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CHAPTER 1 - MONDAY
Thomas Edward Farleigh – you could not envisage him ever answering to ‘Tom’ or 
‘Tommy’ and certainly never to ‘Ted’ or ‘Eddy’ – was a self-made, self-conscious, self-satisfied man. The characteristics exuded from him – from the expensive suit and hand made shoes to the carefully brushed, heavily greased virtually black hair and the pencil stroke thin, similarly dark, moustache that adorned his upper lip. Unfortunately for Thomas Edward Farleigh he was also dead. 
The cause of his death was reasonably apparent. A person or persons unknown had ended Thomas Edward Farleigh’s comfortable existence with brutal efficiency and a knife, the handle and some of the blade of which still protruded from the victim’s chest. 
From what could be seen of it, the knife was nothing exotic. No specialised Japanese implement of unimaginable craftsmanship; no heirloom handed down over the generations for the avenging of slights upon family honour. It was just an ordinary kitchen knife, of a type which could be found in virtually any household in the land – 
but none the less lethal for all that. 
Detective Inspector Harold Inkerman – ‘Inky’ to friends and most of his immediate superiors, ‘Guv’ to his team investigating Thomas Edward Farleigh’s demise – stared fixedly at the corpse whilst listening to one of those subordinates, Detective Sergeant Jane Lawson. 
“He was found by the cleaner, Guv. She comes in for two hours on a Monday, an hour Tuesdays to Fridays, not over the weekend. Nobody else in the house when she arrived this morning. She believes that Mrs. Farleigh was away for the weekend but doesn’t know for sure.” 
“No idea where, I suppose?” 
“Sorry, no. She only thinks the wife was away because on Friday she saw that she had packed a suitcase and it was in the hall by the front door.” 
“Any other family?” 
“Yes –a son, aged about thirty, who lives and works in London, and a daughter, a bit younger, who is currently working abroad – according to Mrs. Howe, the cleaner – ‘in France or somewhere’” 
“So where, I wonder, is the wife?” 
Lawson shrugged. 
“No idea as yet. If Mrs. Howe is right she could be anywhere, due back anytime – or even, I suppose, never due back at all.” 
“Reason for saying that, or just making noise?” 
“Noise, Guv – although the Mr. and Mrs. did have separate bedrooms. Looking at the victim he can’t be more than, what forty-five? Fifty at the outside? Seems a bit soon to lose interest.” 
“Perhaps they hankered after the upper crust style – you know, servants, separate bedrooms, dressing rooms? Looking at the house they weren’t short of a bob or two. 
On the other hand, of course, Mrs. F might be a right old boot.” 
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“True, Guv – but I’ve also had a nose in her bedroom – the stuff she’s got in there is worth a small fortune- or on the pay of a DS a bloody big fortune. Unless she had her own money, hubby was keen enough to give her things – expensive things.” 
“And it’s still there? Not gone with chummy after he stuck the blade in the lord and master?” 
“No – and going through the rest of the house there doesn’t seem to have been any robbery – leastways, not of obvious stuff. There are a couple of nice TVs, some serious hi-fi equipment, two cameras, neither cheap, rings, brooches, necklaces and the like in the wife’s room – all still here.” 
“Makes me even more interested in the wife’s whereabouts. Perhaps we should be looking at home for the answer.” 
“He was a big bloke, Guv,” Lawson started but Inkerman interrupted her. 
“And it looks like it was a very sharp knife. If he wasn’t expecting it…” he shrugged expansively and Lawson decided not to pursue her argument. 
Inkerman had been half crouching over the body and now slowly straightened up, putting his hands over his kidneys as he did so, stretching his spine to release the tension which had built up in his muscles. An individual of average height but, clumsy build, he had found that in recent years those self same muscles seemed to protest more and more, day to day at the same rate as his thin brown hair receded from his forehead. Age, he supposed to himself sadly; catching up on me like it does on us all. 
“How long before SOCO and the doc get here?” he complained. Lawson looked at her wristwatch. 
“About another ten minutes, Guv.” 
“Right, you and me – quick stroll round the grounds.” 
He lead the way out of the mock Tudor house, through an entrance hall which, he reflected, was probably worth as much by itself as his entire semi, and into the garden. 
The front lawn was an immaculate stretch of green, glistening slightly from the dew which still lay upon it as another Surrey morning ambled towards ten o’clock. 
The tour of the grounds only took a few minutes. For all the expensive bricks and mortar, land in this part of the stockbroker belt was far too dear to allow a house such as ‘The Retreat’ (Inkerman mentally winced at the tweeness) to have anything other than a relatively modest half an acre. 
The two detectives found nothing to excite their interest in the garden itself and turned back towards the house. First, however, they looked into the two car garage, located perhaps ten yards from the back door (‘rear entrance’ Inkerman mentally corrected himself, far too grand to be a mere back door) in which they found not two, but one car, a well polished large BMW with a personalised number plate – TEF 999. 
“Mrs. F presumably has her own wheels.” 
“Yes – Mrs. Howe says she has a sports car of some sort, but can’t remember the number – Cross and Taylor are checking through the household papers for the car’s documents.” 
Inkerman nodded absently. Doubtless his two detective constables, both noted more for their methodical approach to things than to any flights of intuition, would find evidence of the second car if, indeed, the house contained such evidence. 
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“Right, whilst we are waiting for the doc and SOCO, let’s talk to the cleaner again. 
Perhaps she will have calmed down a bit.” 
Lawson nodded her head, causing the shoulder length blonde hair to bob and swing. 
Thirty one years of age – quite young for a DS in the force and that a matter of professional jealousy amongst some of her colleagues, both male and female - this was her first murder inquiry since her promotion nearly two years ago, and she was desperately anxious that it should go well and that within it she would shine. She was only too aware that in another two years or a little less there would be at least two vacancies at Detective Inspector level – DIs Hall and Newsome were definite retirees and there were noises that Inkerman himself might also be looking to seize the opportunity for early retirement should it come up. She wanted, oh just how she wanted, one of those vacancies resulting in ‘Detective Sergeant Lawson’ becoming 
‘Detective Inspector Lawson’ and was determined that nothing which happened during the investigation of this case would jeopardise that possibility. The county was not over-endowed with females in the senior ranks of CID and she saw no reason why she should not help to correct that anomaly. 
They returned to the house via the rear entrance and spoke once more with Mrs. Howe in the kitchen but she could add nothing further to what they already knew and by the time they had finished drawing a blank with her the scene of crime team, closely followed by the doctor, had arrived. 
Leaving the specialists to their tasks Inkerman tracked down his two detective constables and demanded an update. 
It was Dave Cross who started. Of the two he was slightly younger, slightly taller, slightly balder, but neither man created any charisma on first, or indeed subsequent, meeting. That, however, did not prevent them from being very good at what they did, even if what they did was of a limited nature. 
“Well, Guv, so far we have found that Mr. Farleigh is an estate agent – owns his own firm. Not too big, but not too small. Four branches – one here, others in Guildford, Woking, and Camberley. Here are the addresses” he handed Inkerman a sheet of headed notepaper. “Mrs. Farleigh’s car is a bit special – a classic E-type Jag, yellow in colour – soft top, not the coupe. Phone book has a lot of entries but nothing that is obviously family other than the son and daughter. Phone has an answering machine – 
but no messages on it. No immediate signs of forced entry anywhere and as far as we can judge at this stage nothing seems to have been taken.” 
“Right. First priority – find Mrs. Farleigh. If she doesn’t already know she’s a widow we are going to have to tell her. If she does already know – we need to talk to her. 
Better take that address book between you and ring round to see if anyone knows where she is.” 
He turned to Lawson. “Sergeant, get uniform organised on a house to house – check for anything suspicious, hangers-on – you know the drill. I’m going to talk to the doc.” 
Dr. Eric Lane, forensic pathologist, and Inkerman were long term acquaintances. Not exactly friends – neither had ever visited the others house, for example – they were nevertheless easy with one another. 
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“What can you tell me, Eric?” 
“Not much at this stage, I’m afraid. He’s been dead between twenty four and forty eight hours – I’ll have a better idea of timing after I’ve had a proper look at him. 
Death apparently due to that knife wound – again I’ll know more after I’ve opened him up. Apart from, nothing at this stage, Inky.” 
Unsurprised, Inkerman bade the doctor goodbye and left the house to return to his office. He had eight other investigations currently in progress, none of them of this seriousness, and he needed to do some urgent prioritising to ensure that he could focus on the demise of Thomas Edward Farleigh. 
CHAPER 2 TUESDAY
It was the next morning. Inkerman had called his team together to draw together as much as possible of the information on the case before allotting tasks for the day. 
“Right – what we’ve got so far. Deceased is Thomas Edward Farleigh, aged forty eight. Married to Denise Alice Farleigh, née Hammond, aged forty seven. Stabbed to death in the hall of his house. No signs of any prior struggle, no other significant injuries, no sign of forced entry. Two children, son Robert Thomas Farleigh, age twenty six, lives and works in London but not currently at home – lives in a flat and neighbours say he is on holiday, they think abroad, but don’t know where. Daughter Jennie Dora Farleigh, aged twenty four, lives and works in Paris. French police have tried to contact her for us – but she isn’t home either. So, as far as we know, none of the family know of Farleigh’s death – unless one or more of them are responsible for it. Dave – what more do you have on friends etc., from the phone book?” 
“Drawn a blank, Guv. Nobody knows where Mrs. F is – or if they do they ain’t saying.” 
“What about the house to house?” 
Lawson tool up the tale. “Uniform did a wide sweep but only a limited result. Big houses, tall hedges, nobody saw anything suspicious, nobody hanging about. We do have one shred – the house opposite is owned by an elderly couple – a Mr. and Mrs. 
