out, under the fallen tree trunk, to reach the outside world.  As soon as there’s enough headroom I stand upright in a slow and tentative fashion, partly in case I’m being watched but also because my spine feels crumpled after the days of cramped confinement.  Alone and unobserved, I vigorously massage my lower back as I try to relax my tense and knotted body, and then briefly jog on the spot, as if preparing for a long run.  After a few seconds, and feeling slightly less stiff, I drag the rucksack outside and place it on dry ground before heading back inside the bolt-hole.  I crawl to the far end of the drain and begin removing the piled-up rocks and soil with my bare hands.  After several minutes of digging, water from the higher stream starts to leak into the drain.  Initially a trickle, the flow steadily increases, and with the sleeves of my jacket getting splashed with dirty stream water I scramble backwards and out of the bottom end as the cavity of the drain begins to flood.  Who knows whether it’ll make much of a difference, but I can only hope that any potential forensic evidence will be washed away, leaving no clues as to my whereabouts in the last few days.
 
    
 
   I pull up the hood of my jacket and secure it with the thick scarf – hopefully sufficient to hide my identity without looking like a bank robber on the way to a job.  Then, with some mixed feelings, I leave behind my temporary home and make my way up the steep winding path that meanders through the woods.  There is certainly the relief that the waiting is finally over and I can fill my lungs with fresh crisp oxygen rather than stagnant bolt-hole air, but I’m also anxious, knowing that I’m subjecting myself to risk and potential capture.  Within sixty seconds I reach the distinctive red bin for dog waste at the side of the path, and shove in my rubbish bag while trying to avoid getting my hand covered in canine crap. 
 
    
 
   With the early morning sunlight beginning to cut through the darkness and illuminate the path ahead, I can just make out the outline of a dog-walker approaching me a hundred metres or so in the distance.  A knot immediately forms in the pit of my stomach and, with the taste of baked beans lingering in my mouth, I have an almost overwhelming feeling of nausea.  I’ve mentally rehearsed this particular scenario; should I walk past without acknowledgement or nod briefly by way of greeting and then move on.  The social convention that requires two passing strangers to acknowledge each other in some contexts but not in others has always been a slight mystery to me, but in the current scenario, breaching convention and in anyway drawing unwanted attention would have greater significance than ever before.  Ultimately I decided on the latter, and to my relief the crossing is uneventful, the dog-walker giving a similarly brief nod, showing nothing in the way of recognition, and we go on our respective ways.  I feel disproportionately relieved, almost elated, that I’ve not been recognised, though in reality, in the semi-darkness, the chance of discovery is remote and I know there’ll be far greater risks ahead.
 
    
 
   As the crow flies, from the bolt-hole to the boundary of the park is a little over a mile – or exactly 1.1 miles, as I’d measured with a ruler on the Ordnance Survey map.  To dissuade night-time vandals, the entire periphery of the park is surrounded by a barrier, either a ten-foot stone-built wall or metal railings topped with spikes, with the exits limited to six formal crossing points.  I head for the closest of the exits a little over 1.2 miles away. 
 
    
 
   Many times as a child I’d seen Sebastian Coe, the legendary middle-distance athlete, training on these very hills.  In his autobiography, he didn’t forget his adopted home city of Sheffield, and he referred to the isolation of his training sessions through the numerous parks of the city and then on to the Peak District beyond.  It is of course this very isolation that I now crave, and I suppose I try to tap into the fortitude and determination he showed to become Olympic champion in order to reach my own goal, albeit one far less honourable than his.
 
    
 
   Continuing up through the woods, within a few minutes I reach a fork in the path; to the left are the cricket fields and the duck ponds beyond, but I take the branch to the right, leading me past a couple of bowling greens, a pitch-and-putt golf course, and then four tennis courts.  A popular area with dog-walkers, I’ve walked the path hundreds of times as a teenager with my own dog, and even now, some twenty years on, I can still remember some of the distinctive features of the massive oak and horse chestnut trees that line the route.  Other than a couple more dog-walkers, the area is quiet and I continue without incident, apart from a Jack Russell developing a friendly but, for me, unwanted attachment to my right leg.  
 
    
 
   As I stride past the tennis courts, deserted of even the most enthusiastic of players at this early hour, I can just see the park gates and immediately beyond them the headlights of the early-morning traffic on Meadowhead Road, a main access road into the city centre from the suburbs.  Continuing on, I gradually begin to make out the form of a stationary car, pale-coloured and maybe a Ford Focus, partially obscured by the massive stone gateposts of the park entrance.  As I move closer I can see a fluorescent yellow stripe down the side with dark-coloured lettering above it.  My anxiety levels escalate as I try to make out whether it’s a police car, possibly forming some kind of cordon?  Confident that I’ve not been spotted by the occupants, whoever they are, I contemplate turning and retracing my steps.  But whispering to myself, stay calm Julian, stay calm, I continue, knowing that if I’m going to make it to the Kinder Scout bolt-hole I’ll have to take risks, and in any case I need to know what’s out there and waiting for me.  Now within fifty metres of the car, I can see figures in the front seats, both of them wearing dark uniforms.  My heart is pounding and beads of cold sweat are running down my chest as my sympathetic nervous system – the flight and fight response – goes into overdrive.  I will myself to relax and take slow, deep, calming breaths as I walk towards the car.  Now just twenty metres away, my nervousness partially eases as the lettering becomes apparent – "Park Patrol" – and in smaller print underneath it: "Sheffield City Council Works Department”.  I suspect the “parkies”, as we called them as kids, are more interested in renegade dog-owners not clearing up after their canine buddies than fugitives wanted for murder.  With my head up, I confidently stride past the car.  To my relief the parkies never look up as they drink steaming coffee from a thermos flask.  I puff out my cheeks and let out a slow deep breath as I exit the park and then cross Meadowhead Road.  
 
    
 
   Having left Graves Park, and with a little over a mile covered, I feel my journey has started in earnest as I begin walking through the neighbouring residential area.  In my planning I’d always thought that the next few miles would be the most risky, since I follow a busy A-road passing through the built-up areas of Norton and then Lowedges.  If I can only reach Holmsfield, a semi-rural village on the outskirts of town, I’m sure there’s less chance of being recognised, and with walking clothes and rucksack on my back I’ll fit in with the ramblers heading for the picturesque footpaths that criss-cross the area.  
 
    
 
   I maintain a steady pace, knowing that I’ve a long day of walking ahead.  In my original contingency planning I’d considered catching a bus or even using a car, possibly a rental, stashed at a convenient point for me to pick up if required.  But all these alternatives had greater risks and the potential for leaving some sort of paper trail or forensic evidence leading back to me.  It was imperative that I kept my contingency plan as simple as possible, and walking via the numerous remote footpaths, although slower, seemed on balance to present less risk of capture.  
 
    
 
   Apart from my neck injury I’m generally in good physical shape, and I’m confident that if it’s down to fitness alone I won’t have a problem.  But I know that luck and perhaps a chance encounter will play a big part in whether I’m spotted.  With the rush hour approaching, the traffic is getting heavier – but perhaps surprisingly, despite my underlying apprehension and the pain in my neck, I’m actually beginning to enjoy the walk and have the sense of satisfaction that I’m taking matters into my own hands.  Periodically I think of my boys, and then picture Musgrove’s sly face, and I know I have to make it to Kinder Scout.  I simply can’t let my sons down.  
 
    
 
   An hour after leaving the bolt-hole I’ve covered a little over three miles.  I’m satisfied with my progress and, so far at least, I’ve received nothing more than cursory glances from the occasional passing motorist.  There are few other pedestrians, and thankfully they appear concentrated on their day ahead rather than on me.  Rounding a bend in the busy main road, I see a small shopping precinct with a Chinese takeaway, off licence, fruit shop and newsagent’s.  As I approach the newsagent’s, a man in his twenties, dangling a cigarette from the corner of his mouth, is hauling a stack of magazines from the pavement and into the shop.  A few seconds later he returns to the street carrying an advertising board for the local morning paper.  He rips off the front page of yesterday’s paper, and standing on it to avoid the wind carrying it away, he replaces it with today’s edition. I glance down and read the banner headline: “Local Man Wanted for Murder”. Below is a half-page photograph, partially obscured by the man’s foot but immediately recognisable as that of my university ID card.  My recent optimism dissipates in an instant and my emotions swing from one extreme to the other in a matter of seconds.  I’m not sure why it bothers me so much.  It certainly comes as no great surprise; I know from the radio bulletins that the story has had massive local publicity.  Perhaps it’s simply the fact of seeing it in black and white, as well as my photo plastered up for everyone to see, that reinforces the reality of my situation.  
 
    
 
   With despondency setting in I continue on, heading towards the outskirts of town.  In the near distance the sky is becoming increasingly overcast and the daylight that’s only just arrived appears to be regressing prematurely, almost reflecting my mood.  The weather forecast had suggested the strong probability of rain, and it’s no surprise that within minutes a fine drizzle begins to fall and is quickly replaced by a torrential downpour as the skies dramatically open up.  I’m grateful for my waterproof jacket and stop briefly to put on the accompanying rainproof over-trousers.  The rain continues unabated for the next thirty minutes as the skies become even darker and the cars switch on their full headlights.  After a further few minutes the sound of the rain pounding the pavement is superseded by the occasional thunderclap, at first in the distance but progressively closer.  Then, without warning and instantly blinding, a brilliant flash of light hits the ground no more than five metres away, and then almost immediately the pavement underfoot begins to vibrate.  Stunned, it takes a few seconds for me to realise that it’s a lightning bolt, a little too close for comfort.  As I struggle to gather my thoughts, a second lightning flash hits, refuting the claim that lightning doesn’t strike the same spot twice.  Suspecting there’s a good chance I could be toasted by a further bolt, I sprint over to an empty bus shelter fifty metres or so down the road.  
 
    
 
   Waiting for the storm to pass, I take off the rucksack and perch on the far-from-comfortable metal bench.  Already I’m exhausted, the short sprint taking far more out of me than I would’ve expected.  The nausea is returning and my skin is burning up; I suspect that my earlier fear that the neck wound is getting infected is becoming a reality.  
 
    
 
   Although grateful for the breather, after waiting for twenty minutes and with no sign of the storm abating, I’m increasingly desperate to get moving again.  I let another few minutes pass by and then I’ve had enough: I know that I’m wasting too much time.  I put the rucksack back on, step out of the shelter and glance behind me towards the town centre.  In the distance, barely visible in the driving rain, I can just make out the number 218 single-decker bus heading in my direction.  Almost without thinking, I wave for it to stop and the driver brakes hard, skidding a little on the wet surface before pulling up at the curb.  I climb aboard and with the hood and scarf still obscuring my face I vigorously shake the wet off my jacket, using the action as an excuse to avoid eye contact with the driver.  “One way to Owler Bar please.”  
 
   “A bit grim out there.” he says with a strong Yorkshire accent as he takes my £5 note.  
 
   “Yeah, you arrived at just the right time,” I respond, again without looking directly at him.
 
   Normally the bus would be full of ramblers heading to the town of Bakewell in the Peak District, but I’m relieved to find that I’m the only passenger; presumably the poor forecast has put many of them off.  Out of view of the driver’s rear-view mirror, I take a seat at the back, the warmest spot on the bus, above the throbbing engine generating heat below me.  The windows are lined with thick condensation and I clear a patch to view the blanket of water falling from the sky.  As I stare out at the pounding rain, I begin to question whether I’ve done the right thing by catching the bus.  I feel strangely uneasy about deviating from the rigid structure of the plan that has held me together for the last few months.  In my original planning stage I’d briefly considered taking the bus, knowing that it would reduce the walking distance by a good six miles, but ultimately on balance felt it too risky, with recognition by the driver or another passenger a distinct possibility.  I can only hope that I won’t live to regret it.
 
    
 
   Attempting to distract my mind from negative thoughts, I pick up a discarded copy of the Metro paper from the seat next to me.  Studying the front page, I’m pleasantly surprised to find that I’m not the main event, and it crosses my mind that my fifteen minutes of notoriety are over.  But turning to page two, I see that it’s not the case: there’s a full-page story under the banner headline, “Revenge Killer on Run”, below which is a photograph, again taken from my university ID.  There is also a small photograph of Detective Superintendent Greene.  He looks about fifty, though possibly older, and has a weathered face that reminds me of the stereotypical hard-drinking and grizzled old detectives on TV.  The article proceeds to describe in lurid detail the hit-and-run and the failure of the police to bring any charges.  The final paragraph, and the one of most relevance to me, discusses the potential whereabouts of “the fugitive” and DS Greene is quoted: “We are keeping an open mind but at the moment our priority is to speak to Dr Julian Scott wherever he might be.  I would urge him to come forward, and if his whereabouts are known to members of the public I would ask them to call 999 immediately.”  He went on to add: “There have been several possible sightings, both at home and overseas, and we are investigating a number of important leads.  Following our earlier appeals a witness has also come forward who states that a man matching Julian Scott’s description was seen staying at a bedsit directly opposite where the victim lived in the weeks prior to his death.  We are currently performing a detailed forensic search of the property.”  A final question by the interviewer has produced the following answer: “Whoever has committed this murder is by definition a dangerous individual and it is the highest priority of South Yorkshire Police Service to apprehend him as soon as possible.”  
 
    
 
   I put the paper down and consider the latest developments.  Clearly the police know that I was living at 17b – presumably my busybody neighbour is the witness in question.  But the discovery of 17b doesn’t necessarily worry me; yes, I may have left forensic evidence confirming that I’d stayed there, but certainly nothing to indicate my long-term plans.  A second point that stands out from the article is the repeated use of the word “victim”.  I can’t believe it: Musgrove isn’t a victim, he’s a murdering parasite.  Helen is the victim, my boys are the victims, my parents are the victims, and I’m the victim.  Musgrove is not a victim.
 
    
 
   I slowly reread the article to check that I’ve not missed anything.  As I come to the end of the final paragraph for the second time, my concentration is interrupted by a blur of blue light speeding past the window, followed a second later by a siren wailing.  I sit bolt upright, dropping the paper to the floor.  Has the driver recognised me?  I can just make out the reflection of his eyes in the rear-view mirror but they give nothing away and I turn my attention to the outside.  The condensation on the window has re-accumulated and I wipe it clear with the palm of my hand as the water drips down my forearm under the sleeve of my jacket.  Frantically I press my forehead against the window, attempting to get a better view of the front of the bus, but I still can’t make out what’s going on.  The brakes squeal loudly as the bus slows, and I move to the centre of the back seat to look down the aisle and through the windscreen, with the wipers on full pelt to clear the rain.  The bus comes to a complete stop, with a Volvo police traffic car blocking the road twenty metres or so in front.  I turn behind me to look through the back window just as another police car overtakes the bus and then pulls up next to the Volvo.  
 
    
 
   Panic-stricken, I search for the bus’s emergency exit, not realising that I’m sitting right next to it.  Within seconds the front doors open and a short, overweight policeman climbs aboard and then looks down the bus towards me.  I grab the pull handle of the emergency exit and, almost rigid with fear, hold my breath and wait for his response.  But amazingly he appears indifferent to me, turning instead to the driver. “Sorry to stop you mate.  I’m PC Dave Carmichael from Otley Road.  Bad news – a lightning strike ahead has brought down a tree branch.  Unfortunately the road’s blocked until a bloke and a chainsaw arrive from the council.  You know what they’re like – we could be here for a few weeks.”  
 
    
 
   My anxiety eases a modicum, and I afford myself the luxury of a breath as sweat continues to pour from my skin.  I let go of the emergency handle, though keep it in easy reach, check my collar is pulled up to cover my face, and sink into the seat.  
 
    
 
   For the next few minutes PC Carmichael and the driver engage in small talk, before a second and much younger policeman boards the bus and addresses his colleague. “Somebody from the works department is on the way, apparently should be here within ten minutes.”  
 
   The driver turns round to look down the aisle in my direction. “We should be sorted before too long, mate.”  
 
    “No problem,”  I respond, as casually as I can, although no problem is not how I would describe my current situation: virtually a national celebrity, on the run for murder, and within ten metres of the boys in blue.  I suppose I should just be grateful that they’re not the most diligent of coppers and I’m not already in shackles.  
 
    
 
   I focus my attention out of the window, all the time ready to make a move if need be.  We’ve stopped outside a petrol station next to which are a couple of shops and a large pub.  As a sixteen-year-old, the latter had a certain infamy, as the licensee had been particularly lax at interpreting the legal age for drinking and the place was consequently popular with a younger clientele.  Life seemed so much simpler in those days.
 
    
 
   After fifteen very long minutes, a city council van finally drives past and soon I hear the whine and rattle of a chainsaw starting up.  A third policeman with collar-length blond hair, slicked back with gel, joins his colleagues.  The other two officers refer to him as “Glamour Boy”, and they sit at the front talking to the driver while the council worker begins to dismantle the obstructing branch.  Turning to look through the back window of the bus, I see that the rain is slackening, and with the improving visibility I can see the traffic held up all the way to the previous roundabout almost half a mile back.  Facing the front again, my heart immediately sinks as Glamour Boy picks up a copy of the Metro.  I grip the emergency door handle, silently praying that I won’t have to use it.  But providing a reprieve, however temporary, he turns straight to the football on the back page.  
 
    
 
   With the chainsaw still whining away, I can just make out the workman’s bobbing head at the bottom of the windscreen and the occasional stream of flying sawdust, but frustratingly I can’t see how much longer he’s going to be.  Again I curse my stupidity for deviating from my carefully constructed plan; I sense that my luck is finally running out as Glamour Boy finishes with the sports section and turns to the front of the paper.  Almost resigned to my fate, I’m desperate for the torture to end, and as he turns the page I suspect that even capture is better than the current uncertainty.  The walls feel like they’re closing in, and I hold my breath, one hand gripping the door handle, the other on my rucksack, in readiness for a speedy exit.  I watch, my body rigid with fear as he scans the page with my photo covering more than half of it.  I count the seconds as he stares at my picture, one … two … three … four … and then, to my utter disbelief, without looking up, he turns to the next page.  
 
    
 
   I take a hurried breath but my sense of relief is immediately punctuated by an ear-splitting whistling sound.  The driver and the three coppers turn to face me … should I run? But before I’ve time to make a decision, the driver is on his feet and walking towards me.  “You’ve triggered the alarm, mate … the emergency exit is open.”  
 
    
 
   I look down and see that my sweat-soaked hand has slipped off the handle and released the locking mechanism.  The driver reaches across me, opens the door wide into the road and then slams it shut. The alarm ceases on cue.  The third copper, Glamour Boy, is still staring at me; am I paranoid or is there a flicker of recognition in his eyes?  Loud knocking on the windscreen diverts the focus of his gaze and I realise the whine and rattle of the chainsaw has finally stopped.  With the words of the council worker, “Roads clear, lads,” the policemen jump off the bus, obviously relieved the waiting is over, and I watch traumatised as they head for their cars.  
 
    
 
   Within a few minutes the bus is moving again and the now segmented branch has been moved to the roadside, with just a pile of sawdust indicating where it had fallen.  I sit at the back of the bus, emotionally wrecked and struggling to hold myself together as the police cars peel off into the distance with their blue lights flashing.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   “Welcome to the Peak District National Park.”  The torrential rain has finally abated and there are blue, cloud-free skies in the distance as we pass the sign at the side of the road.  Twenty minutes after the bus got moving again we’ve officially left the Sheffield city boundary, though I’m in no state to celebrate the milestone, and sit with my head in my hands.  Despite the relief that I’ve not been recognised, the pounding in my chest and feelings of nausea are unrelenting and only compounded by the winding and undulating narrow country road.  I know the area well; if I stay on the bus it will take me at least three miles closer to Kinder Scout.  But I’m desperate for fresh air and ready to sacrifice the extra few miles to be rid of the stifling atmosphere of the bus.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I press the bell to signal to the driver to stop.  “We’re not at Owler Bar yet, mate,” he responds, looking at me through his mirror.  
 
   “I’m not feeling too great, I need some fresh air.”  I can picture my grey and sickly appearance as I reply.
 
   Presumably his bus smelling of puke is the last thing he wants, and he adds quickly:  “Hang on mate, hang on, I’ll stop at the next safe bit of road.”  
 
   We go over the brow of a hill and around a sharp bend before pulling over on a straight section of road.  I gratefully climb off the bus with my head bowed, staring at the floor.  Behind me I hear the driver chuckling, followed by a final quip under his breath.
 
   “I didn’t think my driving was that bad.”  
 
    
 
   I wait for the bus to pull away and then do a quick 360-degree survey of the area.  On both sides of the road there is a patchwork of fields divided by dry stone walls, and beyond them in the distance, probably two or three miles away, the rough terrain and bracken of the open moorland begins.  Immediately next to me is a field with a herd of Friesian cows grazing on the lush grass.  After checking that I’m alone, I climb the metre-high dry stone wall and jump down the slightly greater distance on the other side, into the field.  With my head still spinning, I drop to my hands and knees and violently regurgitate the partially digested beans and biscuits from my breakfast.  I vomit continuously until my stomach is empty and my abdominal muscles begin to ache.  After sixty seconds or so the retching finally stops.  I wipe the spit from my chin with the back of my hand and lie face down in the long, rain-drenched grass, unconcerned that my clothes are getting soaked.  I close my eyes as the sun breaks through the clouds and gently warms my aching, angst-ridden body.  
 
    
 
   After a few minutes the crisp fresh air begins to alleviate my thick-headedness and I refocus on my current plight.  I check my watch, 11:45 a.m.  So far at least, I’m satisfied with my progress and estimate that I’ve covered close to ten miles since leaving Graves Park, with a further sixteen miles to the Kinder Scout bolt-hole.  Of course I regret not staying on the bus, but in my quest for anonymity, throwing up would undoubtedly have left an unwanted impression on both the driver and the other passengers.  In any case, I console myself, I’d never planned to catch the bus, and I’m probably several miles ahead of my original schedule.  
 
    
 
   I get to my feet too quickly and feel light-headed as I study the landscape around me.  At the far side of the field is a wooden stile leading to a narrow track that winds around an area of raised ground and heads off in the general direction of Kinder Scout away to the north-west.  I take out my OS map, unfold it and lay it out on the grass, now almost dry in the strong sunlight.  As I bend over the map, obscured from the road by the dry stone wall, I become aware of a vehicle moving at speed just a few metres behind me.  I turn and cautiously raise my head in time to see a Volvo estate police car driving past purposefully, with no siren but blue lights flashing.  In the front passenger seat, I recognise Carmichael, the overweight copper from earlier.  I can feel the emotional roller coaster beginning again; is it just a coincidence or are they onto me?  After just a few seconds thought, there is little doubt in my mind: it’s almost certainly the latter.
 
    
 
   With renewed urgency I turn my attention back to the map and begin to identify some of the key landmarks.  I find Kinder Scout, probably twelve miles away as the crow flies, and then trace back following the quickest and most secluded route: down Crookstone Hill, the south side of Ladybower Reservoir, staying within the cover of the tree line, follow the edge of Bamford Moor, on to Burbage Rocks, drop down behind Fox House pub, beyond Owler Bar and finally to my current position. I realise that if I follow the path at the far side of the stile, within half a mile it intersects with the route I’d originally intended to take had my plans not been changed by the bus journey.  Satisfied with the new route, I pack the map away, shove my jacket into the rucksack and cautiously set off across the field heading for the stile.  As I reach the far side of the field the unmistakable wail of a police siren blasts out, the sound distorted by the swirling wind.  I hurdle the stile and then jump down the far side and crouch behind the dry stone wall.  From my secluded spot I watch through a crack in the wall as a grey Vauxhall Vectra, driving at speed with flashing blue lights built into the grill, comes over the brow of the hill, the front wheels airborne, following in the direction of the earlier marked car.  The lingering doubts I’d wishfully clung on to evaporate: they’re after me.  With the Vectra out of sight, I wait, listening, alert to more cars arriving.  But after thirty seconds all is quiet, at least for now, and I continue along the path.
 
    
 
   I’m stunned that the police have arrived so quickly.  Presumably one of the officers, or maybe even the bus driver, belatedly recognised me and raised the alarm.  Whatever the truth, I’ve little doubt that within the hour the area will be flooded with police, so it’s imperative that I make good progress.  Another sixteen miles or so to go,  I make a quick calculation: assuming three miles per hour, all being well I’ll be at Kinder Scout in a little over five hours and before darkness falls on this shortening autumn day.  I know it’s not a particularly fast pace but the profile of the land doesn’t lend itself to rapid progress; the meandering path is littered with loose rocks and boulders, and is further narrowed by swathes of coarse bracken demanding numerous minor detours.  For a few hundred metres I attempt a more direct route and cut through the centre of the thick bracken and heather, but within minutes I’m exhausted and my thigh muscles burn as I struggle to make headway through the unforgiving vegetation.  Despite the rain of the last few days, back on the main path the ground underfoot is dry, the walking conditions almost perfect.  Many years earlier I’d walked the same path with a group of school friends.  The rain had been torrential for days and we’d walked in ankle-deep mud for much of the way.  I suppose I should be thankful for the small mercy that the early thunderstorm has abated.
 
    
 
   Within ten minutes I reach a fork in the path and bear to the right in the direction of Kinder Scout.  Having walked most of the route several times before, I’ve little use for the map anymore.  From my previous trips, I know that the ground is undulating but relatively flat for the first ten miles but the last five miles or so require a climb of close to a thousand feet.  I suspect it is the latter that will be the real test, but I’ll worry about it later – I need to get there first.  In any case, I remind myself, the more inhospitable the terrain, the more difficult it will be for my pursuers to catch me.  I lengthen my stride and identify a steady rhythm as I dip my head and shoulders into the strong breeze.  Come on, Julian, come on, Julian, I urge, knowing that every step forward is a step closer to my sanctuary.
 
    
 
   Walking along, I try and anticipate the likely strategy of my pursuers.  Presumably they’ll have stopped the bus within minutes and the driver will tell them where I got off.  From which point they’ll establish a search, most likely involving tracker dogs and a helicopter.  Like a few days earlier in Graves Park, my biggest fear is the eye in the sky, particularly in such an isolated area of countryside with few roads and little scope even for heavy-duty 4x4s.  For now all is quiet, but how long it stays that way is another matter. 
 
    
 
   I still feel feverish.  It’s like I’ve got a bad case of the flu, and the pain from my neck now extends into my shoulders and is certainly not helped by the constant rubbing of the rucksack.  I’m starting to get worried, really worried.  Maybe I’ll get too sick to carry on.  Maybe I won’t make it to my hideaway.  An old friend of my dad cut his hand while gardening, it got infected, and within three days he was in hospital, and after a week he was in the morgue. Jesus Christ, Julian, stop over-reacting, I admonish myself, sensing almost blind panic setting in.  With my mouth dry and lips sticking together, I stop as an underground stream surfaces in a small rocky clearing within the otherwise dense bracken.  Checking that I’m alone, I drop to my knees and fill my cupped hands with the crystal-clear water and pour it greedily into my mouth.  The ultimate natural spring water, the refreshing elixir immediately hits the spot, and just replenishing my body seems to help calm my mood.
 
    
 
   After filling my water bottle I turn and look back in the direction of the road.  From the raised area of ground where I’m standing, I have an unimpeded view of several square miles.  I take out the binoculars from the front pocket of the rucksack and survey the scene through the powerful lenses.  The path I’ve just followed is completely deserted, but as I focus on the distance I can see two cars pulling up at the side of the road, the police Volvo with its fluorescent livery and the grey Vauxhall Vectra with blue lights still blazing away.  I drop to my belly and, hidden by the dense bracken, watch as three men get out, two in uniform and a third, from the Vectra, in a dark-coloured suit.  With his prominent overhanging beer belly, the distinctive form of PC Carmichael is unmistakeable.  He’s carrying a rolled-up newspaper, presumably the morning’s Metro, and seems involved in a heated exchange with the man in the suit, the latter gesticulating wildly. I struggle to focus on the suit’s face, and form a tripod, my elbows apart and planted firmly on the damp ground. Now that the figures are sharply in view, I immediately recognise him from his photo in the morning’s paper: with his weather-beaten features and bushy grey mop, Detective Superintendent Greene is very much the silver fox.  He’s clearly angry, his face flushed as he barks orders at the other two coppers and then into his mobile, before grabbing the paper from Carmichael and throwing it in his face.  The silver fox is not a happy man.
 
    
 
   From the police pow-wow I scan the road towards Sheffield.  A mile or so back I can see a tractor pulling a trailer of livestock, but the road is otherwise deserted.  Tracing the road away from the city, in the far distance, just before it disappears from view beyond a sweeping bend, I can make out the number 218 single-decker parked at the roadside with a police car blocking its path.  The bus driver is leaning against the car smoking a cigarette as he talks to Glamour Boy, who’s taking notes in his little book.  For a final time I check back to the start of the path where Greene is still letting rip and jabbing his fingers into Carmichael’s chest.  I put the binoculars away, cautiously raise myself off the ground and onto my hands and knees, and then crawl through the bracken for close to fifteen metres, until I’m over the brow of the hill.  Satisfied that I’m way out of sight of the road, I get to my feet and continue along the path.  I have a weird feeling – anxious, of course, but also strangely exhilarated; the man-hunt is very much on, and with added impetus I begin to run.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   In the vast expanse of the Peak District countryside I’ve been walking for a little over an hour since the arrival of DS Greene and his colleagues.  Without daring to slow my pace, I glance over my shoulder, where the road and the start of the path are now well out of sight some four miles behind and obscured by a large hill.  Despite my continued anxiety and constant compulsion to check skyward for the police helicopter, the open space and beauty of the area is verging on the therapeutic.  Just a few miles from home, I’ve visited the Peak District many times: as a kid with my mum and dad, and then, in recent years, with Helen and the boys.  
 
