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Part One



Chapter One 
Anyone, they say, can make a mistake. OK, it’s a cliché, but like most clichés, it happens to be true. I made my biggest mistake on the twelfth of September nineteen eighty when I killed my mother. According to the medical staff it was an increasingly rare, but still terribly tragic, case of a death in childbirth, but in the eyes of my father and my twin older siblings, I killed her just by being born. 
My father had loved my mother very deeply, a deep love which resulted in a deep distaste for myself. Ten years older than myself, so only ten years old at the time of my birth, Robert, my brother, and Elizabeth, my sister, naturally enough took their lead from our father and shared his dislike of me. 
To be honest, I have never really understood why my father didn’t put me up for adoption and be rid of me; I suppose it was something that he regarded as ‘just not done’, certainly something ‘not done’ by Sir James Robert Cranbrook, the second Baronet of that ilk. 
I was never physically ill-treated by him, and he didn’t let my siblings bully me physically, but from whatever age it was that I was old enough to appreciate such matters, I was only too well aware that I was unloved and unwanted. 
The difference in regard which my father had for his offspring was illustrated in our respective educations. 
Elizabeth went to Roedean, Robert to Eton. No such prestigious establishment for me, though. I went to the local comprehensive, where my father’s title was enough to ensure a constant bullying until I was old enough and big enough – and vicious enough, I must admit – to see off any attempted bully. Even then, I had no real friends. There was no question of being allowed to bring friends – even if I had made any – back to our house, nor me visiting the homes of the ‘common herd’, as both my father and my siblings regarded the local children. The segregation continued into further education. Robert and Elizabeth both went to Oxford; it was made clear to me that there was no question of me following in their footsteps. 
We lived in what was a pretty large house by local standards. Cranbrook Hall had been built to the orders of my grandfather, the first Baronet, who had made money in a variety of fields, money which had enabled him to secure a baronetcy from the government of the day thanks to suitable donations to the party funds, and which had also enabled him to build a sixteen bedroomed mini-mansion in Kent and to run a household with a number of servants when, in nineteen thirty he married Elizabeth Yorke, twenty years his junior. James, my father, was their only child. I never knew either of my father’s parents, nor for that matter, my maternal grandparents, both of whom had died before I was born. Kenneth Cranbrook died in nineteen seventy, ten years before I was born, and his wife, Elizabeth, after whom my sister was named, died a couple of months or so after I was born, her end hastened, the family claimed, by her grief at the loss of her beloved daughter-in-law. I wish that I had met my mother; she must have been a remarkable woman to have won such love and devotion from all around her. 
Matters really came to a head in nineteen ninety-eight. I was a month or so short of my eighteenth birthday when there was a family gathering for my father’s birthday – his sixty-sixth – in the July of that year. My brother Robert, with his wife Helen, their three year old elder daughter Georgina, and eleven month old younger daughter Jane were there, as was my sister Elizabeth, with her husband, George Jordan and their two children, four year old Michael and two year old Nanette. At seventeen – and ten months – I was very much the odd one out, either much older or much younger than everyone else there, and I resented the indifference with which I felt that I was being treated. My sullenness did not go unnoticed and eventually Robert exploded. We were in the garden, just Robert, Helen and myself, when my ungracious reply to something that Helen had said was clearly the last straw for my brother. Red in the face, he glared at me. 
“For fuck’s sake, Harold, why don’t you grow up, join the Army and get your bloody head blown off or something!” 
He stormed away, followed a pace or two behind by Helen, who at least had the grace to look abashed at his outburst. 
Robert’s diatribe set me thinking. I had just completed my secondary education and, rather to the surprise of the rest of the family, had achieved quite reasonable exam results. My mind was made up by that incident; on my eighteenth birthday I enlisted in the Army. 
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Chapter Two
Joining the Army had not been a mistake. I turned out to be quite a good soldier, getting through tours of Iraq and Afghanistan without a scratch, reaching the rank of Captain in two thousand and eight, but five years later the continuing cuts in the service budgets as politicians sought for ever and ever more money to throw at more voter friendly aspects of the rest of the budget than ‘toy soldiers’, which was how I was convinced that most of the people’s representatives saw my colleagues and myself, left a lot of young officers, myself included, with the clear message that our country did not need us. 
In the intervening fifteen years I had had virtually no contact with the other members of the family. I had visited Cranbrook Hall just the once, on the occasion of my father’s funeral in two thousand and two, and even then I hadn’t stayed at the house, but at a nearby hotel. Robert’s wife, Helen, now Lady Helen Cranbrook, had been the only member to try and keep in touch with birthday and Christmas cards; from the rest, nothing. 
In my youth I had tried to reassure myself that no matter what, I was more intelligent than either of my cotton wooled siblings, despite their fancy schools and degrees from Oxford, but as the years went by I had to face up to the fact that even that wasn’t true. Elizabeth, married to George Jordon, who was a successful business man, running a mid-sized construction company, combined the persona of wife and mother with being a very successful author of romantic novels – hardly a year went by without her latest offering appearing in the best sellers lists. Nor had Robert rested on his laurels as the third baronet. From early days he had gone into the stock market in a big way and had amassed a considerable fortune. It was just as well; the tax bill when our father died would have crippled many families, but even though he was only thirty-two at the time, Robert coped with it with hardly a flicker of concern. He and Helen had inherited Cranbrook Hall and now lived there; again, his money had restored it to the glory that old Kenneth Cranbrook had enjoyed and the house once more was a family home with Robert and Helen and eighteen year old Georgina and sixteen year old Jane. There were also some live-in staff again – a butler, a cook come housekeeper, two maids and a chauffeur come general handyman to run the house; additionally Robert had a full time secretary who also lived on the premises.. 
Compared to the rest of the family, a thirty-three year old former Army Captain was small beer indeed. 
I had now been out of the Army just over six months; because I had left before the age of forty, and hadn’t been invalided out, I wouldn’t get any pension until I was sixty-five – a long time in the future. I had, however, been able to save quite a bit of my salary, and had invested it to give me a bit of income, so I wasn’t yet on the breadline, but I did have to find some form of employment in the fairly near future, especially as interest rates, and therefore the income from my investments, were at an all-time low and looked like remaining there for a long time to come. For weeks now I had been scouring the situations vacant columns of the press and the similar on-line sites, so far without finding anything that appealed. 
There was also the question of somewhere to live. Currently I was renting a small – make that very small – 
flat on the outskirts of Woking, but as a long term location it had little to commend it. Fifteen years in the Army had hardened me to make the best of whatever accommodation I happened to find myself in, but even by my low standards I really hoped for something a bit better in the not too distant future. 
I had just finished yet another trawl of the Internet, looking for suitable job vacancies, when my mobile phone rang. Hoping that it might be a call from a company to which I had submitted my CV a few days earlier, I answered, though much more in hope than in expectation. 
“Harold Cranbrook.” 
“Harold, it’s Robert.” 
For a moment I wondered who on earth was calling me, then the truth dawned; it was my brother. 
“Robert?” 
“Yes, it’s me. Look, I know that things have been difficult in the past, but something has come up which greatly affects us both. It’s too complicated to discuss over the phone – could you possibly come down to Cranbrook in the next few days?” 
To say that I was astonished would be the understatement of all time. It was the first telephone call that I had received from Robert since our father had died when he had rung me to let me know and tell me about the funeral arrangements. I couldn’t even understand how he had my phone number, but that point escaped me at that precise moment, overshadowed by my general surprise at such a call from out of the blue. 
“Well, yes, of course I can – would tomorrow be too soon?” 
“No, that would be absolutely fine. Could you get here after breakfast and then I’d be grateful if you’d stay, at least for a couple of days, if that’s OK with you?” 
More and more intrigued, I agreed to the suggestion and finished the call with my mind in a whirl. 
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***********
It was just after ten the next morning when I swung my Ford Mondeo through the tall gates that pierced the high wall round Cranbrook Hall and drove along the thirty yards or so of neatly gravelled drive to the main door. Despite the lack of affection that I had received inside its walls I had always liked the house. 
Grandfather Kenneth had demonstrated very good taste and the neo-Georgian style of the building sat easily in its neatly manicured lawns. It had been a bit of whimsy on the part of our grandfather to build his house a couple of miles or so outside the small town of Cranbrook. Given the name he had given the house, and our own family name, it was natural for those not in the know to assume that there was some sort of link between house, family and town, but in fact there was nothing of the sort. Kenneth Cranbrook enjoyed the gentle mocking it facilitated of those impressed by such things, but his parents had actually come from the small market town of Lichfield, and he had spent his entire adult life, prior to building Cranbrook Hall, in the city of London, making money – lots of money. His devotion to the pursuit of money probably stemmed from the fairly modest state of his own parents, and also, he had apparently claimed, to the memory of his younger brother, Robert, who had died, aged just twenty-seven and a captain in the Herefordshire Regiment, shortly after the end of World War One from wounds he had received in the Battle of the Belleau Wood in nineteen eighteen. Kenneth Cranbrook had himself served briefly in the war but was invalided out after being wounded in the very first month of hostilities, a wound from which he made a slow, but complete, recovery. 
It was after Kenneth’s brother that my own brother Robert had been named. 
As far as I could see the exterior of the house was unchanged in the twelve years or so since I had last visited on the occasion of my father’s funeral. 
I parked just outside the front door, a door reached by a short, but wide, flight of steps. I mounted them, but before I could reach out to ring the bell the door was opened and I found myself faced by a slightly tubby man, perhaps five feet eight or nine tall and fifty or so years old, with thinning dark hair combed neatly across a highly domed skull, dressed in a long tailed black jacket over ‘pepper and salt’ striped trousers, an outfit declaring ‘English butler’ to all who saw him. Pale blue eyes regarded me. 
“Captain Cranbrook?” 
“That’s right.” 
“Would you follow me, please, sir. Sir Robert is in the library.” 
He led the way across the entrance hall which, again, was much as I remembered it, with its marble floor and dark oak panelling acting as a visual lead to the wide staircase immediately in front of one, a staircase just made for dramatic descents, preferably by grand ladies in swirling crinolines or the like, from the upper storey. 
The library was off to the right and the man, I later learned that his name was James Fellowes, and he was, of course just what he appeared to be - the butler - opened the door and announced me. 
“Captain Cranbrook, Sir Robert.” 
I walked into the well-remembered room and Robert rose from his armchair to greet me. I stopped in astonishment at his appearance. Like myself, and like our father before us, Robert was slightly over six feet tall and, again like myself and our father, fairly heavily built. The man who rose from the chair was but a shadow of the brother that I had known. He could have weighed no more than ten stone if that; his clothes hung from his body as though intended for a far heavier frame – as indeed was the case - but it was his face that truly caught my attention. Previously blessed – another family trait – with a mass of dark brown hair, he was now totally bald. He was hollow-cheeked and his eyes were lack lustre. 
He advanced to meet me, his gait slow and uncertain, and held out his hand. 
“Harold, thank you so much for coming. Won’t you sit down?” 
So taken aback by his appearance that I was, as yet, incapable of speech, I numbly shook his proffered hand, then flopped down in the chair he had indicated and watched as he painfully resumed his own seat. 
Before I could regain my wits enough for speech, Robert himself spoke. 
“Harold, as I’m sure that you can see, I am ill – in fact, I am dying. The doctors give me no more than a couple of months more, perhaps even less, and I wanted to see you and try and make some sort of amends for the way that I have ignored you over the years.” 
At last I found my voice. 
“Robert, what has happened?” 
“Cancer, I’m afraid, and a particularly virulent strain of the filthy disease. It’s less than six months since it was diagnosed. At the time of the diagnosis I looked as I always have – and now look at me.” 
I shook my head in sorrow. Robert continued. 
“Harold, we have to sort out between us what will happen after I am gone. You, of course, will inherit the title.” 
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Until that moment, I had never really given any thought at all to the fact that, as a baronetcy can only descend to males through the male line, and Robert and Helen had two daughters but no sons, I was the next in line for the title. Somehow, I had always assumed that, given our respective life styles, Robert would outlive me and the question would never arise. Now, however, it clearly had arisen. Robert continued speaking. 
“I don’t know if you were aware of it, but under the terms of grandfather’s will, Cranbrook Hall has to accompany the title – it belongs to whoever is the baronet and can’t be diverted to anybody else, so very shortly the place will be yours.” 
I looked at him helplessly. 
“But what in earth would I do with it? I couldn’t even afford the heating bill! And what about Helen and the girls?” 
“Well, in theory you could tell them to find somewhere else to live.” 
I shook my head vehemently. 
“Of course not. No way could I even think of such a thing.” 
“Thank you. Don’t forget, this place is pretty big – it can accommodate you as well as them without any trouble at all.” 
I didn’t know whether I wanted to live in the house, with or without Robert’s family, and in any case, I wouldn’t be able to afford the upkeep of the house alone, never mind the staff, but Robert forestalled me on that aspect. 
“In my own will I have, of course, made provision for Helen and the girls, provision which I think will keep them in comfort for the rest of their lives. The taxman will take his pound of flesh, more like his bloody ton of flesh, but even when all that is done and dusted, the residual estate I am attaching to the house and the title as our father and grandfather did before me, so you won’t have to worry about meeting the bills. Alan Aldridge, my accountant, and I have gone through everything with a fine tooth comb and the residue will be a little over twenty-two.” 
I wasn’t much reassured. 
“Twenty-two thousand won’t last long running this place, Robert.” 
He looked blankly at me for a moment, then gave a weak laugh. 
“Sorry, brother mine – I should have been clearer. Not twenty-two thousand – twenty-two million.” 
It was my turn to look blank. I had known that Robert was pretty rich – but this passed by miles my assumption as to what ‘pretty rich’ might mean. It was an amount that, quite frankly, I could not even begin to visualise. 
“But how on earth can you expect me to manage such an amount of money? I’ve never had more than about ten thousand in the bank in my life.” 
“Don’t underestimate yourself, Harold. I built the money through hard work and, I like to think, a flair for playing the markets. I’m sure that you are just as capable of hard work as I am, and the pot is big enough now not to have to take the sort of risks that I had to in the early days. You’ll need to keep a careful eye on it, of course, and I expect that you will want help and advice from time to time. Alan is a first rate chap and we have also identified a market advisor to help you. She’s young, but she has a first class record – her name’s Kathleen Curtis and she struck out on her own just about a year ago and Alan and I have monitored her progress ever since – she used to work for a company that I have an interest in which is how I came across her. They specialised in futures” he broke off noting my glazed expression, “that’s effectively gambling on how the price of commodities will change over a period of time – ideally you buy low, sell high, to express it in its simplest form, and they were very good at it – and Kathleen was their star performer. At the rate that she is going, in a few years she will have built up enough of a pot to be able to deal only with her own money, not other people’s, so it’s a case of using her whilst she is still available.” 
He stopped and took a sip of water from a glass on the small table beside his chair before continuing. 
“Harold, I’m sorry, this is all detail, when the big question is what do you want to do? I’m assuming that you are willing to take on the burden of this place and the fund associated with it – but I’m sure that you will want to think things through a bit.” 
I certainly did; my head was in more of a whirl than ever. Robert picked up something that looked like a small TV remote control and pressed a button on it. Within moments the man who had greeted me at the door appeared. 
“Ah, Fellowes, would you show Captain Cranbrook to his room, please.” 
He turned back to me. 
“We normally have a light lunch around one, would that meet for you?” 
“Yes, of course.” 
And with that, still in a state of near shock, I followed the butler from the room. 
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He led me up the grand staircase and we turned left at the top to the guest rooms. Here there were changes since I had lived in the house. The room to which I was shown was clearly newly appointed; the fittings and furniture looked virtually brand new, and it boasted an en suite facility, something that had not been in grandfather Kenneth’s original plans (I subsequently learned that Robert’s renovations to the house had seen the original sixteen main bedrooms reduced to twelve so that every one of them had similar en suite facilities). 
Whilst I had been closeted with Robert someone, perhaps Fellowes himself, had brought my suitcase in from the car and he opened the wardrobe and chest of drawers to demonstrate where the various items had been placed. 
“I ring the luncheon bell at ten to one, sir. The dining room is where it always has been, so I’m sure you remember its location?” 
“Thank you. Tell me, are Lady Cranbrook and the daughters here today?” 
“Lady Cranbrook is, sir, but the young ladies are still at school. They will return for the holidays the week after next.” 
Of course, I had forgotten that it was still term time. 
Left to my own devices, I sat down on the bed and thought furiously about what I had been told since my arrival. One look at Robert was enough to accept, however reluctantly, that he was indeed dying and that the end could not be far away. The army had taught me not to waste unnecessary time and effort over things that could not be changed, but to concentrate on whatever elements it might be possible to control. Robert’s impending death was something over which I could do nothing, so instead I turned my thoughts to what the future would hold for his family and for myself. Obviously Helen and her daughters would stay in Cranbrook Hall for as long as ever they might wish – that was a given. Would I want to live there myself? My childhood in the house had not been a happy one, but I was enough of a realist not to let that bother me. Memories of bricks and mortar were meaningless to me. The question of the money worried me. How could I possibly cope with a multi-million pound fund, a fund that had to be nurtured, not squandered, to continue to run the household and leave a significant inheritance for the future. 
The future – that was the rub. I was unmarried; there had been girlfriends over the years, but never any relationship that came even close to permanency. Now, after fifteen years of swanning around much of the world at the behest of the Army, I had the option of tying myself down to this house and all that went with it. 
My thoughts were brought to a premature conclusion by the sound of a melodious bell – the summons to lunch. The dining room was where, and as, I remembered it. A large, light room with windows looking out over the rear garden and a table capable of seating up to sixteen people, although at the moment it had been condensed to its minimum size, a relatively cosy six places. 
As I entered from the door at one end, so did Helen from the door at the other, accompanied by Robert who was walking slowly and with the aid of a walking stick. She left his side and hurried over to me. 
“Harold, I’m so glad that you could come. I was so worried that you might be reluctant after all this time.” 
“I’m glad that the two of you invited me – I only wish that the circumstances were happier.” 
I looked at my sister-in-law, the first time that I had set eyes on her since my father’s funeral some twelve years earlier. She was, I knew, now forty-one, and despite the clear signs of worry over Robert, the years had treated her kindly. She had been beautiful twelve years ago; she still was today. She was tall and slim – 
‘willowy’ might have been a description coined for her – and her blonde hair was still worn to shoulder length, still thick and lustrous. Her oval face was dominated by bright blue eyes, eyes which hinted at recently shed tears, and hardly surprising when one contemplated her immediate circumstances. She was wearing a simple dress, a pale, floaty affair in a summery print which went well with her ‘peaches and cream’ complexion. She guided me to a chair at the table and we seated ourselves, with Robert at the head of it, Helen on his left and myself on his right so that we were facing each other. 
We had been seated no more than a few minutes when a young woman, presumably one of the maids, came in bearing small plates of toast and smoked salmon. Helen smiled at her. 
“Yvonne, I expect that Mr. Fellowes has told you that this is Captain Cranbrook who will be staying with us for a day to two.” 
The young woman smiled at Helen, then at me. 
“Yes, milady, Mr. Fellowes did say.” 
I felt a little awkward. Did I acknowledge the introduction or not? After a moment’s hesitation I simply returned the smile with a slight nod, which seemed to be acceptable all round. What really fascinated me was to hear Helen addressed as ‘milady’ – positively Downton Abbey stuff! 
The first course lasted only a few minutes; it was scarcely more than a mouthful, but I suspected it tailored to Robert’s needs rather than to mine or Helen’s. It was followed by a salad, light in composition and again small in quantity, but even so I realised that Robert was struggling with it so I slowed my own devouring of 8
it by complimenting Helen on the meal and was rewarded with a glimpse of the radiant smile I had sometimes seen in the distant past. Sadly, she must have little enough occasion to exercise that smile now. 
The sweet was similarly small and simple; a few strawberries with cream and with the meal over we all repaired to the main lounge, a huge room that I remembered vividly as being the scene of the many adult parties at which Elizabeth and Robert had participated but from which I had been excluded, at first because of my age, but in later years because I knew that my presence just wasn’t wanted and usually managed to find some excuse to be elsewhere. 
Once ensconced in the comfortable armchairs – chairs which post-dated my acquaintance with the room, Fellowes brought in a tray of coffees, served us and left as quietly as he had appeared. 
Helen smiled brightly at me. 
“Well, what do you think of the old place, Harold. Has it changed much from what you remember?” 
“Only for the better, Helen, only for the better.” 
She hesitated before continuing. 
“Harold, I know more or less what Robert has been telling you,” she looked across at her husband, an infinity of love and sadness mixed in her expression, “tell me, do you think you will be taking up residence?” 
The unspoken words ‘when Robert dies’ hug heavily in the air. 
Over lunch I had been thinking more that talking and I had my answer ready. 
“Yes. The old place deserves to continue as much as possible as it has in the past, but it must also remain your home, yours and the girls. Given the size of the place I will be able to live my own life and intrude as little as possible in yours.” 
She smiled, a brave, brittle smile. 
“Thank you, Harold.” 
All this time Robert has sat listening silently; it must have been awful for him knowing that we were, in effect, agreeing to how things would be after he was dead and buried, but he bore it all with a stoic courage that I was to come to see and admire more and more as his all too short remaining time passed. 



Chapter Three
The doctors had been optimistic; we buried my brave brother Robert six weeks to the day after our discussion in the library. We buried him next to his parents on a damp, drizzly day after a service in the local church attended by perhaps a hundred and fifty people, virtually all of them unknown to me. Talking to as many of them as I could at the gathering afterwards in the house, it was clear that Robert had been held in high regard and I wished, more and more, that we had managed to get back together many years earlier. 
Helen bore herself bravely, as did her daughters, Georgina and Jane. School had broken up only the previous week, so I had little chance to really get to know them; it was the first time that I had met them since my father’s funeral, twelve years earlier, when they had been but children. They were understandably distressed about their father and to be honest I think that they scarcely took in the fact of my presence or whether things would change now that their father had died. 
It had been an awful six weeks. Somehow, it seemed as if each day passed slowly as I did everything that I could to support Helen and Robert, and also to learn as much as I could from and about my brother, yet overall time seemed to flash by. Robert introduced me to Alan Aldridge, his accountant, and Katherine Curtis the market advisor. Both impressed me enormously. Alan was a bluff bear of a man, originally from Yorkshire, but long domiciled in London. Katherine, on the other hand, was born, bred and had lived all her life so far in the capital. Alan was forty-eight, Kathleen thirty-one, and between them I felt that I would be in good hands in the world of high finance. I had also met the rest of the staff – Mrs. Holly Jenkins, the cook come housekeeper, was a middle-aged woman from Cardiff, attracted to England, and eventually to Cranbrook Hall by the lure of better prospects and the ability to practice her culinary skills in a wealthy establishment where her small, but quite demanding, ‘clientele’ meant that she could lavish more attention on her art than in any restaurant, no matter how grand. Her husband, David, was the chauffeur/handyman, the sort of reassuringly competent individual who could turn his hand to just about anything. I had already met Yvonne, one of the two maids; now I met Grace, the other and slightly the older of the two. The last individual was Robert’s secretary, John Dawson, a tall, slim individual of about thirty years of age who handled just about everything non-financial in Robert’s world. It was clear from the outset that they were all devoted to Robert and Helen, and for my part I made a point of talking to each of them individually and assuring them that, if they so wished, their positions in the household were guaranteed for the foreseeable future. 
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In grandfather Kenneth’s day there would have been additional staff to care for the gardens and the two farms which in those days had formed part of the estate, plus a fair number of maids to undertake the cleaning of the house and similar tasks, but the farms had been sold off long ago and the gardening was now undertaken by outside contractors and cleaning the house, over and what Grace and Yvonne did, was done by three cleaning ladies for a couple of hours each in the mornings. 
The day before the funeral the family solicitor, James Holloway, a local man approaching retirement who had been solicitor to Robert and to our father before him for family and household matters, had come to the house and read us the contents of Robert’s will. There were no surprises; Robert had made no secret of its contents. The girls had trust funds of a million pounds each, to receive the income on the capital once they were twenty-one, but with no access to the capital itself . It sounds an enormous sum, but in the current state of the economy with its risible returns for savers, it represented a net income of around ten to twelve thousand a year, clearly not to be sneezed at, but hardly the lap of luxury once they left home. Helen received ten millions, but without any encumbrance upon it – she could do with it as she pleased. Our sister Elizabeth received five millions, again free to do with as she pleased. There were relatively small bequests to each of the staff, to the local church and various charities, and the remainder, as Robert had predicted, around twenty-two million pounds, came to me with just one proviso – that I accept the baronetcy and maintain Cranbrook Hall. 
It was all a far cry from my days as an junior Army officer, but somehow, in just those short six weeks, I had found myself slotting into my new life relatively easily. 
My sister Elizabeth, together with her husband George Jordan and their children Michael and Susan, aged twenty and eighteen respectively, arrived two days before the funeral. I hadn’t met George and Elizabeth since my father’s funeral and had never met the children – Elizabeth and George had felt them to be too young to attend such an event. Elizabeth was much as I remembered her, a capable looking woman, lacking any real pretensions to beauty, but the possessor of a first-class mind and a highly successful author in her own right – in fact she was probably already worth more than Robert’s bequest to her. George, on the other hand, seemed to have aged more than was warranted by a twelve year gap. He was, I knew, forty-eight years old, but he looked a good bit older and I wondered uneasily if he was ill. One premature death on the family was one to many; a second would be awful. 
Elizabeth and I had spent a good while closeted together, effectively rediscovering ourselves and our relationship. It went much more easily and comfortably than I had feared and I began to realise that the separation between myself and my siblings had been at least as much my doing as it had been theirs. Had I made the first approach, instead of always expecting them to come to me, once our father had died, we would all have been much happier – but it was far too late to cry over spilt milk. 
After Robert’s funeral a large proportion of the mourners gathered at the hall for drinks and buffet food in Robert’s memory and I took the opportunity of making myself known to as many as possible, as virtually all were strangers to me. As I did so, I realised another change – I consistently introduced myself as ‘Harold’. In my childhood that was what the family had always called me, and the practice was resurrected itself once I answered Robert’s call, but in the Army, and with any non-Army friends, for the last fifteen years it had been
‘Harry’. Were ‘Harry’ and ‘Harold’ different people, I wondered? And if so, which one was truly me? 
It was whilst I was ruminating upon this philosophical point that a man literally thrust himself upon me, hand outstretched. I automatically shook it as I took him in. One thing that I had learnt in the last fifteen years was the ability to read people quickly and sum them up – and my initial summings up were seldom wrong. I took an instant dislike to this man. 
“I’m George Bernstein, Sir Harold, knew your brother well and I’m so sorry that we have lost him so young.” 
I took him in. He was a big man, a good couple of inches taller than my own six feet one. Overweight and fleshy, he also probably outweighed me by a good three stone or more. Small, dark brown eyes peered at me from a fleshy face featuring a bulbous, red-veined nose and topped by thinning grey hair. He had the sort of face that could belong to someone anywhere between fifty and seventy years old, a face that despite its fleshiness was also a mask to the character within. His clothing was unremarkable; a dark grey suit that looked expensive but not very expensive, a white shirt with a black tie to mark the occasion. He was perhaps fifty-five, perhaps even sixty or so. 
“Mr. Bernstein, it’s only an hour and a half since we buried my brother. I don’t believe that I am entitled to the title just yet.” 
“Oh, I’m sorry, Mr. Cranbrook.” 
“Actually, it’s Captain Cranbrook.” 
He remained unabashed. 
“As you wish, as you wish. Look, now that you are in charge, I really need to talk to you about the future.” 
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I cut him short. 
“Mr. Bernstein, this is neither the time nor the place – contact my secretary sometime. Now, however, there are people I need to talk to.” 
I turned away and left him, clearly less than happy, and sought out a familiar face. Seeing John Dawson, formerly Robert’s secretary, now mine, I made my way over to him. 
“John, that man who just button-holed me, George Bernstein, do you know anything about him?” 
John looked across the room and fastened his gaze upon the man with obvious distaste. 
“He wants to buy Cranbrook Hall, sir. He has been pestering Sir Robert for the last four or five years, trying to persuade him to sell. Sir Robert would have none of it, of course, but Bernstein isn’t the sort to take no for an answer. He just keeps on coming back.” 
“Well, he wanted to talk to me - about ‘the future’ was what he said - and I told him to get in touch with you. If and when he does, make it clear that I’m not interested in meeting him, and certainly not interested in selling the hall.” 
Dawson nodded his head. 
“I’ll make sure that he gets the message, sir.” 
I moved away and spoke with other guests, a few of whom remembered me as a child at the house, and one or two of whom, now that my memory had been jogged, I even remembered myself. 



Chapter Four
After the funeral was over and the guests had departed, we settled down to organise the rest of our lives. 
Almost before we realised it, four weeks had passed and a new routine was in place. As I had promised Helen, she and her daughters effectively continued much as they had before, with no change to their accommodation nor status within the house. Helen was still the lady of the house and it was to her that the staff continued to look in domestic matters. I, on the other hand, was having to come to terms with a very different life style to that to which I had been accustomed during all my adult life to date. John Dawson and I met every morning for an hour or so whilst he brought me up to speed with anything that he felt warranted my attention, which often included yet another attempt by the obnoxious George Bernstein to obtain a meeting with me. 
“The wretched man just won’t take no for an answer, Sir Harold, no matter how blunt I am with him.” 
I really was ‘Sir Harold’ now – official recognition of my succession to the title had arrived only a week or so after the funeral. I decided that I had hidden behind my secretary for long enough. I gave a sigh. 
“Alright, John, arrange a meeting – not too soon – and perhaps we can make the bloody fellow see that we really do mean what we say.” 
I also spoke on the telephone once a day with Kathleen Curtis to receive a daily update on financial matters. 
Often we agreed that no action was needed that day, but from time to time her advice was to ‘sell this’ or 
‘buy that’, advice that I invariably took. I was only too aware that in such matters I was no better than a babe in arms – it was very different from winkling out a Taliban unit from a village hide-out, even if any mistake was far less likely to result in bloodshed. 
Georgina’s school days were now over and she and her mother and sister were excitedly discussing possible activities for a gap year before she went up to Oxford where she was to read politics and economics. Jane, with two years of schooling still ahead of her, was nevertheless determining her career path already. She was, she informed us, going to follow in Margaret Thatcher’s footsteps and become Britain’s second woman Prime Minister, firmly crossing her fingers that no other female would intercede in the meantime. Thirty years, she told us, was all it would take. I hoped that she would be proved right, if she was, with any luck I would be there to see it. 
The meeting with George Bernstein was, to say the least, interesting. Fellowes ushered him into my office and I invited him to take a seat in the visitor’s chair, which I had carefully position so that the low evening sun was in his eyes, throwing my face into shadow, whilst revealing every nuance that might pass across his. 
As it was the only chair in the room, other than my own, he had no choice but to comply. 
I smiled benignly at him. 
“So, Mr. Bernstein, why do you keep asking to meet me? I would have thought that Mr. Dawson had made our position perfectly clear.” 
“I want to talk to the organ grinder, not his performing monkey.” 
“Well, I can’t say that I find your analogy particularly endearing, but do go on.” 
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“I want to buy this mausoleum from you. I offered your brother a good price for it but he was too pig-headed to even consider it. As someone new to the set-up here, I hope that you are going to be more sensible” 
I leant back in my chair, steepling my fingers under my chin. I let the silence drag out for a while, carefully examining the man as I did so. He was, I decided, genuine in his desire to buy Cranbrook Hall, but why? I had had Dawson search through the many planning applications in the recent, and not so recent, past to see what would happen should the property become available and a developer, such as I understood Bernstein to be, wanted to build on it. It would obtain planning permission easily for a small number of houses – say ten to twenty – but anything much beyond that was, whilst not impossible, at least unlikely. 
I continued to let the silence lengthen until he could bear it no more. 
“I offered your brother five million. I’m willing to go up to six – that’s more than the place is worth, so it’s a case of take it or leave it.” 
The Army had drummed into me how essential it was to plan ahead when faced with a possible problem – 
the saying was ‘Proper prior planning prevents piss poor performance’ – the ‘seven Ps’. Dawson and I had gone through a mathematical exercise a couple of days earlier, plotting the price that Bernstein might offer against the number – and type – of dwellings he would have to build to make whatever he paid worthwhile. 
For six million he would need to build somewhere around a hundred reasonable properties – a mix of detached and semi-detached, ranging from three to five beds. Such a scheme was, in terms of the likelihood of obtaining planning permission, almost pie in the sky. In fact, unless he somehow knew that he could get such a permission it was pie in the sky. 
“Well, thank you for the offer, Mr. Bernstein, but I think that I will leave it. I can’t say it was particularly nice meeting you, and I can assure you that there will be no further meeting between us.” 
I was deliberately insulting and condescending – I wanted to see what his flash point was and I succeeded. 
The flash point was low; his face suffused in anger. 
“Look, you jumped up little shit, I will have this fucking place whether you like it or not – be clear on that!” 
“That’s enough, Mr. Bernstein – you can leave now, and you have a choice. Either leave peacefully and forget about ever coming back, or I will throw your grubby little carcass out of my house right now.” 
He glared at me. 
“I’d like to see you try!” 
I didn’t answer. Instead, I pressed a button on the pedestal of my desk and virtually immediately, John Dawson slipped into the room. 
Bernstein sneered at me. 
“So, need help do you? I’ll take on both of you stuck-up pansies – no bother.” 
By now he had totally lost any vestige of self-control that he might have had to begin with. I turned towards Dawson. 
“John, would you be good enough to stand over there in the corner, and observe that Mr. Bernstein has willingly agreed to leave of his own accord?” 
Looking a little puzzled, Dawson did as I asked. I turned back to Bernstein. 
“Now, Mr. Bernstein – peacefully or under duress?” 
He looked from Dawson to myself , then his temper got the better of him. 
“Try and make me, you little shit!” 
Slowly, I stood up from behind the desk, and Bernstein immediately leapt to his feet to meet me. At six feet one tall and just over thirteen stone, whilst no seven stone weakling, I was scarcely a man mountain. 
Bernstein was a couple of inches taller and the best part of three or four stone heavier – but he was also something like twenty or more years older and clearly followed a sedentary life style. As I advanced, he hesitated, unsure as to what to do next, but I gave him no time to consider his options. I drew back my left fist, as though about to throw a punch, and he automatically moved to his left, my right, but instead of throwing a punch, as he moved, temporarily slightly off balance, I grabbed his left arm with my right hand, spun him round and forced the arm up painfully behind his back, then, before he could try any counter move, ran him up against the wall with enough force to drive the breath from his body, but not enough to do any real damage. I released him and stepped back. 
“The choice is still yours, Mr. Bernstein, but if you make me take any more action I am going to dislocate your shoulder, which will be extremely painful for you.” 
Half using the wall for support, he slowly turned to face me. I was ready for any move he might make, but at last his temper drained away, common sense prevailed, and he realised he was totally defeated. 
“I’ll go,” he said. 
I rang a second bell on my desk and Fellowes was instantly in the room. 
“Ah, Fellowes. Mr. Bernstein is just leaving us. Would you be kind enough to show him out, please?” 
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“Of course, Sir Harold.” Absolutely straight faced, he turned to the still fuming property developer. “If you would be kind enough to come this way, sir?” 
The two of them left the office and Dawson looked at me with a quizzical expression on his long face. 
“Would you – and could you - have really have dislocated his shoulder, Sir Harold?” 
“John, I was an infantryman for fifteen long, hard years. I’ve killed tougher – and quite possibly better – men that that waste of space. If he should be stupid enough to phone again, just tell him to get lost, OK?” 
The quizzical expression had been replaced by a wide grin. 
“Absolutely, Sir Harold!” 
As he left the room, I could tell that my secretary, and doubtless soon the rest of the staff, would see the new baronet in a somewhat different light from now on. 
When I sat back and reflected upon it, I was a bit embarrassed at the way I had treated Bernstein. The lads of my company in Three Para would have loved to dispute it, but to be honest, they wouldn’t have been able to cope in unarmed combat with an equal number of SAS troopers, US Navy SEALS, or Russian Spetnatz, but those sort of very, very special soldiers apart, they could have coped with just about anybody else. Average civilians – and just calling Bernstein average was paying him an undeserved compliment – would be no trouble whatsoever. As a junior infantry officer, it was expected that at the very minimum I would have been at least as good as any of the troops under my command – anything else would have been unthinkable –so what sort of bully did that make me? 
I wondered why Bernstein had been so determined to acquire Cranbrook Hall. Surely there were other, less expensive, sites that he could go for? Still, that was his worry. I put him out of my mind; instead, I had a meeting with Alan Aldridge scheduled for later that day. I wanted to make sure that I was up to date on everything; even though the estate was so well funded that it was tempting to believe that it could be left to run itself, that had never been my style; the army didn’t encourage laissez faire attitudes amongst its officers. 
Alan arrived in good time and we went over the books with close attention to detail, but as I had expected there was nothing to cause concern. One thing intrigued me, however. As Alan had explained, Robert had made his fortune by, in effect, gambling on the movements of stocks and shares, the much sought after, but seldom achieved, mantra of ‘buy low, sell high’, and he had done so with dazzling success. In the eyes of some, that made him the very worst type of capitalist, one who simply made money from money, but those looking at things that way ignored the risks he had to take, risks that, if he gambled and lost, he himself would be the only one to suffer. No companies would close, nobody would lose his or her job if Robert misread the signs, even if he rendered himself totally penniless. The critics of the way in which he amassed his money also conveniently overlooked the very large sums he paid in tax, money which went into the coffers of the government of the day. 
The one item which intrigued me was a directorship in a company. The details I looked at showed that Robert had a twenty-two per cent holding in a company called ‘Addington Care’. I asked Alan about it. 
“Oh, that. It was an interest, I suppose that you could say, of Robert’s. The company runs a number of care homes in the home counties. A friend of Robert, John Gilmore, placed his aged mother in one of their homes 
– John is a widower with two young children after his wife died of cancer at just forty years of age, and he simply couldn’t cope with an old lady with Alzheimer’s as well as the children. He wasn’t very happy with the care that she received and was on the verge of taking her out of the place when she died quite suddenly. 
There was a bit of a to do over her will. In it she had left just about everything that she had – although to be fair, it wasn’t much except for her house – to the home, but John challenged it; when his mother first showed signs of developing Alzheimer’s she had agreed with him to grant him full power of attorney. The will was dated after she went into the home, so was struck down, but John was still unhappy, wondering if his mother’s case was a one off, or if it was indicative of something sinister. He spoke to Robert about it, and Robert had me look into the company – and at his behest, I was able to buy a sizeable chunk of its share issue from a couple of shareholders. He had intended to do some digging with the clout that his holding gave him, but before he could make any real progress, he took ill, and I’m afraid that that was that.” 
It was an intriguing story and I made vague promise to myself to try and follow it up at some time. 
Our task finished, I invited Alan to stay for dinner and stop overnight, an invitation that he happily accepted. 
We repaired to the library and settled down with a pre-dinner sherry and I asked Alan a question that had intrigued me ever since I had come back into the family circle. 
“Alan, just how did Robert manage to accumulate such a big fortune so quickly? When I was growing up in this house there was never anything like the money available to do things that Robert achieved. I realise that he was effectively gambling in stocks and shares, but how on earth did he do so well, so quickly?” 
He smiled sadly; Alan and Robert had been, I was well aware, very good friends and I knew that he missed my brother greatly. 
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“Genius is a much over-used word nowadays, but I honestly believe that when it came to playing the futures market, Robert truly was a genius. I don’t know if you know how he got started?” 
I shook my head. 
“On his twenty-first birthday he persuaded your father to loan him one hundred thousand pounds. He repaid the loan within eighteen months, and by the time he was thirty he was already a millionaire. Just as well; by the time your father died, Robert, now just thirty-two years old, was well on the way to his fourth million, so was able to pay off a pretty crippling tax bill on the estate without turning a hair. Had he lived, I am sure he would have been a billionaire before he was fifty.” 
A billion pounds! My mind simply couldn’t encompass such a sum. I had a lot to live up to, and I realised only too well that so far as making money was concerned, there was absolutely no prospect of me coming anywhere near Robert’s level of expertise. 
Dinner was a pleasantly convivial affair. John Dawson often dined with the family, and did so that evening, so with Alan, Helen, Georgina, Jane and myself we were six at table to enjoy Mrs. Jenkins’ fine offerings. 
After the meal was finished, Helen ushered her daughters to the lounge, whilst we three men enjoyed a final glass of cognac, and in Alan’s case a small cigar, before joining them. Alan and I took the opportunity to bring John up to speed on what we had discussed earlier in the day, something that took only fifteen minutes or so. 
Once we had joined the ladies our conversation was light-hearted, mostly focussed upon Georgina’s gap year plans. Unlike so many youngsters, she had no intention of swanning half way round the world ‘finding herself’ and in the process worrying her mother to death. She had – with John Dawson’s help – lined up two internships, one in a firm of solicitors in Guildford, Surrey, the other with something very different – a PR 
company in London specialising in working with charities to raise money for them. Neither would be paying her any money, but that was of no consequence. Far more important was the opportunity to see what two very different aspects of what the world of work looked like. 
As we chatted, I sat back in my chair and an odd feeling came over me. Just about a year ago I had been leading combat infantrymen in the heat, dust and danger of Afghanistan. Now I was sitting in the lounge of a large country house, with staff at my beck and call, conversing with people I hadn’t really known just a few months ago – in the case of John Dawson and Alan Aldridge, with people that I hadn’t even met. Suddenly, it all seemed unreal, as though I was an actor in a film and any moment now the director would exclaim ‘cut’
and I would return to real life. I didn’t realise it at the time, but I would soon slip into a state of mind where this was real life. 
Chapter Five – Addington Care (1)
The next few weeks saw me settling into a comfortable routine at the hall. Helen continued to run the house, inasmuch as it needed anything other than the lightest touch with Fellowes and Mrs. Jenkins as her very able lieutenants. Every day I had a telephone discussion with Alan Aldridge and Kathleen Curtis, usually two one on one discussions, but occasionally on a conference basis. Kathleen’s role was to identify which elements of the estate’s portfolio should be sold, and what should be bought as a replacement. Occasionally I checked the results of her recommendations myself; invariably I found that her advice had been good and that the estate’s wealth continued to grow, although, to be honest, and as Alan confirmed, not at the dizzying speed that had been Robert’s hallmark. Still, it grew, and we avoided any problems, a situation with which I was more than happy. 
Georgina had begun her first internship, that with the solicitors in Guildford. She had at first proposed to commute, but at a round trip of one hundred and thirty miles or so, Helen felt that it was an unreasonable expectation, a view with which I agreed, so I had John Dawson find a flat for her and, no surprise, he came up with an ideal solution – a decent quality place shared with three other girls, two of them students at Guildford University, the third – and actual mortgage holder of the place – a nurse at the Royal Surrey County Hospital. The nurse, Joanna Hunt, was quite a bit older that the others at twenty-seven, but Helen and I met with her and were impressed with her maturity and general common sense. We were satisfied that Georgina would be in a good environment, with people to turn to should the need arise. 
Georgina had been with the solicitors for three weeks when she approached me on a Saturday morning – her routine had been to come home on the Friday evening and be returned to Guildford by car with Jenkins driving, early Monday morning. 
“Uncle Harold,” she began, but I interrupted her. 
“You know, having a young woman call me ‘uncle’ makes me feel about ninety – how about just plain Harold?” 
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She grinned at me. 
“OK, Harold. I wonder if you would agree to me having one of the estate’s cars? It’s a bit of a drag for Mr. 
Jenkins to have to ferry me up to Guildford at the crack of dawn every Monday. It would be much easier if I had a car that I could use myself – it would also be more convenient when I’m at Guildford to have a car available.” 
“I don’t see why not – what does your mother think?” 
“She said to ask you, and she’s OK with it if you are.” 
I mentally reviewed the ‘fleet’. In addition to my Mondeo, which now got little use, there were the two cars that had belonged to Robert – a Jaguar saloon, which was what I tended to use, and an aged, but immaculate, Bentley that had originally belonged to our father and which Jenkins tended with loving care, acting as chauffeur when Helen or I, or both of us, wanted to go somewhere and didn’t want to drive ourselves. Helen had her own car, a Citroen Picasso and the final vehicle was an elderly Land Rover, again a relic from our father’s days. There was really only one reasonable answer. 
“Right – the Mondeo hardly gets any use now – it would do it good to get more regular use – how would that suit you?” 
“That would be super! Thank you so much. I’ll take good care of it, I promise.” 
She bounced out, no other word would fit, in a clear state of happiness, and as she left the room, I found myself envying her. She had a purpose to her existence – to learn as much as she could from her internships, and then on to university. By contrast, I had little to do and felt somewhat aimless. My daily discussions with Alan and Kathleen occupied no more than an hour of so a day, if that. After that, what did I have to do? Very little, if I was to be honest with myself. 
That also set me to thinking about my secretary, John Dawson. When Robert had been alive and managed the finances himself, the two of them had worked away like beavers, with hardly enough hours in the day to achieve what they wanted. Now, with me effectively leaving everything to Alan and Kathleen, John was scratching around to find things to do, and I wondered how long so competent an individual would be happy with such a state of affairs. 
It must have been telepathy. Only half an hour later, Dawson himself approached me. 
“Sir Harold, might I have a word, please?” 
“Of course, John – what about?” 
“Well, about me, actually. When I was working for Sir Robert he did everything that Miss Curtis now does for you, himself. As a result, we were both kept very busy – often working well into the night if he was doing a deal in a very different time zone to here. Now, however, with Miss Curtis doing the market investigations, I find myself with nothing like as much to do - to be honest, I could fit in what I need to do for you into a couple of hours or so most days, and hardly ever am I busy for more than half a day or so. It was because my working hours could be so long that I became a live-in member of staff, and as a result of that I have been able to put quite a bit aside and can now easily afford the deposit on a place of my own. I’ve also been looking around and I have found a part-time post that I feel would suit me – it is acting as the executive officer of a group of charities – similar to the company that I found an internship in for Miss Georgina, but locally, not in London. 
“If you are agreeable, what I would like to do is to continue as your secretary on a part-time basis, say four hours a day. It does mean, however, that I would only be here Monday to Friday – what do you think?” 
“John, I think that would be a very good idea. To be honest, I have been wondering just what I should be doing with myself – as you say, the work which my brother was putting in is being done for me, so I’m hardly rushed off my feet, either.” 
A thought struck me. 
“John, one last full time task for you.” 
He looked up in expectation. 
“You remember this Addington Care company Robert had a share in?” 
“Yes, of course.” 
“Well, I think that I would like to carry on looking into it as he had originally intended – could you do some digging into it for me, please?” 
“Yes, of course, Sir Harold.” 
Two days later Dawson reported back with what he had found out. 
“It was set up in nineteen eighty by a husband and wife, John and Ruth Addington. At the time the NHS was moving away from providing long term care for the elderly, claiming that most of the elderly didn’t need 15
expensive health care, just basic social care. As a result, quite a few private sector providers came into the market, some very good, some not so good. 
“From all reports, Addington Care was around the mid-point for quality, a bit below the mid-point in cost – 
and that was the problem. The Addingtons only had the one home – it was in Banstead, Surrey – and they slowly ran into financial difficulties. 
“They meant well, but they had neither the financial expertise nor the capital resources to really make a go of the place, and in nineteen ninety-five they sold out to a company called Hall Homes, which already had a number of care homes in Surrey and Hampshire. Hall Homes was run by a man called Graham Hall and he kept the Addington Care name for the Banstead home, and then used the name for all his homes – can’t find out why. Then, in two thousand and five, Hall retired and sold up. 
“Originally, he had owned the whole business, but he couldn’t find a buyer for it in its entirety – the private sector care home market was in a bit of a down turn at the time, with people worried at the effect of the Labour government’s policies. As a result, Hall sold the company on a share basis, one hundred shares which after a bit of a struggle, he managed to dispose of over a period of six months or so. Originally there were some twenty-eight shareholders, with varying numbers of shares to their name, but over time some were bought out by others until there are now, including yourself, just six shareholders. 
“They are Gerald Crane, who is the major shareholder with thirty shares. With twenty-two share you have the next biggest holding. Third biggest holding is a woman, Rachel Moore, with eighteen per cent, followed by William O’Connell with twelve, Desmond Davidson with ten and James Ferris with eight.” 
“Crane acts as chairman and de facto CEO, although there is a formal company secretary, a woman, Louise Clarke who combines the role of secretary with that of finance officer. There is an admin assistant who works to both Crane and Clarke, name of Hugh Sinclair. And that’s the full set-up as far as personnel go. 
Last tax year the company cleared just over two hundred thousand pounds after taxes and expenses, which was split between the shareholders in proportion to the size of their holdings, so it’s quite a profitable business for the shareholders.” 
So this Gerald Crane would have got around sixty-four thousand pounds – in fact, Robert would have received about forty-four thousand. A thought struck me. 
“You said after taxes – does that include personal taxation?” 
“Oh yes.” 
“So, as you say, quite a nice little earner. What sort of reputation does its care have?” 
“Quite good – as you probably know all such homes are subject to inspection by the local social services and they report favourably on them.” 
“Do they have regular board meetings or anything like that?” 
“The AGM is held in January, so that’s a bit of a way off yet, but they do have a board meeting at least every three months – the next one is four weeks away, the last one was a few days after Sir Robert died.” 
“Have we received invitations, agenda, anything?” 
“We have in the past, but Sir Robert was always too busy at first, and then too ill, to attend. We should be getting the latest invitation any day now.” 
“Right then, this time the estate will be represented. Where do they hold the meetings?” 
“They tend to move them around between the various homes – they currently have eleven, but they are all in Surrey or Hampshire, so not far away.” 
“Right, John. I want you to do as much digging as you can on those five shareholders, have a look at the company constitution – anything that you think will be useful for me to know before I meet them all for the first time.” 
It was the ‘seven P’s’ kicking in again – I wanted to know as much as possible about what I was letting myself in for before I started getting interested in Addington Care. I turned to other matters. 
“How are you getting on with the discussions for your new job, John?” 
“Very well, thank you, Sir Harold. They would like me to start on the first of the month and I told them that I would have to check with yourself, but if you are agreeable I will have everything sorted in plenty of time for that to be achieved.” 
It was now the fifteenth – I could see no problem in agreeing to his request. 
“The first will be fine, John. Let’s regard the time up to then as you still being full time here, but if you need to go round to them to sort anything out, that will be absolutely fine with me, of course.” 
He murmured his thanks and left me to my own devices. 
True to Dawson’s expectation, the papers for the next meeting of shareholders of Addington Care arrived just two days later and we spent a fair time poring over them and going through the other things that he had been working on for me, so I felt fully prepared as , two weeks later, Jenkins drove me, in the Bentley, to the 16
home in Banstead where the meeting was to be held. As it happened, it was the same home in which the mother of Robert’s friend, John Gilmore, had died, the event which had sparked Robert’s interest in the company. 
The home turned out to be a large three story Victorian house with a spacious garden which housed a modern single story extension. I already knew from John Dawson’s research that this particular home had space for a maximum of fifteen residents and that the local social services department had expressed themselves as satisfied with the way it functioned when they had last inspected it just over a year earlier. 
Jenkins parked the Bentley in one of the few spaces and prepared to await my return, whilst I picked up my briefcase and entered the building. Dawson had made sure that my inheritance of Robert’s holding in the company and my intention to attend the meeting was known, and I found myself in a small reception area being greeted by a young woman in a nurse’s uniform. 
She greeted me with a smile. 
“Hello, can I help you?” 
“Hello, I’m here for the shareholders meeting – where is it being held?” 
“Oh, it’s in the small lounge.” 
She waved an arm in indication of a closed door at the end of a short corridor on the left. I walked down to it, opened the door and marched in. 
The meeting was scheduled to start at two o’clock. It was now just two minutes before the hour and, as I had hoped, everybody else was already present. 
The room housed a medium sized conference table, big enough for ten people, twelve at a pinch. Rectangular in shape, it was wide enough for two chairs at each end, three on each of the long ends, which was how it had been set up. Thanks to Dawson’s digging, I had a fairly comprehensive dossier on each of the people around the table; at the far end sat a man I knew to be Gerald Crane, an overweight individual, fifty years of age. His dark eyes, set deep into a fleshy face looked directly at me and a frown crossed his face. 
“Who are you? This is a private meeting.” 
I matched his frown with one of my own. 
“I’m Sir Harold Cranbrook, a major shareholder in this company – who are you that you don’t seem to have been expecting me?” 
As I spoke, I sat down in one of the two empty chairs at the nearer end of the table, which placed me directly opposite Crane. He clearly was unhappy at my aggressive response, but refused to give ground. 
“Well, it’s good of you to show an interest, Sir Harold, but I’m sure that you don’t really need to bother yourself with our affairs. I’m Gerald Crane, the major shareholder in the company and company chairman. I can assure you that you will be kept informed of anything that may concern you about the company – you have, I know, been receiving all relevant papers. Now, we have a busy agenda, so perhaps you wouldn’t mind leaving us to get on with it?” 
I gave him my nastiest smile, the one that I used to reserve for soldiers who had really, really cocked-up over something. 
“Mr. Crane, I am a shareholder in the company, so I’m staying.” 
Crane was struggling to conceal his annoyance; struggling and scarcely succeeding. 
“Sir Harold, we work on a majority vote method here. You hold twenty-two shares – the other shareholders and I therefore far outvote you, so perhaps you would please leave now.” 
I reached into my briefcase, which lay open on the table before me, withdrew a document and tossed it onto the table. 
“Afraid that you can’t do that, Mr. Crane. That,” I pointed at the document, “is the company constitution. 
I’ve had my lawyers look it over, and it is very simple. If you look at paragraph five, you will see that it clearly states that any shareholder, regardless of the size of his or her holding, has an automatic right to be present at all shareholder meetings. There is, quite properly, absolutely no way of circumventing that stipulation.” 
Crane glowered down the table at me, but he was defeated and he knew it. 
“Well, if you want to make an issue of it” 
“Oh, but I do, Mr, Crane, I do.” 
“Oh, very well. Let’s get down to business.” 
He pulled his papers towards him and as he did so I studied the other people in the room. Sitting beside Crane at his end of the table was a woman who was obviously the company secretary, Louise Clarke, who clearly shared his unhappiness at my presence. She was, I knew thanks to Dawson’s preliminary work, thirty-nine years old, but she looked older. A square, almost masculine looking face featured heavy eyebrows and short cropped hair, both almost black in colour, with dark brown eyes that examined me with 17
undisguised hostility. A strong Romanesque nose completed the package, which was clothed in a plain black suit, the jacket open to reveal a white blouse underneath. 
The only other woman in the room was to my immediate left. Again, thanks to John Dawson, I knew quite a bit about her. Rachel Moore was thirty-two years old, slim and about five feet six inches tall. She had luxurious blonde hair worn down to her shoulders, and blue eyes surveyed the world from a classical 
‘peaches and cream’ complexion. She was the daughter of John and Ruth Addington who had originally set up this particular home back in the nineteen eighties. They had bought an eighteen per cent share in the whole business when Graham Hall had sold up back in two thousand and five, perhaps because they felt guilty over their failure to keep their original enterprise a going concern, and when John Addington had died some four years earlier, the holding had been inherited by Rachel. Despite her youth, she was a widow. Her husband, David Moore, had been the victim of a roadside bomb in Afghanistan in two thousand and ten, when she had been only twenty-eight years old; she had lost both her husband and her father in the space of a couple of months. Like myself, he had been in the Paratroop Regiment, although to the best of my remembrance we had never actually served together. I nodded to her and received a smile in response. The second person on her side of the table, sitting to her left, was William O’Connell, forty-eight years of age, a slightly built man whose grey suit matched almost exactly the shade of his hair. His general complexion gave the impression of one who seldom ventured outside an office, an office which, I knew, was in the middle ranks of the local County Council Social Services department. His share in the company – twelve per cent – 
had been funded by a fortuitously time inheritance. I had wondered if being employed by the department responsible for inspecting the Surrey element of Addington Care might be a conflict of interests, but he apparently worked purely on the financial side of the department and had no involvement with the inspectorate section. 
Two men sat on the opposite side of the table, placing them to my right. The nearer was Desmond Davidson, forty-five years of age, heavily built with a swarthy complexion, very dark, almost black, eyes and similarly coloured thinning hair plastered to his skull. Dressed in a dark blue, conservatively cut, suit, his white shirt and regimental style tie combined to give an air of quiet competence. He had a ten per cent holding. The final member of the group, and also the oldest, was James Ferris, possessor of an eight per cent holding. 
Short and slim, the fifty-two year old Ferris, rather like O’Connell, came across as a grey man, grey hair, grey eye, grey suit. 
Crane busied himself with the papers before him for a moment before looking up again. 
“Right,” he said. “First item on our agenda is the proposed amendments to our charging policy. The paper has been circulated and I feel that it is self-explanatory, so I trust that it is acceptable to everyone?” 
He was clearly expecting an affirmative response and looked at Rachel Moore in surprise as she interrupted him. 
“I don’t think that we can pass something this important on the nod, Gerald,” she said. He frowned at her. 
“What more do you want to know, Rachel? It’s all there before you.” 
Now it was my turn. 
“I agree with Mrs. Moore, Mr. Crane. I’ve had my accountants go through your proposal and there are a number of things within it which need discussion. As it stands, at a time of financial strictures all round, you are looking to increasing the fees payable by residents and freezing staff wages, yet increasing the pay out to the shareholders. Hardly seems an equitable way of going about matters.” 
He glared at me; I gave him my nasty smile again. 
“As the ones who capitalised the company, Sir Harold, I feel, and I am sure that my fellow shareholders will agree with me, that we deserve a decent return on our money.” 
“I agree with you, Mr. Crane – where we differ is what level of recompense can be seen as ‘decent’. I feel that the level you are proposing is positively indecent. Not only that – by diverting all excess income into shareholders’ recompense, you are starving the company of funding which should be set aside as a hedge against unforeseen eventualities. You would have the company operate on a shoestring, at constant risk of going broke.” 
For the first time there was a flicker of uncertainty across his face. It lasted but a split second, but it had been there. 
“So what would you like to see happen, Sir Harold?” 
“A total re-evaluation of the company finances by an independent auditor.” 
“Oh, and I suppose that you have such a person up your sleeve?” 
“Certainly not – the appointment would have to be made by the shareholders.” 
He frowned heavily. 
“I think that it is time to vote on the proposal. All in favour?” 
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He looked round the table, his expression more perplexed by the moment. Only Ferris and Davidson raised their hands. Rachel Moore and myself made no move; O’Connell shifted uneasily in his chair as Crane turned his gaze upon him, and for a horrible moment I thought that O’Connell would crumble, but the moment passed. He straightened himself up in his chair. 
“Sorry, Gerald, but I’m opposed to just nodding this through.” 
I interceded before Crane could attempt any bullying tactics. 
“I’m afraid that the motion is lost, Mr. Crane. Your vote, plus those of Mr. Ferris and Mr. Davidson, total forty-eight. Mr. O’Connell, Mrs. Moore and myself have fifty-two.” 
He was clearly struggling to hold his temper, but there was nothing that he could do. His problems, however, were not yet over. It was O’Connell who next spoke. 
“In view of the defeat of your motion, Gerald, I think that Sir Harold’s suggestion of an independent audit should be acted upon. Obviously, we don’t want to delay so important a matter. I propose that we ask the chairman of the local Chamber of Commerce to identify a suitable auditor for us, and that he be approached immediately after this meeting.” 
Rachel Moore and I both indicated our support to O’Connell’s proposal and we also agreed that, as company secretary, Ms. Clarke should formally write to the chairman of the Chamber of Commerce immediately after the meeting was concluded. 
There was one more twist to the knife to be applied, however, and it was inflicted by myself. 
“Before the meeting ends, Mr. Crane, I feel that we need to consider the future management of the company. 
To date you have acted as both chairman and CEO, but as I think this afternoon has demonstrated, you no longer enjoy the support of a majority of the shareholders. I understand that the combined role is nowhere near a full time burden – that you are able to discharge it on the basis of just a few hours a week, so I would like to propose that the roles of chairman and CEO are divided, that you remain as chairman pro tem as the largest shareholder, but that Mrs. Moore take on the role of CEO.” 
Again, there was nothing that he could do. As the meeting continued, under, I must admit, somewhat strained circumstances, I reflected on the fact that even if Crane had heard of the ‘seven P’s’ dictum, he certainly hadn’t observed it. I had, and the meeting wasn’t yet quite over. 
Chapter Six – ive days earlier
I eased the Jaguar through the entry gate to a well maintained, detached four bedroom house on the outskirts of Epsom and brought it to a gentle halt to avoid disturbing the gravel surface of the drive. As I climbed out, the front door of the house opened and a young woman, dressed in ‘smart casual’ blue jeans and white roll neck sweater, came to greet me. 
“Sir Harold Cranbrook?” 
“That’s me.” 
“Come inside.” 
She turned and led the way into the house, allowing me to take in the attractive view of a trim figure and long blonde hair. I followed her inside and she took us into a lounge at the rear of the house, a lounge comfortably furnished and dominated by a large picture window looking out onto a stretch of lawn broken up by flower beds which, even this late in the year, still looked tidy. 
I took the chair that she indicated and, seated opposite to me, she looked at me enquiringly. 
“I was intrigued by your request to come and talk with me – but I’m also puzzled. I understand that, like me, you are a shareholder in Addington Care. The name started, as I expect you know, with my parents opening the home in Banstead, but it’s a lot bigger than that now. So, what do you want to talk about?” 
“I’m new to the company – the shares I now hold were originally bought by my brother last year, but he fell ill and was unable to contribute to the company as he would have liked. The reason he bought those shares was because the mother of a friend of his died in the home, and after she died it was discovered that she had written a new will naming the company as the major - in fact virtually the sole - beneficiary. Thing is, she was suffering from Alzheimer’s and by the time that will was written she was nowhere near mentally competent to have known what she was doing. The will was struck down, because earlier on, when it was clear that her mental health was gradually declining, she entered into a formal power of attorney agreement with her son for him to assume full control of her affairs. Now, that invalid will may have a perfectly innocent explanation – she may have been compos mentis enough to say that she wanted to leave money to the home – which meant in effect to the company – but John Gilmore, her son, was uneasy. He thought that there was a chance than she had been pressurised into that will, and he talked to Robert, my late brother, 19
about it, which is why Robert bought the shares so that he could have a look at things from the inside as it were.” 
She frowned at me. 
“I can’t believe that anything improper would have been done at the home – I’ve visited it – and all the other homes that the company owns, and all the staff have seemed very caring and supportive of their patients.” 
She looked unhappy; I could understand that. The Banstead home had been her parents’ baby and she was clearly unwilling to believe that any impropriety could have occurred there. 
“I hope that I am wrong – or rather, that John Gilmore was wrong, but I have been looking very carefully at the company’s financial records. There is a large element of income originating as bequests. I’ve had my secretary and my accountant look at the records of several other, similar companies to Addington Care – and without exception they all show far lower levels of bequests. 
“There is another thing – in the last three years, although the company’s level of profitability has not improved – in fact last year it declined a little – the fees paid to shareholders have risen, so much so that the company has virtually no reserve assets to meet any problems.” 
Now Rachel Moore was looking worried. 
“Sir Harold, I don’t know what to say. I must admit that I was pleasantly surprised at how my income from the company has increased recently, but I didn’t realise that the company itself was being starved of funds. 
What do you think should be done?” 
“Well, for a start I feel that Crane’s proposal to the next meeting must be defeated. If it goes through the company will be even more at risk from any financial problem. To take an example – suppose one of the homes suffers a severe drop in income for whatever reason? Just say – it can happen in any such establishment – there was an outbreak of ill health and the patients had to be moved? Even something that simple the company would be hard put to cope with.” 
Rachel Moore was looking more and more concerned. 
“So what can be done?” 
“Well, I do have a plan, but it needs your help and support. As things stand you and I between us have forty shares, yes?” 
“Well, I have eighteen, but I didn’t know what you have – I presume from you have just said that you have a twenty-two per cent holding, is that right?” 
“Absolutely. Now we need to somehow gain a majority, and I have an idea as to how to achieve that, but first, if you are happy with it, could you tell how you have come to have a share in the company and if any approaches have been made to you over your shares?” 
She blinked slowly. 
“Well, as I think that you know, my parents started the Banstead home back in nineteen eighty, a year or two before I was born. At the time they were fairly well off and there was a big push by the government of the day for the private sector to move into the care home sector. So, they bought Addington House in Banstead and set up a small management company – really just themselves, the matron they appointed, and a local solicitor, to run the business side of the place. At first it all went well, but it really wasn’t big enough to cope with any financial problems that might come up – if a couple of places stayed empty for any length of time, it represented a problem. Despite that, they soldiered on until ninety-five when they finally decided that enough was enough and sold up. The place was bought by Graham Hall, who had a number of homes in Surrey and Hampshire. At the time he called his company Hall Homes, but once he had bought Addington House, he changed the name of the company, taken on the name that my parents had used – Addington Care. 
I was only thirteen at the time, so didn’t know much about it all, but in later years I leant that the name change was probably because Hall Homes had received some unfavourable publicity over a number of problems that they had had with the level of care in some of their homes. 
“As time went by, my parents managed, once again, to get a bit of money together, and when Graham Hall sold up in two thousand and five, they decided to buy back into the company to try and make sure that it stayed solvent and that, in particular, Addington House continued to provide a high level of care. Thing is, my father started to deteriorate soon after. He was never really bad, but he did suffer from mild dementia and my mum was far more concerned with looking after him than worrying about Addington House. By then I was married and no longer living at home, of course. They bought the shares at ten thousand pounds per share, so a total outlay of one hundred and eighty thousand, with an estimated return of between a thousand and twelve hundred pounds per share in the immediate future. Back then there were quite a number of shareholders, over two dozen, and nobody had a very big chunk of the shares, in fact my parents’ share was one of the biggest, if not the biggest. At that time Gerald Crane wasn’t a shareholder. He didn’t appear until a couple of years later, when he bought a couple of shares from somebody. Over the next few years he 20
gradually bought more shares until, as you know, he now has thirty per cent of them and the number of shareholders has dropped to just six. 
“When Graham Hall first sold up the day to day running of the company was being undertaken by a George Powell as CEO. He stayed on, but as Gerald gained more shares he made it plain that he wasn’t happy with Powell, who was near to retiring anyway, so by two thousand and nine Powell was out and Crane was effectively running the company. It was at that time that he brought in Louise Clarke as company secretary and the two have worked closely together ever since. 
All this I learnt subsequently, of course. I wasn’t involved in the company at all whilst my dad was alive. 
When he died it was just after David, my husband, had been killed in Afghanistan, so as I’m sure that you can imagine, I wasn’t much interested in company matters. I only started to take an interest just over a year ago. I’d welcomed the annual cheque but until recently that was as far as my interest went. I must say that I was surprised how much bigger last year’s cheque was than usual – in the early days after Graham Hall sold up the company was paying rather less that he had forecast – about seven hundred pounds a share, but last year it was up to two thousand pounds a share. I thought that it was just an indication that the company’s performance had improved, thanks to the two new homes that had been bought the previous year. 
“As to approaches over buying my shares – Gerald Crane did approach me a couple of years ago, offering to buy my holding at eleven thousand a share. At the time the income was just about seven hundred per share, so I was tempted but decided to hold onto them, more to avoid disappointing mum than for any other reason. 
After all, the shares hadn’t actually cost me anything – I had inherited them from my father – so I wasn’t bothered one way or the other. Now, you are beginning to worry me.” 
I had more bad news for her. 
“I’m afraid that there is probably worse to come. Those two new homes were bought with big bank loans, loans which will be due for repayment over a five year period. That means that three years from now the company has to have paid them off – and as far as I can see to money to do so isn’t going to be there. Crane will probably claim that the extra income generated by the new homes, and the price increase that he is proposing, will keep everything going – but it is a very risky situation. In my opinion the man is actually setting the company up to fail so that it can be asset stripped. Looking at what I see as the most likely scenario, if he folds the company at the end of next year, the banks will foreclose on the loans for the new homes, all the staff will be out of a job and mostly entitled to redundancy payments – although it noticeably that there has been a marked increase in staff turn-over in the last two years and if that continues at the present rate many won’t have worked long enough to qualify for payment. The likely outcome, after all assets have been sold, and all bills paid, is that there will be a surplus of something over a million pounds – 
and thirty percent of that will go to Crane – provided of course, that he hasn’t managed to buy any more shares in the interim, something which I would not be at all surprised to see him trying on. The fall-out will be considerable – twelve homes closed, some two hundred vulnerable patients in urgent need to rehousing, dozens of care workers out of a job – and the name of Addington Care will stink to high heaven.” 
Rachel Moore now looked not just worried, but angry. 
“My mother will be devastated. She and dad set up the Banstead home to try and do some good, not to start up some money-grabbing swindle!” 
“I’m sure that you are right – now, don’t forget, that if I’m right about Crane’s intentions, you yourself would also benefit substantially – and for that matter, so would I. Right at the moment, however, I’m more interested in looking into those strange bequest levels. Given what I have learnt about Crane so far, I’m very suspicious of those bequests. But what about you? If we do nothing and Crane acts in the way that I think that he will, you would stand to gain around a hundred and fifty thousand pounds or so.” 
She blinked in surprise; until that moment she had obviously been concentrating on the ethics of the matter, not the economics. 
“It’s a lot of money,” she said uncertainly, “but in my eyes it would be tainted. If the company just keeps going as normal, but with shareholders fees cut back to what can be properly afforded, whilst it would take a long time to generate that much money from the annual pay-out, it would be clean money. Last year looks like a bribe to us now, doesn’t it? Thirty-six thousand can’t be maintained, can it?” 
I shook my head. 
“Not in my opinion, no, but between a third and a half should be possible for the foreseeable future.” 
“Yes, that’s about what we were getting before last year, around seven hundred a share. OK, I’m with you – 
let’s try and put a stop to Gerald’s game if we can.” 
“Good. Now to stop him, we need a majority of the shareholder votes. You and I between us have forty per cent. Mr. O’Connell has twelve. If we can persuade him to join us, that will do it – fifty-two percent.” 
“Do you think he will join us?” 
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“I’ve never met him, but I do think that there arguments in all this that he may well find persuasive. Now, I don’t know him, he doesn’t know me – would you be happy to arrange a meeting between the three of us?” 
She was more than happy, and the three of us met the very next evening at O’Connell’s modest flat in Surbiton. He was, I knew, forty-eight years old, although if anything he looked rather older. Grey hair, brown eyes and a complexion clearly the result of long office hours, rather than the great outdoors made him a less than prepossessing individual and I began to wonder if he was going to be up to playing the role that I had in mind for him. 
He invited us in and offered us a drink. I had taken the precaution of having Jenkins chauffeur me to the meeting, picking up Mrs. Moore on the way, so I gladly accepted a gin and tonic, whilst the others both had a small sherry. I opened the proceedings. 
“Thank you for agreeing to meet with Mrs. Moore and myself, Mr. O’Connell. As I expect that you know I am a very new shareholder in Addington Care but I have taken the precaution of having my lawyers and accountants take as good as look as was possible to its finances, and I must tell you that I see areas of concern.” 
I proceeded to give him the full explanation that Rachel Moore had already heard and at the end of my exposition, wound up with what I felt would be a clinching argument. 
“So, you see, if Crane does succeed in closing down Addington Care in an asset stripping exercise, there will be an enormous amount of adverse publicity. As always happens the media will want to point fingers at as many people as possible, and as a senior official in the social services department, even though we know you are in no way the subject of a conflict of interest, the media won’t see it that way, I’m sure.” 
O’Connell looked very thoughtful, as well he might. He knew, as well as I did, of cases where officials had been hounded from office over perceived wrongful actions which, in fact, had been nothing of the sort. 
He thought for several moments before slowly nodding his head. 
“OK, I’m with you. I can’t afford to become the subject of a witch hunt, and I can just see it happening. My bosses would drop me in an instant – loyalty isn’t their strong suit.” 
There was one other point to agree with him, and then we were ready for the forthcoming shareholders meeting. 
Chapter Seven – Addington Care (2)
Crane was about to close the meeting, but before he could do so, O’Connell interrupted him. 
“Oh, there is one more thing to be decided, Gerald – the position of chairman.” 
Crane looked at him, his expression bemused. 
“What do you mean? I’m chairman as I am the largest shareholder.” 
O’Connell smiled – he was beginning to enjoy this. 
“Ah, but not for long, I’m afraid, Gerald. Sir Harold has agreed to buy me out with effect from midday tomorrow. That means that he will have a holding of thirty-four percent. Now, as it doesn’t happen until tomorrow, theoretically you are still chairman until then, but it seems sensible, I’m sure that you will agree, to formalise the position now, rather than have to have a special meeting.” 
Crane’s expression was thunderous. 
“You mean you two,” he glared at O’Connell first, then at me, “have been sneaking around behind my back to oust me? I’m not going that easily, you know!” 
It was my turn again. 
“Mr. Crane, the agreement between Mr. O’Connell and myself is just that – an agreement between the two of us. Just as you yourself have bought out other shareholders in the past, when I am sure you saw no need to involve or advise anyone of your dealings – absolutely no reason why you should have felt the need to do so. 
The same principle holds good here.” 
We both knew that he was, at least for the time being, defeated, but I felt that it was only a matter of time before he tried to acquire the shares of either Davidson or Ferris. If that were to happen he would once again be the largest shareholder and entitled, under the company constitution, to regain the chairmanship. With Rachel as CEO and the support of my shares he would still be out-voted, but it would enable him to make a stumbling block of himself over day to day matters. 
I had given considerable though to acquiring more shares myself – as with Crane, the shares of either of them would suffice, but felt that I could scarcely justify the cost. I would, of course, be using estate money, and whilst I was comfortable with the current level of exposure, increasing it was, whilst not totally out of the question, not something that I wished to do. I did, however, have one more card to play, and I turned in my chair to face Ferris and Davidson more directly. 
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“Mr. Davidson, Mr. Ferris, it occurs to me that at some time in the future Mr. Crane may approach one or other of you, perhaps even both, with a view to buying your shares to increase his holding to the point where he could once more claim the chair of the company. As I think is quite obvious, I am very unhappy with the course of action that he has been proposing, and whilst as chairman he would still be outvoted should it be necessary, I am sure that you will both agree that to have a potential series of boardroom quarrels would not help the effective management of the company. I therefore make you an offer. Should Mr. Crane attempt to purchase shares from either, or both, of you I will top any offer he may make by ten per cent.” 
The two of them looked at me; Ferris blinked a couple of times, then chewed gently on his bottom lip. 
Davidson, on the other hand, seemed unperturbed. It was he who spoke first. 
“That’s a very generous offer, Sir Harold. Should the occasion arise I might well take you up on it.” 
He turned towards Crane, who was growing angrier by the minute. 
“Sorry, Gerald, but business is business, you know.” 
In his turn, Ferris nodded in agreement, “That’s right,” he muttered. 
Rachel then spoke up. 
“I do think that it would be sensible to vote on the question of the chairmanship now rather than leave in hanging in abeyance. I would like to formally propose that Sir Harold Cranbrook becomes company chairman with effect from midday tomorrow.” 
Only Crane voted against the proposal, so I thanked the assembly for their confidence in me and assured them of my best efforts on the company’s behalf. 
The meeting ended at that point in what could scarcely be described as an easy atmosphere, but my day wasn’t over yet. I buttonholed Louise Clarke, the company secretary and steered her away from Crane. 
“Miss Clarke,” I said to her, “I am obviously very new to the company, so I will need you to give me a thorough briefing an everything that is current. As I am not formally in the chair until tomorrow, I think that the day after, Wednesday, would be better – so would ten o’clock suit you?” 
I said in a way which made it clear that I expected and answer in the affirmative, which I duly received, then I continued. 
“Also, as Mrs. Moore will be taking over as CEO with immediate effect, she has kindly agreed that, to save you having to go over everything twice, she will join us at that meeting, so we will see you then.” 