Lewis. They had their son and daughter-in-law stay for a long weekend together with their two children. The children – boy of ten, girl of eight, played in the front garden much of Friday. The boy is mad keen on cars and saw Mrs. Farleigh – or at least a woman – drive away from the house around eleven – in the open Jaguar. He also saw the BMW arrive shortly after and leave again after about thirty minutes. He also saw it return just before he and his sister were called into the house which according to his mother would have been around six forty-five. Of course, we can’t be certain Farleigh was driving it on any of those occasions, but if it was him it could give his wife an alibi.” 
“Unless she came back” objected Cross. 
“Of course. But if she did so it must have been after the Lewis’ grandchildren stopped playing in the garden.” 
“O.K.” Inkerman interjected “ back to Farleigh. He was an estate agent – how is the business going?” 
Alan Taylor, Inkerman’s other DC, spoke his turn. “Not too shabby by all accounts. 
Farleigh owns the business. Employs five staff at his branch here, four in each of the other three – so seventeen in all. Total salary bill, rents, overheads, and the like a bit 
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over half a million a year. After meeting the bills, taxes, and everything, a profit last year of approx – only approx because the books aren’t audited yet – of a hundred and fifty thousand which all went to Farleigh.” 
There a moment’s silence whilst the four detectives all mentally compared the comparative rewards of police work and selling houses. 
“So, he isn’t – wasn’t – broke. Who did you talk to at his firm?” 
“His number two here – woman called Sarah Collins. Been with the firm for six years 
– ever since Farleigh started up on his own – and deputises for him when he goes on holiday. She reckons that the last year has been about average for the period, no better, no worse than previous. I asked about any dismissals, anyone who might have a grudge. No dismissals; in fact Farleigh took on an extra member of staff at all four branches over the last twelve months or so.” 
“And what does she say about his movements?” 
“He arrived normal time – bit before nine – on the Friday. Left again a bit before eleven, returned about one. She knew he was to meet a client, a Mr. Barrett, to show him over a flat on their books but was a bit surprised at how early he left – it couldn’t have been more than a ten minute drive from the office and the appointment, according to his desk diary, was for twelve. Once back he stayed in the office until a bit after six – she herself had some things to clear up and didn’t get away until gone seven.” 
“What happened when he didn’t turn up on Monday?” 
“Nothing – he had already warned Collins that he intended to take a few days off – 
perhaps all the week, and that he would phone her Wednesday to confirm just when he would return, so she saw nothing odd in him not turning up. She says he gave no indication of where he was going.” 
“Could he have intended to meet his wife somewhere?” 
Taylor shrugged helplessly. “Might have, Guv. No way of telling until we find her.” 
Inkerman turned to Lawson. “What do we have on the car? The BMW, I mean.” 
“Prints have been lifted from just three individuals. One set are Farleigh’s; another, smaller, are almost certainly his wife’s as they match prints all over the house. Third set – large hands, almost certainly a man. None of the prints are on record.” 
Taylor interjected. “That third set might be the client’s – he was coming from Reading and Farleigh might have given him a lift back to the station – or picked him even if he didn’t come by car.” 
“This third set. Whereabouts in the car?” 
“Passenger’s door handle, both inside and outside, nowhere else.” 
“And the probable wife’s?” 
“Everywhere” 
“Right. I’ve got the post mortem report – the knife wound is confirmed as sole cause of death, which occurred sometime Saturday, probably in the early evening – say six, seven o’clock. Dr. Lane is confident that it wasn’t before five on Saturday nor later than ten that night.” 
Inkerman turned back to Taylor. “Alan – you said Farleigh started up on his own six years ago. What did he do before that?” 
“Don’t know, Guv. The Collins woman said that he had only moved into the area then
– before that she doesn’t know what he did nor where he came from. I’m checking 
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with the Inland Revenue to see where he paid tax from but they haven’t come back to me yet.” 
“Keep on them – even if it turns out to be immaterial we don’t that for sure yet and they never stir their arses without repeated kicking” 
“I’ll get my size twelves out, Guv.” 
“Right, jobs. Alan, as well as the Inland Revenue talk to the other staff of Farleigh’s 
– just because Collins doesn’t know his earlier history it doesn’t mean that somebody else doesn’t. Dave, repeat the house to house on the nearest houses, any which back onto Farleigh’s – their memories might have been jogged following the uniform visits. Sergeant, chase up SOCO – we still haven’t had their full report. See what you can create out of it as a picture of what happened. Talk to Mrs. Howe the cleaner again – she was pretty shocked yesterday – may have remembered more today. I’ll bring the DCI up to speed, ask for someone to check any CCTV cameras which have picked up the Jag or the BMW, and chase up France in case the daughter has turned up. We’ll meet up again at five to review.” 
“One thing, Guv” Jane Lawson offered tentatively “what about a TV appeal for the son or wife to come forward?” 
“Too soon – they may be implicated in which case they don’t necessarily even know that his body has been found yet.” 
“They must do – the cleaner would be bound to find him on Monday.” 
“No matter – too soon.” 
Jane Lawson left the room after the two DCs, gently seething at Inkerman’s brusque rejection of her suggestion. How come, she also asked herself, Cross and Taylor are 
‘Dave’ and ‘Alan’ and I’m ‘Sergeant’? Is that a good sign or a bad one? 
Ten minutes later Inkerman was in the office of his immediate superior, Detective Chief Inspector David Graham. 
After hearing Inkerman’s synopsis, Graham leant back in his chair thoughtfully. 
“So, no other family, distressed or otherwise. A man with perhaps no history beyond six years ago. What do you think so far, Inky?” 
“Gut reaction – not a family killing unless it was done in a rage – and the time doesn’t really work out for the family. The wife drove off Friday before lunchtime. Nobody saw her come back Saturday late afternoon, early evening which according to Eric Lane is when Farleigh was killed.” 
“Intruder?” 
“Could be – got in – but not by force – either specifically to kill Farleigh or alternatively to rob and got disturbed. Don’t like the robbery bit very much – if that was the case and chummy panicked after killing Farleigh, why wasn’t he seen? He had to escape somehow. The eagle-eyed kid across the road was in the garden for much of the relevant time and could tell us that the Lotus Esprit belonging to the yuppy who lives next door to the Farleighs went in and out twice during the day and that no vehicle went into or came out of the Farleigh’s.” 
The five o’clock meeting in Inkerman’s office brought some news, although nothing that gave him confidence that matters would be wrapped up swiftly, for the news was mostly of a negative character. 
Taylor started the ball rolling. 
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“Guv, Inland Revenue have no record of Farleigh prior to him setting up his business.” 
“What? They must have. Silly buggers probably looked him up wrong or lost the papers.” 
“They swear not.” 
“I wouldn’t take their word for it. What about the other workers?” 
“Only three of them have been there all the time – Farleigh opened his branch here first, then the others. Of those three two were no use at all, but one of them, chap called Morris, reckoned that Farleigh came from up North somewhere as he remembers him talking about York once as though he knew it well – not just holiday knowledge.” 
Cross took on the story. “Nothing new from the house to house, I’m afraid, Guv. I tried a bit of digging over and above the ‘did you see anything suspicious’ routine and learned from both sets of next door neighbours that the Farleighs have lived in the house five or six years. Quiet couple, largely keep themselves to themselves, never been seen in the local pub, golf club, tennis club, anything like that. When they first came the daughter, but not the son, lived with them but left about a couple of years or so. She was past school age when they moved into the area so no leads there, didn’t go to university. Seems she worked for her father on a part time basis, but was around the house quite a lot. Nobody has seen her now for a year or more.” 
“Jane, what’s your news?” 
Oh, so I’m Jane, now, am I, mused Lawson to herself. Aloud, she recounted what she had achieved. 
“Spoke with Mrs. Howe – lot more in control of herself than yesterday. Can’t add much to what we already knew. As she only worked Monday to Friday she hardly ever saw Farleigh. Mrs. F didn’t work and was at the house most days when Mrs. 
Howe arrived but after about six months – Mrs. Howe has been cleaning for them for nearly two years – they gave her a key, so she was sometimes in the house alone. 
She’s a good cleaner, unfortunately, so no fingerprints anywhere more than a day or two old in the main rooms. Some in the bedrooms – those used by the son and daughter have got what are likely to prove their prints in them. On the SOCO front – 
lots of things to be chased down – the blood in the hall is being checked – it’s just possible that some of the sprayed blood might belong to the killer, but nobody is betting on it. The knife – no prints, traces that the killer was wearing latex gloves – I know that you can sometimes get prints from thin latex gloves but not this time. 
Perhaps the killer was lucky, perhaps he knew that, and wore thick ones or two thin pairs. The strange prints in the car – they are those of Barrett, the client Farleigh took to view the flat Friday morning – he’s been checked and the prints were his. Farleigh showed him over a flat in the town centre after picking him up at the railway station. 
According to Barrett, Farleigh picked him up at five past twelve, dropped him back at the station at twelve thirty-five; as we already know, according to Collins, Farleigh left the office around eleven, was back by one, stayed at the office until six, then left, presumably to go home. That does give one oddity – Farleigh wasn’t at home whilst Mrs. Howe was at the house – from around nine to around ten – but returned home before meeting Barrett at the station.” 
“So we have around an hour of Farleigh’s time unaccounted for. We need to somehow find out what he did with that hour. Too early, surely, for him to have lunch out and we know he came back to the house. Might have grabbed a bite to eat there, 
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seeing that he was to meet Barrett at noon and might not have had time for lunch – 
who knows?” 