    
 
   After the funerals six months ago I’d come here almost daily, probably in an attempt to identify with happier, more settled times.  Now, as then, I find the isolation and solitude reassuring.  The vastness is a reminder that my problems in the great scheme of existence are perhaps not as overwhelming as I sometimes fear.  As I walk, the stimuli to my senses, like listening to a well-remembered song, are linked inextricably with memories of my family.  I shudder involuntarily when I think back to the few days leading up to their funeral.  My emotions were completely flat and I was barely able to summon the mental strength to get out of bed. I spent the days lounging on the settee with the curtains closed and unwatched daytime TV in the background.  There were relatively few interruptions to my self-imposed solitude.  Debbie from work phoned a couple of times and then visited, bringing flowers and a sympathy card.  I also spoke several times on the phone to DI Patel.  His tone appeared a mixture of embarrassment and frustration, presumable because he’d not been able to move the case forward some three weeks since the hit-and-run.  He certainly didn’t fill me with optimism that justice would be served. “Unfortunately no witnesses have yet come forward, despite our numerous public appeals.  We’ve spoken to the owner of the vehicle, who claims it was being used by one of his employees at the time.  But this particular employee is not what we would describe as a reliable witness and states that the van was stolen from outside his flat while he was asleep.”  
 
    
 
   WPC Shaw also phoned a few times.  She’d been assigned the role of family liaison officer and it was her job to keep me up to date with how the investigation was progressing.  She’d been far more frank than Patel. “We’ve no doubt that the person driving at the time of the incident worked for the owner of the pick-up truck.  We’ve interviewed him several times but he’s denying everything and claims the truck was stolen.  Anyway, I’m sorry to say, with no forensic evidence or witnesses it’s going to be very difficult to bring charges.”  
 
    
 
   Perhaps surprisingly, I wasn’t particularly upset by the news; I was lost in my grief and basically of the opinion that finding who was responsible wouldn’t bring my family back. 
 
    
 
   In the immediate aftermath of the hit-and-run there had been massive interest from the media.  Within forty-eight hours the local reporters had picked up the story, and a further twenty-four hours later the national papers were on my doorstep.  One freelance journalist even pushed a business card through my door; on the back, written in red ink, “£5,000.”  Needless to say, I didn’t call and the card went straight in the bin.
 
    
 
   Perhaps ironically, arranging the funeral became the single focus on which I could concentrate my attentions.  But prolonging my agony in a sense, the release of the bodies and consequently the funerals were delayed by the coroner’s request that post mortems be performed on all the bodies.  This delay seemed like the final insult, particularly to my sons, as their already crumpled bodies had to be subjected to further dismemberment.  With the bodies finally released, though, I could begin planning the funeral in earnest.  I’d considered having two separate services, one for my parents and a second for Helen and the boys, but ultimately I opted for a single funeral as I didn’t think my fragile emotional state would tolerate more than one battering.  
 
    
 
   The service was held in the local church just a stone’s throw from the site of the hit-and-run.  At first I’d had reservations about the venue, but in the end I decided that it was such a beautiful building that it seemed an appropriate place to mark the lives of my beautiful boys.  The small church was packed with many of my parent’s friends as well as our neighbours, and also teachers from William’s school, attending to pay their respects. Even an old school friend, James Bosworth, attended, though I didn’t recognise him at first.  He’d grown a ridiculous goatee beard and put on a good couple of stone since school days.  I was shocked by his reaction: he cried through much of the service, which seemed a bit over the top given that he’d never even met Helen and the boys.  I didn’t get the chance to speak to him: he disappeared before the end of the service.  I was also aware of James Kentish shedding his crocodile tears.  He’d been the headmaster at Helen’s last school before her maternity leave, and since I’d first met him at a school fundraising event several years earlier I’d never liked the slimy little man.  There was just something about him, though nothing specific that I could put my finger on; and subsequent events were only to reinforce my intense dislike of him.  Despite the numbness of my emotions, I was surprised by the intensity of my feelings at the sight of him, and I had the genuine desire to smash his face in.
 
    
 
   With the funeral over I sank back into a trough of emptiness.  I didn’t necessarily feel depressed, just completely flat and devoid of feeling.  Rarely leaving the house, my only company was daytime TV and my elderly well-meaning neighbours, who occasionally brought round plates of food for my evening meal, though with no appetite, they often remained untouched.  Occasionally I would go to the boys’ bedrooms and lie on their beds, attempting to drink in the sweet smell from their pillows.  But even that simple act of reassurance became a source of anxiety as I irrationally began to worry that I would very soon wear away the scent and that another link with them would be lost forever.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until a week after the funeral that I opened the living room curtains for the first time, perhaps in recognition that I was ready to let the outside world into my existence.  I was sick and frustrated with life but didn’t know how to climb from my emotional black hole and begin the rebuilding process.  For thirty minutes I stood in the dining room looking through the French windows into the garden.  It was a beautiful spring morning.  The spiders’ webs in the grass were drenched in dew, and the daffodil bulbs my sons had planted were in full colour and doing their best to raise my spirits.  For the first time in days I had the desire for a change of scenery.  I needed fresh air and to be free of the confines of my isolation.  Half fearing that I would change my mind or lose momentum, I ran upstairs and pulled on a sweatshirt, grabbed the car keys and got in the car.  
 
    
 
   I began driving, but with no particular destination in mind – I just needed to get away.  Lost in my thoughts and memories, after a few minutes I found myself on the outskirts of the city and heading through Holmsfield towards the Peak District beyond.  I drove on the largely empty roads for close to thirty minutes before pulling into the car park of the Fox House pub, a popular restaurant with walkers visiting the surrounding countryside.  I turned the engine off and sat in the car watching the hikers, represented by little more than dots on the far horizon.  
 
    
 
   After an hour or so, on impulse, I left the car and began the walk up Burbidge Brook, a long shallow valley that climbs from the pub car park over a distance of two or three miles to a height of two hundred metres.  Wearing just a lightweight sweatshirt, jeans and trainers, I barely noticed the freezing wind scything through to my skin and causing my eyes to stream.  I passed numerous walkers but didn’t acknowledge them.  I kept my head down, lost in my thoughts as I tried to work out how my life had gone so wrong.  After an hour of hard walking I left the main path and waded through a short stretch of thick bracken to Burbage Rocks, a spectacular thirty-metre-high rocky ridge overlooking several miles of Hathersage Moor.  Calmly I stood on the edge of the ridge, teetering on the edge, my toes hanging over the abyss, knowing that a single step forward, or even the slightest gust of wind, would gift me certain death.  Normally far from comfortable of heights, for the first time in months I felt empowered by the ultimate luxury of having complete control over my life and my death.  I stood almost motionless for probably close to thirty minutes, staring down at the rocky ground far below and contemplating whether to take that small step forward.  
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
   It was dusk and a light rain had started to fall by the time I got back to the car.  Turning the key in the ignition, the dashboard display indicated 2oC and for the first time I began to feel the effects of the cold as I struggled to control my shivering body.  With the car heater on full blast and gradually warming through me, I sat for several minutes trying to understand why I hadn’t taken that small step, knowing that it would have put an end to my misery.  
 
    
 
   Even now looking back, it is still no clearer.  I’ve always had a certain ambivalence towards my own existence.  It’s not that I don’t value life, but the prospect of a break from myself has always held more than a little appeal.  But maybe even in those early days I knew that there was unfinished business and I needed a form of justice before I could move on.  Whatever the reason, that afternoon represented a turning point, and as I drove back home I had the reassuring realisation that if I couldn’t find a purpose or a reason to go on, my life had a get-out clause in the form of that small step off the edge.
 
   


 
   
  
 



  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   With daylight beginning to fail in the remoteness of the Peak District, the illuminated digits on my watch indicate 4:17 p.m.  I’ve been walking for close to ten long hours and, not daring to rest for any longer than a few minutes, exhaustion is beginning to take hold.  With the fatigue, coupled with the fever and the pain from my neck, I feel like death.  But despite my suffering, the relief that I remain a free man tempers my mood.  To my astonishment the police helicopter hasn’t appeared, and scanning the horizon in the gathering gloom I can see that there are still no pursuing officers on the ground.  
 
    
 
   Reaching the ruins of Crookstone Barn, I’m now just a mile short of my ultimate destination.  The final section involves a climb of around two hundred metres up an old Roman Road, a route I’ve taken many times before, including four occasions in the last month, when dropping off supplies.  On what is probably one of the least demanding paths to the summit, I would normally stop and take the time to marvel at the views of the mysterious peak of Lose Hill away to the south, and the awe-inspiring reflections on Ladybower reservoir beyond.  But of course today is different, and with darkness encroaching my only priority is to put one foot in front of the other and drive myself forward to my bolt-hole and to what I hope will be security.  
 
    
 
   I stop briefly to dig out a Yorkie bar from the bottom of the side pocket of my rucksack and take a huge bite, not so much out of hunger but more in a conscious effort to refuel my weary body.  I immediately start walking again and begin the climb up Crookstone Hill, following the well-trodden track up the east side of Kinder Scout.  Halfway up the hill my progress is abruptly haltered by a sudden searing pain in my calf, and I collapse to the ground.  I’m stunned by the intensity, and in my fatigue-ridden and paranoid state my first thought is that I’ve come under fire from a police marksman.  Reality quickly re-established, I realise that it’s just cramp and begin frantically massaging my lower leg to ease the pain, regretting that I’d not taken more fluids on board during the course of the day.  The pain is unrelenting, but within a minute I’m on my way again, struggling up the hill.
 
    
 
   Forty-five minutes later I reach the summit of Kinder Scout just as the last of the daylight disappears.  With the moon hidden by the dense cloud and many miles from the nearest street lighting, I can barely see more than a few metres.  I stumble over the rocks littering the path and I’m desperate to switch on my torch, but now that I’m so close to the bolt-hole I daren’t risk the light giving me away.  Negotiating the darkness and battling against cramp, the final hundred metres to the bolt-hole takes almost as long as the previous half mile, but finally I reach my Nirvana at the fantastically named Madwoman’s Stones.
 
    
 
   Sick with fever and exhaustion, I neurotically check over my shoulder one more time.  Reassured that I’m still alone, I remove the rucksack, and with the energy drained from me I slump to my knees and bow my head, almost as if offering a prayer of thanks.  In the darkness, and relying on my sense of touch, I crawl behind the distinctive rock that signals the entrance to my sanctuary.  It’s only now that I switch on the torch, but even so I keep my hand over the lens and it illuminates only half a metre or so in front of me.  I study each rock in detail and compare it with the almost photographic image in my head from when I was last here a little over a week ago.  Mercifully nothing has been disturbed, and I remove the rocks and make my way through the entrance.  The glorious feeling is of returning home after a long trip away to the relief and comfort of familiar surroundings.  
 
    
 
   Safely inside, I reposition the rocks behind me to secure the entrance and reduce the chances of inadvertent discovery.  The entrance area is about three metres long, 0.5 metres wide and 0.5 metres high; similar to the dimensions of the Graves Park bolt-hole.  But once I’ve negotiated the entrance, the remainder of the subterranean hideaway opens into a metre-high space that’s more than two metres across.  Far bigger than the Graves Park bolt-hole, it feels almost cavernous by comparison.
 
    
 
   The Kinder Scout bolt-hole had always been a key feature of my contingency planning, a plan that had evolved from my worries that if for any reason I wasn’t able to reach the airport, I would have a secure place to hide out.  Though I’d always been totally committed to Musgrove’s untimely demise and confident that it was achievable, I was determined not to let complacency compromise my chance of future freedom.  Now, of course, I’m more than a little grateful for the foresight of such a contingency.
 
    
 
   I’d always had a clear idea of the perfect bolt-hole.  It would be isolated, but at the same time somewhere I could reach on foot. I would be familiar with the area, and I must be able to live self-sufficiently for several months while the murder was newsworthy or the police investigation at its height.  I’d considered all the remote areas I’d previously visited: the Highlands of Scotland, Dartmoor and the Lake District.  In many ways they were ideal, but getting to these places, a good few hundred miles from home, would be difficult, particularly if the police were giving chase.  Then I remembered my last visit to Kinder Scout in the Peak District just a few days earlier.  The place was isolated and remote, yet within a hard day’s walking, and it had the added advantage that I’d been there numerous times.  Just picturing the area in my mind, I’d remembered a hiking trip to the plateau of Kinder Scout some twenty-five years earlier while in the Boy Scouts.  We’d spent several hours fox-holing, as we called it at the time, a game that involved hiding in and around the numerous stacks of boulders that were strewn across the landscape as if flung by an angry giant.  
 
    
 
   One of these massive structures in particular was imprinted on my memory.  Bizarrely, it resembled a massive distorted face presumably formed after thousands of years of exposure to the fierce elements.  In school at the time we’d talked about abstract art with our trendy art teacher, and my friends and I had called the distinctive feature Picasso’s Head.  Inside there was a large cavity that had been a godsend in a game of hide-and-seek, and although even as a kid in my early teens it wasn’t big enough to stand fully upright, I suspected it was big enough to hide out in relative comfort.  If I stocked it with food, sufficient for six months or so, and with plenty of fresh water from the nearby streams, it offered the ideal solution.  
 
    
 
    
 
   From the outside the structure is no different to the numerous other haphazard stacks of boulders that litter this part of the “dark peak”.  As a child, I explored many of the piles of rocks while on visits with my parents or more often as a teenager with the Boy Scouts.  We spent hours climbing the stacks, some containing boulders as large as ten metres across, pretending each was the summit of Everest.  In school geography classes we studied the Peak District, and some twenty-five years later I’m amazed how much I can still remember.  I can picture the brown corduroy trousers and checked shirt, and hear the monotone voice of my geography teacher, Mr Willis: “The Peak District covers an area of over five hundred square miles, quiet at the back there, and is bordered by the industrial conurbations of Sheffield and Manchester.  The geology of the land separates the area into the dark and light peaks, the former formed by millstone grit and the latter by carboniferous limestone.”  I smile to myself: after all these years God only knows why I still remember these irrelevant facts.  At the time, as a thirteen-year-old, I was far from thrilled with geography, but studying this area of the District held my boyish interest, largely because of the unusual-sounding names of the landmarks in the area.  I recall one particular geography lesson when Mr Willis had handed out photocopied maps and we’d all been intrigued by place names like Madwoman’s Stones, Mermaid’s Pool, Ringing Roger and Pym Chair, and had tried to imagine the stories behind such evocative names.
 
    
 
   Now some twenty years on from the innocence of my schooldays, secure inside the bolt-hole with the entrance blocked by rocks, I sit exhausted in the deeper, larger section of my new home.  Although not able to stand fully upright, I can kneel comfortably without risk of suffering a head injury, as would undoubtedly have been the case in the Graves Park bolt-hole.  I gratefully remove my boots and soaking wet socks, and under the torchlight inspect my blistered, red and swollen feet.  They’re in desperate need of a good soak, but I have no such luxury.  Almost too tired to move, I lean over to the back of the bolt-hole and find the two large rucksacks I’d hidden behind a collection of loose rocks a few days earlier.  I drag out my sleeping bag from inside the first rucksack, and then a Gore-Tex bivvy bag, a large waterproof sack made of breathable fabric.  I briefly consider preparing a boil-in-the-bag camping meal that I’d stashed away, but tiredness rather than hunger is my overwhelming emotion and I crawl fully clothed into the sleeping bag and then awkwardly manoeuvre myself into the larger bivvy bag.  Too exhausted to even unfurl my cushioned sleeping mat, I lie on the damp and rocky floor and pull the hood of the sleeping bag over my head.  After all I’ve been through in the last few days, I still can’t quite believe that I’ve made it.  Gripped by exhaustion, within seconds I’m asleep.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   My first morning in the Kinder Scout bolt-hole, I wake abruptly to the beeping of the 6:00 a.m. alarm on my watch.  Initially disorientated in the total blackness, it takes a few seconds to realise where I am, and, to my amazement, that I’ve been asleep for almost twelve hours.  It’s probably the first time since the hit-and-run that I’ve slept through the night undisturbed by horrific dreams and picturing the boys crumpled bodies.  
 
    
 
   Despite the good night’s sleep I feel horrendous.  My neck is on fire and the smell coming from the wound is like rotting fish.  I slowly adjust my position, trying to get more comfortable, but searing pain immediately shoots through my body.  As I try and breathe through the pain, I realise that my sweatshirt bottoms are soaking wet and it crosses my mind that I’ve pissed myself.  But then, as my body starts to shake and I touch my red hot skin, I realise that sweat is leeching from every pore.  Jesus, what’s happening to me? 
 
    
 
   For a frustrating thirty seconds or so I fumble in the darkness searching for my torch, eventually finding it at the bottom of the sleeping bag.  With the light on, and studying my flushed reflection in the tiny compact mirror, I gingerly begin to peel off the crepe bandage covering the gash in my neck.  The smell is overpowering as thick yellow pus oozes from the dressing and my thinking begins to fog and the walls of the bolt-hole spin.  I grit my teeth and remove the last of the bandage, which is stuck to my skin with congealed blood and pus, but seemingly with the adhesive properties of Superglue.  I lie back down on the sleeping bag, taking a few seconds to recover and to stifle the nausea, before again going to work to clean the wound with baby-wipes.  The process takes a good hour, with frequent rests when the pain or nausea becomes too much to bare.  Eventually the edge of the gaping wound is clean, and with a final surge of effort I douse it in antiseptic TCP.  The second the fiery liquid hits the raw wound edges, acidic vomit fills my mouth and I lurch to one side to avoid puking on my sleeping bag.  
 
    
 
   As the urge to vomit finally subsides, I lie back down taking slow deep breaths.  I can’t believe I feel so bad.  As a kid I’d had a burst appendix and spent two weeks in hospital, but I’m sure it was never as bad as this.  I’m getting really worried.  This is no ordinary infection: the vomiting, the fever, the stinking pus, and now the shaking.  Blood poisoning, or septicaemia, I think is the medical name for it, and I know that you can die without proper antibiotics.  I have a weird, edgy feeling that the bolt-hole might prove to be some kind of tomb.  Maybe I’ll be discovered fifty years down the line, all desiccated and shrivelled in my final resting place.  
 
    
 
   With paranoid fear beginning to kick in, I reach for my rucksack and remove the small first-aid kit.  In amongst the plasters, bandages and miscellaneous other stuff are several strips of antibiotics.  The names I can barely pronounce: metronidazole, cefuroxime, co-amoxicillin.  Most of them I’d picked up from my parents’ bathroom cabinet, stockpiled by my mum after she had a nasty tooth abscess.  Although I’ve no idea of the proper dose, I take two of each of the antibiotic tablets plus the painkillers ibuprofen, paracetamol and codeine for good measure, and then wash the mouthful down with water.  I lie back on the sleeping bag, desperately trying not to be sick as my body continues to shake.
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
   I wake in the bolt-hole with the sleeping bag round my ankles.  I’m unbelievably cold, and starving hungry, but feeling infinitely closer to life than in my previous recollection of consciousness.  My neck is still sore but much improved, and the fever and shaking have settled.  Sitting up, I check the illuminated face of my watch.  It’s 7:10 a.m., but I’m shocked when I see the date: 11th October.  I’ve been in the Kinder Scout bolt-hole for over forty-eight hours, and I’ve no idea where the time has gone. I can only imagine that the fever combined with the painkillers and antibiotics knocked me out to the extent of some sort of near-coma.  With the smug satisfaction that I feel so well, other than being freezing cold, I pull the sleeping bag snugly around me and over my head, and curl into a ball to conserve heat. 
 
    
 
   The warmth gradually begins to seep through me, and after a few minutes I stretch out and my hand finds the torch lying in the sleeping bag next to me.  I flick the switch on and off several times but nothing happens.  I reluctantly lean out of the warmth of the sleeping bag and cautiously extend my hand in the total darkness to feel for the two rucksacks at the back of the bolt-hole.  After a few seconds I find the first, unzip the top pocket and take out spare batteries. The torch illuminates my underground sanctuary and I’m further reminded, if it were needed, of the icy temperature as the water vapour in my breath immediately condenses in the air.  With the insulating effect of the thick walls, I’ve no doubt that the sun-starved bolt-hole will remain on the chilly side of comfortable, irrespective of the weather outside.  Wedged with a few small pebbles, I jam my torch in a small crevice in the rocky side wall and adjust the aperture of the lens to produce a broad shaft of light that illuminates much of the bolt-hole.  I scan around me, studying the numerous massive boulders that form much of the structure that will be my home for the next six months.  The floor is a single large boulder with a flat upper surface that cuts into the side of a gently sloping hill.  As I turn towards the entrance, the damp peat surface of the hill provides the wall on the left hand side.  The walls to the right and that behind me, the furthest from the entrance, are composed of several large boulders, the gaps between which are blocked with numerous smaller rocks, providing a barrier to the outside that is probably close to a metre thick.  A single large boulder also forms the ceiling such that ultimately the arrangement of rocks and boulders has, presumably by some fluke of nature, created a wind- and rain-proof box that is no doubt capable of withstanding a nuclear explosion.  
 
    
 
   I’m famished.  Other than the occasional chocolate bar, I’ve not eaten a proper meal for more than four days.  Even the baked beans and biscuit breakfast on the day of my commute to my new abode have mostly re-seen the light of day after the psychological trauma of the bus journey.  I reach behind me for one of the bottles of icy cold water that I dropped off the previous week.  After taking a swig, I fill a small saucepan and begin heating it on a gas camping stove, warming my cold hands over the flame at the same time.  
 
    
 
   Waiting for the water to boil, I drag over the second of the rucksacks.  I’m still surprised at how heavy it is, even though I know what is contributing to much of the weight.  In the bottom compartment is a waterproof polythene bag containing close to a hundred packs of high-calorie camping meals. I reach into the bottom of the bag and pull out the pack closest to hand and read the label – “Lancashire hotpot. That’ll do nicely” – and then place the food in its thick aluminium packaging into the saucepan.  With the water only just beginning to boil, I’m already salivating, and unable to wait a second longer than is absolutely necessary I set the timer on my watch to exactly ten minutes.  
 
    
 
   With breakfast beginning to heat through, I unfold a large tarpaulin sheet and cover the rocky floor and part of the gently sloping side wall consisting of damp earth.  On top of the tarp I empty the contents of both the rucksacks plus the small bag I carried with me from Graves Park.  Facing the mountain of stuff in front of me, I’m slightly taken aback at how much I’ve been able to accumulate, but with six months to survive my belongings probably aren’t excessive.  In the far corner of the bolt-hole I sort my possessions into piles: clothing, food, including four large bottles of drinking water, cooking equipment with spare gas canisters, and toiletries.  I also have a gardening trowel that I’ll use to dig a small latrine and to bury any other waste.  I smile to myself; just arranging the things gives the place a slightly more lived-in and homely feel, though I suspect  it isn’t quite ready for a feature in Home and Garden.  
 
    
 
   With the water bubbling away and just a few more seconds for the food to finish heating, I have the sudden and almost shocking realisation that in the fifteen minutes or so that I’ve been awake I haven’t given a moment’s thought to DS Greene and my police pursuers.  Presumably the fact that they’re not at the forefront of my thinking reflects my growing sense of security; for the first time in days, my nerves aren’t stretched to breaking point.  My thoughts are interrupted by the beeping of my watch and I grab the food pack from the pan, shake off the boiling water, and with the small scissors on my Swiss army knife, remove the top of the package.  I burn my hands on the hot pack, and put on a pair of woollen gloves before tasting the near-scalding food.  I’ve eaten this brand of food packs before, though not this particular variety, and found it completely acceptable; but today I struggle to remember when food ever tasted as good.  
 
    
 
   Greedily finishing the meal, I place the foil wrapping in a thick plastic bag ready for disposal later, then add a teabag to the saucepan of water, which is still close to boiling.  After a minute or so I spoon in powdered milk, and then sip the hot tea straight from the saucepan.  Savouring the moment, I feel a sense of pride that I’ve come so far and although I haven’t reached my ultimate destination I’m still free.  I certainly don’t feel any satisfaction that I killed Musgrove, but I console myself that, in the grand scheme of existence, the world is no worse a place for his absence.
 
    
 
   With the tea sufficiently cooled I take a small handful of the unpronounceable antibiotic tablets and the painkillers, and struggle to swallow them down.  It reminds me of Helen’s aversion to taking the huge pregnancy vitamin tablets, or “horse tablets” as she used to call them.  I dare not think what the concoction is doing to my internal organs, but I’ll give anything to stave off my experience of the last few days.  I finish my drink and then turn my attention to my neck wound.  As I did a couple of days earlier, I peel off the bloodstained bandage and then clean the wound with baby-wipes.  The soreness remains, but the amount of pus is far less and the surrounding redness has also settled – maybe I’ll live after all.  I rinse the wound with antiseptic solution while biting down on a pair of socks to control the agony, and then apply a new dressing.
 
    
 
   With housekeeping matters taken care of, I switch off the torch to conserve my battery supply, and wait for the next radio news bulletin on the hour.  Within the near-total darkness, the substantial walls obliterate any sound from outside and I feel eerily isolated from the wider world.  In contrast to the Graves Park bolt-hole, a helicopter could be hovering a few feet above me and I suspect I’d be completely oblivious.  I lie back down on top of the sleeping bag but the darkness only seems to add to the icy temperature, and with the cold biting I crawl under the welcoming covers.  
 
    
 
   Over the next thirty minutes I lie contemplative in the silence of my sanctuary.  As the minutes pass by I begin to feel a creeping and pervading sense of anticlimax.  During the previous few weeks, my every waking hour was consumed either by planning the act of retribution or, more recently, evading capture.  Now, despite the massive relief that I’ve reached the bolt-hole and my nerves have survived the stress, for the first time my thoughts aren’t racing and there is a void to be filled.  Eventually I switch on the torch to light the blackness in an attempt to halt my declining mood.  I roll onto my stomach and reaching to full stretch I remove the pocket diary from the rucksack and thumb through the pages to today’s date, Monday October 12th.  Written in pencil below the date is “? Rio de Janeiro / ? Kinder Scout Bolt-hole.”  Clearly I’ve not made it to Brazil as I would have hoped, and again I lament my bad luck, knowing the outcome would surely have been so different if the police hadn’t arrived as my plan was reaching fruition.  Come on, Julian, stop moping, I say loudly, almost shouting, confident that no one can possibly hear from the outside – think positive. And again console myself that if it wasn’t for my contingency plan and the current bolt-hole, I would surely be in police custody.
 
    
 
   -----
 
    
 
    
 
   The remainder of my first full day of consciousness at Kinder Scout passes without incident.  With the enthusiasm of an addict, I spend much of my time flitting between stations for my fix of news updates.  To my surprise, no new information is released and there is no mention of my close run thing with Carmichael and Greene.  Maybe it’s old news already, although I also suspect that there is no little embarrassment that I evaded capture and the police are in no hurry to broadcast such a fact.  In any case, at least in the eyes of the media, the “man-hunt” seems of secondary importance, and it becomes clear why the force helicopter did not appear and there were not more police involved in my search.  Much to the continued excitement of the newsreader on the local station, Prince Charles had been visiting the city when a “major security incident” had occurred.  The newsreader linked to an even more excitable reporter: “Yes, John, although all quiet right now of course, as we all know just seventy-two hours ago, where I’m standing right now, was a scene of sheer pandemonium.  The heir to the throne was opening a renal dialysis ward at Sheffield Children’s Hospital and an as-yet-unnamed man, believed to be an Islamic extremist, fired a pistol from the crowd.  In the panic that ensued Prince Charles was pushed, unhurt, to the ground by his bodyguards while the man ran off.  Now in the latest development to the story a man was apprehended in the early hours of this morning at an inner-city flat after an extensive search with hundreds of police, tracker dogs and the force helicopter.  Buckingham Palace have …”  I listen to the rambling for another thirty seconds and then turn the radio off, more than a little grateful to the terrorist for providing such a welcome distraction.  
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   Cautious, verging on paranoid, for the next few days I confine myself to the bolt-hole.  Though desperate for fresh air and escape from my interminable darkness, I dare not expose myself and risk detection by the police if they are searching the area, or recognition from a passing hiker while my face is still in the papers.  Inside the bolt-hole it continues to be tolerable if not comfortable; the rocky floor covered by my bivvy bag, camping mat and sleeping bag provides a bed of sorts to sit and to sleep.  The digital thermometer on my watch rarely measures more that fourteen degrees C, and my favoured place is snuggled down in the sleeping bag trying to keep warm.  Much of the time, both day and night, I sleep, never deeply, but with my consciousness sufficiently depressed for the hours not to drag too unbearably.  
 
    
 
   It often feels like I’m living some kind of parallel existence; all alone and self-sufficient (pre-packed camping meals not withstanding) in a wild environment, like some sort of feral creature.  As a kid I’d always fantasised about living such a life and surviving against all the odds while on the run from the evil authorities.  Despite the fact that I’m a total conformist, I’ve never grown out of such a notion and the concept of living alone and isolated has always held great appeal.  I've long had a fascination and admiration for adventurers who travel the globe and experience the myriad of emotions that come with waking up in a different place each day.  Some men leave their wives and families for the thrill of another woman, but I’ve always known I would never do such a thing.  But in the farthest reaches of my imagination, perhaps in a weakened state, when life became too much, I could envisage leaving my responsibilities behind and living out of a backpack.  Increasingly in the last few years I’ve often thought that my life has got too complicated.  Every time I looked at my bank statement the point was reinforced: numerous payments for a multitude of things, most of which we didn't need, but we were cemented and trapped in modern living.  I always thought I’d never had the guts break free, but now, as I look around my new home, I wonder if maybe I was doing myself a disservice and I’m capable of more than I ever thought.
 