*********
 Two days later, on the Wednesday, we met up, as arranged, with Louise Clarke at the company headquarters, which, despite the grand name, were actually three rooms in the upper storey of the largest of Addington Care’s homes just outside Winchester. Two of the rooms were offices, one shared by Clarke and her assistant, Hugh Sinclair, a tall, dark-haired young man in his late twenties, the other for the CEO and chairman. The third room was a comfortably furnished room for talking to prospective clients and their families and it was in that room that the three of us gathered for Clarke to brief Rachel and myself. 
I started as I intended to continue. 
“Right, Mrs. Clarke, tell us why Mr. Crane came up with so ill thought out a proposal the day before yesterday. As company secretary did you not advise him of the dangers to the company finances?” 
“I’m sorry, Sir Harold, but I don’t think that you understand the way that the company is run. Mr. Crane makes the decisions and I carry out his instructions.” 
I gave her my nasty smile. 
“No, Mrs. Clarke, that may be how things used to be run, but as from today things will be different. Mr. 
Crane is now just another shareholder and has no executive powers in the company at all. Mrs. Moore is now the formal CEO and it is to her that you will look in the future. She, of course, will report to the shareholders as required. Now, if you simply did as you were told in the past, how do you see your role in the future?” 
She blinked nervously; perhaps for the first time she was beginning to realise that things really were going to change. 
“Well, Sir Harold, I’m not sure. I mean, there is a lot of administrative work connected to running the company – the financial records, the personnel records, advertising our service locally – and I have been doing all that and it will still need to be done, no matter what else changes.” 
What she said was perfectly true, of course, but I was beginning to wonder if she was the person I wanted to be doing it. She and Crane had worked closely together and I felt that anything that Janice and I did would be instantly reported back to the former chairman. I nodded to her. 
“Yes, I can see that, of course, but that is day-to-day stuff. What input have you had over matters of actual policy – what charges should be levied, what staff should be paid, what staff levels are needed, whether the company’s financial situation is sound and what needs to be done to strengthen it?” 
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She hesitated, and the hesitation told me all that I really needed to know. She really had been a dogsbody, nothing more. 
“Well, Mr. Crane always sought my advice on such matters.” 
“So, what advice did you give him on the paper that he presented to the shareholders the day before yesterday? It must have taken quite a while to prepare.” 
Another hesitation. 
“Well, I did say that I wondered if the company would be wise to leave so little money in reserve, but Mr. 
Crane was convinced that he was right and went ahead with his proposal.” 
“And the much higher shareholder payment last year – what did you advise him about that?” 
“Well, I did think that it was over generous, but again Mr. Crane insisted that he knew what he was doing.” 
I didn’t believe a word of it. I was quite certain that she had been a committed helper to Crane in his schemes. The only question left in my mind was whether to keep her or to get rid of her, something that I would have to discuss in private with Rachel. I thanked the woman and asked her to leave us; she looked from one to the other of us, her face clearly showing concern, got up and left the room. 
Once she had gone, I turned to Rachel. 
“Well, what do you think of her?” 
“Well, Sir Harold,” 
I interrupted her. 
“Please, just Harold, and do you mind if I call you Rachel?” 
She smiled – the biggest smile that I had seen from her since we first met. 
“Of course not, Harold. Well, regarding Mrs. Clarke. She has been hand in glove with Crane since she started here. She seems to have a reasonable grasp of the day to day work of the company, but whether we need both her and her assistant to do that is a moot point. Crane was able to act as CEO as well as chairman, but he did very little really. You heard what Louise Clarke had to say – she and Sinclair clearly did all the nitty-gritty. The paper that Crane presented represented quite a lot of work – and he didn’t do it – she did. 
It’s likely effect on the company must have been clear to her. I wonder if Crane promised her a share of the pickings when he ran the company into the ground?” 
It was a point that I hadn’t considered – and a good one. 
“Do you think that we should keep her on?” 
Rachel shook her head with determination. 
“No – I don’t trust her. I don’t know much about Sinclair, but I’m happy to take a more hands on approach than Crane did, and if Sinclair is any good we aren’t really going to need Mrs. Clarke at all.” 
“So we could make her redundant?” 
Rachel nodded. 
“Absolutely. Actually, I did a bit of homework on what we have to do to declare her redundant – it would cost a bit, but I’m sure that it would be worth it in the long run. I’ve had a look at the regulations and because she’s only thirty-nine years old and only worked here for four years, we only have to give her four weeks’ 
notice and a redundancy payment of just under two thousand pounds.” 
“I’m surprised it’s so little.” 
“So was I, but I checked it out with a friend who works in the HR department of the local bank.” 
“Well in that case, perhaps we could afford to be a bit more generous.” 
“Yes, in view of what is at stake I think that we could. Now, can you and I just do it, or do we need to take the other shareholders with us?” 
“Well, as I read the company constitution, the power to hire and fire rests with the CEO, but with a right of appeal to the shareholders.” 
“Does that apply throughout? If a home matron wants to get rid of a cleaner, do I have to get involved? It seems a bit over the top, surely?” 
“Well, that’s how I read it – perhaps it’s something we need to look at fairly soon because it does seem a bit excessive. Talking about excessive – I had a look at the monies that Crane has been paying himself. 
Although he has been acting as CEO as well as chairman, he has no formal contract with the company as CEO – a big mistake on his part. It means that he isn’t an employee, just a shareholder, so there is no question of redundancy payments or anything like that. Now, for the last three years he has been drawing just on seventy thousand a year over and above the dividends on his shares. It was carefully hidden in the accounts under a number of headings for various elements of expenses. I don’t think there is actually anything illegal in what he has been doing, but obviously it stops right now.” 
Rachel gave a somewhat frosty smile. 
“That’ll go down well!” 
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“Won’t it just! Now, at the moment what we can call the headquarters salary bill is seventy thousand to Crane, thirty-two to Clarke and twenty-four to Sinclair, a total of one hundred and twenty-six thousand a year. Now, we cut off Crane, get rid of Clarke and all we are left with is Sinclair’s twenty-four and whatever we pay you as CEO.” 
“Well, I’ve got my income from the shares and a small widow’s pension from the Army, plus what dad left me, so I’m not dependent totally on the CEO’s salary. I’d be happy with twenty-five, as I think that I should be getting a little more than my assistant.” 
“That seems very fair to me – and with our voting strength the rest will agree to it. Now, I’m going to do the Chairman’s job on an expenses only basis – and not an inflated figure like Crane was claiming. I don’t know what those expenses might be, but I doubt that they would amount to more than a couple of thousand a year, if that, so we are going to save the company seventy-five thousand or so a year. 
“Now, before we announce all this to everybody, we need to draw up a contract for you as CEO and we need to break the bad news to Clarke. Concerning the contract, the shareholders have already agreed that you be CEO, so there is no need to go back to them for approval. I’ve therefore taken the liberty of having a draft contract drawn up by secretary, John Dawson and looked at by my lawyers , for your consideration.” 
I reached into my briefcase and withdrew the draft which I handed to her. She took it from me and spent perhaps ten minutes carefully perusing it. Finally, she laid it down on the table. 
“Yes, that’s fine. Got a pen?” 
I took a pen from my pocket and handed it over. She signed, and I countersigned, the document, and we did the same with a copy of it so that she had a copy and there was a copy for the company files. 
I smiled at her. 
“Right, that’s that taken care of. Now for Mrs. Clarke. As CEO that is your prerogative to deal with, but I think that it might be a good idea if we saw her together so that there is a witness to the proceedings. What do you say?” 
She thought for a moment or two, then nodded her head. 
“OK,” she said, “let’s do it.” 
There was a telephone, which served as both internal and external communications and she dialled a number. 
Obviously Mrs. Clarke answered and a moment later entered the room, looking anxious, as well she might. 
Rachel wasted no time. 
“Mrs. Clarke, with the restructuring that is taking place, I’m afraid that your post is now redundant. Now, the redundancy regulations entitle you to four weeks’ notice and a payment of just on two thousand pounds. Sir Harold and I are agreed that your service to the company deserves a more generous settlement, and I can therefore offer you eight weeks pay in lieu of notice and a payment of ten thousand pounds.” 
The woman’s face was drained of colour as she looked from one to the other of us. Finally, she found her voice. 
“Is that it – after all my hard work here?” 
“Yes, I’m afraid that it is. When Mr. Crane was chairman and effectively took upon himself most of the duties of a CEO, he in fact worked very much on a part time basis, as I am sure that you will remember him remarking upon at the shareholders’ meeting on Monday, with the result that a fair amount of the work one would normally expect to come to a CEO was handled by yourself. I am going to be a much more full time CEO than was Mr. Crane, so the duties of your post will be subsumed into mine.” 
Louise Crane blinked slowly at us both, then her face took on an angry flush. 
“This isn’t fair. I’ve got rights – you can’t just throw me out like this!” 
Rachel answered calmly. 
“You are not being thrown out, Mrs. Clarke. You are being made redundant and offered redundancy terms considerably more generous that those to which you are entitled to by law. If you do not believe me, I would advise you to seek the advice of the local Citizen’s Advice Bureau. You will find that what I am saying is perfectly correct.” 
Clarke had been leaning forward in her chair. Now, her shoulders slumped in resignation and she leant back. 
“So, when do you want me to go?” 
“I think it would be best if you left after work on Friday; that will give us enough time for you to hand everything over. Your eight weeks pay in lieu of notice will commence next Monday, and the ten thousand pounds will be paid into your bank account at the end of the eight weeks.” 
If I hadn’t been so sure that if Clarke had been retained she would have been a spy for Crane and a constant thorn in our sides, I would have been sorry for her, but the ‘hard work’ to which she had referred had been to assist Crane in his determination to run the company into the ground and then asset strip it. 
25
She rose to her feet and stormed out, slamming the door behind her a gesture rendered somewhat futile by the door’s soft hinging which meant that it closed with a muted thud rather than the reverberating crash which had clearly been intended. 



Chapter Eight
Some six weeks had passed since Rachel and I had effectively taken over the reins of Addington Care. There had been one further shareholder’s meeting during that period in which, sensing the way things were moving, Ferris and Davidson had sided with Rachel and myself in our revised financial policy for the coming year. Crane had been present, had seethed quietly, but had made no attempt to influence proceedings. 
Now that what I was sure had been his intentions had been thwarted, I wondered if he would remain a shareholder, or if he would sell his shares to someone. There were now, of course, only five shareholders after O’Connell had sold his holding to me. 
I had not been idle in the interim. As I had told Rachel, I was most suspicious of the high level of bequests that Addington care had received and I had deputed John Dawson to look into the matter, which he had done with his usual thoroughness. 
I was relieved to find that most of the bequests were clearly above board, relatively small bequests added as codicils with the knowledge and agreement of the late patients’ families. There were, however, four instances which did not fit into that pattern. One I already knew about; Agnes Gilmore, the mother of John Gilmore, brothers Robert’s friend. Agnes, aged eighty-five, had signed a will handing over her entire estate to the home, which meant to Addington Care. The will, however, had been struck down as it post-dated John Gilmore’s power of attorney over his mother’s affairs. The other three cases were different. Jane Graham had been ninety years of age when she had died in the Winchester home three years previously. A widow, both she and her husband, who had pre-deceased her by some twenty years, had been an only child and there were no known family members still living. Pauline Harris, who had died in the Banstead home six months after Jane Graham, had been a spinster, again with no known family. The last of the three, Betty Collis, the oldest of the trio at ninety-three was, like Jane Graham, a widow of many years. She and her husband had had one son, Maurice, but he had pre-deceased both his parents, dying in a traffic accident when only twenty-five. He had been unmarried at the time of his death. Betty had died in the Reigate home just two months later than Pauline Harris. 
So, in the space of just five months, three years ago, three old ladies had died with no family to whom to leave their money. In the UK, when somebody dies with no traceable next-of-kin and no will to say how they wished their belongings to be disposed of, their estate ‘escheats’ or reverts to the government. I have always though that the inclusion of the letters ‘cheat’ in that word is indicative about how I, and perhaps most people, fell about the government profiting from the deaths of lonely old people, but to be honest I don’t know what the alternative could be. 
Faced with the prospect of these three old ladies’ monies going to the government, Crane and Clarke had acted, for Dawson’s careful enquiries had evinced that in each case it was those two who been known to visit with the three patients, visits which had culminated in all three drawing up wills leaving everything to the home – in effect, to the company. The wills themselves had been written in the ‘write your own will’ 
template available in many formats, but were perfectly legal for all that. In each case they had been witnessed by Clarke and Crane. 
Why they had made a mess of things over Agnes Gilmore was a mystery. Dawson hypothesised that her Alzheimer’s was so severe that they simply hadn’t realised from talking to her that she had a son alive and well and empowered to act on her behalf, and I could think of no other sensible explanation. 
The pickings had been quite considerable. In all, those three estates had totalled nearly two million pounds, largely, of course, from the value of the houses in which the old people had lived – housing in Surrey and Hampshire is expensive. 
At least, now that Clarke was no longer with the company and Crane had effectively been emasculated, there would be no more such instances, although just to make sure Rachel had Sinclair check the testate status of every patient, and we did find one further example, in this case with the resident still living. James Cartwright, now ninety-seven years old, had had a bout of pneumonia just over two years earlier. Given his then age and relatively feeble constitution, he had not been expected to survive, but he had defied medical expectations and was still with us. As with the old ladies, he had been visited by Clarke and Crane and had signed a will which they had presented to him when he had been at his lowest ebb. 
On learning of the situation, Rachel and I visited him in the Winchester home, Marchmont House, which had also seen the last days of Jane Graham. 
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We found him a surprisingly robust old gentleman, far removed from what I had expected given his medical state two years earlier. He welcomed us into his residence, a tastefully decorated room of generous proportions. In common with most residents he had a smattering of his own possessions around the place, including two large framed photographs. One was of a couple on their wedding day, the groom clearly a much younger edition of our host, the bride a tall, blonde girl who looked into the lens with a serene expression. She was wearing a traditional wedding dress, but the groom was in uniform, the uniform of a Pilot Officer in the Royal Air Force, with a pilot’s wings above the left breast pocket of his uniform jacket. 
The other picture showed the same couple, obviously some years older, with two children, a boy perhaps ten years of age, a girl two years or so younger. 
Cartwright saw my interest in the pictures and sighed gently. 
“Ah, those were the days.” 
“Your family, sir?” I enquired. 
“Yes, my wife Betty, God rest her soul, and my son Billy and daughter Grace. All gone now, I’m afraid. 
Betty nearly twenty years ago now, Billy killed in Aden in the Emergency back in sixty-seven – like me, he was in the RAF, and Grace died four years back. Grace never married, so I’m the last of the line, I’m afraid. 
Ironic really – I went all through the war, Battle of France, Battle of Britain, fighter sweeps over occupied France, ground attack after the Normandy landings, all without a scratch, yet Billy was brought down by some rag-head Arab with a shoulder launched missile or a machine gun – we never did find out exactly – and we never recovered Billy’s body. Broke his mother’s heart – and mine.” 
I looked further around the room, wondering why a man who was clearly in full possession of his mental facilities should be living in a residential home, then I realised that he was in a wheelchair, something that, doubtless due to the presence he projected, I had somehow overlooked at first acquaintance. I had asked Dawson to look into the man’s history, so I knew that he had stayed in the Air Force after the war, eventually retiring, aged fifty-five, in nineteen seventy-two with the rank of Air Marshal, the equivalent of a Lieutenant-General in the Army, so a rank far and away above that which I had achieved during my time in the Army. It was a bit of a shock to realise that he had retired before I had even been born. 
He regarded us keenly. 
“So, what can I do for you?” 
“Well, sir, Mrs. Moore and I have very recently become responsible for the running of the company which owns Marchmont House, and there is something that we would like to discuss with you concerning your will.” 
“My will?” 
“Yes, sir. In your will you propose to leave your entire estate to the home..” 
He interrupted me. 
“I beg your pardon? Where do you get that idea?” 
I had the will, which had been with the papers on his file, and handed it to him. He examined it closely. 
“Nonsense,” he exclaimed, “I never had this drawn up. These witnesses – Crane and Clarke – never heard of them, and the signature – it’s a forgery.” 
My heart sank. This was even worse than I had feared. 
“Are you sure that it is a forgery, sir?” 
“’Course I am – it’s in ball pen. Never use them to sign anything with. Always use my fountain pen.” 
He reached into the inside pocket of his blazer and drew out an expensive looking Parker fountain pen. 
“Always use this – it was a present from my wife on our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. I never use ball pens, can’t abide the things, always running out at the most inconvenient moment. Always use this or its matching propelling pencil for writing.” 
He looked at the document again. 
“That date,” he mused, “something odd there. Excuse me a moment.” 
He wheeled himself over to a small bureau in the far corner of the room. It was one of those with a pull down flap concealing a nest of small drawers and pulling down the flap, he opened one of the drawers and extracted an A5 sized leather bound book which he proceeded to thumb through. 
“Ah, yes, here we are. Fifteenth of June two years ago – the day after the date on that thing.” 
He cleared his throat and read from the book, which was clearly a diary. 
“ ‘June fifteenth. Looks like I’m lucky to be still here. June Lawson’,” he broke off, “she was one of the nurses here, nice girl, left last year when she married, ‘June Lawson tells me that they didn’t expect me to survive the night, but here I am. Feel pretty rotten, but not going to kick the bucket yet awhile.’” 
He fixed me with a determined gaze. 
“From that I don’t see that I would have been in a fit state to sign anything on the fourteenth, do you?” 
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“No, sir, I don’t, and that worries me very much. I think that the two people who ‘witnessed’ that forgery were actually responsible for it. One of them –Louise Clarke – is no longer with the company, but the other –
Gerald Crane – is one of the major shareholders and was, until I took over from him, company chairman.” 
Cartwright looked from one to the other of us, clearly unhappy at what I had said. 
“So, it looks like your company has been harbouring criminals. What are you going to do about it?” 
I had already made up my mind. The publicity – and it was sure to become known – was going to a big problem, but I had no choice in the matter. 
“I’m going to report it to the police.” 
I sensed Rachel stiffen in her chair. I had given her no advance warning as to what was in my mind, but I had been hoping against hope that Cartwright would confirm that he had signed that will of his own free accord –
but it was not to be. 
He nodded in approval. 
“Can’t see that there is any alternative.” 
“No, sir. I take it that you will be happy to give evidence?” 
“Of course, and whilst it is here, let’s destroy that fake will.” 
“I don’t think we can do that – it’s the only physical evidence we have of the forgery.” 
“Oh, yes, you’re right – but I’ll just make sure that it can’t be acted upon, just in case.” 
So saying, he got out his pen again and scrawled across the front page of document to the effect that it was not his last will and testament but a forgery. He dated the declaration and had Rachel and I witness it. 
We took our leave of the old gentleman and went in search of the matron, Helen Rhodes, whom we tracked down in her small office at the very back of the home. She had greeted us on our arrival and then left us to visit Cartwright by ourselves and when I asked her about the manner in which Clarke and Crane had visited at the time of Cartwright’s illness she looked uneasy. I began to wonder about Helen Rhodes. In her mid-forties, she had joined the company a little after Crane, about the same time as Clarke, and I wondered if there was a working relationship between the three of them. After all, there were two instances of suspicious wills affecting residents of this home. 
“As I see it, Mrs. Rhodes, Mr. Crane and Mrs. Clarke visited Air Marshal Cartwright when he was very ill – 
in fact on the day of their visit he was so ill that he was not expected to survive. Is that correct?” 
“I don’t think that I could comment on that, Mr. Cranbrook. It would breach medical confidentiality.” 
I gave her my nasty smile. It was the first time that she had been subjected to it, and it clearly unsettled her. 
“Two things, Mrs. Rhodes. Firstly, it is not ‘Mr. Cranbrook’. It is ‘Sir Harold Cranbrook’ and I should be grateful if you would pay me the courtesy of addressing me correctly.” 
It was the first time that I had used my newly acquired title in a bullying manner, but the suspicions that I was beginning to foster about this woman meant that bullying her was quite likely to take other forms as well. I continued. 
“Secondly, Air Marshal Cartwright will, I can assure you, be only too happy to have my question given a proper answer – and, if you won’t answer Mrs. Moore and myself, I can promise you that you will very soon have to answer that question to the police.” 
She glared at me, but the glare was half-hearted. 
“I’ll have to check Cartwright’s file.” 
I stopped her. 
“Mrs. Rhodes, you really do seem to have a problem with using the correct form of address for people. It is not ‘Cartwright’ nor even ‘Mr. Cartwright’. It is Air Marshal Cartwright or, if he prefers, James Cartwright. 
James Cartwright, as a young man, was one of that band of airmen who kept this country free of Nazi domination, and I would appreciate it if, even in his absence, you treated him with the respect his efforts on behalf of this country so richly deserve.” 
I had her on the run – almost literally as she rose from her desk and scurried across the room to a large filing cabinet standing against the further wall. 
She rummaged in the second drawer down, finally extracting a manila folder which she placed on her desk before resuming her seat. She opened it and leafed rapidly through it before stopping at a specific page. 
“Ah, yes. On the fourteenth of June, Air Marshal,” she emphasised the title, “Cartwright’s vital signs were a cause of grave concern. Although it isn’t the sort of comment that would be written down in the notes, it was clearly thought that he only had a day or so to live. He was visited by Mr. Crane and Mrs. Clarke.” 
She turned some more pages of the file. 
“There is a note here saying that Air Marshal Cartwright has no known next of kin and that his will was with his solicitors, Grey and King, of Winchester.” 
That was interesting. The will to which the file referred must be the will which Crane and Clarke were looking to supercede. The document we had had been filed centrally at the company office, not with the 28
resident’s own file, which is how I had been able to obtain possession of it. That fact, I mused to myself, would make it extremely difficult to accuse Mrs. Rhodes of any involvement in the attempted fraud. 



Chapter Nine
Rachel Moore and I sat across a small table in an interview room in Winchester police station. Opposite us sat two police officers, Detective Inspector Harriet Lewis and Detective Sergeant John Keele. The Inspector was perhaps in her early forties, short and slimly built, with dark hair framing her face, with dark brown eyes regarding us through gold rimmed spectacles. She was dressed in a black trouser suit, the jacket worn open to show the white blouse underneath; the monochrome effect was lightened by a scarlet cravat loosely tied round her throat. Her male companion differed in almost every respect, over and above the obvious one of gender. A foot or more taller, at least six feet four or five, and heavily built, he was also a good bit younger –
perhaps thirty or so. Ginger hair was brush cut close to his skull and blue eyes surveyed the world from beneath heavy brows, all set in a tanned, weather beaten face. He wore jeans and a leather jacket over a black T-shirt, and he was also possessed of just about the largest hands I have ever seen on a man. All in all, not somebody to take lightly; he had the look of a menacing Rugby second row forward, including a nose that looked as though it might have been broken at some time. 
We had recounted our concern at the way in which Crane and Clarke had set about persuading elderly residents to bequeath their assets to the company; it had been mutually accepted that nothing could now be done about the cases of the three old ladies who had died, but Air Marshal James Cartwright’s case was a different matter entirely. Here there was an apparent case of fraud and DI Lewis felt that there was a reasonable chance of producing a case that could be taken to court. 
“I must warn you, though,” she had concluded, “that if this does go forward, your company is in for some pretty bad publicity. Regardless of who actually did what, you will all be tarred with the same brush in the eyes of the media and those of the public who believe what they read or see on the TV.” 
I nodded with resignation. 
“I agree with you, Inspector. Both Mrs. Moore and myself are worried by the effect that may have on our care homes, but we are both agreed – and we speak for all the shareholders on a seventy-thirty majority split 
– that this is too serious a matter to ignore.” 
The seventy-thirty split to which I had referred was the result of a stormy shareholders’ meeting the previous week at which Crane had been apoplectic at the thought of the matter being referred to the police. He had threatened to sue the rest of us for slander and libel, a threat which I had met head on, inviting him to do just that whilst his conduct, and that of Louise Clarke, was being investigated by the police. It was, I was sure, just bluster on his part, and seeing the way that the wind was clearly blowing, Davidson and Ferris had sided with Rachel and myself. I had the evidence of the date of the false will, James Cartwright’s medical records demonstrating that on that particular day he had been in no physical nor mental state to agree to anything, the will with his forged signature, witnessed by Rachel and myself as to its false nature, and above all the evidence of the man himself. 
“Right,” said Lewis briskly, “first things first. Sergeant Keele and I will talk to the Air Marshal – arrange that, will you, please, John,” her subordinate nodded his head in acquiescence, “and once we’ve heard what he has to say we will talk to Mr. Crane and Mrs. Clarke.” 
At that we took our leave of the officers and went our separate ways home. 
The bad news came three days later. Air Marshal James Cartwright, survivor of so many dangerous missions, had finally succumbed to old age, dying peacefully in his sleep the previous night. Without him to give evidence, the case against Crane and Clarke was deemed to be insufficiently strong for the Crown Prosecution Service to pursue it; Crane and Clarke were off the hook. They hadn’t even been formally interviewed by the police, although they both been visited by Lewis and her sergeant. 
The next shareholders meeting was maddening. There sat Crane, a smug smile on his face throughout the proceedings, clearly delighted at how things had turned out. I would dearly have loved to wipe the smile off his face, but could think of no way in which to achieve such a result and just had to grin and bear it. 
At least, with Crane’s plans for asset stripping a thing of the past, the company was in better financial shape than had looked likely before Rachel Moore and I had combined forces to beat him, so that was something to be thankful for, especially as our interpretation of the dangerous nature of his defeated financial policy had been supported by the independent auditor who had scathingly dismissed Crane’s proposals as totally unacceptable in any normally run company. 
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The following Saturday was an unusual day for a Saturday, arising out of the fact that Kathleen Curtis had identified what she felt to be a very good opportunity for a short term investment. However, it was one which required a very substantial capital sum – two million pounds. This was considerably in excess of the normal sums involved in our short term movement of assets, so I had invited her, Alan Aldridge, and John Dawson to the house where we three could act as Devil’s Advocates and see if there were any weaknesses in Kathleen’s proposal. 
We gave her a hard time – in fact, we gave her a very hard time, but at the end of it she had convinced all three of us that she had a cast-iron case, and I authorised her to proceed. The session had gone on far longer than I had expected and it was well past a normal lunch hour – we had survived on a couple of rounds of sandwiches each, to Mrs. Jenkins’ unspoken disapproval - so I invited the three of them to stay for dinner, an invitation that they gladly accepted, although in John Dawson’s case only because I had extended the invitation to include his fiancée, Juliet Forbes, a young lady soon to become his wife, and whom I had yet to meet. She turned out to be a small girl, no more than five feet or five feet one tall, with dark, almost black, hair cut short to frame a pale oval face from which green eyes surveyed the world with an intensity that was quite startling. She was, I had already learnt from John, a mathematics teacher at a nearby private school, a school with an outstanding academic reputation, and was clearly highly intelligent. 
In addition to those of us who had been examining Kathleen’s proposal plus Juliet Forbes, Helen and Jane were, of course, also present at dinner, so there were seven of us to enjoy Mrs. Jenkin’s offerings. Georgina came home most weekends, but on this particular occasion she was staying in Guildford to attend the birthday party of one her flatmates. 
It was a convivial meal, and I was very interested to hear from Juliet how well the school was faring in attracting the sons and daughters of the well-heeled in the area, and how much the school was trying to find funding for scholarships for children of ability but whose parents couldn’t afford the fees. 
“How does that work?” I asked her. 
“Well, we look to wealthy individuals, local companies, anyone in fact, to set up funds to pay individual fees. One big problem is that with interest rates so low nowadays, whereas in the past some could grant us a sum of money and the interest it earned would meet a scholar’s fees, now it would require a quite unreasonable investment to raise the necessary interest, so we are looking for grants over time – a popular period would be six years to cover an individual child’s fees. It would be unreasonable to expect anybody to sign up to a permanent commitment in this day and age.” 
I was aware that Helen was following what Juliet was saying with keen interest, and I had an idea, almost by telepathy, of what she was thinking. 
“Tell me,” I said, “what sort of level are your fees?” 
“Currently they are fifteen thousand a year. Obviously, they will go up over time, like everything else.” 
I thought about what she had said, aware that not just Helen, but everyone else was waiting for me to say something. 
“Supposing,” I said slowly, “ the estate were to fund a scholarship? I understand what you say about time limited grants – in this day and age nobody can be sure what tomorrow may bring, especially if the government of the days gets even greedier than they already are, but I don’t see why the estate couldn’t fund a six year period, with a review at the end of that time when hopefully it would prove to be capable of renewal.” 
“That would be marvellous – we could call it the Cranbrook Scholarship.” 
“Actually, I think that a better name would be the Robert Cranbrook Memorial Scholarship, if that would be acceptable.” 
“Of course it would. What would you like me to do to set things in motion?” 
“As a first step have whoever is appropriate from the school talk to your fiancé – John will take it from there, won’t you John?” 
“Gladly, Sir Harold.” 
On that high note we finished our meal and, after coffee in the lounge, the party broke up. I had offered everybody rooms for the night, an offer that John and Juliet gracefully declined as their house was only a few minutes’ drive away and Juliet, who was to do the driving, had limited herself to a single, small, glass of wine. 
I did wonder if I had been gently set up by a combination of Helen, John and Juliet, but if that was the case it caused me no concern at all. In fact, I was very pleased to have a chance of perpetuating Robert’s memory in such a way. Everybody else had gone to bed; Fellowes had enquired if there was anything else that I required, but there was nothing, and I sent him, in his turn, to his bed whilst I sat by myself in the lounge, gazing into the dying embers of the fire, reflecting on the evening’s gentle conversations and the setting up of the scholarship in Robert’s memory. It was something to remember him by, but it made me aware that 30
whereas he had been possessed of a driving ambition and had carved out a highly successful career for himself, by comparison I was just coasting along, taking life one day at a time with no clear picture of what the future might hold for me, nor even what I might want it to hold for me. It was all so different from the Army, where, but for the parsimony of successive governments, I would by now by looking to the next step up the promotion ladder. With a sigh, I finished the small brandy that I had nursed for the last half an hour and went to bed. 