Inkerman stopped talking and reflected gloomily that a lot of effort had got them precisely nowhere. His own contribution was no better. The French police couldn’t find Jennie Farleigh and a check he had instigated on airline bookings hadn’t turned up any trace of the wife flying out of the country. He had also had Eurostar and Le Shuttle checked with similar lack of success, but as he had himself pointed out to his team (before Miss Smartarse could do so) quite a few train travellers, even in this day and age of the magic plastic, paid in cash. Mrs. Farleigh could well have done so, in which case she could have vanished either deliberately or by sheer luck and with no chance of following her footsteps. Farleigh had now been dead over three days, and it was getting on for thirty hours since his body had been discovered, and he had absolutely nothing to go on. He hadn’t even been able to inform the next of kin. 
He turned to Lawson again. “Any news of DNA samples yet?” 
“Sorry Guv – it’ll be at least a couple of days before they can come back to us. I did ride them hard, but they are really up to their eyes – they are still working on that brawl from last week and the Chief Super has told them to give it priority.” 
Inkerman groaned inwardly. ‘That brawl’ had been a vicious affray in a local night club which had left one woman dead and two more, and three men, very badly smashed up. Chief Superintendent Lucas, the Divisional Commander, had gone positively apoplectic over the affair, taking such an incident on his patch as a personal affront, so there was absolutely no chance of jumping the queue at the lab. 
“Ah well, we’ll just have to wait on them – although I can’t really see that there is likely to be anything we haven’t already got from fingerprints unless we are really lucky. Villains don’t go around spitting or blowing their noses at crime scenes nowadays – too much forensic pathology on TV. 
“Right jobs again – Dave – try the ferry companies to see if there is any trace of Mrs. 
F, then go back on to Farleigh’s staff – fine comb work. Someone must know a bit more about this guy than they have told us so far. Alan, work through the company’s books, talk to the accountant, build up as complete a picture as you can of how things were going. Jane, you and I are going to ransack the house. SOCO have gone through, but only looking at what is there – we are going to look for what isn’t there and think about what is, what isn’t, and what should be. Pick me up at eight tomorrow morning 
– you know where my place is?” 
“Yes, Guv, I’ll be there.” 



CHAPTER 3 WEDNESDAY
True to her word, Jane Lawson picked up Inkerman at his house a few minutes before eight on the Wednesday. As they drove, Inkerman, speaking aloud his puzzlement more than anything else, gnawed away at the element of the case which most puzzled him. 
“Where have his family gone? Are they in all this together and done a runner? Or is it all coincidence?” 
- 11 -
- 11 -
“You know what they say, Guv, once is happenstance, twice is coincidence, three times is enemy action!” 
“Yes, I’ve heard it, but in this case …” he lapsed into silence for a moment then continued “.. if it is all a plot the killing itself seems too casual. Knifed in his own hall, no attempt to hide the crime … doesn’t ring true at all.” 
They got to the Farleigh house and were admitted by the uniformed constable – 
Inkerman had insisted that a guard be retained on the property for at least another day despite the moans of Uniform Branch at what they claimed to be a waste of resources. 
Then, never leaving each other’s sight – mindful of possible future cross examination by a defence barrister claiming evidence had been planted – they started a slow, methodical search of the entire property. 
An hour passed, an hour in which they had found nothing of any help. One thing they did not find, and which might, or might not, prove significant, was Mrs. Farleigh’s passport. Her husband’s was in a desk drawer, a desk which also contained the normal run of bills and letters one might expect. There was no other cache of such documents so it was reasonable to assume that Mrs. Farleigh’s passport – always assuming that she had one – was normally kept there. So, mused Inkerman, it is probable that she has it with her, which in turn makes it probable that she is abroad somewhere. But where? 
They were standing in the room clearly used as an office. It had held a computer – 
Inkerman had ordered it removed for examination but so far had received no report on its contents. 
Then the telephone rang. 


* * * * 
 Denise Farleigh was not worried – but she was irritated. It really was too bad of Thomas. He had promised that he would join her by Monday, or Tuesday at the absolute latest. Now here it was Wednesday morning and still no sign of him. She had meant to phone up the previous evening and demand to know what was happening but dinner with the children had been very enjoyable, had finished late, and she didn’t want to spoil the pleasant mood by what she had a feeling was going to be an acrimonious debate with Thomas. Now, however, was a different matter. She looked at her wristwatch. Damn, past nine o’clock local time – it would be gone eight at home. Still with luck she should just catch him if he was intending to go into that bloody office today. She dialled the number from memory, heard the ringing tone, and then the handset being lifted. A man answered – and her world changed. 


****
 Inkerman picked up the phone. 
“Hullo” 
“Thomas – Thomas – is that you?” 
“Mr. Farleigh isn’t here –who is this?” 
“What do you mean –not there – who are you?” 
“I am Detective Inspector Inkerman – and you, madam?” 
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There was a long pause at the other end, then slowly the woman spoke again. 
“I’m Denise Farleigh. What’s wrong? What’s happened to Thomas? Has there been an accident?” 
“I’m afraid I have some bad news for you, Mrs. Farleigh. Where are you at the moment?” 
“The Hotel Limoges, Brussels – but what bad news? Is Thomas all right?” 
“I’m afraid not, Mrs. Farleigh.” 
“Oh my God – he’s dead, isn’t he? What’s happened?” 
“Mrs. Farleigh, we have discovered the body of a man in your house. Whilst in your absence there has been no formal identification we believe it to be that of your husband. I think you should return home as soon as possible.” 
“Yes, of course – I’ll come straight away.” 
“How will you travel?” 
“I’ll return by shuttle - I should be able to catch one within the next two hours or so. I
…” 
Her voice tailed off and Inkerman could hear tears at the other end of the line. 
“Mrs. Farleigh, I’ll arrange for a police car to meet you at Waterloo and bring you home. Can you phone me on this number” he gave her the number of his mobile “as soon as you know which train you will be on.” 
There was a gulp from the widow. “Yes, of course – and – I’m sure the children will want to come as well – but I don’t need to be met – I’ve got my car with me and so has Robert so he can bring Jennie.” 
“Are they in the hotel with you?” 
“Yes, we were going to have a family celebration …” 
Again her voice tailed off for a few moments. “I’ll phone you back, Inspector.” 
And with that she broke the connection. 
Inkerman turned to Lawson. “You get all that?” 
“Yes, Guv.” 
“Right – let’s get our skates on here – I want to be finished before Mrs. Farleigh arrives.” 
The search turned up nothing of any importance and the two detectives returned to their headquarters, where Taylor was waiting to impart news. 
“Something odd is going on, Guv. I’ve gone through Farleigh’s books pretty thoroughly and there are some strange discrepancies. Each year Farleigh has entered details of several non-existent sales. The pattern was the same each time. The firm got cheques for fees for managing a house sale – but when you looked more deeply the house, although it existed, hadn’t been sold. One of the properties, for example, has been owned by the same couple for over twenty years – yet according to Farleigh’s books it was sold last year! In each case it appeared from the books that it was Farleigh himself who handled the sale. The fees varied from a couple of thousand at one end to over ten at the other.” 
“So friend Farleigh was raking in money, but showing it on his books – and paying tax on it? Sounds odd.” 
“Money laundering, Guv?” 
“Could be I suppose – but what do you think? Those sort of numbers scarcely sound major league, do they?” 
“I wouldn’t mind them, though!” 
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“I wonder if he was blackmailing someone – but again, why show it on the books? 
Anything else odd?” 
“No, that’s it on that front. I checked his will like you wanted – everything goes to the wife unless she dies first in which case it all gets split equally between the son and daughter. Had he outlived all of them and any grandchildren which might have come along, the money would go medical research.” 
Inkerman was intrigued by what Taylor had found, but didn’t see that it could be of any help until – and unless – they could gather a lot more information about Farleigh. 
The next development in the case didn’t occur until nearly five o’clock when Lawson ushered the Farleigh family into Inkerman’s office and took a chair slightly behind them where she could see, and be seen by, Inkerman and had a reasonable view of the family but they could not see her with any ease. Inkerman looked at the family with great interest. His assumption that they had nothing to do with Farleigh’s death might well be proved or disproved in the next few minutes and he eyed them in turn. Denise Farleigh was an attractive, well dressed woman who looked less than her forty seven years. Dark, virtually black, hair cut short and shaped to frame her face helped to emphasise large, dark green eyes and full lips. Her daughter was almost a carbon copy of what her mother must have looked like twenty years earlier, with the exception that in her case the eyes were a startlingly bright blue. Robert, the son, however, had nothing of the good looks of the two females. Short – scarcely taller than his mother or sister, he was already developing a podgy body and his posture in the less than comfortable office chair betrayed unease and a lack of self-confidence. 
The body had already been confirmed as that of Thomas Edward Farleigh and Inkerman offered his condolences to wife – now widow – and children. 
“I am sorry that I must ask you some questions at a time like this, but we really do need to know as much as possible about your husband if we are to catch his killer. 
Tell me, please, where did you live before you moved here?” 
Mrs. Farleigh regarded him in amazement. 
“You mean you don’t know? My God – you’ve let them kill him – you just let them kill him.” 
The final words were delivered in a near shriek. Inkerman tried to gain some control of the situation with his next question. 
“Mrs. Farleigh, please. I don’t understand ..” 
He was allowed to get no further. Mother, son, and daughter were now all shouting accusations at him, claiming police incompetence, disinterest, even collusion with Farleigh’s killer or killers. 
Inkerman raised his voice to near shouting level. “PLEASE – one at a time!” 
There was a momentary pause; then Mrs. Farleigh, clearly struggling very hard to contain her fury, hissed at him. 
“We are NOT talking to you – get someone who knows what is going on and we’ll talk to him.” 
With that she rose as did her children and all three stormed out, leaving Inkerman and Lawson regarding each other in a mixture of embarrassment and confusion. 
“Shall I phone the desk and have them stopped, Guv?” offered Lawson. 
