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Chapter Thirty-Seven: 6:15am (pps299-308) 

A: Miranda cannot escape (299-302) 
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6:15 a.m. 


Miranda lay still for a long time. She was terrified that Daisy would return, but unable to do 

anything about it. In her mind Daisy came stomping into the room in her motorcycle boots, 

and knelt down on the floor, and looked under the bed. Miranda could see Daisy's brutish 

face, the shaved skull and the broken nose and the dark eyes that looked bruised by the black 

eyeliner. The thought of that face was so scary that sometimes Miranda just squeezed her 

eyes shut as tightly as she could, until she saw fireworks on the backs of her eyelids. 

In the end it was the thought of Tom that made her move. Somehow she had to protect 

her son from the violent gang that had invaded her father's house. But how? There was 

nothing she could do alone. She would be willing to put her own body between the gang and 

the children, but it would be pointless: she would be thrown aside like a sack of potatoes. 

Civilised people were no good at violence, that was what made them civilised. 

The answer was the same as before. She had to find a phone and get help. 

That meant she had to get to the guest cottage. She had to leave the bedroom and 

creep downstairs, hoping she would not be heard by the gang in the kitchen, praying that one 

of them would not step into the hall and see her. She needed to grab a coat and boots, for she 

was barefoot and naked but for a cotton nightdress, and she knew could not go three yards, 

dressed as she was, in a blizzard with the snow two feet thick on the ground. Then she had to 
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make her way to the cottage, staying well away from windows, and get the phone she had left 

in her handbag on the floor by the door. 

She tried to summon her nerve. What was she frightened of? The tension, she thought: 

the strain was petrifYing. But it would not be for long, she told herself. Half a minute to go 

down the stairs. A minute to put on a coat and boots. Two minutes, perhaps three, to tramp 

through the snow to the cottage. Less than five minutes, then. That was all it would take. 

She began to feel resentful. How dare they make her feel scared to walk around in her 

father's house? Indignation gave her courage. 

Shaking, she slid out from under the bed. The bedroom door was open. She peeped 

out, saw that all was clear, and stepped on to the landing. She could hear voices from the 

kitchen. She looked down. 

There was a hat stand at the foot of the stairs. Most of the family's coats and boots 

were kept in a walk-in closet in the boot lobby by the back door, but Daddy always left his in 

the hall, and she could see his old blue anorak hanging from the stand, and below it the 

leather-lined rubber boots that kept his feet warm while he walked Nelson. They should be 

enough to keep her from freezing to death while she ploughed through the snow to the 

cottage. It would take her only a few seconds to slip them on and sneak out through the front 

door. 

If she had the guts. 

She started to tiptoe down the stairs. 

The voices from the kitchen became louder. There was some kind of argument going 

on. She heard Nigel say: "Well bloody well look again, then!" Did that mean someone was 

going to search the house? She turned and ran back, going up the stairs two at a time. As she 
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reached the landing she heard heavy boots in the hall-Daisy. 

It was no good hiding under the bed again, she saw at once. If Daisy was being sent 

back for a second search, she was bound to look harder this time. Miranda stepped into her 

father's bedroom. There was one place she could hide-the attic. When she was ten years 

old, she had made it her den-all the children had, at different times. 

The door of the suit cupboard stood open. 

She heard Daisy's steps on the landing. 

She fell to her knees, crawled inside, and opened the low door that led to the attic. 

Then she turned and closed the cupboard door behind her. She backed into the attic and 

closed the low door. 

She realised immediately that she had made an error that might be fatal. Daisy had 

searched the house just a few minutes ago. She must have seen the door of the suit cupboard 

standing open. Would she now remember that, and realise that someone must have closed it 

subsequently? And would she be smart enough to guess why? 