Chapter Ten
All the next day, the Sunday, I wandered listlessly around the house, unable to concentrate on anything. It was a foul day, windy and with lashing rain, so my early intention to go for a long walk was thwarted. After a leisurely breakfast Alan and Kathleen had departed, whilst Helen had left to visit some friends in Maidstone and Jane had retired to her room to work on a school task, so there was nobody to break my general feeling of ennui. 
When Kenneth Cranbrook had built the house he had gone for quite an extensive range of rooms, some of which now stood virtually unused, other of which had been converted to other uses. For example, what had been a large billiard room was now a TV lounge, although as both girls had sets in their respective bedrooms, it saw little use. 
A room which saw even less use – in fact none at all because nobody could come up with a good use for it – 
had originally been the gun room. When Kenneth Cranbrook had built the house the estate had included a couple of large farms and some woods, so pheasants had been reared and subjected to slaughter by the Baronet’s friends and visitors. On his death, however, first my father, then Robert, as his successors, had had no interested in shooting, so the shotguns had been sold and the case which had held them stood empty in mute testimony to the change in life style that had occurred after Kenneth’s death. The farms and the woods were, in any case, long gone to keep the estate in funds before Robert’s financial genius had come to the rescue. 
It was to the gun room that I had now, virtually unconsciously, gravitated. It was a small room, no more than ten feet square and bereft of any windows, making the use of the electric light essential. The room was dominated by a large table in the middle upon which, in years gone by, shotguns would have been cleaned and subjected to any necessary maintenance. One wall was devoted to the gun cabinet with space for a dozen shotguns, but now standing empty, and beside it an arrangement of drawers which had once contained ammunition for the guns, cleaning materials and the like. Again, as with the cabinet, they had long been empty. The cabinet and the drawers had been made as a single unit and the mahogany gleamed softly in the light. 
I wondered if the room still contained the secret that I had discovered many years before, and which I had to all intents and purposes forgotten until now. The gun cabinet had cupboards immediately below it, cupboards which hid the secret. 
It was back in nineteen ninety-four; I was fourteen years of age. It was the school summer holidays, six weeks of boredom at home especially when, as on that day, the weather was bad and I couldn’t escape the confines of the house. For the life of me, I don’t know why I had gone into the gun room. It was an empty space with nothing to attract me other than the fact, I suppose, that it was well away from those parts of the house where my father and siblings could be encountered. 
Out of idle curiosity I had opened the various drawers, only to find all of them empty. I opened the cupboards below the gun cabinet; opening the doors revealed a small lever which, when pulled, allowed a flap to come down and rest on the edges of the doors, creating a small writing surface, presumably for convenience if the large table was being used for something. 
I was about to return the flap to its closed position when I realised that the recess from which it came down wasn’t the full depth of the gun cabinet above it. I fiddled around with it without finding any reason for the disparity when, by pulling the flap forward it moved outwards by a couple of inches. I had had to pull quite firmly, something unlikely to be done by chance, and the recess now formed at the back of the flap seemed to serve no useful purpose that I could see. I felt all around it with my fingers and at the top of it, quite invisible to the eye, my fingers contacted what felt like two small buttons, one at each end. I tried pressing them one after the other with no effect until I pressed both of them simultaneously. 
There was an audible click and what appeared to be simply a plain panel below the cupboard doors slid forward half an inch or so. A secret panel! Excitedly, I got down on my hands and knees and pulled at the panel, which proved to be the front of another drawer as it slid smoothly forward. Unlike all the other drawers in the room, this one actually contained something. The ‘something’ was a highly polished wooden box made from walnut or some similar dark wood. I lifted it from its hiding place and laid it on the table. It 31
was perhaps fifteen inches long, twelve front to back and about four inches deep. It was unadorned apart from a small plate – which looked to be of silver – screwed to the top and engraved ‘Robert Cranbrook, 1892-1919’. 
There was no keyhole and I was able to open the box with no problem. The contents were astonishing. There was a bundle of hand-written letters, tied together with a narrow red ribbon. There was a row of four medals. 
There were several type written letters on official looking paper, paper now fragile and dry with age. There was a small, battered, diary. The most astonishing item, however, was a revolver and a small cardboard box marked with the broad arrow of the War Department (as it was back in nineteen nineteen) and the legend 
‘25 Cartridge, Ball, 0.455’. Even at fourteen years of age, I was ‘into’ things military and I recognised the revolver as a Webley Mk. VI, the sidearm carried by most British officers in the first World War and that the box contained, or had contained, ammunition for it. It must have belonged to Robert Cranbrook, my father’s uncle of whom I had only vaguely heard. I knew that he had been wounded in the war and died of his wounds some months after the end of hostilities, but at the time that was all that I knew. 
The revolver was big – nearly a foot long – and heavy, weighing two pounds or more, and I carefully lifted it from the case and examined it. I checked that it was unloaded before tentatively pulling the trigger. It still worked smoothly and I carefully replaced it before turning my attention to the other contents of the box. The cardboard box, when opened, still contained thirteen rounds of ammunition, small but deadly brass cylindrical cartridge cases each topped by its copper coated lead bullet, and I cautiously closed it again. 
The medals were the next item of interest. I recognised the first, a cross with a white and purple ribbon, as a Military Cross, awarded for bravery in the face of the enemy. The ribbon had a bar across it, denoting that Robert Cranbrook had been awarded the medal twice. The other three medals I didn’t recognise straight away, but subsequently discovered were the campaign medals awarded to many soldiers during the war. 
They were the Mons Star, showing that Robert had been amongst the first British soldiers who had landed in France in nineteen fourteen, the British War Medal, and the Victory Medal, a victory that my great-uncle had not long survived. 
I turned to the hand written letters. They were letters from my great-uncle to his parents and his brother Kenneth, my grandfather. There were perhaps thirty of them and I only read a couple. They contained nothing of any great importance, just family trivia, with no hint of what Robert was actually doing at the time, no mention of the horrors of trench warfare. The type written letters were the citations for his medals and his official discharge from the Army. 
Finally, I looked at the diary. It started in August nineteen fourteen when my great-uncle arrived in France and ended with his stay in a military hospital after being wounded. There was too much to read there and then, and I was guiltily aware that, in view of the hidden nature of these mementos, perhaps I shouldn’t even be looking at them. 
I carefully replaced everything in the wooden box and returned it to its hiding place. I pushed the front of the drawer home, there was another click and once more it looked for all the world like just a decorative panel. I closed the cupboard doors and left the room. 
All that was some twenty years in the past as I once again stood in the old gun room on a wet and windy day with no plans for the day. I wondered if the box and its contents were still there, undisturbed since I had discovered them as a fourteen year old. 
Only one way to find out. I opened the cupboard doors, lowered and pulled forward the flap, and depressed the two buttons. Once again there was a click as the drawer front slid forward. I pulled it fully forward. The walnut box still lay within it. I took it out and opened it- the contents were just as I had seen them all those years ago. 
I closed the drawer and wondered what to do about its contents. The more I thought about it, the more positive I became that nobody else knew of its existence. The revolver was a problem. Since nineteen ninety-seven the ownership of such a weapon by a private individual in Great Britain was a serious offence, carrying a five year prison sentence. To reveal its existence to the police would undoubtedly lead to problems, so I decided to let sleeping dogs lie and say nothing about it to anybody. I also wondered at the very existence of the drawer and its contents. The gun room was an original part of the house and its fittings remained exactly as grandfather Kenneth had had them designed back in the nineteen thirties. By the time the house was finished, his brother Robert would have been dead for nearly twenty years. I could understand my grandfather wanting to immortalise, as best he could, his brother’s memory and sacrifice, but why hide it away in such a bizarre manner? Perhaps, for some strange reason of his own, he not wanted others to share in the memories, but as to whether that, or anything else, might be the reason, I had absolutely no idea. 
I left the gun room and returned to the lounge where I settled down with the Sunday paper after ringing for a cup of tea which Yvonne brought to me, together with a selection of small cakes. I bit into one, reflecting as I did so that surely I should be doing something more worthwhile. 
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The next day, the Monday, proved to be very much out of the ordinary, as though the Fates had noticed my boredom and decided to do something about it. 
John Dawson came into my office bearing those elements of the post which he felt needed my attention. 
Foremost amongst them was a large, heavy manila envelope addressed to me and marked ‘Personal’. The return address on it was that of a firm of solicitors, Grey and King, of Winchester. The name was familiar in some way and, searching my memory, I came up with the answer – they had been the solicitors for the late Air Marshal James Cartwright. Why, I wondered, would they be writing to me? 
I slit the envelope open and shook out the contents. They were a sealed envelope, a type written letter to which had been stapled a second sheet of paper and a flat cardboard box about six inches by four and half an inch or so deep. 
I turned to the typed letter and read it with growing interest. 
‘Dear Sir Harold, 
RE: Air Marshal James Cartwright (deceased)
We have acted for the late Air Marshal Cartwright in the matter of executing his will. Shortly before his death, Air Marshal Cartwright entrusted to us the other contents of this letter with the request that they be forwarded to you unopened. At the same time he attached a corollary to his will stating that the net proceeds of his estate were to be held in abeyance by ourselves until we heard from you as to their ultimate disposal. 
Towards that end, I also enclose a summary of the net worth of his estate. 
‘I should be obliged if you would acknowledge receipt of this letter and the contents of the envelope at your earliest convenience.’
The signature was that of a George Cuthbert, a partner in the firm. 
Intrigued, I turned to the sealed envelope. It was, I saw, addressed to ‘Captain Sir Harold Cranbrook, Bart., MC. (retired)’. Clearly James Cartwright was – or rather had been – a stickler for the correct form in addressing a letter to a recipient. 
Carefully, I sliced the envelope open and extracted a couple of pages of handwriting but before settling down to read it, I passed the solicitor’s letter to Dawson and asked him to send off an acknowledgment. After John had left me, I eased myself back from the desk and started reading. 
‘Dear Sir Harold (I read), 
‘I am writing to you in the hope that, as one ex-serviceman to another, you might be willing to undertake on my behalf a task which has defeated me for many years. 
‘Back in nineteen forty-four my squadron was one of the first to move to France after the Normandy landings. We were flying Hawker Typhoons as close ground support to the Army, attacking targets they identified – armoured vehicles, gun emplacements, those sort of things which I am sure that you are familiar with as was I. Initially we were based not far behind the lines, but by early July we had moved to a field just outside the small town of Dreux, south and west of Paris. There, in between missions, I met a French girl, Collette Deschamps. To cut a long story short, we became lovers and in late December she told me that she was pregnant. I was twenty-seven at the time, she was twenty-one. I really loved her and I like to think that she loved me just as much, but before we could make any plans, before we had even told her parents, the Luftwaffe ruined everything. I don’t know how much you know about the detail of the war, but in late December the Germans tried to counter attack in the Ardennes – the famous Battle of the Bulge – and part of that counter attack was the Luftwaffe’s Operation Bodenplatte. They scraped together just about every fighter and fighter bomber that they still possessed and on the first of January, nineteen forty-five, launched a concerted attack on RAF and American airfields in Holland, Belgium and Northern France. They destroyed a lot of Allied aircraft on the ground, but suffered very heavy losses themselves – it was virtually the last throw of the dice for the German air force. 
‘One the Allied airfields which suffered particularly badly was at Eindhoven, in Holland. There were Hawker Typhoons based there and they lost a lot of the aircraft. Worse, they lost quite a few of their pilots as well when a shelter they had taken to received a direct hit. The result was that we, as a squadron, shipped to Eindhoven to replace the unit there – and we went at literally a few hours’ notice. I was the squadron’s commanding officer and in the frenzy of getting things organised, I was unable to contact Collette to let her know what had happened. As far as she was concerned I had simply vanished overnight, leaving her, quite literally, to hold the baby. 
33
‘Once things settled down a bit at Eindhoven I wrote to her, but whether my letters ever reached her, I know not. Telephoning at that time was quite impossible. Her parents didn’t have a phone and nor did anyone of whom I could think of who could get a message to her. 
‘I didn’t get any leave until just after the war in Europe ended in the May and I went post-haste to Dreux to find her and to explain and to ask her to marry me. She wasn’t there. Neither were her parents. Neighbours told me that Collette had left home two or three months earlier and that her parents had left a few weeks afterwards. Whether she and her parents had joined up somewhere, nobody knew. What they did know was that at the time she left, Collette was clearly pregnant and they assumed – correctly of course – that I was the father, so the amount of cooperation I got locally was pretty limited. 
‘With the war in Europe now over, but with Japan still to be defeated, I was posted to the Far East just a few weeks later so was unable to pursue my search for Collette and our baby any further. 
‘So now, if I may, to turn to the task I hope that you will undertake for me. Collette, if she is still alive, will be a very old lady, ninety or ninety-one. Our child, again if still alive, will be nearly seventy. I would ask of you that you attempt to track them – or any descendants that they may have had – down and see that they get what is left of my estate. This will be a burden; I realise that. I could, of course, have asked my solicitors to take on the task, but that would be expensive and my estate is modest. 
‘If you feel that the task is unreasonable, or attempt it but are unable to trace them, please arrange for the balance of my estate to go to the Royal Air Force Benevolent Fund, as I am well aware of the good work they do for air force serviceman and their dependents. 
With my best wishes for your success, 
Yours very sincerely, 
James Cartwright’
I turned back to the solicitor’s letter, this time examining the attached sheet. As Cuthbert had stated it was a brief summary of James Cartwright’s estate, amounting in total to a little under thirty thousand pounds. In this day and age, not all that much, and I could well understand his reluctance to see it, or at least much of it, vanishing into the maw of a professionally led investigation which, in any case, might well achieve nothing. 
I then turned my attention to the flat cardboard box. It proved to contain the Air Marshal’s medals, which presumably he would also like to go to his descendants should I be able to find them. I examined them with interest. The most prestigious was the Distinguished Flying Cross, the RAF equivalent of my own Military Cross, and that of my great-uncle Robert. Like Robert’s MC, although unlike my own but the same as Robert’s, the Air Marshal’s medal ribbon was adorned by the thin metal strip or ‘bar’ denoting that he had been awarded the medal twice. Next in line was an Air Force Cross, an award for exceptional courage or skill in the air but not in the face of the enemy – saving an aircraft and passengers from certain death by some feat of skill or daring – that sort of thing. I was interested to see an Africa Star amongst the medals, so James Cartwright had obviously fought in the deserts of Africa as well as in Europe. The last two medals of the group I did not at first recognise, but which I later identified, turned out to be a French Croix de Guerre, roughly the French equivalent of the DFC, which the French government awarded to quite a number of Allied personnel in recognition of meritorious war service in alliance with la Belle France, and an American Bronze Star, again roughly equivalent to the DFC, and awarded to individual members of America’s allies in much the same way. 
Clearly the late Air Marshal had been a very highly regarded airman, and not just by his own force. I gently laid the medals down on my desk and looked at them. Faced with that record of courage and service, how on earth could I not at least try and complete the task he had offered me? 
The only thing was – where to start? I thought briefly of simply dumping the problem on John Dawson’s lap, but on reflection I felt that it would be unfair to do so. He was now working for me on a part-time basis only and his work for local charities would suffer if an unexpected task like this took up a lot of his time. 
Racking my brains, I could see no way in which I could start such an investigation myself – not from lack of will nor commitment, but just simply lacking the necessary skills and contacts. 
It was then that I remembered a former Army colleague. David Amherst and I had been in the same company in Three Para until he retired – like me, a few years later, depressed by the constant cutting of the Army by a succession of short-sighted politicians. He was, I knew, now a freelance investigative journalist with a considerable reputation on his field. He had also come to the public eye a few years earlier for his part in the solving of a series of murders of actresses. If anyone could help me in my task I felt that he could. In this age of high technology, tracking him down was child’s play, needing only a visit to his website which provided both an E-mail address and a telephone number – although not, I noted, a postal address. Nothing ventured, nothing gained, so I phoned his telephone number. I was in luck; he was at home. 
“David Amherst.” 
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“David, it’s Harry Cranbrook.” As I said my name, I realised that without conscious thought I was ‘Harry’ 
again, not ‘Harold’. 
There was a moment’s delay as he processed the name, but only a short moment. 
“Harry – nice surprise. What can I do for you? Are you still in the mob?” 
“No, I came out earlier this year. Look, David, I’ve got something that just might interest you. Not a tale of corruption or anything, and certainly not a murder nor murders, but trying to track down a long lost lover of an RAF hero.” 
“That sounds unusual – bit off my normal beaten track, but to be honest at the moment I’m about half way through a book on miscarriages of justice and I’m a bit stuck for in depth material on a case I particularly want to feature. I’m expecting someone to come back to me about it, but not for a week or more, so I’m at a bit of loose end at the moment. At least we could talk about what you want done and give us both a chance to see if it really is up my street. Where and when would you like to meet?” 
“Would it be terribly inconvenient for you to come down here? We’d give you a meal and stop over for the night – get away from town for a few hours?” 
“That would be fine by me. When you say ‘we’, does that mean you’ve got yourself hitched?” 
I chuckled down the line. 
“Sorry. Figure of speech – I’m still footloose and fancy free in that respect, but I share a house with some of the family.” 
“Look,” I said, “today is Wednesday. Why not come down on Friday evening and stay until Sunday morning? We can catch up on old times, I can fill you in on this job that might interest you, and you can enjoy our cook’s food – you’ll not eat much better.” 
“Sounds very tempting – but where exactly are you?” 
“Down in Kent, just outside the town of Cranbrook – in fact the house is called Cranbrook Hall.” 
I gave him directions to find us and when we ended the call I felt that I had taken a good step to complying with the late Air Marshal’s dying request. 



Chapter Eleven
David duly arrived on the following Friday evening and was ushered into the library, where I waited to greet him, by Fellowes. 
I hadn’t seen David Amherst since he had retired from the army in two thousand and six. At the time he had been the second in command of the Paratroop company in which I was a junior subaltern; a few years later I had myself filled the same role before retiring. He had aged a little, but not much. He was, I knew, now thirty nine years old and the dark brown hair, still cut militarily short, was beginning to show the first traces of grey at the temples, but the rugged features were little changed, the deep set blue eyes as keen as ever, and his six foot, fourteen stone frame carried no more fat than it had in his army days – in other words, none. 
I advanced to greet him and we shook hands. 
“David, thanks for coming.” 
“No, thanks for inviting me – but tell me – how come you live in a mansion? This is a far cry from what I remember of you in Army days.” 
I ushered him to a chair and, after we had seated ourselves, I smiled at him. 
“It’s quite a long story, but to give you the précis, my brother died earlier this year and I inherited all this – 
totally out of the blue.” 
“Well, I must say, it’s quite a place – and it isn’t just the place, is it? I looked you up after we finished on the phone the other day. Harry Cranbrook of the Paras is now, I see, Sir Harold Cranbrook, Baronet.” 
“Yes, that came from my brother as well – the title can only pass through the male line and to a male heir, and Robert and Helen had two daughters but no son – so here I am.” 
“I’m impressed. Tell me, what does a Baronet actually do?” 
“In my case, not a lot, and that is beginning to trouble me. I mean, look at this place. Twelve bedrooms, a dining room, two lounges, a gun room, this library, a TV lounge – and that’s before you get onto the important rooms like the kitchen and wine cellar and the butler’s pantry, and so on and so on. And to look after just Helen, Robert’s widow, myself and the two girls – who are only here part time anyway – there are a butler, a housekeeper come cook, two maids and a chauffeur come handyman. When I inherited the place I promised all the staff that their jobs were safe for as long as they wanted them, and I will keep that promise, but it’s a prime example of a grossly over indulgent property. It was different when Robert was alive. He was a workaholic and he and John Dawson, his secretary, worked all the hours that God gave. There were also a more or less constant stream of house guests – people with whom Robert was doing business or expected to, 35
networking opportunities, all that sort of thing. He and Helen also threw quite a few dinner parties for friends and neighbours. None of that is happening now. I don’t have the same working relationships that Robert had, and with him only dead a few months throwing dinner parties is hardly appropriate.” 
“I see what you mean – but don’t knock it. It’s a lot better than being on your own in some poky little flat somewhere, surely?” 
“Yes, of course it is, but I still feel, to be honest, a fraud living here in this sort of style.” 
“Get used to it – anyway, how about telling me what it is that you want me to do for you?” 
“Fair enough. It all goes back to last months of the war, and an affair between an RAF pilot and a French girl.” 
David settled back in his chair and listened with growing fascination as I recounted the story of James Cartwright and his long lost love. When I finished he was silent for a few moments before speaking. 
“That’s quite a tale, Harry, and quite a cold trail you want me to follow.” 
“But will you follow it for me?” 
“Oh yes, but I can’t promise that I will succeed. What happens if I don’t find anybody?” 
“The money goes to the RAF Benevolent Fund. Don’t know what should happen to his medals – perhaps the RAF Museum would like them.” 
Then it was time for dinner and for David to meet Helen, Georgina and Jane. All three of them took an immediate liking to my former colleague so we spent a convivial evening., and the next day, the Saturday, was equally enjoyable. David departed on the Sunday after a light lunch, promising to let me know something, one way or the other, within a week or so. 


**********
 In the event it was some ten days before David came back to me and the tale he had to tell was fascinating in the extreme. He came down to Cranbrook Hall again, this time on the Wednesday afternoon and we once more met in the library. He was clearly excited by the results of his investigation and couldn’t wait to plunge into his story. 
“Harry, it took a while, as you realise, but in the event it wasn’t as difficult as I originally expected. France has always been a pretty bureaucratic country, even in wartime, so after some difficult initial digging, the rest was fairly straightforward. 
“To put your mind at rest, yes there is a living descendent of James Cartwright, but bear with me whilst I recount the chronology. Colette Deschamps went to Paris where she did indeed have a baby, a daughter born on the third of July nineteen forty-five, whom she named Cecile. Collette never married and died of a cerebral haemorrhage in nineteen eighty-five. Cecile married Marcel Rougerie, a teacher. They had one child, a daughter, Helene, born on the eighteenth of December nineteen sixty-three. The family moved to Beaune when Helene was ten years old, when Marcel obtained a post in a school there. Marcel died in a car crash in nineteen ninety-two and Cecile of cancer in two thousand. In the meantime Helene took up a secretarial post with the famous Burgundy wine company Bouchard Pére et Fils, one of the major négociants of the area. Whilst working there, she met an Englishman, Charles Milner, who was also in the wine trade and they married in nineteen eighty-three and Milner brought his bride back to England. In their turn, they again had one child, again a daughter, christened Yvette, born on the seventeenth of January, nineteen eighty-five, so she is now twenty-nine years old. 
“I must say that the descendents of James Cartwright, and the spouses of those descendents, have a very poor record for longevity. Helene was killed in a car crash in nineteen ninety-one, aged just twenty-seven and when Yvette was only six years old. Her father brought her up on his own – he never remarried – and he himself died in two thousand and eight.” 
“So where is Yvette now?” 
“She lives in Surbiton and is a nurse at the general hospital in Epsom.” 
I thanked David profusely for all his efforts, efforts which had succeeded spectacularly. Now the ball was in my court – I would have to contact the young woman and transfer her legacy to her. 
It took me a couple of days to compose what I felt to be an appropriate initial approach, the result of which was a meeting at the Maidstone offices of my solicitor. John Henderson, now in his late sixties but showing no signs of slowing down nor wishing to retire, and his late father before him, had been the family solicitor from the time my grandfather had first built Cranbrook Hall. Prior to the meeting he had been in touch with James Cartwright’s solicitors, Grey and King, of Winchester, and cleared any remaining legal niceties with them, so all that now remained was to meet with Yvette Milner and transfer her great-grandfather’s legacy to her. 
When she arrived, Yvette proved to be a slightly built young woman, five feet four or so tall, with pale blonde hair, eyebrows so pale as to be virtually invisible, and pale blue eyes that regarded us from an 36
attractive face. She was not a stand out beauty, but she had a face that one would remember and find appealing. However, she had an air of diffidence about her and all in all looked rather younger than her years. She was dressed plainly in a dark blue dress, the only relief to its plainness a small brooch worn high on the left side of her chest. I was surprised to see that it was a small pair of RAF pilot’s wings. 
John Henderson spoke first. 
“Thank you for coming to see Sir Harold and myself, Miss Milner. I believe that Sir Harold’s letter to you has explained matters concerning the estate of the late Air Marshal Cartwright?” 
She nodded her head before speaking, another diffident gesture to go with her general demeanour. 
“Yes, Mr. Henderson. It is all quite clear, although very much of a surprise.” 
Her voice was low pitched and gentle; you could imagine it being a soothing influence to a person with problems, and must have given her an enviable bedside manner with her patients. It was my turn to speak. 
“I’m delighted to meet you, Miss Milner. I had the pleasure, and the honour, of meeting your great-grandfather a little while before he died. It’s a shame that you never knew him, but although he tried to contact your great-grandmother after the war separated them, he lacked the resources than we now have to try and find people with whom contact has been lost.” 
She smiled, a quiet, almost childlike smile, and nodded her head once more. 
“It really is a strange story – and now that I know how my great-grandparents lost touch, quite romantic. I never knew my great-grandmother, of course, she died when I was just a baby, less than a year old, and it wasn’t until much later that I knew anything about her at all. I knew my grandmother, though – she died when I was fifteen. She helped my dad bring me up after my mother died when I was just a little girl. When she died she left me her jewellery – nothing valuable, you know, just little sentimental things.” 
She touched the brooch. 
“At the time I didn’t realise the significance of this – but I think that it originally belonged to her mother, so I suppose it must have been a gift from my great-grandfather – I mean, my grandmother had no connection with anybody in the Air Force, so that must be it, mustn’t it?” 
I agreed with her; the conclusion was logical. 
“So,” John Henderson interceded, “if you would like to give me the details of your bank account and sign this transfer document, Miss Milner, the residue of Air Marshal Cartwright’s estate will be paid into your bank. The money should be there by close of play tomorrow at the latest. I have also taken the liberty of assuming that you would wish to have the late Air Marshal’s medals so they are in this case.” 
John slid the transfer document across the desk to her and also handed over a small leather case which I had procured for the medals and had his name and rank inscribed on the lid in gold blocked letters. Yvette signed the proffered document, slipped the medal case into her handbag, and after a further exchange of pleasantries, took her leave of us. As the door closed behind her I reflected on the strange coincidences which had led to the crossing of our paths. If James Cartwright’s squadron hadn’t been moved at such short notice, if John Gilmore’s unease over his mother’s death hadn’t led to Robert buying into Addington Care, if Crane hadn’t tried to fleece the company, if I hadn’t known someone like David Amherst with the ability to find the smallest needle in the largest haystack… 
Still, I reflected, fact can sometimes be stranger than fiction. As she left I assumed that we would never meet again. 
I could not have been more wrong. 
Chapter Twelve – three months later
I awoke slowly, aware that Rachel was similarly moving from slumber to wakefulness beside me. I turned slowly towards her. 
“Good morning, Lady Cranbrook. Did you sleep well?” 
She giggled. 
“Eventually – but I still can’t believe it.” 
To be honest, neither could I as I mentally reviewed the happenings of the last few months. As, respectively, CEO and Chairman of Addington Care, it was inevitable that we would meet frequently to discuss the company’s progress. What had not been inevitable was that we would slowly move into much more than a simple business relationship, a change that had resulted, just the previous day, in a marriage ceremony in the local church, followed by a reception at the Hall. 
The reception had been attended by just about everyone either of us knew, plus the friends and acquaintances of Helen and the girls and it had gone well; in fact it had gone very well. When it had become obvious that Rachel and I were becoming ‘an item’ in that ghastly modern phrase, I had worried at how it would affect 37
Helen and her daughters, but to my intense relief, they were delighted at the prospect of a new Baronetess. It was now the better part of a year since Robert had died and Helen had admitted that she found life in the Hall a dreary existence without Robert’s dynamic presence, with the frequent dinner parties, the business acquaintances staying at the Hall, the sheer ‘buzz’ that Robert had carried around with him. I was only too aware that I had nothing like my late brother’s charisma and that it was inevitable that, as his widow, with myself supplanting him as head of the household, Helen would feel out of things. She had a fairly wide circle of friends, but visiting, and being visited by, friends, whilst enjoyable at the time, was hardly an adequate replacement for what she had known before. 
Georgina had completed her six months internship with the Guildford solicitors, but in the end had not taken up the second placement that had been arranged – that with a London PR company involved in raising money for a variety of charities. Instead, she was working with John Dawson in Maidstone as an unpaid assistant in the work he undertook for local charities when not working for me. As a result, she was living at home again and would continue to do so until she took up her place at university in the autumn. She had gained a place at Oxford, where she would be reading politics and economics, so we would only be seeing her in the vacations once her course started, so it was good to have her around for a while. Jane’s boarding school had just broken up, allowing her to also be at the wedding. 
Rachel had been very conscious of the effect that her marrying me could have on Helen and was relieved – 
in fact overjoyed – to find how much Helen welcomed her into the family. One thing that she had spoken to be about before the wedding was her confusion over what she would be called after we were married. 
“So I will be Lady Cranbrook, is that right?” she had asked. 
“Yes, that’s right.” 
“Bur surely Helen is already Lady Cranbrook. Won’t that be confusing for people?” 
“No, once we are married, Helen will no longer be Lady Cranbrook. She will have the choice of calling herself either Helen, Lady Cranbrook, or the Dowager Lady Cranbrook.” 
“Dowager? That’s positively Victorian and makes her sound as though she should be at least eighty years old.” 
“Quite agree – in fact Helen has already said that she will become Helen, Lady Cranbrook.” 
“Isn’t that the wrong way round? Shouldn’t it be Lady Helen Cranbrook?” 
“No. Lady Helen Cranbrook would be a daughter of Lord Cranbrook – except, of course, that there isn’t a Lord Cranbrook.” 
“All sounds very complicated.” 
“Don’t worry about it – we won’t be using them amongst ourselves and most people won’t care either.” 
One person who had been very pleased at our marriage was my sister, Elizabeth. She had, of course, attended the wedding, along with George, her husband and their son Michael and daughter Susan. George, I was pleased to see, looked much fitter than he had at Robert’s funeral and I cautiously broached the subject with Elizabeth when we had a few moments to ourselves during the evening before the ceremony. 
“Yes,” she replied, “I was worried about him as well back then. His company took quite a big hit during the recession and George was working all hours trying to pull things round. I kept telling him that there was no need – we could live very comfortably indeed on what my books bring in, but he wouldn’t have it. He had built that company up from nothing and he was damned if it was going to go to the wall if he could do anything about it. Eventually, the inevitable happened and only a week or two after Robert’s funeral, George had a bit of a breakdown. At last, his doctor and I managed to get him to see sense and accept that he had to take things more easily, and this time the advice stuck. Sod’s law, but the company is now actually out of danger and doing alright, so George is a much happier man than when you last saw him.” 
“Oh, I’m so very glad to hear that – I did wonder about him at the time.” 
The evening before the wedding, with Rachel, Helen and myself present, plus Elizabeth, George, Michael and Susan sitting down for dinner, it felt much more like the sort of gathering that Cranbrook should be seeing rather than the numerous occasions in the recent past when just Helen and myself had dined and I couldn’t help feeling that it emphasised just how much too big the place was for my current life style. I determined that once Rachel and I were married, with Robert’s death now the best part of a year behind us, it was time for the house to host bigger gatherings again. 
The first such gathering was a couple of weeks after Rachel and I had married. In addition to ourselves, Helen and the girls, Rachel had invited a cousin of hers, Julie Hargreaves, a solicitor in Guildford, together with her husband Laurie, also a solicitor in Guildford, but with a different firm, whilst a couple of Helen’s friends. Kenneth and Fiona Laine, completed the party. 
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We had finished our meal and retired to the drawing room, where Laurie Hargreaves button-holed me. 
“Sir Harold, I understand that you are the chairman of Addington care and that Rachel is its CEO?” 
“That’s right.” 
“Well I have been approached by one of the shareholders, a Gerald Crane, with a request to act as intermediary for him in acquiring some land for him near Addington Care’s Banstead home, in fact actually next door to it, and when I pointed out that the planning permission that he was seeking would almost certainly be limited to residential use because of the nature of the surrounding dwellings, he told me that the Addington Care home would be closing in the near future. Is that right?” 
I blinked in surprise. 
“Certainly not. I don’t know if you are aware that Crane is a former chairman of the company and it was the combined efforts of Rachel and myself that deposed him and prevented him from running the company into the ground so that he could asset strip it?” 
“I had something on those lines, although not from Crane himself.” 
“I wonder what he is up to? Certainly the company has absolutely no plans to close any of the homes.” 
“Obviously, I can’t comment on what his plans are – client confidentiality, of course. I have only mentioned it to you because I was surprised at his confidence that the home would close and that the planning situation would then change completely.” 
“Laurie, thank you very much for mentioning this. We have a shareholders’ meeting the week after next – it will be interesting to see what, if anything, Crane has to say. Oh, and do please call me Harold – we are, after all, more or less family. Look, another thing – I want to talk this over with Rachel, but I don’t really want to drag business into the evening’s gathering. Would you mind joining Rachel and myself after breakfast tomorrow to contribute anything that you feel that you ethically can whilst we mull things over?” 
“Yes, of course – but as I’m sure that you realise, I can’t reveal anything about Crane’s plans that he has discussed with me.” 
“No, of course not – absolutely understood.” 
On that point we separated and joined in the general chat of the others; all were staying overnight in recognition of the draconian drink driving regulations and the evening passed very convivially. 
As we were preparing for bed, I briefly mentioned to Rachel what Laurie had told me; she was as puzzled as I was over what Crane might be up to, but was equally convinced that whatever it was, it would not be in the best interests of the company. 
The three of us discussed the matter the next morning, but got no further. Clearly we would have to wait and see what, if anything, transpired. 
Ten days later was the shareholders meeting. It was no real surprise that Crane had requested an item on the agenda proposing the closure of the Banstead home. What was a surprise was that both Davidson and Ferris supported him. It made no difference; the combined holdings of Rachel and myself, as ever, carried a majority, but I was more and more puzzled as to what might be going on. On the face of it, the proposal had some merit. The Banstead home was the oldest of our homes and a less than ideal layout meant that it was disproportionately expensive to staff and maintain. Crane, Davidson and Ferris said, quite correctly, that the home had the lowest level of profitability. Were it to be closed and the site sold the money saved and gained could be used to improve facilities in our other homes and, doubtlessly by coincidence, increase shareholders’ incomes. 
As far as I was concerned there were three counter arguments. Firstly, although its profitability was, comparatively speaking, low, it did actually make a profit. Secondly, it was the home originally set up by Rachel’s parents so she, and by extension, myself, had an emotional desire to see it succeed. 
The third point, however, far outweighed the other two. I was well aware that over the years report after report had highlighted the way in which elderly, vulnerable people died prematurely when subjected to forced relocation and there was no way that I was going to have that on my conscience. 
In debating the matter I only made points one and – very strongly – three. I would dearly have liked to have challenged Crane over his proposed purchase of the adjoining land, but John Dawson had checked for me- as yet Crane had not submitted a formal planning application so my hands were tied. To have revealed what I knew would have laid Laurie Hargreaves open to charges of breaching client confidentiality, perhaps even to being struck off, even though he had scrupulously avoided imparting any confidential information during our discussions. 
As I left the meeting with Rachel, I pondered on what had just happened. I was convinced that Addington Care was a good company, but wondered if it was going to face constant sniping from Crane, Davidson and Ferris to maximise profits at the expense of good quality care. With Rachel and myself holding the majority 39
of the shares we would be able to thwart any such attempts, but for how long would we want to keep doing so, especially now that Rachel and I were married and we had every intention of starting a family in the near future. The germ of an idea was beginning to take shape in my mind, but I decided to kept it to myself for the time being. 
The next morning, however, the affairs of Addington Care were driven from my mind by a totally unexpected phone call. 
John Dawson and I were in my office, dealing with some routine correspondence when the telephone rang. It was my direct line, not the house phone, and John answered it. He listened to what the caller had to say and I saw an expression of surprise cross his face. He held the hand piece away from his face, covering it with his hand as he did so. 
“It’s Yvette Milner, Sir Harold, asking to speak to you.” 
John was, of course, fully au fait with the exercise that I had been involved with in handing to Miss Milner her great-grandfather’s legacy, but neither of us had any reason to expect that she would ever wish to contact me again. 
I nodded to him and he handed over the handset. 
“Good morning, Miss Milner, what can I do for you?” 
“Sir Harold, thank you for answering. Sir Harold, I have a major problem and I can’t think of anybody else who might be able to help me.” 
I was intrigued. 
“What is the problem? I will help if I can.” 
“It’s my boyfriend – he has disappeared.” 
There was a catch in her voice, as though tears were very near to the surface. 
“Isn’t that a matter for the police, Miss Milner?” 
“I’ve spoken with them, but their view is that Liam is an adult and with no reason to suspect any sort of foul play, all they will do is file him as a missing person. They aren’t going to do anything, but I know that something has happened to him – something bad.” 
At that point the tears did surface, and it was several moments before she regained control of herself. I waited until the tears stopped and I heard her sniff the remnants of them away. 
“I’m sorry,” she said, “but it is just that I am so worried about him.” 
“Miss Milner, where are you?” 
“I’m calling from our house – I couldn’t face going into the hospital this morning.” 
I thought hard. Whether I could help the girl in any way I had not the faintest idea from what she had said so far. I wanted to talk to her face to face, but was unwilling to journey to Surbiton for that purpose – Rachel and Helen had organised a lunch for the committee members of the local Women’s Institute and I had promised to be there. On the other hand, I didn’t want to leave Yvette Milner hanging in the air, and judging her mental state from the clear evidence in her voice, I didn’t want to suggest that she drove down to Cranbrook. I looked at my watch; it was nearly mid-day. I made up my mind. 
“Miss Milner, I want to help you if I possibly can, but I think that we need to meet to talk things through. I can’t leave here right away, but I will send a car for you. It’s about an hour and a half each way, so by the time you arrive I will be free from a luncheon engagement that I can’t break and we can get together. Might I suggest that you pack an overnight bag rather than have to make the journey twice today?” 
“That would be very kind of you, Sir Harold. Yes, I really would like to come and talk everything over with you.” 
“That’s settled then – oh, would you like us to arrange for you to have something to eat when you arrive?” 
“No thank you – I’ll have something here whilst waiting for your car.” 
I put down the phone and rang for Fellowes who, as ever, appeared in just moments. 
“You rang, Sir Harold?” 
“Yes. Would you get Jenkins to pick up a guest for me, please. She’s a young lady, a Miss Milner, lives in Surbiton.” 
I handed over the piece of a paper on which I had jotted down Yvette Milner’s address. 
“I’ll see to it straight away, Sir Harold.” 
“Thank you. Oh, and Miss Milner will be staying at least one night – would you have Mrs. Jenkins make a room ready for her, please.” 
Once my butler had left the room, I turned back to John Dawson. 
“John, could you join Miss Milner and myself when she arrives? It will be a bit after three, I expect.” 
John thought for a moment; now that he only worked part time for me, I could not expect him to necessarily be available at my every beck and call, but he nodded. 
“Yes, Sir Harold, that’s no problem – I’ll just need to make a couple of phone calls.” 
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The luncheon for the WI ended just after two thirty, leaving me plenty of time to prepare for the arrival of Yvette Milner, who was ushered into my office by Fellowes just after three fifteen. John Dawson was with me and we rose to greet our guest. 
When I had met her to hand over her inheritance from her great-grandfather, she had seemed a rather diffident young woman. Now she was clearly very worried as well. 
She took the chair I indicated and John and I resumed sitting. As she seemed reluctant to begin I spoke first. 
“So, Miss Milner, what actually has happened and how can we help?” 
“Well, my boyfriend, Liam Hennessy, left for work on Monday morning as usual, but never arrived and didn’t come home that night. I’m going out of my mind with worry about him.” 
It was now Friday, so the man had not been seen for four days. 
“You said that you’ve reported him to the police as missing, is that right?” 
She nodded her head. 
“Yes, I went to them after work on Tuesday, but they weren’t at all helpful. It was obvious that they thought that he had simply got fed up and walked out on me – but I know that isn’t the case.” 
“What is his job?” I was careful to use the present tense, although I was beginning to get a bad feeling about what I was hearing. 
“He’s a reporter come photographer for the local newspaper group, based in Kingston. Although he is directly employed by the group on a salaried basis, he also has written into his contract that he can do freelance work provided the group’s needs take priority.” 
“Do you know what he would have been working at on Monday?” 
She shook her head mutely before responding. 
“Not directly; I did phone his boss and ask if he knew what Liam was working on and if it would have taken him away anywhere at short notice, but all Liam was supposed to have covered on Monday was the visit to Surrey County Hall in Kingston of some EU bigwigs to talk to the local council, and then a ceremony at Sandhurst – you know, the Army place over near Camberley. His boss was pretty upset that Liam hadn’t covered the events and wasn’t inclined to be very helpful nor very sympathetic.” 
“You said reported come photographer - what does that actually entail?” 
“The sort of things that Liam covers usually require a fairly short article plus a picture or two. For this sort of thing it isn’t practical for the group to use two people – a reporter and a photographer – so they have several folk like Liam who can cover both aspects by themselves. After all, this is local stuff, not international news or anything.” 
“So, when he left home, what would he have had with him?” 
“He had a sort of shoulder bag in which he carried a notebook, his laptop and camera and a smart phone. 
Between all that lot – his phone had a voice recorder application on it – he could conduct and record an interview, take some photos, write it all up and E-mail it back to the office.” 
It never failed to amaze me how comprehensive modern communication devices had become, but clearly Yvette saw nothing unusual in Liam being so well able to perform his job totally independent of anything that he couldn’t carry around with him. 
There were two questions that I dreaded having to ask her, but which it was impossible to avoid. 
“So, as far as you can tell, when he left home on Monday it was just with the clothes on his back and the tools of his trade – nothing else? I presume he has a car – any chance that he had put anything in it before leaving?” 
She looked at me miserably. 
“His car is a fairly old Mondeo estate, KV56JLL. I suppose he could have put some stuff into it before Monday – I have my own car, so I haven’t needed to have been in the Mondeo for the last few days or more, but I’ve been through his wardrobe and can’t see that anything is missing.” 
“What about his passport, credit cards, cheque book, those sort of things?” 
She was no fool, and clearly understood the implications of my questions, even if she was unwilling to face up to the implications of them as yet. 
“He would have had his credit and debit cards with him, but no clothes – and his passport is still in the drawer of the bedside cabinet.” 
This sounded worse by the minute and I could see no happy outcome. 
“What about access to money? What sort of bank account does he have?” 
“We have a joint current account – he hasn’t accessed it since Monday. He also has a savings account just in his own name – I have one as well – but I can’t tell if he has accessed that at all.” 
Worse and worse. I looked at my watch; it was just after four o’clock. 
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“We tend to have a cup of tea and a cake or the like about now in the small lounge. Let me have you shown to your room and then perhaps you would like to join us – Fellowes will show you were to come when you are ready, and you will hear him sound the gong.” 
I rang for Fellowes, who appeared with his normal speed and ushered Yvette out of the office. I turned to John Dawson. 
“What do you think?” 
“He’s dead,” he said flatly, “the only mystery is where his body is. If he had just up and left he would have had to take at least some clothing. OK, he could have hidden some stuff in the car without Yvette realising it, but if he was walking out anyway, why would he bother? More importantly he would have taken his passport and either emptied their joint account or at least taken what he reckoned was his share – otherwise she could empty it and leave him without any readily available funds. Either he’s crashed his car somewhere and it hasn’t been discovered yet – which is pretty unlikely around here unless he’s gone into a lake or river somewhere – or someone has abducted and killed him for some unknown reason, which is a far more likely explanation for the disappearance of his car than that it is somewhere secluded or under water just waiting to be discovered.” 
I nodded sadly; John’s view precisely echoed my own. But why, I wondered, should such a thing happen to a minor journalist for a local paper group? It was hardly likely that he had come across a British equivalent of Watergate – and even Watergate didn’t get anybody abducted and killed. 
Ten minutes or so later Fellowes did indeed sound the gong and we all assembled in the small lounge – it was a measure of just how over the top Cranbrook was by normal standards that the ‘small lounge’ was bigger than any major living room in any other house that I had ever visited or lived in. I introduced Yvette to Rachel and Helen – neither of the girls were around that afternoon – who sympathised with her over Liam’s disappearance. 
I did have an idea as to a possible means of looking into the disappearance of Liam Hennessy’s. The idea led to me telephoning David Amherst, the man who had tracked down Yvette for me in the first place. I contacted him on his mobile and outlined the problem, but he was unable to help. 
“I’m sorry, Harry, but at the moment I am in Rome, up to my neck in following up a scandal regarding EU 
money going missing and I won’t be back in the UK for at least a week, quite possibly more. Anyway, something like this is far better handled by the police – they have the resources needed for it.” 
“But Yvette has been to them and effectively got the brush off.” 
“Understandable – they get this sort of problem dumped in their laps umpteen time a day, and most of the time the missing person turns up of their own accord in a few days. They only get excited from the word go if it is a child or if there is apparent evidence of foul play, neither of which really applies in this case.” 
My heart sank – given the initial reaction that Yvette had received from the police I doubted that a further approach would yield any better a result, but David’s next words were a bit more encouraging. 
“Look, you know my involvement in those murders a couple of years back – well, one of the police officers involved might be able to help you. Back then she was a Detective Sergeant, but she has recently been promoted to Detective Inspector and works in the Surbiton area, so Hennessy’s disappearance is effectively on her patch. I have kept in touch with her as a useful contact in something else I worked on a few months back and which featured folk located in her area so was able to pass on a bit of information that she found useful. If you mention my name to her she might – but I must emphasise might – be helpful. Why not get in touch with her? If you like, I’ll give her a bell and advise her you will be in touch – if she says ‘don’t bother’, I’ll get back to you, but if you don’t hear back from me in the next couple of hours, take it that she will at least listen to you. OK?” 
I thanked David and rang off, intending to try and contact DI Collyer right away, but before I could do so the phone rang. It was my sister Elizabeth. 
“Harold, we need help.” 
“What’s wrong – how can I help?” 
“We’ve had a fire in the house. It started in the garage, spread to the kitchen – they are just about gutted. The rest of downstairs is smoke and water damaged, so for the moment we are effectively homeless.” 
“Are you all OK? How did it happen?” 
“Too stupid for words. There was an electric heater in the garage, one of those low power things that you can leave on permanently – there must have been a fault in its wiring somehow and it caught fire in the small hours. Fortunately we were all able to get out via the back of the house, but because it started in the garage it had a good hold before the alarms went off and woke us all.” 
I realised with a jolt that I had never even seen Elizabeth’s house; other than the fact that it was in Woking, I knew nothing about it, but thank heavens it was presumably big enough to enable the family to bypass what sounded like a very serious downstairs fire. I spoke before Elizabeth could make the obvious request. 
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“You must all come and stay with us until your place is put to rights. Can you drive over, or shall I send a car?” 
“I’m afraid both our cars are write offs – in fact the petrol in their tanks exacerbated the blaze, but we’ve been busy since it all happened. Our neighbours, John and Mary Sullivan have let us camp in their living room whilst we’ve organised a couple of hire cars and some clothing – we literally escaped in virtually our night clothes – in fact Susan really was in just her nightie and slippers, but John and Mary’s house isn’t big enough to give us sleeping accommodation.” 
I looked at my watch; it was nearly six o’clock. 
“How soon can you get here?” 
The relief in her voice was palpable. 
“About an hour’s time – would that be OK? We could always go to an hotel for tonight – it is very short notice.” 
“Don’t be silly,” I responded firmly. “Get in your cars and come over straight away. We’ll be waiting for you.” 
Once Elizabeth had rung off, I went in search of Rachel and Helen, whom I found still in the small lounge talking to Yvette. I quickly advised them of what had happened, then rang for Fellowes, concerned at the demands this sudden influx of people would have upon the staff. 
I need not have worried in the slightest. Fellowes was his normal unflappable self, and after assuring us that all would be taken care of, he went away and arranged for just that to occur. 
Elizabeth, George, Michael and Susan arrived just before eight and were ushered to their rooms by Fellowes after the briefest of greetings from Rachel, Helen and myself. An hour later we all sat down to dinner and I secretly marvelled at the way Mrs. Jenkins, with only an hour or so of warning, laid on our four course meal to her normal high standards. Served at table by Fellowes, assisted by the two maids, Yonne and Grace, the good food and wine restored the flagging spirits of Elizabeth and her family in no time. Eighteen year old Susan was especially bubbly as she recounted her escape from the house. 
“Daddy came into my room yelling at me to get up and get out. He wouldn’t even wait for me to find some clothes to put on – all I had was my nightie and my slippers, and the nightie is pretty short and very thin, just about transparent! Not the sort of thing to be seen in public in.” 
“Survival comes a long way ahead of modesty in a situation like that.” Her father chipped in grimly; Susan was unperturbed. 
“I staggered out onto the lawn and couldn’t believe my eyes. The whole garage end of the house was absolutely ablaze and I just stood there – as did everyone else.” 
Elizabeth joined in. 
“Luckily George always has his mobile beside the bed and he grabbed it up as he was waking me, so he was able to ring the fire brigade almost at once and they came pretty quickly. I don’t know how long we had all been standing there before John and Mary Sullivan realised what was happening and came and ushered us into their house and found coats and things for us.” 
“Yes,” her husband added, “the Sullivans were absolute bricks. It must have been about half past three, so nobody really was able to get back to bed – not that I wanted to under the circumstances, and we were plied with tea and sympathy until it was late enough to start getting on the phone and organising things. Harold, I can’t say how grateful we all are to you for taking us in like this, it really is good of you all.” 
Rachel, Helen and I all shrugged away the thanks. 
“It was absolutely the least that we could do,” said Rachel, expressing the sentiments of all five of us – for Georgina and Jane, absent during the afternoon, had joined us for the evening. 
“What about your valuables and documents and things?” I asked; it was George who replied. 
“Hopefully passports, insurance policies and the like will be OK – the safe we have is supposed to be proof against anything short of a direct hit from an atom bomb, although we won’t be able to check things out until the fire damaged area cools down and is hopefully declared safe, and I had my wallet next to my phone so my credit cards and driving licence are OK, but the others weren’t so lucky.” 
“No,” said Michael in his first contribution to the discussion. “My wallet was in my jacket in my wardrobe and in the rush to get out all I managed to save was my dressing gown, the shoes that I had worn that day, and, thankfully, myself. If dad hadn’t woken me I doubt that I would have made it out –I’m always a heavy sleeper and by the time we left my room the bedroom corridor was already filling with smoke.” 
I was conscious of the fact that the unexpected need to give succour to Elizabeth and her family meant that I had done nothing about contacting DI Collyer, and as soon as dinner was over, I apologised to Yvette for the omission, but she fully understood. I promised her that I would do my best to contact the policewoman the next morning. 
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Chapter Thirteen
I had fulfilled my promise and as a result the next morning but one saw Yvette and myself meeting with DI Collyer in her Surbiton office. The policewoman looked about thirty, dressed smartly in a crisp white blouse and black skirt, blonde hair to her shoulders surrounding an oval face featuring bright blue eyes and a full mouth, respectively above and below a small, straight nose. She listened in silence to us as Yvette explained what had happened, then finally pushed back her chair. I could tell that the news wasn’t going to be over helpful. 
“Well, thank you both for coming to see me. After you phoned yesterday, Sir Harold, I had a look at the file on Mr. Hennessy’s disappearance. His picture had already been distributed to all forces and I arranged for it to be shown on the local TV news last night, and traffic units have been asked to keep an eye out for his car, but I am afraid that so far there have been no results. We may, of course, hear something in the near future, but I don’t want to raise any false hopes. Apart from the fact that Mr. Hennessy has disappeared, along with his car, we have absolutely nothing to go on.” 
She looked fixedly at Yvette. 
“Are you absolutely sure that you can think of nothing that might help us? Are there any family members with whom he might have been in touch?” 
Yvette shook her head slowly, a couple of unbidden tears creeping slowly down her cheeks. 
“No, Inspector – I’ve lain awake every night racking my brains to try and think of something, of anything, that might explain Liam’s disappearance, but I can’t. As for family – Liam is an only child and both his parents are dead. His father died when Liam was about fifteen years old in a traffic accident, and his mother died of cancer three years ago.” 
We left the police station in low spirits. I had to sympathise with the Inspector; with so little to go on, what could the police hope to achieve? 
Yvette was in no fit state to work as a nurse at the moment. She had arranged to take some leave and had accepted our invitation to stay at Cranbrook for the last two nights, but now she had decided to return to her home, and after dropping her off at its entrance, I watched sadly as she opened the front door and disappeared from my view. I wondered if I would ever see her again and also if what had happened to her boyfriend would ever be known. As I turned the bonnet of the Jaguar towards home I felt that the answer to both those questions was almost certainly in the negative. 
Part Two 



