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	Westmeston, September 3rd

	Katie knows she’s had a wee bit too much. The road keeps wavering, fading in and out. The pale amber glow of the last old streetlight in the village couldn’t cover the distance to the far side of the pub cark park, let alone all the way out here. 

	Weren’t that one and all the broken ones meant to be replaced with new lights? Something about making people safer? She wasn’t sure how that worked, but her mum had been all chirpy about it with Suzy’s mum. When had that been? Yesterday? Last weekend? She pulls at her lip as she weaves back and forth across the tarmac, ignoring the thick white line that indicates the kerb.

	This morning! Katie’s head comes up as she remembers. Her brows furrow as she peers into the dark. What is that?

	‘That’ is a brand-new BMW electric coupe, flat out and lights out: nothing but the sound of tyres on tarmac to warn a hapless drunken teenager of the speeding menace approaching.

	She feels the impact, then she’s flying. Flying! When she tries to spread her arms like wings, one of them doesn’t move. The pain hits. She opens her mouth to scream. A blackthorn branch goes down her throat, choking it off. Impalement doesn’t slow her much. The branch snaps. She smashes into the ground.

	The car stops. A figure jumps out from the driver’s side. From the other side, a bulky figure clambers out with some difficulty. Behind it, a slighter figure emerges. Two circles of bright light flick across cracked and dented bodywork, putting their bearers in deeper darkness, the bulky figure looming behind them.

	There’s quiet swearing as the light picks out the extent of the damage. The circles of light move to illuminate the road, panning from side to side as they move quickly toward the collision point. 

	In the silence, the buzz of a phone vibrating on the dashboard seems loud. The smallest of them moves back to the car. A torch goes out and the phone stops buzzing. The boot opens.

	The remaining circle of light stops on a pink and blue trainer lying in the road. The bulky figure steps forward. A gloved hand reaches down and engulfs the shoe, then rises into a powerful throw that sends it over a tall hedgerow and far into the woodland on the south side of the road.

	The circle of light tracks until it finds a piece of bodywork. The gloved hand retrieves that. The search continues. A smaller piece is retrieved. A mobile phone is picked up and pocketed. 

	The slight figure moves to join them.

	“It’s stopped at Floyd’s.”

	Her voice prompts a flurry of activity. The torch beam roams faster. Whenever it settles on a fragment, the bulky figure scoops that up.

	 Barely three minutes have passed since the collision when the collected fragments are thrown into the boot. The trio get back in. The boot is still closing as the car accelerates away.

	In the rich loam about the flattened blackthorn, fresh blood goes deep.

	 

	 

	Worthing, September 3rd

	Jake storms out of the side room and waves a hefty shotgun at Tez, so angry he nearly forgets to shout with a fake accent.

	“Vat dis? Nobody said ‘bout guns!”

	Just like nobody said anything about the drugs, either.

	The nobody in question, Tez, pauses to straighten his balaclava. He looks up, shrugs, and turns back to working on the cupboard door.

	The office is lit by a single spotlight. Jake looks about. Martin Floyd, the owner, is taped up and sitting on the settee, still crying hard enough to fog up his enormous glasses. Next to him is nothing but a twisted length of discarded gaffa tape. Where’s Pete Winters, the accountant, gone?

	“Where Winters?”

	Tez glances over, shrugs again, and waves a hand in a dismissive gesture.

	Jake swears under his breath. He’s always known Tez is too lazy to actually be the mastermind he always claims to be. Should have realised he’d be too casual to be a robber, let alone be bothered to tie someone up properly. On top of that, this is no toy shotgun. Some crazy AK-47 style repeater. Saw the same type in a video, bloke had been raving about its ‘smooth action’ and ‘suppressed recoil’.

	He’s still carrying it when he steps into the back room. Winters has probably slunk off to shit himself hollow in the bog.

	The bat coming at his head doesn’t register until he’s used the shotgun as a shield. Growling, he kicks Pete in the knee. It makes a popping noise. Pete drops the bat and falls over, face going pasty white.

	“Stupid. Not do that again.”

	Pete opens his mouth to do something loud. Jake scoops a rag off the side and slaps onto Pete’s face. A muffled wail gurgles away to nothing.

	“Be quiet or I use this proper.”

	He brandishes the shotgun and Pete recoils.

	Grabbing the would-be hero by the collar, he drags him back into the office.