Inkerman shook his head. “No, let them go for the moment – I want to know what was at the back of all that. I’ve got a nasty feeling that there is something going on that we haven’t been told about.” 
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He picked up his phone and dialled DCI Graham. Ten minutes later he was telling his superior of the strange reaction of the Farleigh family. Graham promised to do some digging, the result of which was that just before eight o’clock that evening Inkerman was again closeted with his DCI. 
Graham looked decidedly uneasy – an almost unique experience in Inkerman’s experience. Five years younger than himself, Graham had been a highflier whose career had somehow stalled at the level of DCI. By now he ought to have been at least a Superintendent, perhaps a Divisional Commander – but he wasn’t and local gossip had it that it was because he had upset the wrong people at the wrong time. This was his second appointment as a DCI - a sure sign of a career going nowhere, despite which in the eight months he had been in post he had shown total commitment to his task. Inkerman had a lot of time for Graham and knew that the feeling was reciprocated. 
“Inky, there has been the most monumental cock-up. Farleigh – as I expect that you have already worked out – isn’t at all what he seemed. His real name was Thomas Bright.” He stopped, for realisation was already flooding across Inkerman’s face. 
“Yes, that’s right. The supergrass from Yorkshire whose evidence put about twenty money launderers and drug barons behind bars. The deal was that he got a new life, far from his old haunts, a new name, some money, the lot. Part of the deal was that the police would keep a friendly eye open. Unfortunately, Yorkshire Police decided to do that on their own. It was cleared Chief Constable to Chief Constable, with Home Office involvement – it was seen as being that important – and for six months one of the Farleigh’s neighbours was actually a copper from Yorkshire. Then Yorkshire felt that things were cold enough not to keep up the presence and withdrew their officer – 
but didn’t tell us. The only people here who knew about the arrangement were the Chief Constable and the ACC Crime – and when they went down in that crash the relevant information never surfaced so their successors never knew of it.” 
Inkerman looked blankly at Graham. In his twenty eight years as a policeman he had come across some snarl-ups in his time – but this! Admittedly continued police presence after six years could be seen as of virtually no probability at all, but at least had he known what was going on one of the first steps he would have taken would be to advise Yorkshire to see if there was any intelligence which might point at a revenge attack. The previous ACC and Chief Constable had both been killed when the helicopter which had been taking them to a Home Office conference in Wales had crashed in circumstances still not totally clear – the possibility of terrorist sabotage had never been totally ruled out. In the circumstances their replacements had received a less thorough hand over than would normally be the case, but even so the system should have been good enough to prevent something like this. 
“My God! So what do we tell Mrs. Farleigh?” 
“You may well ask. To work that out you and I, plus Mr. Lucas are summoned to meet with the ACC at seven thirty tomorrow morning to work out precisely that.” 
Inkerman left the DCI’s office with thoughts tumbling through his mind. This latest bombshell had potentially altered the case out of all recognition, and he wanted to think things through very hard before he met with the senior officers in the morning. 
He was about to make his way to the car park when he remembered that his car was at home – Jane Lawson had picked him up that morning, only twelve hours or so earlier but seemingly a much longer time ago. He got one the duty detectives to run him the two miles to his home and arrived to find the house in darkness. 
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On the kitchen table was a note from his wife:
“Darling, 
Mum called – Dad has another of his attacks so I’ve gone over there. Tried to phone you but couldn’t track you down, There’s a meal in the microwave – just heat for ten minutes. I’ll ring later and let you know what is happening.” 
Resignedly Inkerman switched on the microwave and whilst the food was heating poured himself a glass of red white from an already open bottle on the kitchen work surface. As he sipped the cheap Chilean Cabernet he reflected on the note. Chrissie’s father had suffered a fairly major heart attack two years earlier and had suffered several minor ones since. Although only in his late sixties – Inkerman calculated mentally and came up with sixty-eight – he seemed unlikely to make old bones, and Chrissie’s mother was one of life’s non-copers. Every time that her husband had an attack she was immediately on the phone to her eldest daughter. The fact that the Inkermans lived over a hundred miles away, whilst Chrissie’s two younger sisters both lived no more than ten miles from their parents, never seemed to enter into the equation. Not did the fact that Chrissie was the only one currently with a full time job 
– receptionist at the local health centre. The other two both had school age children which was always trotted out as an excuse as to why they couldn’t possibly be expected to share the burden. 
He took the now heated meal into the living room and flopped down to eat it in front of the TV. Hopping from one channel to the next he decided that there was nothing worth watching and finished the food, returned to the kitchen, put the plate in the dishwasher and poured another glass of wine. 
He turned over the case in his mind. Farleigh had been killed deliberately – that was the only fact of which he could be sure. Was it a revenge killing for his past assistance in the police’s efforts to lock up as many as possible of the people who had once been his associates? Inkerman ran back what he knew of the case. Farleigh - Bright as he really was – had been a member of middling importance in a money laundering organisation based mostly in York. He had been the managing director of what, on the surface, had been a legitimate financial consultancy, the fees of which had actually been greatly in excess of any work actually performed. Those excess monies were the products of a raft of illegal activities from drugs to prostitution and once cleansed the funds had been ploughed back into the bank accounts of the senior criminals. One consultancy firm on its own was nowhere near big enough to cope with all the illegal cash floating around without attracting attention – there had been a string of similar set-ups, with betting shops being the most popular. Bright had made the mistake of crossing one of the big men and fearing that he was in genuine danger he had gone to the police to bargain his own safety and that of his family for information. 
The exercise had been quite spectacularly successful. Over twenty major criminals had ended up behind bars as a result of what Bright had been able to tell the police. 
Had the past caught up with him? Or was it something else? It was very tempting to assume that this was a case of straightforward gangland revenge, but Inkerman was only too aware of the danger of jumping to conclusions. 
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Determined to keep an open mind on the matter, Inkerman was on the verge of making his way to bed when the phone rang. Of course! Chrissie had said that she would ring late – it must be her. He picked up the handset. 
“Hallo?” 
“Hello darling – I’m truly sorry about dashing off like this – but Mum was in such a state – are you OK?” 
“I’m fine – how’s your Dad?” 
“Not too bad at all, really. The hospital are keeping him in tonight and possibly for another twenty four hours after that, but they expect to discharge him Friday. Is it all right if I stay here for a day or so and come home Sunday?” 
“Yes, of course. How is Alice now?” 
“She’s calmed down a lot – but you know Mum – panics at the least thing, and this was a bit more than the least thing.” 
“I know – give her my love – and to Harry as well. Tell him to take more water with it!” 
Chrissie giggled. “I’ll do that.” The fact that Harry Olgilvie was a strict teetotaller was a constant minor irritation to Inkerman – he didn’t object to Olgilvie not drinking – it was his sanctimonious approach to those who did which rankled. 
He started once more to climb the stairs when once more the phone rang. He looked at his watch; twenty past eleven. Long experience told him that calls at such an hour were seldom good news and he picked up the phone with a degree of reluctance. 
“Hallo.” 
“Hi, Dad.” 
“Ian – you OK?” 
“Yes, fine – it’s just that I’ve had a bit of a crunch in the car and although I’m not hurt some other folk were. I didn’t know if it might make the news and didn’t want you and Mum worrying.” 
Ian, their only child, was in the RAF, stationed at Leuchars in Scotland where he flew Tornado fighters. A career which he had set his heart on since childhood, it was one which filled his mother with fear and his father with foreboding - sentiments they did their best to hide from Ian, not always successfully. 
“Your mum isn’t here, Ian. Harry has had another attack – not too serious, thankfully, so she’s over there. I’ve not long put the phone down from talking to her – why don’t you ring her straight away, then she’ll know that you are OK.” 
“I’ll do that – cheers, Dad – take care.” 
“And you” 
At last Inkerman managed to get to bed, but when he did so sleep eluded him as his mind chased through the events of the day. Ian’s car crash would doubtless cause Chrissie to worry even more about him, unrelated though it was to his being a pilot. 
Logic never entered that sort of equation. It was nearly two in the morning before he finally drifted into a troubled sleep and it seemed only moments later that the alarm clock was summoning him to begin another day. 



CHAPTER 4 THURSDAY
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Assistant Chief Constable (Crime) George Bannerman was not a happy policeman. 
Fifteen months into the job, at forty four years of age one of the younger ACC’s in the country and believed destined for higher things, he was only too aware that a monumental mess such as the one now facing him was not going to look good on his record, no matter how he handled it. The death of his predecessor and the then Chief Constable had made his taking over of the job less easy than would normally have been the case and the fact that both he and the new Chief had been appointed from other forces had made the picking up of threads that much more difficult. It was only the previous day, when DCI Graham had started asking questions about the name Farleigh that a deeply hidden computer file had come to light – a file which could only be accessed by himself or the Chief Constable. Once that file had come to light, with the instruction for it to be referred, he had discovered that his own personal computer passwords – passwords inherited from his dead predecessor - were needed to open it. There was, he knew, no earthly reason why that file would have come to light as a routine – so sensitive was it that it didn’t appear in the normal file indices. 
Equally, he knew full well, that as he had access to it – even though unknowingly - 
there would be those ready to make capital out of the matter, not least the press if they got to hear about it. 
He surveyed the officers seated opposite him. Lucas, the Divisional Commander, he knew well, of course. A man in his mid-fifties, he was going nowhere – he had reached his limit, had perhaps been promoted a step too far. Bannerman knew that the Chief Constable shared his own opinion of the man, but it was an appointment they had inherited from their predecessors and unfortunately Lucas had done nothing specific to warrant suggesting that it was time to contemplate early retirement. 