    
 
   In my sedentary state I have no great appetite, but preparing and eating meals becomes a focus for the day and uses up the minutes I’m eager to dispatch.  Other rituals of normal daily life, usually considered small chores, have taken on new significance.  I’ve never been the most diligent of tooth brushers: no more than a minute and that would be enough, and my school-mistress-like dental hygienist would often reprimand me.  But now I almost look forward to this activity and can spend a good ten minutes scrubbing away, no doubt wearing the enamel thin.  The act of shaving has also taken on new meaning.  Never have I been so clean-shaven, despite the fact that there’s no one here to see me.  With a small cup of cold water, a few drops of shaving oil and my disposable razor, I go to work, gingerly steering around the neck wound, until my face is like the proverbial baby’s bottom.  As before in the Graves Park bolt-hole, I use one of the two-litre bottles to collect piss, and perhaps the least palatable aspect of my incarceration is the need to use a nappy bag and baby-wipes for a crap.  In fact the prospect of being able to dig a small latrine and “go” in the open air is more appealing than I could ever have imagined.
 
    
 
   Other than the radio I have no external stimuli and I regret not packing my Kindle e-book or even a crossword to help pass the time.  In my planning I fleetingly considered such items, but ultimately thought it prudent to carry only what was absolutely necessary.  And I suppose in my original thinking, my contingency plan had only ever been such, and I always doubted that I would be holed up alone for six months.  My pocket diary is arguably my only luxury of sorts, and in the tiny space under each day, to pass the time, I write down a few key words to describe my feelings.  These normally range from safe to darkness, empty, or hollow.  After a day or so, the scientist in me kicks in and I have the strange need to somehow quantify my emotions.  I rate my mood on a score of one to ten.  Ten equates to ecstatic, though I mock myself with the concept, knowing that the chances of experiencing such an emotion are slim in the extreme.  In contrast, one is the worst pain imaginable, which I liken to when I held in my arms William’s crumpled lifeless body.  The first few days I spend probably a good thirty minutes assigning a mood score, three times a day: first thing in the morning, midday and then evening.  The scores hover between three and five but as the days pass by there is a gradual decline, though I never reach one.  I assign an arbitrary rule that if I score one on three consecutive mornings, I’ll head to the edge of the Kinder Scout plateau, to the massive ridge of Ringing Roger, and take the small step off the edge to the stream five hundred metres below.   
 
    
 
   Despite my best attempts to fill my time with such trivial activities, after the initial relief of reaching the bolt-hole my mood progressively darkens.  I struggle to focus my thoughts on the future, knowing that to dwell on what might have been will not help me.  Musgrove is dead of course, but it gives me none of the pleasure or even the satisfaction that it did in the first few days.  I certainly don’t regret what I’ve done, but all the days of reflection have not brought back my beautiful boys.  I also have the realisation, and one that I’d not previously considered, that if I’m able to avoid capture and make it out of Britain I doubt that I will ever be able to return.  I’ve never considered myself to be a full-blown patriot, but the thought of never being able to return to the country of my birth is surprisingly painful and it’s almost as if Musgrove has stolen my nationality, a part of my identity, as well as taking away my family. 
 
    
 
   By the evening of the sixth full day of incarceration I’m desperate to leave the bolt-hole, to experience natural light and feel the warmth of the sun.  I feel like a novice swimmer with my head underwater, holding my breath, frantic to reach the surface and to fill my lungs with oxygen.  I promise myself that tomorrow, with my drinking water supply almost exhausted, I’ll permit myself out of necessity the luxury of a venture to the outside.  But even with this goal my spirits barely lift, and for the first time since the inception of my plan I begin to cry as the worthlessness of my life suddenly overwhelms me.  Almost immediately, I’m angry at myself for being so pathetic and letting down Helen and the boys.  Aggressively wiping away the tears and attempting to re-establish focus, I reach back into the rucksack and pull out a transparent A4-size zip-lock plastic bag containing an airline ticket and two passports.  I open the first of the passports and flick to the last page.  There’s a photograph of myself, probably taken a good five years ago. “Dr Julian Scott” is the name underneath, though I’m not sure who that person is anymore.  The second passport falls open with the airline ticket inside: “British Airways … Manchester to Rio de Janeiro … 13th April … Mr James Bosworth.”  I study the second passport photo; taken just a few weeks ago, the picture is unmistakably of me, but the name and the other details are obviously not mine.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   On the seventh morning of my incarceration in the Kinder Scout bolt-hole I break cover for the first time.  Despite the draw of the outside and the hours I’ve longed for it, leaving my underground retreat fills me with anxiety, obsessively conscious as I am that I’m risking recognition and potential capture.  Like an agoraphobic attempting self-reassurance, I rationalise that at 6:00 a.m. the chances of discovery are slim: it’s far too early for even the keenest of hikers, and surely by now the police have given up on any search of the area.  
 
    
 
   With a small rucksack on my back I slowly remove the rocks that block the entrance of the bolt-hole.  I stop every few seconds to listen to the sounds of the outside world, half expecting to hear the drone of a helicopter or the barking of police dogs; but all is quiet bar the rustle of the gentle breeze through the heather.  Removing the last few rocks, I hold my breath as I peer out into the gloom of the early morning, with the sun barely above the horizon and cloud swirling all around.  After a few minutes of waiting, and confident that I’m alone, on my hands and knees I negotiate the narrow entrance.  Reaching the outside, I cautiously stand and survey the Kinder Scout plateau, which is bathed in thick fog.  With no sign of any ramblers or the police, I make my way the hundred metres or so to the rocky outcrop at the edge of the plateau and then turn to face in the direction of Ashop Moor.  Visibility is limited to barely ten metres as the dense cloud swirls in vortices, and although it isn’t raining, in the dampness of the air my jacket is covered in tiny droplets of water.  
 
    
 
   I sit on a large boulder taking slow deep breaths of crisp morning air.  Almost perceptively, with each breath I take, my anxiety gradually dissipates.  After all the pain and turmoil of the previous months I begin to feel at ease and can almost forget that just a few days earlier I took a man’s life.  I feel confident that with the solitude of the bolt-hole and the beauty of Kinder Scout I’ll have the time and the space to take stock of my life and plan for a time when I can finally stop running.  
 
    
 
   As I enjoy the simple pleasures of fresh air and sunlight, almost symbolically, as if reflecting the change in my spirits, a tiny chink in the cloud appears in front of me and then gradually enlarges.  I feel a sense of exhilaration as the fabulous view of the beauty of Ashop Moor opens up as the cloud cover burns away.  
 
    
 
   With the early morning sun warming my stiff and aching body after a week of immobility and confinement, the prospect of returning to the darkness of the bolt-hole is far from appealing.  But I know self-discipline is key, and with the time approaching 8:00 a.m. I daren’t risk recognition by any of the ramblers who’ll no doubt be appearing before long.  I remove the empty bottles of drinking water from my bag and refill them in one of the numerous underground streams that break through the surface of the peat ground.  I brush my teeth in the freezing water, my mouth almost numb with cold by the time I’ve finished.  I empty the two bottles of stagnant, stinking urine that I’ve accumulated over the previous week, and rinse them in the stream, ready for use again.  Then, using my trowel, I quickly dig a small latrine in a bare patch of earth, no more than twenty centimetres deep, and take care of business before dumping my waste bags from the camping meals, refilling the hole with soil, and dragging a small flat rock on top to hide my digging.  Finally, with the essentials taken care of, I head back to the bolt-hole and negotiate my way back inside before repositioning the stones behind me to secure the entrance.  
 
    
 
   My brief taste of freedom has reawakened the senses that have lain dormant during the previous week’s confinement, and I am desperate for more.  After the brilliant sunshine and magnificent views, the dark, damp bolt-hole has an immediate deflating effect.  Despite my best efforts, my thoughts drift back to unhappy times, the weeks after the funeral when I attempted the slow process of rebuilding my shattered life.  From an early stage, I’d largely dispensed with any realistic expectation that the police would charge the person responsible.  I knew that it was futile to rely on such a conclusion to bring about any sort of personal closure; only my own actions could bring about a tolerable end to this chapter in my life.  
 
    
 
   At first my only comfort came from the long walks in the Peak District, and every day, irrespective of the weather, I drove the ten miles to the isolated moors and for a few hours walked the hills.  It seemed that only with the time and space the open countryside provided was I able to think with sufficient clarity to make the decisions that I knew, for better or worse, would define my future.  
 
    
 
   My first pivotal decision was to resign from my job at the university.  The department head, Bob Andrews, had been more than reasonable and had made it clear that I could take as much compassionate leave as I needed.  But as the days passed by I knew that I could never return.  I’d spent fifteen years in that place and it was simply time to move on.  The decision was made far easier with the news from my parents’ solicitor, acting in his capacity of executor of their will, that I was the sole beneficiary.  This came as no great surprise and I’d often joked with my parents about bumping them off for the inheritance, but I was shocked by how much they’d managed to squirrel away over the years.  With insurance policies and savings, there was close to £75,000 in cash, and the value of their modest house, my family home as a child, was almost £200,000.  I briefly considered holding onto it as an investment, but I knew it would only make it more difficult to move on with my life, and after a few days mulling it over I arranged for estate agents to come round to value the property and, in the interests of a quick sale, to accept any offer close to £190,000.  
 
    
 
   Within a few days of the For Sale sign going up I got a call from the estate agent explaining that they’d received an offer for the full asking price.  I immediately began to get cold feet, but as I returned to my parents home to sort through their belongings, a raft of old memories and emotions resurfaced and I knew I had to break some of the links with my past, however painful it might be.
 
    
 
   I spent close to two weeks at my parents’ house, sorting their stuff, and was surprised at how much they’d accumulated in a three-bedroom house.  My mum had always been a hoarder: paintings, old school reports and photographs, anything to do with me, and more recently the boys, she couldn’t bear to part with.  I’d always thought that I’d inherited the obsessive aspect of my personality from her, and the experience only reinforced my thinking.  As I began packing it became clear that much of the stuff I would have to get rid of.  There was simply too much to fit in my house whether I wanted to keep it or not.  Despite the pangs of guilt, I found a house-clearing service on the internet and arranged for them to take the larger items of furniture.  
 
    
 
   It was during the middle of the second week of emptying the house that I had an unexpected visitor.  I was on the front drive lifting boxes of ornaments and a tea service into the boot of my car, and as I bent over there was a tap on my shoulder.  Startled, I stood and turned.  I was looking into the beaming face of a balding overweight man, bearing what I could only describe as an inane grin.  It took me a few moments before recognition dawned.  James Bosworth, or Bozzy, as he was known at school, had changed much from the spotty, lanky youth of twenty years earlier.  
 
    
 
   “Hello, Julian,” he said excitedly. “You remember me, don’t you?”  I offered my hand, which he shook enthusiastically, and for a second I thought I was in line for a hug.  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, yeah, course I remember you, Bozzy, how are you?”  
 
    
 
   “I’m great, just great, a bit balder than the last time you saw me, eh?” he responded, running his hand through his short-cropped and receding hair. “You seem to have aged pretty well though, Julian.”  
 
    
 
   I smiled, unsure what to say but keen to mirror his enthusiasm. “Yeah, you look well too, what have you been up to all these years?”  
 
    
 
   I didn’t give him chance to respond.  Bored of packing, I was ready for a break from my exertions. “Look, I was just about to put the kettle on, do you want to come in and join me?”  
 
    
 
   He looked ecstatic at my suggestion and again I thought I might be in line for a hug. “Yeah, that sounds great, though I’d prefer something a little bit stronger if you’ve got it,” he said, smiling and eyeing up the beer left over from Christmas that my dad had stacked at the back of the garage.  We headed inside, picking up a four-pack of beer on the way.  
 
    
 
   We spent the next couple of hours reminiscing about old school days and the mutual acquaintances and teachers we’d known.  The memories came flooding back and were made particularly vivid by Bosworth’s hilarious impressions.  I was grateful for a breather from the packing, as well as the guilt at getting rid of so much of my parents’ prize possessions, and it was probably the first time in a couple of months that I’d been able to laugh about anything.  The beer continued to flow, and soon I went back outside to the garage to get more supplies.  When I returned, Bosworth’s demeanour had changed. His expression was serious and, for the first time, unsmiling.  
 
    
 
   “I read about what happened to your family, Julian.  It was a real shame.  I went to the funeral as well. I just had to pay my respects.”  With the distraction of Bosworth’s musings, oddly, the hit-and-run had not been at the fore of my thinking, but now it abruptly came back.  I couldn’t immediately think of what to say, and turned to look out of the window into the garden.  In the silence Bosworth appeared to sense my discomfort.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry to bring it up, Julian, it’s just … it’s just that I know how you’re feeling. You see, my mum died on the same day your family died.  I know it’s not quite the same but she was the only family I had.”  
 
    
 
   I felt the anger well up inside me – How can you compare losing an elderly relative, however close, to losing your entire family! I was about to respond in such a manner, but as I turned to face him I was shocked to see tears streaming down his face.  My anger dissipated instantly as he sobbed while trying to get his words out. 
 
    
 
   “She was the only one I had.”
 
    
 
   Except for his intermittent sobbing, we sat in silence for the next few minutes as he struggled to compose himself.  I sipped my beer and, unsure what to say, I excused myself and headed for the upstairs toilet.  When I returned, Bosworth had seemingly recovered and the smile had returned to his face.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry about that, Julian, it’s just that I’d been looking after her, pretty much doing everything for her since she had a stroke almost twenty years ago.  My dad buggered off when I was a kid and it’s just been the two of us.”  
 
    
 
   I nodded and offered a sympathetic smile; although it definitely wasn’t the same, both our lives had been turned upside down in recent weeks.  I handed him another beer. “Are you still living at your mum’s old house?” I asked.  He took a large gulp, obviously no stranger to beer.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I was born in that house and will probably die there.  I suppose I’m a bit of a home bird.  I’ve hardly been out of Sheffield and I’ve never been abroad,” he said almost proudly, “unless you count Wales – I had an aunt that lived in Cardiff.  I do have a passport though,” he added, “but I’ve never used it in the fifteen years I’ve had it.”  He began laughing again, apparently fully recovered from his earlier breakdown.  
 
    
 
   Although we hadn’t seen each other for twenty years, the conversation flowed surprisingly freely and I suspect we both found the experience therapeutic as the next few hours sped by.  Bosworth had been a bit of an oddball at school, and we’d never been particularly close friends, but I clearly remember that we’d started taking the same A-level subjects and then, after a few months, abruptly and inexplicably, he had stopped coming to lessons.  At the time no one knew why, and numerous weird and wonderful adolescent explanations were offered for his absence: joining the army and having a sex change, to name just a couple.  But as he explained, again close to tears, the reason became apparent.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I had to leave school in the lower 6th after my mum got ill, and in between working part-time in a record shop I pretty much had to do everything for her.  I was pretty gutted about dropping out of school, but what could I do?”  
 
    
 
   As I listened I felt a new-found sympathy and, I suppose, a sort of respect for Bosworth.  At school he’d always been very studious, and probably as a consequence always a good source for a piss-take.  Invariably he would come top of the class in most subjects, with me usually demoted to second, to my long-standing frustration.  I suspected that if he’d had the chance to finish his A-levels, he’d have gone onto university, and from there who knows where his life would have ended up.  I doubted that he would still be working in a record shop.
 
    
 
   I looked out of the window as the sun was beginning to set on the June evening.  After a good three hours Bosworth was still talking, barely stopping to draw breath.  I was tired, physically and mentally, and unused to any sort of prolonged company and the effort required for a conversation.  Several times I yawned loudly; a none-too-subtle hint that it was time to call it a day.  But he was oblivious to my body language, and with the time nearing 7:00 p.m. I couldn’t rely on subtlety.
 
    
 
   “Well, I suppose I’d better get back to the packing.”  
 
    
 
   He was obviously disappointed. “Oh, that’s a shame, Ju. Haven’t we got time for another quick one?”
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid not, I’ve got some things to sort out. We can meet up again though, if you like, have a few beers.”  
 
    
 
   Bosworth appeared reassured.  “What about tomorrow, it’s the Tuesday quiz night at the New Inn – it’ll be a right laugh.”
 
    
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said as I led him to the front door; and this time, catching me by surprise, the bear hug finally arrived.  
 
    
 
   “It’s been great, Julian,” he said, clinging onto me as if his life depended on it.  
 
    
 
   “I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said, trying to break free from his clutches, and then watched as he walked down the driveway and turned to wave excitedly as he headed down the road.  Returning to the packing and sorting, I couldn’t help but smile at his enthusiasm for my company; I suppose it had provided a much-needed boost to my self-esteem.  To my surprise I was genuinely looking forward to the quiz at the local pub – the first time in weeks I’d experienced even a modicum of pleasure.
 
    
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   I met up with Bosworth a few times over the next week; twice at the pub and once when he turned up unannounced at my parents’ house.  At first I found his humorous recollections a welcome distraction, and though I didn’t see that his bereavement was comparable to mine, I felt that we’d a certain bond, albeit transient, based on our common sense of loss.  But after a week of contact I was beginning to find him increasingly demanding and needy.  I had my own struggles and emotional hurdles to deal with, and I wasn’t prepared to takes on anyone else’s.  We’d last met up a couple of nights earlier, after he’d phoned just as I was going to bed.  He sounded distraught, sobbing uncontrollably, his speech almost incomprehensible. “Julian, Julian, I’m really sorry to bother you, can you come round? … You must come.”  
 
    
 
   I was taken aback by the state he was in, and at first struggled to make sense of his request. “Bozzy, calm down, it’s late, I can’t come now, but I’ll come first thing in the morning.”  
 
    
 
   “No, Julian, you need to come now, please, you’re the only one that understands.  Look, I’ll do something stupid if you don’t come.”  
 
    
 
   Before I had chance to respond the phone went dead.  I momentarily considered my options but knew I had no choice, I had to go.  I was knackered, and with my bed welcoming me, furious.  It was emotional blackmail in no uncertain terms, but he sounded so unstable.  God only knows what he’d do if I didn’t go.  
 
    
 
   Despite the late hour it was still warm, and short sleeves were sufficient as I walked the ten minutes from my parents’ to Bosworth’s house.  I’d walked past his house numerous times but I’d never actually been inside.  I pressed the bell on the front door, but couldn’t hear it ring, and knocked impatiently on the glass panel.  Within twenty seconds Bosworth’s face appeared, distorted by the scalloped glass.  He opened the door, his eyes red but no longer crying.
 
    
 
   “I’m so sorry, Julian, but there was no one else.”  My face must have given away my scepticism and irritation.
 
    
 
   “No, seriously, Ju, you’re the only one.” And as if fearing I would run away, he pulled me by the wrist in through the porch.  
 
    
 
   His house was stuck in a 1970s time-warp, with distinctive brown kitchen tiling and wallpaper, but was meticulously clean and seemingly without a thing out of place.  He led me through the hallway and into a lounge with a similar thirty-year-old décor.  On the floor was an old biscuit tin, the contents of which were neatly laid out in piles on the coffee table.  One stack contained photographs, some old black and white portraits.  The next stack contained documents, including several of the distinctive pale green birth and death certificates, and on top was a UK passport, the now-obsolete dark blue variety.  
 
    
 
   “Can I get you a drink, Julian?” said Bosworth, gesturing me to sit down. 
 
    
 
   “No, no, I’m fine thanks, I can’t stay long, I need to get home.”  He looked a crushed and pathetic figure.
 
    
 
   “I was just going through some old things, my mum’s photos and stuff, and it just got me thinking, and you know … I just don’t know how I can go on.” He took another slug of his beer.  
 
    
 
   Despite my irritation I had genuine sympathy for him. “Bozzy, you need to give the booze a rest, it’s not helping you.  If you don’t watch it it’ll become a big problem for you.”  
 
    
 
   Bosworth nodded in agreement and took another generous swig.  “I know, I know, I’m going to cut down, I promise.  I feel better already now you’re here.  I just couldn’t be alone.”  
 
    
 
   Bosworth slumped down onto the settee and rested his head back on the cushion.  I took a seat in the armchair opposite and reached forward, picking up the passport from the coffee table.  I flicked to the photograph page and immediately recognised the image of Bosworth I remembered from our school days.  It had probably been taken mid-teens, and he was wearing our old school blazer, blue with yellow trim, and matching tie.  I put the passport back and began to sift through the stack of photos.  Most were of places and people I didn’t recognise, but some were also old school photographs, with Bosworth again wearing the distinctive uniform.  One particular picture of the entire 5th year class caught my attention; back row, third from the right, probably about fifteen years old … I recognised myself, of course, but even so the fresh-faced youth seemed like a completely different person – so long ago, and so much had happened in the meantime.   
 
    
 
   Within a few minutes Bosworth’s breathing became slow and deep and he was soon asleep, anaesthetised by the alcohol.  I leaned over and removed the half-full beer can that he clutched in his hands.  He stirred momentarily, opening his eyes, and smiled at me, before his breathing pattern settled and again he was asleep.  I put the photographs and papers back in the box, and after waiting another five minutes I quietly let myself out of the back door.  As I made my way home I knew that Bosworth was becoming a liability, an emotional drain, and that if I wasn’t careful he would begin to compromise my own fragile rehabilitation.  Like dumping a girlfriend when it becomes clear that it’s not working out, I had to break the link.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   November 12th, and on my one-month anniversary in the Kinder Scout bolt-hole I wait the last few minutes before the beeping of the 6:00 a.m. alarm and my signal for temporary freedom.  A creature of habit, in the isolated hideaway my life has settled into a well-established pattern.  I doze much of the time, both night and day, but probably only sleep deeply for five or ten minutes at a stretch.  The rest of my existence is punctuated by meal breaks and occasionally tuning in to the radio news bulletins.  During the first weeks of my incarceration, I counted down the minutes to the next news headlines, but as the days passed the “man-hunt” was increasingly relegated down the order of news items, presumably reflecting the absence of developments.  Within three weeks the story was dropped completely, and thereafter I rarely switched on the radio.  
 
    
 
   As always, though, the focus of my day is my all-too-brief early-morning escapes to the outside world.  Now late autumn on the high plateau, the weather has taken on a wintry feel, but even in the driving rain and freezing winds the immense relief to be out of the bolt-hole is worth far more than the discomfort caused by the elements or even the risk of potential detection.  
 
    
 
    
 
   At exactly 6:00 a.m. I make my way out of the bolt-hole and stop briefly in the entrance to check that the area is deserted.  I’m amazed by the amount of light flooding the area, and, about to check my watch to confirm the dawn hour, I realise that the unusual brightness is moonlight reflecting off the thick snow that has fallen overnight.  With the thermal insulation provided by the massive boulder walls of the bolt-hole, I’d been oblivious to any temperature drop or the fact that it had been snowing.  I kneel in the entranceway staring at the scene, and feel a tingling in my spine and a sense of excitement as the freezing air catches my breath.  I reach behind for my fleece jacket before hurriedly leaving the bolt-hole and heading for my usual vantage point over Ashop Moor.  
 
    
 
   I’ve always had a fascination with the snow.  As a child, I’d spent hours sledging with friends, building igloos and having snowball fights in Graves Park.  Even in my teens the most memorable hiking and camping trips were always snowbound.  I think back to one particular trip with my dad, when we’d set off in brilliant sunshine from Edale at the base of Kinder Scout and by the time we reached the plateau we were greeted by a blizzard with horizontal wind that made standing a near impossibility.  For many kids I suspect this ordeal would not have been particularly pleasurable, but to me it was fantastic.  Today the wind is completely still, and as I survey the scene with the sun just starting to rise in the cloudless sky, the untouched snow glistens with an almost silk-like surface that adds a further dimension of beauty to the landscape.  Sitting on my favoured boulder, the cold cuts deep through my jacket and within a few minutes I begin shivering.  I regret not putting on extra layers, but there’s no way I’m going to prematurely return to the bolt-hole and miss even a minute of my freedom.  
 
    
 
   The next two hours pass all too quickly, and with reluctance I concede that it’s time to return to the bolt-hole before the first ramblers arrive to enjoy the winter views.  As I turn to walk the short distance back, I’m shocked at the sight of my prominent footprints carved deep into the thick snow, clearly marking the route to the bolt-hole.  As I kick at the snow to disrupt the trail, I quickly realise that my efforts are futile and I’ll never be able to mask the entire length of the route.  I doubt a passing walker would identify the significance of the tracks and the location of my hideaway, but I’m not prepared to take the chance.  I begin to panic, cursing my stupidity as I scour the area looking for a branch or some other vegetation to disturb the snow.  But as if answering my prayers, the wind, almost imperceptible at first, gradually picks up and flurries of snow begin to fall.  By the time I make it back to my home the tracks are almost completely gone and I can’t help but smile to myself, sensing that after all these months my luck is perhaps beginning to change.  
 
    
 
   My fingers are pale and throbbing with the cold as I climb back inside the bolt-hole and reposition the rocks to block the entrance.  Despite my reluctance at leaving behind the beauty of the moors, I’m grateful for the warmth and shelter of the bolt-hole, but it’s not until I crawl, fully-clothed into the cosy sleeping bag with the hood pulled over my head, that the shivering finally abates.  
 
    
 
   The previous few hours of freedom in the snowy landscape have left me feeling optimistic and upbeat for the future.  Having been in the bolt-hole for a month, and with the worry of immediate discovery and capture by the police having subsided, the weeks of isolation have provided the time to reflect and in many respects begin the process of reconstructing my fractured life and self-worth.  Like following some kind of self-help manual, I find myself, step-by-step, going over the events of the last year to try and somehow rationalise it all.  
 
    
 
   I was already running twenty minutes late for my rendezvous with Bosworth by the time I left my parents’ house.  I cursed under my breath as I reached the end of the driveway, realising that I’d left my wallet inside.  After spending another five minutes searching for the damn thing, I was finally on my way.  It was a frustrating day, most of the time spent liaising with solicitors and estate agents in readiness for completion and the handing over the keys the following day, and now I sorely regretted arranging to meet the needy Bosworth in the New Inn.  As I reached the pub, having jogged the last five minutes, beads of sweat were forming on my brow and I was more than ready for a cold lager.  As I entered the pub there was a loud beeping from my phone, indicating a text.  I quickly scrolled through to find that it was from Bosworth. As I read the message I knew it had been a mistake giving him my number: “Where are you? There’s someone here who’s desperate to see you?”  What the hell was the fool on about?
 
    
 
   I pushed through the heavy throng of drinkers and headed straight for the bar, traversing the entire width of the pub.  I spotted Bosworth sitting in the far corner, at the same table as on our previous visit for the quiz night.  Noticing me, he shouted across the pub and raised his pint above his head in a boozer’s salute. “Alright, Julian, mate, what kept you?”  
 
    
 
   I waved back and then turned away, not appreciating the attention as the other drinkers turned to see who the loudmouth drunk was yelling at.  I negotiated the last few people huddled around the bar and waited for my turn to be served.  In the long mirror behind the myriad of optics, I could just make out Bosworth’s reflection away to my right.  He was animatedly talking to someone across the table from him.  I could only make out the back of the man’s head and shoulders, but there was an immediate familiarity in the long greasy hair and filthy denim jacket.  As I struggled to place him, I was distracted by a group of raucous women in the far corner as they began yelling and screaming while a strip-a-gram in policeman’s garb began to strut his stuff.  
 
    
 
   It was another few minutes before I was finally served, and as I sipped my beer and waited for the change there was a tap on my shoulder.  I turned to face Bosworth, already a few pints to the good.  His eyes were glazed and his breath wreaked of beer. “Ju, Ju, guess who I’ve just bumped into, he’s over there – an old school buddy of ours and he reckons he’s a business partner of yours,” he said excitedly, almost childlike, pointing to where he’d been sitting.  
 
    
 
   A business partner? What the hell was he talking about?  I was in no mood for games and responded disinterestedly, “Go on, surprise me,” as I looked over to where he was gesturing.  At the same time the figure turned to face us and I saw that it was Dave Musgrove, a sly grin plastered across his face.  I couldn’t believe the evening I was having; I hadn’t seen Musgrove for over twenty years, since our school days in fact, and then I bump into him twice in the space of a couple of months.  He was a deluded fool and the idea of spending an evening with both Bosworth and Musgrove was not something to relish.  Bosworth continued to jabber away in the background but I didn’t pay any attention until he again mentioned the words business partner, and I tuned in to what he was saying. “… yeah, and he says that you owe him some money, for doing a job for you, helped you sort out a problem.”  
 
    
 
   I took a sharp intake of breath as, in one horrific moment, everything fell into place.  My knees gave way and the pint slipped through my fingers and smashed onto the bar.  I slumped forward, falling against Bosworth, who grabbed me under the arms, preventing me from going to the floor.  “Steady on, Ju,” he said as I attempted to compose myself, “I thought it was me that had been on the booze.  Anyway, I’m off for a piss, get yourself another drink and go and have a chat with Mousey.  I told him you’d be coming and all night he’s being saying that he’s dying to see you.”  
 
    
 
   I was in a state of shock.  My head was spinning and the hot stuffy air made me nauseous.  In an instant I was taken back to a few months earlier and my inadvertent meeting with Musgrove; Jesus, what had I done?  I slowly made my way through the crowded pub and over to Musgrove.  The smile was still fixed to his face as my heart pounded; I could feel my face burning, and droplets of sweat forming on my top lip.  The anger was beginning to boil inside me.  “What the hell did you do?” I blurted as I reached his table.  
 
    
 
   Musgrove widened his grin even more. “Is that really the way to greet an old school friend and business associate?  Sit down – make yourself comfortable.”  He pulled a stool out from under the table. “Take the weight of your feet, relax.” 
 
    
 
   I immediately kicked it over, drawing the attention of the boozers at the next table.  But I was unconcerned. “Fuck off you disgusting bastard,” was all I could articulate as his calm demeanour added to my anger.  
 
    
 
   He continued: “If you prefer to stand that’s fine, but there’s the business arrangement that I would like to discuss with you.”  
 
    
 
   “There’s no way I’m having anything to do with you.  You’ve taken everything from me, there’s no way I’m giving you money,” I responded, barely containing my rage. 
 