	Tez is standing by the open cupboard, raking bound packs of tens and twenties into another holdall labelled ‘Neilder & Barnes – Best Workouts – Better You’. The first is sitting, already full, on a nearby desk.

	He looks round, sees Pete being re-taped by Jake. His eyes go wide in shock.

	“Fucking hell, Jay. What did you do?”

	Jake does a double take. Of all the stupid-

	“You said you be Jay, I be Kay.”

	Seeing Martin is puzzled, he shrugs dismissively.

	“Men in Black. Loved it when I was boy.”

	Tez sighs. Jake knows he thinks the fake accent is shit, and doesn’t care. Dodgy accent, imaginary childhood favourite; the whole point being that what the witnesses hear isn’t real. Tez just doesn’t get it.

	“Bingo! Over a hundred grand, twenty ki’s, and all the devices.”

	Martin’s eyes go wide. He starts making really unhappy noises behind the gaffa tape across his mouth.

	“Kviet!”

	Tez winces. Fair. That actually sounded shit. But Martin shuts up, so still a win.

	“Let’s be fucking off.”

	Jake shakes his head and points to the first holdall. 

	“No drugs.”

	“But, mate, it’s twenty kilos of H! That’s a fucking fortune!”

	“No drugs.”

	Tez looks like he’s going to argue. Jake swings the shotgun to point at the holdall.

	“On shelf or over you. No take.”

	Tez seems conflicted. Something’s wrong. He isn’t usually this stubborn. Jake’s about to ask when Tez swears and drops the holdalls, then starts putting the bricks of heroin back onto the shelf, slamming each one down.

	While he does that, Jake kicks the landline socket off the wall, smashes the only monitor to the floor, then checks Martin and Pete for second phones and the like. After that, he moves over to examine the pair of small safes in the bottom of the cupboard. If stacks of cash and drugs are loose on the shelves, what on earth is in them? He reaches past Tez and tries to move one. Nothing. Must be fixed to the ground. No more time to look, either.

	Tez stuffs the emptied holdall into a side pocket of the other one and stomps off across the room.

	“There. The severely fucking valuable shit is back on their fucking shelf. Happy now?”

	Jake ignores him and stands up, grateful for the balaclava so Tez can’t see he’s grinning fit to bust. He looks about: as clean as it’s going to get.

	“Now we fucking off.”

	Tez is by the door, wearing the expression of a kid refused a treat, holdall strap askew across his shoulder because of the military vest he’s wearing awkwardly over sweatshirt and jacket.

	He’s so proud of it. Got it cheap in some online auction. Tonight is the first time he’s actually worn it: complained all the way here about it digging into his back and rubbing his shoulders.

	Jake smiles. He can buy as much army surplus shit as he likes in a few months’ time.

	Tez pushes the door open.

	The flashing light that silhouettes his mate registers before the staccato noise of a submachine gun does. Jake hunches down behind Tez, feeling bullets thud into a body he’s suddenly having to hold up.

	The shooting stops. Reload? Whatever. Jake lets go of Tez and brings the shotgun up, struggling to remember how it looked in the video, trying to emulate the finer points of the shooter’s pose. Pressing the skeleton stock hard into his shoulder, he sees the lights of a car. He pulls the trigger. Nothing happens. Idiot! He knuckles the safety off, pulls the trigger again. The shotgun kicks him in the shoulder. Not fun, but liveable. Not as loud as expected, either. The nearest headlight on the car goes out. There’s a bulky figure to the left struggling to reload what looks like a tiny gun. Bloke must be huge! Jake pulls the trigger too quick. The shotgun fires, but the figure only staggers. Jake fires again, the figure takes a half-step back. He fires again, sees things fly off the figure’s head. The gun clatters to the ground as whoever it is goes over backwards.

	Car doors open. Jake swings and fires twice. Glass shatters. A body slides down the side of the car and slumps to the ground, automatic tumbling from a hand. He pulls the trigger again. A click. Rapid footsteps echo briefly, then recede: someone running away.

	Jake drops the shotgun and straightens up. His shoulder hurts. Moving quickly to the downed driver, he snatches the dropped automatic off the ground. He checks the load. Looks like a full magazine. Which might be useful, because he only took out the driver and the giant. Hopefully the other passenger’s done a proper runner, and is too rattled to think of calling for help.