Graham, the DCI, was another matter. Although Bannerman had had little contact with him, he knew him to be highly competent. He also knew that the reason Graham was still a Chief Inspector was because he had, unwisely and rather too obviously, shown up some serious errors in the ranks above him over the handling of a case in his previous authority. As a result he had applied to move into Surrey and had done a good job in the eight months he had been with his new force. At the moment he was, in addition to his normal duties, effectively acting as the Divisional head of CID as the actual holder of that post, Detective Superintendent John Wilson, was on extended sick leave following a heart attack. But for that it would have been Wilson, not Graham, at the meeting. 
Inkerman, on the other hand, was an unknown quantity. Forty eight and still an Inspector – and not promoted in over six years, was not very encouraging. On the other hand, his personnel file, which Bannerman had perused before the meeting, contained nothing but good. 
At the other side of the table there were three worried policeman – worried for the future, although not about the past. No matter what anyone might claim, each of them was totally blameless in the creation of the potentially disastrous public relations situation which faced them. They knew, however, that from this moment onwards they were in the mess right up to their necks. 
Bannerman spoke at last. 
“Right, gentlemen. We now all know the score. The past is the past – nothing we can do about it. As a force, we need to establish three things. Firstly why this thing happened – that won’t be on your plates. The Chief Constable has ordered me to look 
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into what happened and my report will go to him. Hopefully we will make sure that such a thing won’t happen again. The other two things are on your plates. 
Chronologically – first up is what do we say to Mrs. Farleigh. It will have to be handled carefully – there is a good chance that she will run off to one of the tabloids if we aren’t careful and we will all find ourselves shovelling shit with our bare hands for the duration. Not fair on any of us, but that’s life. The other thing we need to determine is how the investigation is to be handled from now on. Chief Superintendent – your views, please.” 
Put on the spot so openly, Lucas was inwardly seething. None of this was any fault of his, but he could see nothing but trouble ahead. 
“Well, sir, regarding Mrs. Farleigh, I think an apology from a senior officer is called for. We have, after all, shown ourselves to be unaware of what was going on and although it wasn’t the fault of anyone still here it was a fault of our system. We need to reassure Mrs. Farleigh that everything possible will be done to catch whoever killed her husband.” 
“Don’t we always do everything we can, David?” Bannerman enquired mildly. 
Lucas flushed angrily. 
“Of course we do, sir. I’m talking about what we say to Mrs. Farleigh, not what we would do anyway.” 
“Thank you. Now, by a senior officer – how senior do you mean?” 
“Well, sir, it ought to be someone from HQ rather than Division.” 
“Me, you mean?” 
“That would be up to you, sir, but I do think that the possible publicity involved means that it should be handled centrally.” 
“Thus getting it nicely off your plate?” 
Lucas flushed again, but Bannerman did not wait for an answer. Instead he turned to Graham. 
“Chief Inspector – your views?” 
Called upon so directly to either agree or disagree with his Chief Superintendent, Graham though for a moment before speaking. 
“I wonder if going quite so high up the ladder would be wise, sir. If Mrs. Farleigh does go to the press it will make a bigger splash if someone such as yourself or even the Chief Constable is already seen to be involved.” 
Lucas interjected angrily. “On the contrary, Graham, if it blows up it will ‘climb the ladder’ anyway and we will look worse if we then involve someone very senior.” 
Inkerman, quiet to that point, interrupted. 
“If I may, sir, there is one point which could help us.” 
Three pairs of eyes turned on him. Lucas, he could see, was annoyed at his interjection. Bannerman and Graham, on the other hand, looked at him with encouragement. 
“Yes, Inspector?” 
“Well, sir. We don’t know yet if the killing is a revenge attack. It may well be, but we don’t know. Suppose it isn’t? If it turns out that it was an intruder, or someone else not involved with the York arrests, then for Mrs. Farleigh to blab her story to the press would be very foolish – and possibly very dangerous. Her husband is now beyond the reach of the York people – but she and her children aren’t. Suppose they feel one death isn’t enough and decided to take revenge on her or her children? With that sort of scenario it would be very unwise of her to advertise to the York people were she lived.” 
- 19 -
- 19 -
“Why should they bother?” protested Lucas. “No reason for them to do anything of the sort – and they would know that we would be keeping an eye open for anything of the sort.” 
“I’m not predicting what they might do, sir. I’m suggesting how things should be put to Mrs. Farleigh.” 
“You mean that we should threaten Mrs. Farleigh?” Bannerman queried. 
“No, sir, not at all. What I am suggesting is that we should ensure that she is aware of the possibility and takes it into consideration – she may not think of it by herself.” 
Bannerman gave an inward chuckle. This Inkerman had a good mind and a feel for subtlety. 
“All right, Inspector. I’m convinced. I’m also convinced as to how we continue the investigation. You started the case – stay with it. And talking of convincing – make sure that you convince Mrs. Farleigh of the wisdom of a low profile for her and her family.” 
“Yes sir.” 
“Right, gentlemen, that’s all. Thank you for your time.” 
The three filed out and Bannerman leant back in his chair, fingers steepled under his chin, a favourite pose when he was thinking hard about something. More than ever he was convinced that Lucas was in the wrong job. The man was rigid in his thinking and a buck passer. He clearly disliked letting his subordinates express their views – 
his expression towards Graham had been bad enough, but it had been positively vitriolic towards Inkerman. After some minutes he picked up his phone and spoke to his secretary. 
“Grace, would you ask Chief Superintendent Blake to come and see me – I’ve got a few minutes now if he can make it, otherwise arrange for us to get together later today.” 
Ten minutes later Blake was ushered into the office. The head of the force’s personnel department, Blake was an energetic thirty eight year old who ran a tip-top department. 
Whilst nominally responsible to the ACC (Admin) the latter was currently away on a four week course and Bannerman intended to seize advantage of that fact. 
“Sit down, Mike. I want you to come up with a minor miracle for me. I’m worried – I know you realise the fact – about Lucas. Everything I see about him convinces me more and more that it is time he was moved out of running a Division. His Division has a second handicap with Wilson still off sick – how is he by the way?” 
“Not good, sir. Current prognosis is that he won’t be back for six months – if he makes it back at all.” 
“H’m. Makes the problem all the worse, doesn’t it? Look, what I need is a plan I can put to the Chief which moves Lucas out – retire him if he is willing, find a cubby-hole if he isn’t. Also a new head of CID for the Division. Thoughts?” 
“Well, I’ve been keeping my eyes and ears open for something suitable for Lucas and I think I have the answer. The Home Office have asked us to second a senior officer to a working party they are setting up on inner city crime” seeing Bannerman’s raised eyebrow he continued “yes, I know we don’t run to any inner cities in Surrey – but we do have towns with some problem areas and to be fair to the HO they want to get a bit of balance into the working party. Lucas would be ideal - senior enough, a Divisional Commander so it doesn’t seem that we are fobbing the working party off with someone who isn’t front line – and it would get him out of our hair.” 
“How long for?” 
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“HO say three months – but past bitter experience tells me that it is more likely to be nearer six.” 
“And when he comes back?” 
“Three choices. Worst one – he resumes as DivComm. Second worst – we find him a headquarters post. Best – he doesn’t come back at all. Either we persuade him that by the time the working party winds up he will be so near to retiring age that we grease his wheels and let him go early – or we get him a permanent post at the Home Office. 
One of my contacts there tells me that by the time the working party winds up they will have a post for an experienced senior policeman to act as a liaison officer between the Home Office crime analysis branch and the various forces.” 
“Michael, you are a very devious man. I like it. Let’s go for it – assuming the Chief OKs it of course, although I’m pretty sure that he will. And what about an Acting DivComm?” 
“I think it would be best to move someone in rather than have one of the other Superintendents in the Division act up – Superintendent Halliday has been heading up the drugs squad for two years now – it would be good to see how he copes with running a Division. He’s a good man but there is the danger that heading up on drugs can lead to him being side-tracked.” 
“Yes, I’ve a lot of time for Halliday.. How soon can we get Lucas over to the Home Office?” 
“End of next week if we move quickly. End of the week after at worst.” 
“Good - now, what about the CID post?” 
“Easy. Promote Graham as acting head. I know he’s only been here eight months, but he is well qualified for the job and the other two DCIs in the Division are both within a year of retirement. There will doubtless be moans from senior DCIs in other Divisions, but the ideal riposte to that is to say that with the DivComm disappearing it would be silly to bring in someone from outside the Division, and we can’t just dump John Wilson when he might make a good enough recovery to return.” 
“And to fill Graham’s shoes?” 
“Step Inkerman up – again on an acting basis. He’s easily the best of Graham’s three DIs. He is a bit of a problem – has said in the past that he is happy as he is – doesn’t want more responsibility, but in my view he’s too good to stay as a DI – and I think that once he gets his teeth into acting up he’ll like it – and we’ll have another good DCI on the strength. I suggest that we leave the changes at that for the moment – time to think about a replacement DI when and if it all settles down a bit. It means that Inkerman will have to work pretty hard but that will be all to the good – if he’s as good as I think he is, it will be an ideal opportunity for him to prove it.” 
“OK, that’s the package – write me up a recommendation and I’ll take it to the Chief.” 


* * *
 Unaware of the plans being woven about them, Graham and Inkerman were in the former’s office, discussing the way forward with the Farleigh case. 
“Inky, you’ve met the family – I’ll rely on you deciding how to handle things at that end. Now – liaison with Yorkshire. They really have blown this in not telling us that they had withdrawn their officer – but to be fair we blew it just as badly with the old Chief and ACC not telling anyone what was going on. I feel that at this stage it might be best if we restricted ourselves to just talking to them on the phone rather than anything high-powered. I don’t know if you have any contacts up there?” 
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“Afraid not, sir – leastways, none that I know of.” 