Chapter Fourteen
Henry Hughes carefully reversed his Citroen Picasso out of his drive, careful to avoid the Mondeo parked opposite his gates, which reduced the width of the narrow cul-de-sac road by nearly fifty per cent. Not the first time, the inconsiderate piece of parking, when the road widened by several feet only a few yards further on, irritated him. 
The car had been there for several days now; he had, the day before, quizzed the neighbours opposite to see if anyone knew whose car it was but had drawn a blank. It wasn’t anybody’s visitor – and anyway, all the houses in this short road had ample parking for at least a couple of cars. 
Despite his care, there was a very slight bump as the nearside rear corner of the Picasso touched the offending vehicle. Cursing under his breath, Henry completed the manoeuvre, stopped his car and got out to see if there was any damage to either vehicle. Thankfully, the impact had been so slight that neither car showed any evidence of it, but enough, Henry decided angrily, was enough. 
He decided that the journey he had been about to perform could wait for a few minutes, parked the Picasso – 
considerately – and returned to the house. 
He phoned the local police station and complained about the vehicle, implying that as nobody knew anything about it, it might well have been stolen and dumped. Then, with a sense of satisfaction, he went off to the golf course. 
PC Annie Hipperson had been on the other end of the phone to Hughes. She promised him that the matter would be looked into and after he had rung off, typed the registration number she had been given into her computer console to check if the vehicle was of any interest. It was; it was in the system as belonging to one Liam Hennessy who had been reported missing earlier in the week. There was a notation on the file requesting that news about the vehicle should be passed on to a Detective Inspector Collyer at Surbiton. 
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Acting on a hunch, the young constable decided against simply sending an E-mail to the Surbiton nick. 
Instead she phoned and asked for the Inspector, having been advised by the officer who answered that DI Collyer was indeed at her desk, despite it being Saturday. 
“Collyer.” 
“This is PC Hipperson from Wandsworth, ma’am. The Mondeo belonging to Mr. Hennessey that you asked to be notified about – it’s been found parked in Wandsworth. A Mr. Hughes, who lives opposite to where the vehicle is parked phoned in a few minutes ago – apparently it had been there since Tuesday and neither he nor any of his neighbours know anything about it or why it is there.” 
“Right, thanks very much, constable – please notate the file about the report and that you have passed the information on to me.” 
“Will do, ma’am.” 
As she put down her phone Lucy Collyer wondered what the finding of Liam Hennessey’s car might mean. 
Somehow, she had a bad feeling about it. 
She checked with the traffic division; there was an area car quite close to the reported position of the Mondeo and just over ten minutes later PCs Alan Wright and Neil Logan were exiting their marked car and approaching the Mondeo. They circled it cautiously; in this day and age who knew what an apparently innocently parked vehicle might contain? 
The car was clearly empty of any passengers, but as they completed their circuit at the Mondeo’s boot, they looked uneasily at each other. Logan voiced the thought of both of them. 
“I don’t like that smell, Alan.” 
His comrade shock his head dubiously. 
“”Nor me, best call it in.” 
He thumbed his radio to transmit and asked to be patched through to Collyer. 
“DI Collyer.” 
“PC Wright, ma’am. PC Logan and I are at the vehicle you want to know about. Nobody inside it, but there is an unpleasant smell from the boot. It could be that there is a body in there –although we can’t be certain, of course. It could just be some food that’s gone off.” 
“Thanks, constable. I’ll have the car lifted and brought it. Please stay by until the pick-up truck arrives unless you get something urgent to deal with.” 
“OK, ma’am, we’re on it.” 
Lucy leant back in her chair; her premonition looked like being accurate. She cast her mind back to the worried young woman to whom she had spoken only the previous day. It looked as if some very bad news was going to be coming the way of Yvette Milner in the near future. Somehow, she very much doubted that what the constables had smelt was somebody’s forgotten shopping. 
Two hours later her premonition was proved right. The Mondeo had been lifted onto the back of a pick-up truck and brought to the station compound were the boot lid had been forced open to reveal the body of a man in his thirties crammed inside. 
Lucy had already arranged for the duty pathologist to be on hand, together with the forensic team and after the doctor had made the obvious declaration that the man in the boot of the car was dead, he supervised the removal of the body and both he and Lucy left the evidence gatherers to their painstaking work. 
“Cause of death, doctor?” 
“Barring an unrelated heart attack or the like, a single gunshot wound to the left temple. Judging by the size and style of the entry wound, and the lack of an exit wound, it looks like a small calibre, fairly low powered weapon, quite possibly a two-two rimfire. There are slight traces of powder burning around the entry wound, so the weapon must have been fairly close to his head when he was shot. I’ll be able to tell you more after I’ve done the post mortem,” he broke off and looked at his wrist watch, “as Saturday is more or less messed up now, suppose I do it this evening – then at least Sunday has a chance of being trouble free.” 
“That would be fine; I’ll attend myself – quicker than having to arrange for someone else to stand in.” 
Before attending the post mortem, however, she updated her boss, Detective Chief Inspector James Agnew by text message, giving a very brief outline and asking if he wanted to come in to be briefed act to face. The response was typical – just two words – ‘E-mail me’. Agnew was notorious amongst his colleagues for being extremely loth to use two words if one would do, and if a shake or nod of the head could obviate the need for the spoken word at all, he was happier still. 
As a result, a couple of hours later Lucy, suitably gowned and masked, watched as George Lambert finished his gruesome task, mentally reviewing what she would, in due course, E-mail to Agnew. 
The doctor straightened up from the autopsy table, stretching his back with a sigh. 
“Well, Inspector, you’ll get the written report later, but it’s all pretty clear cut. Our victim – are you assuming it to be Hennessey?” Lucy nodded, “was in good health prior to being killed. Cause of death, single 45
gunshot wound to the head, the weapon being, as I assumed, a point two-two rimfire of some description. 
The powder burning indicates that the range was no more than three or four inches. Pure lead bullet badly damaged by passing through the skull and then bouncing around inside the unfortunate Mr. Hennessey’s head. He was stuffed into the car boot almost immediately after death – the lividity patterns are quite conclusive. Time of death? Sometime Monday to Tuesday, can’t be more definite, I’m afraid as being in that confined space with the temperature fluctuating during the day and night makes certainty impossible.” 
“Thanks, doctor. I’ll be off now, then.” 
She left the grim environment of the morgue and made her way to her car; before driving off she used her mobile phone to complete and send off the required E-mail to the DCI. 
As she drove back to the station, she reviewed the case. This would be the first murder inquiry with which she had been involved since her promotion to Detective Inspector, and so far the DCI seemed happy to let her run things. As she drove, she pondered over her next moves. Could she justify the overtime involved in getting the whole team in tomorrow, Sunday? On balance, she decided that she would rather be castigated for a possible over-spend than for delaying getting to grips with the crime, only too well aware that she was probably facing a no-win situation. 
She got to her desk and phoned her number two. 
Detective Sergeant John Carter was enjoying a rare Saturday at home, but was only too well versed in the ways of murder investigations to expect to enjoy the rest of the weekend in peace. 
Sure enough, the phone rang. 
“John Carter.” 
“John, it’s Collyer.” 
Carter’s heart sank – bang goes Sunday, he thought sadly. 
“John, that car has a body in it – definitely murder. Too late to do much this evening, but get the full team in for first thing tomorrow, please.” 
“OK, boss – want me to come in now?” 
“No – it’s OK for the moment. I’m off to break the news to the assumed victim’s girlfriend – that’ll take the rest of this evening, I expect.” 
As his DI rang off, Carter reflected on what probably lay ahead for himself and the rest of Collyer’s team. A body discovered locked in the boot of a car – not your run of the mill killing. It would be interesting to see how Lucy Collyer coped with it – at forty-four years of age, Carter was a good bit older than his boss and had already been a Detective Sergeant when she was a newly fledged constable. The Met is a big organisation – their paths had not crossed before she had arrive at Surbiton just over six months earlier. What he had seen of her performance so far had been good, but this case was likely to be a big step up from anything that she had handled so far. 
Lucy had already decided that her next task must be to break the news to Yvette Milner that her boyfriend was dead. Never a pleasant task, this would be the first time that she had to break the news of a murder, as opposed to the results of a road traffic accident or the like, to the victim’s nearest and dearest. However, she wanted another officer, preferably female and uniformed, with her, and she went down to the main reception area to see who was around. 
Her gaze alighted on a young constable whom she vaguely knew by sight and summoned up the name. 
“It’s PC Weatherby, isn’t it?” 
Susie Weatherby looked up from her desk. 
“Yes, ma’am.” 
“Right, we’ve got an unpleasant job on hand – breaking the news to a murder victim’s girlfriend.” 
Now that she was assured of a second presence for the forthcoming task, Lucy phoned Yvette Milner to check that the woman was at home She advised Yvette that they were on their way and some fifteen minutes later were ushered into a small, but immaculately kept, house. 
Yvette was no fool and before either of the policewomen could speak, she looked from one to the other and stated the obvious. 
“Liam’s dead, isn’t he?” 
Lucy answered. 
“Ms. Milner, I’m sorry to have to say that we have discovered the body of a man and that he had in his possession credit cards and a driving licence in the name of Liam Hennessey. Obviously, he hasn’t been formally identified, but it does appear to be Liam. I’m very sorry.” 
Yvette stared blankly at them for a moment or two, then buried her face in her hands, moaning softly to herself. 
After waiting for Yvette to compose herself and raise a tear-streaked face to them, Lucy spoke again. 
“Ms. Milner, when we spoke before you said that Liam has no living relatives – is that right?” 
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Yvette nodded without speaking. 
“In that case, can I ask you to formally identify him for us, please? We must be absolutely sure that it really is him.” 
“Yes, of course, Inspector. Do you think that we could do it straight away, please? I couldn’t bear to go to bed not knowing for sure.” 
Lucy had hoped that such a response would be forthcoming, and an hour later she and PC Weatherby drove Yvette back to her home, the grim task of formally identifying Liam Hennessey’s remains having been accomplished. She was worried about having to leave Yvette on her own, but gentle questioning had failed to elicit any friend who might be able to provide the shattered girl with moral support. Sadly, there was nothing that she could do to help; the suggestion that a neighbour might pop in was met with the reaction that Yvette didn’t really know anyone nearby, certainly not well enough to ask for help at such a time. 



Chapter Fifteen
Lucy surveyed her team. It was only eight in the morning, and a Sunday at that, but all were present and ready to start work on the murder of the now formally identified Liam Hennessey. 
“Right,” she said briskly, “First task is a door to door of the road in which Hennessey’s car was found. I doubt that it will come up with anything useful, but it has to be done. Next task is to find out just what Hennessey was working on and whether there is anything that might explain him ending up dead in the boot of his own car. I’ll tackle that and take DS Carter with me. Kate,” she turned her attention to one of her Detective Constables, “you’ll keep the murder book and the computer log – everyone, make sure that you tell Kate everything that you find out, no matter how trivial, OK?” 
Heads nodded around the room and DC Kate Matthews, already fore-warned of her role by Lucy, spread the big loose leaf binder out on the desk in front of her. 
“Open for business, boss” she confirmed. 
“Thanks, Kate. Right, I’m going to try and contact Hennessey’s employers – John, you sort out who does what on the door to door.” 
She returned to her goldfish bowl of an office whilst John Carter allocated tasks amongst the DCs. 
Hennessey had worked for a local newspaper chain so it was no surprise to find that there were people in the offices, even on a Sunday morning, and ten minutes later she had arranged for herself and John Carter to meet with the managing editor of the group, one Neil Hodges, before lunch. 
Two hours later she and John Carter were closeted with Neil Hodges, who turned out to be a somewhat overweight individual of perhaps fifty years of age. Thinning grey hair was combed across an expanse of pink scalp and intelligent looking eyes surveyed the two police officers from behind rimless spectacles. 
Hodges had already expressed his shock and horror at the news of Hennessey’s death; now he was pondering the question that Lucy had put to him – was there any way in which anything that Hennessey had been working on could explain how he had somehow given someone a reason to murder him? 
After several moments of frowning concentration, Hodges shock his head slowly. 
“There’s nothing that I can think of, Inspector. Liam did pretty straightforward stuff for us – local events, local news, the occasional piece on ‘why haven’t the council sorted out whatever yet?’ sort of lines. There was one story a couple of year ago which caused some fluttering in the local dovecot – a couple of councillors and a planning office possibly involved in a dodgy deal with a building company, but nothing could ever be proved and although the two councillors didn’t stand for re-election and the planning officer moved to pastures new, I can’t believe that there was anything it to have this sort of result – especially two years down the line.” 
“Nevertheless – I’d like to know more about that story.” 
“Of course, Inspector – I’ll have the file pulled and brought up – I suggest that you take it to study at your leisure – that would be better than me trying to remember everything about it. Apart from that, I can’t think of anything that poor Liam might have done to seriously upset anybody,” he hesitated before continuing, “of course, his contract did allow him to do freelance work provided that it didn’t clash with his duties for us, so I suppose there might have been something that he was working on that we don’t know about.” 
Back in her office, Lucy studied the file which Hodges had provided. As he had said, despite quite a lot of work having been undertaken by Liam Hennessey, the end result had been that nothing had ever appeared in print – the allegations were too circumstantial. There must have been something behind them – as Hodges had said, two councillors had not sought re-election and a local government officer had moved to pastures new. She checked the names of the three individuals against the central criminal records database. In two cases, those of councillor Mrs. Elena Stoughton, and David Kinge, the planning officer, the results were 47
negative. The third name, however, did produce a result. Gerald Crane, date of birth fifth of July nineteen sixty-four, had a record. Not a very exciting one; twenty years previously he had been convicted of driving under the influence, receiving a hefty fine and a twelve month driving ban. Five years before that he had received a police caution following a general fracas involving a dozen or more men at a night club in which a lot of alcohol had flowed and a lot of punches had been thrown. 
Nor were those two entries in the database the only ones. Although he had not been formally interviewed by the police there had been allegations against him concerning possible fraud relating to the wills of several old people who had died in homes run by a company called Addington Care, and he had been spoken to on an informal basis. The file entry had been made by the Hampshire police – an Inspector Harriet Lewis – but the case had been dropped when the only possible witness, a retire RAF officer, Air Marshal Cartwright, had died of old age. What made the matter even more interesting was that the matter had been brought to the attention of the Hampshire police by Sir Harold Cranbrook – and it was Sir Harold Cranbrook, in quoting the name of a former Army colleague, David Amherst, who had piqued Lucy’s interest enough to talk to Cranbrook and Yvette Milner in the first instance. 
Acting on impulse, Lucy phoned Winchester police station – her luck was in. It was DI Harriet Lewis’ 
weekend on duty and a few minutes later Lucy was explaining her interest in Gerald Crane to her Hampshire colleague. 
“Gerald Crane?” came Lewis’ response. “If the dear old Air Marshal hadn’t died on us we would have been after Mr. Crane – but with no first hand witness the case would have been hopeless.” 
“What did you think of the man?” 
“Bent as a five bob note,” came the immediate response. “I’m sure as I can be that there was skulduggery going on there and Crane was behind it.” 
“What about Cranbrook, the guy who came to you?” 
“A straight arrow. He came into the company after his brother died and very quickly found out what looked like corruption and came straight to us, when it would have been in his better interest to try and cover things up.” 
Lucy thanked the Hampshire officer and sat back in her chair, deep in thought. Crane seemed to be pretty much of a bad apple – but from the miserable fraud against helpless old people that he had almost certainly perpetrated, to cold-blooded murder was a very long step indeed. Clearly, Mr. Crane was due a visit in the very near future. 
She mused over the string of events which had led to her involvement in the case. If Harold Cranbrook hadn’t quoted David Amherst’s name she would almost certainly not have got involved with meeting Cranbrook and Yvette Milner, so although she would still have probably become involved in the murder of Liam Hennessey, it was by no means a given – it might have gone to another team. She cast her mind back to Amherst’s participation in a case a couple of years earlier – a case in which four actresses had been murdered and in which Amherst’s dogged interference had, in the end, turned out to be a godsend. 
She thought further about that case, as she did so admitting to herself that David Amherst had frightened her. 
Never before – and not since – had she met anyone so totally driven to achieve something that he had set himself to achieve. She had been part of the group who had debriefed Amherst when he had returned to the UK after helping the Italian police in identifying Charles Field, the killer who had escaped from the clutches of the UK police. Not only had he identified Field; he had shot the man dead, in the process saving the life of a young Italian policeman. Watching Amherst closely as he recounted what had happened in Italy, Lucy had been convinced that killing Field had weighed on his conscience not in the slightest. Were all soldiers like that, she wondered? 
She shook herself out of her reverie and returned to the matter in hand. Crane would have to be interviewed, as would the other two who had been alleged against by Hennessey two years earlier, although in her heart she found it very difficult to see Crane as a credible suspect for such a premeditated murder. 
As the day wore on, and as expected, she received the results of the door to door enquiries – nothing. 
Nobody saw the car arrive, nobody saw anyone near it until the police took action. It was as she had expected, a waste of time – but it was a hoop that had to be jumped through, just in case. 
She looked at her watch – still plenty of time in the day, so she stuck her head out of her office door to see who was around. Her eyes alighted on DC Alan Morrison, one of the newer members of her team and at thirty-four a little older than herself and although keen, not looking like high flying material. 
“Alan, I want to talk to a guy called Gerald Crane,” she handed him the file, “don’t know if he is still at the address on file, but track him down – I want to talk to him today if at all possible.” 
“Right, boss.” The DC opened the file and quickly perused it, then reached for his phone. 
The result of Morrison’s endeavours was that a little over an hour and a half later he brought the unmarked police car to a halt outside the front door of a large, detached house on the outskirts of the upmarket Surrey 48
village of Cranleigh. The entrance had been approached by a short gravelled drive running through a well maintained front lawn set behind six feet high stone walls pieced by ornate iron gates; the whole establishment reeked of money. 
The two detectives mounted the three stone steps leading to the front door and Morrison rang the bell. After a brief pause it was answered by a tall, lean woman with a hard-featured face from which iron-grey hair had been pulled back in a tight bun. She surveyed Lucy and Morrison suspiciously. 
“Yes?” 
Morrison replied. Despite the woman standing on a step above them, she still had to look up to meet the policeman’s eyes – at six feet five inches tall he towered above her. 
“Mrs. Crane?” he produced his warrant card, as did Lucy, “I’m Detective Constable Morrison and this is my boss Detective Inspector Collyer. I spoke to your husband earlier and arranged for us to meet with him.” 
The woman looked from one to the other of them then stepped back. 
“You’d best come in then.” 
As Lucy followed the woman into the depths of the house, she reflected that she had seldom seen so harsh looking a female – the woman reminded her of a saying of her grandmother’s, trotted out whenever she saw a female of whom she seriously disapproved. Lucy could picture her now, a decade after the old lady’s death 
– the toss of the head, the frown and the comment ‘Hmm – she probably eats her young at Christmas!’
The woman – presumably she was Mrs. Crane, although she hadn’t admitted to the fact – showed them into a large room at the rear of the house, a room with a large picture window looking out onto a back garden every bit as well cared for as the front. As Lucy and Morrison entered the room, so the assumed Mrs. Crane stepped back and closed the door. Odd that, thought Lucy to herself. If my husband – if I had a husband – 
was being visited by the police, I would most certainly want to know what was going on. 
Gerald Crane rose to meet the two officers and Lucy studied him carefully. Heavily built, perhaps six feet or a couple of inches more in height, with dark eyes deep-set in a fleshy face topped with thinning dark hair, he was, she knew for the file, fifty years old, although looked a bit older – he was not an advert for a healthy life style with his excess weight and his florid features. 
She introduced Morrison and herself and Crane regarded them both with clear puzzlement. 
“How can I help you, Inspector?” 
As he spoke, he waved them to a black leather settee, sinking back, as he did so, into a matching armchair. 
“Mr. Crane, do you remember a man called Liam Hennessey? A reporter?” 
The frown deepened. 
“Yes, I remember the little creep. He made insinuations against me that, had the rag for which he worked dared to print them, would have seen him, and them, defending a libel case. What’s he up to this time? I’ll tell you straight, if he’s up to his old tricks, this time I really will see him in court.” 
“That will be a bit difficult, I’m afraid, Mr. Crane. Mr. Hennessey is dead – murdered.” 
Either Crane was a consummate actor, or the news came as a genuine surprise. He looked from Lucy to Morrison, then back to Lucy. 
“Well, I wouldn’t wish anyone dead – but I have to say that if he upset someone as much as he upset me – 
but someone with a violent streak – I’m not altogether surprised.” 
“So how much did he upset you, Mr. Crane? You see, we’ve been looking through Mr. Hennessey’s recent life and the only people we can find with a reason for wishing him harm are Mr. Kinge, Mrs. Stoughton – 
and you.” 
Crane scowled at her. 
“I hope that you are not implying that I had anything to do with the man’s death, Inspector, because if you are, that’s this conversation finished here and now. If you want to question me about Hennessey and whatever may have happened to him, I am saying nothing without having my lawyer present.” 
Unfazed by Crane’s aggression, Lucy merely smiled at him. 
“Well, I can quite understand your feelings, Mr. Crane. In that case, clearly the interview will have to take place under caution so that you can have legal representation. Now, this is a murder enquiry and things are urgent, so let’s say eleven o’clock tomorrow morning at Surbiton police station. Will you have your own lawyer present, or will you wish to avail yourself of a duty solicitor?” 
Crane’s aggressive mien softened slightly. 
“Look, I don’t have the time to waste on all this. Tomorrow is a busy day for me – what questions do you want to ask of me?” 
That cooled you down, Lucy thought to herself. 
“Well, for starters – when did you last see Mr. Hennessey?” 
“Only saw him face to face on one occasion – it was August of the year before last sometime. I’d have to check my diary for the actual date.” 
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“Well, we have already checked Mr. Hennessey’s work diary – he had an entry it to meet you on the fifteenth of August – that was a Wednesday in two thousand and twelve – would that agree with your recollection?” 
“I expect so – as I say, I only met him the once, so I’m sure you have the right of it. What else?” 
“Where did you meet, and what did you discuss?” 
“We met at one of the homes that my company – Addington Care – run – the one in Banstead; I was due to visit there that day so it was a mutually convenient location. As for what we discussed – he had a cock and bull story that Elena Stoughton, Kinge and myself were doing an under the counter deal on a planning application. He implied that the three of us were in line for considerable payments to ensure that the application went through. It was a complete fabrication and I told him so. I also threatened to sue his paper and him personally if they dared to print a single word of such an allegation – and they never did, which I feel proves my point.” 
“What was the planning application?” 
Crane hesitated only momentarily; he must know, Lucy told herself, that we have Hennessey’s work available to us, so he can’t afford to lie. 
“It was an application to build on former hospital land – a couple of hundred houses, some shops, quite an integrated development. There was a lot of local opposition as the hospital had closed down years before and the land had come to be regarded locally as effectively Green Belt, although it had never actually been formally designated as such.” 
“And who was the applicant?” 
This was where it would get interesting. 
“The application was in the name of a firm of planning consultants – Laidlaw and Frost.” 
“But presumably they were not going to be the actual developers – as you say, they were planning consultants.” 
Crane’s brow furrowed in a deep frown. 
“No, the actual developers would be the Acme Construction Company.” 
“And what happened?” 
“The application was initially refused, but six months later a modified version was approved – and by then I was no longer a councillor and had no involvement whatsoever with the affair. As we speak, virtually all the development has been completed.” 
“Why were you no longer a councillor, Mr. Crane?” 
“Combination of things. I was finding that council business was taking up more and more of my time when I had other interests that needed me spending time and effort on them. Also, there was a worry in the party that although I beaten off Hennessey’s ridiculous assertions, that the elections were coming up, my seat was marginal and that there might be some idiots in the electorate who think ‘no smoke without fire’, so I agreed to stand down.” 
“What about Mrs. Stoughton – she stood down at the same time?” 
“I can’t speak for her – you’ll have to ask her for her reasons.” 
“And Mr. Kinge – he moved jobs shortly after the original application was turned down.” 
“Same comment – you’ll have to speak to him for his side of the story – I’m not in the guessing game.” 
“Perhaps you could confirm something for me, Mr. Crane. Am I right in believing that just a few months after standing down from the council you became a member of the board of Acme Construction?” 
The frown returned. 
“Quite right – so what?” 
“Wouldn’t that give some credence to those who were of a like might to Mr. Hennessey that it was, to say the least, a little strange?” 
“There are always those who will want to believe the worst of anybody in any situation. The offer from Acme was one of my reasons for standing down – as I’ve already told you, I was finding the council work taking up too much of my time.” 
“So, one final point, then, Mr. Crane. You have had no contact with Mr. Hennessey since that meeting in August two thousand and twelve?” 
“I didn’t say that – that meeting was the only time we met face to face, but he phoned me a couple of times subsequently trying to needle me into saying something unguarded – I refused to be drawn, especially as I assumed that he would have been recording the conversations.” 
And that was all that Lucy could get out of the man, try as she might. 
As Morrison drove them away, Lucy asked her subordinate what he had made of Gerald Crane. 
“Wouldn’t trust him an inch, boss,” was the immediate reply, “I reckon Hennessey’s work back in two thousand and twelve frightened him and his mates off – but that Hennessey probably spoke up too soon. He 50
might have been better advised to hang fire a bit. Who knows what might have happened then? On the other hand – I can’t see him being involved in the murder – not unless Hennessey had come up with something fresh, and we’ve seen no evidence of that being the case.” 



Chapter Sixteen
It was now Wednesday and Lucy was at a dead end. She had interviewed ex-councillor Mrs. Stoughton in her Chertsey home, a home only a little less grand than that of Crane. She had interviewed Kinge in his considerably less grand home in Woking. Neither of them had given her anything more than had Crane, so she was no further forward on that element of the case. A painstaking forensic examination of Hennessey’s car had yielded nothing useful. Whoever had driven it to its location had clearly been wearing gloves – not a fingerprint other than those of Hennessey and Yvette Milner was to be found. The driver had left some traces of him- or even her- self in the form of fibres from blue jeans and a denim jacket, but without the actual items of clothing to match them against the samples were useless and if the perpetrator had any sense at all the actual clothes would surely have been long disposed of. 
It was almost lunch time when her phone rang – it was the switchboard. 
“Switchboard here, ma’am. I have a Ms. Milner on the line asking to talk to you.” 
“Put her through, please.” 
A moment’s delay, then she heard Yvette on the line. 
“Inspector Collyer?” 
“Yes, it’s me, Yvette – what can I do for you.” 
“I’ve found something of Liam’s that might help you – it’s a computer memory stick that he had hidden away.” 
Lucy caught her breath. Could this be a breakthrough? 
“That sounds interesting – can you bring it to me?” 
“I can be with you in about half an hour.” 
“Right – I’ll be waiting for you.” 
True to her word, some thirty minutes later the two young women were facing each other across Lucy’s desk, with a USB memory stick on the desk itself where Yvette had deposited it moments before. 
“How did you find this?” Lucy enquired, “I thought that we had a good look at all of Liam’s things and it wasn’t amongst them.” 
Yvette shook her head. 
“It was luck, really. Liam did a portrait of me and it was hanging in the bedroom. I’ve always liked it and decided to move it into the living room so that I would see it more of the time, but when I took it off the wall it was quite a bit heavier than I expected and I somehow managed to drop it. It wasn’t glass in the frame, but Perspex, so it didn’t shatter, but it landed on one of the corners and the back of the frame fell off. To my surprise, it was actually a sort of false back and the memory stick was sandwiched between the false back and the back proper. As Liam had gone to such lengths to hide it, I felt that it might be important so I phoned you.” 
“Have you tried to see what is on it?” 
Yvette shook her head again. 
“No – I’m not very good with computers and I thought that it might have some sort of protection on it and I might mess things up blundering around trying to open it.” 
“Quite right – I’ll get one of our computer people to have a look at it, but first I must enter it as a piece of evidence.” 
She opened the desk drawer and took out an evidence bag into which she placed the memory stick. She sealed the bag and signed it, then asked Yvette to also sign it as a witness that she had handed the stick in. 
Lucy picked up her phone and a couple of minutes later handed the evidence bag containing the memory stick over to Helen Marshall, a civilian expert from the IT department. Helen, a plump forty-five year old with heavy spectacles dominating an otherwise unremarkable face, listened intently to what was known about the device and promised to be extremely careful in checking it out. 
Lucy wondered about asking Yvette to stay – there might be something on the memory stick with which she could help; on the other hand, depending if there were complicated security measures on it, it might be hours before its contents were known. 
In fact, after offering, and having accepted, a cup of coffee, it was only some fifteen minutes before Lucy’s phone rang. 
“Collyer.” 
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“Helen Marshall here, Inspector. No problems with that memory stick, and it has an interesting secret to it – 
can I come along?” 
“Yes please.” 
It was only a minute or two before the woman returned; seeing that Yvette was still present, she hesitated at the doorway. 
Helen looked uncertainly from one woman to the other. 
“Inspector, I’m not sure that Ms. Milner will want to see what is on the memory stick.” 
Before Lucy could comment, Yvette cut in. 
“Why? I’m sure that nothing that Liam put on there he wouldn’t have wanted me to know about in these circumstances.” 
Helen Marshall looked uncomfortable. 
“Well, in fact, most of the files on the stick are pictures of you.” 
Yvette frowned for a moment, then smiled. 
“Don’t tell me – they’re nudes, right?” 
“Well, yes.” 
“Oh, don’t worry about that – Liam loved me and loved photographing me, including sometimes in the nude. 
No big deal at all – but is that all there is there?” 
That was my question, Lucy thought to herself, but awaited the reply with interest. 
“Well, Mr. Hennessey has been quite clever. If someone had come across this by chance, the fact of the pictures on it could well be seen as a reason for it being stored away from casual discovery – but although the pictures are there for all to see, in fact he had hidden a file that isn’t pictures at all, but something quite different. It’s a word document and a sort of record of what looks like some sort of a surveillance exercise. 
I’ve printed it out.” 
She handed several sheets of A4 paper, covered in close spaced printing, to Lucy, who took then eagerly. At last, she thought, there was a possibility of learning something about Liam Hennessey, something that might just possibly have some bearing on his murder. She was very conscious of the fact that Yvette was still in the room. She turned to her visitor. 
“Yvette, I’m afraid that I’m going to have to ask you to leave now so that we can study Liam’s papers officially.” 
The girl nodded. 
“Yes - I understand – but would it be possible for me to have my pictures back? They were private between Liam and myself, after all.” 
Lucy turned to Helen Marshall. 
“Helen, would it be possible to remove just the pictures from that memory stick, keeping the documents of course, and let Ms. Milner have them?” 
The woman nodded. 
“I thought that might be suggested, Inspector, so I have taken the pictures from that memory stick and copied them to another one.” 
She produced a further memory stick from her pocket and handed it to Yvette who, looking a little relieved, made her farewell and left. 
Once Yvette had left the office, Helen turn to Lucy with a diffident expression on her face. 
“I’m afraid that I misled Ms. Milner, Inspector. No way could I remove anything from that memory stick – it had to be kept exactly as it was when she gave it to us or the evidence would have been inadmissible in court.” 
“Thanks, Helen - I must say that I was a bit anxious, but then I realised that you would never have messed about with the original. Right, thank you for all that – now it’s up to me to try and make sense of what Hennessey had written down in that Word document.” 
Once the civilian expert had left her, Lucy reflected on what the woman had actually said to Yvette and realised that the words had been very carefully chosen. Helen Marshall hadn’t actually said that she had removed the pictures from the memory stick – that had simply been an implication. 
She turned her attention to the printout that Helen Marshall had provided. It was just that – the pictures of Yvette, whilst still on the memory stick, were unlikely ever to see the light of day. The thought of them caused her to smile to herself as she remembered a boyfriend fifteen – no now sixteen - years ago, who had persuaded her – with, to be honest, no reluctance on her own part – to pose for similar shots for him. They had drifted apart and Alan – Alan Court had been his name – had given her the prints as a keepsake. In fact, they were probably somewhere at the bottom of one of her odds and ends boxes at that very moment, not having seen the light of day since Alan had returned them to her. She shrugged her shoulders; as Yvette had said – no big deal. 
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She mentally shook herself out of her reverie about Alan Court – what, she wondered, had become of him? 
The last that she had heard he had been something of a high flier in the banking world. Was there now, perhaps, a Mrs. Court and some little Courts? Was he one of the City fat cats so reviled by the left wing press? Did she ever enter his memory as he had just entered hers? 
‘Concentrate, woman!’ she told herself fiercely. She turned her attention to the first page of the print out of Hennessey’s last case. 
As Helen Marshall had said, the document was a mix of a sort of diary entries and written reports of actions. 
Clearly, Hennessey had been watching some people – there were entries such as ‘AJ and BK met 17:20 
3/9/14’ – but who the Hell were AJ and BK - where had they met, why had they met and why was their meeting of interest to Hennessey? 
It took her over four hours to plough through the totality of the print out – and at the end of the exercise, she was no further forward than at the beginning. What had seemed at outset to be promising way forward now looked like a dead end. 
Nevertheless, she worked her way carefully through the pages and at the end of an hour or so had identified that there were just five sets of initials – presumably of people – that Hennessey had recorded. The initials were:-
AJ
BK
TM
LS
FR
Hennessey’s papers recorded the fact that ‘BK’ met on a regular basis – once every week – ‘TM’, ‘LS’ and 
‘FR’, and meets one of them – but always the same one – twice in a week, and once a month with ‘AJ’. It was noticeable than in the rather more than six months covered by the papers ‘AJ’ had only ever met with 
‘BK’. For all the world, Lucy mused to herself, it looked as though ‘AJ’ was the top dog with ‘BK’ as his number two and the fact that ‘AJ’ never met with the others was possibly a cut-out mechanism so that the three who met with ‘BK’ could perhaps not identify ‘AJ’ and therefore neither could they betray him. 
It was interesting that for every recording of a meeting between ‘BK’ and one of the assumed subordinates, there was a notation indicating a location – for example ‘BK met FR at 5, 11/8/14 19:30’. Looking through the document she found a key of what she felt must be the locations – there were five numbers, each with an alpha-numeric code against it, and looking at them she realised that they must be GPS coordinates. She brought up Google Earth on her computer and checked the coordinates. Sure enough, that was exactly what they were, and each of them referred to a pub, all of which were within five miles or so of each other and all within a roughly similar distance of the centre of Croydon. 
She lifted her phone and called John Carter into her office and after he arrived and sat down opposite herm handed him the print out. She waited as he perused it; finally, he looked up at her. 
“So, boss, what is it all about? I presume that this is Hennessey’s sort of last will and testament, yes?” 
“That’s about it, but now I’ve had a chance to think about it – this is a sort of basic database. I mean, from those entries he could create a full blown report on what he had been investigating – trouble is, as it stands I can’t see that it means anything to anyone other than Hennessey himself. When you look at it – ‘BJ’, whoever he or she might be, met with the three folk ‘below’ him as it were, a total of something like eighty times – and not always at the same location. With this he can always say ‘I saw x meet z at the Horse and Hounds on the eighth of July’, or whatever – no way could anyone recall all that without some sort of crib like this. One thing – you see that he never mentions where ‘AJ’ and ‘BK’ meet? My guess is that means that they always met at the same place, so Hennessey didn’t need a reminder.” 
Carter nodded his head. 
“Seems to make sense, boss. What next, though?” 
Lucy shrugged her shoulders helplessly. 
“Wish to Hell I knew, John. I just can’t see a way forward on this. Nobody saw Hennessey’s car being dumped, forensics have come up blank on the car itself, the post mortem only tells us what anyone could see right off – shot dead, single bullet in the head.” 
She leant back in her chair as a thought struck her. 
“You know, Hennessey must have been really, really paranoid about all this. He hid that memory stick well away, even though it’s unlikely – no, next to impossible – that anybody else knew about it. Then on the stick itself, he combines it with some good looking pictures of his girlfriend, all out in the open, as it were, but the fact that they were pictures neither of them would actually sort of flash around to other people gives a reason for the stick being hidden away the way that it was should anyone come across it by chance. Seeing those pictures, would anyone think to look further, unless, like us, they did so as we did, as a matter of routine? 
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“Now, whoever killed him didn’t know about the memory stick, or they would surely have come looking for it – in which case we might have lost Yvette Milner as well as Hennessey – so at least we know something that they don’t know – only trouble is, we have absolutely no bloody idea who they might be.” 
She paused as a thought struck her. 
“John, we know that Hennessey was a good photographer, don’t we? In fact, by all accounts he was a very good photographer. Surely if he is mounting a surveillance exercise on people he would find some way of photographing them? Yet there are no photos on that memory stick – well, leaving aside the pictures of Yvette Milner there aren’t. So – where are his pictures? There surely must be some and they must be somewhere – and given the care he took in concealing the memory stick, surely there would have been sense in having everything together?” 
Lucy subsequently decided that the Fates must have been listening to her, because at that precise moment her phone rang. 
“Collyer.” 
“Inspector, it’s Helen Marshall – I’ve found something more on that memory stick that you need to see – can I come to your office?” 
“Of course, Helen – come straight away.” 
A few minutes later Helen Marshall, this time carrying a laptop computer, was once again sitting opposite Lucy. She looked somewhat embarrassed. 
“Inspector, I should really have seen this earlier, but there is more on the memory stick than I realised at first. 
You remember the pictures of Ms. Milner, of course?” 
Lucy nodded. 
“Yes, of course.” 
“Well, I started wondering why the files of those pictures were so big.” 
Seeing that both Lucy and John Carter were clearly not following her, she expounded. 
“Look, these were taken on a digital camera. Now, according to how you set it, the ‘natural’ size of a digital image can be almost anything that you want – and the ‘natural’ size of those nudes were one hundred and twenty inches by eighty.” 
“But didn’t they fit on the computer screen – and that’s far smaller than that.” 
“Yes, and that’s were Mr. Hennessey has been very clever. When you show a photo on a computer the usual software will show the picture fitting the screen, even if to do so it has to compress it – in this case, compress it a lot.” 
Realising that her audience was still not with her, Helen explained further. 
“Look, forget that these are digital pictures – think about when we all used film camera. Now virtually all film cameras took a negative that was too small to be viewed comfortably – the negative would be enlarged to make a print that you could see properly.” 
Both detectives nodded their heads slowly. 
“Now, ninety nine percent plus of the time that is exactly what happened – a small negative was used to produce a considerably larger print. However, there was nothing to stop you, should you wish, of effectively doing it the other way round – producing a small print from a large negative – remember all the fuss about spies using microdots years ago?” 
Lucy hadn’t –microdots were before her time, but John Carter nodded. 
“Yes, I remember reading about it years ago. There was a big spy scandal back, if I remember correctly, back in the sixties – secret documents were reduced to the size of a full stop on a type written letter, attached in place and read under a microscope when they got to whoever they were intended for.” 
“That’s right – and that’s why they were called ‘microdots’ of course. Well, you can do the same sort of thing with digital images – you can size then just about as you want. Now, this is the clever bit – with digital pictures you can select a part of one picture and paste it into another, totally different, picture – and this is what Hennessey did. Look at this.” 
She clicked on the computer touch pad and a picture of Yvette Milner, reclining gracefully on a settee and smiling seductively at the camera, appeared. 
“Now, ignore Ms. Milner. Look at the wall behind her. Do you see what looks like a small picture hanging on it?” 
Both detectives examined the picture; as Helen had said, what looked like a small picture was indeed on the wall behind the settee, but it was too small to make out any detail. 
“Now watch.” 
Helen manipulated the touch pad and zoomed in on the picture which she enlarged until it filled the entire computer screen. 
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“Well I’m buggered!” Carter exclaimed. The picture they were now looking at showed two men seated at what seemed to be a table in a pub. Each had a drink before him and they seemed to be in conversation and unaware of the camera’s presence. Helen continued. 
“What Hennessey has done is simply to make very large digital images of the original nude, then pasted in, on a much smaller scale, the picture of the two men – and every one of the pictures of Ms. Milner has a similar wall picture – but each one is different. All have two men, some men appear in more than one picture, some in only one. I’ve made prints of all the pictures so that you can study them at your leisure.” 
Helen handed over a sheaf of some ten or so prints and left the two detectives to their work. 
After perhaps fifteen minutes of closely scrutinising the pictures, Lucy leant back in her chair, her hands behind her head with the fingers laced together. 
“Right,” she said, “we now have pictures of five men, presumably the five referred to in Hennessey’s paper. 
Because one of them only appears a couple of times and then only with one other man, he must be surely be 
‘AJ’, the top gun. That makes the man he is with ‘BK’ his number two. Now the other three. Hennessey has marked two of them as being ‘TM’ and ‘LS’ so by process of elimination, the last one must be ‘FR’. I don’t recognise any of the men – and I guess you don’t either, John, or you would have shouted out.” 
“That’s right, boss – never seen any of them before.” 
Carter’s memory for faces was legendary throughout the department; if he said he hadn’t seen them before then that was the case, pure and simple. Lucy nodded her agreement. 
“John, get the computer people to run facial recognition on all five of these men and see if they can come up with anything to help us.” 
As Carter left her office, Lucy reflected on the progress that now promised. If only one of the men photographed by Hennessey could be identified, surely it would only be a matter of time before all five were known. That, however, was just a first step, although depending upon who, hopefully, would be identified, it might be a very major one. She reflected on the men whose pictures she had studied so intently ‘AJ’, the assumed boss, was a heavily built man in his fifties or thereabouts. His grey hair was neatly cut and his face was unremarkable, perhaps ‘bland’ was the most appropriate description. He was wearing a grey suit, white shirt, dark red tie and looked for all the world like a moderately successful businessman. His number two, 
‘BJ’ was very different. A bit younger, perhaps in his mid-forties or so, or perhaps a little more. As both were seated it was difficult to guess at their respective heights, but ‘BJ’ seemed considerably the taller. He had the build of a wrestler, with broad shoulders and bulging biceps straining at the sleeves of a short sleeved casual shirt, open necked and pale blue in colour. The table at which the two of them were sitting hid whatever else he might have been wearing from her view. 
She had a sudden thought – a disquieting one – and picked up her phone and dialled Helen Marshall. 
“Helen Marshall.” 
“Helen, it’s Collyer – I’ve just had a thought. That memory stick we gave to Yvette Milner – could she, or anyone else, use it to replicate these pictures of the men?” 
“No. When I saw how big the files were, and before I started to wonder why they were so big, I thought that it would be best to reduce them in size so that Ms. Milner could print them out easily. If she prints them to their new ‘natural’ size she will get prints about six inches by eight. If she – or anybody else – tries to enlarge them on the computer the way I did with the originals, the pictures will break up long before the wall picture becomes clear.” 
“Thanks, Helen – that’s a relief.” 
Reassured that she hadn’t committed a possibly major error, Lucy returned to her study of the pictures – 
Carter’s request to the facial recognition experts would use the original computer images, not the paper prints she had on the desk before her. ‘TM’ and ‘LS’ were very similar on appearance, which was perhaps why Hennessey had actually marked their initials on their pictures. Both, as far as could be judged from the fact that they were seated, were short, certainly considerably shorter than ‘BK’ and, by comparison, probably rather shorter than ‘AJ’. Both looked to be in their late thirties and were wearing casual jackets – blue denim for ‘TM’ and a zipped fleece for ‘LS’. Both had short brown hair, dark eyes and prominent noses. In fact, the two of them were so alike that Lucy wondered if they might be brothers – but in that case, if the ‘TM’ and 
‘LS’ were their initials, surely the second letter should be the same for both? Perhaps they were cousins – or perhaps the two letter identifiers that Hennessey had used weren’t in fact anything to do with their names. 
Perhaps Hennessey hadn’t even known their names? 
‘FR’ was very different to the others. A young black man - perhaps no more than twenty or so - and tall – 
taller even than ‘BK’ but nothing like as heavily built – he had a shaved scalp and was wearing a heavy dark red sweater, under which could be seen the collar of a black shirt. He appeared in a couple of pictures; in one of them he had his hands resting on the table in front of him and Lucy felt that she had never seen anyone 55
with such large hands. Even in someone so tall they seemed very much out of proportion with the rest of him. 
It was nearly two hours before Carter returned with the outcome of the facial recognition process. 
“Mixed news, boss,” he reported, “the thing is – their software works best if you have a full frontal view of the person’s face – like a mugshot. Unfortunately, Hennessey only got really full frontal shots of ‘AJ’ and 
‘FR’. There’s no match for ‘AJ’, so we have to presume that he doesn’t have a record. ‘FR’ is different – he does have a record. He’s a bit older than he looks – he’s actually twenty-five and his name is Freddie Royce. 
Four years ago he was one of a number of young men arrested after a fracas at a club. He was given a twelve month suspended sentence and fined, and hasn’t been in any trouble since. 
“Of the other three, the software didn’t come up with anything for ‘TM’ and ‘LS’ – not sure if it means that they are clean or if Hennessey’s shots weren’t full face enough to establish matches. With ‘BK’ there is a shot that isn’t too far away from being full face and as a result the experts are about fifty-five percent certain that ‘BK’ is a man called Boris Kratsky, a Pole who has lived in the UK since Poland joined the EU in two thousand and four. He’s forty-seven years old and has a record of violence – two counts. The first was in two thousand and five - a fight in a pub, no serious injuries so Kratsky was bound over. The second occasion was a bit more serious – another pub fight, but this time the other guy suffered a broken jaw and spent some time in hospital. It looks as though the fight was probably six of one and half a dozen of the other, and Kratsky got a suspended sentence – twelve months. That was in two thousand and seven and he’s been clean ever since.” 
“Oh – sounds like a nice piece of work – just the sort of character that we ought to chuck out of the country except that the EU won’t let us. Ah well, let’s think this through. We know that Kratsky – if it is him – and 
‘AJ’ meet once a month. Looking at Hennessey’s papers, those meetings have always been on a Friday, always at the Hare and Hounds in Carshalton. Now, tomorrow is Friday –and if Hennessey’s work can be believed, we are in luck. Tomorrow should be the Friday that the two of them meet – so, let’s stake out the Hare and Hounds and see what we see.” 