	He moves back to the doorway, gun panning as he watches for any more unwelcome surprises. Tez lifts a hand as he gets there, miraculously not dead.

	Jake looks over both cars. Their one is in better condition. The one the opposition arrived in has a dented bonnet and part of the front bumper is missing. He drags Tez one-handed over to the car they arrived in, awkwardly heaving him half-in, half-out of the passenger seat. Running back across the yard, he jumps into the strange car, then gets back out and hastily searches the downed driver one-handed, retrieving a keyless ignition fob. Throwing that into the footwell, he gets back in. Swapping gun hand, he swats the passenger seat out of his line of sight with a fast back-arm, then rolls the almost-silent car forward so it blocks the door to the office, and clears the way out.

	Quitting the car, he runs to where Tez has got himself in, but is struggling to pull the holdall into the motor.

	“Leave it, mate. I’ll stick it in the boot.”

	Told him to get a saloon. He turns up in a green BMW 4-Series coupe. ‘Not just ‘green’, he’d said. ‘British racing green’, apparently. Was really excited about it. Bloody nice Beemer, but still. He stops, looking across the yard. The other motor is a shiny green Beemer too. Could it-? No, surely not.

	Clumsily juggling holdall and automatic, he’s already swinging the holdall as he opens the boot and stops dead. The holdall hits the side of the boot lid.

	A pair of wide, dark eyes gaze up at him from a face too elongated to seem entirely human. He knows she’s terrified. That she’s a she. That her hair - is it hair? – is blue, and looks like it’s done in really tight, waxed cornrows.

	She’s in the boot, covered from the neck down in a tartan blanket? What the actual fuck?

	“Sorry, miss. Pick this up in a bit.”

	He slams the boot, dives into the driver’s seat, tosses the automatic on the top of the dash and slings the holdall in the back, then has to bring his arm back slowly as his over-exerted shoulder protests. That’s going to be murder tomorrow. He grins. Better than murdered tonight. He starts the motor and drives out smoothly, swearing at himself for being soft and navigating round the bodies. As he swings the car out onto Goring Road, he slaps Tez on the leg, shouting to get his attention.

	“Tez, mate, which hire place did you get this motor from? Was it that dodgy one off the 23?”

	Tez coughs. Blood sprays the dashboard and windscreen.

	“Couldn’t tell ya… No money for hire… Stole it off forecourt… Mill Road BP.”

	Of all the stupid-! Jake sighs. What a way to have it all come home to roost.

	“No worries, mate, we’ll sort it, don’t you worry.”

	Tez chuckles. It turns into a wheeze. He goes very still.

	“You stupid bastard. What the fuck have you dropped me into?” Jake looks at his probably dead friend, feeling tears start down his face.

	“You’re a fucking idiot. I love you, brother-next-door. But I always knew it would end up something like this.”

	Except for the submachine gun ambush, super-secret safes, and whatever the fuck that is in the boot. He glances nervously at the back seat, spots the empty shotgun sticking out from under the holdall. He smiles. Didn’t even register Tez had latched onto it.

	“Okay. I’ll let you off a little for remembering to bring that along.”

	The planned route has too many cameras, same for the secondary escape of a run up north. Where to for a breather? There.

	A short while later, he pulls over to the seafront kerb in the darkness on the Ferring side of the Plantation. Too late for lovers and drug dealers, too early for doggers and short-cut commuters.

	He shakes Tez. Even knowing it’s futile, he still has to check for a pulse.

	Dead.

	Looking behind the passenger seat, he finds the five-gallon can they’d talked about. Taking a whiff, he grins. That’s what happened: Tez had just filled up with evidence-burning fuel, spotted a tasty Beemer, thought ‘why not’ - actually, there hadn’t been any thinking - Tez would have just taken it. He needed a motor, one was there. End of consideration.

	He stops. This is another one of those fancy ignition jobs. Tez had to have given it some consideration, because he must’ve dipped the fob off the driver in the filling station shop. 

	What now? Need to get a move on. Tez may have pickpocketed the driver, but he sure as shit didn’t disable any locators and the like.

	He scoots out of the car and drags the holdall free, leaving the shotgun on the back seat. Pulling a bin liner from his inside pocket, he transfers only the money from the holdall. After tying the bin liner off, he pulls a pair of laptops out, breaks each one, and throws the pieces onto the back seat. He tips what remains into the footwell. Discs, paperwork, and bits of kit form an untidy pile. Checking the holdall, he finds nothing more of interest.