“As it happens there is a DCI up there I know – we were sergeants together a while back in the Met. He runs their analysis section and can get at anything in the cold history we might find of interest. Now – it’s your case – but do you have any difficulty with me talking to him?” 
“No, sir – that would be most helpful.” 
“OK – I’ll phone him this morning and keep you advised.” 
“Thank you, sir.” 
Inkerman returned to his own office where he updated his team on the outcome of his meeting in the ACC’s office. Lawson voiced the thoughts of all of them. 
“It’s going to be difficult to avoid looking a right load of idiots over this, isn’t it?” 
“Tell me about it, sergeant, tell me about it. Now – tasks. The DCI should get back to us with anything helpful that Yorkshire have but in the meantime I want another digging into Farleigh’s business – that mysterious money might be money laundering again – it might also be some sort of pension from public funds. Alan, keep on that – 
somebody must know something about that money. Talk to the bank, you know the sort of thing.” 
Taylor nodded his head. “OK Guv.” 
“Jane, I want you to come with me when I grovel to the Farleighs.” 
The girl joined the nodding brigade. Finally Inkerman turned to Cross. “Dave, I’m just not happy about nobody seeing anything – have a word with the lad the DCI set to reviewing the tapes – what was his name?” 
“Oldham, Guv .” 
“Yes, that’s the guy. Do you know where the nearest camera actually is to the house?” 
“There’s a traffic camera at the junction of Hammond Road – that’s the road you turn off to get to the Farleigh house – and Bilstone Road – about three hundred yards from the house. Because the Farleigh’s road is a cul-de-sac anyone driving into or out of their road has to pass that camera.” 
“OK – run any numbers on that camera around the relevant time if Oldham hasn’t already done so.” 


* * *
 This time the meeting with the Farleigh family took place not in Inkerman’s office but at the Farleighs’ house. Inkerman had agreed to the house being downgraded from the status of a current scene of crime and the removal of the police presence, although he was surprised that the family had moved straight back in, despite the stains where blood had been scrubbed away in the hall and the general air of disarray caused by the police investigations. 
Inkerman accepted Denise Farleigh’s invitation to the lounge, a large pleasant room with a huge picture window looking out over the garden. Seated in a comfortable armchair with the family arraigned opposite him, Denise and her daughter on a large settee, Robert in an armchair similar to his own, Inkerman was about to speak when Mrs. Farleigh forestalled him. 
“Inspector, we all want to apologise to you for the way we reacted yesterday. I’m afraid the terrible shock was just too much for us. I still don’t understand why you 
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seemed to be in ignorance of Thomas’ past, but the important thing now is for us to tell you everything we can in the hope that you can catch whoever murdered him.” 
“WOW,” thought Jane Lawson who, as before, was seated apart from her boss, although this time not behind the family. “now there’s a cool customer. Why the sudden change of heart? Yesterday she looked ready and willing to scratch Inky’s eyes out!” 
But Inkerman was speaking and she concentrated all her thoughts on what he was saying. 
“I must apologise for that, Mrs. Farleigh. I should have been briefed before meeting with you, but things were moving so fast that it didn’t happen. As I expect that you are probably aware, the first couple of days or so of any investigation are absolutely vital. After that things become much more difficult. People forget details, get confused by the passage of time. I’m afraid that I moved too quickly in some respects and only caught up with a full briefing after we had met.” 
Lawson admitted to herself that Inkerman was giving a pretty smooth performance, although she felt that he was taking an unnecessary amount of the blame upon himself
– but then he could hardly avoid doing so without revealed the god awful mess that had been made of things – but he was still talking. 
“However, now that I am fully in the picture about your husband’s past there is obviously the possibility that somehow that past has caught up with him. We are, of course, liasing with the Yorkshire police to see if there is any intelligence on the possibility of this being a revenge killing on behalf of the criminals your husband helped to convict. 
“That, however, is only one possibility. There is also the possibility that he disturbed a would-be burglar and that was the reason for his death. If something like that is the case then it is obviously very important that we don’t let details of your husband’s past leak out in any way – if his enemies in York were to find out where his has been living and the name he has been using who knows what their reaction might be? I would most strongly advise you all to be very watchful for the immediate future – if you come across anything, anything at all, in the slightest bit untoward please let me or one of my team know straight away.” 
That, Lawson told herself, certainly got their interest. All three of the Farleighs looked uncertainly at Inkerman and at each other. 
“Inspector, do you think we are in danger?” Mrs. Farleigh asked dubiously. 
“I can’t be sure. Hopefully not, but there is no sense in taking unnecessary risks, now is there?” 
“No - should we perhaps move out of the house? We have a weekend cottage in Wales, near Aberystwith we could go to.” 
“That might be a good idea provided we can be sure that nobody is looking for you but just for the moment I do need to be able to talk to you all to piece together as much as I can about Mr. Farleigh’s movements and any background information which might have a bearing on matters.” 
Mrs. Farleigh continued to look uncertain. Got her off balance, Inkerman told himself. 
Clearly none of them had thought that if this might be a gangland affair then they themselves could be targets. Inkerman continued. 
“One thing I would like to know straight away – how did your trip to Brussels come about? Had it been planned for a long time?” 
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“No, not at all. It was Robert’s idea that we have a bit of a get together. With him living in London, and Jennie in Paris it’s been ages since we got together.” 
Inkerman looked to Robert Farleigh; he still looked less at ease than his mother and sister, Inkerman told himself. Now why should that be? 
“Yes, it was my idea, Inspector. Very much a last minute thing. I work in a financial consultancy in London – things have been a bit hectic of late and I’ve been putting in a lot of hours. My boss, the senior partner, was appreciative and suggested that I have a few days off – and included a bonus. That was last Tuesday. I checked with Jennie and found that she could get the weekend plus a couple of days off so I phoned mum and arranged it. It was because it was such short notice that dad couldn’t come straight away – he expected to be able to join us on Monday provided nothing came up…” 
His voice tailed off as he clearly remembered just what had come up. 
“So it is unlikely that anyone other than the four of you – and the hotel, of course, knew of your plans? What about your cleaner, Mrs. Howe?” 
Mrs. Farleigh replied. “I left a note for her – I didn’t tell her in advance because although I don’t think she gossips I didn’t want to give her the chance.” 
Inkerman seized on the comment. “Why would you worry about her gossiping on such a thing, Mrs. Farleigh?” 
The woman looked uncomfortable for the first time. “Well, Inspector, with Thomas’ 
history we have always liked to keep a low profile. Also – I wouldn’t want it known any earlier than it had to be that the house was empty. There have been several burglaries in the area of late.” 
“I can understand that. So, to re-cap, nobody local knew of your plans to be away until it actually happened?” 
She nodded. 
“So, if it was someone from your husband’s past who killed him – or perhaps had him killed – they might well have expected you to be in the house as well?” 
Mrs. Farleigh paled, then nodded her head again. 
Oh, nice one, Guv, Lawson thought to herself. That will make Mrs. F. really think hard before shooting her mouth off anywhere. 
For the first time Jennie Farleigh spoke. “In view of that, Inspector, surely it isn’t safe for mum to stay in the house?” 
“If you are agreeable, Mrs. Farleigh, I would suggest that perhaps an hotel would be a good idea?” 
“Yes, I see the point, Inspector.” She turned to her children. “What about staying with me?” 
“I’ll stay over mum, of course I will.” That from the daughter. Robert Farleigh looked uneasy again. 
“I really do have to get back to the office tomorrow – Gordon” he turned to Inkerman 
“my boss, Inspector – has set up a meeting with one of our major clients and he expects me to be there.” 
“But surely, darling, under the circumstance…” 
“Oh I’m sure that he would understand – but I would be letting him down, and understandable or not, that isn’t a good idea. I can come straight back again on Friday evening so I’ll only be away for a few hours really.” 
So it was arranged. The two women booked into the Heathland Hotel, a large comfortable place a few miles away and Robert returned to London, but not after all three of them had made statements. 
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Later that evening Inkerman and Lawson were reviewing what they had gleaned from their questioning of the Farleighs. None of them professed to have the slightest knowledge of the murdered man’s business affairs and Inkerman had decided that for the present he would keep his knowledge of the irregular payments against fictitious house sales to himself. If any of the three did know about those payments it would be very difficult to prove should they choose to deny it. 
“One thing, Guv” Lawson offered. “Mrs. Farleigh says she left a note for the cleaner. 
We never found it and Mrs. Howe never mentioned it. So what happened to it? It hardly seems likely that she would have made it up, does it?” 
“No. We must ask Mrs. Howe about that note specifically, but from what she has said so far I can’t really believe that she would have failed to mention it had she received it. According to Mrs. Farleigh the note would have told Mrs. Howe that she would be away until at least today and perhaps a day or two longer. Now – the timing. Mrs. 
Howe left the house around 10 a.m. Mrs. F. left an hour or so later. Her husband at that time was at his office or just about to leave it, eventually to meet Barrett. When I asked her about the note for her statement she says she left it on the small table in the hall – so, if she is telling the truth, it was still there when Farleigh was killed. Did the killer take it with him? And if so why?” 
“Suppose the killer read it Guv, and realised that Mrs. F. would be away. Took it away with him rather than risk leaving any traces on it?” 
“Yes – and it would also mean that until Mrs. F. told us about the note we wouldn’t realise that the killer knew she was away so that there was no point in him hanging around for her to come back.” 
At that point Dave Cross came into the office. 