Chapter Seventeen
To Lucy’s surprise, the Hare and Hounds turned out to be a quiet pub in a quiet residential area. Somehow she had expected a modern equivalent of a Victorian ‘thieves’ kitchen’. Her original presumption that the most effective police presence – from the point of view of blending in with the locals – would be a couple of youngish male DCs in jeans and leather jackets, was clearly wrong. As a result she was in the pub herself, accompanied by DC Morrison – they were enough of an age to look like a credible couple, and were casually, but smartly, dressed to blend in. 
From Hennessey’s papers, ‘AJ’ and ‘BK’ had usually met at seven o’clock, although on one occasion it had been considerably later, so Lucy was resigned to a long wait if their suspects didn’t appear at about seven, but in the event she had no need to worry. At just a minute or two before seven ‘BK’, perhaps more properly Boris Kratsky entered the pub. Watching him as he first made his way to the bar, where he ordered and received a pint of beer, and as he then made his way to an empty table and seated himself, Lucy experienced a frisson of excitement. Seeing him in the flesh left her in absolutely no doubt that the ‘BK’ of Hennessey’s observations, and Boris Kratsky, were one and the same person. He was dressed in similar manner to how he appeared in Hennessey’s photos – a short sleeved shirt, this time in a very dark red, and it could now be seen that he was also wearing blue jeans. He was, Lucy realised, a little taller than she had guessed from the pictures – six feet one or two rather than the six feet or a little under that she had assumed. Presumably that would mean that the other four men were a little taller than she had thought. 
She wondered when – and perhaps if – ‘AJ’ would appear, but her wait was only a short one. Just three or four minutes later the man he knew only as ‘AJ’ entered. As had Kratsky before him, ‘AJ’ went first to the bar where he was served with a small measure of Scotch to which he added a copious amount of water. He then spent perhaps forty-five seconds looking around the place, causing Lucy to lean towards Morrison as though saying something she wanted to be heard only by her companion. The last thing that she wanted was to draw attention to herself. 
Satisfied that nobody was paying him any undue attention, ‘AJ’ made his way to Kratsky’s table and seated himself. As with Kratsky, ‘AJ’ was dressed in ‘smart casual’ style, in his case light grey slacks with an open necked cotton shirt under a light linen jacket rather than the suit that he had been wearing when photographed by Hennessey. Both men blended in effortlessly with the rest of the clientele. 
Lucy was in luck; her table gave a clear view of both her suspects. She reviewed mentally her updating of her boss, DCI Agnew the previous evening when he had approved her suggested course of action. He had 56
asked if she intended to bring in either of the two men who had been identified and question them, but she had shaken her head in negation. 
“No sir, not at this stage. We are assuming that the five men in Hennessey’s investigation are up to something criminal, or why would he have been interested in them? We are also assuming that they discovered his interest in them and that he was killed as a consequence – but it’s all supposition at this stage. 
We haven’t the remotest idea of what they are up to, and bringing either Royce or Kratsky in at this stage would only demonstrate that we know nothing - and it would also put them on their guard.” 
Agnew had nodded his agreement and this surveillance exercise was the result. In addition to Morrison and herself inside the Hare and Hounds, six of her team were in a pair of cars parked in the road, parked so that they had a clear view of any vehicles or pedestrians arriving at the pub. Each vehicle held three detectives; Lucy’s thinking was that if either or both of her suspects arrived by car then there was a vehicle to follow them when they left. Also, should either or both have walked to the pub then one of the detectives in the cars could follow on foot when the suspect left the premises. 
It was time to check on just how the suspects had arrived; she took out her mobile phone and dialled John Carter, sitting outside in one of the cars. 
“How did they arrive, John?” 
“Both drove, boss. Kratsky came in a Honda CR-V, ‘AJ’ in a big seven series BMW. ‘AJ’ arrived first, but stayed in his vehicle until after Kratsky turned up and disappeared inside. Presumably he wanted to make sure that there was nothing suspicious about Kratsky’s arrival – that he came alone, that nobody was following him – that sort of thing.” 
“Thanks, John.” 
Lucy rang off, but immediately made another call. This one, however, was just camouflage, with nobody on the other end of the call. Nothing unusual about somebody in a pub making a series of calls on a mobile in this day and age and she didn’t want it to be out of keeping when she phoned to warn the team as the suspects left. 
She kept a surreptitious eye on ‘AJ’ and Kratsky. The two men seemed to be conversing in low tones – they were leaning slightly towards one another. Lucy’s original assumption had been that Kratsky had come with money to pass on, money gleaned from the other three men, but there was no sign of anything of the sort happening. If it wasn’t to pass on something physical – such as money – why were the two of them meeting? 
If it was to pass on information of some sort, why meet face to face? An E-mail, a text message, a phone call, even a letter, would surely have done as well and would have carried less risk assuming that they really were up to something illegal. 
Kratsky had taken a small notebook from the beast pocket of his shirt and referred to it occasionally as the two of them spoke. The conversation lasted a bit over ten minutes and then, their business presumably complete, both men leaned back in their chairs. ‘AJ’ lifted his glass of Scotch – hardly touched during the conversation – and drained it in a single gulp. As he rose to his feet, Kratsky handed him what looked like a slip of paper or possibly an envelope. Without looking at it, ‘AJ’ slipped it into an inside pocket of his jacket, turned away from the table and made for the door. Lucy immediately called Carter. 
“’AJ’ is on his way, John.” 
“Right, boss, we’re on to him.” 
Lucy risked a quick glance at Kratsky. The big man sat unmoving, his gaze following ‘AJ’ as he left the building, then he lifted his half empty pint glass and took a small sip before setting the glass back down on the table. Some seven or eight minutes passed as Kratsky slowly finished his pint of beer, then he, too, rose to leave. Again, Lucy warned Carter of events. She and Morrison waited a couple of minutes to avoid any risk of drawing Kratsky’s attention to them, then left in their turn. 
Once they were back in their car, Lucy was able to follow events on the police radio net instead of having to rely on her mobile phone. 
“Talk to me, people, what’s happening?” 
Carter’s voice came through. 
“We’ve clocked AJ’s motor, boss. Belongs to an Alan Jewson with an address in Woodmansterne Lane outside Banstead. From where he is at the moment looks as though he’s probably on his way home.” 
DC Grace, in the car following Kratsky, came over the air. 
“Kratsky also seems to be headed home, boss. His car is registered in his name and at an address in Park Lane, not the London one though, this is Park Lane Croydon.” 
An hour later, Lucy and the members of her team involved in following the two suspects met in the incident room in Surbiton police station. She looked round the faces. 
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“So, let me summarise – and chip in if I get anything wrong. First –‘AJ’ is Alan Jewson, drives a big BMW 
and lives in a fancy four or five bedroom detached house to the east of Banstead in the Woodmansterne Road. He is fifty-four years old, no criminal record of any kind, not even a speeding ticket. 
That’s all for tonight on him, but in the morning I want his life under the microscope. Alan,” she looked at Morrison, “that’s down to you.” 
“Right, boss.” 
“Boris Kratsky – Polish national, in the UK since two thousand and four, couple of counts for not very severe assaults, nothing since two-oh-six. Lives in a flat in Park Lane, Croydon. No UK driving licence, so either driving on his Polish one or no licence at all. Now, we’ve seen Kratsky pass something to Jewson, that something being a slip of paper or an envelope. No idea what it was, but it must be important to them for them to have met face to face about it. Oh, and Kratsky didn’t just hand over whatever it was – the two of them spoke for a good ten minutes. From what DS Carter and I could make out, it looked as though Kratsky was doing considerably more talking than was Jewson so perhaps it was basically Kratsky reporting to his boss and being quizzed about his report. More digging into Kratsky tomorrow – Harry, you do that, please.” 
Grace nodded his head. 
“OK, boss.” 
“Now – the next stage. We need to know what happens when Kratsky meets with one of the other three. We know that he meets each of them once a week, but there is no definite pattern to those meetings that we have been able to ascertain from Hennessy’s papers. He doesn’t always meet Royce, for example, on a Wednesday, nor does he always meet him at the same place. What we do know is that every weekday except Fridays, he meets one of the other three and meets them at one or other of the four pubs other than the Hare and Hounds. Each week one of those three will be met twice, but there seems to be no consistency in that, other than that the same person seems never to be met two night running. So, Monday evening I want a pair of people at each of those four pubs – one inside to see who Kratsky meets, the other in a car outside to follow that person. If it turns out that he is meeting Royce – don’t bother following – we already know where he lives,” she stopped in mid-flow, “no forget that – no need to assume he’ll just go home – he, or whoever turns up – might go on to do something else. Now, neither DS Carter nor I can be in the inside rota – Kratsky might just remember us from this evening, but we will be in the following cars. OK so far, everybody?” 
She received nods of assent all round
“Now – just what are these characters up to? Why these meetings?” 
“It’s got to be about money,” Carter said flatly. That envelope or whatever it was that we saw Kratsky pass over to Jewson must have been a cheque or details of a bank account transfer or the like.” 
Kate Matthews chipped in. She hadn’t been involved in the surveillance exercise, but had joined the meeting to ensure that the murder book was kept fully up to date. 
“Banks and building societies are very wary nowadays about people trying to deposit large amounts of cash 
– perhaps Kratsky is a collector from the others and turns the cash, perhaps in a number of accounts, into something that Jewson can use more easily.” 
Lucy nodded thoughtfully; there was much sense in what the young detective had said. Perhaps the meetings between Kratsky and the lower members of the group would be were cash changed hands – still, that was something that couldn’t be resolved straight away. 
“Good point, Kate. OK, everybody, bugger off home – that’s enough for tonight. We’ll have a review in the evening tomorrow – just brief. Meet up at five so we can all be updated on what Alan and Harry come up with, as those two will be flogging their guts out all day.” 
Before she went home herself, Lucy updated her boss, DCI Agnew, on the progress that had been made so far. He wasn’t based at Surbiton, so the conversation took place over the phone and Agnew was less that overwhelmed. 
“So, what have you actually got so far, Lucy? So far, as I see it, you have nothing concrete to tie Jewson and his accomplices into the murder of Hennessey. OK, I accept that given that Hennessey was looking into these people it is hard to imagine anybody else being responsible for killing him – but you nothing to tie them into the murder.” 
“It’s still early days, sir,” Lucy protested, “it isn’t even a week since Hennessey’s body was discovered. I think that in that sort of timescale we have made pretty good progress. We know that Jewson is up to something dodgy, we are halfway through finding out more about what his operation is about. I can’t promise a quick result, but we will get one as quick as possible.” 
There was a long pause at the other end of the line. 
“OK, keep on as you are for the moment, but all this surveillance is eating into the budget – get it over with as soon as you can.” 
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“Right, sir.” 
With that less than ringing endorsement for her efforts echoing in her mind, Lucy put the phone down. For several minutes she sat there, mentally reviewing what had been done to date and wondering if anything had been missed. Finally, convinced that nothing more could be done until Jewson and Kratsky had been looked into in depth, and just what Kratsky was up to before his meetings with Jewson had been discovered, she turned off her desk lamp and went home. 
Chapter Eighteen – Saturday
Five o’clock on a Saturday – did that qualify as evening or afternoon, Lucy wondered? Whichever, her whole team were gathered in the incident room to be updated on the latest information about the case. She turned to Morrison. 
“Right, Alan, what have you found out for us about Mr. Jewson?” 
Morrison pushed back in his chair and surveyed his colleagues before returning his gaze to the notes he had made, spread out on the table in front of him. 
“Alan Jewson, born sixteenth of June, nineteen sixty, so he’s fifty-four. Married Elizabeth Hughes fourteenth of May, nineteen eighty-six – his wife shares the same birthday, sixteenth of June but is one year younger. 
They have two children, Robert, born twelfth of June, nineteen eighty-seven, so is now twenty-seven, and Laura, born eleventh of November, nineteen ninety and now just twenty-four. Neither of the children live at home. Robert lives in a flat in Richmond; he is an estate agent. Laura lives in Paris, she is part owner of a boutique over there with a French girl, Nanette Dubois. I haven’t gone into any depth of Robert, Laura, nor Nanette at this stage., - I’ve concentrated on Jewson himself. 
“He lives, as we know, in a big house – called ‘The Firs’ – on the Woodmansterne Road. He bought it back in two thousand and nine, just when the credit crunch was at its height or depth, according to how you look at it. Had he wanted to buy it before the crunch it would have cost him about four million, He got it for one and three-quarters. With the partial recovery of value of expensive property around here, it’s now probably worth about two and a half. 
“So, our Mr. Jewson has money, and has had money for at least six years or so. He does have a legitimate business. He owns a string of betting shops – fifteen in all – and all within fifteen miles or so of south Croydon. He bought his first shop back in nineteen ninety-five and added the most recent in two thousand and nine, Trying to work out just how profitable those shops are is a bit difficult, but they seem to bring in just about enough to support Jewson’s apparent life style. I say just about, but there are reasons to suppose that Jewson has additional income over and above what he declares to HMRC in his tax returns. He runs a big BMW, his wife drives a Range Rover. There is also the upkeep of that very substantial house. Now, if the profits from the shops are all that Jewson has to live on, it must mean that his staff are on very little at all. 
Hard to believe – they must surely be reasonably well paid or surely they wouldn’t stay with him? In fact, as the managers of betting shops have to be licenced and registered, I did a quick on the tax returns of two of them. If their income is typical of the other thirteen, then there is no way that Jewson is living the way that he does on just what he gets from his shops. I checked with the Drug Squad to see if Jewson was somewhere on their radar, but as far as they are concerned he isn’t involved in the drug trade in any way. He hasn’t got a record of any sort, so the HMRC won’t release his tax returns without a court order or the like. And that’s as far as I have got.” 
Lucy was impressed with what Morrison had found out. 
“Well done, Alan. Come Monday see if you can dig a bit more, but for the time being – well done.” 
The young man beamed with pleasure as Lucy turned to Harry Grace. 
“Harry, what news of Kratsky?” 
“Well, as we already know, he has two counts of violence against his name but has been clean since two thousand and seven. His tax declaration is in the category of ‘pull the other one, it’s got bells on’. He claims to live on thirty thousand a year – so that’s what he pays tax on. However, that flat of his is rented and the rental is twelve hundred a month. He runs a new top of the range Honda CR-V – about twenty-eight grand or so and he’s only had it six months. Before that he ran another top of the range CR-V which he only kept for eighteen months. Running his motors alone would eat up better than half of what his surplus income should be if one believes his tax return – which I don’t. His tax returns show him as a ‘manager’ in Jewson’s business and have done since two thousand and nine – and he has the nerve to declare quite a few ‘business expenses’ in his returns. Like Alan I checked with Drugs – like Jewson, Kratsky is unknown to them. I was able to get the cooperation of HMRC because of his previous record which I claimed made him a ‘person of 59
interest’ to us in an ongoing investigation. Obviously if we want to dig deeper into his finances, we’ll need a court order on the bank. Regardless, he’s as bent as a nine bob note, boss.” 
Lucy nodded her agreement. 
“OK, you two – very well done. That gives us a good insight into the public faces of our two – next step will be to find out what their private faces are – but that’s for another day. OK, tomorrow is Sunday, but as we all know our villains take the weekends off, so you lot can enjoy what’s left of yours – I’ll see you all first thing Monday.” 
As her team trooped out, Lucy waited until they had all gone, then returned to her office. Agnew’s comments about the budget had hurt her- she had only had this case for a matter of days, and already Agnew – for she was under no illusions about the man – was looking to cost reductions in the very near future. 
She wondered what her father would make of DCI Agnew. Charles Collyer had retired as a Detective Chief Superintendent; just over forty when Lucy had been born, the youngest by a margin of four children, he was now in his seventies and more than somewhat dismissive of much of modern policing, especially of officers such as Agnew, to whom the ‘bottom line’ was all important. On an impulse she picked up her phone and dialled her parents’ number. 
“Charles Collyer.” 
“Hi, dad, it’s me.” 
“Lucy, love – how are you?” 
“I’m fine – but feeling a bit guilty. I haven’t seen you nor mum for weeks – do you think that I could pop over this evening for a while?” 
“Of course you can – we haven’t eaten yet, so I’ll ask your mum to hold things up until you get here – and why not stay overnight” 
“That would be great – I’ll be with you as soon as I can.” 
“OK, darling – drive carefully.” 
Lucy replaced the handset, smiling as she did so. No matter what the occasion, her father’s signing off phrase to her was always ‘drive carefully’ – and just because of a minor prang that she had suffered – although only her car and her pride had been injured – nearly ten years before. 
She picked up her bag and made her way to the car park where her current motor was waiting for her – a deep maroon MGC GT, a car considerably older than she was, having first been driven on the roads as far back as nineteen sixty-nine, but a car she loved to drive, unburdened by modern ‘aids’ that she felt simply gave drivers an excuse not to pay sufficient attention to actually driving as opposed to travelling. It was a collector’s piece and correspondingly expensive to acquire, but she had been lucky, having picked it up in a very decrepit state and then persuaded a friend with a similar interest in old cars to renovate it for her as a labour of love. She smiled to herself; at the time it had been literally that, but she and David had drifted apart and she hadn’t seen nor heard from him in three or four years now. 
With the three litre engine burbling happily away she drove back to her flat to pick up night clothes and a change of apparel for the morning, and then pointed the car’s long bonnet down the A3 towards Guildford and her parents’ home just north of the city in the village of Send. 
It was only some twelve or thirteen miles, so less than half an hour later she was being hugged in welcome by first her mother, then her father, both anxious to hear the latest news of her doings. 
It was after dinner, when the three of them were settled in easy chairs in the living room, cups of coffee to hand, that she answered her father’s query as to what she had on her plate with a full rundown of the murder of Liam Hennessey and the efforts her team had put in so far. 
Charles Collyer leaned back in his chair; unlike the two women he had a snifter of brandy to accompany his coffee and he took a small sip, appreciating the liquid’s warmth, before speaking. 
“It really looks, doesn’t it, as though there was some sort of sea change back in two thousand and nine or so, doesn’t there? Jewson stops acquiring or opening new betting shops after more than a decade of steady expansion, This chap Kratsky appears on the scene, and Jewson suddenly moves way up market in the property stakes. Is there any indication of what might have happened back then?” 
Lucy shook her head, aware that until her father had put his finger on it, neither she, nor any of her team, had realised the possible significance of those three things all occurring at just about the same time. 
“Nothing leaps out of the digging we have done so far, dad, but come Monday I’ll set somebody on having a look at that time period to see if we can identify anything.” 
“Now, this income over and above what he declares legally. It seems to be a steady source, right?” 
“That’s right.” 
“So, what could be its source? Betting shops are such a favoured means of money laundering by criminals – 
so much cash floating around and going both ways – in and out – makes it all too easy to do a bit of camouflaging if one has a mind to. Drugs are an obvious possibility for a steady turnover.” 
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Lucy shook her head. 
“If it’s drugs the Drug Squad have never heard of either Jewson nor Kratsky.” 
“Well, they’re not infallible, but seeing that whatever is going on has been doing so for five or six years or so, I think that the Squad would have had at least an inkling by now, so we can probably discount drugs. So, what else?” 
Lucy furrowed her brow in concentration. 
“I’m beginning to wonder if we aren’t getting too complicated over this – what if it’s just a milking of the betting shops? That Jewson and his people are simply skimming the profits from the shops and not declaring the money for tax?” 
“Well that could be sorted out if the Fraud Squad get in on the act – but otherwise, how to get at what’s going on. Do you have enough cause to go far a warrant?” 
Lucy shook her head. 
“I’m sure we don’t, not yet. It will be interesting to see if Monday’s surveillance comes up with anything.” 
And on that note father and daughter moved on to more mundane, but more interesting, family matters. 
Lucy’s parents were looking forward to a visit the following month from their eldest daughter, Kate, who had been living in California for three years; her husband, Colin Forsyth, had obtained a post in the prestigious University College of Los Angeles, more usually known far and wide by the acronym of UCLA. 
Colin was an historian and was combining his teaching duties with doing research into Native American culture – something he assured anyone who would listen was nothing like how it was presented by Hollywood. In Lucy’s eyes, Colin was a class one bore, but he and Kate seemed to be happy enough. She made a mental note to try and see as little as possible of her sister and brother-in-law, although as they would be over for more than three weeks she was unlikely to be able to avoid them altogether without causing serious offence within the family. 
The news of her other siblings was equally mundane. George, the next oldest after Kate, was still in his increasingly acrimonious marriage with the shrew like Angela, staying together, it was assumed, only for the children, although Lucy doubted that fourteen year old twins Mark and Melissa cared one way or the other. 
Only Marian, the nearest to Lucy in age, also seemed to be anything approaching a kindred spirit to her, but Marian lived in Brussels, where Julian Marsh, her husband, was a middle ranking – and very generously remunerated – civil servant in the employ of the European Commission. 
As she drifted off to sleep in the bedroom that was still kept as it had been before she left home, a thought came to her. Just how profitable were Jewson’s shops? She knew that traditional bookies were suffering at the hands of the on-line gambling sites. How was Jewson coping? 
The Sunday was spent in amicable idleness; a visit to the nearest pub for father and daughter, where Lucy met some of her father’s friends and acquaintances, some for the first time, some long known and liked, whilst Mrs. Collyer prepared Sunday lunch. After lunch a period of quiet digestion before Lucy once again got into the MGC, this time headed north, and returned to her flat. 
Chapter Nineteen – Monday and Tuesday
The next day, Monday, saw Lucy’s full team gathered in the incident room by eight in the morning. The morning was spent in reviewing every aspect of the case, ensuring that no stone had been left unturned so far, although they all knew that any real progress would be very unlikely until after the surveillance on Kratsky hopefully led them to another step on the ladder – although this was a ladder they wanted to descend at this stage, not to mount. 
The afternoon saw Lucy turning her attention to other cases in her workload, guiltily aware that the murder of Liam Hennessy had perforce seen those cases pushed onto the back burner. She identified some areas of work that she could delegate to one of her DCs without jeopardising the Hennessey investigation and handed the task on to David Harris, a steady, if rather unimaginative, detective, whom she knew would do a thorough job on tasks that would take him the rest of the day and probably into the next. 
However, the prime objective for the day was to be the surveillance effort that would be mounted in the evening to follow Kratsky, see who he met and hopefully identify that person. Going by Liam Hennessey’s work he would meet either Royce, ‘TM’ or ‘LS’. 
Accordingly, by half six that evening, all was in place. Each of the four possible meeting places had one of Lucy’s DCs inside and each had another DC in a car outside, whilst Lucy herself, accompanied by John Carter, was in a fifth car placed, as nearly as she could manage, roughly equidistant from the four locations. 
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Her resources, Lucy was only too well aware, were stretched thin. If the target drove away and was followed by car, but then left his vehicle, it would be only too easy to lose him. 
Shortly after seven her mobile rang. 
“Morrison, boss.” 
“Yes, Alan.” 
“Kratsky has just come in – and straight after, in comes ‘TM’.” 
“Describe him – anything that isn’t noticeable from his photo?” 
“Not really boss. He’s wearing a red fleece with dark casual trousers, and since that photo of him was taken by Hennessey his hair has grown a bit, but that’s the only change, and it’s only a minor one.” 
As she was speaking to Morrison, Lucy was aware that Carter was talking to someone, presumably Harry Grace, who was parked outside the rendezvous pub. She finished her call to Morrison at the same time as Carter finished talking to Grace. Her sergeant turned to her. 
“We’ve got a car number, boss. ‘TM’ arrived in a dark blue Astra estate; I’ll call it in” 
Four minutes later they knew that ‘TM’, assuming that the Astra was his, was Thomas Masterman, aged forty-two, with an address in South Croydon. A further five minutes on the radio and they had established that Masterman had a criminal record. In nineteen ninety-five, aged twenty-three, he had been given a twelve month suspended sentence for his part in an affray, a similar record to that of Royce. Again, like Royce, had been in no further trouble with the law. 
Lucy’s phone rang again. 
“Morrison, boss. ‘TM’ is leaving, Kratsky is still sitting at his table. Before he left, ‘TM’ passed something, again it looked as though it was probably an envelope, to Kratsky. Oh, hang on, Kratsky’s just downed the rest of his drink and he is leaving as well” 
Lucy called up Grace on her radio. 
“Harry, stick with ‘TM’ – his name is Thomas Masterman, by the way. The DS and I will pick up Alan so that we have a spare pair of legs in case any following on foot is needed. We’re only five miles or so away from you, but we may not be able to get to you for a while. Keep me posted on what Masterman does.” 
“OK, boss, wildo.” 
Lucy was right; after they had picked up Morrison, Masterman, with Grace tailing him, had long returned to his home, so she called Grace into her car for a quick briefing. 
“So, anything to add, Harry?” 
“Not really, boss. I saw something pass from Masterman to Kratsky, looked like an envelope, might have just been a piece of paper. Kratsky didn’t look at it, just put it in his inside pocket. They spoke for a couple of minutes, then Masterman left. Kratsky finished his drink then left as well, not more than two or three minutes later.” 
They were parked about eighty yards away from Masterman’s house, a very ordinary three bedroomed semi in a very ordinary suburban street. Grace’s car was a little nearer to the house, but still far enough away not to excite any interest in the mind of their quarry. Lucy looked at her watch; it was just after quarter to eight. 
“Harry, I want Masterman watched for the rest of the evening. Chances are he’s probably home for the night, but it would be silly to ignore him.” 
She turned to Morrison. 
“Alan, you join Harry in his car so if needs be he can be followed on foot. DS Carter and I will go back to the pub and pick up your car and return it to the nick. I’ll send a replacement car at ten so the two of you can go home, and I’ll have the watch maintained until midnight. Obviously, if Masterman goes out, it all gets more fluid. I’ll stay in the office until midnight – assuming all is quiet – then we’ll call it a night.” 
Grace and Morrison got out and returned to the former’s car, whilst Carter turned his and Lucy’s vehicle round and returned to the pub that had been the rendezvous for Kratsky and Masterman, where Lucy got into Morrison’s car and the two detectives drove back in convoy to the police station. Before setting of, however, Lucy used her radio to arrange for DCs David Harris and Kate Matthews to relieve Grace and Morrison at ten o’clock. 
In the event, nothing happened. Masterman stayed indoors and finally at midnight, Lucy, Matthews and Harris, three very tired detectives, were able to return to their respective homes. Before doing so, however, Lucy had arranged her team’s tasks for the morrow. 


**********
 Tuesday morning. Lucy looked round her team gathered in the incidence room at seven in the morning. 
“Right, so that you are all up to speed on what I told individuals over the phone last night, I want Masterman under surveillance all day. To that end, Harry, you and Kate park yourself near to his house and follow him 62
wherever he goes. Keep in touch by radio and Alan, you and David relieve them at as near as is convenient for the four of you to one o’clock. Now, we know that Kratsky meets one of the other three every day other than Friday when he meets up with Jewson. The obvious thing to do would be to follow him and see where he leads us, but I am reluctant to do that. Depending on where he goes, a tailing car might stick out like a sore thumb and set him on the qui vive – the last thing that we can afford to let happen. We know that although he meets with one of the three twice during the week, there is no pattern other than for the fact that he never meets the same person two evening running. We also know that he never uses the same pub on two consecutive nights. So, come evening that means that with the exception of Alan and David who will still be tracking Masterman, there will be six of you to stake out the three remaining pubs. A car with two of you near each – DS Carter will sort out who goes to which pub. Now, Kratsky will meet either with Royce or with ‘LS’, the only person we have yet to identify. If it’s Royce, we know that at their last meeting he just went home. I’m taking a chance on that being what he will do, if it is him, tonight. On the other hand, if ‘LS’
makes an appearance – follow him. If he arrives by car, make the number and we’ll at last know who he is. 
DS Carter and I will do as we did last night – we’ll find a spot within reasonable distance of all three pubs in the hope that, if needed, we will be near enough to assist – but don’t bank on it, you’ll probably be on your own. 
“Now, once contact has, hopefully, been made I want rest us to converge to somewhere near where the surveillance takes us, but not close enough to run any danger of being clocked. 
“Now, for those of you sitting on Masterman, we need to know just what he gets up to during the day – of course, it could be nothing, he may stay home watching Teletubbies or something, but if he goes out, we need to know where to and if humanly possible, what he gets up to.” 
At that the group broke up, Harry Grace and Kate Matthews to take the first shift on checking on Masterman, the rest to a variety of tasks, mostly connected to other cases which had been pushed to the side to enable the whole team to concentrate on the murder of Liam Hennessy. 
Lucy picked up her phone and dialled DCI Agnew’s number to update her superior as the current state of play. Agnew was grudgingly supportive of the actions she was taking and the progress that had been made, but Lucy was uneasily aware that the man’s support could vanish in an instant at the first whiff of a problem coming his way. 


********
 The first report on Masterman’s activities came shortly after ten o’clock. It was Kate Matthews on the radio. 
“Matthews here, boss. Masterman is on the move. He’s driving towards the Brighton Road, so could be going to O’Shea’s betting shop in Purley.” 
Lucy mentally brought the map to mind. From Masterman’s house to the O’Shea betting shop was probably about four miles, certainly no more than five. Staring just after ten made sense; one of the checks that she had had carried out was to check the opening hours of all fifteen of Jewson’s betting shops. O’Shea was the manager – in common with all of Jewson’s shops, Jewson was the name that appeared on the front of the shop, but for ease of reference the team were referring to the various shops by the names of their managers. 
In common with all the other shops, Seamus O’Shea opened his doors at eight, presumably to catch those on their way to work and unable to resist the chance of a flutter on the way. Masterman’s arrival around ten would miss the early morning rush – if indeed there was one – some of whom might well be regulars; he surely wouldn’t want to be too noticeable. 
Fifteen minutes later Matthews was once more on the radio; Masterman had indeed stopped outside O’Shea’s and gone inside. Another ten or so minutes and he emerged again and, once more he was tailed by Grace and Matthews. 
Three hours later and Lucy had a complete picture of Masterman’s activity. He had visited five of Jewson’s shops, spending ten to fifteen minutes in each. Then, after lunch break in a pub – not one of those used by Jewson’s team - a break which had allowed Grace and Matthews to be relieved by Harris and Morrison, he had visited three different building societies, presumably to deposit cash that he had been given at the betting shops. He had then driven home and after an hour had passed with no sign of him leaving again, Lucy had agreed to Morrison and Harris ceasing the surveillance. 
Nothing further happened during the day, with the team once again trying to catch up on other cases until it was time to mount the exercise that would hopefully identify ‘LS’. 
They struck lucky. ‘LS’ appeared at the ‘Crown and Cushion’ in Selsdon and met with Kratsky. He came by car and in minutes had been identified as Leslie Shaw, with an address in South Croydon. As had Masterman the previous evening, once he had conducted whatever business he had with Kratsky, he simply returned 63
home, and after a fruitless hour and a half of waiting for something to happen, Lucy called her troops off for the night. 



Chapter Twenty - Wednesday
The team were hard at work from early Wednesday morning, tracking down as much information as they could on Shaw, and digging further into the background of Masterman and into Jewson’s betting business. 
It was nearly six in the evening when Lucy called everyone together for a run through on what had been found out. 
“Well, what do we know?” she asked – her team recognised a rhetorical question when they heard one and stayed mute. 
“Firstly, there is no evidence that this is anything other than a tax evasion scheme. The tax returns of Jewson’s little empire suggest an overall turnover of about three million. Out of that has to come all the normal expenses with a reported surplus of income over expenditure of only about fifteen thousand per shop on which the company pays tax at twenty-eight per cent, or around four and a bit thousand, so ‘free money’ 
as it were for the group as a whole of around one hundred and sixty thousand. Over and above the income and expenses of the shops themselves, the accounts show a ‘management structure’ which includes Kratsky’s so called thirty thousand salary, of one hundred thousand. Knock all that off and you are left with, according to our maths from the submitted company accounts, just sixty-one thousand four hundred and sixty pounds, all of which goes to Jewson himself. Looking at his personal tax liability, that sixty-one grand gets knocked back to just forty-four thousand odd. Does anyone really believe that an after tax income of forty-four grand is enough to support Jewson’s life style as we have seen it?” 
There was a general shaking of heads and murmurs of negation. 
“So, we’re convinced that Royce, Masterman and Shaw are skimming off money from the shops and feeding it, via Kratsky, back to Jewson.” 
This time there were nods and murmurs of agreement. 
“The question is – how much? How much could he get away with without the take by the shops looking dodgy? As it is the returns they are getting are, as far as the tax returns go, pretty poor. It’s hardly a thriving enterprise – but on the other hand, all those officially within it – the managers and their staffs – are pretty well paid – certainly better paid than you would expect in a company this close to the red. Views, anyone?” 
Kate Matthews was the first to speak. 
“I’ve been doing some jottings, boss. Surely it wouldn’t be worth going to the trouble of having Kratsky and the collectors for less than fifty a day from each shop?” 
“That’s still not much” somebody objected. 
“Actually,” replied the young DC, unfazed by the criticism, “it’s quite a lot. Three hundred and sixty-five days a year, fifteen shops, that’s over quarter of a million – to be exact two hundred and seventy-three thousand, seven hundred and fifty pounds a year. And it’s all tax free.” 
“So,” put in the same voice – it was thirty-four year old Gordon Powell, a DC Lucy regarded as steady but unlikely ever to go any further, “if it was a hundred quid a time – that’s near half a million a year.” 
He whistled softly to himself. 
“And how is it done?” Lucy demanded. 
Again it was Kate Matthews who responded; Lucy was coming to the conclusion that Kate was probably the brightest of her DCs, even though the youngest and least experienced. 
“The collectors go round the shops daily, collecting whatever the agreed amount may be. They use a variety of building society accounts so none gets the opportunity to be suspicious about large cash deposits. They also make withdrawals, but almost certainly not in cash – if they wanted to hand over cash in the process there would be no point in making the deposits at the building societies in the first case. No, they withdraw by cheque – which of course means that they don’t have to actually go to the building society again, just write out a cheque. Banks and building societies are used to small traders regularly depositing cash, so the way that they are working this is unlikely to raise any suspicion – every individual transaction is small, low key stuff. They hand those cheques over to Kratsky, who once a week hands them on to Jewson, probably taking his own cut first – in which case he would also almost certainly use a building society or bank account and a number of them, again to keep everything under the radar.” 
Lucy nodded in agreement; Kate’s summary agreed entirely with her own take on the matter. 
“Now,” she said, “so far we seem to have uncovered an obvious case of fraud, but nothing that gets us any nearer to discovering who murdered Liam Hennessey. Any ideas?” 
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This time it was John Carter who spoke, perhaps trying to lay down a marker that all the thinking wasn’t restricted to the two women, both of them younger, and in Kate Matthew’s case, far less experienced than himself. 
“Well, it must be one of this lot, boss, surely? Hennessey was spying on them, they find out, their scheme is about to be blown wide open – for quarter of a million or more, that’s got to be sufficient motive for removing Hennessey from the scene.” 
“I agree, John, but how the hell do we prove it? Despite all the effort that everybody has put in, we’re nowhere, absolutely nowhere on getting evidence linking any of them to the death of Liam Hennessey.” 
“Could we bring in one of the small fry and try sweating him?” 
“I thought about it – but we can’t be sure that any of the small fry – the three collectors – actually know anything to spill. Looking at the five of them, my money is on Kratsky as the actual killer – he has a record of violence – and a more serious kind of violence than Royce or Masterman, both of whom were handbags at ten paces types rather than anything really serious. Also, if we do bring in one of the collectors that will tip off the others that we are on to them. We need something positive, but I’m damned of I know what. Any way
– we can’t ignore the fraud element, which isn’t likely to stay with us. I’m going to have to go to Mr. Agnew and update him, and I expect that he will the fraud squad involved. Right, guys and gals – all go home – but if you have a brainwave in the night, don’t keep it to yourselves.” 
As her team filed out to enjoy, for once, a relatively early night, she mentally prepared herself for meeting with Agnew. 


********
 The meeting with the DCI went much as Lucy had expected. Agnew listened to her update, leaning back in his office chair, eyes half closed, his fingers steepled beneath his chin. It was a favourite pose of his when he wished to give the impression to whoever was speaking that he was concentrating on their every word; in fact, Lucy had long suspected that it masked the man’s impatience to hear the speaker out so that he could deliver judgement. So it proved to be this time. 
“So, Lucy, you seem to have stumbled upon a clear case of fraud – not our concern, so I’ll pass it on to DCI Halford at fraud. On the murder of Hennessey, you’ve effectively got nowhere. Is that a fair summation?” 
Reluctantly, Lucy had to agree that it was. 
“Right; this is what we will do. I will take to Mr. Halford and suggest that there’s still the possibility that in the course of pursuing the fraud elements it may come to pass that something pertaining to the murder emerges.” Who else, Lucy wondered to herself, would say ‘pertaining’? But the man was still speaking. 
“In view of that possibility, I will suggest that this becomes a joint operation, with you acting as a liaison resource to Mr. Halford and keeping me up to date on any relevant progress. No need to involve any other members of your team – I’m sure there must be quite a backlog for them to catch up with thanks to the time spent on this case.” 
Inwardly seething, Lucy left Agnew’s presence. Not a word of appreciation for the efforts her team had made, the speed of progress in identifying what Jewson and company were up to. Clearly, in Agnew’s view, they had failed in the primary task of tracking down Liam Hennessey’s killer. The fact that, as he had condescendingly put it, they had ‘stumbled upon’ the fraud counted for little if anything. Gritting her teeth, she returned to her own office to tidy up some paper work before returning home. She was scarcely half way through her self-allotted task when her phone rang. It was Agnew. 
“Lucy, I’ve spoken with DCI Halford and he likes my idea. Report to him first thing in the morning and brief him on everything you and your team have discovered.” 
And with that the line went dead as her superior hung up. 
Chapter Twenty-One – Thursday, Friday and later
As instructed, the next morning Lucy reported to DCI Halford. She had come into contact with the head of the fraud squad on a couple of occasions in the past, but never worked directly with him before. He was, she knew, only a couple of years older than herself but was regarded as a high flyer, a fact reflected in his heading up the fraud squad, a post more usually held by a Superintendent – doubtless the promotion to regularise the situation couldn’t be too far off. 
As she entered his office, Halford rose to greet her, extending his hand for a quick, firm handshake. He was tall, perhaps six feet three or so and slim, with a shock of red hair and green eyes lending him an impression of unbounding energy. 
“Lucy, thanks for coming over – grab a chair. OK with you if my number two, DI Hooper sits in? She’ll be doing much of the donkey work so she might as well hear everything from you first hand.” 
“Of course, sir.” 
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“Thanks – oh, and when it’s the two of us – or the three of us when Betty gets here – it’s Terry, OK?” 
“Yes, of course.” 
Already Lucy was inevitably struck by the difference between Terry Halford and Agnew, and she hadn’t been in the room ten minutes. 
There was a tap on the door and a woman who must have been DI Betty Hooper entered. Tall and heftily built, she must have been nearly six feet, she had very dark, virtually black hair cut in a pageboy style. Eyes almost as dark as her hair surveyed Lucy with interest, interest that led to a dazzling smile which transformed her rather plain features. Halford performed the introductions and the three detectives seated themselves. 
Lucy had prepared a synopsis of the work her team had undertaken and the conclusions that they had reached and gave copies to the other two, then launched into a full rundown of the case to date. At last she finished and leant back in her chair. Terry treated her to a smile. 
“Lucy, this is great stuff – OK, I can understand that you and your team must be totally pissed off at not getting any link between these villains and your murder case, but at least I’m sure that we’ll be able to nail them for serious tax evasion thanks to your efforts.” 
What a difference to your reception from Agnew, Lucy thought to herself. 
The three of them then launched into a discussion of how to proceed. 
“No time like the present,” Halford declared, “we’ll raid the buggers tomorrow. Betty, you arrange the necessary warrants – I’ll get the manpower organised and we’ll go in at five in the morning and catch the sods napping. Lucy – you want to come along or catch up on your beauty sleep? You lot have been obviously working long hours to get this far this quickly.” 
“I’d love to be there, Terry.” 
“OK – which villain do you want to see nabbed?” 
“Oh, Jewson, without a doubt. Oh, one thing.” 
The other two looked at her intently. 
“I know that we haven’t been able to prove anything, but I’m as sure as God made little green apples that one of those five killed Liam Hennessey, and my money would be on Kratsky – so he could well have a gun.” 
Halford nodded sombrely. 
“Bloody good point – we’ll take firearms officers with us – and just in case your guess is wrong – though from you’ve told us about them all I reckon that you are almost certainly correct – I’ll have them at all five locations.” 
It only took the rest of the morning for the livewire Halford and his clearly very capable number two to have everything organised. Each location would be raided by a team of seven – two detectives and five uniformed officers, three of whom would be firearms specialists and, obviously, armed. All personnel, including the detectives, would wear body armour, including Kevlar helmets – Halford had no intention of risking the health and safety of any of his team members beyond the absolutely unavoidable. Once the suspects had been arrested, things could be taken more slowly – all paper records, all computers, anything that might have a bearing, would be removed by uniformed officers and brought back to the station. Each location would be thoroughly examined by the forensic teams just in case anything linking one or more of the villains to the murder of Liam Hennessey came to light. Lucy and Betty Hooper would be in the team to raid Jewson. In view of the likelihood of Kratsky being armed and dangerous, Halford would lead that team himself, never asking any of his team to take on a risk that he wouldn’t shoulder himself. Again, Lucy was struck by the stark contrast with Agnew. 


*******
 Five o’clock the next morning was cold and chilly. On the stroke of the hour, five teams of officers broke into five premises and minutes later four handcuffed suspects were being ushered into waiting police vehicles. Only four, however. Boris Kratsky had not been at home. 
Boris Kratsky was a violent man. He had little formal education, having grown up in an impoverished village deep in the heart of agricultural Poland, far from the towns and cities with their schools and universities. 
However, he was not stupid – quite the reverse. He had left his native village at the earliest opportunity, first as a teenager to the capital Warsaw, where the burgeoning movement towards democracy had provided Kratsky with the job opportunities, none of them strictly legal, unheard of in his native village. Then Poland’s enrolment in the EU in two thousand and four and the later Schengen agreement giving freedom of movement between member states, had enabled him to move to Britain, which he had seen as the softest target within the EU for a man on the make. 
He had met up with Alan Jewson soon after his arrival in Britain. He had been inwardly amused by the man’s condescension to a Polish vagabond, but in no time at all had installed himself as Jewson’s number 66
two in a profitable tax evasion scam. Jewson, his titular superior in the scam, had been blissfully unaware that his days were numbered; that very shortly Kratsky would move in and replace him and that Jewson would be ushered into an early, and unmarked, grave. 
He was awoken by the shrill sound of his mobile phone on the bedside cabinet. Beside him in the bed Elena Douglas, the casual girlfriend with whom he had spent the night, stirred uneasily in her sleep and started to murmur in soft protest at being disturbed. Kratsky looked at the screen of his phone and what he saw horrified him and brought him instantly to full wakefulness. 
Kratsky was a very security conscious man. One element of that consciousness was that, unbeknown to his landlord, he had installed a sophisticated burglar alarm in his flat. In the event of a break-in, the system rang his mobile – but it did more than just ring the phone. 
Kratsky had installed, as part of the system, miniature, and well hidden, security cameras and the pictures from the cameras – there were three of them, covering virtually all of the flat, were now being beamed to his phone. On the screen he could see men going through the apartment, and they weren’t just casual burglars, but policemen in uniform. 
He swung the bedclothes aside and rose from the bed, hurriedly dragging on his clothes. Now woken by his activity, Elena sat up, still fogged with sleep and stared at him. 
“Boris, what’s going on?” She looked at the bedside clock. “Boris, it’s five in the morning!” 
“Sorry, love – there’s been a break-in at one of the shops – I’ll have to get over there. I doubt I’ll be back before you have to go to work, so I’ll see you tonight – all right?” 
Elena muttered something incoherent but apparently in agreement, still not fully awake. As he finished dressing, Boris turned to look at her. As had sat up the bedclothes had slipped down to her waist and he gazed appreciatively at her, for what he knew, even if she did not, would be the last time, taking in the full breasts and the glossy, shoulder length auburn hair which had first attracted him when he had met her in a bar three months before. 
Ah well, he told himself in resignation, all good things come to an end. Pausing only to pick up his sports bag, the big Puma Evo Power which, to Elena’s puzzlement he had not only brought into the flat the previous evening, but even into the bedroom, he was out of the front door less than ten minutes after being woken. 
Unlike his own apartment, which had its own car park in an area rich with yellow line parking prohibitions, his CR-V was parked in the road. A further ninety seconds and he was driving away, the sports bag on the front passenger seat beside him. 
As he left the immediate vicinity, his mind was working furiously on his next move. He had to assume that somehow the police had got onto Jewson’s tax evasion scheme. Nothing else made sense; if it had been anything to do with that meddling journalist they would surely have made sure that he was at home before risking forcing an entry, and with weapons at the ready, not casually slung as they had appeared on the screen of his phone. 
He reviewed his options. The first thing that he had to do was to dump his car; he had no doubt that the police would be aware of it and that its number would be on every local copper’s ‘look for’ list. Unknown to anyone, as far as he was aware, he did have another vehicle hidden away in a lock-up garage, but that was twenty minutes’ drive away, even at this godforsaken hour of the morning. Would it be safe to gamble on driving there in the Honda? And once there the Honda would have to be left nearby, which just might be a pointer to the police as to the location of his second vehicle, something that he was reluctant to risk. 
Mentally, he reviewed the local geography; he was only five minutes away from Purley railway station and its car park. He had used the park in the past and knew that it was open to anyone simply driving into it. It was a pay and display facility, but quite a few locals parked there overnight once the station staff had left in the evening, removing their cars before the station came alive again the following morning. With luck there would be cars there at this very moment. 
And so it proved. There were eight or nine cars parked when he swung off the road and through the entrance a few minutes later. He surveyed them, hoping that there would be something suitable for his purpose. He was reluctant to attempt to break into anything too modern; car security systems had improved greatly over the last decade or so. He was in luck; a fifteen year old Vauxhall Astra offered a relatively easy target and ten minutes later he was driving away in his new acquisition. 
He drove carefully, making sure to observe all speed limits, scrupulously obeying all traffic lights, until he reached his lock-up. He parked the Astra a couple of hundred yards away in a side road and finished his journey on foot. 
Once inside the garage he checked over the contents of his sports bag. He was a careful man and he could have recited them from memory with no problem at all, but he checked anyway. Everything was there; two full changes of clothing, additional underwear, a sponge bag with toilet necessities, two thousand pounds in cash, an equivalent amount in Euros, his Polish passport – almost certainly of no use to him at the moment, 67
the police would almost certainly know about it, and what might well turn out to be his most useful item of equipment in his current situation. Nestling at the top of the bag, which whilst in the car had been unzipped, affording easy access if needed, was his pistol, a Smith and Wesson model forty-one. ‘Only’ a point two-two, if properly used it was all that he needed. Ten and a half inches long, two and a half pounds in weight, it was big enough to be scary for anyone facing it, regardless of the power of the cartridges in its ten shot magazine. On the other hand, it wouldn’t win him a shoot-out with police armed with submachine guns, but if such an enemy appeared he had no intention of involving himself in a gunfight; surrender would be by far the most sensible option under such circumstances. 
There were other items. A Belgian passport and identity card in the name of Henri Desgranges; Henri was a real person, although no longer a living one, having fallen foul of Kratsky in a disagreement over finance some three years earlier. Henri had borne a strong facial resemblance to Kratsky, and his colouring was similar, which is why Kratsky had kept the documents after the unfortunate Monsieur Desgranges had slipped beneath the waters of the English Channel a couple of miles off Dover. The only noticeable difference between the two of them was that Desgranges had sported a pencil thin moustache and a small beard – the type that had been called a ‘Prince Imperial’ in years gone by. Kratsky wasn’t foolish enough to think that imitation whiskers could complete the illusion; he would have to grow the real things if he wished to take advantage of the Desgranges passport and that would take a week or more, so must be seen as a long term project. He would also have to avoid any French speaking native Belgians; although he was reasonably fluent in the language, his accent would never fool a genuine inhabitant of the Walloon element of the country. It should, however, pass in any casual discussion with British officials. 
Using the Belgian documentation, however, was for the future, if indeed it ever needed to be used at all. Far more pressing a matter was just what he was to do over the next few days, possibly the next few weeks. 
Clearly the police were on his trail. He had no confidence in the ability, or even the willingness, of Jewson, Masterman, Royce or Shaw to resist the temptation to tell the police as much about him as they possibly could – why should they protect him if offered a slightly less unpleasant time for giving him up? 
So, where could he hide up? His own place was obviously right out of the question. He doubted if any of his colleagues were aware of his relationship with Elena Douglas, but he had no idea how long he might have been on the police’s radar –although he felt that it was unlikely, there was the slight possibility that they might know about her, so there could be no question of going back to her place. 
How much effort, he wondered, would the police put in trying to find him? He found it impossible to believe that his had been the only home raided – they must surely have been after Jewson and company as well, so if one villain slipped through the net, how bothered would they be? After all, he wasn’t a terrorist, actual or suspected, It seemed very unlikely that they were after him for the deaths of Desgranges or Hennessey; murderers also caught the attention of the police, but it was reasonable to assume that they didn’t regard him as such. 
He could always book into a cheap hotel – but even a cheap hotel would have people coming and going, and should the police issue his picture on the news media – even though it seemed unlikely for a simple fraud case - he might be recognised, and he had no idea how long he might need to hide out. He reviewed the contents of his sports bag. When the meddling journalist had ceased to be a nuisance – he smiled inwardly at the look of terror on the man’s face when he had realised that this was one situation in which the sanctity of the press had no bearing – he had originally intended to anonymise the corpse as far as obvious items were concerned – phone, credit cards, that sort of thing – but in the end had decided not to bother. Hennessey would surely be identified sooner or later, but there was nothing about him, nor his car, to represent a lead back to Kratsky himself. He had, however, kept anything that looked as though it might possibly be of some future use – which had included a bunch of keys. 
He toyed with the idea. Surely nobody would think of looking for him in the home of a dead man? When he had realised that Hennessey was onto them, that he had been spying on them for weeks, possibly months, he hadn’t thought to quiz the man about his domestic arrangements. He had, however, kept the man’s keys and a note of his address ‘just in case’ – who could tell what might prove useful one day? 
Another example of his caution and forethought stood in the garage. The six year old Mondeo had belonged to Henri Desgranges, who obviously had no further use for it. Kratsky had squirreled the car away and in the intervening three years had religiously taxed and insured it and presented it for its annual MOT inspection, each time masquerading as its late owner. As a result he had a perfectly ‘clean’ vehicle at his disposal. It wouldn’t be picked up as stolen or uninsured by any of the swarm of number plate recognition cameras that infested southern England, so he would have no qualms about driving it anywhere, any time. 
He looked at his watch; it was still only just after seven in the morning; for most people the day was only just beginning. 
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He gave more thought to his predicament. He was assuming that somehow – perhaps even via the efforts of the deceased Liam Hennessey – the police had got onto the tax evasion scheme that Jewson was running, but an unpleasant thought struck him. Suppose, after all, it was Hennessey’s murder that they working on? He was sure that nothing he himself had done had left any clues for the police to work on, but perhaps Hennessey had left something that pointed to him? If so, what could it be? He shook his head in negation. 
Surely anything Hennessey might have left behind would simply point to the tax evasion, not his own murder, something of which he could have had absolutely no premonition. 
One way to find out for sure – he needed to check if Jewson and, presumably, Masterman, Royce and Shaw had also been raided. He knew where all four of them lived, although he had gone to considerable lengths to make sure that none of them knew where he lived. Mentally, he reviewed the locations of their homes and how easy it might be to determine by a simple drive-by if they had attracted the attention of the police. He immediately discounted the homes of Royce and Shaw. Both lived in flats, in Royce’s case on the second floor whilst Shaw lived on the third. Both places could be stuffed full of police with no indication at street level that anything out of the ordinary was taking place. He also discounted Jewson’s mini-mansion – the surrounding wall and hedge would make observation difficult. On the other hand, Masterman lived in a semi-detached house with no front garden; if the police were there then their presence should be fairly obvious. 
One way which would avoid even the need of a drive-by rested in front of him. He could simply phone one or other of them; if they answered then obviously, and for whatever reason, he was the sole target of the police. He started to reach for the phone, then stopped, mentally cursing himself. In his haste to escape from Elena’s place, he had left his phone switched on. If the police were actively looking for him at the present time, they could get a reasonable indication of his current location by triangulation on the phone’s signal. He was about to switch it off when he realised that not only had he failed to switch it off, but the app which linked to his burglar alarm was still running. Fascinated, he viewed police going through the flat, searching every nook and cranny, some of them bearing away documents and books. He noted that his computer had already disappeared. 
With a sigh of relief he turned the phone off, then to make absolutely sure that it could not betray him, opened the back and removed the battery. The ongoing activity in his flat by the police was totally at variance with what they would be doing if they thought that they were searching for an armed murderer. If that had been the case, once they had realised that he was not at home the flat would have been of no interest to them other than as a possible site for an ambush. What they were doing screamed aloud that they were looking for physical evidence – and it could only be physical evidence of the tax evasion scheme. 
However, having had his phone on for the last two hours meant that his general location might already have been identified. It was time to move. 
He decided against bothering with checking out Masterman’s house for signs of police activity; what he had seen on the screen of his phone convinced him that there was no need – the police were onto the tax evasion scam. More importantly, he needed somewhere to hide out, at the very least for a day or two whilst he worked on his longer term plans. He decided that he would investigate Liam Hennessey’s dwelling to see if it might offer a suitable hidey-hole. The address was intriguing – ‘Gate Lodge, Timberlake Drive’. It sounded a bit grand for a thirty something local reporter, but nothing ventured, nothing gained. He would have liked to have checked it out before hand, but his computer, with its Google Maps application, was in the hands of the police, and whilst he knew that some of the more sophisticated mobile phones boasted a similar facility, his wasn’t one of them, and in any case he was reluctant to switch it back on again for the moment for fear of betraying his location to the police – he had no idea how hard they might be trying to track him down at this very moment. He drove slowly away from the lock-up, something else that was now part of the past, never to be revisited, and turned the car towards the Surbiton area. 
The first thing that he needed to do was to actually locate Hennessey’s place; fortunately Desgranges’ 
Mondeo had an A to Z in the glove compartment, and whilst nothing like as informative as Google Maps, at least it meant that he knew where to go. 
It was a little before eight in the morning that Kratsky drove slowly past an anomalous building at the beginning of what was clearly an estate road leading into a development of at least several hundred houses, the nearest of which was a good hundred yards beyond ‘Gate Lodge’ which was a small bungalow backing onto a stand of mature trees. As he drove along the road towards the start of the housing, he could see water gleaming amongst the trees. 
The estate road proved to be the beginning of a circuitous route passing a mixed bag of houses ranging from small semis to quite large four bedroom detached properties. Eventually the road led him back to the main road perhaps three quarters of a mile away from where he had first left it and passed Hennessey’s house. He was intrigued by that house – it was so small and isolated from any other dwelling. It was also a good bit 69
older that the houses of the estate, which looked as though they had all been built at much the same time, perhaps in the nineteen sixties, although he was no expert in such matters. 
Had Kratsky but known it, the history of Hennessey’s house was quite interesting. In the mid eighteen sixties James Hughes, having amassed a considerable fortune in the timber trade, decided that, at fifty-six years of age, it was time to quit active business and take advantage of his wealth. The first thing that he wanted, he decided, was a decent house. At that time the area beyond Surbiton was still farm land and he purchased some two hundred acres of land, land which rolled gently up and down and which included a stand of mature trees about two hundred yards from the site of the house itself, a stand of trees which encircled water. A pond? A lake? When does the one shade into the other? Hughes had his own, firm idea on the matter. It was a lake, and so the house was christened Timberlake Hall. 
The distance from the house to the road was bridged by a substantial drive, starting at a pair of ornate wrought iron gates. Hughes’ view of the importance of the house – and of himself – demanded a lodge at the gates, and so ‘Gate Lodge’ was born. A hundred years rolled by; the Hughes family, whilst not reduced to penury, were reduced to considerably lesser straits and John Hughes descendent, William, sold the house and its land to a developer. The house was demolished, the land built on, but the lodge was untouched. The trees and the lake, especially the lake, were its salvation. The developer had discovered that attempting to drain the lake and divert the small stream which fed it, would be horrendously expensive and even when achieved would leave an area very prone to flooding at the least suspicion of heavy rain. The conclusion was obvious; the trees and the lake remained untouched and the small lodge sat on so tiny a site that it wasn’t worth redeveloping so eventually the little house found its way onto the rental market. 
Liam Hennessey and Yvette Milner had both lived in small flats before deciding to live together. Neither flat was really what they wanted for any length of time, and by rather more than a year or so earlier Gate Lodge had once more come on the market. Not for sale – the two of them would have been hard put to afford somewhere even so small – but for rent, a rent that they could afford, so they had moved in. The house’s location had enchanted them – only a few minutes’ drive from the centre of Surbiton, yet with the trees behind them and the beginnings of the housing estate blocked from their view, they might almost have been in the country. For the two of them it had been an idyllic location – until Liam had been murdered. Had the young couple but known it, the relative isolation of their home could scarcely have been bettered for Kratsky’s purpose had they tried. 
Kratsky drove away from the area and parked in a suburban street a mile or so away from Gate Lodge, then walked back. It was now approaching ten in the morning. When he had killed Hennessey he had gone through his belongings; his wallet had contained a photograph of a young woman, presumably a wife or girlfriend. The question was, did she live at Gate Lodge, and if so, was she there now? Only one way to find out. 
He walked up to the door and rapped firmly upon it with the ornate brass knocker. There was no reply. He waited several minutes to be sure, then opened the door, using one of the keys that he had taken from Hennessey’s body. The door opened straight into a small, but comfortably furnished and well maintained living room. A door to one side led to an equally bijou kitchen, a door opposite to a small room laid out as an office. Yet a third door from the main room led into a short passageway, off which opened two bedrooms and a bathroom. The kitchen gave evidence that the house was in current occupation – fresh milk, a corked but half empty bottle of white wine. Rummaging around gave him the information that he needed. A photographic portrait on the living room wall matched the picture of the girl that he had seen in Hennessey’s wallet. The desk in the office revealed that she was Yvette Milner, a nurse at Epsom District Hospital, which was where she presumably was at that moment. 
He helped himself to cup of coffee and settled down to wait for the return of Ms. Milner. 