Miranda heard footsteps in the dressing room. She held her breath as Daisy walked to 

the bathroom and back. She heard the sound of cupboard doors being flung open. She bit her 

thumb to keep from screaming with fear. There was a brushing sound as Daisy rummaged 

among suits and shirts. The low door was hard to see unless you got down on your knees and 

looked underneath the hanging clothes. Would Daisy be so thorough? 

There was a long moment of quiet. 

Then Daisy's footsteps receded through the bedroom. 

Miranda felt so relieved she wanted to cry. 

She stopped herself. She had to be brave. 



B: Kit reveals his loyalty to the gang (302-308) 
AZ: I suggest for Kit a flashback or memory of the event as an adolescent when he first 
started going bad. And it could be that ever since then relations with his father have been 
strained. But Stanley nonetheless encouraged his IT studies, and praised him greatly for Kit's 
state of the art security system for Oxenford. 
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What was happening in the kitchen? She remembered the hole in the floor. She 

crawled slowly across to take a look. 

***** 

Hugo looked so pathetic that Kit almost felt sorry for him. He was a short man, and podgy. 

He had fatty breasts with hairy nipples and a belly that hung over his genitals. The thin legs 

below his round body made him look like an ill-designed doll. He seemed all the more tragic 

by contrast with his usual self. He was normally poised and self-assured, dressed in natty 

suits that disguised his figure, and he flirted with all the confidence of a matinee idol. Now he 

looked foolish and mortified. 

The family were crowded together at one end of the kitchen, by the pantry door, away 

from any exits: Kit himself, his sister Olga in her black silk wrap, their father with swollen 

lips where Daisy had punched him, and Olga's husband, the naked Hugo. Stanley was sitting 

down, holding Nelson, stroking him to keep him calm, afraid he would be shot if he attacked 

the strangers. Nigel and Elton stood on the other side of the table. 

Hugo stepped forward. "There are towels and things in the laundry," he said. The 

laundry was off the kitchen, on the same side as the dining room. "Let me get something to 

wrap around me." 

Daisy came in and picked up a tea-towel. 'Try this," she said, and flicked it at his 

genitals. Kit remembered, from school shower-room horseplay, how that could sting. Hugo 

let out an involuntary yelp. He turned around, and she flicked it again, catching him on the 

backside. He skipped away, into the comer, and Daisy laughed. Hugo was completely 

humiliated. 

It was unpleasant to see, and Kit felt slightly sick. 
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"Stop playing around," Nigel said angrily_ "I want to know where the other sister 

Miranda. She was here. She must have slipped out. Where did she goT' 

Daisy said: "I've looked all the house over twice, now. She's not in the building." 

"She could be hiding." 

"And she could be the invisible fucking woman, but I can't find her." 

Kit knew where she was. A minute ago he had seen Nelson cock his head and lift one 

Labrador ear. Someone had entered the attic over the kitchen, and it had to be Miranda. Kit 

wondered ifhis father had noticed Nelson's reaction. 

Elton said: "Maybe she went outside. That noise we heard was probably her." 

Nigel's reply betrayed exasperation. "So how come you didn't see her out there when 

you went to look?" 

"Because it's bloody dark!" Elton was becoming irritated by Nigel's hectoring tone. 

Kit guessed the noise outside had been some of the kids, fooling around. He wondered 

if they had looked into the kitchen and seen the guns and, if so, whether they would have the 

sense to find a mobile phone and call the police. 

"She was only wearing a nightdress," Nigel said. "She can't have gone far." 

Elton said: "Well, I'll go and check the outbuildings, shall I?" 

"Wait a minute." Nigel thought. "We've searched every room in this house, yeah?" 

Daisy said: "Aye, like I told you." 

"We've taken mobile phones fro Olga, Hugo and Kit, nd we're sure there are no 

others in the house?" 

"Aye." 

"Then we'd better check the other buildings." jr t: ~ e.,...." l.. 4-..... 

'Ilc" -n" e ,{? 
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"Right," said Elton. "There's a cottage, a barn and a garage, the old man said." 