“Finished checking the CCTV cameras, Guv. Nothing that I can tie in at all. Ran all the plates through the system and nothing obviously odd. Both the Jag and the BMW 
show up – and the times when they appear tie in with what we already know for the Friday. On the Saturday Farleigh’s BMW was on film at 09:12 leaving the area and returning at 09:45. Single occupant, film not good enough to be sure if it was Farleigh himself. The Jag driver on the Friday, by the way, almost certainly was Mrs. Farleigh 
– the open top gave a much better picture. There were five hundred and eleven vehicles passed the camera on the Saturday, but only fifteen of them passed it in both directions. Of those we have accounted for five. One was the Lewis’ – senior that is – 
Volvo. Recorded making an outward trip at 10:44 and returned at 11:23 and again outward at 14:55 returning 15:32. Their son and daughter-in-law have a Mondeo estate – that did one two way trip – out at 09:37, back at 10:10. The next door neighbour with the Lotus – a Graham Lavenham – made two trips. Out 09:55, back 10:22 and out 15:17, back 17:33. The next door neighbour the other side – a woman who lives alone, Miriam Stockton, left in her Escort at 09:22 and returned 18:11. The last one belongs to folk further down the road – a Mr. and Mrs. Holmes. Their Mazda 6 passed the camera outward at 14:55, returned 16:32.” 
“H’mm – so the Stockton woman was driving back into the road sometime around when Farleigh was killed. What is that camera, by the way? A traffic camera?” 
“Yes, Guv. It monitors the junction as part of the traffic light control system - 
Bilstone Road is the busy one – it’s just luck that cars from the Farleighs’ road have to pass it before they can turn off anywhere because, like the Farleighs road – 
Turnham Drive – the minor road – Hammond Road - at the junction is also a cul-de-sac, although a long one.” 
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“What about the ten other cars that passed in both directions?” 
“They all stayed on Bilstone Road so couldn’t have got to the Farleighs. There is, however, one possibility of something. About two hundred yards past the camera there is a pull-in on Bilstone Road where you can park. Alongside it runs the golf course and although it isn’t obvious unless you know the area – or have studied a map of it – if you get out of a car there you can walk straight onto the golf club land – and you are amongst trees giving good screening from anyone on the main body of the course. If you then cut across the corner of the course you are only two hundred yards from the houses in Hammond Road which back onto Turnham Drive – and there’s a footpath, running between high fences – that leads onto the far end of Turnham Drive. 
Not only that, but it connects up to a bit of rough ground which runs between the gardens of Hammond Road and Turnham Drive. It’s only about three feet wide, and again you’d have to know it was there, but somebody could walk to Farleigh’s house from that pull-in with a good chance of not been seen by going along the footpath, then the rough ground, and forcing their way through the hedge at the bottom of Farleigh’s garden. I know that there is no sign of any entry being made that way, but the hedge is sparse, the ground was dry and hard – I reckon it could have been possible. And if they went in that way they could have got away again the same way.” 
Things, Inkerman reflected glumly, were getting worse. With that possibility any one of the five hundred and more cars which passed that CCTV camera on the Saturday might have contained the killer. For that matter, anyone could have taken that route without even being in one of those cars – if they knew of the CCTV camera they could have approached from the opposite direction and stopped at the pull in or even stopped on the other side of Bilstone Road somewhere and crossed the road on foot. 
The fact that nobody had seen anything suspicious in Turnham Drive itself became potentially irrelevant. 
It was at that point that Alan Taylor joined them. 
“Evening all” The attempted humour brought a glare from Inkerman. 
“Where have you been, Alan – I’d like to get home some time tonight.” 
“Sorry, Guv – called round to see if the computer guys had finished with Farleigh’s PC.” 
“And?” 
“Yes – and we may have the answer to those funny payments. Farleigh had a programme hidden quite deep in his system – encoded and all that sort of thing so a normal browsing of the computer wouldn’t find anything, but it turned out to be a record of payments from a couple of bank accounts in Yorkshire. The amounts weren’t constant nor was the timing between them – looks as though Farleigh didn’t want to alert any suspicion if anyone investigated his books by showing a regular income not associated with his business, but when you add them up over the last six years – since he started up down here, they come to just over three hundred thousand 
– fifty thousand a year. No wonder the Farleighs have a nice house and the like.” 
“And the bank accounts? Who controls them?” 
“Both of them are company accounts. Both, in fact, betting firms.” 
The four detectives exchanged glances. 
“That,” said Jane slowly “sounds like Farleigh being paid for services rendered.” 
“It surely does,” Inkerman agreed. “Betting firms – a good cover for paying out –
wonder what the odds are that their books will show those as legitimate winnings? 
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But how did the money get from those accounts into Farleigh’s business account? 
And why, when it meant he had to pay tax on them?” 
“That was in another hidden programme. Farleigh currently has over twenty bank accounts – different banks, different branches, none of them with more than a few hundred in them most of the time. Then, every now and then an account receives a payment from one of the betting firms. Shortly afterwards the money transfers to the estate agency accounts, on the face of it to pay fees on a house sale. Then the account is closed down and another one opened somewhere else, so no two payments to the agency come from the same bank account.” 
“Neat – and no wonder he had it on computer to keep track of it all - but hang about – 
for that to work the people paying him would have to be told what bank account to pay into” 
“Found that as well, Guv. Faxes – every few weeks a Fax would go to one of the betting firms. They looked like bets being placed – but in fact they were coded instructions giving account details and the amount to pay. Farleigh kept a copy of all the faxes on the PC – a bit silly, that, but then I don’t suppose he expected to be bumped off and have us sniffing over his books.” 
“Right, Alan, well done. I’ll talk to the DCI and get agreement to go up and talk to these firms.” 


* * *
 Approximately two hundred and twenty miles to the North, Albert Kennedy stared intently at the fax machine which sat in his office. By now he should have received a fax from Thomas Bright confirming the bank account to which the latest payment should be made – but nothing had come. In the six years since he and Bright had reached their understanding this was the first time a fax hadn’t come through when expected. Kennedy wondered uneasily if Bright was attempting to renege on their agreement – surely he couldn’t be that stupid? 
He raised himself, not without difficulty, from the swivel armchair and crossed to the window, where he stood pensively gazing on the crowded pavement below. His office was on the top floor of a nineteen-seventies office block near to the busy junction where King Street, Nessgate, Coppergate, and Clifford Street all met, one of the busiest parts of York, but Kennedy took no real notice of the scurrying humanity beneath his gaze. 
“If Bright is trying to play fast and loose with me,” he mused to himself, “so help me, I’ll bloody have him.” 
Kennedy was not a man many would knowingly ‘play fast and loose’ with. Fifty eight years of age, he still retained all of the physical presence, and much of the physical power, which had enabled him to create in FairOdds one of the biggest and most successful strings of betting shops in the North of England. He was a big man, six feet four and over eighteen stone, with hands like machine tools made flesh and blood. His size had enabled him to intimidate people long before he had an organisation to do the intimidating for him. It was rumoured amongst his contemporaries, but not within his hearing, than those huge fists had more than once been used far beyond a savage punch or two to bring a reluctant debtor to heel – that at least two men had succumbed to his fists and ended up dumped in the sea off Bridlington where, in earlier days, Kennedy’s brother Mark had part-owned a fishing vessel. Mark was gone now, the circumstances of his death eight years before clearing the way for the younger brother
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to take over full control of FairOdds – and there were rumours about that as well, but again rumours nobody voiced anywhere near Albert Kennedy. 
His mind made up, Kennedy returned to his desk and dialled a number from memory. 
“Davey? Bert Kennedy, mate. Look, I’ve got a little job for you. Can you come round to my office in the morning? Ten o’clock suit? Fine – looking forward – ‘bye.” 
Kennedy had heard rumours, not just caused them, and one of those rumours was that Thomas Bright had, for some six years now, lived under an assumed name somewhere in Surrey. Just whereabouts in Surrey Kennedy did not know – but he felt that he knew a man who could find out, and that man would be meeting him the following morning. 
He wondered what course to take if Bright was attempting a double-cross. The easiest way out, he told himself, was to have the bloke taken out – unaware that the previous Saturday someone unknown to him had, presumably unwittingly, already performed that service for him. 


* * *
 Inkerman and Graham were once again closeted in the former’s office. Inkerman had given his superior a brief resumé of the latest position; now it was Graham’s turn. 
“I spoke with my York contact – DCI Ernie Hobbs, should you need to contact him any time and I’m not here – and he has done a bit of digging in what he has readily available and also put some feelers out. 
“So far, he hasn’t come up with much. Bright’s tales out of school were the cause of a lot of real unhappiness, as you can imagine, but there has never been any indication that any of the people who went down, nor those they left behind, had a clue as to where Bright had gone to ground. The main organisations hurt by Bright really condense down to just three. A mix of betting shops, a protection racket, and drug dealing in York itself, headed up by Tony Lombard. Tony – who despite his name has absolutely no Italian connections and is as Yorkshire as they come – is six years into a fourteen year sentence. If he behaves himself he will out in another year and a bit – 
more’s the pity. A similar set-up, but concentrating more on Leeds and the surrounding area, run by Charlie Griffiths – again six years into his sentence except that Charlie, for some reason, got eighteen years so has a bit longer to go, and finally a straightforward drugs organisation with people all over Yorkshire and spilling down into Lincolnshire and across into Lancashire as well. This one does have some Italian connections – run by Billy Green, whose mother christened him Guiseppe Verdi. 
Billy, like Lombard, got fourteen years. 
“The other folk who went down were all really employees of one or other of the big three. In their absence a power vacuum was created and it didn’t take long for that vacuum to be partially filled. Two big noises at the moment – Bert Kennedy, whose legal front is a big string of betting shops which just happens to be the FairOdds set-up you have uncovered, and Jimmy Davies – again he has a front, and it is your other find – Tote Beaters. Both men are very careful to keep themselves clear of the nasty stuff – a few of their small fry have been snared over the years, but never anything which might lead back to Kennedy or Davies. 