**********
 Yvette drove her Mini onto the small area of hard standing in front of the bungalow, switched off the engine, and wearily climbed out of the small car. She pulled her bag out from behind the driver’s seat, walked to the front door, turned the key in the lock and walked inside. 
As she took a second pace into the room she was seized from behind and literally thrown across its width, collapsing in a heap onto the two seater settee. She heard the front door slam closed and started to turn round, but before she could complete the manoeuvre she was forced back down, her face pushed mercilessly into the cushion. 
A hand gripped the back of her neck with crushing force, drawing a muffled gasp of pain from her as it forced her face further into the cushion. She was aware of someone’s face close to her left ear. 
“I’m going to let you up in a moment. If you try to scream or try to yell out I’ll break your fucking neck, understand me, bitch?” 
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She mumbled an affirmative as best she could with her mouth half full of cushion, and felt the pressure on her neck relax as the man – surely it had to be a man? – stepped back. 
She slowly levered herself up onto her knees, then swivelled half way round to find herself facing a large man, heavily built with dark hair and staring dark eyes which glared threateningly at her. 
“Sit on the settee.” 
She did as she was ordered, trembling with fear. 
“What do you want with me?” 
Instead of answering, the man leant forward and slapped her across the cheek, hard enough to sting, but not hard enough to do any real damage. 
“Let’s get one thing straight right away, bitch. You don’t talk unless to answer me, right?” 
She nodded dumbly. 
“Right, let’s start with an easy question. Who are you – what’s your name?” 
For a moment her voice failed her, then she managed to form the words. 
“I’ve Yvette Milner.” 
“Now, that wasn’t hard, now was it? Right, Yvette, what do you do for a living?” 
“I’m a nurse, a nurse at Epsom General Hospital.” 
“When are you next on duty?” 
For a moment she was tempted lie, to claim that she was on night duty that very night – then she remembered that her timetable was in full view on the kitchen wall. 
“Monday morning – I’m on an early, starting at eight.” 
“And who else lives, here, Yvette?” 
“Nobody – I live alone.” 
“Oh, so why are there men’s clothing in the wardrobe.” 
“They were my fiancé’s.” 
“So where is he?” 
Tears sprung unbidden to her eyes. 
“He’s dead. He was murdered.” 
“That’s a shame – must make you very lonely.” 
She didn’t respond, simply sat staring despondently at the man. 
“Right, down to business. I’m going to be your guest for a few days or so. During our time together you will do exactly as I tell you, without question. Cross me, and believe me, I will kill you – you won’t be the first and I don’t suppose that you will be the last. Are you with me so far?” 
She nodded, not trusting herself to speak. 
“Speak up, Yvette – I want to be sure that you understand.” 
“Yes, I understand.” 
“Good. Now I don’t expect to be finished here by Monday, so on Sunday you will phone the hospital and call in sick – not to expect you for at least a week. Right?” 
“Yes.” 
“OK. Now, I see that you don’t have a landline here, so you must have a mobile. Where is it?” 
She indicated her bag where it lay on the floor where it had fallen when she had been thrown across the room. 
“It’s in my bag.” 
“Good.” 
He bent down and retrieved the bag, opened it and removed her phone, which he slipped into his pocket. 
“Now, is there another phone in the house? One belonging to your fiancé perhaps?” 
“No, the police kept his phone as evidence. I don’t know if I will ever get it.” 
“That must be upsetting for you, Yvette – or, and how rude of me not to introduce myself. You may call be Boris.” 
It was the beginning of a nightmare for Yvette, a nightmare that got worse as the day wore on. At just before ten in the evening the man who called himself Boris announced that it was time for bed. Yvette looked at him uncertainly. 
“You heard me,” he said, “take your clothes off for bed.” 
She shook her head in desperation. Boris sighed theatrically and reached into a jacket pocket, from he produced what looked like a large penknife. He pressed a button on the handle, and with a sharp click a five inch blade of razor sharp steel flashed out and locked into position. It was a flick knife, a weapon lock declared illegal in Britain, the badge of manhood for Teddy Boys in the fifties and sixties. Yvette eyed it with horror. 
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“You heard me, Yvette. Take off your clothes, or I will cut them off you with this – and if your flesh suffers a few gashes in the process, well just look upon it the price you have to pay.” 
It was a persuasive argument; with trembling fingers the terrified girl undressed. Once she was naked Boris dragged her into the nearer bedroom, which in happier days had been the one that she had shared with Liam, threw her down on the bed and raped her. Despite his earlier warnings she screamed, not once but several times, but there was nobody to here and most certainly nobody to help. 
When he had satisfied himself, Boris dragged her into the smaller of the two bedrooms. It had a single bed and he proceeded to fasten her wrists together with a pair of plastic cable ties fashioned into an impromptu set of handcuffs, to which he tied a length of he secured to the bedframe. Thus tethered, she had a limited radius of movement, although she could not quite reach the door handle. 
“Now, Yvette, if you try hard enough I am sure that you could untie that rope from the bed, but I would strongly advise you against doing anything of the sort. Remember, I’m going to be here for a few days. 
Whether you survive those few days or force me to dispose of you is a matter of total disinterest to me. Play your cards right and you will be alive when I leave – but only if you play your cards right.” 
Yvette had thought that the night that she had learned of Liam’s death was the worst of her life; she was wrong. This night was even worse. Amazingly, she did drift into fitful sleep, only to jerk awake in terror at regular intervals. 
Somehow she survived, not just that night but those that followed, and the days in between. As ordered, on the Sunday she phoned the hospital and advised them of her ‘illness’ and that she expected to be off for a week at least. 
Several times during the week Boris left the house; on each occasion he first tied her to a chair in such a way that escape was impossible. Finally, on the second Sunday, the ninth day of her ordeal, he amazed her. She had long assumed that when it was time for him to leave that he would kill her; she had effectively become resigned to the expectation. She was wrong. Shortly after nine o’clock in the morning he announced that he was leaving. Hardly daring to breathe she awaited whatever was to come. 
“Right,” he said, “time for me to go. Sit in the chair, Yvette.” He indicated one of the kitchen style chairs, the chair to which she had been tied whenever he had left the house. Numbly, she did as she was bid. She made no movement as yet again he tied her hands, this time in front of her. Then, however, he did something new. 
He left the room and returned with a pillow case from one of the beds which he proceeded to drop over her head so that she effectively blindfolded. 
Whatever you do,” he warned her, “do not remove that pillowcase until I tell you. This is your last chance to save your life. Do exactly as I say or you will die here and now.” 
Numb with terror she sat still in the chair. Satisfied that the girl was far too frightened to disobey him, Kratsky left her sitting there and went into the bathroom. 
He had always had a heavy growth of beard. Now, after nine days without shaving, it was a beard in the making, rather than a simply unshaven visage, that looked back at him from the bathroom mirror. He had with him the passport of Henri Desgranges and he studied it carefully for several minutes, before finally taking his razor to the long stubble. 
Ten minutes later and it was done. The full facial was gone; instead he sported a pencil thin moustache and a small Prince Imperial beard, rendering his likeness to the photograph of Desgranges in the Belgian passport quite uncanny. It was for this reason that he had blindfolded the girl. He didn’t want her to be able to describe his altered appearance when she spoke to the police. He returned to the living room where Yvette still sat passively in the chair. He leant close to her so that she could hear him through the cloth of the pillowcase. 
“Right, Yvette. I’m leaving now, but I’ll be looking through the window at you for a few minutes, so don’t move for at least ten minutes – obey me in that and you will live – disobey and you won’t. Now, I’ve tied your hands in front of you, so after ten minutes you can remove the pillowcase. I’ve left your mobile for you to find and you’ll be able to use it to call the police – when you find it. Goodbye.” 
He turned away and left, closing the front door quietly behind him. The comment about looking through the window was window dressing – in fact where Yvette sat on her chair she couldn’t be seen through the window. He walked round to the back of the lodge where he secreted his – or Henri Desgranges’ – Mondeo on his arrival, packed his minimal belongings into it, and drove away. 


*******
 Scarcely daring to believe that she was still alive, that there wasn’t some cruel twist to her incarceration still to be played out, Yvette lifted her hands to the blindfolding pillowcase and cautiously slipped it off over her head. The house was empty; she could sense that Boris really had gone. She rose to her feet, staggering slightly from the unsteadiness caused by the length of time that she had been sitting rock still in the chair, 72
and began to search the house for her phone. When she couldn’t immediately find it, she started to panic – 
where was it? She had already checked the door – Boris had locked it from the outside, so short of breaking a window and climbing out, not easy with her hands tied, she was trapped unless she could call for help. 
She stopped short in the middle of the kitchen, determined not to succumb to her panic. She took half a dozen, perhaps more, deep, shuddering breaths to regain control of herself, then restarted her search, this time determinedly pushing to the back of her mind any prospect of failure. 
Eventually she found it; Boris had slipped in under the mattress of the bed he had been using – the bed upon which he had raped her. To her relief it was fully charged; using it with her tied hands was difficult, but by no means impossible, and fifteen minutes after dialling 999 the door was broken open by two burly policemen, quickly followed by two paramedics. 
The rest of the day was a blur. The ambulance whisked her to hospital where she was examined by a young doctor who pronounced her remarkably fit seeing what had been done to her. Whether the rapes would result in pregnancy was a question for another day. She was also interviewed by a female police officer who introduced herself as Inspector Carole Lewis of the specialist unit set up to support rape victims. It was well into the afternoon before she was asked where she would wish to stay – her house was a crime scene and unavailable to her for at least twenty-four hours, perhaps longer. 
The question threw her. Even if the Lodge wasn’t being crawled over by the police she had no wish to spend the night there – the memories were too fresh, too terrifying. She thought of going to an hotel, but the thought of being on her own was unsettling. She had no friends nor work colleagues who might take her in and was about to resign herself, willy-nilly, to an hotel when she remembered the help and support that she had received from the Cranbrook family. She reached for her phone. 


*******
 I was in my office when the extension phone on my desk rang. When John Dawson had been full time at the house, business calls had come through him – there was a separate line for family members which was usually answered by Fellowes or one of the other staff members in the first instance, although of late we had all tended to use mobiles more and more for personal calls. 
Now, the business line was switched through to me if John wasn’t in the house, so I picked it up, little anticipating what the call would come to initiate. 
“Cranbrook.” 
There was a pause on the other end before a female voice spoke hesitantly. 
“Is that you, Sir Harold? It’s Yvette Milner.” 
“Yvette! How nice to hear from you – is there anything I can do for you?” 
“Sir Harold, I need help.” 
She launched into an account of the awful things that had been done to her whilst I listened in growing horror and anger. Finally she concluded her tale with a request. 
“I’ve nowhere to stay at the moment and I can’t bear the thought of going to an hotel. Could I impose on you and your family, at least for tonight?” 
“Of course you must come to us, and it’s no imposition at all. Come and stay as long as you wish – but don’t try driving down – we’ll come and fetch you. Where are you at the moment?” 
“I’m still at the hospital, but they say I can leave as soon as I am ready, so I’m actually sitting in the main concourse.” 
“Do they have a café there?” 
“Yes, Sir Harold.” 
“Right, go and have a drink and something to eat. We’ll be with you as quickly as we can. Oh, and please, it’s ‘Harold’, not ‘Sir Harold’.” 
Ten minutes later Rachel, Helen and I were on the road in the Jaguar. As I drove I filled out the brief request for help that I had made to them and, as had I when listening to Yvette, were increasingly horrified and angry as what had been done to the girl was relayed to them. 
It took us a bit over an hour to do what should have been a ninety minute journey, but fortunately we saw no police cars during our journey. We found Yvette, as expected, in the small café, an empty cup and plate on the table in front of her, and a vacant expression on her face. When she saw us, she leapt to her feet and dashed over to us, throwing her arms around Rachel and Helen as they merged into a combined hug. 
After the girls had disentangled themselves, I led them all back the car and only minutes after arriving, we were on our way back to Cranbrook. 
We were perhaps half way there when Yvette suddenly spoke. 
“I’ve not told anyone where I’m going – I must let the police know, mustn’t I?” 
I thought quickly. I didn’t want some police officer telling her that would need to talk to her – as, of course they obviously would – and therefore she should stay close at hand. 
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“Yes, of course, but wait until we are at the house. For some reason mobile reception is never very good from inside this car – don’t want to be misunderstood as to what you are telling them – or vice versa, of course.” 
There was an element of truth in what I had said – mobile reception inside the Jaguar wasn’t quite as good as when outside the car, although it wasn’t so bad as I had made out, but Yvette accepted what I had said at face value. 
Sure enough, when we got to the house and Yvette phoned an Inspector Lewis who had given her a contact card, it was clear that the police would have preferred her to be nearer at hand, but the officer didn’t push it. 
Instead, Yvette was installed in one of the guest rooms, at which stage she realised that apart from the clothes she stood up in, she had nothing with her. However, a quick trance of the various female wardrobes soon had her changed into fresh apparel and a couple of hours later when she was introduced to the rest of the family before dinner, she was already showing signs of recovery from the distraught young woman we had picked up at the hospital. 


*******
 DI Carole Lewis pondered the fate of the young woman whom she had not long finished talking to and had left at the hospital in the care of the medical and nursing staff – ‘interview’ was far too formal a term to describe the talk she had had with a clearly highly traumatised victim of a particularly vicious and unpleasant incarceration. It wasn’t ‘just’ the rapes – Yvette had expounded upon that aspect to admit that ‘Boris’ had raped her most nights before going to bed – but also the continual fear that she had clearly been under for every minute of her ghastly experience. Carole’s job would encompass following up on the victim’s situation, but the actual investigation of the crime itself would be undertaken by one of the CID teams. As a result of the dichotomy of the investigation, it had been some hours before the actual investigation swung into full gear. 
The team doing the donkey work was headed up by Detective Inspector Charles Dobell, an experienced detective nearing retirement, but who was still as thorough as ever. Once the initial results of the scene of crime officers was before him, and the identity of ‘Boris’ had been discovered from the copious fingerprint evidence at the scene of the crime which in the fullness of time would doubtless be reinforced by the testing of the plentiful DNA samples also present, he had checked thoroughly and discovered that Kratsky was wanted in connection with an ongoing fraud investigation by DCI Terry Halford. Halford was well known to Dobell; indeed, a few years earlier, the high flying Halford had been Dobell’s Detective Sergeant, but Dobell was too long in the tooth, and far too sensible, to resent the younger man his advancement, recognising the man’s very considerable gifts. He phoned his erstwhile subordinate. 
“Halford.” 
“Terry, it’s Charlie Dobell.” 
“Charlie – nice to hear from you – how’s tricks.” 
“Can’t complain – well, at least not too much. Terry, I’ve just been landed with a case of rape and abduction, forceful incarceration – a nasty one, but at least the victim is still alive and not seriously knocked about, although Christ knows what the rapes and the imprisonment may have done to the poor girl mentally. Thing is, the perpetrator is known to us, and he’s someone you are after – Boris Kratsky.” 
“Bloody Hell! Really?” 
“Yes, really. Now it’s a long way from fraud, and we’ll be going through all the normal routines – but do you want to be involved in any way? Not in the direct investigation, of course – that’s my pigeon, but might it be helpful if I kept one of your folk up to date in case there is any sort of overlap in the future?” 
“Yes please, Charlie – if somebody could keep my DI, Betty Hooper, in the picture that would be great. Oh, and there’s another case involved. Kratsky is a suspect in a murder, although there’s no evidence against him or he would have been pulled in ages ago. The murder is on the plate of DI Lucy Collyer – do you know her?” 
“Yes, I remember her as a DC a few years back – looked a bright girl. Didn’t realise that she’s made DI already though, last I heard she was a DS.” 
“She’s not long in rank. This is her first murder and she’s pretty cheesed off that she can’t get anything on this Kratsky, who from you say is an even nastier piece of work than we realised.” 
“So Kratsky’s a subject of three investigation – we’d better make sure that all our lines of communication are kosher – don’t want any confusion over who does what.” 
“Too right, Charlie – do you want to let Lucy know about Kratsky’s latest effort, or shall I?” 
“Do you mind doing it, Terry – I’m pretty busy at the moment as we’ve only been on the case for a few hours, and I think that it’s only fair that she gets an update as quickly as possible.” 
“OK, Charlie – leave that bit with me.” 
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Lucy listened in amazement when Terry Halford phoned her to update her on the latest twist in the hunt for Boris Kratsky. The thing was assuming ridiculous proportions, with three teams now after the man for three separate crimes. Three teams after one suspect – but where was he now? Then something dawned. 
“Terry, do we know how Kratsky got into the house?” 
There was a moment’s silence whilst Halford digested what she had said. 
“I’ve no idea – but I see what you are thinking. If he didn’t break in he must have had a key – and the only way that he could have had a key in his possession is if it came from Liam Hennessey. You’d better talk to Charlie Dobell – your investigation and his just got a bit closer.” 
Ten minutes later, Lucy was talking to Dobell. 
“Inspector Dobell? DI Lucy Collyer – can we talk about the Kratsky case, please?” 
“Of course – oh, and everyone calls me Charlie – except my wife when she’s mad at me!” 
“Thanks, Charlie. Look, do you know how Kratsky gained entrance to the Milner house yet?” 
“Not for sure. The girl herself is in too much of a state to make very much sense of some aspects of what happened, so we haven’t interviewed her yet, although Carole Lewis of the rape support team has spoken with her and says that she’s a pretty tough character, despite what she’s been through, and she ought to be up to talking to us tomorrow. As to how he got in – no signs of a door or window being forced. He might have had a key, he might have knocked on the door and been let in.” 
He paused. 
“Ah, if he had a key – where did he get it? If he did have a key, it must have come from Hennessey, mustn’t it? And that puts him bang in the frame as your murderer, Lucy.” 
“That’s what I was thinking, as well. Perhaps Yvette Milner can help us over that.” 
“Look, why don’t we both talk to her as soon as she is up to it? Save time – I suppose you have met her?” 
“Oh yes – first when she reported her boyfriend missing, then after we found his body.” 
“Then you’ll be a face she recognises, rather than just being presented with my ugly mug.” 


********
 It was Carole Lewis who received Yvette’s call, informing the police that she staying with friends. When she heard that the friends lived nearly sixty miles away and in the area of another police force, she was mildly irritated, but could well understand that the girl needed friendly faces around her at the moment and made no protest, although she did say that it was important that the officers investigating the case talked to her as soon as she felt up to it. Yvette suggested that whoever wanted to speak to her should come to her if possible as she was still suffering from the effects of her ordeal and didn’t want to travel any more than she had to. 
Carole thought about it, then felt that it was politic to agree. Relaxed and in a friendly environment, they were more likely to get a better response from their witness than if they insisted on her coming to the police station, although that would have to happen at some stage so that a formal statement could be taken. 
Once she had finished speaking to Yvette she called Dobell and updated him. The older detective was quite blasé about the matter. 
“Wouldn’t mind a run into the countryside me self – and it’s not as though she’s a million miles away.” 



Chapter Twenty-Two
It was the next day that Dobell and Lucy drove down to Cranbrook to meet with Yvette. As they drove up to the entrance to Cranbrook Hall, Dobell whistled appreciatively. 
“Bleedin’ Hell – I wouldn’t mind having friends with a place like this!” 
The two officers were further impressed to be greeted at the door by a butler, no less, who led them through to a large library where, he advised them, Sir Harold and Miss Yvette were awaiting them. 
Lucy had met Cranbrook back when Liam Hennessey’s disappearance had first been reported and was aware of his title, but she hadn’t realised the sort of background the man came from. 
‘Still’ she said to herself, ‘don’t hold the fact that the man is stinking rich prejudice you against him, even if he probably does grind down the faces of the poor.’ As they introduced themselves, Yvette asked if they would mind if Cranbrook stayed with them. Lucy glanced at Dobell – after all this stage of the investigation was his baby – and received an infinitesimal nod of agreement. 
“That would be fine, Yvette – this isn’t anything formal, we just want to get as much information as we can that will help us in catching this man.” 
As they all sat down, Cranbrook offered them refreshments, an offer they gladly accepted as a further reinforcement of the informality of the occasion. Coffee and biscuits arrived in an instant, carried in by a maid. This is positively Victorian, Lucy told herself, but then turned to the matter in hand. 
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“Yvette, Inspector Dobell here is leading the investigation into what happened to you last week, but as you know, I am investigating Liam’s murder and we are just about certain that the man who kept you prisoner was involved in that as well.” 
Yvette looked even more distraught at the news and Lucy cursed herself for introducing the possibility so soon in the discussion. Hurriedly, she moved on. 
“Yvette, we need to hear from you everything that you can remember about the time Kratsky had you imprisoned. For a start, do you know how he got into your house – I understand that he was waiting for you when you got home?” 
“That’s right – I just walked in and there he was.” 
“So, do you know how he got in?” 
“Of course, he had keys…” 
Her voice tailed off as she realised the implications of what she had just said. 
“They were Liam’s keys,” she said dully. “I recognised them at the time, but somehow I’d blocked it out.” 
“Can you be sure the keys were Liam’s?” 
“Oh yes,” she fumbled in the pocket of the jacket that she was wearing and extracted a small bunch of keys. 
“They were more or less the same as these – front door, back door, key to my Mini, key to Liam’s Mondeo. 
The difference between the two bunches was that this,” she fanned out the bunch and indicated one of the keys, “is the key to my locker at the hospital – obviously Liam didn’t have one of those. Instead he had a key to his desk at work – and of course I don’t have one of those. There was one other thing, though. He had a fob on his key ring, a fob which I bought for him on his birthday last year. It was circular, about the size of a fifty pence piece, enamelled, with a shamrock on one side and the words ‘Son of Ireland’ on the other.” 
She paused, and tears trickled down her cheeks. 
“I must have recognised it at the time and realised what it must mean, but somehow, I don’t know how, I blocked it out. I suppose I couldn’t bear the thought that the man who was holding me prisoner must be Liam’s murderer.” 
If anything, she looked even worse, and Lucy wondered if the young woman was really fit to carry on. The same thought must have struck Cranbrook, for, apart from his earlier offer of refreshments, he spoke for the first time. 
“Inspectors, I wonder if I might suggest that we take a break for a second cup of coffee – would that be agreeable?” 
Before Lucy could respond, it was Dobell who answered. 
“I think that would be an excellent idea if it isn’t too much trouble, Sir Harold.” 
“No trouble at all, Inspector.” 
Lucy watched in mild amusement as, for the second tome, their host pressed a bell push on a cord beside his chair. Clearly he had made some sort of previous arrangement, for within little more a minute, the same maid who had served them previously entered bearing a second tray of coffee and biscuits. 
As they all gratefully indulged in the refreshments, Lucy found herself wondering about Sir Harold Cranbrook. There was, she told herself, an air of quiet determination about the man. He was no oil painting, no male cosmetic producer would ever see him as a suitable model for their products, but he had, she told herself, an ‘interesting’ face, made perhaps more so by the faint scar that ran down from the outside of his left eyebrow to the angle of his jaw. She wondered how he had come by it. He was, she estimated, a little over six feet tall and well built, but without any trace of flabbiness about him. He was also, she reflected, married. Pity. 
The coffee had the desired effect; Yvette calmed down noticeably after a minute or two and professed herself ready to continue. 
In truth, there was little more to be explored. The upshot of talking to Yvette was that Dobell and Lucy were convinced that Kratsky was the murdered of Liam Hennessey – something that Lucy had long believed anyway – as well as the rapist and incarcerator of Yvette Milner. 
Lucy did ask Yvette where she could be contacted in the days ahead; the girl looked uncertainly towards Cranbrook who answered. 
“Yvette can stay here for as long as she wishes.” 
The girl looked gratefully at her host before speaking herself. 
“That’s very kind of you, Harold,” her thanks were waved aside gently but dismissively, “I really can’t bear the thought of going home. As it’s rented I’m going to surrender my tenancy – going back there would be awful.” 
The detectives took their leave; as they drove away, it was Dobell who voiced the thought that was in both their minds. 
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“You know, I can’t understand Kratsky. It’s almost as if he wanted us to know that it was him. Going to the house that Hennessey and Milner lived in, staying there, making no attempt to conceal his identity from the girl. All we have to do now is to find the bugger.” 
But that was easier said than done. Days went by with no trace of the missing suspect, despite every effort of the police. 
DCI Agnew had become increasingly impatient at the lack of progress and after a further week insisted that Lucy and her team put the search for Kratsky very much on the back burner and concentrate on other matters. For Lucy, the failure to make an arrest in the first murder case in her career as a DI was a bitter disappointment, but she had to admit that Agnew’s order was the only logical outcome to the case, at least for the time being. As an unsolved murder inquiry, the case would never be officially closed, but it would also attract just about zero effort in future unless something new turned up. 



Chapter Twenty-Three
The reason that the police could not find Kratsky was because after leaving Yvette in her home, he had driven to the coast and had booked into a Holiday Inn not far from Dover harbour. It wasn’t only Henri Desgranges’ car that he had hung onto – he had also kept the man’s bank account and credit cards together with the details of his on-line banking information which the Belgian had been only too happy to offer up in the mistaken belief that it might save his life. As a result, Kratsky had a complete, and genuine, new identity. 
Only by the physical attributes of fingerprints and DNA could he be differentiated from his one-time victim. 
Over the three years since Desgranges had met his fate beneath the waves, Kratsky had even deposited funds into the dead man’s accounts, so the fact that he could no longer safely access his own bank account was of little consequence. As a result, so far as the reception clerk was concerned, it was ‘Mr. Desgranges’ who booked in and paid for his room by credit card. Similarly, when it came to booking a ticket for himself and 
‘his’ car on the ferry, it was M. Desgranges, a citizen of Belgium but long resident in the UK, who would appear on the passenger manifest. 
Kratsky had decided that, at least for a while, it would be as well to vacate the shores of Britain. He was sure that in due course the British police would apply for a European Arrest Warrant – but, again, it would be in the name of Boris Kratsky, not Henri Desgranges. 
He had yet to decide where he would go once the ferry docked in Calais; Belgium was out of the question – 
although he was fluent in French no genuine Belgian Walloon would be deceived by his accent, which owed more to time spent in the underworld of Paris rather than in Brussels or any other French speaking Belgian city. He could, he mused, stay in France, but not in Paris itself. He had left the city in two thousand and four to move to Britain, a move necessitated by his falling foul of a Parisian gang located around the Montmartre area, a falling foul which had left one gang member dead, and two badly injured, one of them ever since confined to a wheelchair. The gang had sworn vengeance, and whilst there was no reason to expect that anyone from the gang would connect the Belgian Henri Desgranges with the Pole Boris Kratsky, even that slight a chance was one too many when there were many other alternatives available to him. There was also the fact that the Paris police had also been looking for him back then, and should he somehow be foolish enough to let his fingerprints or DNA come to their notice now, they would soon realise that Henri Desgranges and Boris Kratsky were one and the same person. 
In the event, as he drove off the ferry at Calais, he had decided where to make for. The small town of Ardres, with a population of four or five thousand, was about twelve miles from Calais – far enough away to not be caught up in the port’s hinterland, but near enough for a quick dash to the ferry should such a thing be needed. It was also big enough for a stranger not to stick out like a sore thumb, but small enough to be seen by the local gendarmerie as a low crime, low risk area, so not high on their list of places that they would have to keep a keen eye on. 
He booked into the small, but comfortable, Hotel le Rélais in the Boulevard Constantin Senlecq, opposite a small green which offered a quite area of shade to sit and contemplate the statue of some general or other – 
something which every small French town seemed honour bound to erect. 
As he unpacked, he reflected on the events of the previous few days. By now he was confident that Jewson and company would be well and truly up to their necks in the fraud investigation, and he had no doubt about the outcome. The four of them were certain to spend some time behind bars. 
He was also certain that the police would be pressing his four one-time colleagues for as much information as they could possibly reveal about himself. He was under no illusions; the other four would give up every scrap of information they possessed if there was any chance of in so doing they would have their own misdeeds viewed less strictly – it was only natural that, regardless of the view of the tax authorities, the 77
police themselves would be far more interested in him, as a murderer and rapist, than the four perpetrators of a white collar crime. It was for that reason that he had left Yvette Milner alive and had made no attempt to hide his identity whilst at Gate Lodge – the more concentrated the search for Boris Kratsky, the better the chance of Henri Desgranges escaping their notice. 
He reviewed his belongings; his ‘escape bag’ contained enough spare clothing for a few days, but he would need to add to his wardrobe in the not too distant future and he would have to be careful when he did so. The hotel was too small to offer a laundry service, but there was a laundry in the town, so that was one problem taken care of. What about money? He had two thousand Euros in the bag – unless he changed the pounds into Euros they would be of no use to him in France, but he was reluctant to part with them in case he decided to return to the UK at short notice. 
The Desgranges accounts held enough funds to keep him at the hotel – or a similarly priced establishment somewhere else – for about eighteen months. After that, then what? If he was to stay in France he would need some form of income, and the idea of getting a legal job was something he didn’t entertain for a moment. On the other hand, Ardres was too small a place to offer any opportunity to link up with local criminals in the way that he done in Paris a decade earlier. He had more funds available, funds that he had salted away during his time with Jewson and even from his time in Paris, but they were held in a tax haven account in the Cayman Islands and he was uncomfortably aware of the efforts that the international banking community was bringing to bear on such havens. To access those funds might trigger an enquiry from the fraud investigating branch of the UK’s HMRC; he might be being paranoid, but he felt that accessing the Cayman Island funds, should he need to do so, would have to be a very carefully planned, one time only, exercise, and before undertaking it, he would have had to have established a safe depository for them. 
Obviously he could not set up anything in the name of Boris Kratsky, and to start from scratch setting up a suitable account in his Henri Desgranges persona needed very careful thought. 
There was one item that he had not been able to bring over in his ‘escape bag’. Sadly, he had decided that it was too risky to attempt to bring his pistol with him. Even though security on the ferry was nothing like as thorough as at an airport, there was always the chance of falling foul of a random search; to be found with the pistol in his possession would have been a disaster, so the Smith and Wesson had been reluctantly deposited in a small stream beside which he stopped whilst en route to Dover. Without it, or at least some sort of weapon, he felt vulnerable, but the chances of acquiring a replacement any time soon in a small town like Ardres were slim to the point of non-existence. 
In all of his thinking, Kratsky was blissfully unaware of one fact concerning Henri Desgranges, something that would play a major part in the events that were to unfold in the near future


********
 I had meant precisely what I said when I told Yvette, in the presence of the two police officers, that she was welcome to stay at Cranbrook Hall for as long as she wished. In fact, I welcomed the addition to our numbers, just as I – and indeed Rachel and Helen – had welcomed Elizabeth and her family whilst the damage that their house had suffered in the fire was being repaired. Truth to tell, rather than becoming more at home with my life style at Cranbrook, when there had been just Rachel, Helen and myself in the house whilst Georgina and Jane were away at, respectively, university and school, I had become more and more uneasy at the fact of the three of us being supported by five members of staff. I wasn’t worried about the cost
– the estate could well bear it, and in any case, I had promised each of them that they could keep their jobs as long as they wished, but after my time in the Army, the life that I was now leading seemed pointless and almost parasitic. Rachel felt somewhat the same, but as therapy had thrown herself body and soul into her work as CEO of Addington Care, but even that was going to have to stop, or at least be interrupted, in the not very far distant future, as only the previous week she had told me that she was pregnant. 
Now with eight of us in the house – and ten when Georgina and Jane returned for the holidays – I felt less unworthy. Elizabeth, George, Michael and Susan had been in need of a roof over their heads, even if only temporarily, and Yvette in need of a safe haven after her terrifying ordeal at the hands of Boris Kratsky, there was more purpose to being ‘lord of the manor’ – I was able to use the good fortune fate had handed to me without any effort on my part, and by the loss of my brave and brilliant brother Robert, to the advantage of others. 
I was concerned about Yvette; I could only begin to imagine - and even there I was almost certainly deceiving myself – how she must be feeling. Her partner had been brutally murdered, then she herself had suffered physical and sexual abuse and deep humiliation, coupled with constant terror, at the hands of her partner’s murderer – it just didn’t bear thinking about. 
As a result of my concern, after Yvette had been with us for a week and was beginning to sort out giving up the tenancy of Gate Lodge – and how I could well understand her determination never to set foot in the place again – I talked over with Rachel an idea that had formed in my mind. 
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The upshot of our discussion was that a few evenings later the two of us button-holed Yvette after dinner, a dinner at which Rachel had made everyone else party to the good news about her pregnancy, to delighted congratulations from the assemblage. 
Rachel started the discussion. 
“Yvette, now I’ve joined the club, I’m not going to be able to carry on as CEO at Addington Care for more than another four to five months at best. Now, I think the company does a bloody good job now the Harold has drawn the fangs of that wretched nan Crane, but if I let the reins slip just because I’m pregnant, I’m sure that he’ll try and come back into the reckoning and make a bloody nuisance of himself. Look, I know that this is really out of left field – but how would you feel about taking my place? Either temporarily, or – 
preferably as far as I am concerned – for as long as you want?” 
Yvette was clearly taken aback. 
“But I don’t know anything about running a company – I’d be a disaster.” 
It was my turn to contribute. 
“Don’t sell yourself short, Yvette. You’re a qualified nurse, which is a definite plus in leading a group of care homes. That alone means that you are ideally suited to ensure that the homes are run to the maximum benefits of the inmates, and will be their advocate when the likes of Crane start coming up with bright ides about maximising profits. To be honest, neither Rachel nor I care in the least if the company turns a profit, although we can’t let it run at loss. The less it is in profit on day to day account, the lower the dividend to the shareholders, including Crane, Hopefully, they might pack their bags and leave – and good riddance. As far as I am concerned, the homes are a living tribute to my brother Robert, a man who deserves a truly good memorial. So, what do you say? One thing – I meant it when I said that you can stay here as long as you want to –we all regard you as an honorary member of the family, if that isn’t too condescending.” 
She shook her head, but in bemusement, not negation. 
“You two are lovely people, you know that? I’d love to do it – but are you sure that I would be up to it? It’s way out of anything that I have ever done before and I would be heart-broken if I let you down.” 
“You won’t let us down,” Rachel replied firmly. “You will have a good assistant there to cope with the routine paper work and the like – Hugh Sinclair is an exceptionally hard worker with all the nitty-gritty at his fingertips and you will be able to rely on him one hundred percent. So, what do you say – or do you want to have time to think about it?” 
Yvette took a deep, shuddering breath. 
“If you two are really, really sure – then, when do I start?” 
Again, it was Rachel who replied. 
“Well, I’m due in the office the day after tomorrow, so why don’t the two us go, then you can meet up with Hugh and we’ll let him know how the wind is blowing. We’ll need to get your appointment confirmed by the board, but Harold and I out vote the rest, so that won’t be a problem. 


**********
 Kratsky was bored, bored out of his skull. He had now been in Ardres for three weeks with, quite literally, nothing to do. He had taken to walking around the little town, eyeing up possible vulnerable premises that might be easy to break into, but it was only something to pass the time. He had no intention of actually carrying out any burglaries – even one would count as a crime wave in this sleepy little backwater and attract more attention from the gendarmes than the place had seen in a year or more. 
He finally decided that in coming to Ardres he had been too cautious – he needed to be somewhere bigger, somewhere where he could look to make money. The obvious places were Calais and Boulogne. Of the two, he felt that Calais would be the better bet with its population of over a hundred and thirty thousand roughly three times that of Boulogne, so it was to Calais that he headed after settling his bill at the Hotel le Rélais. 
He arrived at the busy city with its even busier port mid-morning and his first task was to find somewhere to stay. He wanted somewhere cheap and anonymous, but not somewhere likely to be on a police watch list. 
After driving around for an hour or more, he finally settled on the Hôtel Balladins in the Rue Salvador Allende, a modest establishment but with an air of respectability about it. 
Once he had booked in, his next task was more specialised. He wanted to find a night club that catered for the cheap end of the market. Such places, he knew from experience, would have the entry of the punters managed by doormen, invariably tough customers who would stand no nonsense from stoned or drunken youngsters. 
His search took three days – or, more accurately, three evenings and nights – before he finally settled on the Golden Cockerel, a place situated in one of the meaner streets a few hundred yards from the town centre. It was busy enough to offer reasonable pickings, but small enough to only have one doorman on duty, and as 79
Kratsky watched from a doorway fifty yards or so away on the opposite side of the street, he saw what he expected. Some of those entering only did so after passing something – probably money, but possibly drugs, perhaps even both – to the doorman who then passed them through. 
Kratsky’s next task would be to replace the existing doorman, and he studied the man closely. Obviously od North African descent, he was huge, perhaps six feet six or even a bit more in height and heavily built. He had a skull shaven of all hair except for a three inch wide strip of black wiry hair which went from front to back, giving his head the appearance of a native American, what was sometimes called a Mohican cut. That, combined with a dead-eyed stare with which he surveyed all who wished to enter, made him a frightening figure. 
The night club closed at four in the morning when the last bleary eyed customer staggered away from its doors, and the doorman vanished inside. 
Before the man could secure the door, Kratsky had crossed the road and quickly pushed his way inside. 
Caught by surprise, the big black man staggered backwards, but quickly recovered his balance – and his belligerence. 
“What the fuck you doin’, man?” 
“I need to see the boss.” 
“The boss don’ see jus’ any bum off the streets – fuck off before I throw you out.” 
Kratsky’s answer was as unexpected as it was swift and brutal. His heavily booted left foot lashed out, catching the doorman’s right kneecap with frightening force, a force that broke bone and damaged sinews and ligaments. The leg, totally unable to bear any weight, collapsed and the man went down in a heap with a scream of pain as he did so. For good measure Kratsky kicked him again, this time on the side of the head, rendering the big man unconscious. 
His scream resulted in two men emerging from the dark depths of the club, men who stopped uncertainly at the scenario that met their eyes. 
Kratsky eyed them cautiously. Neither of them seemed to be unduly alarmed, which was a bad sign. Seeing their tame giant immobilised and helpless, they should be more anxious. He decided to maintain the initiative. 
“Who’s the boss here?” 
The taller of the two – he was slimly built with an olive complexion and dark, virtually black, hair plastered down to a domed skull, and Kratsky put him at about forty years of age – was the one who answered. 
“I’m the manager – who are you and what do you want?” 
Kratsky indicated the man on the floor. 
“I need a job and you have a vacancy.” 
The man seemed unfazed. 
“I think that you would be well advised to leave right now, before Jules there gets up and tears you apart.” 
“You’re wrong. Jules isn’t going to get up any time soon – and when he does he’ll need help. He’ll be lucky if he ever walks again without crutches. You really need someone more competent – and that’s me.” 
The man frowned uncertainly for a moment, but only for a moment. This, Kratsky reflected, was one cool customer. 
“Why should I give you a job? Jules isn’t the only man I can use on the door – men that I know and can trust. 
You, I don’t know and I don’t trust. So, whether or not Jules can get up and take care of you or not, I still think that it would be in your best interests to leave now.” 
Kratsky shook his head. 
“Like I said, I need a job and you need a doorman for tonight. You haven’t threatened to call the police, and from what I’ve seen of your operation the police are last people that you want to come nosing around. So, why not get your man there,” Kratsky indicated the second man, so far silent, “to get Jules to hospital and let’s you and me decide how I’m going to work for you.” 
The man continued to stare at him for several moments, then came to a decision. He turned to the man beside him. 
“Georges, get Jules round and get him to hospital. Tell him that his story is the he had a very bad fall against some concrete steps. Also tell him that provided he sticks with that story, no matter who asks, then there will be a bonus for him when he gets out of hospital.” 
He turned back to Kratsky. 
“Come into my office – perhaps I can use you after all.” 
He turned on his heel and lead the way to the rear of the club, past the stage and through an unmarked door. 
Kratsky found himself in a short passageway with two doors of it. The man opened the nearer door and walked into the room beyond; Kratsky followed him into a small office dominated by four LCD screens mounted on the wall immediately opposite a desk, behind which the man made his way and seated himself in 80
a swivel office chair, indicating a visitor’s chair for Kratsky, who seated himself cautiously, still ready for fast action should the man’s apparent change of heart turn out to be a ruse. 
The man eyed Kratsky cautiously. 
“As I said, I may be able to use you after all, but first – what is your name?” 
“You can call me Henri.” 
“That’s all? No second name?” 
“Not until we know each other better – and now that we are talking names – what’s yours?” 
“Marcel – and I do have a second name – I am Marcel Trialle. So, Henri, convince me that I should employ you.” 
Kratsky shrugged his shoulders. 
“The reason is on his way to hospital and he won’t be walking, never mind working, for quite a while yet. 
So, you now have a vacancy and I have demonstrated that I can fill it by creating it in the first place.” 
“Your logic is all very well – but I do have other people that I can call on.” 
“How many more do you me to cripple?” 
Trialle paused and looked at Kratsky with what seemed to be a suggestion of unease. 
“You’d try and do just that, wouldn’t you? But suppose Jules is a friend of mine and I decide that I don’t like to see my friends getting hurt. Suppose I ask two or three of my other friends to pay you a visit?” 
“Jules isn’t your friend – he’s just the doorman. Why should you risk some more of your ‘friends’ getting hurt because of him?” 
Trialle nodded his head slowly. 
“Perhaps you are right. Perhaps Jules isn’t worth that much trouble. All right – I can use you. You will replace Jules. Now, the way this works. The club opens at eight in the evening and normally closes around four in the morning. If things are going well at that time – still a fair number of customers still buying drinks, we go on a bit longer, but that is unusual. Our clientele are nearly all kids – we aren’t an upmarket club, just one catering for youngsters with a bit of cash who want to drink and dance. We need to keep a low profile with the police and so far we have managed to do that, mostly because we don’t let potential trouble makers in through the door – which is where you come in. You vet them and say who can come in and who can’t. 
Any trouble at the door – you sort it out. I don’t want to know how you do it, just so long as you do it. Don’t do anything to attract the police – so don’t get too violent. 
“Working arrangements. I have two doormen who take it in turns to man the door – I leave it up to them how they arrange it just so long as one is always on duty. Most of the Jules and the other guy, Vincent, do three days on, three days off, but sometimes one will want a break of more than three days. As it happens, tonight was Jules’ second night of a stretch of three. Pay is one hundred and fifty Euros a night, paid cash in hand, so tax free. You only get paid for the nights you actually work – no sick pay, no holiday pay, no pension fund! 
Jules and Vincent supplemented their pay by charging a supplement to some people they knew.” 
“Pushers?” 
“Of course. You think that we are saints here? Now, Jules and Vincent knew the pushers – and the pushers knew them and also knew that if they caused any trouble they would be barred in future and also quite likely to need some medical attention. Now, you won’t know the pushers, so that worries me a bit. Letting them in without paying the surcharge doesn’t bother me – it’s money out of your pocket, not mine – but letting them think that my regime is getting less demanding of them does. How do you propose to solve that little problem for me?” 
Kratsky shrugged. 
“Easy. Tonight and tomorrow they’ll have a free ride – they’ll see me as a new man not knowing his way around. The next night Vincent is back, I shadow him at the door– without pay, of course. By the end of the night I’ll know the pushers he’s dealt with that night. Do you know if there is much turnover among the pushers?” 
Trialle shrugged his shoulders. 
“They come and go, but most of them are fairly regular.” 
He paused, then clearly made his mind up. 
“OK, you’re in. Report here at seven this evening.” 
And at that the matter was settled. Kratsky had the source of income he needed, at least for the time being. A hundred and fifty Euros a night, with work effectively every other day, was around twenty-seven thousand Euros a year and it was tax free. Not a fortune, but not bad, either. There was also the ‘supplement’ to be charged on the drug dealers. Whilst he had been watching Jules at the door he had seen him take something from four men – so there might be half a dozen or so pushers in an evening. How much to charge them? He made his way back to his hotel and snatched a few hours sleep. 
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He woke a bit after eleven o’clock and, after a late breakfast/early lunch, reviewed hi situation. Overall he was pretty pleased at how things had gone. Clearly Trialle didn’t give a dam about his injured doorman just as long as the man kept quiet about what had actually happened. As Trialle himself had made clear he wanted to keep the police aware from his door at all costs. 
He spent the rest of the day before it was time to report for duty making himself familiar with the area around the nightclub and making one or two purchases of items that he felt might come in useful. He was under no illusions. Such a place always had the potential of attracting trouble makers, from folk wanting to get in free, to drunks who were bound to be a problem, to criminal elements who might want to muscle in on the undertaking. 
At seven he reported for duty. He had given some thought to what he should wear and had settled on a pair of black slacks and a black T-shirt with short sleeves. The T-shirt was tight fitting to emphasise his muscular build. On his feet, heavy boots, the same ones that he had used to cripple the unfortunate Jules. The slacks had deep pockets. In the right hand pocket nestled an impromptu cosh – a cloth tube filled with lead shot purchased from a fishing supply shop. The tube he had simply stitched up himself from a couple of handkerchiefs; the top of it terminated in a leather loop, black in colour, which hung down outside the pocket. Should it be needed, the cosh could be drawn out and put into action in a fraction of a second. 
In the left hand pocket reposed something that he had brought with him from England; the flick knife with which he had threatened Yvette Milner. His last useful item was a broad leather belt with a heavy metal buckle and a hidden money pouch. It wasn’t to hold up the slacks – unbuckled and swung hard, the metal buckle would enable it to do considerable damage. 
His first night on duty went surprisingly easily. A couple of drunks had tried it on, but a menacing glare and a step towards them had been enough to change their minds. He had also identified a couple of the pushers. 
Virtually all the people coming into the club did so either as couples or in small groups of friends. A solitary person, whether male or female, was the exception. 
The first solitary male was a tall, thin individual, thin to the point of looking positively under-nourished. 
Kratsky identified him at once; not just a pusher, but a user of his own products. As the man attempted to pass, Kratsky placed a large hand on his scrawny chest. 
“Not so fast, my friend. For you there is a special price. Fifty Euros.” 
The man blinked. 
“Fifty? Jules and Vincent only charge twenty.” 
“That’s because they are soft-hearted. I’m not. Fifty Euros or you don’t get in.” 
The man continued to mutter, but he dipped his hand into a jacket pocket and produced three crumpled banknotes, all twenties, which he handed over. Kratsky pushed the notes into his money pouch. 
“What about my change?” the man whined. 
“I don’t do change – do you want to go in or do you want to stay out here all night?” 
With a defeated slump to his shoulders, the man went inside. He left perhaps three hours later, treating Kratsky to a baleful glare as he did so. Kratsky treated him to a beaming smile and the request that come back soon. 
The rest of the night had passed slowly but without incident. With Traille’s one hundred and fifty, and the pusher's sixty in his money pouch, Kratsky made his way from the club door to where he had parked his car a hundred yards or so away. To get to it, he had to pass the mouth of a narrow alleyway which served the rear of the club and several adjacent properties and as he neared it a sense of possible danger came into mind. 
As a result he was not taken by surprise when two men emerged from the alleyway. One of them was the pusher, a scrawny thirty something whom Kratsky saw as no threat at all unless he was armed. The other man was younger, in his early twenties or so and a much more imposing physical specimen. About five feet eleven or so tall, heavily built, perhaps fifteen stone or so, his shaven head, heavy boots and basilisk expression exuded menace. 
Kratsky had been in may such situations before and had developed his own way of dealing with them. The first rule was not to stop. The assailants expected you to stop, to want to know what was happening, which was when they would make their move – either a spoken threat or demand, or straight into action. 
Kratsky gave them no choice to do anything of the sort. It was his two would be ambushers who hesitated as he continued to approach. They hesitated and were lost. 
Just as he had done with Jules, Kratsky’s right boot crunched into the leg of the younger man. This time Kratsky’s aim was a little off; instead of landing with crippling force against the kneecap, the toe of his boot landed a little lower, high up on the shinbone. The impact, however, was still forceful enough to send the young man to his knees, so Kratsky contented himself with landing a roundhouse swing to the side of the man’s head, sending him sprawling and no more than semi-conscious. It had taken only a second or so, a 82
second which had seen the pusher stand stock still paralysed with fright. Kratsky turned on him and the man shrank backwards. Kratsky reached out and slapped his face, but only gently. 
“You know, when I told you to come back soon, I didn’t mean this soon. So, scrape up your little friend – 
and don’t bother coming back – the Golden Cockerel is barred to you. If I see you again, I will get very angry – and believe me, you would not enjoy having me angry with you.” 
So saying, he left the pair of incompetent assailants and made his way to his car. It was just around a corner, so hopefully the pusher and his friend wouldn’t connect it to him. 
He returned to his hotel and slept the untroubled sleep of the contented man. He now had money, or at least a source of money. He doubted if the pusher would be seen again – the violence that Kratsky had meted out should surely be enough to persuade him to seek pastures new. He had deliberately not hurt the man, trusting that the loss of forty Euros – he would have been expecting to have paid twenty to Jules or Marcel in any case – would not weigh heavily enough with him for him to want to seek some sort of vengeance. 
He returned to the Golden Cockerel that evening and had another reasonably profitable and quiet night. As the staff had been packing up the night before, he had asked about known pushers and Roger, one of the barmen had described a very tall man of North African descent and sure enough the man appeared and paid up fifty Euros with only a token shrug of the shoulders after a muttered curse. 
Kratsky spent the following afternoon giving thought to money. Now that he had, hopefully, a steady income at least in the short term he needed to keep the actual cash safe. Leaving it in his room was out of the question, as was keeping it on his person, after ten nights or so on duty he could expect to have over two thousand Euros to care for. He couldn’t pay it directly into either of his bank accounts – both were British banks with no branches in Calais. Even if there had have been, to use the account in his own name would be stupid beyond belief – if the British police had any intelligence at all about them that account would be being monitored. The Desgranges account was unknown to the police, but again the practical problem would be actually paying money into it. He could always go to a French bank and request a bank transfer for which he would pay cash, and use the Desgranges credit card for purchases, but an innate paranoia warned him against leaving such a paper trail, even using his false name. 
In the end he decided on the simplest solution possible. He found a commercial storage depot where one could rent deposit boxes ranging in size from a cubic foot or so to places the size of a garage to store furniture when moving house or the like. He rented a small box which would easily hold a good few thousand Euros, even in relatively small denomination notes. 
The following day Kratsky met Marcel, his opposite number on the door. Marcel turned out to be a former second row forward for the local – quite high level – Rugby club, with the build that implied. Six feet seven tall and a good eighteen stone, he was clearly not a man to mess with and Kratsky, although willing to back himself against just about anybody in a roughhouse, was glad that it was the less physical Jules who had been on the door when he made his move to secure employment. 
On learning what had happened to Jules, Marcel wasn’t bothered. Apparently the two of them hadn’t hit it off at all, one reason being that Marcel was black and Jules looked on him as an inferior as a result. That night, and the next, Marcel was happy to have Kratsky on the door with him, learning who the other pushers were. Marcel was also happy to learn that Kratsky had increased the entrance fee for the pushers to fifty Euros and promptly did the same. After all, had he not done so there was the danger that the pushers might decide to ignore Kratsky’s nights and concentrate on Marcel’s. The changed tactic would see Marcel getting an additional sixty or more Euros a night, something he was very happy with. 
The next few weeks so Kratsky fitting smoothly into his new role. The money was good enough to keep him living comfortably, especially when he found a cheap apartment within walking distance of the Golden Cockerel, saving a substantial amount compared to living in the hotel. He always undertook the walk with extreme vigilance, mindful of the attempt to ambush him on his first night, but encountered no trouble. 
All in all, he was satisfied with his lot, but he wasn’t complacent. As far as the British police were concerned, Boris Kratsky had vanished off the face of the earth. Henri Desgranges was completely unknown to them, and living in France, so Kratsky had no worries about anything linking him back to the murder of Liam Hennessey – or for that matter to that of the actual Henri Desgranges – nor to the abuse of Yvette Milner. There were, however, some practical difficulties. His Boris Kratsky bank account was lost to him. 
The Desgranges account was with an English bank and whilst his rented strong box was satisfactory for the present, for the long term it would be good to have a bank that he could use freely. There was also the question of his identity papers. Belgian ID cards and passports only last for ten years, and the Desgranges papers would need renewing in a little under a year. That would entail a visit to a Belgian consulate, where his masquerade as a Belgian might be at risk. He really needed yet another identity, and gave a lot of thought to the question. He was a Pole pretending to be a Belgian – what next? 
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The more that he thought about it, the more he felt that he should adopt a British persona. Alone of the nations of Europe, British subjects don’t carry a formal identification document. For comparison, in Belgium, or for that matter in France, he could be asked by a policeman for his ‘papers’ at any time, and when the Desgranges papers passed their expiry date that would be a problem. To produce out of date documentation would be as bad as having none at all. 
It wasn’t an immediate problem, but it was one that he could not afford to ignore. Ideally he needed to obtain as a starting point a genuine British passport – in these high-tech days a forgery had to be very, very good – 
and therefore very expensive – to hope to pass scrutiny. It would be a relatively easy job to steal one at the ferry port which thronged with Brits every day of the year, but a stolen passport would be reported and go on a watch list. Somehow he had to do better than that. 