"Check the garage first-there will be phones in the cars. Then the cottage and the 

barn. Round up the rest of the family and bring them here. Make sure you get all their 

phones. We'll just keep them all under guard here for a few hours, until it stops snowing, then 

we'll be away." 

It was not a bad plan, Kit thought. When all the family was in one place, with no 

phones, there would be nothing they could do. No one was going to come to the door in this 

weather-no milkman, no postman, no carol singers-so there was no danger of any outsider 

becoming suspicious. The gang could relax and wait for the weather to change. Then they 

could go, leaving Kit behind to pretend he was as much a victim as the rest of the family. 

Miranda was no great threat, up in the attic with no phone, wearing only a nightdress. 

Still Kit wondered if there was a way he could warn Nigel about her without blowing his 

cover. 

The other wild card in the pack was whoever had screamed outside a few minutes 

ago. There had been a thud, too, as if a person or animal had hit the back door. A deer might 

have bumped into the door, but deer did not scream, they made a mooing sound like cattle. A 

large bird could conceivably have been blown against the door by the storm, and might have 

made a noise like a scream. However, Kit thought the likeliest culprit was Miranda's son, 

young Tom. He was eleven, just the right age for creeping around at night, playing 

commandos. 

If Tom had seen the guns in Nigel and Daisy's hands, what would he do? First he 

would look for his mother, but he would not find her. Then he would wake his sister, perhaps, 

or Ned. Either way, Nigel had little time to spare. He needed to capture the rest of the family 
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before anyone made a phone call. 

Elton, who did not appear to have a gun, put on his jacket and looked out of the 

window, peering into the snow. Following his gaze, Kit noticed that the cottage and bam 

across the courtyard were barely visible through the snow by the light of the outside lamps. 

There was still no let-up. 

Daisy said: "I'll check the garage." 

Elton said: "I'll go to the cottage, then." 

Nigel said: "Get on with it, someone might be dialling 999 right now." 

Daisy pocketed her gun and zipped up her leather jacket. 

That was when Hugo jumped Nigel. 

It was completely unexpected. Everyone was taken totally by surprise. Kit had written 

Hugo off, and so had the others. But he leaped forward with furious energy, punching Nigel 

in the face, again and again. 

Nigel was so startled that he stepped back, bumping against the kitchen counter 

behind him, but he kept hold of the gun. 

Hugo went at him like a fiend, thumping Nigel's face and body with both fists, in a 

mad rage, screaming something incomprehensible. In a few seconds he inflicted a lot of 

damage, but Nigel did not drop the gun. 

Elton was the quickest to react. He grabbed Hugo and tried to pull him off Nigel. 

Being naked, Hugo was hard to grasp, and for a moment Elton could not get a grip, his hands 

sliding off Hugo's moving shoulders. 

Stanley released Nelson, who was barking furiously, and Nelson flung himself on 

Elton, biting his legs. He was an old dog, and had a soft mouth like all retrievers, but he was a 
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distraction. 

Daisy reached into the pocket where she had stowed her gun, then Olga picked up a 

plate and threw it across the room at her. Daisy dodged, and the plate hit her glancingly on 
r 

the shoulder. It..- L)(.. 'r 4. vv'-- .p! h;~ j ~e &:' W-.:i vz.

'fit ~ 't- ,+0 lz 4( r/' e "l, • 

Kit stood still, fi en in indecision. The last thing he wanted was for the family to 

overwhelm the gang Although he was shocked by the true purpose of the theft he had 

organised, and horrified at the thought that he might be partly responsible for mass murder, 

nevertheless his own survival was uppermost in his mind. It was less than twenty-four hours 

since Daisy had almost killed him in the swimming pool, and he knew that, if he failed to 

repay her father, he faced an end every bit as painful as death from the virus in the tool box. 

He would intervene on Nigel's side, against his own family, ifhe had to-but did he have to? 