    
 
   Musgrove stared intently back at me with pin-point pupils, taking a swig of his Guinness before wiping the froth from his lips with a dirty sleeve. “Listen, Julian, or is it Dr Julian? What do you prefer? … You asked me to take care of your missus and that’s what I did.  I thought I was being a bit creative doin’ a hit-and-run sort of thing … must have being going a bit too quick though, lost control, and sure there was a bit of collateral damage, your kids and stuff, but the job got done.”  
 
    
 
   I felt sick listening to him but didn’t know how to respond.  He continued: “I’ve given you some time, in fact plenty of time, to grieve. The police must have stopped sniffing round by now and I’m sure you’ve got your inheritance.  Now I want my payment – a deal's a deal.”  
 
    
 
   I could take it no longer and lunged at him, grabbing him by the collar of his jacket and a large clump of his lank hair.  Even Musgrove appeared surprised by my action as I hissed in his ear, “You’ve killed my whole family, you fucking moron, and now you expect me to give you money.”  
 
    
 
   The smile returned to Musgrove’s face as he pulled back from my grip and preciously readjusted his clothing. “No need to get so heated, Julian.  Relax, sit down and enjoy a drink.  If you prefer, next time I’m chatting with our mutual friend DI Patel, maybe I’ll get a blast of conscience and tell him the truth about our little business arrangement.  You must remember you asked me to kill her …”  
 
    
 
   I interrupted him and leant forward to within an inch of his face, getting the full effect of his breath,.“I never asked you to kill her, you fucking moron.  You’ve twisted everything.”  
 
    
 
   But Musgrove carried on as if he’d not heard me. “I’m sure Patel would be more than interested to find out who was responsible for the demise of your lovely missus, and with all this modern technology, CCTV and stuff, I’m sure they’ll be able to link us together.”  
 
    
 
   I couldn’t take any more of his bullshit, and headed for the door.  Behind me Musgrove fired a parting shot. “I’ll be in touch soon, Julian.” A thought that made me shudder.
 
    
 
   I pushed through the crowd of drinkers and left the pub, desperately needing fresh air.  En route I collided with Bosworth returning from the toilet and almost knocked him off his feet.  Obviously surprised by my haste, he opened his mouth to speak but I continued on with my head down.  I reached the doorway and was immediately sick, spraying the small porch in vomit.  A smartly dressed middle-aged couple were just entering the pub and had to step back sharply to avoid being splattered.  I didn’t stop to apologise but headed across the car park as I heard the woman muttering to her husband, “Disgusting pig.”  I could think of far worse insults to direct at myself.
 
    
 
   I needed to think and to be on my own.  I was desperate to get away from Musgrove and I broke into a jog and then a flat-out sprint.  Only slowing my pace once, to be sick again, I reached my parents’ house and let myself in.  The house was devoid of furniture, and with just a sleeping bag on the floor it felt eerily cold and intimidating.  My mood, which had only just begun to ascend from the depths, was crashing around me, and I could feel myself slipping back into the dark hole of depression that I’d struggled to climb out of in the weeks following the hit-and-run.  Perhaps bizarrely, I could almost feel my fingertips aching as I struggled to cling onto the walls of my metaphoric black hole.  
 
    
 
   I lay down on the sleeping bag while still out of breath and sweating like a pig.  I closed my eyes to block out the pain, but couldn’t rid myself of the image of Musgrove’s smug face, as if were permanently imprinted on my retina.  In the few weeks after the hit-and-run I’d thought back to my chance encounter with Musgrove and questioned, albeit fleetingly, whether he may have been involved.  But I’d always quickly dismissed the idea as ridiculous, and reassured myself that it had just been the booze fuelling his deluded words.  Clearly, I had been wrong.  Yes, of course I was angry with Helen, betrayed by her actions, but I never, never wanted her to die, and the thought of hurting my sweet boys was simply unimaginable.  Musgrove was a psychopath; he had twisted my words and taken advantage of me.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t my fault.  It wasn’t my fault.  I said the words over and over as I lay in the sleeping bag in my parents’ cold and empty house, desperately trying to convince myself it was true.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Now well into December, the routine of life on Kinder Scout continues to revolve around my early morning sortie from the bolt-hole.  But with the shortest day of the year just a week away and darkness encroaching by 3:00 p.m., I allow myself the indulgence of a second venture of the day to the outside world.  At 6:00 p.m., when even the most enthusiastic of walkers have long since left for home and doubtless a hot bath, I again creep out of the bolt-hole.  Having now spent two months confined in the cramped conditions for twenty-two hours a day, my characteristically toned and muscular body is becoming flabby and I feel lethargic and unfit.  Conscious that I’m just a few months from leaving the bolt-hole, I’m determined to be physically strong for whatever lies ahead.  Therefore, during each day’s second episode of freedom, I instigate a fitness routine and go on a twenty-minute run to give myself a cardiovascular workout.  The route never takes me more than a couple of minutes away from the safety of the bolt-hole, and other than the evenings where the cloud cover is particularly thick, the light from the moon and stars is usually sufficient to find my footing on the rutted and rock-strews paths.  On the first day of my new regimen, I’m out of breath within a few minutes and my calf muscles burn as the lactic acid builds up.  But after just a few days I begin to feel stronger, and relish the surge of adrenaline and endorphins that helps to lift my mood after the confinement and darkness of the bolt-hole.  
 
    
 
   Inescapably, the pattern of my emotional existence is like the proverbial rollercoaster.  Some days I feel ready to take on the world, but others, the dark days, I reflect ad infinitum on the events of the previous few months. I can’t help but blame myself, and to an external observer I probably seem like a cold-blooded killer.  In reality, though, the situation is far more complex: yes, I killed Musgrove, in a premeditated act of revenge and self-preservation, but I never, never intended my family to die.  Frequently I play the what-if game and reflect on what I could have done differently, often starting with the day of my chance encounter with Musgrove in the Earl of Arundel pub, a few weeks before the hit-and-run. What if I hadn’t gone in the pub, what if I hadn’t gone back to his flat, what if, what if ...   
 
    
 
   In the quietness and solitude of the bolt-hole, I think back to the events of that day, a month or so prior to the deaths of my family, when I met Musgrove for the first time in twenty years.  At the time life had been one long struggle and my mood had been low for several months.  I’d been incapable of finding enjoyment or satisfaction in anything I did, and though I hated to admit it, even spending time with the kids.  Matters had reached such a low point that at Helen’s insistence I’d visited our family GP and was diagnosed with clinical depression.  At the time it seemed like a further blow to my fragile self-esteem: I’d always sort of assumed that depression was a condition of the weak and feeble-minded; so maybe that’s what I was.  Prescribed a course of antidepressants, I was taking them religiously, though they didn’t seem to be doing me much good.  
 
    
 
   I couldn’t put my finger on a single reason for my low mood, though I’m sure frustrations at work were a big factor.  In the previous year I’d had rejections from three major grant applications, and with each proposal taking several months to prepare, the knock-backs were becoming increasingly difficult to accept.  There was also the real danger that if I didn’t get a grant soon I could be out of a job. I was sleeping badly, often waking in the early hours, with no chance of further sleep.  I’d always had an anxious personality; a worrier, as my mother had put it.  Relatives on both sides of the family had committed suicide, and while I didn’t feel that I was in that category, I began to suspect that I might have an inherited predisposition to depression.  I’d tried to talk to Helen about my concerns, but she’d seen the episodes of anxiety before and would offer only passing words of reassurance: “… Don’t worry, everything will turn out okay.”  I wasn’t so easily placated, and with a large mortgage and two kids to support it was impossible for me not to worry.  Helen had a completely different philosophy to life: I was focused and driven, while she was happy to let life wash over her.  She’d trained as a teacher but was on a much-extended, and seemingly open-ended, career break.  In many ways, I’d always wished I could be more like her.
 
    
 
   Following the rejection of my third grant proposal I got an e-mail from Bob Andrews, the head of the Biochemistry Department, wanting to meet up for a chat.  I’d known Bob since I was a Ph.D student, and had always found him pretty reasonable, but I wasn’t looking forward to the meeting.  I had no doubt what the chat would be about: a university-wide assessment was scheduled for later in the year that would determine the rating of the department and, as a consequence, how much government research money it was entitled to.  Like all my colleagues, I was well aware that the assessment was based on the number of published research papers and, more pertinent to me, the number of successful grant applications.  Bob made it clear. “Julian, you know the situation we’re in. Now more than ever it’s publish or perish. You need to get the grant money coming in, we can’t carry anybody, it’s …”  
 
    
 
   Sitting opposite Bob in his cramped office, I interrupted. “That’s a bit unfair, Bob, I’ve had a couple of lean years, that’s all.  Before then I was bringing in as many grants as anyone.  It’s not that long ago that you said yourself that I’d make it to Professor by the time I was forty.”  
 
    
 
   Bob nodded. “Yes, yes, sorry, Julian, I didn’t mean it quite like that. You’re a good scientist, I know that … and I don’t want to lose you.”  He paused for a few seconds, appearing hesitant about what he was about to say. “You know that Gill Taggart is retiring don’t you … well, there’ll obviously be a vacancy to fill …”  
 
    
 
   I stopped him by raising my hand, palm facing him as if controlling traffic. “You’re not seriously suggesting that I do Gill’s job are you? She’s a low-level administrator and doesn’t even have a degree, let alone a Ph.D,” I responded, fuming at the insult.  
 
    
 
   “Listen, calm down, Julian,” said Bob, seemingly shocked by my outburst and doing his best to placate me, “there’s more to it than that. I’m going to expand the job description, there’ll be a lot more responsibility and you’ll still be able to do some research.  Plus you won’t have to write any more grants, and your salary wouldn’t be much different to what you’re on now.”  
 
    
 
   I sat back in the chair unsure how to respond.  There was silence for a few seconds.  “Julian, are you okay?” Bob looked at me, a worried expression on his face. “Listen, it’s just a suggestion.  Go away and think about it.”  
 
    
 
   I felt a droplet of water falling onto my folded arms, quickly followed by another and then another.  There was a moment of realisation, and then incredulity: I was crying.  I hadn’t cried since I was a kid.  I couldn’t understand what was going on.  It was almost like an out-of-body experience as I watched myself emotionally fall apart; my shoulders began shaking uncontrollably as the sobbing started and became more intense.  I buried my head in my hands, unable to face Bob.  God only knows what he thought was going on.  I felt him reach over and put his hand on my shoulder, but it was the last thing I wanted and I shrugged him off.  
 
    
 
   After a minute or so I began to pull myself together, and with the relative composure, acute embarrassment set in.  What possessed me to do such a thing? I was normally so emotionally controlled.  Looking down, my pale khaki trousers showed numerous wet spots where the tears had fallen.  I got to my feet quickly, mumbling almost incoherently as I left the office, “Bob, sorry, I’m really sorry.” 
 
    
 
   I needed to get out.  I was sick of the place.  I had slogged my guts out for the last fifteen years and they repay me with a fucking technician’s job.  Perhaps ironically, even in my utter desolation I suspected that the job probably wouldn’t be so bad.  It would provide a regular salary, and freedom from the stress of writing grants; but what upset me the most, and which I readily admitted to myself, was the sheer loss of face.  Just a few years earlier I’d been tipped as a future professor – and now look at me.  “What a pathetic waster,” I sneered at myself under my breath.
 
    
 
   I hurriedly left the department, passing several of my colleagues in the corridor and stairway.  I kept my head down, not saying a word and ignoring their greetings.  I heard the mutterings of one of them – “ignorant sod” – but I didn’t care.  I headed out of the building and down the street towards the city centre.  The late January weather was bitterly cold and many of the loitering students had thick coats on and hats and gloves, but in my light cotton shirt I barely noticed it.  I may have stopped crying, but inside I was falling apart.  
 
    
 
   I walked briskly, almost jogging, for thirty minutes.  I tried to make sense of my life, and in my head I listed my achievements: A-level results, Ph.D, lectureship, research awards – but they all seemed meaningless.  I’d wasted my time and had nothing to show for it.  With no particular destination in mind I kept going and going, eventually reaching the train station and the main bus depot.  I passed numerous shops, a café, and a run of small B&Bs.  Then in the distance, a few car lengths or so in front, a dark blue Ford Mondeo pulled into one of the few curb-side parking slots.  A man in a grey suit quickly exited from the driver’s side, and as he walked around to the passenger’s door I recognised him as James Kentish, a former colleague of Helen’s.  I’d always despised the insincere little cretin, and the last thing I wanted was him seeing me in my bedraggled state, so I dodged into the doorway of a launderette.  While I waited for him to get to wherever he was going, I had the sudden need to talk to Helen.  About to press the call button on my mobile, I was distracted by a familiar voice coming from the street, and as I peered out of the doorway I was stunned to see Helen getting out of the Mondeo.  Struggling to understand what was going, I was about to beckon her over, but then I watched on in astonishment as she ran towards Kentish.  Both were laughing excitedly; then they kissed on the lips, briefly but passionately, before entering one of the B&Bs.  I stood shell-shocked in the doorway, my life unravelling about me and unable to do anything to prevent it.  
 
    
 
   After a minute or so an old lady pulling a small trolley behind her joined me in the porch, trying to pass me and get into the launderette.  I moved out of her way, stepping onto the pavement and then continuing down the road.  Passing the B&B, I cautiously glanced through the open door to see Helen and Kentish, their backs to me, walking up the stairs holding hands.  I felt sick, and wretched a couple of times, but my stomach was empty and nothing came up.  
 
    
 
   I continued walking down the street.  In the distance a cement lorry was coming along the road in my direction.  Going well above the thirty m.p.h. speed limit, it drove through a puddle of water that extended from the gutter and filled almost half the road.  A huge fan of dirty water leapt up, soaking two businessmen walking on the pavement, their golfing umbrellas doing little to protect them.  The lorry was forty or so metres in the distance and closing fast.  I knew what I had to do.  I bided my time, counting down the distance in my head: twenty-five metres, twenty, fifteen, ten ...  When the lorry was only ten metres away I stepped carefully and purposefully into the road with my eyes closed, directly into its path.  I heard a screech of brakes, and waited for the impact, but there was nothing but the sensation of a rush of wind and the sound of the heavy lorry passing by.  After an incredulous second I opened my eyes.  To my disbelief, the truck had taken the other limb of the forked junction where I was standing.  Stunned and rooted to the spot, I heard behind me the aggressive sounding of a car horn and turned to see a flashy Audi TT in front of me as I blocked its path in the road.  A young woman passing by on the pavement stared nervously at me, and clearly recognising my agitated state, said, “Are you … are you okay?”  No I fucking wasn’t, but I didn’t answer.  I turned away and started running.  
 
    
 
   I continued on with my head down, staring at the pavement just a few feet in front of me.  I was going nowhere in particular, just away, attempting in some futile way to leave my life behind.  After running and walking for close to an hour I reached a shabby residential area of town.  The road surface had originally been cobbled and then sometime later covered with tarmac, but much of this was worn away to reveal the old stones beneath.  I walked down the pot-holed pavements and passed a rusty street sign attached to the wall of the end house: “Station Road”.  I passed a chip shop, empty except for a plump serving girl who sat behind the counter, and then a small pub, The Earl of Arundel.  About to pass on by, I had a sudden desire for alcohol.  I stepped into the pub and immediately drew the attention of the resident drinkers, as I coughed loudly when the warm smoky atmosphere hit my lungs.  Clearly the smoking ban had not reached this part of town.  In soaking wet clothes and my shoes squelching with every step, I crossed the worn and dirty carpet and took a seat on a high stool at the bar.  The bartender, a man in his fifties, his arms and the back of his hands covered in tattoos, wearily came over, apparently unused to strangers dropping in.  “Can I get you something?” he barked.  
 
    
 
   I ordered a whiskey even though I hadn’t touched the hard stuff since drunken student days.  I took a sip of the unpalatable fiery liquid. “I’ll have a Carlsberg to go with it as well,” I added before the barmen had a chance to hand over my change.  The lager slipped down more easily and I quickly ordered a second.  
 
    
 
   Self-consciously I scanned around the pub, which was probably not much bigger than a good-sized living room.  It was a spit-and-sawdust type of affair, though only the spit was evident.  There were at most ten other patrons, a motley crew of drinkers ranging from a couple of elderly men to a group of youths in their late teens and early twenties.  The latter group looked an unsavoury lot, and from their furtive edginess they appeared to be negotiating a drug deal or some other dubious activity.  Certainly not the kind of place a sane man would consider for a quiet pint, but after the day I’d been having I was way past caring.  I thought back to the episode with the cement lorry and couldn’t help smile; what a complete an utter moron – I wasn’t even able to do a decent job of topping myself.  In disgust I knocked back the remainder of the whiskey and then ordered another lager.  I watched as the barmen pulled the pint; on the back of his neck were the words “FUCK OFF AND DIE”.  I wondered if he ever regretted his decision, though thought it prudent not to ask.  I was in the mood for self-destruction – maybe I should get a similar inscription.
 
    
 
   I was beginning to relax into my surroundings as most of the other drinkers lost interest in me.  But unnervingly, I kept catching the eye of one particularly character, sitting alone at the far end of the bar.  Probably in his early forties, he had lank and greasy collar-length brown hair that lay plastered against his forehead.  With his pale, gaunt features and several days’ stubble, he had an appearance not unlike a sewer rat, although it was probably doing a disservice to rodent-kind.  To my ongoing discomfort, each time I glanced up from my beer he’d be watching me before quickly turning away.  There was a certain familiarity about his distinctive features, but I couldn’t quite place him – although CrimeWatch on TV was a distinct possibility.  As I pondered his identity there was a vibration followed by the ringing tone of the mobile in my trouser pocket.  The screen indicated “Home” and my first thought was to hit the red button, but I answered anyway.  I subconsciously held my breath as I waited for her to speak, but to my surprise she sounded no different to normal – clearly guilt was not weighing heavy on her shoulders.  “Hi, just checking what time you’re coming home.  Where are you?  What’s that noise in the background?”  
 
    
 
   The alcohol was having an effect and I concentrated hard to avoid slurring my words. “I’m having a drink in The Oxford with a visiting professor, there’s a group of us.  I’ll be late home so don’t bother to wait up.  How are the boys?”  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, they’re fine, both in bed.  I’ll see you later.  Be good.”  
 
    
 
   I switched off my phone without responding and mulled over the irony of her last statement.  I didn’t feel like being good, and returned my attention to the serious business of drinking.  
 
    
 
   Glancing up from my pint, I was relieved to see that rat-features had moved from his lair at the end of the bar.  But as I took another gulp of beer there was a firm tap on my shoulder.  Turning cautiously, half-expecting a kiss with a broken bottle, I found myself face to face with him.  The proximity was uncomfortable, and enough to experience the foul breath emanating from him, a concoction of alcohol, tobacco and rotten teeth.  “You’re Julian Scott, aren’t you?”  
 
    
 
   I was momentarily stunned, and leaned back against the bar, “Yes … yes, that’s me.”  For a second I thought I must have left my university ID badge pinned to my shirt pocket, but then remembered it was on my lab coat at work – how the hell did he know me?  
 
    
 
   The man smiled broadly, bearing his darkly-stained teeth and revealing numerous gaps.  Clearly flossing was not a high priority.  “It’s me, Dave Musgrove, we went to school together.  You must remember me?”  I thought for a few seconds, saying the name over and over in my head before he continued: “We were in the same form class at Gleadless Valley Comprehensive.” 
 
    
 
   Willing myself to remember so as to alleviate the awkwardness, the light finally dawned. “Yes, yes, I remember.  You were friends with James Bosworth, weren’t you?”  
 
    
 
   Musgrove pulled up a stool next to me and sat down.  He put his empty pint glass on the bar and looked sheepishly at me. “I’d buy you a drink, mate, but unfortunately I’m a bit strapped for cash.”  
 
    
 
   “Erm, that’s okay, I’ll get you one. I was about to get myself one anyway,” I responded, beckoning over the barman, who seemed surprised at my choice of drinking partner and gave Musgrove a long, questioning glare as he pulled the pints.  For the next three rounds of drinks, all bought by me, we discussed old school days and the kids and teachers we remembered.  At first I’d only a dim recollection of my new drinking buddy, but as we drank and talked the memories returned.  I’d been to quite a sheltered junior school and I’d found the transition to big school a bit of a challenge, particularly when sharing a class with kids like Musgrove, who, even as an eleven-year-old, had a home-made tattoo on his arm.  As early as the first few weeks of secondary school Musgrove had cultivated a certain infamy and was often either disruptive or absent from class for one reason or another.  In fact Biology was the only class he attended with regularity, and that was mainly because we had an attractive young teacher, Miss Jones, who didn’t believe in the bra concept.
 
    
 
   The time passed quickly as the drinks continued to flow, and I was feeling the effects profoundly, my cheeks burning and my words starting to slur.  Musgrove, always drinking slightly the quicker, would finish his pint and then immediately apologise for not being able to get the next round.  I soon realised that this was his cue for me to drink up and summon the barman.  I was unconcerned.  I had plenty of cash with me, and was grateful for a drinking partner; and, more importantly, I didn’t have anywhere else I wanted to be.  
 
    
 
   The conversation turned to what we’d done since we’d left school.  Musgrove looked uncomfortable. “Well, I suppose I got involved with a bad crowd and started doing bad things.”  
 
    
 
   I was unclear on this rather vague description, but he subsequently clarified matters. “I’m trying to get things together and, erm, I’m on a methadone programme.  I’ve been clean for a couple of months.”  Musgrove lit up a cigarette and laughed. “Can’t give up the cancer sticks though.”  
 
    
 
   Simultaneously we took long slugs of beer, unsure what to say, before Musgrove continued. “I’ve even got a job, first job in ten years – working across the road at the builders’ merchants, labouring, that sort of stuff.”  I nodded in encouragement. “I normally come here for a quick one after work, then head back to my flat.”  I was genuinely impressed by his attempts to get his life back on track.  “So what about you, Julian, what have you been up to?”  
 
    
 
   “Well, I stayed on at school, did A-levels, a degree and then a Ph.D, and now I’m a biochemist at the university.” I responded sheepishly, not wanting to belittle his achievements.
 
    
 
   Musgrove looked impressed. “I’m a real fuck-wit compared to you, then, aren’t I.”  
 
    
 
   I smiled. “It sounds like you’re making a real go of it too though.”  
 
    
 
   We finished our drinks and I summoned the barman for refills.  Musgrove pointed to my wedding ring. “You’re married, then, got kids?”  I took a couple of photos of Helen and the boys from my wallet, one of a family holiday in Cornwall and a small passport photo of Helen.  Musgrove nodded. “I can’t believe our lives have gone in such different directions since school, I can’t believe you’ve got a Ph.D, you’ve done so much more than me.”  
 
    
 
   I didn’t respond.  At that moment my life didn’t feel like any great success – far from it.  
 
    
 
   There was a lull in the conversation for several minutes, as if we’d exhausted all common links for discussion.  Musgrove finally broke the silence. “If you don’t mind me asking, if your life is going so well what are you doing drinking alone in a place like this? A bit off the beaten track for you, isn’t it?”  
 
    
 
   Unsure what to say, I took a long swig of beer and used it for thinking time before responding. “I suppose I’ve been having a rough time of it, you might say.”  I paused for a sip of whiskey. “Do you want to hear something funny?” I was beginning to struggle to form coherent sentences, and increasingly had to concentrate on my pronunciation. “Do you want to hear something funny?” I repeated.  Musgrove nodded.  “Things are going so well for me that …” I paused to study the clock behind the bar before continuing: “… four hours ago I tried to kill myself by jumping in front of a cement lorry … but as you can see I made a bit of a balls-up of it.”  I started laughing uncontrollably in a huge release of emotion facilitated by the quantity of alcohol.  
 
    
 
   Musgrove stared back blankly, presumably unsure what to say, or perhaps he thought it was some joke that had gone way over his head.  He got off the high bar stool, almost tripping as he did. “I need a piss,” and headed for the gents.  
 
    
 
   With the sound of the bell for last orders, I ordered another round with a whiskey chaser.  It was my seventh pint and third whiskey in the last three hours, and as much as I’d drunk in a single session since my days as a student.  On an empty stomach I was amazed that I was still upright.
 
    
 
   When Musgrove returned from the gents his mood seemed more serious. “Were you taking the piss when you said that thing about the cement truck?”  
 
    
 
   Before I had chance to answer, the gruff words of the barmen interrupted.  “Drink up now, and fuck off home.”  I looked around and was surprised to find that we were the last two drinkers in the pub.  We quickly finished up and stumbled out into the empty street.  The rain from earlier had stopped but the cold wind whipped down the narrow street as I rubbed my arms and stamped my feet to generate some heat.  Despite the cold, I was in no mood to go home. “Are there any late opening bars around here?”  
 
    
 
   Musgrove thought for a few seconds, “I don’t think there is ... If you want we can get the bus back to my flat, there’s a twenty-four hour garage round the corner, we can pick up some booze from there.”  
 
    
 
   Judging by Musgrove’s personal appearance I dreaded to think of the state of his flat, but in my self-destructive mood, continuing the drinking seemed an excellent idea. “Sounds good, but I can’t be doing with the bus, let’s get a taxi.”  
 
    
 
   At first we talked as we walked the half mile or so to the main road to pick up a taxi. But Musgrove was soon out of breath and increasingly struggled to hold a conversation.  He had an obvious limp, and with his scrawny body and gaunt face he could pass for someone a good twenty years older.  
 
    
 
   We arrived at the main road and quickly flagged down a passing taxi.  Within ten minutes we were outside the petrol station.  I headed to the cash point while Musgrove uncomfortably loitered over my shoulder as I entered my PIN and withdrew the money.  The main door of the petrol station was locked, and we performed our transaction, eight cans of bargain-basement lager and a cheap bottle of whiskey, through the small security window before heading to Musgrove’s flat.  On the way a group of youths leaning against the wall of the forecourt, clearly familiar with Musgrove, hurled abuse. “Junkie, junkie, who’s your boyfriend?”  We walked more quickly, Musgrove’s limp permitting, as they started to follow us down the road.  To my relief his flat was just fifty yards away and the group had already lost interest by the time we reached our destination.  
 
    
 
   As I’d suspected, the ground floor flat was certainly nothing special.  The front garden was wildly overgrown, contained a rusty tumble dryer, and generally set the tone for the rest of his abode.  In front of the main door was a full-length metal security gate with a substantial padlock before Yale and Chubb locks on the door itself.  Stepping inside, there was the immediate overpowering smell of stale cigarette smoke and damp carpet.  In the poorly lit entranceway I negotiated the piles of junk mail and free newspapers accumulating on the floor, and Musgrove led me through to the combined living room and kitchenette. The carpet had originally been some kind of red and black patterned affair but now, decades old, it was worn and heavily stained and covered in empty pizza boxes and miscellaneous other rubbish.  I took a seat on a decrepit low-backed armchair.  It was probably the cleanest of his soft furnishings, but even so the stuffing was leaking out of the numerous cigarette burn holes and the springs dug uncomfortably into my back.  He caught me looking round with presumably a look of something close to disgust, and he appeared embarrassed. “Sorry about the mess.  I wasn’t expecting company.”  No kidding, I thought.
 
    
 
   After just a minute or so in his flat I felt myself sobering up and didn’t like the sensation.  I opened a can of lager and took a large gulp, knowing that anaesthesia was probably the best way to survive Musgrove’s company and residence.  He sat opposite me on a similarly decrepit settee, and lit a cigarette before taking a long, thoughtful drag.  He looked at me inquisitively and, with his nose wrinkled, he looked more like a sewer-rat than ever. “What was that about the cement lorry again?”  
 
    
 
   I took a large swig of the harsh whiskey and immediately regretted it.  For a second I thought it wasn’t going to stay down, but with a few deep breaths the gag reflex abated.  After composing myself and then rinsing my mouth with lager, I responded. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”  
 
    
 
   Musgrove gestured for the whiskey bottle. “Try me.”  
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure where to begin.  I suspected that to an outsider many of my woes would appear trivial, but to my surprise, talking to a stranger and someone I probably – hopefully – wouldn’t see again, was easier than I would have imagined.  “I suppose I’d just had enough of everything, a mid-life crisis you might call it, given that I’m still only thirty-seven.  I’ve been having a few setbacks at work and things haven’t been going well with Helen, my wife.” I looked at Musgrove, half expecting him to have fallen asleep, but he was sitting forward in his chair appearing genuinely interested.  I continued to struggle to find words as the whiskey took effect. “Well, things came to a head today.  This afternoon I had a meeting with my boss.  He told me I that could have a shit technician’s job but they wouldn’t renew my contract as a laboratory head unless I got some research grants … After all I’ve done for them – those bastards, they treat me like this.”  I pictured myself in Bob’s office earlier in the day, and with the wound still red raw I took several gulps of whiskey before continuing: “But do you know what … do you know what … my day got that little bit fucking worse.  I made an idiot of myself in front of him, pretty much had a mental breakdown, and then I went for a walk to clear my head and who should I bump into but my dear little wife going into some sleazy bed and breakfast with a bloke she used to work with.”  
 
    
 
   Musgrove sat upright in his chair, clearly surprised by the development.  “So you reckon there’s something going on between them?”  
 
    
 
   I laughed ironically. “He was virtually ripping her clothes off in the street, and she wasn’t exactly complaining.”  
 
    
 
   There was silence for a few seconds. “The funny thing is ... I thought something had been going on for a while.  I’d phone her when she said she’d be at home or at a friend’s, and she’d not be there and then she’d give some stupid excuse, and then she’d get text messages at all times of the day and night.  Sometimes, you know … no, pretty much all the time, I wish I’d never met her.  You know, sometimes I wish that bitch was dead.  I’d get the house, a nice inheritance and have the kids to myself.”  I was shocked by the ferocity of my outburst and the sudden release of pent-up frustration and anger.  But Musgrove appeared unfazed and just nodded in agreement.  
 