Chapter Twenty-Four
We named the baby Robert David, Robert in honour of my brother and David in honour of Rachel’s first husband, killed on active service in Afghanistan. The christening was a happy occasion with distant family members, many not seen since Rachel and I had been married, all encouragingly impressed with the latest addition to the Cranbrook line. Even Cranbrook Hall strained to accommodate the reception, but Fellows and the rest of the staff, augmented by some temporary waitresses from an agency, coped magnificently. 
Elizabeth, George and family were still with us – the repairs to their house were taking far longer than originally expected; indeed much of the building was virtually being rebuilt, and George did mutter from time to time that it would probably have been quicker to bulldoze the whole place flat and start anew. 
Yvette was also still with us, although she had intimated that she was beginning to feel that it was perhaps time to start looking for a place of her own again in the near future. 
Rachel, Helen and I had become so used to having a nearly full house that I think all three of us were secretly dreading the time when we would once more be on our own, with Georgina at university and Jane soon to depart on her gap year, which she intended to spend as an intern in a Parisian law firm. Many of her school chums had expressed scorn at so boring a plan, when so many parts of the world offered adventure and experiences new, but Jane had long ago made up her mind. If, as she fully intended, she would one day follow in the footsteps of Margaret Thatcher and become Prime Minister, a start as a bi-lingual lawyer would be no disadvantage – and certainly a better starting point than swanning around the third world with a knapsack and a credit card. 
Yvette had now been the CEO of Addington Care for over six months now, and despite her own initial misgivings, had been an unqualified success. The fact that she was herself a nurse helped – the matrons recognised a kindred soul and responded well to her. Bearing in mind my original assertion that provided the company didn't make a loss, I didn’t care how much, or how little, profit it made, she had made a number of improvements which had certainly improved the care offered to the residents and had built up a substantial reserve of funds against unforeseen eventualities. Her policy had seen excess profits decline to the point that only the previous month Davidson and Ferris had taken me up on my earlier offer and had sold me their shares in the company, which now had just three shareholders – Rachel, myself and Gerald Crane. I had offered to buy him out as well, but my offer had been scornfully rejected. With Crane, it was clearly a case of his pride overcoming his common sense. The fact that Addington Care was only one of a number of interests he had enabled him to pursue such a pointless course, but it was no skin off my nose. He was powerless to affect how the company was run, and had even given up bothering to attend shareholders’ 
meetings, realising that his views would carry no weight unless, which was seldom the case, they coincided with what Rachel and I wanted to do. 
After all the visitors had gone their several ways, and Fellowes had supervised the returning of the house to normality, I wondered once again what I was really doing with my life. I was now a father, a totally new experience for me, and I was determined that Robert David would grow up with every advantage that we could provide for him, but provided that no cataclysmic event struck us, that was something that was virtually guaranteed. Rachel was occupied with Robert David, Helen had the girls to care for, although that was scarcely onerous nowadays, but what, other than being a doting husband and father, could I do? Given the fact that, even though it demanded nothing like full time attention, I still had to run the estate, it was out of the question to look for some form of full time employment, no matter how enticing a prospect might be found. For the same reason, taking up something that would entail frequent, or long term, or both, absences could not be countenanced. 
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Chapter Twenty-Five
Having decided that he needed a British persona for when his Belgian documents became time expired, Kratsky set about matters in his usual thorough way. The first thing that he did was to find and rent a small lock-up garage near to the docks area. It was big enough to take a car but little else, but, at least for the time being, it stayed empty apart from a couple of items that would be needed in the fullness of time. 
The next element of the plan was to find a suitable mark. It had to be a man who looked at least a bit like himself; the startling physical resemblance between himself and Desgranges had been fortuitous, but that close a resemblance wasn’t necessary – nor was it likely to be repeated. Enough of a resemblance to get past busy customs officers who no reason to be the particular lookout for whomever Kratsky might be impersonating. 
Kratsky’s search for a mark saw him on his days off haunting the cheaper bars in the town. It took him over two months, during which time several possible targets were provisionally identified, only to have to be discarded for one reason or another. 
At last his perseverance paid off; David Morgan fitted the bill. It was nearing midnight, the bar was nearer to the seedy end of the spectrum than most, and Kratsky watched as Morgan, sitting on a stool at the bar, slowly became drunk. It was obvious that his French was limited – limited to little more than ‘Une autre bière si’il vous plait’ in an excruciating mangling of French pronunciation as he sought yet another refill to his glass. 
Kratsky walked past the man, bumping slightly into him, causing his to slop some of the contents of his newly refilled glass onto the bar counter. Before Morgan could speak, Kratsky did so. 
“Cor, mate, that was bleedin’ clumsy of me – here – let me buy you a refill.” 
Morgan’s intended angry remonstration died in his throat as he happily accepted the offer, gazing at Kratsky with eyes that were becoming more bloodshot by the minute. 
“Thanks, mate – you English then?” 
“Yeah, that’s right. I work on the ferry – you?” 
“Nah, I’m on holiday – and some bleedin’ holiday its turned out to be.” 
“How’s that, then?” 
“Got made redundant last month – so the bird I was shacked up with chucked me out – said she wasn’t going to keep me.” 
“What, you live here?” 
“Nah, course not. I worked in Dover docks and I decided that I might as well come over here for a bit of a good time whilst the redundancy cash lasted – but it didn’t last long. Everythin’s so fuckin’ expensive. I’m goin’ back tomorrow if I’ve still got me ticket – think I’ve lost it.” 
At that he slipped off the stool and stood, gently swaying, as he started to search through the pockets of his jacket first, then his jeans. Finally, he triumphantly produced the ticket from the back pocket of his jeans and stared at it myopically. 
“Ah, there it is.” 
“Ah, well done, mate – so that’s you sorted then. When’s the boat?” 
“Five in the afternoon – trouble is, I was running short of cash, so I booked out of me hotel this morning, thinking it was five today the boat went – then I saw I’d got it wrong – it’s bleedin’ tomorrow.” 
“So were you sleeping tonight?” 
“Fuck knows – I’ll probably doss down at the terminal somewhere – provided the cops don’t move me on.” 
“Look, tell you what – you can doss down on my floor – only got a one bed place I use but there’s a sleeping bag you can use – the place belongs to one of the French guys on the ferry, but he lets me stay in it when I’m here overnight – and I let him use my place back in Dover the same way.” 
Morgan was in no fit state to worry about any details of Kratsky’s cock and bull story – the thought of having somewhere to rest his head for the night clearly took precedence over any other consideration. 
“That’s really good of you, old son. When do we go? Oh – I never told you me name – it’s Dave, Dave Morgan” 
“Nice to meet you, Dave – I’m Bill – Bill Grant. Dave, You got a motor?” 
“Yeah, parked in the street, jus’ round the corner.” 
Oblivious of the fact that he was far, far too drunk to drive, Morgan led the way out of the bar. Once the cold air hit him, the beer took even more effect and he would have fallen but for Kratsky’s restraining arm. 
“Steady, mate – here – do you want me to drive?” 
Morgan slowly began to realise just how drunk he was as he leaned against the side of a parked car for support. 
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“S’pose you’d better, Bill,” he rummaged in a jacket pocket and produced a small bunch of keys, then, weaving gently from side to side, led Kratsky round the corner to where a somewhat battered Renault Megane sporting UK licence plates was parked. 
Kratsky opened the passenger door and helped Morgan to slump into the seat, then walked round the front of the car and got into the driver’s seat. Once he was seated, he looked across at Morgan; the man was little more than semi-conscious, his head thrown back, his mouth wide open, a mixture of a snore and a snuffle emerging. Kratsky started the engine and drove carefully away, keeping a keen eye out for any police presence. The last thing that he wanted was to come to the attention of the police at this stage of the game. 
He drove, not to his non-existent friend’s flat, but to his lock-up. Once there, he drove the Renault inside, closed the garage door, and dragged the almost comatose Morgan out of the car. He dragged the man over to a chair, one of the items he had put in the garage, knowing precisely how it would be used if his plan was to come to fruition. A second pre-planned item was a large roll of duct tape, which he used to bind Morgan’s arms and legs to the chair, rendering him helpless and immobile. 
He went through the man’s pockets, removing a wallet, a passport, and some loose change. The wallet contained a British driver’s licence in the name of David John Morgan, with a Kent address – presumably no longer correct in view of Morgan’s comment that the woman with whom he had been living had thrown him out. That out of date address might cause a problem, Kratsky thought to himself. In Britain you were supposed to inform the DVLA when you changed your address and have a new licence issued. Still, that was a problem, if it was to become a problem, for the future. The wallet also contained a credit card and a debit card, both issued by Lloyd’s Bank. There also two hundred and ten Euros in banknotes. 
Morgan was showing slight signs of coming round; Kratsky hastened the process by slapping him several times across the face – hard. 
Morgan looked up at him. 
“Wha’s goin’ on, Bill – wha’ yer doin’?” 
Kratsky seized Morgan’s jaw and tilted his head back so that he glare into the now totally confused, but just about fully conscious, man’s eyes. 
“Time for a chat, Dave. First things first – what’s the name of the bird who threw you out?” 
“Wha’s it to you?” 
Kratsky hit him, again theoretically a slap but with even more force behind, rocking Morgan’s head to the side, sending a spray of spittle and a little blood from his mouth. 
“Just answer my questions, Dave – it’ll be less painful. 
The confusion in Morgan’s eyes was being replaced by a new expression – one of fear. 
“It’s Liz, Liz Gaynor.” 
Kratsky looked at Morgan’s driving licence and read out the address on it. 
“And is this where Liz lives?” 
Morgan considered for a moment, then shook his head. 
“No, that’s my old place – never got round to changin’ the licence. Look, what is all this?” 
Kratsky gave a deep, theatrical sigh, then hit him again. 
“You just don’t learn, do you, Dave. I ask the questions – you answer them. Get it?” 
The last dregs of resistance drained away as Morgan nodded numbly. 
“That’s better. Now, next question. Do you have Internet banking?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Good, now what are your passwords and the like? And don’t think that you can feed me something made up. Before I let you go I am going to check that what you have told me actually works.” 
Half an hour later, using Morgan’s mobile phone to access the Internet and Morgan’s bank account, Kratsky had discovered that the man had a little over a thousand pounds in his current account and just over three thousand in a savings account. Not much, but the amount wasn’t really material for what Kratsky intended – 
it was the possession of a genuine British bank account. If Morgan had not used Internet banking things would have been more complicated, but Kratsky was confident that, had that been the case, he would have found a way round it –it the event, it wasn’t necessary. 
“Right, Dave – now, as you have probably guessed – I’m going to rob you. Everything in your account I’m going to transfer to an account that I have in one of those tax havens the politicians are always wetting their knickers about, so don’t try and find where your money went to – you won’t succeed. Now, I’m then going let you go – and I’m leaving you your car and all your papers, so just chalk it down to experience. You’ve still got your ferry ticket, so go home, try and make it up with your bird, and forget any of this ever happened. Oh, and don’t try and follow me – I’m not leaving your keys in the car – I’ll leave them outside in the road for you to find and give me time to get away.” 
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After hearing what Kratsky had said, Morgan visibly relaxed and Kratsky walked round behind him. When he was out of the man’s sight, Kratsky suddenly clamped his hands either side of Morgan’s head and savagely wrenched it first to the left, then to the right, and broke his neck. 
Kratsky took out his flick knife and cut the tape securing Morgan to the chair, allowing his corpse to flop to the ground. He then stripped it naked, rolling it into a corner of the garage, then dumped the clothes in the boot of the Megane. 
Very cautiously he opened the garage door; there was nobody in sight, hardly surprising at just before three in the morning on a cold night, cold which was exacerbated by a steady drizzle. Kratsky backed the Megane out of the garage, got out and closed the garage door, then returned to the car and drove away. 
He wondered idly how long it would be before Morgan was discovered; he had rented the garage for six months and there were still a bit over three to go on the rental, but Morgan would probably be discovered before then, not that the eventuality worried him. He had rented the garage cash in hand, using a false name and false address, so had no worries of the killing being linked back to him. After a couple of miles he stopped near a deserted shopping mall and dumped Morgan’s clothes in a large wheelie bin. The, his work for the night done, he drove home. He had rented not one, but two lock-ups, a couple of miles apart. The Renault was destined for the second, currently empty, lock-up, where it would remain until he needed it in a couple of months’ time when the Desgranges papers would be nearly time expired and he would use his Morgan impersonation to return to the UK – but nowhere near the Home Counties. He wasn’t to know it at the time, but he would need to become ‘Dave Morgan’ rather earlier than he anticipated. 


*********
 Kratsky had now been working at the Golden Cockerel for just on six months. His deposit box now contained nearly twenty thousand Euros and he was almost at the point of considering how to transfer raw cash into a bank account without in any way risking betraying himself. 
It was a quiet night; nobody trying to gate-crash, no aggressive drunks demanding admittance, no protests from the two pushers that evening who, like the others of their breed had accepted the new reality of their 
‘entrance fee’. 
It was about two in the morning when he became aware that the music in the club had stopped. As the knowledge impinged, he was surprised at a sudden exodus of customers – perhaps thirty of them all clearly keen to leave the place as quickly as possible. 
Puzzled, he made his way inside, to find the staff – the man on the desk and the two barmen, clustered round Marcel Trialle, the manager, who was clearly furious about something. 
“What’s happened?” Kratsky enquired. It was Trialle who answered. 
“Some stupid little tart had overdosed in the toilets and her friends have called for an ambulance – which will be here any second, and probably the police as well.” 
Kratsky froze on the spot as he hurriedly reviewed the options open to him. Ideally, he would butt out right here and now and never come the near the Golden Cockerel again, but if he did so, could he rely on Trialle not mentioning him in the inevitable questions that would be asked in the very near future – and if he left the scene, might that encourage the police to look for him? He realised that he had not asked the obvious question. 
“Is she dead?” 
“Not yet,” his boss responded grimly, “but she looks pretty bad to me.” 
Any thought that Kratsky might have retained about fleeing the scene vanished in that very instant, as the distinctive sounds of ambulance and police vehicles were heard outside the door. 
Two paramedics rushed in, bearing a stretcher and emergency oxygen equipment. They vanished into the toilet area at the rear of the club. In their wake, but travelling more circumspectly, came two uniformed police officers who gravitated towards Trialle and his employees as though guided by some form of radar. 
The next thirty minutes saw the police officers – one man, one woman – making notes of everyone’s names and addresses. When quizzed in his turn, Kratsky proffered the Desgranges documents, which to his relief seemed to be taken at face value, and he returned home in relative contentment. 
In the interim the paramedics had departed, bearing the unconscious, but still breathing, overdose victim away on their stretcher. 


********
 Agent Monique Clerc and her colleague Andre Legrande had got away from the Golden Cockerel a little before three in the morning, after compiling a list of all those there at the time that nineteen year old Helene Heugot had collapsed after taking some drug, as yet unknown. They had followed the ambulance to the hospital, were they were given the welcome news by the medical staff that her chances of a full recovery 87
were good, although she was unlikely to be discharged from hospital for several days and certainly would not be up to being questioned for at least twenty-four hours, perhaps more. 
The officers had returned to their respective homes after calling in to the police station and submitting the bare bones of a report to their sergeant. 
They were back at their desks by ten the next morning and their first task was to check whether any of those whose details they had acquired in the early hours had a criminal record. Given the type of establishment that it was, they were not surprised to obtain positive responses to a number of those customers who had still been present when the officers had arrived. Again, it was no surprise that the records were all for minor drug possession offences. 
What was surprising was that none of Traille’s staff had criminal records, although the man himself did have a conviction, dating back twenty years or so, for violence – he had beaten up someone outside a bar and had served six months as a result. 
There was another surprise and Monique pushed her chair back from her desk with a chuckle. 
“Hey, Andre – remember that big bloke – the Belgian with a face to curdle milk?” 
“Yeah, I remember.” 
“Well, he’s going to love us. He hasn’t got a criminal record, but fifteen years ago he lost a paternity case down in Marseille. He was ordered to pay child support, but did a bunk after just a few months and hasn’t paid a penny since.” 
“Serves him right, coming here and shagging our women!” 
“Look, why don’t we pay him a visit? Nothing’s going to happen about the drugs until that girl can give a statement – even if anything happens then – but we’ve got this guy cold.” 
“I like it – I’ll clear it with the sergeant, you get the car ready.” 
“OK – see you downstairs.” 
“Won’t be a minute” 
As a result, Kratsky was unpleasantly surprised to receive a knock on his door thirty minutes or so later. He opened the door to reveal the two police officers who had been at the club in the early hours. Monique spoke first. 
“Good morning, M’sieu Desgranges. We need to talk to you.” 
Kratsky stepped back uncertainly. 
“I don’t know if I can help you, officers,” he said, “I was the doorman last night – I’ve no idea what happened inside.” 
Monique favoured him with a dazzling smile. 
“Oh, it’s not about last night, M’sieu – it’s something else that we need to talk to you about.” 
Kratsky stepped further back as the two officers stepped forward, his mind racing furiously. What the Hell could this be about? French police are routinely armed; these two had pistols, but the pistols were holstered and their body language didn’t seem consistent with what it would have been if they thought that they were in the presence of someone potentially dangerous. He smiled at them, trying to make it look like the smile of a man with nothing to hide, but one who was puzzled at the police presence. 
“You’d better come in, then.” He said, ignoring the fact they were, effectively, already inside his flat. He backed into the small living room and indicated the chairs. The officers sat themselves; another sign that they weren’t primed for trouble. It was Monique who, once again, was the first to speak. 
“No, it’s not about last night. It’s about Marseille, fifteen years ago.” 
Kratsky was tempted to deny that he had ever been to the city – as indeed he hadn’t – but he couldn’t be sure that Henri Desgranges hadn’t visited it, so a straight denial was dangerous. 
“Marseille? Haven’t been there in many years.” 
This time it was Andre Legrande who spoke. 
“Oh, we realise that – but you know the police, m’sieu – nothing too small, nothing too big, nothing too long ago.” 
Kratsky was still feeing his way, totally at a loss to understand what was going on, but very worried that to display too much ignorance might be dangerous. 
Monique chipped in again. 
“I don’t suppose that you ever returned, m’sieu? Or contacted Colette Benazzi?” 
Kratsky shook his head mutely; hopefully, these two Keystone Cops would continue to feed him enough information for him to give the impression that he knew what this was all about. 
He shrugged his shoulders, hoping that they would feed him a bit more information – and they did. 
“Well, even though she had your daughter, even though you agreed in the civil court to pay to help them support them both – you just did a runner.” 
Kratsky kept silent, hoping for more input from the officers – and Monique duly obliged. 
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“Now,” she said with a malicious smile, “ one hundred Euros a week for fifteen years – why, that must be about seventy or seventy-five thousand Euros that you own to m’selle Benazzi. That will be a nice surprise for her, won’t it.” 
Kratsky shrugged his shoulders helplessly, then waved his hand around the room. 
“Look at this place. If I could find seventy-five thousand Euros just like that, do you think that I’d live in somewhere like this?” 
“Well, m’sieu, that’s not our problem – that’s your problem. Now, you’ve already done a runner once, and we don’t trust you not to do so again, so I think that you had better come with us to the station whilst things get sorted out as to just what is to be done with you.” 
Kratsky did his best to react the way he felt that would be appropriate. 
“Look, this isn’t fair – that court awarded the bitch a hundred Euros a week – I hardly earned that! I’d have had nothing to live on – I’d have been hard pushed to find a hundred a month.” 
Legrande shook his head. 
“As my colleague says, not our problem – your problem. Now, we’ve been in touch with the Marseille police and they will welcome you with open arms. They are so pleased at the prospect of renewing their acquaintance with you that two agents de police from Marseille will be arriving tomorrow to escort you back down south. Now, you ran out on them once before, and we don’t wish to have that happen again, so you are coming back to the station with us and we will hold you until they arrive.” 
Kratsky decided that he could play out this farce no longer. He had waved the two officers to the more comfortable of the three small chairs in the room. The chair he had chosen for himself had a special characteristic. One of the first purchases that he made in Calais was a pistol. He had not acquired it legally – 
that would have meant paperwork, and the less paperwork that Henri Desgranges created, the better. No, he had come to an arrangement with one of the drug dealers who had put him in touch with the right people. 
The result was a Walther P-38, the pistol used in vast numbers by German forces and their allies in the war, numerous examples of which were still in circulation. This example was old but in perfect working condition and it nestled under the cushion of the chair on which he had seated himself, and as he started to rise, exuding resignation from every pore, he drew the pistol from its hiding place and the two officers gazed in horror at the weapon as he levelled it at them. 
“Don’t move,” he ordered grimly. Neither of them moved; in any case, the chairs in which they sat had arms which hampered any attempt at rapid movement. Kratsky stared at them icily, a transformation in demeanour as rapid as it was complete. 
Monique was the first of the officers to find her tongue. 
“M’sieu Desgranges, please think what you are doing. Threatening us will only make things worse. Now, please put the gun down.” 
Kratsky moved the pistol slowly from side to side, so that it covered first one agent, then the other. 
“You don’t understand. I didn’t leave Marseille just because of the money, although I really would have been virtually ruined at having to pay so much to that silly bitch and her brat. No, I crossed some dangerous people down there, and they were after me. I cannot afford to go back down there; even if I was sent to prison, they would get to me – I’d be dead inside six months. So, if either of you give me any trouble, I will shoot you both. Now,” he indicated Monique, “you first. Stand up and lie down on the floor, face down, and spread your arms out – like being crucified. Remember, one wrong move and you are both dead.” 
Cautiously, very cautiously, Monique did exactly as she was ordered. When she had settled herself on the floor, Kratsky turned his full attention to Legrande. 
“Right – you do the same, and don’t try anything or I will shoot you both.” 
Once again his orders were obeyed implicitly. The two officers were lying side by side, arms outstretched, in a hopeless position to attempt any rapid movement. Kratsky carefully knelt beside Monique, who was lying to the right of her colleague. Both of them had their holstered handguns on the right hip; by approaching Monique from her right, Kratsky also had a full view of Legrande’s weapon at all times. He removed Monique’s pistol, then crossed to Legrande and repeated the operation. Now that he had disarmed the pair he could relax a little and stepped away from them. He nudged Monique’s boot with his foot. 
“Right, you. Very carefully get up on your knees and handcuff your friend’s hands behind his back –use his handcuffs, not yours.” 
Monique did as she was bid. 
“Right, now remove your handcuffs from your belt and fasten them to one of your wrists.” 
She complied. 
“Right, face down again, but this time with your hands behind your back.” 
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Once Monique was lying down again, Kratsky crossed to her. With one hand he pressed the muzzle of the Walther to the base of her skull; with the other, after a preliminary fumble, he secured her handcuffs to her second wrist. Satisfied that the officers were now helpless, he stepped away from them. 
“Alright, roll over and sit up.” 
They did so, Legrande glaring furiously at their captor, Monique trying to maintain a calm demeanour. She had absolutely no doubt that ‘Desgranges’ meant everything that he had said. Obviously he had fallen foul of one of Marseille’s dangerous criminal gangs and had a price on his head down there, and to cross him now and give him any reason to believe his liberty might be under threat would be very, very dangerous indeed. 
Kratsky surveyed his two captives. All his life, it seemed, the police had targeted him. Now, when he had been in an environment that had promised reasonable security and reasonable money until he decided that it was time to move on, the police were once more forcing his hand. For a moment a feeling of rage swept over him and he was sorely tempted to press the Walther’s trigger, to blow these two away. The moment passed; he was in enough trouble as it was. To kill these two incompetents would stir up a hornet’s nest beyond imagining. The police would not rest in pursuing him. 
Years of needing to be one step ahead of enemies, whether the police or other criminals, had developed in Kratsky an efficient escape plan capable of being put into operation at virtually a moment’s notice. All his Boris Kratsky papers, plus those of Henri Desgranges that he didn’t need to carry on his person were in a large suitcase, together with a laptop computer and some ‘emergency’ funds – both pounds and Euros. An even larger holdall already contained enough clothes to support him in an instant getaway – now he had some time to play with, so further clothing was added. What he did not have in the flat were his ‘Dave Morgan’ papers – these were secreted, with Morgan’s car, in the lock-up that he had rented. Additionally, he had to go to his deposit box and remove the money it contained; no way was he leaving without it. 
He unloaded the officers’ pistols, including emptying the magazines, and tossed them into a corner of the room. He then produced a roll of duct tape from a cupboard and used it to gag the two of them so that no cries for help could be made. He had no doubt that the two of them would be found fairly soon; their visit to him would be known to their colleagues and the fact that they could not answer any calls on their radios would arouse suspicion. However, by the time further officers arrived on the scene, Kratsky intended to be long gone. 
He already had his route planned in his mind, it was just a case of having to use it sooner than he had originally anticipated. He drove to the lock-up, leaving Desgranges’ Mondeo a couple of streets away. Once in the lock-up, he retrieved the Morgan papers from the hiding place that he had created by carefully slitting the upholstery of the rear seat and sliding everything out of sight. It was, he decided time for ‘Henri Desgranges’ to cease to exist, but not quite at this moment – there were still funds in the Desgranges bank account to be moved. Thankfully, he would be able to do that on-line, but it needed some peace and quiet, not something to be attempted using a mobile phone in a garage when time was of the essence. 
He drove away from the lock-up, mentally wondering at how Morgan had coped with the state of his car – 
Kratsky had removed empty cigarette packets, empty beer cans, and similar detritus when making a visit to the lock-up a few days after leaving the Megane there and the car was now far more habitable, although its overall state was still fairly poor. Once he had emptied his deposit box, he pointed the aging car northwards on the first leg of his escape. He picked up the E40 outside the town and drove the first leg of his journey to Ghent, blessing as he did so the lack of any border controls within the EU. He could easily have made his final destination, Rotterdam, in one hop, but he wanted to give himself a few hours to check into his bank accounts. In the event, it took him less time than he had expected – a Wi-Fi hotspot in a café enabled him to do all the transferring of funds that was necessary, so he was able to take the rest of the journey easy and still arrived in plenty of time for the nine o’clock overnight sailing from Rotterdam to Hull. As with his banking, the Internet had enabled him to arrange a ticket in the name of Desgranges for the journey and soon after the ferry had set sail, he retired to his cabin for what he saw as well-earned rest. 
The next morning saw him drive off the ferry; he had an anxious moment when he thought that the police dog handler and his sniffer dog might have been showing an interest in him, but it fact it was a small and tatty campervan a few vehicles back that had interested the duo. The van was still being inspected as Kratsky swung onto the Hebden Road and then the A63 out of Hull itself. He felt that to stay too close to an obvious point of entry to or exit from the UK might be a possible risk, and that stage of his journey he had no intention of taking any risks, no matter how slight. 
Joining the M62, Kratsky continued driving west until turning off to the small town and port of Goole, which he had earmarked as his initial stopping place. Belying its small size, Goole was a thriving port for container ships and the constant comings and goings of the port area made it less of a small town, more a tiny cosmopolitan city, at least around the area of the docks. 
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He booked into a cheap hotel near to those same docks, an hotel which mostly survived on short term stays by men – virtually always men – who for whatever reason wanted to stay on shore for a night or two rather than onboard their ship. One such reason became clear very quickly; the hotel was the scene of the comings and goings of local prostitutes – no other explanation for the number of times that Kratsky, taking his ease in the conveniently situated bar, saw a man leave alone and return a little later with a female companion. 
The rapid turnover of residents made Kratsky uneasy; he had intended to stay in one place for a week or more to attune himself to any local opportunities that might exist, but it rapidly became clear that to stay for that length of time would make him an oddity amongst the hotel’s clientele and the last thing that he wanted was to draw attention to himself. After just three nights he decided that it was time to move on; his time in Goole, he decided, had been wasted. Somewhere bigger was needed, and he studied the north of England on Google Maps, finally decided that his next location would be Manchester, with its half of a million population offering him a far greater chance of anonymity. Accordingly, the next day saw him booking into another cheap hotel, although one at least a couple of levels above the establishment that he had left behind him. 
He spent a week exploring; he knew exactly what he was looking for, but as a stranger in a large city, it took him a while to find it, but at last he was satisfied that he had discovered that for which he sought. 
Like any large city – and many smaller ones – Manchester had a thriving drugs industry. The police did their best to contain it, and a steady succession of small time dealers fell foul of the law and finished up in the courts, where the derisory punishments handed down did little to encourage the police to increase their efforts. 
Kratsky had looked for, and found, an area where drug deals were being done on the street. It was low level crime, and too much so for the police to take much interest; the street corner pushers only tended to get swept up as a consequence of a successful police initiative against the next level up on the chain – those who supplied the street merchants with their merchandise. 
The system was one that Kratsky had seen at many places and at many times. The actual seller would have a pitch, known to his regular customers, and would be there for an hour or so at a time – again, times known to his regular customers. For security, the seller would have at least one, sometimes more, lookout strategically located to warn him of the likelihood of approaching trouble, trouble which might mean the police, or might also mean rivals in the trade or simple muggers looking to relieve the seller of his takings. Kratsky posed a far more dangerous threat than those for which the lookout for this particular seller was accustomed. 
The lookout, Jimmy Norton, never knew what hit him. One moment he was standing at the corner of the street, a crossroads which gave him a three hundred and sixty degree field of view, and watching this middle aged guy walking along past him, clearly intending to cross the road in front of them both and continue on his way, a path which would take him away from Dougie Kent, the seller Jimmy was looking out for. Jimmy looked away to check on Dougie, who at that moment was completing a transaction with some dopey looking bird who looked as though she was already well on the way to being stoned. The next moment Jimmy felt a tremendous blow to the back of his head and he would have pitched forward onto the ground had not Kratsky been ready to catch him and drag him out of sight round the corner and into the tiny front yard of the first house, a yard upon which was parked an elderly Ford Focus. It was the work of just a moment to secrete the unconscious lookout behind the car where he was invisible to a casual passer-by, then Kratsky continued walking, but this time towards Dougie Kent, not away from him. 
Dougie was well satisfied with his evening’s work to date. The contribution of the girl who just left, somewhat unsteadily, meant that the takings in his pocket were now up to five hundred pounds, not bad for an hour and half’s work, even if it did meant hanging around on a draughty corner, freezing his balls off. He glanced towards Jimmy, and realised that he was not in sight. He also realised that there was a big, middle aged guy approaching him. Always a cautious young man, Dougie slipped his right hand into his jacket pocket and closed his fingers around the hilt of the flick knife hidden there – just in case. 
The man stopped about five feet way and stared at him for a long moment before talking. 
“I’ll take your money – you can keep what’s left of your stash – I’m not interested in that, but I’ll take the money.” 
Dougie looked at him uncertainly. He obtained his merchandise from Larry Hooper, a man who provided the goods for a string of street corner sellers. The theory was that the sellers handed over fifty percent of their takings to Larry. In common with, he was quite sure, all the other dealers, Dougie actually remitted rather less – more like forty percent of his take. Perhaps Hooper was behind this approach, a thought that made Dougie hesitate, before replying. 
“Look, are you from Larry? If he’s not happy, he only has to say; I’m sure that there may have been a bit of a misunderstanding.” 
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or am I going to have to take it off you? If you make me take it, well, I understand that there are some quite good hospitals around here.” 
That decided Dougie; he pulled the knife from his pocket, thumbed the release button, and waved the five inch, razor sharp, blade at the stranger. 
“OK, man – you’ve had your say – now why don’t you just fuck off before I slice you up, eh?” 
Despite the tough guy image that he liked to project, Dougie had never had to use his blade nor, since he was known to carry a knife, even his fists for a long, long time. What happened next took him totally by surprise. 
Instead of retreating in the face of Dougie’s threat, the man moved forward – fast. His left hand swept round, striking the inside of Dougie’s right wrist with such force that the knife was sent spinning from his grasp, to clatter to the pavement yards away. The follow up was a fist in the stomach, the force of which doubled Dougie over, exposing the nape of his neck to a rabbit punch which sent him sprawling face down on the ground. 
Kratsky used his foot to roll the semi-conscious man onto his back, then knelt down and swiftly rummaged through his pockets until he found the roll of banknotes, which he removed and pocketed. A further few seconds and Dougie’s mobile phone was in his possession. 
He brought his face close to Dougie’s ear. 
“Can you hear me?” 
Dougie mumbled something which might, or might not, have constituted a ply. 
“Well, I did warn you.” 
Kratsky straightened up and took hold of Dougie’s right hand, twisting it so that it was palm down, then put his foot on the elbow. A fierce wrench elicited a scream of agony from his victim as the elbow joint, forced back against its normal bending action, shattered. Kratsky knelt by Dougie’s ear again. 
“I’ve left your phone for you, my friend. Better phone nine, nine, nine when you feel up to it.” 
Kratsky walked away from his victim, highly satisfied with the outcome of his attack. A quick check of the roll of banknotes that the dealer had been carrying showed it to be around five hundred pounds – not bad for a few minutes work. He couldn’t imagine that the man would do anything other than phone for an ambulance
– he couldn’t imagine that the man would want the police involved in any way – which was fine by Kratsky. 
He made his way back to his hotel, running over in his mind the ease with which he had taken out the dealer and his lookout. It was tempting to think that he had found a source of easy money, but Kratsky had learnt long ago to be cautious. Just because those two had been a pushover, it didn’t mean that that sort of set-up would be par for the course. He was familiar with the way the drug scene generally worked; the guy he had rolled over would have at least two levels of players above him, quite possibly more. If he started a spree of knocking over street corner dealers, it wouldn’t be long before those higher up the food chain decided that something would need to be done about it, and Kratsky had no illusions about just how determined, and how vicious, those sort of people could be if their profit margin came under threat. 
He opened the door to his hotel room and looked about him. It was, he had to admit, pretty basic. OK, he didn’t actually need anything better, but in his own mind he fucking well deserved something better. He had come from nothing – a tiny Polish village, no education, no job – but he had dragged himself up to a position of comparative wealth three times – first in Paris, then in London, then in Calais - and each time, through no fault of his own, his position had been snatched from him and he had had to go on the run. Somehow, he wanted to achieve a decent life for himself, but he saw no reason why he should become some stupid wage slave, working his guts out for somebody else. 
He wondered if he could expect to repeat his attack on the drug dealer, and if so, how many times? It would be so nice to find some way of providing himself with a decent life style without running the risk of imprisonment nor of risking bringing himself to the attention of local criminals with his elimination seen as a good thing. 
He had a laptop with him – an essential tool for moving his money around. He had come back to the UK 
with around twenty thousand Euros in bank notes. As they stood, they were useless; they had to be exchanged for UK currency. However, taking such an amount in its entirety to a bureau de change would immediately create suspicion and raise questions. As a result, he had to split the amount down and trawl round a number of bureaux des changes. It would be at least several weeks before he completed the exercise of changing the Euros into pounds, but as he would need to feed those pounds into his account, as he had changed each packet of Euros into pounds, he promptly paid those pounds into his ‘Dave Morgan’ 
account, again to avoid suspicions of money laundering by presenting too large an amount at any one time. 
This was an element that he had already started on; as he had obtained pounds in exchange for his Euros he had paid the money into the Dave Morgan account, all at the same branch, given the bank clerks the impression that he was a small trader paying in his takings. It meant that there was a location where his face 92
was familiar, but he felt that the risk of being identifiable in one small branch of the bank was infinitesimal, and it was much to be preferred to trying to deposit large amounts of cash on an occasional basis. 
Apart from that sort of activity, the days tended to drag; with no specific tasks to accomplish other than the money exchanges, time weighed heavily on his hands, and he found himself idly trawling the Internet. |One thing that he decided to look into was to see what had happened to Jewson and the rest of his one-time colleagues on the tax evasion exercise. He felt a sense of gentile satisfaction when he found, via Google, that the four of them had now been sentenced to periods in gaol, whereas he, every bit as guilty as the other four, was still at large, still enjoying the fruits of freedom. 
Out of idle curiosity he entered the name of Yvette Milner, expecting no more than out of date articles on the unsuccessful attempts of the police to apprehend the man who had imprisoned her in her own home, had terrified her, had repeatedly raped her. However, there were more ‘hits’ against her name, and to his surprise he discovered that she was now the CEO of a company running care homes. He dug deeper. He discovered that the company had just three shareholders – a Sir Harold Cranbrook, his (presumably) wife Lady Cranbrook, and a man called Gerald Crane. A bit more digging ascertained the fact that Sir Harold had a wife, a baby son and two nieces, and was stinking rich. The website gave their address as Cranbrook Hall, Cranbrook, Kent. 
It was at that moment that everything changed – and not for the better. He had been wondering how to provide himself with an income; knocking over drug dealers was unlikely to be viable in anything other than the very short term before the local gangs started to hunt him – and he was under no illusions as to what would happen to him if they found him. He reviewed his financial situation; he had the proceeds of his time in Calais, the funds that were in his Henri Desgranges account and the ‘emergency’ cash that he kept in his ready bag. All in all it amounted to a bit over thirty thousand pounds. With no bills other than accommodation, food and motoring expenses, that would keep him going for a couple of years at the most, quite possible rather less. There was the money in his Cayman Island account. Hopefully, the security measures that he put in place when setting up the account would enable him to access it without any problems, but he was only too aware of the fact that the Cayman Islands banks, in common with banks in other tax havens, had been under pressure from the international banking community to become more open in what they held and for whom they held it, pressure that post-dated his setting up of the account, an account which held a little over two hundred thousand pounds. If he was able to realise those funds he would have enough to live on for perhaps ten years – and then what? And how was he to access them? When he had set the account up it was a simple matter to transfer funds from it, should he need to, into his own account – 
but the account in his own name was surely either frozen or constantly monitored – or both. He still had the Henri Desgranges account – would the French police have issued a European Arrest Warrant against that name? They hadn’t – and anyway, such a facility had not existed – when he had deserted Colette Benazzi a decade or so ago, but might they not be far more likely to do so for a man who had disarmed two agents, threatened them with death, and then disappeared? In that case, might the British police have discovered the Henri Desgranges accounts and be monitoring them? 
He decided to take a risk. He went to a branch of the bank that he did not normally use, so was an unfamiliar face to the staff there, and made a cash deposit. There was no reaction – the transaction went through perfectly normally, and when he later checked on line there was no indication of any problems. So, it looked as though he could still use the Desgranges accounts as well as the Morgan ones. But would a large transfer into either of them from a banking system with the reputation that the Cayman Island banks had not excite interest somewhere? 
It was then that a possible solution to all his problems began to form in his mind. If he could raise a considerable amount of money and have it paid into his Cayman Island account – why not go and live there? 
Why remain in Britain, with its surveillance culture, its bloody awful climate, its zealous anti-money laundering policies? 
He researched the islands – and quickly realised that it would not be that simple. Foreigners had to pass immigration checks before being allowed to reside in the islands – and such an allowance even then was only for seven years with no guarantee of renewal. Kratsky fumed at this barrier to what had seemed a good idea. 
He needed an alternative, because the more he thought about it, the more leaving Britain, in fact leaving the whole European continent, appealed. So, where else? He was wanted in Britain as Boris Kratsky. He was wanted in France as Henri Desgranges. Preferably, he needed somewhere without strong ties to either of those countries. In the meantime, he needed to stay until he had completed transferring the cash from the Desgranges account to the Morgan one, which would several weeks at his current rate of progress. He felt reasonably secure in his ‘Dave Morgan’ persona at least for a while. Morgan’s driving licence and passport both carried photos of the man, photos which bore enough of a resemblance to himself to pose no problems, 93
although the was the worry that the driving licence carried Morgan’s address from before he had moved in with the woman who had subsequently thrown him out. 
At that point Kratsky was struck by a thought. He had assumed that the throwing out, and Morgan’s holiday in France had occurred in rapid sequence – but where had Morgan been staying between the two events? If it had only been for a day or two, presumably in an hotel in or around Dover – but suppose it had been longer? 
Suppose – just suppose – Morgan still retained the property shown on his driving licence? Kratsky determined to check the possibility out. 
As a result, the next weekend saw him leaving Manchester, driving south to Kent. The address on Morgan’s licence was a bit on the vague side – ‘Woodman’s Cottage, Alkham Valley Road’ with a post code. 
Checking on Google Maps had been less helpful than was usually the case. The road was several miles long and passed through several wooded areas. The post code was a little more helpful, allowing him to reduce the area to be searched to a square perhaps half a mile on each side, an area mostly woods with just a handful of dwellings. 
He had left Manchester at eight in the morning; by three in the afternoon he was cruising the area that he had determined must contain Morgan’s address. It took him another hour before he found the right place – and he could not believe his good fortune. Woodman’s Cottage proved to be a small, isolated cottage at the end of an unmade track perhaps a quarter of a mile long, running through a heavily wooded area. Had it not been for a small signpost on the main road indicating its location he would never have found it. 
He drove up to the place, which looked deserted, but for safety’s sake he rapped loudly on the front door. 
There was no response, and judging by the overgrown state of the small front garden, nor was there likely to be. 
Amongst Morgan’s possession which Kratsky had taken from the luckless man was a key ring which, in addition to the car key, had several anonymous ones on it, one of which looked like a front door key. It was; seconds later Kratsky was inside the house, after wading through a mass of post on the floor immediately inside the front door. He explored the building carefully; it was small, with just the one living room, two small bedrooms, a kitchen and a bathroom. Morgan had clearly been less than house proud; nothing was particularly clean and the whole place smelled musty. Kratsky returned to the pile of unopened post, gathered it all up and dumped it on the table in the living room. A rapid sift through it came up with nothing more than nine months old, setting a probable date on when Morgan had moved in with his woman. One of the letters was a final demand from BT, threatening to cut Morgan off if he don’t pay his outstanding quarterly bill. Kratsky tried the phone. Sure enough, the line was dead; that was no problem – he hadn’t used a land line in years, always relying on a succession of pay as you go mobiles. He then tried the electricity – 
this was still connected and a hurried search through the mail found an electricity bill, also unpaid but not yet the source of disconnection threats. Kratsky searched through the house; in a drawer he discovered a sheaf of papers covering such items as insurance for the car and for the house and its contents, TV licence, etc.. 
Cleary when Morgan’s woman – he searched his memory for the name and it came to him – Liz Gaynor – 
had thrown him out, Morgan had brought back the papers important to him, if indeed they had ever left the cottage in the first place; there was no way of knowing. 
Kratsky sat himself down on an easy chair that had seen better days and thought things through. Just as he had fooled the police by staying at Liam Hennessey’s place for a week or more, who would think of looking for him here? There were no neighbours. The track to the cottage went no further, so there would be no passing vehicular traffic; there might, perhaps, be walkers, but there was nothing that he could do about that, and in any case – why should they be problem? 
There was only one possible problem – Liz Gaynor. Suppose she decided to get back in touch with Morgan again? If she came calling his deception would be discovered in the instant. He cast his mind back to the evening he had spent with Morgan. Certainly the impression that Morgan had given was that everything was over between the two; could he rely on that being the case? In the event, he decided that the risk was worth taking. In the, hopefully unlikely, event of the Gaynor woman knocking on his door, she would have to be silenced and he would have to seek another bolt hole. 
He set about cleaning the place up and making it more habitable. It was no surprise to find the fridge was empty; his first task would be to get in some supplies, but he decided to leave that until the morrow, and to spend the night not in the cottage but in an hotel somewhere. Sleeping in the damp, unaired bedding did not appeal to him. There was also the question of whether or not to return to Manchester. He had no ties to the place; his hotel room was booked for a further week and the last thing that he wanted was to leave without paying and finding himself being pursued as a result. He was tempted to just phone up and cancel the rest of his reservation, but that would mean leaving some of his clothes there and he had no wish to raise even the faintest glimmer of interest in the minds of the hotel staff. No, he would return to Manchester the next day, 94
pay his bill, collect his clothes (as ever, anything of importance was in the car with him) and depart with as little notice as possible being paid to him. 
Everything went as he had planned and the Tuesday saw him, armed with the necessary essentials of food and drink, arrive at the cottage in the early afternoon and settle in for what was likely to be a quite lengthy stay. 
There was a good reason for him to have stayed one extra night in Manchester. He needed another gun and had, as ever, no legal means of obtaining one. That meant he needed an illegal means and during his time in the northern city he had identified several locations where drug dealers met their customers. One in particular he had, at the time, dismissed from his list of possible targets. As with his successful foray against Kent and Norton – not that he ever knew the names of his two victims – it was a street corner location, but this time with no fewer than three lookouts to protect the actual dealer, a state of affairs which had led Kratsky to ignore it as a possible target. He had, however, noted the four men, the dealer and his three minders, join up and depart together at what was clearly the end of business for that particular night – and as they had been leaving, one of them had held his hand out to the dealer who had reached under his jacket and passed over what was without doubt a pistol to his companion. Perhaps all four of them were armed? And perhaps the dealer was on his way to somewhere where his pistol might not be welcome? 
Kratsky had waited patiently that Monday evening, hunkered down in his car a good hundred yards or more away from the scene of the action, until, once again, the four men packed up for the night. They all made off on foot in the same direction and Kratsky slipped from his vehicle and followed – cautiously. If they all stayed together his efforts would be wasted, but as he had hoped, after a few minutes they separated and went off in different directions. 
He followed the man to whom the dealer had again passed over what must surely be that pistol. The man went down a side street, making his way towards a parked car; presumably the gang members didn’t want to have their vehicles too near to the scene of their activities for fear of them being identified, either by the police, should there be surveillance officers around, or, far more likely, by trade rivals. 
Kratsky rapidly closed the distance to his target who remained blissfully unaware of his danger until it was too late. Kratsky rammed into him, smashing his face against the side of the car, turning that face into a mask of blood from the broken nose and knocked out teeth. Virtually unconscious, the man slid down to the ground and Kratsky rendered him fully unconscious with a savage kick to the head. 
He rapidly searched the man and came up with not just one but two pistols – so presumably all four men had been armed whilst business transactions were underway. One pistol was a small Smith and Wesson point three eight revolver – five shot cylinder fully loaded. The other was more to his liking, a Walther PPK, the favoured sidearm of the fictional James Bond. Although slightly less powerful than the revolver it was less bulky, therefore easier to conceal and held eight rounds to the revolver’s five. As he had no immediate way to obtain additional ammunition for either weapon the Walther which, like the Smith and Wesson, was fully loaded, it would be his preferred gun. He slipped both weapons into his pocket, relieved his unconscious victim of his wallet, and made a rapid escape from the scene. 
So it was that when he got back to Kent on the Tuesday afternoon, he felt fully equipped for the next stage of his plans. 



Chapter Twenty-Six
Kratsky was pleased with the way that his plans were working out. Cautious use of his Cayman Island account had proceeded without any problems. His hideaway hole in Morgan’s cottage was a bonus – he had no need to fear anybody noting his comings and goings, thanks to the cottage’s isolated location, and that very isolation was an essential element of the next phase of his plans – a phase that he looked to to make him rich. 
It was that element of his plans which had led him to locate Cranbrook Hall, further to locate a secluded copse of mature trees from which he could observe the building without himself being seen, and in consequence he had been able to identify the various people he had seen coming and going. It had taken him five whole days, and the best part of five nights before he was satisfied that he had acquired enough knowledge of the house and its occupants to be able to put into operation the beginning of his next phase. 
He had been surprised at the sheer number of people he observed; obviously it was home not just to Sir Harold and Lady Cranbrook and their baby, but also to what seemed to be an extended family plus staff. 
There was a frequent coming and going, as well – and he had managed to identify that Rachel Cranbrook drove a Citroen Picasso when going out on her own. With so many people living there, any idea of a direct approach to the house itself was out of the question – but such an approach was by no means his only option. 
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There was one resident of the house that, by unfortunate chance, he had not seen; had he done so, things might have worked out differently. 


*************
 Cranbrook Hall stood nearly a hundred yards back from the road at the end of a drive through a wooded area which had originally been part of the estate but which now was a small part of Forestry Commission land. 
The drive curved in its length, with the result that the house was actually invisible from the road and the drive emerged onto the road with very poor lines of sight, necessitating considerable care when looking to join the road. 
Rachel eased her Picasso to a halt and, after carefully checking both directions for any traffic, cautiously started to edge forward. The car had moved no more than two yards or o when the front passenger door was wrenched open and a man leapt in, slamming the door behind him. In a state of shock, Rachel screamed, her foot slipping off the clutch and stalling the car. Then she gasped with pain as something hard was jammed into her side. Looking down she saw, incredibly, that the ‘something’ was a pistol and the man – big and heavily built – was all in black, black jacket, black trousers, and above all a black ski mask which hid his features, leaving only his eyes and mouth in view. 
“Start the car and turn left.” He snarled, grinding the pistol even more painfully into her side. “Do as I say or you’re dead.” 
With trembling fingers Rachel turned the key in the ignition and the engine sprang into life, but her legs were trembling even more than her fingers, and she again stalled the vehicle. 
“You stupid bitch – get it right!” 
She tried again, and this time managed to ease the Picasso onto the road without stalling it. She drove slowly away from the exit point and started to accelerate gently. 
“Right,” the man ordered, “there’s a pull in just a few hundred yards away – drive into it and turn off the engine.” 
Just moments later, she pulled the Picasso off the road and turned off the engine, realising as she did so that her car was now out of sight of any passing traffic. She sat still, still that is apart from the shakes which were taking over her entire body. The gun was still pressed painfully into her side. 
“Now listen carefully,” the man growled at her, “and do exactly as I tell you, or I will shoot you. Do you understand?” 
Too scared to speak, she nodded her head numbly. 
“I said, do you understand? Answer me, bitch!” 
Somehow she forced out an almost inaudible ‘Yes’. 
“Right. Now, I’m going to blindfold you – don’t resist, or you’ll regret it. Look straight ahead.” 
She did as she was ordered and the man tied a strip of dark, thick material round her head, covering her eyes so effectively that she could see nothing at all, and tying it off behind her. 
“Now, clasp your hands together and hold them up in front of your face.” 
Once again she did as she had been ordered and she felt something hard and thin tighten painfully around her wrists, rendering her incapable of separating her hands. 
Kratsky surveyed his handiwork with satisfaction; the woman was now helpless. He reached into the pocket of his jacket and pulled out a pair of sunglasses which he placed on Rachel. He would have to drive the car, with her in the passenger seat, for some miles and the sight of a blindfolded woman being driven around was bound to create interest. A woman wearing wrap-around sunglasses, however, would be of no interest to anyone happening to see her. He got out of the car and walked round to the driver’s side, where he pulled Rachel out of her seat and hustled round to the other side of the car, forcing her into the passenger seat that he himself had just vacated. He returned to the driver’s side, climbed in, started the motor and drove off. To confuse Rachel as to how far she had been driven before the car arrived at its destination, he drove around aimlessly for over an hour and a half before finally pulling up outside Morgan’s cottage. 
He unlocked the front door, then returned to the car for his captive, pulling her roughly out of her seat and frog marching her into the living room. Once there, he forced her down into a wooden chair taken from the kitchen and secured her legs to the legs of the chair with duct tape. 
All this time Rachel had remained silent; she felt that trying to ask any questions of her abductor was unlikely to be a wise move. Somehow, in just the few minutes that she had been able to see him, he had exuded menace, a menace that she was too frightened to wish to provoke. So she said nothing, waiting to hear what, if anything, her captor would say. A long moment passed and she felt the tension within her building with each passing second; at last he spoke. 
“Right,” she heard the coarsely accented voice say, “this is what is going to happen. You stay quiet and don’t try to do anything silly like breaking free from that chair and I won’t hurt you. Do anything I don’t like and I 96
will hurt you. Now, your husband is going to have to pay for you to be returned – think that he’ll cough up to get you back?” 
“Of course he will. He loves me.” 
“Well, by the time this is over, we’re going to find out just how much he loves you!” 
Kratsky fished his mobile phone out of his pocket and used the camera facility to take a picture of Rachel as she sat, bound and helpless, on the kitchen chair, One of the more helpful items on the Addington Care website was the E-mail address not only of the company itself, but also of its directors. He also had the phone number for Cranbrook Hall. 
His phone was a pay as you item, and therefore untraceable but he was well aware that the authorities can identify where a phone has called from, so the next element of his plan was to drive Rachel’s Picasso some ten miles away from the cottage and park in a busy public car park. Before driving off, however, he put a recent purchase – a bicycle – in the car’s boot area. 
Once safely parked, he composed and sent an E-mail, with the photograph of Rachel attached, to Cranbrook, an E-mail which he felt would scare the living daylights out of its recipient. He then made a telephone call. 


***********
 James Fellowes and Mrs. Jenkins were closeted in the butler’s pantry going through the kitchen accounts for the month when the phone rang. It was the main house phone, not the private office one, with extensions in several rooms. Fellowes answered it. 
“Cranbrook Hall.” 
A coarse, aggressive voice spoke. 
“Tell Cranbrook to check his E-mails!” 
The caller rang off, leaving Fellowes looking at the phone in bemusement. However, the message, if delivered less than courteously, was clear enough, and possibly important, so excusing himself to Mrs. 
Jenkins, he left to find his master. 