I /' He still wan#d to mail}tain Jl;le fiction that he had never seen Nig;l before ton~ht. So he 
~et" 't ~ c, ( '" y..~ ItA;' Il f -th t ..' L. < ..' lu:.. ....[ 'II; I/II-..r 'fr> '?YI.,;;; "ft- 4

"'- (tOOd helplessly looking on as ~tr~m~c~s}led wi~h~n him . .,.. ("1' t, /f 
rfffCI;V.:.e;.t.v <-L- ~~v(..... ~vvj =r-'Y\ "J.- JI-IWl. ~ ,... <:tv//[.. 

After a few moments of confused flailing, Elton put both his arms around Hugo and 

grasped him in a powerful bear hug. Hugo struggled, but he was smaller and less fit than 

Elton, and could not shake him off. Elton lifted Hugo's feet off the ground and took a step 

back, pulling him away from Nigel. 

Daisy kicked Nelson accurately in the ribs with a heavy motorcycle boot, and the dog 

whimpered and fled into the comer of the room. 

Nigel was bleeding from his nose and mouth and there were angry red marks around 

his eyes. He glared malevolently at Hugo and raised his right hand, which still grasped the 

gun. 

Olga took a step forward, shouting: "No!" 
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Instantly, Nigel swung his ann and pointed the gun at her. 

Her father grabbed her and held her back, saying at the same time: "Don't shoot, 

please don't shoot." 

Nigel kept the gun pointed at Olga and said: "Daisy, have you still got that cosh?" 

Looking pleased, Daisy took out the cosh with which she had knocked out Susan, the 

security guard. 

Nigel nodded towards Hugo. "Hurt this bastard." 

Seeing what was coming, Hugo began to struggle, but Elton tightened his hold. 

Daisy drew back her right ann then smashed the cosh into Hugo's face. It hit his 

cheekbone with a sickening crunch. He made a noise that was halfway between a shout and a 

scream. Daisy hit him again, just as hard, lower down, and blood spurted from his mouth and 

ran down his bare chest. With a spiteful grin, Daisy eyed his genitals, then kicked him in the 

groin. She hit him with the cosh again, this time on the top of his head, and he slumped 

unconscious. But that made no difference to Daisy. She hit him full on the nose, then kicked 

him again. 

Olga let out a wail of grief and rage, broke free of her father's grasp, and threw 

herself at Daisy. 

Daisy swung the cosh at her, but Olga was too close, and the blow whistled behind 

Olga'S head. 

Elton dropped Hugo, who slumped unconscious on the tiled floor, and made a grab 

for Olga. 

Olga got her hands on Daisy's face and scratched. 

Nigel raised the gun and pointed it at Olga, but he hesitated to shoot, no doubt fearing 
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that he would hit Elton or Daisy, both ofwhom were struggling with Olga. 

Stanley turned to the stovetop and picked up the heavy frying pan in which Kit had 

scrambled a dozen eggs. He raised it high in the air then brought it down on Nigel, aiming at 

Nigel's head. At the last instant, Nigel saw it coming, and dodged. The pan hit his right 

shoulder. He cried out with pain, and the gun flew from his hand. 

Stanley tried to catch the gun, but missed. It landed on the kitchen table, bounced, fell 

on the seat of a pine chair, rolled over, and dropped to the floor at Kit's feet. 

Kit bent down and picked the gun up. 

Nigel and Stanley looked at him. Sensing the dramatic change, Olga, Da~ and p)ton 

r/~ v OL-t v h, )v' C l) ,,, ct {; vrv/
stopped fighting and turned to Kit. ( /.. J 

c.{,.,(~~ '" Vlevv _ 
Kit hesitated. He knew what he had to 0 but he was~ uctant to do it. 


They all stared at him for a long moment of stillness. 


At last he turned the gun around, holding it by the barrel, and gave it back to Nigel. 



