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Chapter Forty-Six: 9:15am (374-379) 

A: Daisy comes backfrom the dead (374-377) 
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9:15 a.m. 


It took Craig a long time to work up the courage to look again at the motionless form of 

Daisy. 

The sight of her mangled body, even viewed from a distance, had made him throw up. 

When there was nothing left in him to come out, he had tried to clean out his mouth with 

handfuls of fresh snow. Then Sophie came to him and put her arms around his waist, and he 

hugged her, keeping his back to Daisy. They had stood like that until at last the nausea 

passed, and he felt able to tum and see what he had done. 

Sophie said: "What are we going to do?" 

Craig swallowed. It was not over yet. Daisy was only one of three thugs-and then 

there was Uncle Kit. "We'd better take her gun," he said. 

Her expression told him she hated that idea. She said: "Do you know how to use it?" 

"How hard can it be?" 

She looked unhappy, but just said: "Whatever." 

Craig hesitated a moment longer; then he took her hand and they walked towards the 

body. 

Daisy was lying face down, her arms beneath her. Although she had tried to kill 

Craig, he still found it horrible to look at a human being so mangled. The legs were the worst. 
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Her leather trousers had been ripped to shreds. One leg was twisted awkwardly and the other 

was gashed and bloody. The leather jacket seemed to have protected her arms and body, but 

her shaved head was covered with blood. Her face was hidden, buried in the snow. 

They stopped six feet away from her. 

Sophie said: "I've never seen a dead person." 

"I saw Mamma Marta in the funeral home." 

They stepped closer. 

"I can't see the gun," Craig said. 

"It must be underneath her." Letting go of Craig's hand, Sophie went down on one 

knee and hesitantly tried to reach under Daisy's torso. 

Quick as a snake, Daisy lifted her head, grabbed Sophie's wrist with her left hand, and 

brought her right hand out from under her with the gun in it. 

Sophie screa~ed in terror. ... ~ (' LIre~~o,,-~:II',.;+- _{;v<.. l;~ a~ .).., e-v¥l-<f/ 

crrug shouted: "Christ!" and jumped back. 

Daisy jammed the snout of the little grey pistol into the soft skin of Sophie's throat. 

"Stand still, laddie!" she yelled. 

Craig froze. 

Daisy wore a cap of blood. One ear was almost completely ripped from her head, and 

hung grotesquely by a narrow strip of skin. But her face was unmarked, and now showed an 

expression of pure hatred. "For what you've done to me, I should shoot her in the belly, and 

let you watch her bleed to death, screaming in agony." 

Craig shuddered in horror. 

"But I need your help," Daisy went on. "If you want to save your little girlfriend's 
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life, just do everything I tell you, instantly. Hesitate, and she dies." 

Craig felt she really meant it. 

"Get over here," she said. 

He had no choice. He stepped close to her. 

"Kneel down." 

Craig knelt beside her. 

She turned her hateful eyes on Sophie. "Now, you little whore, I'm going to let go of 

your arm, but don't you try to move away, or I'll shoot you, and enjoy it." 

She took her left hand off Sophie's arm, but kept the gun pushed into the flesh of 

Sophie's neck. Then she put her left arm around Cmig's shoulders. "Hold my wrist, lad," she 

said. 

With his left hand, Cmig grasped Daisy's wrist as it dangled over his left shoulder. 


"You, lassie, get under my right arm." 


Sophie changed her position slowly, and Daisy put her right arm over Sophie's 


shoulder, managing to keep the gun pointed at Sophie's head. 

"Now, you're going to lift me up and carry me to the house. But do it gently. I think 

I've got a broken leg. If you jog me it might hurt, and if I flinch I might accidentally pull this 

trigger. So, easy does it.. . and lift." 

Craig tightened his grip on Daisy's wrist and mised himself from the kneeling 

position. To ease the burden on Sophie, he put his right arm around Daisy's waist an,Q.jtook f
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Daisy was gasping with pain, and as pale as the snow on the ground aroun<ythelV but, 
_f",r
\j 

Lz,e..... (..l. ( .. 

when Craig looked sideways and caught her eye, he saw that she was watching him intently. 



B: Toni goes to the house (377-379) 
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When they were upright, Daisy said: "Forward, slowly." 

They walked forward, Daisy dragging her legs. 

"I bet you two were hidden away somewhere all night," she said. "What were you up 

to, eh?" 

Craig said nothing. He could hardly believe that Daisy had breath and malice enough 

in her to rail them. 

"Tell me, laddie," she went on jeeringly. "Did you put your finger in her little pussy, 

eh? You dirty little bastard, I bet you did." 

Craig/elt dirty when she talked like that. She was able to sully an experience that had 

been carefree. He hated her for spoiling his memory. He longed to drop her on the ground, 

but he felt sure she would pull the trigger. 

"Wait," she said. "Stop." They halted, and she put some of her weight on her left leg, 

the one that was not twisted. 

Craig looked at her terrible face. Her black-lined eyes were closed in pain. She said: 

"We'll just rest here for a minute, then we'll go on." 

***** 

Toni stepped out of the bam. Now she could be seen from the house. By her calculations 

there were two ofthe gang in the kitchen-Nigel and Kit-and either of them might look out 

of the window at any moment. But she had to take the risk. Listening for the gunshot that 

would kill her, she turned away from the house and walked, ploughing through the snow as 

fast as she could, towards the end of the bam. She reached it without incident and turned the 

comer gratefully. Safely out of sight, she went on, around to the back of the building. 

She had left Caroline searching tearfully for her pet rats. Elton was trussed up under 
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the billiard table, 0 cold, blindfolded and gagged to make sure that when he came round he 

Toni walked along the back wall of the bam then circled the guest cottage. Now she 

was fifty yards or so from the main house, and the angle of vision from the kitchen was too 

acute for her to be seen, unless someone opened a window and leaned out. Feeling a little less 

vulnerable, she approached the gable end of the house. 

The back door stood open, but she did not go in. She needed to reconnoitre first. She 

crept along the side of the building and peeped in at the first window. She was looking into a 

tiny room, like a pantry, with four people crammed into it: Stanley, Miranda, Olga, and 

Hugo, who was naked and apparently unconscious. They were bound hand and foot, but 

standing. 

Stanley caught her eye and opened his mouth to speak. Quickly, she raised a finger to 

her lips for silence. He closed his mouth and nodded. 

Toni moved to the next window. 

As she had expected, there were two men in the kitchen. One was Kit. Toni felt a 

momentary surge of compassion for Stanley, having a son who could do something like this 

to his family. The second man wore a pink sweater. Toni presumed this was Nigel. They had 

their backs to the window and were looking at a small television set, watching the news. The 

screen showed a snowplough clearing a motorway. 

After a moment, Toni spotted two more people. On the kitchen floor were Ned and 

the little boy, Tom. 

Toni chewed her lip, thinking. She had a gun, now, but even so it could be difficult to 

control the two of them. If only they would split up .... 
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As she watched, Kit stood up, and she quickly ducked back out of sight. 