    
 
   For several minutes we sat in silence passing the whiskey back and forth.  The room was beginning to spin, perhaps only the intensity of my anger providing a focus to my thinking and keeping me awake.  Musgrove eventually broke the silence. “I could help you out if you like … I’ll take care of it … if you like.”  He said it cautiously and quietly, as if testing the water.  
 
    
 
   I was confused. “What do you mean take care of it?” I mumbled.  He took a long drag on his cigarette, his scrawny fingers and long nails stained with nicotine.  “I’ll take care of your wife … I’ll kill her for you … You said you wished she was dead ... I could even make it look like an accident, it’ll solve all your problems.”  
 
    
 
   I took another gulp of whiskey.  My thoughts were running on slow time as my consciousness began to ebb.  “What do you mean?” I said, slurring noticeably as I struggled to get the words out.  
 
    
 
   Musgrove responded matter-of-factly and seemingly growing in confidence. “I mean for a small fee, let’s say £5,000, I’ll kill your wife and you get rid of her, you get to keep the money and your kids – the perfect solution.”  
 
    
 
   I stared blankly back at him, still unsure whether he was being serious.  I drained the last half inch of whiskey in a single gulp and the bottle slipped through my fingers and hit the floor.  I was past caring.  After everything I’d been through in the last few months as well as that afternoon, I just didn’t give a shit anymore.  I looked into his cold empty eyes and I said the words – the last thing that I remembered from the evening: “Go for it,” as my consciousness finally deserted me.
 
    
 
   At the time, of course, little did I realise that in those three words I’d set in place an uncontrollable chain of events that I would bitterly regret for the remainder of what would ultimately prove to be the final year of my life. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   I woke a few hours later slumped in the armchair as brilliant shafts of sunlight streamed through the rips in the curtains and illuminated the dust-filled air.  As I lifted my chin off my chest, there was a burning ache in my neck from the unnatural sleeping position, but this discomfort was immediately surpassed by the intense waves of nausea that followed.  I rested my forehead on the arm of the chair and closed my eyes, but the nausea persisted.  Then the smell hit me, and looking down at my crotch and the large damp patch, I realised I’d pissed myself.  
 
    
 
   I lifted my head again and scanned the room, but didn’t immediately recognise my surroundings.  It took several seconds before fragments of memory fell into place and my thoughts turned to Musgrove, but he was gone and I was alone in the small flat.  I felt in my pockets for my house keys, mobile and wallet, but they were all missing.  I quickly scanned around the floor and found my wallet, partially obscured by an old pizza box.  My university ID and organ donor card were next to it, but the debit card I’d used at the petrol station cash point, along with the £300 withdrawal, were missing.  
 
    
 
   You bastard, Musgrove, I hissed, but I suppose I was more angry with myself for being so stupid and going back to his flat in the first place.  I checked for my watch, a present from my parents, thankfully still on my wrist and indicating 8:30 a.m.  I slowly got to my feet with the room spinning and a cold sweat forming on my brow.  As soon as I was fully upright the retching started, producing yellow frothy vomit that left a sour taste in my mouth and only added to my nausea.  
 
    
 
   The air in the dingy cramped flat was oppressive and I desperately needed to get out.  I wiped the vomit from my chin using the tatty curtains, and then made my way to the front door.  After a few seconds of concentration I managed to open the Yale lock and step out into the street.  At first the crisp cold air had a sobering and refreshing effect, but as I walked down the driveway the spinning and nausea quickly returned.  Turning into the road, I tucked in my beer- and vomit-stained shirt, a half-hearted attempt to look vaguely presentable, and then fumbled through my pockets, emptying the contents into my cupped hand.  £2.23, not enough for a taxi but just enough for the bus fare home – that’s if I could first make it to the city centre bus terminus.  I certainly didn’t relish the prospect of walking the four miles, but what choice did I have; given the state I was in I couldn’t exactly ask Helen to come and get me.
 
    
 
   As I walked, my unsteadiness and dishevelled appearance attracted the attention of some of the early-morning shoppers.  Many moved to the opposite side of the pavement to avoid me, but one sweet old lady, shuffling along in carpet slippers and two walking sticks, appeared concerned, and to my surprise asked me if I needed any help.  I would have laughed at the irony if I hadn’t felt so god-awful.  
 
    
 
   After ninety minutes of walking, and still feeling like death warmed up, I finally reached the bus station.  The bus was waiting and I climbed aboard hoping that I wouldn’t recognise anybody.  But it wasn’t to be, as I immediately spotted the teaching assistant from William’s reception class sitting in the front seat.  It was obvious that she recognised me, her face bearing shock and then something close to disgust as she quickly looked away.  I could almost read her thoughts: “Those poor boys with a drunk for a father.”  
 
    
 
   I reached home at 10:30 a.m., and without my house keys I was relieved to see the reflection of the TV through the living room window: Helen was at home to let me in.  She opened the door with Oliver asleep in her arms, and although initially stunned by my dishevelled appearance, her disposition soon turned to anger. “Julian, where the hell have you been?  I’ve been worried sick.  Why didn’t you answer your mobile? ... I was about to phone the police.”  
 
    
 
   The last thing I needed was a lecture, and I brushed past her. “Sorry.  Sorry.  I just need to lie down.”  I headed upstairs to the spare bedroom, removed my shoes and filthy clothes and crawled into bed, pulling the sweet-smelling, freshly laundered sheets over my head.  As I offered a silent prayer of thanks that I’d made it home, I was totally oblivious of the horrific series of events I’d set in motion. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   As the weeks slowly pass in the Kinder Scout bolt-hole, I begin to find a certain peace with myself.  I’m sure there are numerous research articles in which academics have studied the effects of solitary confinement on an individual’s mental state.  I can imagine that some would struggle, but for me the experience, while not exactly pleasurable, is acceptable and provides largely uninterrupted time to order my thoughts.  
 
    
 
   My experience is a dichotomy: I have the confinement and darkness of my tiny bolt-hole, which contrasts sharply with the beautiful expanse of the vast Kinder Scout plateau, where the horizons feel limitless.  Over the months I’ve begun to feel more than a little protective of my slice of the Peak District, and I get irrationally incensed when I find the occasional discarded Coke can or crisp packet left by a careless walker.  
 
    
 
   Despite my increasingly positive attitude I often wake in the darkness of the bolt-hole and, in my semi-consciousness state, imagine that the events of the last few months have all been a horrific nightmare.  I picture myself at home, lying in bed with Helen by my side and hearing the excited chatter of William and Oliver.  Subconsciously I tense my stomach muscles as I wait for them to jump on me as they did most mornings.  But all too quickly the illusion is shattered and the starkness of my bolt-hole surroundings becomes apparent.  But even with reality re-established, I find it difficult to believe, almost incomprehensible, that me, Dr Julian Scott, B.Sc, Ph.D, a university academic, is on the run from the police having committed murder.  I’d always thought that the well-educated were, at least partially, insulated from the unpredictable aspects of life, but in the last year everything has changed.  Most of my thoughts centre on the past but occasionally I think to the future and the time after I leave the bolt-hole.  But invariably I struggle to imagine any sort of normality, and if anything, the last year has taught me that life is unpredictable; who knows what’s going to happen. 
 
    
 
   When I think back to the drinking session at the Earl of Arundel and then Musgrove’s filthy flat, I know I could never have imagined how the path of my life and those around me would be changed.  After leaving his flat and finally making it home I headed straight for bed, the prospect of going to work unthinkable.  My only hope was that the day would pass quickly and that the next day, a Saturday, I’d begin to feel better.  Around noon Helen brought me tea but offered little else in the way of sympathy. “You’ve brought it on yourself, you’re not a kid anymore you know,” her only comment before reminding me that she was taking the boys away for the weekend on a long-arranged visit to an old school friend.  It crossed my mind that the “school friend” might be Kentish, but I quickly dismissed the idea, confident that she would never use the boys in such a subterfuge.  In any case, it was a relief to know that they wouldn’t be returning until late Sunday, giving me the chance to recuperate in peace. 
 
    
 
   I went back to sleep, only to be disturbed in the middle of the afternoon by the front door slamming shut and the key turning in the lock.  I sat upright in bed and peeked through the partially drawn curtains to see Helen and Oliver leaving with their weekend bag to collect William from school before heading off.  I still felt like hell; my brain was relentlessly pounding in my skull and my tongue was thick and furred, and I had the lingering taste of vomit.  I took a sip of the now cold tea that Helen had brought me earlier, but it did little to alleviate my dehydration, and if anything only added to the nausea.  I turned the pillow over and laid my head on the cool cotton fabric, providing temporary relief while quietly willing the hours to pass by, knowing that time was the only remedy for my particular illness.
 
    
 
   I stayed in bed for the rest of the afternoon and it was only when the streetlamps outside the bedroom window had come on that I finally made it downstairs.  With my head spinning, I headed to the kitchen for a glass of water and then rummaged in the cupboard to find a flyer for a local pizza takeaway.  Although not particularly hungry, I ordered a large pepperoni pizza and bottle of Coke, a hangover antidote I’d discovered during my student days, and very much a kill-or-cure approach.  
 
    
 
   As I waited for the food to be delivered, I phoned the bank theft hotline and cancelled my debit card.  After negotiating the irritating computerised answering system, I learned that a cash withdrawal totalling £300, the daily-limit, had been taken from the account, though fortunately the card had not been used for any other purchases.  I suspected that the money was long since spent and the product of the purchase already injected into Musgrove’s veins or poured down his throat.  I cursed my stupidity for going back to his flat.  What in God’s name was I thinking!  I fleetingly considered reporting the theft to the police, but although I was furious with Musgrove I had no desire to dredge up the events of the previous day.  I took some consolation in the fact that I would never see him again.  Mercifully, we didn’t exactly move in the same social circles.  
 
    
 
   As I chewed the greasy pizza, I mulled over the events of the previous night.  My recollections were at best hazy, particularly after leaving the pub.  Concentrating hard, I gradually pieced together some of the fragments of disjointed memory; I cringed when I remembered telling Musgrove about my problems at work and Helen’s affair with Kentish, and even more embarrassingly my half-arsed suicide attempt.  I shuddered when I thought back to the incident with the cement lorry.  Maybe some time in the future I’d be able to laugh at my stupidity – but certainly not yet.  Amidst all the fogginess of the evening, I also vaguely remembered Musgrove’s bizarre offer to kill Helen; the man was totally deluded.
 
    
 
   Over the next few hours I ate three-quarters of the pizza washed down with a two-litre bottle of Coke.  A couple of times I thought I was going to be sick, but fortunately a couple of good belches did the trick.  I watched an hour or so of TV, sprawling on the settee, but the instant I tried to sit up the room-spinning resumed.  At 9.00 p.m. I headed for bed, slowly making my way upstairs, my head bowed, controlling my breathing to stave off the nausea.  I crawled under the duvet and hoped sleep would come quickly. 
 
    
 
   I woke the next morning to the sound of the letterbox rattling with the early post.  It was no small relief to feel slightly less close to death than the previous day, though I was by no means in rude health.  The headache persisted and I had an edgy, post-alcohol paranoia.  I hated the feeling; it was as if I’d something important to take care of but couldn’t quite remember what. I had tea and toast for breakfast while watching Saturday morning kids TV, but within a few hours the nausea returned and the headache worsened despite a cocktail of painkillers – paracetamol, codeine and ibuprofen.  I’d planned to phone Helen, not necessarily to speak to her but more to check on the boys, and, I suppose, in the back of my mind, to reassure myself that she wasn’t with Kentish.  But as the afternoon went on I was in no mood for chat and instead headed back to bed and slept the rest of the day.  
 
    
 
   It was only when I woke up the following morning that I started to feel anywhere close to human.  It was a cold fresh early spring day and the sky was a perfect blue colour with just the occasional cloud.  I sat in the back garden eating my breakfast wearing a thick jacket, with the reassuring sound of distant church bells hailing the start of Sunday Service.  All alone, I had time to think and take stock of my life.  I realised, of course, that my marriage was not in a healthy state, but I definitely didn’t think it was beyond repair.  I knew that Helen had been frustrated with my preoccupation with work, the long hours at the lab; and then even when I was at home I would often lock myself in the study for hours on end.  I certainly couldn’t forget or forgive Helen’s deceit and her involvement with Kentish, but I had no doubt my obsession with work was a contributing factor.  Kentish was a smarmy fool and I was sure that if I could get my act together I could convince Helen that we had a future and that we could rebuild our marriage.  To this end, my most pressing issue was the job offer from Bob Andrews, and with just a few hours of reflection I knew that accepting it was the right thing to do.  Although by no means the perfect solution, it would provide a regular and decent income that was not dependent on obtaining grant funding and did not bring with it the huge pressures and time commitment that came with that.  Without the stress, I felt sure I’d be able to spend more time with Helen and the boys and build a better relationship with them.  Despite, and probably even because of, the events of the previous few days, I realised how much I still loved her, and I suspected that she felt the same way.  
 
    
 
   With the decision made, I began to feel a little more optimistic, and rather than wait until work the next day I decided to phone Bob Andrews with the news.  Although a Sunday morning, I suspected Bob would almost certainly be in his office at the lab, and sure enough, on the fourth ring he answered with his usual gruff tone. “Bob Andrews.”  
 
    
 
   “Hi, Bob, it’s Julian – I hope I’m not disturbing you?”  
 
    
 
   He was clearly surprised to hear from me, and I suspect more than a little uncomfortable, bearing in mind my near breakdown in his office just a few days earlier.  “Erm, no problem Julian … Erm … I was going to call you actually, just to check you were okay.  You were obviously pretty upset with …”  
 
    
 
   I had no desire to go over the events, and with acute embarrassment setting in I forcefully interrupted, “YES, YES, sorry about that, Bob, I was having a bad day.  Anyway, I just wanted to let you know I’ve thought about what you said and I will be accepting the job offer.”  
 
    
 
   There was a momentary silence at the other end as he took in the unexpected news. “Erm … that’s great, Julian, erm … why don’t we get together tomorrow and discuss it some more.  As you know, I can’t say for definite that you’ll get it.  We’ve got to go through the usual university bollocks and advertise the post externally, but I honestly can’t imagine there’ll be a problem.”  I could hear him rummaging on his desk. “I’ll just check my diary … how about 9:30?”  
 
    
 
   “Fine, no problem, see you then.”  I had a palpable sense of relief as I put the phone down. I know it’s a cliché, but it was as if a large weight had been lifted from my shoulders.  I desperately hoped that my new job would be the start of a happier chapter in my life and would play some part in salvaging my marriage.  
 
    
 
   With several hours before Helen and the boys were due to return, I spent the afternoon tidying the house, vacuuming, putting a load of washing in, even ironing, a job I despised at the best of times and invariably left to Helen.  With the housework finished I hung a print on the wall that we’d been given as a wedding anniversary present a few months earlier.  Helen had been asking me to put it up for weeks but I’d never quite had the time and it felt good to finally get it done.  This was the new me for whom family and home life came first.
 
    
 
   I’d just sat down with a coffee when I heard the sound of Helen’s car pulling onto the drive.  I went to the front door and opened it, surprised at the intensity of my pleasure at seeing the three of them again.  I immediately kissed her on the forehead and held her close before she pulled away; clearly I’d not been forgiven for my drinking escapade.  “What’s got into you?”, she said frostily. “I must have come to the wrong house.”  I hugged the boys and carried their bags in from the car.  
 
    
 
   While Helen unpacked the suitcase and sorted out William’s uniform and bag ready for school, I spent the next hour or so listening to the excited chatter of the boys as they told me what they’d been up to over the weekend.  After hearing about the fairground, the dodgem cars and various other rides, it was soon time for their bed and they reluctantly headed upstairs for pyjamas and a story.  I offered to read to them and was slightly taken aback when William informed me that I didn’t read to them, “It’s Mummy’s job.”  I made a mental note that in future, now that I’d be home from work at a reasonable time, it would be my job as well.  
 
    
 
   Helen came downstairs half an hour later and for the first time we were on our own.  I switched off the TV, desperately wanting to talk and clear the air, but she picked up a magazine from the coffee table and immediately appeared engrossed.  Clearly she wasn’t going to make this easy for me, and I attempted to break the ice with an apology. “Sorry about last Thursday – I mean, not telling you I’d be out all night.  I just had too much to drink and ended up sleeping on the floor of one the technicians’ flats, but don’t ask me how I got there.”  
 
    
 
   She didn’t seem particularly impressed by my act of contrition, and responded frostily with her eyes fixed on her reading matter. “I’ve got no problem with you staying out all night if that’s what you want, just have the courtesy to tell me, that’s all I ask.”  
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I doubt very much it’ll happen again.”
 
    
 
   I went into the kitchen and put the kettle on.  While the tea was mashing, I returned to the living room and again tried to reopen communication channels. “Actually there was something else I wanted to talk to you about. I had a chat with Bob Andrews last week and he’s offered me Gill Taggart’s old job – you know she’s retiring.”  
 
    
 
   Helen fleetingly glanced at me, her face bearing a look of surprise. “You’re considering it then? I thought she was just an admin person.”  
 
    
 
   “Well, she is, but Bob’s expanding the job; I’ll do her job and continue teaching the undergraduates, but also with the big assessment this year I’ll coordinate all the preparation.”  
 
    
 
   She still appeared less than convinced. “But what about your research, all you’ve worked for?”  
 
    
 
   “I know, I know, it’s a big decision.  I’m just sick of the grant-writing, and in any case I could be out of a job in a few months if I don’t get a successful application.  It’s just not worth the stress anymore.”  I felt I was trying to sell the job to her and it certainly wasn’t prudent to mention that I’d already accepted it.  “It’ll be a decent salary, as much as I get now but with regular hours, home at 5:30, longer holidays.  I just can’t imagine it.”  
 
    
 
   For the first time Helen looked up from the magazine and I suspected that already she’d started to see the potential benefits.
 
    
 
   I went into the kitchen and poured the tea.  When I returned Helen was still reading her magazine.  I desperately wanted to bring up Kentish and the fact that I’d seen them together at the B&B.  I was still angry and hurt, of course, but it wasn’t because I wanted her to be uncomfortable or feel guilty: more a need to have everything out in the open.  I sat down opposite her and took a sip of the hot tea, not quite knowing where to begin.  “There’s, erm ... something important I wanted to talk to you about actually.”  
 
    
 
   She looked up from her magazine with a flicker of anxiety in her face.  Maybe I was imagining it, but it was almost as if she suspected what I was about to say.  It was quiet for a second while I tried to find the right words, but they wouldn’t come.  Suddenly I had cold feet; perhaps I should wait … yes, wait until I’d formally been offered the job and things had started to settle down “… erm, it’s … it’s about my Dad’s sixty-fifth. We need to decide what to do about a party and what present to get.”  
 
    
 
   She appeared relieved. “Yes, I’ve been thinking about that as well, your mum said he’s broken his watch doing the gardening.  What about getting a nice one and have it engraved on the back.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, that sounds good, I’ll go and have a look during my lunch break tomorrow.  I was thinking that we could just go out for a meal on his birthday, just the six of us; we’ve left it a bit late to organise anything else and I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t want a surprise party or anything like that.”  
 
    
 
   Helen nodded. “Yeah, I think that’ll be fine. I’ll speak to your mum tomorrow and see if she’s happy with it.”
 
    
 
   The following morning I arrived in the department early. Not because of my normal obsession with work, but to prepare my CV and application for the new job.  For the first time in months it actually felt good to be in the building where I’d spent so much of my adult life.  Bob arrived shortly after nine and we spent close to an hour discussing the remit of the new post.  The more I heard, the more I liked the sound of it; yes, there would be a lot more paperwork and basic administrative-type duties, but there would still be time to write grants and attend conferences if that was the direction I wanted to go.  He went on to explain that they were short-listing by the end of the week and interviewing early the following week.  I left the meeting feeling upbeat and confident that I’d made the right decision, and pleased that I wouldn’t have to wait long to hear whether I’d got the job.
 
    
 
    
 
   ----
 
                 
 
    
 
   Later that week, the Friday afternoon, I was packing my bag about to leave for home when Bob Andrews stuck his head round the door off my office. “Good news, Julian, we’ve had no more applicants, I’ve already spoken to personnel, you’ve got the job ... if you still want it.”  
 
    
 
   I was stunned.  Not wanting to leave anything to chance, I’d spent much of the week preparing for an interview.  Clearly that wouldn’t be necessary. “That’s great, Bob, I’m really pleased, I’ll take it,” I said beaming.  
 
    
 
   He leaned over the desk and we shook hands. “Why don’t you take next week off then you can start afresh a week on Monday, how’s that?”  “Cheers, Bob, I appreciate it.”
 
    
 
   On the way home I called in at the shops and bought champagne, not the supermarket kind but the expensive stuff Helen liked.  I sensed that things were very definitely starting to look up.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Christmas Day morning in the Kinder Scout bolt-hole and with another twenty minutes to go before my 6:00 a.m. alarm I’ve already been awake for several hours.  My thoughts are concentrated on a year ago, trying to remember the Christmas when I still had my beautiful boys and Helen.  Perhaps for the first time I can now think of them without spiralling into a deep melancholy and can focus on the many good times we had.  I’m sure a psychologist would describe it as an essential step in the recovery process, but to me it’s just a relief to feel better.  Over the previous few weeks my mood has gradually improved and my depression of the early days of incarceration has slowly lifted.  Although it is still another four months until I leave the bolt-hole and my flight to Brazil, I begin to get the sense that long-term freedom beckons and I’ll reach my ultimate goal.                
 
    
 
   There’s no particular logic to it.  I could go five minutes earlier, I could go five minutes later, but I like routine, and as always I leave the bolt-hole at 6:00 a.m. precisely.  As I crawl out of the entranceway, the sun is just beginning to rise into a grey, cloud-filled sky.  Despite the gloom and the rain that begins to fall, nothing can dissuade me from leaving the dark and dreary bolt-hole.  After a minute of stretching out my stiff limbs, I follow my usual jogging route as my running shoes squelch in the increasingly sodden and muddy path.  For the next half an hour I run hard and complete a couple of loops of my circuit before taking a seat on my favoured rock overlooking Ashop Moor.  Out of breath, and with sweat and rain water dripping off me, I marvel at the views, which are undiminished by the driving rain. 
 
    
 
   The time passes all too quickly and it is already 8:02 a.m. I know I need to return to the bolt-hole before the first ramblers arrive to enjoy a Christmas Day walk, but I struggle to drag myself away and, like hitting the snooze button after a dreaded early morning alarm, I repeatedly promise myself another five minutes.  I watch as a low-flying plane appears momentarily through a gap in the clouds, heading away from Manchester airport forty or so miles to the west.  As I try and imagine the plans and destinations of the passengers on board, a voice from behind me shockingly interrupts the silence. “Good morning … oh, and Merry Christmas to you, young man.”  
 
    
 
   I spin around instantly, almost falling off the rock, praying that I’d imagined the voice.  But no such luck: I’m facing an elderly man, probably mid seventies, just ten metres or so away as he walks on the path towards me.  Wearing the latest waterproof all-weather gear, expensive rucksack and walking pole, he looks like he’s stepped out of an Outward Bound catalogue.  “Good morning,” he repeats.  
 
    
 
   I struggle to respond, shocked that my solitude has been shattered.  Eventually, after a few seconds, I manage to mutter, “Morning.”  
 
    
 
   Catalogue man slows his pace, and then stops, now less than a metre away.  Staring at me inquisitively, he bends at the waist, looking at me through the thick lenses of glasses.  With an arrogant and slightly condescending manner, as if I’m being reprimanded by an old-fashioned schoolmaster, he addresses me. “Do I know you? … You look very, very familiar, young man.”  You moron, Julian, you moron, flashes through my thoughts, furious as I am at my stupidity for breaking my routine and not returning to the bolt-hole sooner.  
 
    
 
   Desperately trying to compose myself and not appear suspicious, I answer casually, “I don’t think so … erm, at least not that I remember anyway.”  
 
    
 
   The man isn’t convinced and continues to stare intently while waiting for a flash of inspiration.  Finally he turns to face Ashop Moor. “I think I’ll join you.  The walk up Crookstone Hill almost killed me.  It is a bit grim this morning, but I come here every Christmas Day, rain or shine.  I used to come with my good lady wife, but she’s passed on now.”  
 
    
 
   Before I have chance to respond, he sits next to me on the boulder and turns again to face me.  “You’re an early riser, young man, where’ve you come from.”  
 
    
 
   Trying to gain some composure and think on my feet, I answer immediately, “Hagg Side,” but instantly regret it as I feel his stare burning into the side of my face.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’ve just come from there.  I didn’t see your car.”  I don’t respond but attempt to feign distraction at something in the distance.  After a few seconds he continues, “Are you sure we’ve not met before?”  
 
    
 
   “No, I’m sorry but I think you’ve made a mistake,” I respond, this time more forcefully. 
 
    
 
   But he wasn’t about to let it drop so easily. “No, I never forget a face.  The names Stead, David Stead, Chief Inspector Stead.  S-T-E-A-D,” he helpfully spells out in case I should want to take notes. “A memory like an elephant – that’s what my missus used to say.  Twenty-five years as a bobby in the Met, moved up here fifteen years ago after I retired.  No, never one to forget a face.  Trust me, son, I’ll remember,” he says belligerently.  
 
    
 
   I begin to feel my hands shake and my heart-rate increases again after only just beginning to settle after the run, and without thinking I pick up a small rock from the ground next to me.  I grip it tightly and the sharp surfaces dig into my hand, the pain almost therapeutic.
 
    
 
   For the next few minutes Stead proceeds to lecture me on the local fauna and flora.  Unsurprisingly I have no interest in his knowledge of wildlife but I’m grateful that he’s distracted from the issue of my identity.  Passing his binoculars to me, he asks me to name a bird that swoops in front of us, quizzing me on his recent lecture material.  As I lift the binoculars to my eyes he takes a sharp intake of breath, and I immediately turn to face him.  For the first time he appears lost for words, and it’s several seconds before he finally speaks. “I know who you are, I know who you are, you’re Scott … You were in the paper a few months ago.  You’re that Julian Scott.”  
 
    
 
   I stare back at him unsure how to react or what to say.  He gets up to leave, and then almost as an afterthought he grabs the binoculars from my hand and glares intently at me. “You’re a murderer.”  It’s only now that he sees the rock gripped in my hand, and a look of fear crosses his face.  I drop the rock immediately but it’s too late, he’s already turned and is running back in the direction of Crookstone Hill.  
 
    
 
   I follow him a few paces behind. “Wait, please, please, I just want to talk, I’m not going to hurt you.”  
 
    
 
   My pleas clearly fall on deaf ears as he continues on, his rucksack swinging wildly on his back.  After a hundred metres or so, and with no sign of him relenting, I try to slow him down by gently pulling on the strap on his rucksack.  He stops abruptly, and then glares at me before defiantly pushing me back and shouting at me, “I’ll not give up without a fight you know, I’ll not give up without a fight, sonny,” as he raises his walking pole and shakes it at me.  
 
    
 
   I put my hands up. “I don’t want to hurt you.  I’m not going to hurt you. I just want to talk.”  
 
    
 
   “Talk? Talk? Is that what you wanted with the other fella whose head you chopped off?  Don’t get me wrong, it was terrible what happened to your family but you can’t go round killing people … you can’t take the law into your own hands.”  I step towards him, desperately trying to placate him but he’s not having any of it, and he turns and starts running again.  
 
    
 
   His panic is contagious.  It crosses my mind that I should head back to the bolt-hole, collect my stuff and make a run for it.  But it was never part of the plan – where would I go?, what would I do?  Before I’ve a chance to make any sort of decision, just a few metres in front of me his foot catches in a deep rut, he falls heavily to the ground, and his forehead crashes onto a boulder with a sickening thud.  For several seconds he lies motionless, before slowly and awkwardly getting to his feet.  Blood is already beginning to drip down through his hairline and into his eyes.  Again I try to calm him, but, disorientated, he turns to run.  He struggles over the uneven ground and almost immediately falls again.  I kneel on his back, attempting to subdue him while I have the chance to reason, but with a strength that shocks me, he wriggles free, turns over, and swings his elbow, forcefully catching me in the groin.  I’m left winded, and within a split second he’s on his feet and running again.  I’m amazed by his tenacity.  He’s like a terrier after a rabbit and determined not to give up.  I follow as he approaches the edge of the plateau, the steep rocky drop beyond.  His running is increasingly erratic and he’s continually close to falling.  
 
    
 
   After another thirty seconds of running I’ve got him cornered.  In his confusion he’s stepped out onto a rocky ledge, with me blocking the way to the front and at least a twenty-metre drop behind him to the rocks below.  I begin to feel more relaxed, knowing that he’s got nowhere to run and I’ll have a chance to reason with him.  But to my amazement he turns to face me, then gets on his hands and knees, then onto his belly, and begins to shuffle backwards. “What are you doing?” I scream. “You’ll kill yourself.  Look, listen to me, I just want to talk, that’s all, just talk.”  
 
    
 
   Stead mumbles incoherently and shuffles backwards, his legs hanging over the edge as he continues to move away from me, almost as if he’s trying to lower himself down the massive drop.  Fearing the worst, I lunge forward onto my knees and grab both his wrists to pin him to the ground.  But he squirms violently, and with his hands covered in slippery blood I struggle to maintain any sort of grip.  For the next twenty seconds or so I battle with him, desperately trying to hang on and prevent him slipping backwards.  He begins to shout, swearing at me and screaming, “Murderer!”  Then it happens: my grip finally gives way and I make a final desperate attempt to grab him by the collar of his jacket.  Our gazes lock and I don’t know who is the more scared.  
 