	It takes a moment to get the necessary together to search Tez’s body. He has to stop again when he finds Tez put the vest on the wrong way round. He checks it. If Tez had put it on the right way, the armour plates in the front pockets would have done a better job than the thin acrylic sheets in the back: they’d shattered when the first bullets hit. Dropping his head, he gathers himself to continue. They agreed to bring nothing that would give them away, but, given Tez’s track record… Sure enough, he finds and takes wallet, phone, and an army knife nearly as long as his hand.

	Phones!

	He scatters discs until he can pull the two stolen phones from the pile. Dropping them on the road, he stamps on them several times before throwing the bigger bits back into the footwell.

	That done, he goes back and checks the glove box and centre console. In the latter he finds a chunky USB stick. Holding it close to the interior light, he sees it’s some flashy weatherproof job, and looks new. Small enough. No bother. He pockets it.

	Clock’s ticking. He takes a few breaths, opens the can and splashes petrol around the inside of the car, then over Tez. Popping the bonnet, he sloshes a little in there, then pauses. That’s a fire suppression system! He’s seen a similar type on construction vehicles, but this is a first. Following the wires, he rips out the heat detection cables. No time to search the passenger compartment. Have to lay on with the petrol and rely on the initial flash.

	He looks towards the boot.

	“Shitstrasse.”

	His ma had said that when things got a bit much for her. Not often, as it turned out, but always warranted. He grins. He’s never used it before.

	Opening the boot, he looks into the fascinating eyes.

	“Can you understand me?”

	She nods.

	“Can you speak?”

	She nods.

	“You can talk.”

	“Thank you, overlander.”

	“Overwhat?”

	“You are an overlander. You live over the ground we dwell in.”

	Too much.

	“Can you walk?”

	“No. The big overlander they call Manee has taken that from me.”

	Jake lifts the blanket to see ropes wound round her from the shoulders down. He shakes his head.

	“I have no idea what’s going on, miss, but let’s get you out of this so I can torch it, then we can see about things.”

	He places her a good way off before coming back and splashing a bit of petrol about in the boot. He leaves a short trail of petrol from driver’s door to a car-length away, then returns. Shedding mask, jacket, and the covers over his boots, he dispenses the rest of the can over them and the interior. Throwing the can onto the back seat, he pushes the door partly closed before adding his gloves and retreating.

	“Remember, remember the fifth of November. Terrorists, treason, and plot.”

	His dad had taught him that. Made sure Jake remembered his version: that Guy Fawkes and his mates were actually religious fanatics manipulated into attempting one of the first acts of terrorism.

	He chuckles. Much as his dad had been more irritating than useful, they’d shared a love of setting things alight.

	“Firing it up, da.”

	A disposable lighter sparks and the petrol trail flares. He runs over, puts the sack on the strange girl’s stomach, then lifts and cradles her in his arms. Walking quickly towards the beach, he chuckles again. 

	“Well, tonight didn’t come out as expected. You got family looking for you, miss?”

	“Yes.”

	“Can you call them if I give you a phone?”

	“No. But if you give me my limbs back, I can call a messenger. That will bring them, but not quickly.”

	He’s still puzzling over that when the Beemer explodes. He ducks, but the blast still knocks him to his knees. That’s way more than a battery explosion! What hadn’t he found, tucked away in that fucking car?

	Picking up the pace, he changes plans and cuts north on the track that runs up through the Plantation itself. Apart from the flickering of the burning wreckage behind them to the left, only the faint streetlights from the occasional road on the right break the darkness under the trees. Eerie place. Or is that just a reaction to the night, and what he carries?

	“Give me limbs back. From here, I can call.”

	Finding a small clearing to one side of the track, he pulls out the army knife and sets about getting her out of the rope cocoon. He grins as he works. She’d put a proper scare into whoever this ‘Manny’ was. No other reason to do a little thing like this up as a Peruvian mummy.

	The ropes yield to his careful ministrations. She lies there, a small, indistinct form. Then a long arm stretches into the faint streetlight to lightly touch his cheek. Livid skin with strange patterns all over. Thin fingers with silver nails that look more like stubby claws. Her eyes seem to be shining, but he’s far more concerned about the two elbows he can see between shoulder and wrist.