***********
 I was in my office when Fellowes entered, a frown creasing his normally unflappable features. 
“I’m sorry to bother you, Sir Harold, but I have had a most strange telephone call.” 
I looked at him quizzically. 
“What was it about?” 
“Well it was very short. A man’s voice, telling me to tell you to check your E-mails, and that was all that he said.” 
“Thank you, Fellowes, I’ll check then right away.” 
Fellowes departed; like myself he was clearly puzzled by the strange call. It was then that I started to wonder about Rachel; she had left for Maidstone and her hairdresser, something that normally saw her away from the house for about three hours or so. Looking at my watch, I realised that she would normally have back by now, back for perhaps half an hour or so. 
I turned to the computer and entered my E-mail programme. Sure enough, there was a very recent E-mail, with the heading ‘Concerning Rachel Cranbrook’. With a growing sense of concern, I opened it. 
The contents horrified me. There was an attachment; it was a photograph of Rachel, blindfolded with her hands lashed together at the wrists by what looked like a cable tie. She was seated on a wooden kitchen chair to which her legs had been secured to the chairs legs with duct tape. 
The picture was bad enough; the message to which it was attached was even worse. 
‘Your wife has been captured by the Brothers of Allah. If you wish to see her again you must pay a ransom of two million pounds. Details of how to pay will be sent to you soon. In the meantime. Get the money ready
– not cash, it will be a bank transfer. Allah Akhbar!’
I sat back in my chair, my min racing as I tried to come to terms with what I was seeing. The kidnappers had said I would be contacted again ‘soon’. What did ‘soon’ mean? Surely they couldn’t expect me to be able to release such a sum in hours? It would take several days at least – unless I could arrange a short term loan to be available more quickly. But what to do first? 
I had recently made the acquaintance of one of Kent’s senior police officers – Chief Superintendent John Cunningham, the commanding officer of the local division. We had met at a fund raising event in support of local charities – John being there in a private capacity; he wife had died of ovarian cancer two years earlier so the fact that one of the charities which was to benefit from our events was to fund research into that awful disease was the main reason for his presence. In his fifties, John had a son who was a lieutenant in the Paras, and whilst I had never met him, the fact gave us something in common. Therefore it was to John Cunningham that I made my first call. 
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He was horrified at my news and as a result, less than two hours later I was visited by two of his detectives, a DCI Graham Candless and a DS Miriam Jones. Candless was in his early forties, Jones perhaps ten years younger. Candless was a tall, skinny individual, totally bald, with a long face dominated by heavy eyebrows over deep set dark brown eyes which seemed to suck in information from everything around him. In contrast, Miriam Jones was short and slightly plump, with short brown hair curling just round her ears and pale blue eyes, which, like those of her superior, took in everything around her. She wore blue jeans and a dark, almost black, sweater. Her boss was dressed in a charcoal grey business suit, white shirt and deep red tie. The contrast between the two could scarcely have been greater. 
I showed them the E-mail and the attached picture. 
“Well,” said Candless, “you can discount this ‘Brothers of Allah nonsense. With all the publicity that Muslim extremists have been having over the last few years, I’m sure that it is intended to add a level of terror based on what those people are capable of – but no Muslim wrote that E-mail.” 
I looked at him in surprise; somehow, the news that Rachel wasn’t in the hands of terrorists who seemed to glory in senseless murders was something of a relief – but she was still kidnapped. 
“Why do you say that?” 
“Two things. Firstly, the sign off phrase – we’ve all heard a phrase that sounds like that many times – but the actual written phrase in normal English characters as opposed to Arabic script or whatever, is ‘Allahu Akbar’, not ‘Allah Akhbar’. Easy mistake for a non-Muslim to make, but a mistake that no Muslim ever would. Secondly, and even more of a giveaway; no Muslim group would describe themselves as ‘Brothers of Allah’ – it would be seen as being sacrilegious, effectively to be claiming to be brothers of God and therefore Gods themselves. No, they might describe themselves as ‘Brothers for Allah’, or ‘Brothers under Allah’, but never, ever as ‘Brothers of Allah’. It just wouldn’t be done.” 
“Now, Sir Harold – this demand for two million pounds – could you raise that? As I am sure you know, we never advise people to pay up – but we have to be realistic. Paying the ransom may be the most likely option for getting your wife back unharmed, but it’s very early days yet. One thing – I think it would be a big mistake to let the kidnappers know that we have worked out that they are not Muslim terrorists. The less we reveal to them, the better.” 
The next three days were an absolute nightmare. Rachel’s car was found within twenty four hours and the police examined hours of CCTV coverage from around the area of the car park involved. They were able to trace it back to the outskirts of the town, but no further – it had come from one of the country lanes with which the area abounded, so there was no clue as to just where its journey had originated. There was no indication as to where Rachel had been snatched – but one thing was established – she had never reached Maidstone for her hair appointment. The hairdresser confirmed that she had not arrived and local CCTV 
showed no sign of her car entering the town. 
I met with Kathleen Curtis and Alan Aldridge and we arranged to liquidate some of the estate’s share holdings so that the ransom could be paid if necessary. It would be a significant dent in the estate, but we could cope with it – but I wondered if the kidnappers would come back for more if we paid up without quibbling and still not release Rachel – or worse. I was under no illusion as to just how many kidnap victims never do make it home. 
I expressed my fears to Helen, George and Elizabeth. Like me, they were extremely worried for Rachel’s safety and George and Elizabeth offered, should it be needed to make their own money available for any further demands that might be made. 
Whilst Kathleen and Alan were helping me to make funds for the ransom immediately available, Kathleen raised a point which, in my worry and confusion, had not occurred to me. 
“Harold, the kidnappers have said that the are looking a bank transfer?” 
“That’s right.” 
“Well, that could be a mistake on their part – I can understand their reluctance to be involved in a physical handover of such a huge amount of cash, but a bank transfer, from their point of view, is almost as dangerous. It means that they will have to give you the details of the bank to which the money is to go. Now, not for a moment do I think the money will stay in that destination bank – surely they are not that stupid. No, they surely must have set up at least one more account – and probably more than one – to which the money will be instantly transferred. Thing is, the ability of the police to track down money moved like that, which used to be very difficult, has improved enormously in the last couple of years. Given even a few minutes warning of where your money is to go, the police will be able to follow it to its final destination. Now, that may, or may not, be helpful. If it ends up in a tax haven in another country the police may not be able to get their hands on the kidnappers – but as far as we are concerned, that is obviously immaterial. We want Rachel back and to hell with the money – BUT, and it is a very big but, it might just be possible to get the money 98
back by raiding the account in which it ends up, provided, of course, that we have Rachel back safe and sound first.” 
So far as I was concerned, I didn’t care whether the kidnappers were caught nor if the money was returned; my only concern was to get Rachel back – but if the kidnappers could be caught, and if the money could be clawed back – that would be icing on the cake. 
It was on the fourth day that we received another E-mail, by which time I was just about frantic with worry. 
As before, it had an attachment and again, as before, the attachment was a photo of Rachel. This time, however, the photo included a man, a tall, heavily built man whose features were concealed by a black woollen ski mask which allowed only his eyes and mouth to be seen. Again, as before, Rachel was secured to a wooden kitchen chair, and again, as before, she was blindfolded. As a result she was, hopefully, unaware that the man was holding a pistol a few inches from her head. 
The picture was doubtless intended to reinforce the danger with which my wife was being threatened; it was totally unnecessary. My worry for her needed no reinforcement. All I was interested in were the bank account details included in the E-mail, which I passed on to DCI Candless so that the police could try and track the money, and to Kathleen Curtis who carried out the actual transfer for me. 


************
 Kratsky logged on to his Cayman Islands account – the money was there. He sat back, savouring the moment. He had been less than certain that Cranbrook would pay up – the man was rich, but even for a rich man, two million was an awful lot of money. Certainly it was far, far more than he had ever had before in his entire life. Not bad for an uneducated lad from the rural Polish village of Blochy. 
Now all he had to do was to return the Cranbrook woman. He had been careful; at no time had she seen his face, nor did she have the slightest idea as to where she was being held, so he had no qualms about releasing her. 
He made one final check that his ski mask was properly in place, his face safely obscured, then went into the bedroom where she was lying on the bed. She had been given a chilling warning as to what would happen to her if she had attempted to escape from the room, not that there was much chance of that – the window was screwed shut and whenever she had been in the room on her own, the door had been locked from the outside. 
Thoroughly cowed, she had made no attempt to escape, quickly realising that it was impossible. 
“Right,” he said, “ your old man has paid up – you’re going home.” 
Rachel broke down, sobbing uncontrollably in her relief. From the start of her ordeal she had done her best to present no threat to her captor; at last her policy seemed to have worked. 
Kratsky blindfolded her and, as before, added a pair of wraparound sun glasses to hide the actual blindfold itself. 
“This is what we are going to do,” he told her, “I’m going to drive you to somewhere and let you out of the car, then I’m going to phone your husband and tell him where to find you. When I let you out of the car, don’t attempt to remove the blindfold for at least five minutes. I can’t risk you seeing me or my car, so after I let you go I will watch you for a while, and be quite sure on this. If you take off that blindfold before I’ve gone, I will shoot you – so don’t risk it after all this, OK?” 
Rachel nodded her head, too scared to give voice. She allowed herself to be led out of the cottage and into Kratsky’s – or more technically correct, Morgan’s – car. Kratsky fastened the seat belt round her and got into the car himself. 
To confuse any idea that Rachel might have of how far she had been driven from where she had been held, he drove around aimlessly for over an hour, before turning off the A268 near the village of Peasmarsh in East Sussex. He drove into a narrow lane leading through some woods for a hundred yards or so, by which time his car was totally invisible from the main road. He turned off the engine, got out of the vehicle and helped Rachel out. 
“This is where we part company, lady. Remember – don’t touch that blindfold for five minutes or you’re dead – and wouldn’t that be a shame after everything?” 
Rachel stood mute; she heard the car start up again and drive away. As Kratsky had instructed, she waited several minutes before removing the blindfold, to find herself standing in the middle of a narrow lane in a heavily wooded area. The lane curved, so she could see a matter of thirty yards or so in either direction, but she was aware of the sound of traffic behind her, so she walked in that direction. 
As she did so, she checked that the piece of paper which, unknown to her kidnapper, she had found in the bedroom in which she had been incarcerated, was still safely tucked inside her shoe, under the loose fitting insole. Once again, she blessed the fact that the shoes, although attractive, had proved a little loose in use, hence the insole which offered such a hiding place for the piece of paper which she hoped would enable the police to bring her abductor to justice. 
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Blissfully unaware of the problems that he was soon to encounter, Kratsky drove back to Morgan’s cottage in high spirits. On the way he disposed of the mobile phone that he had used to E-mail Cranbrook by the simple expedient of slipping it down a roadside drain grating where it would never be found. 
Now he was rich; all he had to do was to find a permanent place to live where he could enjoy his riches without fear of the British or French police coming after him. He had still not come up with a suitable location and that was the only fly in the ointment that he could see. However, he wasn’t worried; his masquerade as Dave Morgan was working well, giving him a seemingly legitimate existence that was fool proof, provided that Morgan’s erstwhile girlfriend, Liz Gaynor, continued to be conspicuous by her absence. 
If she should turn up he had already determined that she would have to be killed; she was the only person who could unmask him, as he had taken great care never to go anywhere where the real Dave Morgan might have been known. 
He had told Rachel that he would phone her husband and tell him where she could be found; in fact he had no intention of doing any such thing. The bitch would soon enough be in contact with her husband – and the police – herself and he had no intention of using the mobile again, which anyway was now resting in a Sussex drain. No sense in using it and letting the police have an opportunity, no matter how remote, of tracing from where it had been used. 



Chapter Twenty-Seven
Rachel was home, safe and sound. I could scarcely believe it – all along my nightmare had been that, even though the ransom had been paid, her kidnapper would not allow her to live. All too often, that was what happened in kidnappings, but we were on of the lucky ones, with the victim released unharmed. 
Rachel had found herself just outside the village of Peasmarsh in East Sussex, and had knocked on the first door she came to, where the couple who lived there had been Good Samaritans. By chance, the wife was a local GP who had given Rachel a quick once over and declared her remarkably fit considering her ordeal. 
They had also let me know where to come to pick Rachel up, and once I got her home I let DCI Candless know that she was safe. 
Not only was Rachel safe and well; she had what might be an important clue for the police to work on; Candless and his sergeant had arrived at the house only an hour or so after I got Rachel home, and she gave them as full a description as she could of what had happened to her from the moment the kidnapper had forced his way into her car. 
“The man,” she was interrupted at that point by Candless. 
“You said ‘the man’, Lady Cranbrook – was there just the one man?” 
“Well, I only ever saw the one man and there was never any evidence of anybody else – never heard him talking to anybody, never heard anyone else walking around.” 
“Thank you – please go on.” 
“Well, he was big, perhaps six feet two or so tall and heavily built. I couldn’t see his face – either he had that ski mask on or I was blindfolded all the time – but it didn’t cover his neck very well, and I could see that his neck was thick. He wore gloves some of the time, but not all the time and his hands were rough as though he worked with them a lot. Oh, and he had a ring on the wedding finger, although it wasn’t a wedding ring. It was a heavy signet ring with an embossed device on it – a bird, perhaps an eagle, with a crown on its head and stretched out talons.” 
She was again interrupted, this time by Yvette; as a nurse as well as a friend, Candless had been happy to let her sit with Rachel and myself whilst undertaking the interview. Yvette gave a gasp of surprise. 
“That sounds like Boris Kratsky – he had a ring like that and your description of his build, Rachel, sounds like him as well.” 
Candless and Miriam Jones, his DS, looked puzzled; they had no knowledge of what Yvette had been through and we quickly filled in the details. It was the DS who made the connection. 
“You say that the police told you that Kratsky is a Pole?” 
“Yes, that’s right.” 
“The emblem on that ring – that sounds very much like the Polish national coat of arms. There’s a young man works at our local small supermarket – he’s a Pole and he’s got a ring just like that. I admired it whilst he was serving me once, and he told me what it was.” 
Candless took up the questioning again. 
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“What can you tell us about the house, Lady Cranbrook? Anything that might give us a clue as to where it is?” 
“Well, I think I can. The room in which I was kept looked out to a heavily wooded area – all you could see was trees, and the window in the bathroom was of obscured glass – you couldn’t see the outside at all. It’s a small place and single storey – no sound of the man going up or down stairs or the like. It’s old, the floors are wooden and not very even, and gave me something that I think will help.” 
She fished in her handbag and took out a small piece of crumpled, grubby paper. 
“As I said, the floor was quite uneven. There was a chest of drawers in the corner of the bedroom in which he kept me, and he – or someone – had wedged some paper under one corner to stop it from wobbling. I had nothing to do other than go over the room inch by inch and I pulled out the wedge of paper and unravelled it. 
Whoever did it must have made the wodge too big to start with because some of the paper was torn, including this piece, but it looks as though it was originally part of a sheet which had an address on it. It doesn’t have all the address – and of course, I can’t be sure that it is even the address of the house in which I was kept – but it does seem likely, doesn’t it? And as you can see – it shows a post code.” 
Candless and Jones leant forward eagerly. 
“Miriam, can you check where that is, please?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
The young woman got up and went into the corner of the room and busied herself on her mobile phone. 
Whilst she was checking the possible lead, Candless continued with his questions. 
“So, it looks pretty certain that you were abducted by just one man, and that man may well be Boris Kratsky who has a record, so his prints and DNA will be on file, so even if the house he kept you in was just a temporary refuge and is now deserted, we’ll be able to prove he was there – once we find the place, of course.” 
Miriam Jones came back to us. 
“That post code is an area of the Alkham Valley Road, sir, that’s the road from Whitfield towards Hawkinge and eventually Folkestone, and where that post code is the road is running through heavily wooded areas. 
I’ve had a quick look on Google Maps and there are six houses in the area, but three of them aren’t single storey, so, provided Google Maps is up to date, we have three places to look into.” 
“Thanks, Miriam.” Candless turned back to the three of us. 
“It may be that this character is still holed up in that house, alternatively, it might only have been a temporary bolt hole, so I’ll have to start organising people to check out the area straight away – I don’t want to lose him for the sake of not moving quickly enough, so if you’ll excuse us, we’ll be on our way and come back to you later.” 
I showed the two police officers out and returned to the girls. 
“Well, it looks as though things may be moving – that was quite something, you finding that post code, love.” 
Rachel nodded. 
“Yes, I just hope that it leads the police to Kratsky – assuming that is who it is.” 
“Even with that mask on, I’m pretty sure that it is him.” Yvette chipped in. Mentally, I had to accept that, after the horrors to which she had been subjected by the man, if anyone could recognise Kratsky, it would be Yvette. 


*************
 DCI Candless had wasted no time. Knowing that the abductor, regardless of whom he might be, was armed and must be seen as dangerous, he had an armed response unit investigating the three potential kidnap sites –
the three single storey house within the post code which had been on Lady Cranbrook’s scrap of paper. It was now dark, meaning that the examination of the properties had to proceed with even more than usual caution. 
The first two were swiftly dismissed. Both proved to have ordinary citizens living in them, citizens at first alarmed, then reassured be the sight of armed police, and citizens who gladly followed the advice of those police to stay indoors. 
That left site number three, Woodman’s Cottage, a small, secluded bungalow, located at the end of an unmade track which curved gently through the trees, rendering the actual building invisible from the road. 
As his armed colleagues surrounded the place, Candless had an unhappy feeling that it would prove to be empty; unlike the other two houses, there no lights showing, none at all. 
He was right – but it had clear signs of recent occupation, including fresh food in the fridge and a man’s clean clothes in one of the two bedrooms. After a moment’s thought, he decided that there was a possibility 101
that the occupant might return in the near future – certainly it was worth setting up an ambush and awaiting developments, at least for a while. 
It was luck, pure blind luck. After abandoning the Cranbrook woman, Kratsky decided he needed to do a bit of grocery shopping and had driven into Folkestone, taking himself a little bit out of his way, but not much, and complying with his policy of not doing any shopping near to his lair. 
As a result, he was not at home when the police arrived, but as he drove towards the end of the path leading to the cottage, he saw, from a couple of hundred yards or so away, a police van draw to a stop right at the end of it. There was, he was certain, only one reason for the van, clearly a personnel carrier, to be in the vicinity. 
Somehow, the police had tracked him down. 
Kratsky kept on driving, careful not to indulge in any panic acceleration that would draw attention to him. 
His mind was racing; how on earth had the police got onto him? Somehow, despite all his care, that Cranbrook bitch must have seen something that had identified the cottage. Bitterly regretting having let her go rather than putting a bullet in her head, he kept on driving. Now what? Thankfully, his paranoia meant that his ‘escape bag’ was, as always, with him when he went out. It contained all the papers he needed to continue to masquerade as Morgan, his laptop, his various bank details and all other important document and items, including a couple of changes of clothes and the pistols that he had taken from the Manchester drug dealer. He was headed towards Dover, but he had no intention of entering the town itself. It was, after all, where Morgan had worked and lived with the Gaynor woman. He didn’t know where she lived, although the actual address had been in Morgan’s belongings, and he had no wish to drive through an area where someone might recognise Morgan’s car. Before reaching the busy A2 he turned north on the old London Road, long since bypassed by the modern highway, and drove, always keeping to relatively minor roads with their lack of cameras and police cars, towards London, although, again, he had no intention of going anywhere with a high likelihood of a police presence, even if only in the form of their number plate recognition cameras. 
Another worry; had the Cranbrook woman somehow got the number of the car? If so, he was really in danger. He could not see how she could have done – but then, he couldn’t see how she had been able to lead the police to the cottage. To be on the safe side, he needed to ditch the car – but that meant having to steal a replacement, which, once the theft had been reported, would be nearly as dangerous. He then realised that he was over-complicating things. He had all of Morgan’s papers, including both parts of his driving licence. He had Morgan’s credit cards. There nothing to stop him from simply hiring a car, at least as a short term measure. But not tonight – it was too late. He would have to hole up somewhere for the night and arrange a hire in the morning. 
He pulled off the main road onto a minor road, and from that, onto what was little more than a track through some woods. He pulled off into a convenient little clearing; it was now nearly midnight and he settled down for an uncomfortable, but at least far from prying eyes, night’s sleep. 
He woke cramped, but reasonably refreshed; it was eight o’clock and now light as he drove cautiously back to the main road. He had reassessed things upon waking; he needed to retain the Dave Morgan persona, at least for the time being, and to hire a car in Morgan’s name would leave a paper trail, something that, no matter how tenuous, he was very reluctant to do. On the other hand, he also still had the Henri Desgranges papers, including the man’s international driving licence. 
So it was, that a couple of hours later he presented himself at the Hertz rental office in Wimbledon, having abandoned Morgan’s Megane in the nearby railway station car park. In his best fractured English he spun a tale of his own car breaking down and being towed to a garage where it was expected to have to reside for at least four or five days, leaving him no alternative but to continue his tourism with a hire car. After brandishing the Desgranges licence and credit card, and accepting the need to pay an eye watering deposit, he at last drove away in a virtually brand new Vauxhall Astra, a vehicle several orders of magnitude better than Morgan’s tatty old Megane. 
Now where? He had to find somewhere safe to stay whilst he worked out his next moves. He drove south and west, away from the capital, always seeking the quieter roads until he reached Winchester, where he booked into a relatively modest hotel, again posing as Henri Desgranges, a foreigner being in no way out of the ordinary in so popular a destination for tourists. 
Once in his room he mentally reviewed his recent actions – and a dreadful thought struck him. He had been assuming that because Morgan did not have a criminal record, he was safe in maintain that persona – but the police had gone to Morgan’s house, where they would have found no sign of him, but plenty of signs that Boris Kratsky had been in the house. 
What would the police now be thinking? How could he have been so stupid as to think that they would not now be looking for Morgan? Surely they would fairly soon find Morgan’s car where he left it at Wimbledon 102
railway station? About the only think that he had done right, he told himself savagely, was not to hire the car in Morgan’s name but use that of Desgranges. 
Would the police think that Morgan and Kratsky were working together? Or would they hit upon the truth – 
that Kratsky was masquerading as Morgan and that the real Morgan had been disposed of? From being a safe haven, the Morgan persona had suddenly become a pitfall – he dare not continue using it, so he would have to remain as ‘Henri Desgranges’ for the foreseeable future. 


***************
 Candless and Jones were reviewing what had been learned from Woodman’s Cottage. Clearly it had been used by Kratsky – his fingerprints were all over the place. There were two other sets of prints; one set was that of Lady Cranbrook, whose prints they had taken for comparative purposes, the other belonging to an unknown person, or at least to a person whose prints did not appear in the database. These presumably belonged to the person shown in the electoral roll as the sole occupier of the cottage, one David Morgan; from the size of them, they were almost certainly those of a man. 
“We need to find this Morgan, Miriam,” Candless told his subordinate. “He might have vital information.” 
“On the other hand, sir, he might well be dead – done away with by Kratsky who has taken over his identity.” 
“True – but in either case, we need to find him, or at least find out what happened to him.” 
It was the start of three days of frantic activity, at the end of which they had learned that nobody had seen David Morgan for a couple of months or so. His former employer confirmed that the man had been made redundant; talking to his one-time colleagues came up with the information that he had been living with a woman by the name of Liz Gaynor. Interviewing Ms. Gaynor failed to obtain anything useful; she hadn’t seen Morgan since telling him to fend for himself. She had, she said, told him that he could in touch with her again when and if he got himself a decent job. He had not been in touch, but she had no idea whether that was because he hadn’t obtained another job or because wounded pride was keeping him away. 
In digging into Morgan’s background, they discovered that he had been an only child and that his father had died of cancer some ten years previously. His mother was still alive, but in a care home suffering from dementia; a detective had tried to speak to her but it had proved to be a totally fruitless exercise. 
Two useful pieces of information were gleaned, however. Morgan’s car was found at Wimbledon railway station car park, liberally adorned with parking fine notices. Also, Morgan had bought a return ticket on the Dover-Calais ferry, but although the outward bound half of the ticket had been used, the return journey had not been undertaken. 
“The car,” Candless mused, “was parked at Wimbledon some two weeks after the date of Morgan’s return ticket. So, as he didn’t use the ferry, how did he get back? Whatever method he used, he was able to get his car back, because the ticket was for driver and vehicle both ways.” 
Miriam Jones made the obvious connection. 
“Suppose somebody else brought the car back at a different time, perhaps by a different route because, for whatever reason, Morgan couldn’t do it himself? Alternatively, for some reason Morgan did bring it back himself but by a different route?” 
Candless nodded slowly. 
“Given that we know that it was Kratsky who kidnapped Lady Cranbrook and that he held her at Morgan’s cottage, but that Morgan himself seems to have vanished, and given what we know about Kratsky – certainly a rapist and a kidnapper and probably a murderer as well, I’m beginning to think that Morgan, if he is ever found, is unlikely to be found alive.” 
He paused as a thought struck him. 
“Let’s contact the police in Calais and ask if any unidentified bodies matching Morgan’s description have turned up recently.” 
The Calais police were contacted and in due course they confirmed that the body of a man matching Morgan’s general description had indeed come to light. The body, in a relatively advanced state of decomposition, had been found in a lock-up garage which had been rented by a man who had given a false name and address. To date the Calais police had come up blank with trying to identify the man, who had clearly been murdered – his neck was broken. They had expressed the opinion that, given the state of the body, identification by next of kin – if next of kin could be found – was quite possibly out of the question; additionally, the state of the body meant that trying to obtain fingerprints from the dead hands had been unsuccessful. They did, however, come up with one helpful piece of information. The man had a tattoo on the inside of his right forearm, a tattoo of an anchor. 
Candless assimilated the information received from France. He dismissed the idea of asking the Gaynor woman to view the body an see if she could confirm that it was, indeed, that of David Morgan. The tattoo, 103
however, offered a clue and he dispatched Miriam Jones, accompanied by another female detective, to talk to the woman. 
Shown a photograph of the tattoo, Liz Gaynor confirmed that it was, as far as she could tell, identical to one which Morgan had sported. Armed with that information Candless felt justified in requesting a DNA analysis of the corpse found by the French police and hairs taken from a hairbrush, used by Morgan, which he had overlooked when vacating Gaynor’s flat. The process took several days, but eventually came back with the result that he had expected; the corpse was definitely that of David Morgan. Sadly, there was no useful information in the lock-up garage that might have identified who had killed him, although in his own mind Candless had no doubt whatsoever that Kratsky was responsible for Morgan’s death. 


**********
 Whilst the police were trying to trace just what had happened to Morgan and where Kratsky, his assumed killer, was now hiding, the man himself was planning his future. Given the amount of money that he now had, he was looking forward to a life of comfort somewhere away from the reach of the British and French police; the problem was where? America and Australia both attracted him, but both countries were very particular as to who they allowed to take up residence, and he was reluctantly coming to the conclusion that trying to go to either was too dangerous, the risk of his true identity being uncovered too high. He contemplated simply flying to one or the other as if simply on holiday and then disappearing, but could he remain under the official radar if he did so? 
He was in no great hurry; he felt secure in his Henri Desgranges persona, although he felt that it would be unwise to stay in one hotel for a protracted length of time. The hire car was a potential problem. When he had hired it, he had used his Desgranges identity, expecting to revert to being David Morgan, but now that he had realised that he could no longer safely be ‘David Morgan’ he needed to keep the hire company sweet, or risk them reporting ‘Henri Desgranges’ as having stolen one of their vehicles. He had originally intended to simply keep the car until he no longer needed it, then abandon it, with no intention of paying for more than the original period of hire, but had been forced to contact the company and extend the hire period. 
In all of this, he was blissfully unaware that things for him were about to change dramatically. 


*********
 DCI Candless looked in astonishment at the woman before him. Hilary Thomas, as she had introduced herself, was a civilian employee of the force, working as the financial director, responsible to the Assistant Chief Constable (Admin), and she had some surprising news for him. 
“This man Kratsky isn’t as smart as he thinks he is, Chief Inspector. He had the ransom money paid into an account in the Cayman Islands, presumably believing that it would be safe there from anything that we could do. Now, a few years ago that would indeed have been the case, but more recently the Cayman Islands, in common with other tax havens, have been brought rather more into line by the world wide banking community as a whole, and they are more inclined to cooperate – albeit reluctantly – when foreign police come calling trying to track down criminally acquired wealth. It will take some time – by which I mean a few days – for that bank to agree to our request, but they have already indicated that they will agree and freeze that account. By the end of the week, early next week at the latest, the next time that Kratsky tries to access his money he will find himself unable to do so.” 
Candless sat back in his chair, a broad smile on his face at this welcome news. A thought struck him. 
“Does that mean that the Cranbrooks can get their money back?” 
“All being well it should do. For that to happen the bank, and its lawyers, will have to be presented with clear evidence that the money is the proceeds of crime and that the rightful owners can be identified without any shadow of doubt. I’m working on that at the moment and I’ll liaise with you when the paperwork is ready to go.” 
“Thank you – this is really good news. Without that money behind him, Kratsky is going to have a hard time in keeping out of sight, My big worry was that he might leave the country and never be found, but this makes it less likely – in fact, much less likely.” 
Hilary Thomas smiled. 
“It’s nice to be able to bring some good news about money for once- normally I’m having to bring bad news about budget cuts!” 


*********
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Kratsky stared at his laptop screen in horror. Intending to transfer some funds from the Cayman’s account to his Desgranges account, he was met with an on screen message saying ‘Access to this account is denied. 
Please contact’ and there followed an international telephone number. 
On the verge of panic he frantically reviewed his financial situation. Without access to the Cayman Islands account all he had was about three thousand pounds as ‘Desgranges’, having transferred into it all that had been in the Morgan account when he decided that he could no longer masquerade as David Morgan. 
What to do? Three thousand pounds would last him no time at all, and he could see no way of getting more money quickly other than by stealing it from somebody. 
Once again he cursed himself for letting the Cranbrook woman live. He had done so in the correct belief that, however, hard the police might try to apprehend a kidnapper, they would try even harder to catch a murderer. 
Regardless of all that, why the hell hadn’t he just put a bullet into the bitch’s head? Had he done so, all these problems would never have occurred. 
An overwhelming rage took hold of him. He determined that those rich bastards would pay a heavy price for the predicament in which he now found himself. 
First, however, was it worth phoning the bank and asking why his access to his account was barred? In his heart he knew the reason – the British police had got the bank to take the action – but just in case it was some silly glitch? 
He phoned the number on the message, thankful that the Cayman Islands had English as their official language. 
Ten minutes later he accepted defeat. The man to whom he had spoken had been adamant. The account was frozen at the request of the British police through official channels and approved by the local authorities as well as by the bank management. It would not be unfrozen unless the police came bank with a request for that to be done. Smugly, the man at the other end of the line suggested that Kratsky discuss his problem with the Kent constabulary, the force which had made the request for the account to be frozen. 
Kratsky was seething; somehow, he determined, he would rebuild his finances – but he would also take his revenge on the Cranbrook family. He knew where they lived; all he needed was a plan to exact vengeance but to ensure he escaped scot free. 
Could he, he wondered, mount another kidnapping? But even if he did so, even if it was successful, where to put the money now that his Cayman Islands account was lost to him? Depositing it with any British bank would raise instant questions and he could hardly cope with the sort of money that he had once had in actual cash. 
It was then that a far simpler solution occurred to him. 


***********
 I looked at the E-mail in horror; its contents led me to demand a meeting with DCI Candless immediately, a demand with which he quickly complied when given a synopsis of what the communication said. To save time, I had driven to the police station with two print outs of the message, one of which he now read aloud for the benefit of DS Jones who was sat beside him. 
‘You have played false. Your wife was released unharmed, but the money has been taken from me. If the police do not have the account unfrozen within the next three days, I will kill one of your family. There are enough of you for me to make my choice at my leisure – they can’t all be protected. It won’t happen straight away, but if I do not get my money released, one of them will be dead within ten days.’
“Well, he’s given up pretending to be a group of terrorists,” Candless observed. “Now this demand for the money to be released. I’m not sure that we should do that; I know that he is threatening murder, but how good a chance has he got of actually doing as he threatens?” 
I glared at him. 
“Chief Inspector, this man has already imprisoned and repeatedly raped Yvette Milner. He managed to kidnap my wife and escape despite you knowing where his hide-out was. Although it can’t be proven, he undoubtedly murdered Liam Hennessey and David Morgan. He’s a man in his fifties with a life of crime behind him, not some wet behind the ears young would be tough guy. We know that he is armed with a pistol at least. Given his record to date, I think that there is every possibility that he can carry out his threat. 
“Now, if that money – which, I would remind you is my money, not the taxpayers’ and certainly not the Kent Police’s – is not released to him and any of my family come to harm, I promise you that the Kent police force won’t know what hit them. I’ll have the media all over you, and I will sue the force as a whole and whoever is the officer responsible for the decision personally.” 
Taken aback by my aggression, Candless physically recoiled in his chair. 
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“Sir Harold, please calm yourself. I was merely postulating aloud and I’m sorry if I gave you the impression that I, or the force, would countenance anything that would put your family in danger. I’ll get our people into having the account unfrozen as soon as we are finished here.” 
Considerably mollified I thanked him and left him and his sergeant to set the wheels in motion. 
Once home, I replied to the E-mail, saying that the police were now taking steps to unfreeze the account; I had no way of knowing whether Kratsky would monitor the E-mail account or whether it was simply something that he had used on a once only basis, but a reply couldn’t do any harm and might just do some good. 
Once I had done that, I confided in the rest of the family just what the latest development was. 
Understandably, all of them were worried and I impressed upon them the need for extreme vigilance at least for the foreseeable future. It was unlikely in the extreme that Kratsky would put our minds at rest, even when he was able once more to access the money. After all, if a simple E-mail had been so successful for him, what was to prevent him from repeating the ploy? 
I knew that the police were doing their best to track the man down, but so far their best hadn’t achieved very much. My mind turned to David Amherst, who had been so successful in tracking down Yvette Milner in the first place. Could he, I wondered, find Kratsky where the police were failing? 
A couple of days later Candless confirmed that the Cayman Islands account had been unfrozen and I asked David to meet with me. I gave him the full story and he listened in rapt attention. When I had finished, he shook his head doubtfully. 
“I don’t know, Harry. If I can help, I will – goes without saying, but if the police have got nowhere so far, it’s hard to see what I can do that they haven’t already covered. Anyway, if the man has any sense at all, now that he has got the money back he’ll probably leave the country at the first opportunity. There is one aspect, I suppose. Have the police let you know if they have discovered where he transfers the money to once he takes it out of the Cayman Islands account?” 
“No, not that the knowledge would be of much use to me, surely? With Internet banking the account could be in somewhere like Glasgow and man himself in Penzance or somewhere, couldn’t he?” 
“Yes, but in the final analysis he needs physical cash even in this day and age of credit cards. Now the only way you can your hands on actual pound notes is to go into a branch of a bank or use a cash point, and the police ought to be able to track any such usage. After all, by now they must know what account the money from the Cayman Islands is being paid into; monitoring that account should enable them at least to know where Kratsky has been accessing his account. If he has any sense, he’ll obviously travel around, not use the same branch or cashpoint all the time, but it should be possible to at least narrow down the area to be searched for him.” 
The glimmer of an idea began to form in my mind, although I would need the help of a real computer expert to advise me as to whether it was possible. Kathleen Curtis came to mind and I explained to David what I thought might be worth trying. 
The next day both Kathleen and Alan Aldridge arrived at the house; David had accepted my request to stay overnight to meet them and so the four of us settled down in the early afternoon to see if my idea had any substance. 
Kathleen’s first contribution dashed my hopes, but then she raised them again. 
“Harold, the sort of thing that you are asking is way beyond me. OK, I can make computers do what I want them to do, but it’s all within a fairly well defined set of parameters. What you need is a hacker, and a very, very good hacker. Now, some such folk operate beyond the law – they are the people that you read about raiding company systems and creating havoc – that sort of thing. There is also, however, another sort. There is quite a flourishing niche in the computer world for people who can create highly secure systems – and to create such systems they have to possess the ability to attack them to demonstrate that they really are secure. 
Now, I don’t know how hard the police have tried to use this sort of expertise against Kratsky, but a company that I know about are generally regarded as one of the best at this sort of thing. They are expensive 
– very expensive – but they are also very good. Would you like me to effect an introduction? I am known to them – they did some work for a company that I was looking at taking a major chunk of last year and I wanted to be sure that their systems were secure.” 
I had no hesitation in responding. 
“That would be great. If we can track this man down and let the police know where he is we will all be able to sleep a lot happier in our beds at night.” 
It was Alan Aldridge, always conscious of the cost of things, who asked the next question. 
“Kathleen, when you say very expensive – just how expensive?” 
She thought for a long moment before replying. 
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“Well, it will obviously depend on just how much work that they have to do and how many people they use, but I would have thought that around twenty thousand at least.” 
I saw David wince at the sum she had mentioned and reflected how things had changed for me since I had succeeded Robert. Back then twenty thousand pounds would have been totally out of the question; now, it was a price that I was very willing to pay if it offered up Boris Kratsky to justice. 


***********
 Two days later, accompanied by Kathleen, I met with Hugh James, a man of about my own age and nothing at all like the stereotyped computer expert. He was tall and well-built with an outgoing personality; dressed in a conservatively cut dark blue suit and sporting what looked like a regimental tie, he welcomed us into an uncluttered office without a computer in sight and listened intently as I outlined the history of how Boris Kratsky had come to represent such a menace to my family. 
He leant back in his chair, his deep-set dark brown eyes gazing into the middle distance whist he mulled over what I had told him. 
“Well, Sir Harold, tracking down all the transactions that Kratsky makes is simple enough, but that alone won’t give you a location for the man. It is likely that no matter hard he tries to make his transactions at random locations that a pattern will emerge, but effectively that will only narrow the search a bit. We might, for example, identify a pattern that suggests that he somewhere in, say, a particular suburb of Birmingham, or Manchester – but then what? How useful would such a finding be?” 
What neither of us knew was that Kratsky was about to play into our hands, although it would take some time for that fact to become apparent. 



Chapter Twenty-Eight: two months later
I was tidying up some odds and ends of a paper that I was preparing for Kathleen and Alan to look at, regarding the steps that I felt we needed to take to minimise the effect of having lost the two million pounds for Rachel’s ransom money when my personal phone rang. 
“Cranbrook.” 
“Sir Harold, it’s Hugh James. I think that at last we have something for you. We have a possible location for your man Kratsky and it is in the Republic of Ireland. I’m E-mailing our report to you. I would be grateful if you did not share the full detail of it with the police; it might be claimed that we have broken the tenets of data protection legislation. To that end, the report contains a summary which can be shared with whomsoever you wish.” 
I thanked him profusely and turned to me computer; sure enough the report had already arrived and I read it hungrily, savouring every word. 
‘The subject’ I read, ‘left the UK for the Republic of Ireland on the third of April, travelling on the Fishguard to Rosslare ferry, travelling under the name of David Morgan and paying with a credit card in that name. He travelled as a foot passenger. No subsequent trace can be found of David Morgan’s account being used in the Republic. However, that day a car was hired in Rosslare by one Henri Desgranges. The same name appears as the renter of a cottage in the small hamlet of Tomhaggard, approximately seven or eight miles inland from Rosslare. Since that date a number of purchases have been made under the Desgranges name, mostly of food and fuel and, whilst the hamlet itself is too small to offer shopping facilities, the geographic pattern of those purchases is consistent with the subject being located in the rented cottage in Tomhaggard.’
The remainder of the report gave details of the various purchases made by ‘Henri Desgranges’ and the promised summary which indicated that Desgranges, assumed to be an alias for Kratsky, had been located by the old fashioned means of bribing an associate of Kratsky from his days working the tax fiddle with Alan Jewson and company, an associate who had used the bribe to disappear to points unknown. This, Hugh James had indicated, was all that could be shown to the police. 
I pondered over what I had received. I had no doubt that ‘Henri Desgranges’ was actually Boris Kratsky; the use of the David Morgan credit card to buy the ferry ticket when I knew that Morgan’s house was were Rachel had been kept, a house full of fingerprint and DNA evidence demonstrating that Kratsky was her kidnapper, was, so far as I was concerned, proof positive. Kratsky was in Ireland, so the British police couldn’t touch him; they would have to liaise with the Irish police, the An Garda Síochána. They would surely cooperate in bringing a kidnapper, rapist and murderer to justice, but how long would it take? With the money that he now had behind him, might Kratsky not find some way of disappearing again? 
It was at that point that I decided to take the law into my own hands. I fed the report through my office shredder; one of the items in the contract that I had agreed with Hugh James was the undertaking that his 107
firm had given to me that the report was for my eyes only. I intended to keep it that way. All I now had to do was to work out a way of getting to Kratsky and making sure that he could harm my family again. 


*************
 It was two weeks later that I drove off the Stena Line Liverpool-Belfast ferry; it had docked at half past six that Sunday morning and less than thirty minutes later I was parking the Jaguar at the Belfast Hilton. The crossing had been smooth; the Irish Sea, so frequently whipped into short, vicious rollers, had been on its best behaviour and I had enjoyed the eight hour journey in a comfortable cabin, leaving it only for an excellent lunch. 
I had been busy in the intervening fourteen days. My first task was to agree with Hugh James that he would alert me at once should Kratsky’s routine change; I had received no such notification so was confident that I could put my plan into operation. The next was to come up with a credible explanation for being away from Cranbrook for a period of some days. The tale that I had come up with was that there was an unofficial reunion of some of my friends from Army days and that it would be in Belfast. To explain my use of the ferry rather than flying to Ulster was that I was first getting together with a couple of folk who were now resident in Liverpool and that they would be coming with me – one of them had suffered wounds on active service which made air travel very uncomfortable for him, whereas the Jaguar and the ferry offered far greater comfort. I hated lying to my family, but obviously there was no way that he let them know the true reason for my journey. 
As I booked in at the hotel I enquired if the parcel I was expecting, and which I had advised them of when making my booking, had arrived. It had, so once safely in my room I tore off the brown paper wrapping to revealed a rough cube of polystyrene, created back at Cranbrook from ceiling tiles. Once removed, they in turn revealed a metal cash box, nothing fancy, just a tin box with a lid and a lock, the key to which was on my key-ring. 
Inside, nestling in a bed of cotton wool to stop it rattling around, lay great-uncle Robert’s Webley revolver, an essential accessory for my plan. I already knew that the weapon itself was in perfect working order, despite its age, but I had been less than happy at relying on ammunition that was almost one hundred years old. I had, however, had a solution; Hugo McNeil had, years earlier, been my platoon sergeant, a soldier of very considerable experience and competence and he had, without making it obvious, made sure that a very inexperienced second lieutenant avoided the sort of blunders that could get people killed in combat. He had himself been wounded in Afghanistan some years later. I had been leading an attack on a Taliban held village and Hugo had been hit by a stray round, bringing him down out in the open. Calling on the men nearest me to lay down a barrage of covering fire, I was able to drag Hugo to safety without either of us being subjected to any more fire from the enemy. 
Hugo was still in the Army, although no longer a front line infantryman. Now he was a warrant officer in charge of an armoury at the alexander Barracks in Pirbright, Surrey, and after a cautious discussion with him he repaid my rescue of him with a dozen rounds of ammunition of a much more recent vintage for the revolver, with both of us pretending that, of course, I possessed the weapon legally. 
I had served briefly in Northern Ireland, thankfully when ‘The Troubles’ were at long last winding down, but as a result I was fairly familiar with the border country between North and South. Now, with the island so much more peaceful the area that most interested me was no longer ‘bandit country’ but just a quiet agricultural hinterland. From Belfast to Rosslare by the shortest route – the coastal roads – is about two hundred miles, but my route would be considerably longer. I would be striking inland and crossing the border via the R212, a small, little used road which crosses from County Monaghan in the North into County Cavan in the South. I had a good night’s sleep, then, immediately after breakfast I visited the nearest car hire company; I had no wish for the Jaguar to be seen, and possibly remembered, south of the border, so it was the nose of an anonymous Astra estate that I pointed south and west half an hour later. 
It was Sunday – the timing was another essential part of my plan. I drove over the border on the R212, the only indication that I had passed from the United Kingdom into the Republic of Ireland being a small sign at the roadside which, in both English and Erse, welcomed me to County Cavan. I drove on, leaving the R212 
and headed for Wexford, where, paying cash, I booked into a small hotel. 
My next task was reconnaissance; I had a good idea of what the hamlet of Tomhaggard was like from looking it up on Goggle Maps, but there is no substitute for eyes on the ground, so I drove through the place as evening was becoming gloomy. Nothing I saw threatened to upset my plans, so I returned to Wexford and my hotel room in an easy state of mind. 
The pivotal element of my plan was the fact that studying Hugh James’ report showed that every Monday morning Kratsky went shopping, sometimes in Rosslare, sometimes in Wexford, but always one or the other. 
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Judging by the timings shown on his credit card transactions, he must have left home between eight and nine each Monday morning, so the next morning I was parked a couple of hundred yards from his house, awaiting my opportunity. 
Sure enough, shortly before nine I saw him drive away. I got out of the Astra and walked slowly to Kratsky’s cottage, checking that I was not being observed from the couple of houses that I passed on the way – the cottage was on the edge of the hamlet with nothing beyond it except fields and, a little further down the road, some woods. 
Reaching Kratsky’s house I went round the back. As I had hoped, the back door was of fairly flimsy construction and a few seconds work with the large screwdriver that I had brought with me forced it open, negating the need to break a window to achieve entry. 
I went in, closing the door as best I might behind me, and settled down to wait for Kratsky’s return. 
I waited for over two and a half hours; I couldn’t blame Kratsky for not hurrying back – what did he have to hurry back to? I spent the time searching the place thoroughly. I found surprisingly little of interest – no passport, no driving licence, nothing to indicate who actually lived there other than a copy of the tenancy agreement in a sideboard drawer. There was, however, one very interesting item. In the drawer of the bedside cabinet there was a pistol, a Smith and Wesson ‘Chief’s Special’ a short barrelled, five shot revolver designed to be easily concealed. It was not, however, the pistol that Kratsky had been holding in the picture of himself threatening Rachel. That had been a small automatic, almost certainly a Walther PPK as beloved by James Bond. Did he now have two pistols, or was this a replacement for the automatic? I pocketed the weapon and resumed my waiting game. 
At last I heard a car pull up outside and a minute or so later Kratsky unlocked the front door and walked in, carrying a couple of plastic shopping bags in his left hand, whilst in his right he still held his door key. 
“Come on in, Boris.” I invited. 
He stopped and stared at me –and at the Webley which was aimed at his midriff. 
“Drop the bags and the keys and put your hands on top of your head.” 
He hesitated for a moment, so I pulled back the hammer of the Webley, giving that ominous double click so familiar to fans of Western films. Reluctantly, he did as I ordered
“Now turn round and go down on your knees” 
Again he obeyed and I eased down the hammer of the Webley, then swiftly covered the eight feet or so between us and struck him violently across the side of the head with the pistol. Half stunned, he flopped face down onto the floor and I dropped knees first onto the small of his back, driving the breath from his lungs with an explosive gasp. 
Before he could offer any resistance, I pulled his arms behind his back and secured his wrists together with a strong cable tie, then did the same with his ankles, rendering him helpless. With my foot I rolled him over onto his back; he was already beginning to recover from the violence that I had visited upon him and he glared at me, his face a mask of rage. 
“Who the fuck are you?” he snarled. 
“Don’t you recognise me, Boris?” 
Now I could see recognition slowly dawning in his eyes. 
“Cranbrook, you’re fucking Cranbrook – what do you want?” 
“I want you, Boris – I want you for what you did to my wife and to our friend Yvette Milner – oh, and for her boyfriend Liam Hennessey and I suppose for David Morgan as well. It’s payback time, Boris, and you are the one to be doing the paying. Did you really think that I’d sit still after what you did to my wife?” 
“OK,” he said grudgingly, “you win - you’d better call the cops.” 
“Cops, Boris? You’ve got to be joking, right? This is just between the two of us.” 
He began to look uneasy. 
“What do you mean, just between the two of us?” 
“No cops, no judge, no jury, Boris – it’s the end of the road for you.” 
Now, for the first time, I could see fear in his eyes, fear which he did his best to hide. 
“You can’t do anything to me – just call the cops and get it over with.” 
I shook my head. 
“That’s not going to happen, Boris – I’ve already told you. When you touched my wife, that was it – all gloves are off. Now, I’ll just check out your car, so don’t go away, will you.” 
As I made to go past him, he jack-knifed his body in an attempt to sweep my legs from under me. I don’t know what he hoped to achieve, but whatever it was, he didn’t achieve it. I sidestepped his flailing legs, then stamped viciously down his knee joint, bringing forth a yelp of pain. Once more I descended knees first onto 109
his back, pinning him down whilst I gagged him with a piece of duct tape torn from the roll I had taken from my pocket. 
I went out to his car in which I found a large knapsack, the contents of which explained the lack of documentation in the house. In it I found passports and other documents in the names of Boris Kratsky, Henri Desgranges and David Morgan – the full set. I also found the other pistol which was, indeed, a Walther PPK. As with the Smith and Wesson, I pocketed it, feeling more and more like a one man arsenal. 
I brought everything from Kratsky’s car into the house. Then it only remained to deal with Kratsky himself. 
During my reconnaissance the previous day I had discovered a small clearing in the nearby woods, a clearing which offered easy digging as the soil was soft and bore no evidence of being used by dog walkers nor hikers. 
I returned to Kratsky and dragged him out of the house and bundled him into the boot of his hire car, which I then drove to the woods, pulling off the road so that it was not easily visible. I had found a spade in the small shed in Kratsky’s back garden, which saved me the task of going back to my own car to get the one that I had purchased that morning in Wexford; the opportunity not to be seen walking along the road carrying a spade was something I was glad to profit from. 
With Kratsky still in the boot of his car I commenced digging; as I had hoped the soil was soft enough to make the task an easy one, and I was soon able to return to my prisoner who, unable to shout because of the gag I had placed over his mouth, was trying to attract attention by kicking against the inside of the car boot, needless to say to no avail, as there was nobody within a half mile or more to hear. 
I looked at him, reflecting the misery that this apology for a human being had caused and hardened my heart to what I was going to do. From my pocket I took out a stout plastic bag and a roll of duct tape. Kratsky heaved and bucked in rage and terror, but despite his efforts I eventually forced the bag over his head and then wound duct tape round his neck, making an airtight seal. After that, it only took a couple of minutes or so for him to suffocate, and once I was sure that he was dead I removed his bindings, gag, and the suffocating bag and dragged him to the grave that I had dug for him. Hurriedly, I shovelled back on top of him the earth that I had so recently excavated and, satisfied with my efforts, returned to his car and drove back to his house. 
Once there I fetched my own hire car and transferred to it Kratsky’s knapsack. All that remained now was to move his car, but first, in addition to Kratsky’s knapsack, I also secreted all three pistols under the squab of the back seat. Then I went back to Kratsky’s car, started it up and drove the seven and a half miles to Rosslare Harbour, where I left it in one of the car parks before starting the long walk back to Tomhaggard. It took nearly two hours, but even then, it was only just after three in the afternoon when I finally started the drive back to Belfast. This time I took the direct route so that, even after leaving the road at a suitably secluded area where I disposed of all Kratsky’s belongings, except for his pistols, by weighting the knapsack with stones and dumping it into a small lough, I was still back in time for an enjoyable dinner. The two pistols were still in my possession, but after dinner a stroll by the river Lagan saw me drop them into the water to disappear for ever. 
Once back at the hotel I rewrapped the Webley in its tin box and polystyrene cocoon and readdressed it – this time to myself. I suppose that I should have sent it to a watery grave in common with Kratsky’s weapons, but I could not bring myself to do so. Great-uncle Robert’s trusty revolver had helped him to survive the Great War; it had also enabled me to mete out justice to a man who had preyed on others, including committing murder. 
Strictly speaking I had myself committed, and hopefully got away with, murder, but I could not see ensuring that Kratsky could no longer inflict misery upon the innocent was a crime. I had killed before, in the course of warfare, and to my mind Kratsky had declared war on the rest of us. Good riddance to him. 
Chapter Twenty-Nine – one year later
So now baby Robert had a baby sister, Kathleen (after my mother) Ruth (after Rachel’s mother) Cranbrook was a blue eyed blonde, just like her mother, and as I gazed fondly at the two of them, I reflected on the strange quirks of fate that had brought Rachel and I together and thus give birth to Kathleen and her brother. 
If my brother Robert’s friend John Gilmore hadn’t been anxious at the spurious will signed by his mother despite her dementia, Robert would never have bought shares in Addington Care. Had he not done so, I would not have inherited them. If Gerald Crane hadn’t tried to asset strip the company I would not have enlisted Rachel’s help in thwarting him. If I, in my turn, hadn’t been suspicious of what was going on I would never have met Air Marshal Cartwright and thus never met Yvette Milner. Had I not met her, I would never have known about, nor be involved in the ramifications of, the murder of Liam Hennessey. That in turn 110
had led to the eventual incarceration and rape of Yvette and the kidnapping of Rachel, all of which had combined in leading me to rid the world of the unpleasant presence of Boris Kratsky once and for all. 
As far as the world was concerned, Boris Kratsky had disappeared. DCI Candless had kept us more or less up to date on the hunt for the man, mostly because, after all, I, or more properly the estate, was still down two million pounds, the ransom we had paid for Rachel’s return. 
It was a few days later that I met up with the policeman once more, reflecting on the fact that it was already some eighteen months since we had first met. 
“So, Sir Harold, how are things?” 
I enthused over the new baby, as newly minted fathers the word over are inclined to do, but at last allowed Candless to get a word in edgeways. 
“I’ve been thinking about Kratsky and your money. It’s now just over a year since he accessed that Cayman Island account – not a penny of it has he touched, which seems very, very strange. No matter how hard we have tried, we can find absolutely no trace of the man, although we have found out about another crime to pin to his door. You remember that one of the identities that he used was ‘Henri Desgranges’?” I nodded, 
“well, putting our heads together with the French police had brought us to an interesting conclusion, There really was an Henri Desgranges, but now that Kratsky has disappeared, so has Desgranges and between us, that is the French and ourselves, we are just about as sure as can be that Desgranges went the same was as David Morgan, murdered so that Kratsky could use his identity. Now, given the length of time that has elapsed since Kratsky touched that money, I wonder if you would agree that it is now safe for it to be returned to you?” 
I gave the matter considerable thought – or at least appeared to, as I knew that getting the money back was perfectly safe. At last I gave a shrug and a nod of the head. 
“I’m sure that you are right, Chief Inspector. Surely Kratsky would have accessed that account by now if he was able to. Perhaps.” I shrugged again, “perhaps he’s stepped under a bus or something.” 
“We can but hope,” the detective replied with a wan smile, “if we never hear of him again it will be too soon in my book.” 
And so it was agreed; it took a couple of weeks, but eventually the money came back to Cranbrook and we celebrated the fact with a dinner party for those who had been involved, Yvette, Rachel, Helen, Kathleen Curtis, Alan Aldridge, George and Elizabeth – now safely rehoused in their virtually rebuilt home – Michael and Susan their son and daughter, Helen’s girls, Georgina and Jane, DCI Candless and DS Jones , and DI Lucy Collyer, whose early work trying to find out what had happened to Liam Hennessey had led to the whole sequence of events that had played so major a part in all our lives. 
As I looked round the table I realised, with a shock, but a small one, that I now really did belong at Cranbrook. 
The End
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