    
 
   Should I let him drop?  It could solve all my problems and in all probability the police would treat it as an accident.  I can almost picture the headlines in the local paper, probably tucked away in the middle pages: an elderly hiker, walking alone, falls to his death in a tragic accident.  He screams at me again but this time the realisation of his plight appears to dawn.  "Pull me, please, pull me back up.”  Again it flickers across my consciousness that I should just let him drop.  But what sort of person am I? Am I really capable of killing an innocent man? Thankfully his thick jacket is zipped and buttoned all the way to the neck line, and by gripping onto his collar I’ve just got enough purchase to support his weight – but for how much longer?  With a final massive surge of effort and with my fingers burning, I dig the heels of my boots into a shallow groove in the rock, and with all my strength I drag him back onto the ledge.  
 
    
 
   Stead’s near-death experience has brought a certain clarity to his thinking, and presumably the understanding that I’ve no desire to hurt him.  We sit on the ledge as he stares at me open mouthed, struggling to gain his breath.  Eventually he speaks, his voice cracking. “You saved me, why did you save me?”  
 
    
 
   I don’t answer and just shrug. I soak my handkerchief in a puddle of rainwater and gesture for him to wipe away the streaks of blood from the side of his face.  After a few minutes his breathing starts to settle and the colour returns to his complexion as he turns to face me.  “What happens now? … Are you going to let me go?” 
 
    
 
   I nod back to him. “Of course, I never wanted to hurt you.  It’s not the kind of person I am.”  
 
    
 
   For several seconds all is quiet again before he responds: “What sort of person are you then? ... You saved me but why did you kill that Musgrove fella?”  
 
    
 
   For the next few minutes I tell him about my problems at work, the depression, Helen’s affair and then my inadvertent run-in with Musgrove in the Earl of Arundel pub and the deadly consequences.  I talk freely; presumably my hope is that he’ll see me as a normal person who just got caught up in an extraordinary situation.  He nods periodically but never interrupts, and, perhaps like a good detective, lets me talk.  Eventually I stop, probably after thirty minutes of monologue, and with my throat dry I waited for some kind of response. “But you still haven’t explained why you killed him – was it just revenge?  Why didn’t you just go the police?”
 
    
 
   What's the expression – in for a penny in for a pound. So I press on, starting with the day I first planned to Murder Musgrove.
 
    
 
   It was 7:00 a.m. the morning after I’d met Bosworth and Musgrove in the New Inn.  I’d slept fitfully on the floor of my parents’ house, all the time obsessing over the realisation that Musgrove had been responsible for the hit-and-run and that unwittingly I’d initiated his actions.  A number of times after Helen and the boys’ deaths, I’d thought back to Musgrove’s bizarre drunken offer to kill Helen, but I’d always quickly dismissed the idea, putting it down to the words of a deluded junkie.  Clearly I’d misjudged him though, and now, compounding my grief and guilt, I had the added worry of Musgrove’s blackmail threat.
 
    
 
   With my parents’ house now sold and the last box of their possessions in storage, I’d arranged to hand over the keys to the estate agents later that morning.  In the previous few days, in fact pretty much since I’d accepted the offer on the house, I’d been worried about how I’d react to leaving my childhood home and the many happy memories.  But following the run-in with Musgrove, my sole preoccupation was his blackmail attempt; my previous anxieties appeared trivial.  
 
    
 
   With several hours to wait before the estate agent’s opened for business, I made tea and with mug-in-hand did a final check of the house.  I felt an emotional heaviness as I went to each room in turn, now completely empty of their cluttered contents, a shell that I barely recognised as my childhood home.  I went into the back bedroom, my bedroom from birth to eighteen years, and looked through the window into the garden.  Almost like it was yesterday, I remembered as a child playing football and swinging on the old climbing frame, now dismantled at the back of my own garage, my dad having always planned to paint and reassemble it for my boys.  
 
    
 
   I shook myself out of my melancholic reminiscences and moved through the rest of the house double-checking that the windows were closed and the lights switched off.  After a final check I headed out to the garden.  It was a space my parents had cherished.  They’d spent hours tending the flowerbeds and rockeries, but just a couple of months after their deaths they were already overgrown with weeds.  I began to pull out some of the more offensive culprits but after a few minutes there was little visible sign of any improvement and I knew my limited efforts were futile.  In any case I had more pressing worries to concentrate my attentions.  I went inside, washed my mug and put it in my rucksack, along with sleeping bag and overnight wash-bag.  
 
    
 
   Knowing that I would never return, I took a deep breath and slowly exhaled as I locked the front door for the final time.  After again checking from the outside that the windows were closed, I set off on the five-minute drive to the estate agent’s.  It was still only 8:30 a.m. by the time I arrived, and another thirty minutes before it opened.  Parking directly outside, I phoned my solicitor, and with the phone ringing I said a small prayer that there would be no last-minute hitches with the contracts; I needed to move on with my life and I couldn’t face any delays or complications.  To my irritation, after a few rings I was directed to the answer machine and a voice informing me that office hours were 9:00 a.m. until 5:30 p.m.  I considered leaving a message, then thought better of it and pressed the cancel button.  
 
    
 
   I sat in the car waiting the thirty minutes for the solicitors to open.  The radio was on in the background but I barely paid it any attention. My thoughts were focused solely on Musgrove and the events of the night before, and what, if anything, I should do about it.  I was angry with Musgrove, of course, but I was also angry with myself for being so weak and pathetic.  Why was I so scared of a piece of shit like Musgrove?  I felt disgusted with myself.
 
    
 
   At exactly 9:01 a.m. I phoned the solicitor’s office.  This time a receptionist answered almost immediately and I was transferred to the conveyance department.  To my relief the funds had cleared, the paperwork was all in order and I could hand over the keys.  As I turned towards the estate agent’s, a young woman was just unlocking the front door and I got out of the car and made my way inside.  Within a few minutes I’d signed the final piece of paperwork, handed over the keys, and was back in the car heading for my own home.
 
    
 
   On the way, I stopped briefly at the supermarket to pick up some essentials; my cupboards at home were bare after the weeks of staying at my parents’ house.  Leaving the supermarket and preoccupied with Musgrove, I drove without thinking past the church and the site of the hit-and-run.  Previously I’d always taken a detour to avoid the area, and it was the first time I’d been back to the stretch of road where my world had started to unravel.  I pictured Musgrove from the night before, a smug grin plastered over his face, as anger and frustration raged inside me.  You bastard, Musgrove, you fucking bastard, I hissed as I dug my fingers into the steering wheel, the nail-beds turning white.  Driving well above the speed limit, I continued along the winding road with my anger simmering away.  I imagined Musgrove standing in the middle of the road – how desperately I wanted to plough into him, in the same way he’d done to my boys.  
 
    
 
   Still fuming, within a couple of minutes I turned into our quiet cul-de-sac and was home a little after 10:00 a.m.  I parked on the drive and stared at the house in front of me; my attachment to what had been our family home had long since faded and it didn’t feel like it belonged to me anymore.  I remember how excited we’d been when we’d bought the house and planned to fill it with our children.  Based on our salaries alone there was no way Helen and I could have afforded such a place, but Helen’s parents had died a few years earlier and she’d inherited close to £250,000, which we’d used as a deposit.  Now I just wanted to get rid of it.
 
    
 
   Walking through the front door, the house felt cold and the air damp even though I’d left the central heating on its normal cycle.  I gathered together the post that had accumulated on the doormat and sat at the bottom of the stairs, separating out the fast-food fliers and miscellaneous other junk mail.  I placed the remainder, a couple of bank and credit card statements, an electricity and telephone bill, on the hallway telephone table, and headed through to the kitchen to put the shopping away.  About to throw the junk mail in the bin, I caught sight of a small manila envelope sticking out from the edge of the pile.  The dog-eared envelope had been recycled by the sender and it had a typed address on the front which had been scribbled out.  Above it, and hand-written in black ink (although the writer was clearly having problems with the pen, as the first two letters were almost carved into the paper): “JULIAN”.  I didn’t recognise the writing, and at first suspected that it might be one of the many letters of sympathy I’d received, often from complete strangers having read about the hit-and-run in the paper.  
 
    
 
   I opened the envelope, removed the letter, and with the ink now flowing more reliably, I immediately scanned to the bottom to identify the signature.  After initially struggling to decipher the scrawled lettering, I had the sudden sinking, realisation: “Mousey”, Musgrove’s nickname from school.  I felt a tightening in my chest, and my hands began to tremble as I read the letter.
 
    
 
   Dear my old mate Julian,
 
   It was great for us to have that nice little chat in the boozer last night.  It’s a real shame that you couldn’t stay any longer because there was so much to talk about. Anyway, Bozzy gave me your address and now I know where you live I can pop over all the time.  
 
    
 
   Like I said last night I’m a bit strapped for cash with me being out of work and everything and I know you’ll want to help me out.  I’m sure you remember the original deal was for £5,000 to take care of you pretty wife. I didn’t mean to hurt your kids but you should be grateful, now you’ve got nothing to hold you back and you can do whatever you like with all that inheritance money.  I’m an honest man I’ve already had £300 from your account, if my maths is right that just leaves £4,700.  If that’s a problem I can always have a little chat with our friendly detective DI Patel.  
 
    
 
   Anyway I’ll give you a couple of days to get the money and I’ll come by on Thursday afternoon to pick-up it up.
 
    
 
   Best wishes,
 
    
 
   Your friend, Mousey
 
    
 
   I reread the letter.  I felt sick with fear and rage in equal measure, and ripped it into tiny fragments, as if trying to obtain some therapy by the act.  I struggled to grasp that the creature that had killed my family was now trying to blackmail me; it was the final horrific insult.  I’d hoped, perhaps fancifully, that his words from the previous night were merely the beer talking, but to see his threat in black and white felt far more real and threatening. 
 
    
 
   For the next few hours I sat at the kitchen table contemplating my next move.  Numerous questions occupied my thoughts: Should I ignore him? Would he really go to the police knowing that he’d also face certain jail time? If I gave into his demands would it just be the start of the blackmail?  I wasn’t bothered about the money.  £4,700 – it was nothing to me and if anything it made me angry that he thought they were worth so little, but where would it end?  The more I deliberated, the more confusing the picture seemed.  Musgrove was an unpredictable junkie, how could I possibly anticipate his next move?  Should I pre-empt his actions, go to the police and explain that he’d twisted my words? It would be my word against his.  Would the police, or a judge and jury for that matter, believe a mindless junkie over me?  I doubted they would, but did I really want to put myself through the uncertainties of such an ordeal?  My head began to spin just thinking through the permutations.  
 
    
 
   I got to my feet with my back aching and stiff from sitting on the hard-backed chair for so long.  I filled the kettle to make tea and then finally got round to taking my shoes and jacket off.  As I waited for the water to boil I moved through to the living room, my thoughts still fixed on Musgrove.  Amidst all the uncertainties I knew one thing for sure: although I’d lost my family and much of my life was in disarray, I still had far, far more to lose than him.  There was no way I was going to prison and have my life further torn apart by the actions of a mindless junkie.  The more I pictured Musgrove’s disgusting features, the greater the anger and frustration that built inside me, and I had the sudden realisation that I was no longer simply interested in self-preservation and avoiding a prison sentence.  I wanted more. I wanted revenge. To wipe the smug grin from his face, permanently.  Musgrove had taken everything from me and now I was going to make him pay.  
 
    
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   On the edge of Kinder Scout, the thick, all-encompassing fog has started to lift by the time I’ve finished my story.  Other than the faint sounds of the far-off crying birds, all is quiet as Stead takes everything in.  Eventually, desperate for some sort of response, I break the silence. “What are you going to do now? … Are you going to go to the police?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know ... I don’t know.  I just want to go home,” he responds.  He slowly gets to his feet, turns his back on me, and begins the walk back towards Crookstone Hill.  I shout after him, urging him, almost pleading with him for an answer: “Are you going to go to the police?”  
 
    
 
   He doesn’t respond.
 
    
 
   Within five minutes I’m back in the bolt-hole, and safely ensconced in the thick stone walls I’m hit by the enormity of what’s happened.  My earlier control dissipates and my body begins to shake.  I crawl into the sleeping bag, and for the next few hours I lie curled in a ball trying to work out what to do.  All the time I wait for some sign of imminent discovery: the faint hum of a helicopter, or the sound of a police tracker dog sniffing at the rocks at the entrance of the bolt-hole.  But all remains quiet.  
 
    
 
   Early evening I get out of the sleeping bag and switch on the radio for the first time in several weeks.  I scan through the regional stations until I find a news broadcast and listen intently, but there is no mention of any sighting of the fugitive, and I return to the warm sleeping bag.
 
    
 
   As the minutes pass into the late evening and then through the night, I begin to feel a sense of reassurance.  Of course I can’t be sure what Stead will do, given that he’s an ex-copper and presumably spent his career upholding the law.  But towards the end of our exchange I began to feel that we’d established a glimmer of a connection, an unspoken understanding that, I can only hope, will be enough to save me.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 16
 
    
 
   Early spring on Kinder Scout and now just a month before it is time for me to move on.  After the trauma of the David Stead incident, my life has settled onto more of an even keel.  For days I rarely left the Kinder Scout bolt-hole as I awaited discovery, but slowly my confidence returned and now, six weeks on, I’ve re-established my routine of the two ventures to the outside world, the first at 6:00 a.m. and then late afternoon when the walkers have disappeared and I have the moors to myself again.  Life follows the predictable pattern of sleep, food, and these two, all too brief, escapes to the outside world.  Perhaps some would struggle with the monotony of the regime, but for me, after all the emotional upheaval, it comes as a welcome relief.  
 
    
 
   Even the bolt-hole is becoming a home of sorts.  In the darkness of my hideaway I switch on the torch and view the imposing walls of my home of the last few months.  After spending much of my time counting down the days and willing the time to pass, now for the first time I begin to suspect that I might actually miss the place.  It has provided me with the time and, ironically, the space to rebuild my life.  I can also reflect on the fact that perhaps I’ve redressed some sort of karmic balance.  Yes, I deliberately took a life, Musgrove’s life.  But I’ve also saved a life, David Stead’s life, when in many ways it would have been so much easier to let him fall to his death.  For so long I’ve been plagued with guilt over the deaths of Helen and the boys, and even that of Musgrove, knowing that nobody has the right to take away another’s life.  But now increasingly I know that I’m not a monster, and it’s almost as if, with this realisation, my memories of the plan to kill Musgrove have been unlocked from my deep consciousness and I can assess them in an objective way when my thoughts return to a few months earlier.
 
    
 
   For some long-forgotten reason, I always used green ink when writing drafts of research papers or grant proposals, and it seemed appropriate to do the same as I began to jot down the elements of my plan for Musgrove’s timely demise.  I spent most of the morning working on an outline, and by lunch time much of the first page was covered in green ink, with various key words linked together by arrows.  After only a couple of hours, I could feel the fog that had surrounded my thinking beginning to lift.  After weeks of uncertainty and drifting, I finally had a focus and the extremely satisfying sense that the hunter, Musgrove, was becoming the hunted.  
 
    
 
   To anyone reading my scribbled notes they would doubtless have made little sense, but as I began to review my plan it was perfectly clear.  The first step was to pay Musgrove.  Instinctively the notion of seeming to give way to his sick attempt at blackmail was totally abhorrent.  But I knew, if nothing else, it would provide time to put the other elements of the plan in place.  I phoned the bank, and after spending several minutes negotiating the complex computerised answering system I finally got through to a surly male operator.  My request for a £4,700 cash withdrawal was initially treated with some disinterest, but after he checked the account details, and presumably the balance, now burgeoning following the receipt of my parents’ inheritance and from the sale of their house, his approach changed dramatically.  “Yes, sir, I’ll arrange for your money to be available to you at your local branch by noon tomorrow, and by the way, sir, you seem to have a large sum of money in your current account, can I arrange a financial health check for you?”  I declined the invitation and replaced the phone.
 
    
 
   I returned my attention to the pad in front of me.  To kill Musgrove and more importantly get away with it, I needed to build up a detailed picture of his routine, to determine the optimal timing and the location of the ultimate act.  Of course I knew where his flat was, and I needed to find a suitable vantage point from which to keep track of his movements. Abruptly interrupting my racing thoughts, my mobile began vibrating on the kitchen table.  I glanced at the small screen displaying “unknown” and then answered.  The voice was more slurred and disjointed than usual but I recognised it as Musgrove’s.  My instinct was to hang up, but taking several deep breaths I composed myself and remembered the old expression, keep your friends close and your enemies closer.  After several seconds of silence I answered aggressively, feigning annoyance and not having to try too hard. “What the hell do you want?”  
 
    
 
   “Now, now, Julian, is that anyway to talk to an old friend?”  Musgrove was clearly under the influence of some drug or other, presumably at my financial expense, and I didn’t answer.  After a few seconds he continued: “I’m just checking that you received my little note and that everything will be okay for Thursday.”  
 
    
 
   I responded forcefully, almost spitting into the phone. “Let me make this perfectly clear to you ... this is the one and only time that I’m ever going to give you anything ... you’d better understand that.”  
 
    
 
   Pleased with my theatrical performance, I switched off the phone without giving him a chance to answer.  I sat back in the uncomfortable kitchen chair with the bars sticking into my back and reflected on the phone call.  Perhaps surprisingly, I wasn’t unduly perturbed by the conversation; if anything it had only served to galvanise my commitment. I knew my plan had to work.  
 
    
 
   I refocused on the job at hand, and taking the stairs two at a time I headed up to the study.  I switched on the laptop and while it powered up I found the A-Z map on the shelf above the desk.  I flicked through to the pages covering Rawlton as I struggled to remember the name of Musgrove’s road.  Amidst the drunken haze of a few weeks earlier I could picture a roundabout at one end and an old church at the other, but studying the maze of streets on the map, it could have been anywhere.  As I attempted to recall any other landmarks, I remembered the envelope containing Musgrove’s letter.  I retrieved it from the kitchen table, ran back upstairs, and then held it up to the window.  With the sunlight penetrating the previously scribbled-out address, the first three lines were clearly visible: 
 
    
 
   Mr T. Musgrove
 
   29a Stanley Road
 
   Rawlton
 
    
 
   The remainder of the address was still obscured but it was enough, and returning to my lap top I did a Google search with the keywords “Rawlton”, “rental”, “flat” and “letting agents.”  In total nine hits were retrieved, all corresponding to local letting agents in the Rawlton area.  Each website has a search facility for their listings and I selected “Stanley Road” for the address, “any” for the accommodation type, price range and whether furnished or unfurnished.  I was far from fussy and certainly not looking for five-star accommodation; anything with a view of Musgrove’s flat would suffice.  I spent the next hour or so trawling the listings of each agency, finding a total of eight properties on Stanley Road.  I printed off the list and then grabbed my jacket, keys and the A-Z before heading to the car.  
 
    
 
   Within twenty minutes I arrived at Stanley Road.  A knot immediately formed in the pit of my stomach and my palms became damp with sweat as I drove past Musgrove’s flat, the site where effectively a death sentence for my family had been conceived.  Desperately trying to calm and control my emotions, I drove to the end of the road, turned the car round in a quiet side street and removed the list of flats from my jacket pocket.  Propping the list against the steering wheel, I slowly drove back down the road trying to identify the house numbers.  Many of the properties were too far from 29a to provide a reasonable view and I immediately crossed off 111, 101b, 97a, 68 and 30a, leaving just two candidate flats, 17b and 10a.  I drove on further to reach 10a, which was close to the end of the street.  But again I eliminated it, as it was set too far back from the road and didn’t give an unobstructed view of 29a.  
 
    
 
   This left just 17b, a first-floor flat, according to my list.  Knowing that I must have already driven past it, I turned the car round and slowed to a crawl.  I passed 13, 15 and then a building with a washing machine in the front garden but no obvious number, after which came 19 and 21.  I stopped the car, turned off the engine and peered down the driveway beyond the overgrown hedge.  About to drive on further, at the last second I spotted the number 17 painted on a gatepost that had fallen into the overgrown front yard.  I jumped out of the car as my heart began to thud uncomfortably.  I was now directly opposite Musgrove’s flat, and I headed down the driveway of number 17.  The first door I came to had 17b scrawled in whitewash across the lower pane of glass.  I couldn’t believe my luck, a first floor flat directly opposite 29a: the perfect vantage point.  
 
    
 
   I tried to obscure my face as I went back to the car, praying that Musgrove wouldn’t happen to be looking out of his living room window.  I started the engine and drove for a few minutes with my heart still thumping, before parking up a couple of miles away.  I searched through the paperwork for the number of the letting agent and dialled it on my mobile.  With the phone ringing I suddenly realised that I was using a phone registered in my own name; it could easily be traced back to me. Why hadn’t I used a public phone box?  I cursed my stupidity – I had to start thinking like a criminal.  Too late to hang up, on the fourth ring a male voice answered: “Smith and Dobson letting agents.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’ve seen a property on your website, 17b Stanley Road. I want to check that it’s still available.”  
 
    
 
   I could hear him tapping away at his keyboard. “I’ll just have a look on our system for you … Yes, it’s still available. 17b Stanley Road, a one-bedroom, unfurnished, first-floor flat, available immediately, £200 monthly rent and £200 deposit.”  
 
    
 
   “Great, I’ll take it,” I said. “When can I collect the keys?”  
 
    
 
   The agent appeared surprised: presumably they didn’t get many enthusiastic tenants for a flat in such an undesirable area of town. “Don’t you want to view the property first?” 
 
    
 
   “No, no, I’m sure it will be fine.  I’ve seen it from the outside.”  
 
    
 
   Again the agent tapped on his keyboard. “We have the keys in the office so if you want to call by around 9:00 a.m. tomorrow you can sign the contract and move in … There is one thing … as it is such short notice we can only accept cash payment rather than cheque.”  
 
    
 
   I had no problem with this request, and, learning from my earlier blunder, I had no intention of paying by cheque or credit card and leaving any form of trail that could lead back to me. “Yes, I can give you cash.” 
 
    
 
   “Okay. I just need to take your name for the contract.”  
 
    
 
   Momentarily caught off guard, after a few seconds of frantic thought a single name came to mind. “James Bosworth. My name’s James Bosworth.”  
 
    
 
   I felt some relief as I made my way back home, leaving the dirty streets and derelict buildings behind and driving through the increasingly more affluent areas of the city.  I arrived back home just after 3:00 p.m., and realising I hadn’t eaten since the previous night I made a cheese sandwich and soup before retaking my seat at the kitchen table, keen to get on with the next phase of the planning.  
 
    
 
   Next I turned my attention to the weapon.  I’d seen numerous movies in which a gun had been the instrument of choice.  I was sure there were dodgy pubs in the rough parts of town where I could purchase such an item, but with a career in academia rather than organised crime, I was limited for contacts in the underworld.  In any case I didn’t know how to use a gun; it was all too risky.  A knife on the hand was a different matter.  Any fool could swing a knife – I was quite sure of that.  I reached over for the bread knife that I’d used in making my sandwich.  It had a long blade, maybe twenty-five centimetres in length and three centimetres deep.  I gripped the wooden handle and took a practice swing as I imagined Musgrove standing in front of me.  It didn’t feel right.  The length of the blade was probably sufficient, but the knife wasn’t heavy enough.  I sat back in the chair; I knew that I’d seen something more suitable but couldn’t quite remember where.  After a few seconds it came to me, and I dashed out of the back door and to the garden shed, where I’d stored some of the boxes of my dad’s gardening stuff.  
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long to find the focus of my search: a foot-long, slightly curved metal blade with a wooden handle, pretty much like a machete.  My dad had used it to hack away at the nettles and brambles that encroached on his garden from the woods beyond.  Part of the blade was brown and rusted, but the business end, the cutting edge, had been recently sharpened, and I certainly wouldn’t have dreamed of running a finger along it.  I stepped out of the confines of the shed, glanced around to check that no one was watching from a neighbouring upstairs window, and lifted the machete to shoulder height.  As I took a swing and the blade sliced through the air, it felt comfortable in my hand – not too heavy but, I suspected, of sufficient weight to decapitate my target.  Satisfied, I went back inside the house and wrapped the weapon in an old tea towel before stashing it in my rucksack.  Already I could feel that my plan, only a few hours from its inception, was beginning to generate momentum.  I returned to the kitchen table almost giddy with excitement and surprised at how quickly I’d adjusted to the concept of being a murderer.  
 
    
 
   For the rest of the afternoon and well into the evening I continued the planning, concentrating my attentions on the immediate aftermath of the act.  Of course, I knew that the precise timing and location of the murder would depend on monitoring Musgrove’s movements over the following weeks, but there were other things I could start to put in place.  Whatever happened, I wanted to have a ready supply of cash.  I had a sizeable sum, in excess of £220,000 already in my current account, largely from the sale of my parents’ house and the £75,000 of savings and various small insurance policies that they’d taken out.  I suspected that with the sale of my own house the figure would be close to half a million pounds, probably sufficient for me not to have to work for the rest of my life, albeit living modestly, particularly if I moved abroad.  The latter had particular appeal. I’d always wanted to live overseas, America, possibly Australia, or even South America.  Several years earlier I’d been on a scientific conference to Rio de Janeiro. The conference itself had been completely forgettable, but like many such symposiums, the more dull the research area the more exotic and enjoyable the venue.  Helen and I had often talked about going together for a holiday, but had never quite found the time.  
 
    
 
   The more I thought, the more it appealed.  Commit the act and then head straight to the airport and hop on an open-ended flight to Brazil for an extended holiday.  Once in South America, I could monitor any developments on the internet or satellite TV news, and all being well, if I were not a suspect, I’d be able to return home at my leisure.  The plan was simple and perfectly achievable, and I even doubted that the police would suspect my involvement in Musgrove’s death.  Maybe not even realising that I knew he was responsible for the hit-and-run, they would in all probability attribute his death to some squabble over drugs, and I’d be in the clear.  
 
    
 
   I ate a light supper, more sandwiches and chocolate cake bought from the supermarket.  I felt exhausted – hadn’t realised how tiring planning a murder could be.  Despite the fatigue, though, I felt elated, my mood having changed beyond recognition from the despair of earlier that morning.  I was in bed by 10:00 p.m. but was unable to sleep as I obsessed over my plan, and only finally drifted off well into the early hours of the morning.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I woke early the following morning feeling refreshed despite just a few hours’ sleep.  I’d thought I might wake with a change of heart, but there was none of it.  My conviction was greater than ever, Musgrove was a complete waster.  I was practically doing a public service and I doubted anyone would shed a tear for his demise.
 
    
 
   Full of enthusiasm, at 8:15 a.m. I left home for the letting agent’s to collect the keys for my new abode.  Battling against the commuter traffic, the roads around Rawlton were much busier that the previous day and I didn’t arrive until a little after 9:10 a.m.  I felt disproportionately anxious as I got out of the car, and in my guilt-ridden paranoia I half-feared that passers-by would somehow suspect that I was planning a murder.  Conscious that the fewer potential witnesses to my movements the better, it was a relief to find the premises empty of customers. There was just one young woman sat behind a desk.  She barely glanced up as I entered, and appeared completely disinterested in my presence, her attention solely on the computer screen and the e-mail she was writing.  After a few moments of standing an arm’s length from her desk, I gave up on her spontaneously acknowledging me. “I’ve come to pick up the keys for 17b Stanley Road, my name’s Bosworth, James Bosworth.”  
 
    
 
   She exhaled loudly, and grudgingly responded without looking up. “Have you got the deposit and first month’s rent?”  I handed over an envelope containing the £400.  She opened it and slowly counted the twenty £20 notes onto the desk, and then, to my frustration, recounted, clearly not trusting me – or possibly herself.  After the second count she spun round on her chair and opened a filing cabinet behind her. “What address was it again?”  
 
    
 
   “Stanley Road. 17b Stanley Road.” After a minute of rummaging, she found the file, opened it and handed over a set of keys and a contract for me to sign.  I hurriedly scribbled a near illegible J. Bosworth; then I picked up the keys and headed for the door.  
 
    
 
   “Rents due first of each month, you need to drop it off here.”  
 
    
 
   “No problem,” I said without turning as I opened the door and was gone.
 
    
 
   I drove back home with my thoughts dominated by the plan, probably to the compromise of my driving, as I received the blast of car horns from a couple of disgruntled drivers after I’d cut them up.  Creeping doubts were beginning to set in: was I really capable of murder? I felt almost embarrassed by myself; had I simply instigated an elaborate mind game to distract me from my other concerns?  For crying out loud, I’m an academic.  As a general rule assassins aren’t recruited from the ranks of the biochemists.  But almost as though it were a sign from some divine power to instil fortitude, my phone beeped loudly and, stationary at the traffic lights, I opened the text message: “Can’t wait to see you tomorrow – ££££, Mousey.”  In an instant my doubts were expunged. Musgrove had to die.  
 
    
 
   Reaching home, I quickly packed a rucksack with a sleeping bag, toothbrush, torch, binoculars, and food items: sandwiches, crisps, scotch eggs and fruit juice; not exactly a balanced diet but enough to keep me going for a few days.  I then headed for the bus stop.  By 10:40 a.m. I was at Stanley Road, and with the road quiet – just the occasional pedestrian and car – nobody gave me a second glance as I turned into the driveway of 17b.  Originally designed as a single house, like many of the neighbouring properties it had been converted into two one-bedroom flats.  The front door and main access to the upstairs flat was at the side and largely obscured from the road by an enormous overgrown privet hedge.  
 
    
 
   Hidden from the road by the privet, I struggled to turn the key in the lock and it crossed my mind that the ignorant girl in the letting agent’s had cocked up and given me the wrong key.  After thirty seconds of frustration, I discovered that the knack was to pull and lift the handle simultaneously, and satisfyingly the key would turn. I stepped inside the cramped hallway, dark despite the brilliant sunlight outside; I could barely make out the top of the stairs just a few metres in front of me.  I pressed the light switch but nothing happened and I resorted to my sense of touch as I climbed the steep staircase.  Underfoot, the carpet felt damp and sticky, and I shuddered to think where I was putting my hands.  The stairs opened directly into a combined living room and kitchen area, off which were two doors, one leading to a small bathroom and the second to a bedroom.  I was pleasantly surprised.  Although there was a strong smell of damp and the flat was in need of some decorating, there was no rotting food, stacks of dirty plates or overflowing toilet.  
 