	“What are you, miss?”

	“I am Ch’ldn. Now, wait quiet.”

	She looks back and down.

	Something digging? Something in the shadows is definitely moving dirt about, then she answers a strange chittering in the same way. It sounds like a conversation, but in no language he’s ever heard, or heard of, either. It goes quiet, then dirt moves again.

	“It is well. Ch’ldn come.”

	Blue lights strobe through the trees. Jake looks up. He’s been here too long.

	“Go, outlander. I can hide here, and I sense you need to be gone.”

	“That’s the truth, miss. But I’m not sure you’ll be okay? You don’t strike me as something who wants to be found by the police.”

	Shit! He’d said ‘thing’, not ‘one’.

	“You see true. Can you get us both away?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then I will stay with you. One last thing: what is your name?”

	He hesitates, then gives in. Strange night, go with it.

	“Jake Dukesman. Pleased to meet you.” He grins. “Seems more like at your service, to be honest.”

	She smiles, revealing two rows of very white, interlocking, triangular teeth. 

	“I am D’ttr. It has been my saving to meet you, Jake. A debt is owed. Explanations can wait: let us away.”

	What th- no, this went way beyond ‘the fuck’ a while back. Deal with the now. Cope with the oddities later. He quickly tosses the ropes into the undergrowth.

	“Your legs working yet?”

	She looks down.

	“Not really.”

	Jake picks her up and runs off.

	D’ttr watches him in ways he’d be alarmed about. She thinks him an honest and true-sighted overlander in a tarnished world, doing what he must. There are a few left. Without further concern, she settles herself, moving inside to harmonise with his balance as he runs.

	Jake’s developed a stitch by the time he makes the crossing into Ilex Way, part of what used to be a miles-long driveway for some old estate. He takes a moment to catch his breath and look about. Still dark enough for a bloke carrying a small body to pass unnoticed, if he’s careful.

	Something catches his eye. He looks back. The arse-end of another green Beemer? That can’t be a coincidence!

	He doesn’t hear the shots that knock him down, hears the next few as the girl spreads herself across him like a shield, rocking with the impacts. He’s wondering about why she’d bother to do that when he hears his ma calling.

	 

	The slight woman hears shouts from the seafront. Too noisy, but she had no option. 

	“Get her! Stomp on his head.”

	Grabbing the sack full of money, she heads back to the car, pointing at the boot. The driver spots her intent. It swings open and she throws the sack in, ignoring a muffled cry from within the boot.

	Not as thorough as she’d like, but she’s allowed to have no spare bullets because she emptied the magazine in a blind rage at the random scum who stole from them, then attacked them, and nearly got away with it.

	The bulky figure scoops D’ttr up one-handed like she weighs nothing at all, then aims a parting kick at Jake’s head. Unbalanced by trying to do three things at once, with only half a brain left in its shotgun-opened head, the metal-shod boot only lands a single, glancing blow.

	Jake twitches. ‘Try to salvage something’, that’s what his ma always said. Hide it! He slides the flash drive from his pocket. With barely anything left, he focuses on pushing it into soil softened by his own blood before passing out.

	 

	By the time the police arrive, Jake’s blood is a pool that’s started trickling into the nearby gutter. The BMW is nowhere to be seen.

	 

	 

	Splayne’s Green, September 10th

	Lola stands in front of the desk, arms folded behind her back. She’s not looking forward to this, but if she gets away without being reprimanded again for the public shootings, it’ll be a good day. If the fourth hasn’t come to light yet, even better.

	Juergen sits on the left-hand edge of the desk, one leg swinging. His right hand is still bandaged.

	“Are you sure the traitor made a copy?”

	She gives a curt nod.

	“Is he dead?”

	Another. More enthusiastic as it’s backed by quiet relief about not being queried on the details. Calm down. He sometimes notices stuff like that.

	“What did he get?”

	Keep it formal. Play round the big loss, and don’t mention Corentin Danbe by name.

	“The log monitoring and bag searches may have been lax, but the logging software doesn’t miss. He took a mixed batch of early research data, mainly from groups three, four and six, including several scans of pages from Mandel’s notebooks: definitely some from ‘References in Antiquity’ and most of ‘Musings on the God Problem’, possibly others, but we’re still checking the filenames involved.”

	His leg stops swinging.