    
 
   After my quick inspection, I turned my attention to more important matters and moved over to the living room window.  I peered out from the side of the large bay window, and with Musgrove nowhere to be seen I quickly closed the floral-patterned curtains.  I knelt down in front of the window, my eye-line just above the level of the windowsill, and pulled the curtains a few centimetres to one side to look into the street below.  It was perfect: I had an unobstructed view of both the front door and living room window of Musgrove’s flat directly opposite.  I watched, hidden from the outside by the hideous curtains. My long hours of watching and waiting had begun.
 
    
 
   Despite the less than palatable surroundings I was feeling upbeat, and satisfied that another element of my plan was in place.  I began making myself at home by arranging newspapers to cover the filthy carpet and then rolling out my sleeping bag on top.  I dragged the only piece of furniture, an old armchair, over to the window.  Stuffing and springs were sticking out from the armrests and I covered it in newspaper before taking a seat, hidden behind the closed curtains.  
 
    
 
   The street remained largely quiet for the next thirty minutes, with just the occasional car or pedestrian. Then, at 11:30 a.m., from down the street away to my right, the unmistakable stooping figure of Musgrove appeared, wearing his distinctive filthy denim jacket.  I felt strangely excited at the sight of him.  Walking with obvious urgency despite his limp, he looked like he was about to break into a jog.  I watched from no more than twenty metres away as he turned into his driveway and let himself into 29a.  For a few seconds I lost sight of him before he reappeared in his living room and took a seat at the small table a couple of metres or so back from the window.  Through the numerous rips in the curtains, I could see him in profile, leaning over to one side and retrieving something from a carrier bag on the floor next to his chair.  I removed the binoculars from my rucksack, steadied them on the deep windowsill, and focused on the bag.  I watched as he removed a syringe and needle in their small sterile packets and placed them on the table.  He appeared on edge, glancing furtively around almost as if he knew he was being watched.  With his hands shaking, he took the syringe and needle from the packaging, assembled them, and then removed a small silver-foil packet from the pocket of his jacket, now slung over the back of the chair.  As he rolled up his sleeve I had a distinctly queasy feeling, and with no desire to see any more I turned away as he began preparing his fix.  As I paced around the room, it crossed my mind that he might overdose, thereby solving all my problems.  But I suspected he was a seasoned professional at the heroin game and this was unlikely. In any case, part of me felt that his self-destruction would take away the satisfaction of me being at the helm of his demise.
 
    
 
   I returned to the window to see Musgrove slumped in the chair.  After thirty minutes he roused briefly, stumbled over to his bed, and climbed on the dirty, unmade sheets to enjoy a drug-induced siesta.  
 
    
 
   Just after 6:00 p.m. Musgrove rose from his slumber, and within a few minutes he left the flat and headed on foot towards the main road.  I considered following him but, with the risk of being spotted dissuading me, I decided to stay put.  Within a few minutes he returned with a carrier bag bearing the logo of the local Thresher’s off licence.  For the rest of the evening Musgrove sat in front of his small TV and drank extra-strong lager, only once getting up to make what looked like baked beans and sausages, and then eating them straight out of the saucepan.  At 10:33 p.m. he got up from his chair, put the dirty saucepan in the sink, had a piss, and lay back down on his bed.  His day was at an end.  
 
    
 
   I watched through the binoculars for a few more minutes as his chest moved up and down.  The rhythmicity of the movement had an almost hypnotic effect, and within a few minutes, unable to keep my own eyes open, I lay down on my sleeping bag, and after a matter of seconds, my day too was over.
 
    
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   Asleep for no more than a few hours on the floor of 17b, I woke to the sound of drunken shouting and banging metal.  It was still dark outside, and I checked my watch: 2:17 a.m.  Peering through the gap in the curtains, I could see a group of youths taking turns to smash a metal bar against a lamppost while the others looked on and shouted encouragement.  I watched as one of them held the bar at shoulder height while spinning on the spot, and then, as he lost balance and fell to the ground, one of his mates took over accompanied by raucous cheers.  Throughout the racket, no lights came on in the neighbouring flats and nobody came out to complain. I suspected being woken in the early hours was not an infrequent occurrence.  
 
    
 
   After a few minutes I heard the faint sound of a police siren in the distance, gradually getting closer.  My heart began to pound and I had to remind myself that I hadn’t actually committed any crime, at least not yet.  Within thirty seconds a police car turned into Stanley Road and the youths quickly disbanded.  With the street quiet again I scanned Musgrove’s flat but the lights were still off and there was no sign of movement inside.  I lay back down on the sleeping bag but was incapable of further sleep.  My thoughts were focused on my plan and the meeting with Musgrove later in the day.  I certainly didn’t relish the prospect of seeing him again, particularly to hand over money, but I attempted to console myself that it was for the greater good of achieving my ultimate goal.
 
    
 
   Interrupting my thoughts, a door slammed in the street outside and I glanced up to see one of the neighbours getting on a bike and heading off to work.  Checking my watch, I saw that it was already 4:30 a.m.; lost in my preoccupations, the previous couple of hours had sped by.  I didn’t feel tired but closed my eyes to try and calm my thinking, and to my surprise I woke up several hours later with sunlight streaming through the window.  I sat up and looked over at Musgrove’s flat.  His ripped curtains were closed but his still sleeping form was just visible.  My eyes felt heavy and gritty and I regretted not taking out my contact lenses the night before.  I crawled out of the sleeping bag and gingerly stood up.  My neck and shoulders were stiff from sleeping on the hard wooden floor and I did a few limbering-up exercise to get the knots out of my body.  I went over to the kitchen sink and turned on the tap and watched as the water came out a rusty brown colour.  After thirty seconds it ran clear and I splashed it on my face, the icy cold water instantly refreshing, and soothing to my stinging eyes.  
 
    
 
   I took a seat in the armchair next to the window and ate a scotch egg.  Normally one of my favourites, it didn’t have quite the same appeal at six in the morning but I scoffed it down anyway.  Then, with the eggy snack repeating on me, I carefully studied 29a through the binoculars.  Musgrove was still asleep and his foot just sticking out from under the filthy blankets.  With the high-powered lenses I could even make out his revolting toenails, curled over and encrusted with dirt that the master of a Chinese opium den would be proud of.  Merely catching a glimpse of the despicable individual was sufficient motivation, if it were needed, to make my plan succeed.
 
    
 
   Over the next hour I watched as the neighbourhood slowly came to life.  A flat two doors down from Musgrove was the first to show as three young men wearing Muslim garb left home, presumably on the way to the mosque for early morning prayers. I didn’t have Musgrove down as an early riser – more the crack of mid-morning at best – but to my surprise he was awake by 8:30 a.m.  He dressed quickly in the same dirty jeans and grey T-shirt from the previous day, and after the briefest of ablutions he was out of the flat by 8:40 a.m.  I watched through the binoculars as he marched purposefully down the road, even with his limp.  Again I considered shadowing him, keen to know his every movement, but felt it prudent, at least for the first few days, to avoid risking detection at all costs.  
 
    
 
   As I waited for Musgrove to return I ate another scotch egg, not really out of hunger but more as a means to kill time.  I was already finding the business of surveillance a tedious affair and was grateful to see him arrive to break the monotony a little after 11:30 a.m.  He was walking with the same urgency as I’d seen on his return the day before, presumably the focus of a junkie and the desperate need for a fix.  I watched as he entered his flat and then, a few seconds later, him sitting at the small table to begin preparing his morning constitution. 
 
    
 
   Within five minutes Musgrove was lying face down on his bed.  If the previous day was the norm he would be out of it for several hours and I took the opportunity to head back home to Alton before he was due to arrive to collect the money later in the afternoon. Though I doubted Musgrove was in any state to be watching, I pulled my baseball cap down low to cover my face and hurried down the driveway and into the street.  A bus was just pulling into the stop as I reached the end of Stanley Road, and I jogged the last twenty metres before climbing aboard.  Within twenty minutes I arrived in the town centre, and I made my way to the building society to collect the £4,700 for Musgrove, plus a further £300 for any contingencies.  After the obligatory offer and my subsequent decline of a “financial health-check”, I headed for the bus station, and by 2:30 p.m. I was back home in Alton.  
 
    
 
   Feeling tired and dishevelled after my largely sleepless night in the filthy flat, I had a long hot shower and scrubbed my hands with a nail brush to remove the grime that had become engrained under my fingernails.  After getting dressed I made beans on toast and a mug of tea and took them through to the living room.  I switched on the TV news.  It was probably the first time in months I’d had any interest in anything other than my own problems, but after just a few minutes my tiredness returned and I was asleep. 
 
    
 
   I awoke a couple of hours later to loud knocking on the front door.  I knew immediately who it was and jumped up from the settee, not wanting to leave him on the doorstep in full view of the neighbours.  Opening the door, I was greeted by Musgrove’s smug smile, clearly now recovered from his earlier fix.  I willed myself to stay calm, knowing that the machete was in the rucksack just a few feet away me, though the urge to use it was almost overwhelming.  “Hello, Julian, nice to see you.”  
 
    
 
   “Get inside, get inside,” I responded sharply.  
 
    
 
   Musgrove stepped through the doorway and started to walk from the hallway into the living room.  But I wasn’t going to tolerate any further breach of my personal space and barked at him, “Just wait there. Wait there, I’ve got the money for you.”  I reached into my rucksack, my hand brushing against the cold metal of the machete as I pulled out an envelope containing the £4,700.  I extended it to him and he gripped it with his filthy hands.  “Let me make it clear, this is the one and only time, do you understand me?  This is the last time,” I said as I released the envelope.  
 
    
 
   He opened it and looked at the contents.  For a second I thought he was going to count it, but instead he just smiled again, his rotten teeth on show. “Okay, okay, Julian. I trust you, I trust you.”  I opened the front door, stepped out of the porch to check there was no one about, and then by the elbow forcefully steered him outside.  “Steady on, Julian, what’s the hurry, not even a cup of tea?”  
 
    
 
   I didn’t respond, just slammed the door and locked it.  Outside I could hear Musgrove laughing sarcastically before shouting through the letter box his final parting quip: “See you again soon, Ju.  By the way, I’ll be in the Arundel tonight – my usual Thursday night ritual.  You’re more than welcome to join me for a bevy.  I’m in the chair.”  I was seething as I moved through to the living room.  I saw the photograph on the mantlepiece of Helen and the boys, and my hands trembled with rage and frustration as I picked up the silver frame.  I was desperate for revenge.  Musgrove had to die. 
 
    
 
   I made sandwiches and a flask of coffee and then, thirty minutes after Musgrove had left, I set off back to Rawlton.  As I sat on the bus I suspected that already he’d be buying booze or some other intoxicant, and with almost five grand burning a hole in his pocket he would doubtless be extremely popular with his dealer.  I arrived back at 17b at 8:05 p.m. as only the last remnants of the mid-September sunlight remained.  Turning into the driveway, I briefly glanced towards Musgrove’s flat but his front room was in darkness.  I let myself into 17b and headed up the stairs.  I unpacked my sleeping bag, laid it out on the floor, and then poured a coffee from the flask before taking up my vantage point in the chair by the window.  
 
    
 
   Musgrove arrived home at 11:30 p.m., staggering down the driveway and then struggling to get his key in the lock.  Eventually he negotiated the front door and within a few seconds the light came on in the bedsit.  Through the gaps in the ragged curtains I fleetingly saw him move round the room, but within five minutes the lights went off and in the darkness I could just make out his form lying on his bed.  After a few more minutes of watching, I lay down on my sleeping bag and within minutes I was dead to world.  
 
    
 
   I slept far more soundly than the previous night.  I was awoken briefly by a car alarm at around 1:30 a.m. but within minutes I was asleep again, finally waking at 6:00 a.m. when my alarm went off.  Sitting in the chair, I drank lukewarm coffee from the thermos, providing a welcome caffeine boost, and ate the rest of the sandwiches from the day before.  After a few minutes a door slammed shut and I looked out to see the Muslim lads heading to the mosque.  I silently debated whether I could ask God to bless my plan; I suspected not.  
 
    
 
   The first signs of movement in 29a once again occurred at 8:30 a.m.  Musgrove followed the same routine as the previous morning; dressing as soon as he was awake, taking a piss and then heading out of the door. He returned with impetus just before midday and immediately began to prepare his habit, and then with his little indulgence streaming through his veins, he collapsed on the bed. 
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
   As I monitored Musgrove’s movements over the following weeks, his routine was surprisingly consistent. Invariably he would wake no later than 8:30 a.m., dress quickly and, with showering and dental hygiene not essential features of his lifestyle, he would leave the flat within minutes.  There was always a great focus to his departure, his stride always purposeful towards the main road and to the bus stop, a meeting with his dealer providing the attraction.  He would normally return to the flat two to three hours later with even greater impetus and then immediately begin preparing his concoction at the small kitchen table.  Usually I wouldn’t watch.  I was squeamish of needles at the best of times and the whole process turned my stomach.  The irony wasn’t lost on me; here I was planning to murder him, but watching as he effectively killed himself, albeit slowly.  After his morning fix he would remain in situ for several hours, either slumped in the chair or sprawled across the bed.  It was during his “rests” that I usually left my surveillance post and headed back to Alton to check on the sale of the house or put together the other elements of my plan.  
 
    
 
   By late afternoon, usually no later than 6:00 p.m., I would be back at the flat to see him head off to the local off license or supermarket, returning twenty minutes later with a four-pack of extra-strong lager and occasionally some food.  He would spend the rest of the evening watching TV.  The only variation to his routine occurred on a Thursday, when for reasons that I never completely understood, rather than the normal visit to the off license, he would go to the Earl of Arundel pub.  There was even a degree of ritual to this aberration, as he would always return by 11:30 p.m., and always alone.  
 
    
 
   Some mornings I would follow at a discreet distance as he left the flat and then caught a bus at the end of the street.  I would wait for the next bus, often losing track of him, but occasionally close enough to see him get off the bus a few stops from the town centre and head to a small park, a ten-minute walk away.  It was here, next to an old groundkeeper’s hut and in full view of a children’s play area, that he would briefly chat with his dealer and then far from surreptitiously buy his drugs.  I often wondered how my cash injection had affected his lifestyle.  Presumably it had simplified much of it, with no need to work or resort to theft, but how long the money would last was another matter.  
 
    
 
   Fortunately for me in achieving my ultimate goal, his habit was a solitary pursuit.  On only a handful of occasions did I see him have any sort of social interaction.  Usually this was with the kids that loitered on the street corner, and involved either giving or receiving abuse, and then occasionally with his dealer at the park.  Other than a single visit from DI Patel a couple of weeks into my surveillance, Musgrove never had any visitors to his flat and even the brief exchange with Patel occurred on the doorstep.  At the time I’d been frantic with worry that Musgrove may have let something slip, and for several days I’d dreaded a phone call or visit to my Alton home from Patel. But to my relief it never came.
 
    
 
   Despite the passage of time, my anger remained undiluted.  If anything it became more intense and my resolve that he should die only strengthened.  Following weeks of surveillance I was confident that, with the predictability of Musgrove’s routine, his flat would be the optimal place for the ultimate act.  Quiet, discreet and with few if any visitors, his body could lie undisturbed for weeks.  This would give me time to leave the country and possibly even provide an alibi of sorts, knowing that the longer the body remained undetected the more difficult it would be for the police pathologist to provide a precise time of death.  Then, even if suspicion was directed at me, I could always claim to have been out of the country and it would be virtually impossible to prove otherwise.  
 
    
 
   The final variable was the timing of the event.  This proved to be a frustration, largely out of my control and largely dependent on the sale of my house in Alton.  Daily I would phone the solicitors and estate agents to confirm the completion date and to chivvy proceedings along.  I certainly didn’t relish the prospect of becoming a murderer, but I was desperate for my plan to reach fruition and to move onto the next chapter in my life, whatever that proved to be.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 17
 
    
 
   After a restless and largely sleepless night on Kinder Scout, and not for the first time in the last few hours, I check my watch: still only 4:10 a.m. It is my last night in the bolt-hole and in my anxious state of mind there is little chance of further sleep.  It’s now mid April, the morning of the 17th to be precise, and I’m at the end of my six months of self-imposed incarceration.  It will be dawn within a couple of hours, and with my rucksacks already packed I intend to be on my way no later than 6:00 a.m.  I reach out into the darkness and find my torch lodged in its usual crevice in the side wall.  I switch it on and shield my eyes for a few seconds while I adjust to the light, and then look around my home of so long.  I have a strange feeling: a kind of sadness and nostalgia, knowing that my time here is ending. But I’m equally ready to move on.
 
    
 
   I struggle out of my tight sleeping bag, roll it up, and shove it into one of the two rucksacks propped against the wall.  One of the bags contains my essentials and that I’ll take with me to the airport and beyond: passport, cash, spare clothes, a few old photographs, toiletries, et cetera.  The second, larger and much heavier bag containing the sleeping bag and other non-essentials I plan to dump on the way to Edale train station.  
 
    
 
   My lips begin to tingle and I am aware that my breathing is rapid.  The feeling reminds me of standing in the dark alley waiting for Musgrove, that night all those months ago.  I reassure myself that my anxiety is understandable: I’m leaving the safety and security of my bolt-hole with the possibility that I may be recognised and captured on the way to the airport or at one of the numerous security checks when I finally get there.  I suspect my nervousness is compounded by the fact that there is an element of institutionalisation in my thinking and I can’t help question whether I’m ready for the uncertainties of the outside world.  Several times over the last few weeks it has crossed my mind that I should stay entrenched indefinitely in the bolt-hole, living my bizarre subterranean existence.  In reality, of course, I need to move on.  From a purely practical standpoint, the food packs, my only source of nutrition, are now at an end.  I doubt there is much in the way of edible vegetation on Kinder Scout, and I don’t fancy my chances of catching any of the lightning-quick mountain hares that dart across the moors from time to time.  In any case, I want – need – my life to move on.  I’ve had enough of treading water.  
 
    
 
   For the last time I fire up the small camping stove, fill my cooking pot with water, and add the last of my camping-meal packs.  Waiting for the food to warm through, I unfold the map of the Peak District and study it closely, though I’m not really sure why: I’ve long since committed to memory the route that I’m going to follow during the coming day.  Away to the south-east is Edale and the train station.  As the crow flies it’s probably only about four miles.  Much of the route is downhill on well-worn paths and should take no more than a couple of hours – plenty of time for one of the hourly trains to Manchester and then onto the airport for my flight at 4:35 p.m.  I refold the map and put it back in the main body of the rucksack before reaching into the front pocket and removing a small plastic zip-lock bag.  As I’ve done numerous times over the past six months, I carefully empty the contents on to the floor and, under torchlight, check that I’ve got all I need.  I open the two A3 envelopes, knowing that each contains exactly US $12,500 but I can’t help but recount each stack of $100 bills.  Satisfied, I place the envelopes back in the plastic bag and then check the name on the passport, Mr James Andrew Bosworth, and verify the date and time on the plane ticket.  Reassured that everything is in order, I place them back in the zip-lock bag and stash them in a small rolled-up canvas bag that will be my hand luggage on the flight.  Finally I shove the whole lot back into the rucksack just as the water begins to boil.
 
    
 
   My last few weeks in the bolt-hole have been quiet and uneventful, contrasting sharply with the final days in the build-up to Musgrove’s death.  Following the sale of my home in Alton and with the money in the bank, the last of my ties were severed and I began to plan in earnest for the ultimate act.  
 
    
 
   I’d begun to convert my cash into American dollars, which would be my start-up fund for when I got to Brazil.  To avoid suspicion, I employed the services of numerous banks in and around the city, such that I never changed more than £1,000 in any single transaction.  The remainder of my current account, close to £450,000, I then transferred to an American bank based in Rio.  
 
    
 
   I’d also obtained a new passport, using Bosworth’s name but of course my photograph.  I’d always known that if I attempted to use my own documents I wouldn’t get beyond the first airport security checkpoint.  But fortunately for me, and not saying much for our national security, obtaining a passport in Bosworth’s name had been far easier than I could have imagined.  I’d come across his expired passport, the old dark blue variety, when I’d gone to his house after one of his late-night mini emotional breakdowns.  With him none the wiser, I took his old passport and then simply submitted a new application using his details but my photograph.  Of course, in appearance Bosworth and I were nothing alike, but thankfully his original photograph, probably taken at the age of fifteen, was an old grainy black and white affair that made it difficult to distinguish any subtleties of facial features. Time had not been particularly kind to Bosworth, and in his current guise, with his chubby face and receding hairline, he bore little resemblance to his teenage appearance. It was a gamble, but I doubted that, given the twenty-year passage of time, the passport authorities would suspect the renewal was for a different person.  The only potential sticking point was the section: address of applicant.  Clearly it would have been easier to use my address in Alton, or even 17b, but unsure of what security and identification verification checks were in place, I thought it safer to use Bosworth’s address, the same address as on the original passport.  The downside, of course, was that I needed to get access to his house to collect the new passport before he discovered it himself; but I came up with a ruse about the central heating not working at my house and he let me stay with him for a week or so – until the passport was delivered.  
 
    
 
   Physically, I felt ready for the challenges ahead.  My body was toned and lean, and when I stepped on the bathroom scales I was surprised to find that I’d lost a little over two stone since the death of Helen and the boys.  Over the previous few years I’d been so preoccupied with work that I’d rarely taken any exercise, so my weight had climbed to close to fifteen stone – three stone more than my ideal “fighting weight” of my early twenties.  My recent weight loss I largely attributed to the fact that preparing and eating regular meals had been the least of my priorities; but I’d also taken more exercise, usually in the form of long walks or runs out in the Peak District. 
 
    
 
   After weeks of painstaking surveillance, I felt sure that Musgrove’s flat would provide the safest and most discreet location to commit the ultimate act.  Of course, a potential problem was getting access to the flat.  For several days I’d struggled to come up with a plausible excuse that Musgrove would accept, but ultimately it wasn’t necessary, Musgrove’s greed providing the opportunity I was looking for.  I was just leaving a local bank after collecting another instalment of US dollars when my mobile rang.  The screen indicated unknown, but I recognised the number immediately.  I pressed the answer button but remained silent and waited for him to speak first.  After a few seconds, Musgrove came on, bellowing down the phone: “Julian, Julian, hope you’re well.”  I didn’t respond, but heard myself breathing deeply into the phone as he continued after a few seconds pause: “Good, good.  I … no, I mean, we have a slight problem.  I’ve run out of money and I need a little bit more.  Let’s call it a final instalment, a gesture of goodwill if you like.”  
 
    
 
   My thoughts were whirring as I tried to work out the best way to play him.  It certainly came as no great revelation that he wanted more money, and if anything I was surprised he’d managed to last as long as six weeks before blowing it all.  Sensing the delay in my response, Musgrove continued more forcefully. “Look, Julian, I know you’ve sold your house.  You’re not short of a few quid, let’s just say another five grand and call it quits.”  
 
    
 
   I finally responded aggressively. “You moron, you bloody moron, you really expect me to give you more money?”  
 
    
 
   His response was belligerent and almost as if he’d got the moral high ground. “Listen, Ju, I’ve been having these terrible pangs of guilt.  Why don’t I pop over to Otley Road and have a word with Patel, the nice policemen, I’m sure he’ll be more than interested in what I’ve got to say.”  
 
    
 
   I paused for a few seconds.  I certainly didn’t want to give in to his demands too early and arouse suspicion, but at the same time I knew that it would give me the perfect opportunity to get him alone and take care of matters.  “You bastard ... this is the last time, do you get it? The last time.  If it happens again I’ll go to the police myself.”  I could hear Musgrove laughing sarcastically, and despite the fact that he was playing into my hands it was irritating beyond belief that he perceived me to be so weak that I would succumb to his demands.  
 
    
 
   “I want the money by the end of the weekend.”  Jesus, that’s not possible, I thought. I needed a few more days to get everything to ready.  
 
    
 
   Thinking quickly, I responded: “I can’t do that … I’m out of town … in London.  It’ll have to be next Thursday.  I’m not getting back till then.”  Musgrove was clearly irritated, presumably his habit dictating the terms. “You better not be fucking me about, Julian, I want my money.”  
 
    
 
   “You’ll have it next Thursday, that’s the best I can do.”  This time it was Musgrove who went quiet, and I continued: “I’ll bring the money round to your flat next Thursday at 11:00 a.m., I remember where you live.”  
 
    
 
   “Okay, but you’d better get it here.  Trust me, Julian, you wouldn’t like prison, people like you don’t fit in.”  I had no doubt he was right, and switched off the phone without answering.
 
    
 
   With exactly seven days to put the final elements of my plan in place, the date of the ultimate act was now set for October 8th, a Thursday and, coincidentally, my birthday.  Heading back to Rawlton, I got off the bus a couple of stops earlier than usual and called in at a travel agent’s in the precinct.  I’d passed it numerous times over the previous few weeks and had popped in once to check that the place was suitable.  It was an independent place but big and bustling, with at least ten sales assistants sitting behind desks.  It seemed to cater predominantly for flights to the Indian subcontinent, serving the large ethnic minority in the area, and also student backpacker trips.  To me it had particular appeal in that there were no CCTV cameras, at least that I could see, and it was a busy, chaotic place where I hoped my presence wouldn’t be remembered.  It also had the advantage that many customers paid in cash, however large the transaction, presumably explaining the need for two burly security guards on the door.  I entered the shop with baseball cap in situ, though whether this made me more or less conspicuous I wasn’t really sure.  The assistant’s English was basic at best, probably matching her computer skills, and she kept shouting through to the back in her mother tongue for instructions on using her workstation.  What should have been a five-minute job in the end took close to half an hour, but I was happy with the outcome: two return tickets to Rio de Janeiro, Brazil.  The first ticket, which, as circumstances dictated, I never got the chance to use, was in my name, departing Manchester Airport, 16:35 on October 9th.  The second ticket, and my contingency, was for my fictitious business partner, Mr James Andrew Bosworth, departing Manchester Airport, 16:35 on April 17th.  I paid cash for the economy-class tickets, both to return a couple of weeks after departure, though whether I’d need the return trip was of course another matter.  At the same time I booked a hotel at Manchester Airport for the night of 8th, the evening of the day of Musgrove’s planned demise.
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
   On the floor at 17b, I lay in my sleeping bag, restlessly tossing and turning, into the early hours of October 8th.  My thoughts were in overdrive as I obsessed over the events and likely consequences of the coming day; the day on which my plan would reach fruition and the day, if all went well, Musgrove would die and my freedom would be guaranteed.  It was six weeks since the inception of the plan, and although I was as committed as ever, I couldn’t rid myself of lingering doubts.  Perhaps for a few, a very few, taking another man’s life is an acceptable hurdle to overcome in reaching a much desired objective, but I certainly didn’t belong to such a category.  
 
    
 
   I climbed out of the sleeping bag a little after 5:00 a.m. and still another six hours to wait before my meeting with Musgrove at his flat.  It was dark outside and I switched on the living room light as I began to go through the contents of my small rucksack.  My hand immediately found the machete wrapped in an old cloth.  I took it out and took a couple of practice swings, a bit like a tennis player during the knock-up session.  I liked the way it felt in my hand: the weight was just right and the grip was secure – perhaps there was a future for me in the contract killing business.  I wrapped the machete back in the cloth and placed it on the floor before emptying out the rest of the rucksack: two passports, two envelopes of US dollars, one envelope with £500, a spare set of clothing, a few toiletries and finally, in the front pocket, a pair of leather driving gloves.  Everything was in order.
 
    
 
   With the bag repacked, from my discreet perch at the bedsit window I looked out towards Musgrove’s flat.  For several minutes the street outside remained quiet, with even the dawn chorus seemingly subdued.  It was almost 5:30 a.m. before there were any signs of activity: a man on a bike appearing at the end of the road away to my right.  I watched as he peddled along, but then, bizarrely, as he reached Musgrove’s flat, he swerved dramatically, almost falling off his bike before regaining his balance and taking a wide detour to the far side of the road.  It was only when I looked more carefully into the shadows of the early morning that I could see his path had been blocked by a pool of water filling the gutter and spilling onto the pavement.  As I watched over the next few minutes the dirty pool, presumably from a burst water main, accumulated in a natural dip, eventually covering almost half the road in front of Musgrove’s driveway.  My thoughts went into hyper-drive as I tried to envisage how this would affect my plan.  But in the end I reassured myself that, even if I had to paddle through the water, I’d still be able to get access to his flat.  Not exactly ideal, but by no means a fatal blow to my plan.
 
    
 
   Musgrove roused himself from his filthy bed a little after 8:00 a.m.  But unlike the other days that I’d watched him, he didn’t leave the flat, and just wandered impatiently round his living room, presumably awaiting my arrival with the money.  Still a couple of hours before the meeting, I knew I had to get out of my flat.  The last thing I wanted was Musgrove watching from his window, waiting for me to arrive and then to see me leaving 17b – it certainly wouldn’t be an easy thing to explain.  My opportunity eventually came when he went to the toilet, and with his back to me as he used the facility I grabbed my rucksack and headed out of the door.  I hurried down the road and passed the pool of dirty water.  Thankfully it didn’t seem to be getting any bigger and there was still access to Musgrove’s driveway.  At the end of the street I turned right and headed for a small café.  It was a greasy spoon sort of affair that was a popular hangout with the local taxi drivers.  I ordered a coffee and then sat at the back, well away from the window, as I counted down the minutes before my rendezvous.  As I sipped at the strong coffee I regretted my choice of beverage.  I was already jumpy at the prospect of the next few hours and the caffeine boost certainly wasn’t required or helpful.  
 