	“Too much detail up front: you’re being coy. I hate it when you do that. Might as well be honest in your evasion: just lie to me. So, explicitly, what else did he get that you’re so keen to not mention?”

	She unfolds her arms. If that’s what he wants, that’s what he gets.

	“He got Mandel’s last video.”

	Juergen slams his heel into the side of the desk.

	“I’ll discuss him getting access to that with the relevant parties later. All I want from you is confirmation the device has either been returned or destroyed.”

	She shakes her head: “The plod have a sack full of cash, and are pulling bits of ruined laptops, phones, and media from the remains of the car. No mention of anything like a USB drive.”

	“Could it have been blown clear?”

	“No.”

	“Then the surviving raider will have to be made to talk.”

	“He’s gone.”

	“What?”

	“Disappeared from the intensive care unit. Someone took out the plod on guard and snuck him out.”

	Please don’t ask how.

	“Not surprising. He’s got connections, somewhere. Find them. Find him. Bring him to me.”

	He gets up, goes round the desk, and sits down. Looking up at her in feigned surprise, he points towards the door.

	“Go on then: fetch.”

	Lola closes the door behind her, keeping her head down so he can’t see her expression on his monitor. He did say she might as well lie, after all.

	He’d throw a fit if he knew how the scum actually disappeared. Those outbursts always come with collateral damage. Better he finds out while she’s out and about, appearing to hunt - while trying to find a way to limit the interference with what it intends, and what Denise plans. Part of that involves keeping Juergen ignorant of both.

	As for its intentions regarding Denise and the empire she’ll probably inherit, she hasn’t been told. But, while all remains within the desires it’s expressed to her, Lola doesn’t need to intervene.

	Which brings her to the other problem, the one thing she’s not sure about. The little beast is back in its plastic-lined, laminated Twaron box at the other site. How much had he spent researching and having that built?

	She’d seen Juergen hesitant, seen him startled, thought him unshakeable. When he found out the beast had escaped, she saw him terrified. Watched him master abject terror by pounding his fist against a wall until the knuckles split.

	Even after that, he’d refused to divulge the slightest reason for holding the little beast, and she’s out of alternative sources.

	Manny had known, up until his accident. She’d started out playing him to get to the truth, found him to be surprisingly pleasant company, and continued because of that. Who knows where they might have ended up? She’ll never know. If she’s honest, working with him now makes her miss the original. But that’s another one of the things she doesn’t let herself brood about.

	It seems she’d made quite an impression, though, because Beatified Manny does everything she asks, a first among that odd host. Of course, being Beatified, he’s got no useful memory of who he’d been before.

	One other thing she’s been keeping to herself: before Manny dropped the little beast back into the cell, it’d said two words: “Chulden come.” She’s been threatened by a lot of people since she left home. Never have two words conveyed so much menace.

	Lola stops. With absolute certainty, she realises the beast hadn’t been making a threat or a promise. That had been a statement.

	 

	 

	Westmeston, September 11th

	Katie’s worried. Something’s off. Not still drunk, but not entirely sober, either. Somebody must have spiked her drink. Who’d do that? She doesn’t remember any strangers in the pub. She grins. Not that she’d recall any of them after ten o’clock unless they’d been rude – or tasty.

	She reaches for her mug and takes a long drink. Much better. Gazing down into the mug, she sees crimson sludge instead of tealeaves.

	“Suzy? Are you feeding me herbal infusions again?”

	“Not Suzy, but yes.”

	The voice is feminine and incredibly deep. Katie peers out from under her fringe. The girl sitting opposite looks like she threw her clothes on in a hurry. Given the state of her hands, she must have been potting or something, and those monster feet slippers are funny.

	The toes flex, little black claws gouging the dirt floor.

	Katie looks up. The girl flicks her untidy hair back and smiles, revealing startlingly white teeth in a misshapen face.

	“Hi.”

	“What’s going on?”

	“I’m Misty. You’re Kathleen, right?”

	“Katie. Call me Katie.”

	“Yeah, my mum called me Mistral. I hated it.”

	Mistral?

	She remembers the dusty, glassed-in alcove at the back of the pub. Dried flowers arranged about a faded picture of a pretty girl in a striped T-shirt and flared jeans. ‘Mistral Adelaide Munn, 1948-1967.’

	“You okay? You’ve gone pale.”

	“There’s a memorial in the pub for some girl named Mistral.”

	****
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