    
 
   Over the next hour I obsessively dissected my plan and tried to identify any potential weakness.  But I was confident in my preparations, including the bolt-hole contingencies, and felt I’d done all I could to ensure a satisfactory outcome.  At 10:30 a.m., and with much of my coffee untouched, it was time to leave.  I put on the black leather gloves from the front pocket of the rucksack and made my way into the street.  I felt sick with anxiety and prayed that I could go through with it.  I can do it … I can do it; I said the words over and over as I walked along, staring at the ground in front of me.  I was now at most sixty seconds from his flat and I knew that my whole life would change, depending on what happened in the next few minutes.  I turned the corner on the Stanley Road, my head still down, trying to eliminate any distractions and focus solely on Musgrove.  I felt strong.  Yes, I can and I will do it.  With renewed belief, now just twenty metres from his flat, I lifted my head; but as I faced the scene in front of me I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  
 
    
 
   Parked directly outside my flat was a police car with blue lights flashing.  My first fear, of course, was that somehow the police had discovered my plan, but as I looked more closely I felt a slight sense of relief: two policemen stood directing traffic beyond the pool of water as a workman was setting up temporary traffic lights and another started bombarding the tarmac with a pneumatic drill.  My head was spinning, what the hell was I going to do? 
 
    
 
   In a daze, I turned around and headed back to the café.  I sat at the same table, slumped in the chair, as if all my energy had suddenly deserted me.  The waitress came over and though I wasn’t hungry I felt obliged to put some money in the till, and asked for the all-day breakfast.  A few minutes later the greasy mass arrived. At first I just picked absent-mindedly at the occasional mushroom, but I soon discovered that I was actually hungry, and as the food began to fill my stomach my anxieties settled a little.
 
    
 
   I began to think with greater clarity.  I doubted that the police would be there for long.  Presumably once the temporary traffic lights were up and running they would be on their way.  But I suspected the workmen would be there for some time, probably most of the day, if not longer.  To reach Musgrove’s flat I would practically have to climb over their tools and the mountain of tarmac and earth they were busy creating.  It just wouldn’t work.  I couldn’t risk them giving a description to the police once the body was discovered.  Shit, shit, shit, I said under my breath.  Today had to be the day, no question: my flight was in less than twenty-four hours.  
 
    
 
   I finished the rest of the breakfast and started on a big mug of industrial-strength tea.  It fleetingly crossed my mind that I should forget all about it and head to Brazil for an extended holiday and try to put Musgrove behind me.  But within seconds I knew it wasn’t a viable option.  There would always be the threat that he’d go to the police, and maybe even more importantly, and quite simply, I wanted revenge.   
 
    
 
   As I pondered my next step and drained the last of the tea, my mobile rang.  I knew who it was even before looking at the number. “Where the fuck are you, where’s my fucking money”, Musgrove yelled down the phone.  
 
    
 
   Sensing his displeasure, for the first time that day I managed a smile at his obvious discomfort.  “My train was delayed. I’m still stuck in London at my friends’ house.  I’ll be up tomorrow.”  
 
    
 
   There was silence on the other end and I could imagine Musgrove pacing round his flat, presumably withdrawing and desperately needing his pharmaceutical crutch. “You’d better not be messing with me, Julian, if I don’t get my fucking money I’ll be going to Patel ... You better fucking believe me.”  
 
    
 
   I suspected he was telling the truth.  “Look, I’m sorry, there was nothing I could do about it, you’ll have your money tomorrow morning … by eleven, okay?”  The phone went dead.
 
    
 
   For the next few minutes I sat at the table with my gaze fixed on the phone in my hand, as if it was going to provide guidance as to my next move.  Interrupting my thoughts, the waitress came over and removed the dirty plate and I gave her a couple of quid in tips; maybe the generosity would do something for my Karma.  I had less than twenty-three hours to kill Musgrove and get to the airport for my flight.  What the hell was I going to do?  Then it came to me in a flash of inspiration. Looking at the discarded morning paper on a neighbouring table, I realised it was Thursday, and Thursday, of course, for Musgrove, meant pub night.  If I could intercept him outside the Earl of Arundel pub and get him in the dark alley opposite, it could work.  It wasn’t perfect, not as discreet as his flat, but it would have to do. What other choice did I have?  
 
    
 
   Staring out of the window from the back of the café, I watched as the distinctive figure of Musgrove appeared from the end of Stanley Road and made his way to the bus stop.  Presumably he was on his way to see his dealer and no doubt cursing the fact that I hadn’t turned up with his money.  I waited a few minutes until his bus departed, and then made my way back to 17b.  More workmen had arrived, along with a JCB digger; clearly this was no small job.  The temporary traffic lights were now functioning, and the police, thankfully, had already left, as I headed down the driveway and let myself into the bedsit.  
 
    
 
   For the rest of the afternoon I paced the small room, struggling to sit still for more than a few minutes.  Musgrove arrived back home at little after 2:00 p.m. and I watched as he comically scaled the piled-up tarmac at the end of his drive.  Once inside the flat he went through his usual ritual of heroin followed by sleep.  I sat back in the chair and closed my eyes, trying to get some rest, but within seconds I was back up again and prowling the room.  
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
   As the darkness slowly enveloped the flat, I watched as Musgrove woke from his drug-induced slumber.  I watched as he heated up baked beans and ate them straight from the pan.  I watched as he relieved himself, as always leaving his bathroom door open.  I watched as, early evening, he left the flat, climbed over the rubble at the bottom of his driveway and headed for the bus stop.  My hours of watching were almost over.    
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
   The next couple of hours dragged slowly by.  I spent much of the time unnecessarily checking the contents of my rucksack.  At 9:20 p.m. I did a final inspection of the bedsit and wiped down the surfaces with gloved hands to remove any fingerprints.  Within thirty minutes I would be standing in the dark alley opposite the Earl of Arundel public house with a machete in my hand.  A further sixty minutes later Musgrove would be dead and I would be desperately running for my freedom, pursued through the streets by the police and thanking God that I’d had the foresight to make a contingency plan.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 18
 
    
 
   At 6:00 a.m. exactly I scramble out of the Kinder Scout bolt-hole for the last time.  With my belongings stacked outside, I do a final check to make sure that I’ve not left anything behind and then carefully block the entrance with rocks as I say my farewells to my sanctuary of the last six months.  Despite the apprehension for whatever lies ahead, there is the relief that the months of waiting are over and my journey has finally started.  
 
    
 
   The sun is just beginning to rise above the horizon, and under the indigo sky I carefully negotiate the numerous rocks and ruts that litter the paths that will lead me off the plateau.  The early morning air is crisp and the cold breeze brings tears to my eyes as I press forward, struggling across the rough terrain with the two heavy rucksacks.  The heavier of the bags is on my back, the second I carry in my hand, and I swap periodically between each side when my hand and arm begin to ache.  After just a few minutes of walking, I’m out of breath and beads of sweat are forming on my brow.  I stop briefly to remove my jacket, tie it around my waist and put the now superfluous woollen hat in my trouser pocket.  
 
    
 
   After a mile of hard walking I reach the first significant milestone of my journey: Mermaid’s Pool, a solitary deep-water pond which supposedly has a mythical connection to the Atlantic Ocean which renders it poisonous to the wildlife and sheep that graze the area.  Seeming almost to confirm the legend, the carcass of a dead sheep can be seen at the far edge of the pond, with its partially decomposed head gently bobbing up and down as the wind ripples the water’s surface. Folklore has it that staring into the water grants a vision of the future ... but nope, as hard as I try, it’s not working for me.
 
    
 
    My hand is aching and the skin reddened with numerous indentations caused by the rough straps of the rucksack digging into my flesh.  I drop the bag on the ground and rub my palm to get the blood flowing again.  After checking that I’m still alone, I climb on top of a waist-high rock at the edge of the perfectly still and eerily dark water.  I remove the rucksack from my back, and after taking a moment to get my balance I spin on the spot and, not unlike a shot putter, hurl it into the water, letting out a steroid-infused grunt any Russian athlete would be proud of.  The bag floats for a few seconds and then disappears, satisfyingly accompanied by air bubbles rising to the surface.  After a minute or so the bubbles cease and I jump off the boulder and move closer.  With the toes of my boots getting splashed with water, I see nothing of the bag in the darkly peat-stained abyss.  
 
    
 
   With less weight to carry, my stride lengthens and I continue with renewed purpose.  In the far distance I can just make out the first of the day’s hikers, a man and a woman, their brightly coloured jackets contrasting with the subtle browns and greens of the moorland.  They’re heading away to the east and I can’t help but feel a sense of reprieve that our paths won’t cross, even though I know I’ll meet hundreds of people during the course of the day, everyone of them having the potential to recognise me from my earlier notoriety in the media.  Perhaps strangely, despite the huge risks that I’m taking, I feel calmer than I’d expected.  I suppose my philosophy, if you can call it that, is that I’ve done all I can to achieve success and now I just have to hope for a desirable outcome.
 
    
 
   I pass the first rambler a little before 8:00 a.m.  We acknowledge each other with a nod and a brief smile.  The man is of retiring age and uncomfortably reminds me of David Stead.  He slows his pace, presumably expecting me to stop and chat about the beautiful spring weather, but I put my head down and carry on walking.  Within a few minutes, I pass a second and a third rambler, and then a fourth, and before long I lose count.  Nobody gives me a second glance and I feel reassured that my whereabouts do not appear to be at the fore of the rest of the world’s consciousness.  Feeling more confident, at the next stile and while waiting momentarily for an elderly couple to pass through, I utter my first words to a living soul for months: “Good morning.”  Hardly profound, but it feels good to reconnect with society, albeit in a small way.
 
    
 
   I press on, and even with the heavy rucksack I practically break into a jog and cover the route far quicker than I’d anticipated.  By 10:15 a.m. I reach the small village of Edale nestled at the bottom of Kinder Scout.  The village marks the start of the Pennine Way, a 240-mile walk that dissects much of northern England.  As always there are numerous tourists and hikers milling about as I pass the handful of quaint cottages, a couple of pubs and a convenience shop.  Within five minutes I arrive at the two-track train station, and with no ticket office or barrier I head straight for Platform 2, following the rusty and weather-beaten sign: “Trains to Manchester.”  I pass through a damp and poorly lit underground walkway, which takes me below the tracks, before climbing the steps to Platform 2.  Opposite me on Platform 1, a throng of people are already waiting as a train is just pulling in, heading for Sheffield away to the south east.  With the train boarding, I turn my back on the passengers just ten metres away, always conscious that I might be recognised, and focus my gaze away into the distance.  After a minute or so, the train departs and I’m left alone on the platform.  I move over to the small corrugated metal waiting area that looks like a Second World War air-raid shelter.  The structure is open at the front and contains wooden benches arranged in a U shape, sufficient for around ten people to take refuge from the elements.  On the back wall of the shelter, a timetable is attached to a notice board with drawing pins, and I scan through to find the next departure to Manchester.  From my research of six months earlier, I know that at this time of day trains run almost hourly, and although I’ve plenty of time before my flight, I’m relieved to find that I’ve only forty minutes to wait.  Taking a seat on the bench, I begin to feel the chill in the air as my sweaty shirt clings to my skin, and I put my jacket and the woolly hat back on.
 
    
 
   Despite feeling more relaxed than I have in days, with my obsessive disposition I can’t resist re-checking the contents of what will be my hand luggage when I get to the airport.  I take out the small black canvas bag that I shoved in the top of the rucksack, and look inside; unsurprisingly my passport, or rather the passport of Mr James Andrew Bosworth, the envelope of US dollars and plane ticket are exactly as I’d left them a couple of hours earlier.  I verify the details on the passport, though I committed them to memory months ago.  James Andrew Bosworth, date of birth 14/10/1969.  I silently repeat the details several times, attempting to sound convincing as I put the bag back in the rucksack. 
 
    
 
   Over the next thirty minutes, passengers begin to accumulate on the platform.  Many are weekend shoppers, predominantly teenage girls huddled in groups, plus a few football supporters wearing United shirts, all heading for the metropolis of Manchester.  Several people join me in the shelter, though nobody speaks.  After my weeks of solitude, I’m aware that I’ve developed the habit of vocalising my thoughts, probably a means to abate any feelings of loneliness.  But now in the company of others, I find myself repeatedly and rather bizarrely interrogating facial expressions, attempting to confirm that my “thoughts” are not overheard.  Hey baldy, I silently scream; to my relief, the follicley-challenged gentleman opposite is oblivious.
 
    
 
   Five minutes before the train is due, a middle-aged woman with a yappy Jack Russell terrier takes a seat opposite me.  She feeds her dog a titbit and then takes a copy of the Daily Telegraph from her large over-the-shoulder bag.  With the dog irritatingly buzzing round her ankles, she spends a few minutes reading the front page before turning her attention to the glossy weekend supplement.  On the front is a photograph of a scantily clad young woman with microphone in hand, above it written: “The world’s most famous pop diva?”  I’ve no idea who she is, and have the feeling that the world has moved on in my six months of isolation. With the realisation of my ignorance, I try to reacquaint myself with society and begin to read the first line of the article: “US chart sensation visiting UK …” but with the effort required to read upside down I quickly lose interest.  In any case, even if I hadn’t been buried in a hole for God knows how long, I doubt that I’d have recognised her.  Helen had always been into pop culture, but not me. The woman skips through the rest of the magazine but is interrupted by the dog as it yaps at the sound of barking coming from further down the platform.  “Quiet, Sniffy, Quiet.”  As the dog ignores her pleas and continues its tirade she puts the magazine on the empty seat next to her and tries to calm her companion.  The wind catches the pages of the magazine and it drops to the floor, falling open in the middle.  I absent-mindedly glance at the pages, upside down from my perspective, and almost instantaneously, like being injected with a syringe of adrenaline, I feel a pounding in my chest. The photograph is taken from my university ID, and next to it the headline: “Still Running?”  My new-found confidence deserts me in a second, and I close my eyes in that childlike way of making oneself invisible, and pray that I’m not recognised.  
 
    
 
   After a minute or so Sniffy settles and the woman picks up the magazine and closes it.  She puts it back in her bag, seemingly oblivious to the fact that she’s sitting opposite a fugitive.  But it does nothing to alleviate my anxiety.  Clearly my story is not out of the pubic eye, and although the dog-lady didn’t recognise me, others might.  Sniffy begins to take an unwanted interest in my left boot, and in my paranoid state it flickers across my mind that he’s recognised me.  I quickly dispense with the idea and reprimand myself for such stupidity as I urge myself to stay calm.  
 
    
 
   In the distance, probably a couple of miles down the long straight section of track, I can just make out the train as it exits the tunnel that cuts through Dore Hill.  I use it as a cue to leave the shelter and head for the front of the platform.  It takes another two or three minutes before it finally pulls into the station, and I board the first of the two carriages and move as far away from the woman and Sniffy as possible.  The carriage is at most half full, and I find an empty seat and immediately turn my head towards the window, my gaze concentrated on the plateau of Kinder Scout.  As I look towards the site of my home of the last six months, my thoughts are still obsessing over the magazine article, and I know that my hope of an uneventful journey could be sorely over-optimistic.  
 
    
 
   The train leaves Edale station at the scheduled departure time of 10:37 a.m., due to arrive in Manchester Piccadilly Station at 11:02 a.m.  After a few minutes the conductor moves down the centre of the train collecting fares and checking pre-booked tickets.  I find his dark uniform unnerving; it represents an authority figure of sorts, an unpleasant reminder of the police and security I’ll face at the airport.  I pay for the ticket, the conductor giving no indication of recognition, his only comment: “Change at Manchester Piccadilly, Platform 3,” as he moves on down the train.  With my rucksack held tight on my lap, I close my eyes and lean my head against the window, finding the gentle vibration soothing.  
 
    
 
   I open my eyes with a start as the brakes of the train squeal shrilly as it pulls into the Manchester Piccadilly.  With many of the passengers already queuing at the doors, I’m amazed that I’ve been able to sleep in my wired state. Nevertheless, I feel all the better for it.  I exit the train and follow the signs for Platform 3, at the far side of the station.  En route I pass a newsagent’s stand and pick up a copy of the Telegraph.  With another twenty minutes to wait for the connecting train, I move to the end of the platform and lean against one of the massive concrete structures supporting the roof.  Out of the gaze of the numerous CCTV cameras and the police patrols, I turn to the middle pages of the supplement and begin studying the article. I’m relieved to find that there’s nothing new of substance and that it’s largely a rehash of what had been in the media months ago.  As far as I can tell, the only relevance of the timing of the article is that it is approaching the one-year anniversary of the deaths of Helen and the boys.  I carefully reread the article and smile to myself at the last paragraph, which discusses several suspected sightings of “the fugitive”, mostly in Spain and North Africa. Also interesting, the reporter suggests that I may have committed suicide.  I’m pleased, of course, that the description of my demise is somewhat exaggerated, but would have much preferred not to have my picture plastered over the media at the time when I’m making my bid for freedom. 
 
    
 
   After fifteen minutes an empty train pulls in, but the doors remain closed while cleaners with mops and black bin-bags do their work.  The train is a direct service to the airport, and the platform quickly fills with holiday-makers with their hotchpotch of non-matching luggage, student backpackers, and the occasional businessman.  I study my reflection in the window of the carriage; with rucksack and walking gear I look as if I’ve just completed a long-distance hike.  My appearance is fine for now but not the ideal look to blend in with the other travellers at the airport.  In an attempt to make myself more congruous, I take off my mud-spattered gaiters, the waterproof sleeves protecting the bottom of my trousers, remove my thick Berghaus jacket and woolly hat, and run my fingers through my hair.  I re-check my appearance and feel satisfied: clean boots, jeans and short-sleeved shirt; reasonably smart and, more importantly, nondescript – eminently forgettable.  
 
    
 
   The train doors open and I join the mass of humanity boarding.  It’s standing room only and I lean against the window and turn to face the outside to obscure my identity from my fellow travellers. Within thirty minutes we arrive at the airport.  I wait for half the carriage to empty, and then, keeping my head down, I join the middle of the pack.  As I step off the train, the crowd of people in front of me parts, and when I look up I find myself faced by two policemen with automatic weapons strapped to their chest.  I slow my step – have they come for me?  As I work out my next move I get nudged in the back by an impatient passenger, and I reluctantly walk towards the police as they stare straight at me.  I hold my breath, waiting for some sort of response, but amazingly they seem totally unaware and simply turn away.  Barely reassured, I walk past them, my knees almost buckling as I follow the signs for Terminal 2.  
 
    
 
   Passing via an overhead glass-walled walkway, I reach the terminal within five minutes and head straight for the privacy of the toilets.  As I walk through the door of the Gents, I view my reflection in the full-length mirror.  Again I’m satisfied: hair neatly trimmed, clean-shaven, smart clothes with not too many creases, my skin is a little pale after the weeks of subterranean living but not to the degree that would attract attention.  I wash my hands, rinse my face in the basin, and lock myself in the end cubical.  I sit on the toilet lid and open the top of the rucksack, removing the rolled up fabric hand-luggage.  After again checking the contents, I put the two envelopes of cash in my trouser pockets, leaving just the passport and plane ticket in the small bag, and then head back to the main check-in area.  
 
    
 
   Still three hours before the flight, the check-in desk has yet to open but already there’s a queue of ten or so people.  I join the back of the line and take slow deep breaths, ever conscious of the numerous CCTV cameras in the rafters of the huge building.  Within a few minutes the desk opens, and then shortly after I’m ushered to the front by an officious woman coordinating matters.  I place the rucksack on the conveyor belt and give my ticket and passport to the young man behind the desk.  He carefully studies the ticket and passport but barely acknowledges me.  Normally his indifference would irritate me, but today I’m more than a little grateful.  After the usual questions – “Did you pack the bag yourself?” et cetera – he gives me two boarding passes: Manchester-Heathrow and Heathrow-Rio de Janeiro.  
 
    
 
   With boarding passes in hand I’m on my way.  I follow the arrows for the departure lounge, which first takes me via the security checkpoint.  Walking past two more armed policemen, my gait feels unnatural and awkward, almost as if I’m concentrating too hard to appear normal.  In front of me are four parallel rows of metal detectors and X-ray machines, and then, immediately beyond them, two small stands with security officers checking passports.  There are no other passengers waiting, and I feel the eyes of the numerous security officers fixed on me.  With my hand shaking, I place my wallet, watch and bag in the black tray on the rollers of the X-ray machine and then walk towards the metal detector.  I say a silent prayer that the buzzer stays quiet.  I know I don’t have anything that can be construed as a weapon, but I can’t help worrying that if something innocuous, even a zip or a metal button, triggers the alarm they’ll want to search me.  Then they’ll almost certainly find the $25,000 stuffed in my trousers, which will doubtless lead to unwanted questions and scrutiny.  My heart is pounding and I feel light headed as my anxiety begins to escalate. Jesus … Julian, calm down, calm down, I urge.  I slowly step through the detector, all the time waiting for the buzzer to sound, but miraculously all remains quiet.  Stunned that I’ve made it through to the promised land, I pause for a split second before a bored-looking security woman gestures with her hand-held metal detector for me to collect my stuff from the tray that had been spewed out of the X-ray machine.
 
    
 
   I head for Passport Control and an unsmiling security man perched behind a small podium.  The man acknowledges me with a nod and takes my passport before staring intently at me and then at the photograph.  More beads of sweat form on my brow and quickly begin to drip off the end of my nose and chin.  “That’s fine, sir, have a good flight.”  I try to respond, knowing a simple thank you will be sufficient, but I suspect that if I open my mouth I’ll be sick.  Instead I just nod and turn to follow the directions to the flight gates.  I cover no more than a few steps, when from behind me, a voice punctuates the silence. “Sir, sir, wait, please.”  
 
    
 
   Unsure what to do, I continue walking.  Again the voice, now louder and more forceful, “Sir … sir … wait.”  Panic begins to set in as I feel the other passengers staring in my direction.  For better or worse my brain says to run, but I just stop, frozen to the spot.  Again from behind me, and louder still: “SIR, SIR … wait … wait … your passport, you’ve left your passport.”  
 
    
 
   Slowly I turn to face him and force a smile of sorts, raising my eyebrows as if to acknowledge my stupidity. “Sorry, sorry, I’m distracted, a bit nervous of flying.”  He nods back at me. “No problem.”  As I extend my hand to take the passport I spot a collection of photographs pinned to the back of the high desk behind him.  Normally obscured from the view of passengers as they pass through, my eyes are immediately drawn to the picture top right.  Stunned, it takes a second for me to take in what’s in front of me … taken from my university ID badge, my now ubiquitous photograph seems to be everywhere.  I attempt another smile, take the passport from his outstretched hand, and turn away.  I hurriedly leave the security area and head for nearest toilet and the first empty cubicle, where I’m promptly sick into the bowl.  
 
    
 
   I sit on the closed toilet lid wondering how much longer I can keep going.  It crosses my mind to give up, hand myself in, anything to put an end to my suffering.  But the second I picture Musgrove’s face, I dismiss the idea.  Even from the grave and presumably his hell, there’s no way I can give him the satisfaction of my failure.  
 
    
 
   After thirty minutes, and feeling more composed, I leave the cubicle and head over to the washbasin.  My face is flushed with anxiety and exhaustion, but at least it gives some colour to my otherwise sallow complexion.  I splash my face with water, icy cold against my hot skin, dry myself off with a paper towel, and then reluctantly leave to face the world again.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   My flight to Heathrow boards on time.  As I enter the plane my heart skips more than a few beats as I see a stack of complementary Daily Telegraphs in the arms of the attendant in the doorway.  I take a copy, a futile act, but at least there’s one less in the hands of a potential whistleblower.  Almost as soon as we’re airborne the plane levels off, and shortly after we begin the descent into Heathrow.  I don’t want to leave the plane.  Somehow I feel safer in the air as I remember all those days on Kinder Scout looking skyward, watching as the planes flew overhead and imagining their destinations.  The plane lands and I make the journey between terminals on a cramped shuttle bus.  I have a little over an hour to kill and spend the time hidden away in a toilet cubicle, only exiting when a tannoy announces the boarding of my flight.  I follow a moving walkway and then come to another security check.  I hand over my passport and boarding pass, but the officer barely glances at the photograph before handing it back.  
 
    
 
   I can now see the gate, fifty metres or so in the distance.  There’s already a large group of people waiting, almost blocking the entire concourse.  Getting closer, my heart begins to pound and the nausea quickly returns as I see at least a handful of figures wearing yellow fluorescent jackets within the mass of passengers.  As they turn, the word “Security” emblazoned across their backs yells out at me.  I continue walking, but slow my pace as they turn to face me and begin to approach.  Now closer still, amongst the crowd I can see a heavy police presence, probably at least five or six, many of them armed.  I glance over my shoulder as my world begins to fall apart; just twenty metres or so behind, more police and security are converging on me in a huge pack.  I turn around to find an escape route, but other than jumping the barrier of a gate and taking my chances running across the tarmac, there is no obvious place to run.  I’m surrounded. 
 
    
 
   “Passenger Mr James Bosworth … Mr James Andrew Bosworth … Please approach the desk at Gate 47,” the public address system blasts out.  After six months of waiting, and close to a year of preparation, my plan is falling apart.  I smile to myself, and then laugh out loud.  Accepting the inevitable, my anxiety dissipates.  There’s nothing more I can do.  Of course, I’m not happy, but I suppose my principle emotion is a kind of satisfaction and pride that I’ve come so far. I haven’t let myself down, and more importantly I haven’t let Helen and the boys down.
 
    
 
   I wait for a command from the police to stop, but instead I feel a vicious blow in the middle of my back as a uniformed officer hits me hard with his shoulder.  The breath taken from me, I stumble forward, only just managing to stay upright.  Waiting for the next blow, I tense my muscles, knowing that to run is futile, and I turn halfway to face my pursuers in a final act of defiance.  “I’m sorry, sir,” the officer responds, almost meekly, stunning me by his reaction, before screaming “Back off!” to the photographer next to him and roughly pushing him to one side.   
 
    
 
   Still struggling for breath, I stand aside and let the mass of police, security and accompanying photographers pass through.  In the middle of the scrum is the diminutive figure of a young woman in dark sunglasses.  It takes me a second before I recognise her from the front cover of the Telegraph supplement: some American pop princess, I forget her name, on tour in the UK.
 
    
 
   Shell-shocked and about to take a seat opposite Gate 47, there’s another call on the p.a., this time with more urgency than the earlier request.  “Mr James Bosworth, Mr James Bosworth on flight BA207 to Rio de Janeiro, please come immediately to the desk at Gate 47.”  I look around me; the police and security are now someway down the long concourse, and I approach the desk.  The attendant looks at me. “Mr James Bosworth?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes”, I respond, placing my passport and ticket in her extended hand.  
 
    
 
   She scans the ticket and passport before looking back at me. “Sir, economy has been overbooked, so we’ve upgraded you to business class.”  I stare back at her in silence, my nerves shattered. “Obviously at no extra charge,” she adds.  
 
    
 
   I smile back at her mumbling, “Thank you”, and take the passport and new boarding pass. 
 
    
 
   ----
 
    
 
   With my upgraded ticket in hand, I climb the luxuriously carpeted steps of the Boeing 747.  I’m greeted at the top by a pretty flight attendant with an enthusiastic smile. “Good morning, sir, can I take your boarding pass.”  I hand it to her and she takes me to my seat.  About to sit down, for the first time I realise the significance of the seat – 17b, the number of the flat in Rawlton.  I smile to myself at the irony as I sink back into the plush leather, stretching out my aching legs into the generous leg-room.  
 
    
 
   After a few minutes I glance around the cabin. Still only half the seats occupied with just five minutes to the scheduled departure time.  After showing several other passengers to their seats, the flight attendant returns. “Champagne before we depart, sir?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes, that would be great – thank you.” I take a glass from the silver tray she’s holding.  About to have a sip, it crosses my mind that I’m tempting fate: the plane is still on the ground and in home jurisdiction; the police could board at any minute.  But with the attendant smiling sweetly on, I relax a little; in any case, if the strong arm of the law were to appear now it would all be over. There’s nothing I can do about it, so why worry.  I indulge myself.  
 
    
 
   Within ten minutes the plane leaves the stand and begins to taxi across the apron.  Out of the corner of my eye, I keep checking the top of the staircase, alert to a visit from police or security, but there are to be no final unpleasant surprises.  A few minutes later the plane roars down the runway and there’s the distinctive hum as the wheels leave the tarmac and we’re airborne.  I’m not quite sure what to feel; should I feel pleased?  Yes, I’ve made it out, but I still don’t have my family back, and what does the future hold? I suppose part of me worries that my plan has been my raison d’être and that now, with its successful completion within touching distance, where will I go?, what will I do from here?
 
    
 
   After the meal and a second glass of champagne, tiredness overwhelms the waves of melancholy.  I study the myriad of buttons on the seat arm, press a few randomly, and after some trial and error the foot-rest elevates and the back-rest reclines.  I snuggle down under the thick woollen blanket on the newly created bed, separated from the neighbouring seat by a full-length privacy shield.  In my last few seconds of wakefulness, the pretty stewardess comes over. “Are you comfortable there, sir?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes … Thank you,” I respond, looking round my cosy retreat. “It’s quite a little bolt-hole, isn’t it?” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
   Six weeks later.
 
    
 
   “... and now The World at One on BBC Radio 4.
 
    
 
   South Yorkshire police have confirmed that the body found in an apartment block in Rio de Janeiro is that of British fugitive Dr Julian Scott.  Although few details have been released, it is believed that thirty-eight-year-old Scott committed suicide.  In a statement from local detectives in Brazil, released by South Yorkshire Police, it has been confirmed that investigators are not treating the death as suspicious and are not looking for anyone else in connection with the matter.  In other news ...”
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