“When I spoke to Ernie Hobbs it was before you’d made these links between Kennedy and Davies and Bright/Farleigh. I think these take us beyond telephone calls and the old boy network. I think you should get up there as quickly as possible and put a bit of heat onto these two – and do it with support – take your Sergeant and I’ll get the ACC to talk to Yorkshire and have them sit in with you as well so the villains 
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can’t expect to get away with anything on the assumption that not being local you won’t be up to speed.” 
“Right, I’ll get organised for first thing tomorrow. OK to go by car?” 
“Yes – and take a driver – you’ve got enough on your plate without driving yourself all the way.” 
“Thanks. I’ll leave my two DCs to chase up all the car sightings – any chance of borrowing a pair of hands for tomorrow for that? If Taylor and Cross have to do it all themselves it’ll take a couple of days –four people should clear the preliminaries in a day.” 
“Leave it with me, Inky – I’m sure that I can find someone to help them out.” 
“Thanks. Good night, sir.” 
“Night, Inky.” 
Inkerman made his way back to his own office where he arranged for himself and Jane Lawson to have a police car and driver for the morrow, then made his way to the station car park where his own vehicle was waiting patiently. The drive home was almost complete before he even remembered that Chrissie was still at her mother’s so there would be no food waiting for him. Wearily he turned off the direct route and stopped at a fish and chip shop where he picked up a rather sorry looking piece of cod and a large helping of decidedly soggy chips. 
As he got to the house the heavens opened; even the five yard dash from car to door left him drenched and the paper wrapping of his supper even soggier than its contents. 
Irritatedly he dumped the wrapping in the waste and subjected the food to a quick blast in the microwave. It went without saying that he overdid it – it had been that sort of a day – and could only stomach under a half of what he had paid for. 


* * *
 The heavy rain was, however, to have a far more dramatic effect on Inkerman’s investigation than sending him to bed after an unsatisfactory meal. 
Robert Farleigh was returning from the meeting in London with his boss, Gordon Collyer and a major client. Robert had never been a good driver, suffering in more or less equal proportions from impatience and indecision; with the trauma caused by the death of his father his normal inadequacy behind the wheel of a car was compounded. 
He was stuck behind a slow moving lorry and had already twice tried to overtake only to be thwarted by oncoming traffic. This time, as a gap opened, he floored the accelerator and the Mini Cooper bounded forward into the gap between the lorry and the approaching Rover. 
He had, again, misjudged, but this time the result was serious. At the last moment, realising his mistake he came off the accelerator and stamped desperately on the brake. The road, awash from the heavy rain, had been turned into a virtual skating rink as water covered the rubber dust laid down by over a week of dry weather and offered little grip to the locked wheels as the little car skidded on the treacherous surface. The Rover struck it a glancing blow, spinning it off the road completely. 
Robert’s life was saved by his seat belt, but the impact of his head against the door pillar as he was thrown first one way then the other, knocked him unconscious. 
The lorry driver, and the driver of the Rover, were at the crumpled wreckage in moments and carefully eased Robert out of the mess. As the lorry driver covered him with his own coat the other driver dialled 999 on his mobile. 
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Within minutes the police and an ambulance were on the scene; within quarter of an hour Robert was at the accident and emergency department of Guildford’s Royal Surrey County Hospital. 
The hospital staff, satisfied that his injuries were not life threatening, were nevertheless faced with the need to set a broken arm and a broken leg, plus checking for internal injuries. 
What they could not do, however, and nor could the traffic policeman who had accompanied the ambulance to the hospital, was advise his next of kin. His wallet identified his parents as the people to be advised in the case of an accident – but there was, of course, nobody in the house and Denise and Jennie Farleigh were left to worry over Robert’s non-appearance at the Heathland Hotel. 
Robert had expected to get to them around nine thirty. By eleven both women were sick with worry. Inkerman’s suggestion that the whole family might be at risk from whoever had killed Thomas was uppermost in their minds and in near desperation they phoned the CID number he had given them. There was, needless to say, nobody on duty who was directly involved with the Farleigh case, but the duty officer, after interrogating the computer log, tracked down the traffic policeman’s report of an accident involving a young man of the same name. 
It was the small hours before Denise and Jennie finally tracked Robert down. At the hospital they met a tired young woman who introduced herself as the casualty house officer. 
“I can tell you, Mrs. Farleigh, that your son’s injuries, whilst serious, are not life threatening. We have set his arm and leg, both of which were broken in the crash and we can not find any evidence of internal injuries. At the moment he is sleeping under heavy sedation so there really isn’t any point in your seeing him. I would suggest that you go home and get some sleep yourselves – this must have been a very worrying shock – and return around ten o’clock this morning.” 
With that they had to be satisfied. Dog tired, they drove back to their hotel and fell into their beds. 



CHAPTER 5 FRIDAY
Inkerman had arranged for an early start; at half-past seven the patrol car had picked him up and minutes later they had called at Lawson’s address. It was the first time that Inkerman had been to where his sergeant lived and he was favourably impressed by the small, modern block of flats. 
The early start meant that he had not called into his office first and as they set off round the M25, with lights flashing to defeat the early morning crush, he was as yet unaware of the accident which had befallen Robert Farleigh some ten or eleven hours earlier. 
It wasn’t until they had reached the M1 and started the long drag north that Inkerman’s mobile rang and he answered it to find Cross on the line. 
“Inkerman” 
“Dave here, Guv. Just to let you know. Robert Farleigh was in an RTA last night – in hospital at the Royal Surrey.” 
“Is he bad?” 
“Broken arm, broken leg, still out for the count.” 
“OK, Dave, keep me up to date, please.” 
“Will do.” 
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Inkerman passed the news on to Jane Lawson, then ruminated in his mind as to whether it would have any relevance. On the whole he could not think that it had, but time would tell. 
The police driver made good time. It was still a little short of eleven o’clock when Inkerman and Lawson were ushered into the office of DCI Hobbs, Graham’s Yorkshire contact. He rose to meet them, waving them to chairs, 
“Glad to meet you Inspector, Sergeant. As we don’t have a current case concerning Bright here it seemed that the most logical person to sit in with you is myself, but it’s your show. Ask what you want the way you want. I’ll just provide a brooding presence unless something comes up I can help on.” 
“Thank you, sir. I presume we are going to visit Kennedy and Davies?” 
“Seems best. I was tempted to invite then to talk to us here, but that would have forewarned them and ensured that they had their lawyers with them. If they prove difficult then we can bring them in but I would be surprised if they do. They are both smart men, always kept the nasty stuff well away from their own doorsteps and will assume, with a fair amount of justification, that they have nothing to fear – unless, of course, one of them has a guilty conscience.” 


* * *
 A little less than an hour earlier one of Hobbs’ ‘smart men’, Bert Kennedy, had had a brief meeting with David Platt, better known to his contemporaries as ‘Davey’. A man of about forty, well built without being over-weight, and smartly dressed in a charcoal grey suit, he was far removed from the traditional image of a computer genius, which is how his underworld associated viewed him. The meeting was short and to the point. 
Kennedy showed his visitor to a chair and stated his request. Platt listened, made a few notes and, after a little haggling, the two men agreed a price and Platt left. 


* * *
 By chance it was Kennedy the three detectives called upon first. Kennedy invited them to sit and, his offer of refreshment having been refused, turned to Hobbs. 
“Chief Inspector, what do you want with me? I am always pleased to help in any way I can, of course, but what can your colleagues from Surrey possibly need that I can help with?” 
Inkerman broke straight in. “Mr. Kennedy, I am sure you remember the name of Thomas Bright?” 
Kennedy gave the impression of thinking about the question. “Wasn’t that the name of the man who helped the police lock up a number of criminals some years back? It was reported pretty thoroughly in the national press but, as I am sure you can imagine, the local papers got much more excited. But what is Mr. Bright to do with you visiting me?” 
“He was a regular customer of yours and we are investigating a number of things, including where he came by the money he used to place his bets – which were substantial – with you.” 
“Inspector, I run a large number of shops. Most of my customers pay in cash, and they are, of course, paid in cash. If, as you say, Mr. Bright placed bets with my company there would only be a record if he paid by cheque or credit card, in which case he would have to have an account with us, and even in those circumstances my company would have no knowledge of how he came by his funds. Did he pay in that way?” 
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Inkerman reached into his inside pocket and withdrew an envelop from which he produced a sheet of paper. He unfolded it and passed it across the desk to Kennedy. 
“That, Mr. Kennedy, is a copy of a bank statement which Bright held in a false name. 
You will see that on the tenth of March last it was credited with the sum of ten thousand pounds. You will also see the details of the bank account from which that payment was made. That account is one of your company’s accounts.” 
Kennedy looked unimpressed. “So, Inspector, we paid out to a winner – what is your point? Oh, and by the way – this isn’t made out to Bright at all – you say that it is him operating under a false name – how would we be supposed to know that?” 
Inkerman again reached into his pocket and took out another envelope, produced another piece of paper. 
“This, Mr. Kennedy, is a court order impounding to my custody the records of that account of yours. You will see that it also gives me access to the records of your customer accounts. You see, Mr. Kennedy, I already know, and I think you do as well, that the false name used by Bright won’t appear as a customer account with you, and the payment does not relate to any wager placed with your company.” 
Kennedy stared back at the policeman, his mind inwardly racing, but years of hard experience keeping his face impassive. 
“I’m sorry, Inspector, but I haven’t the slightest idea what you are talking about – 
examine my books by all means – you will find nothing wrong with them.” 
“Actually, Mr. Kennedy, I don’t need to look at your books as such – all I need is your computer. I already know that the exchange of messages between yourself and Bright are on it.” 
Kennedy maintained his composure and shrugged his shoulders. He pointed at the computer sitting on his desk. “Inspect it and welcome, Inspector – there are no dark secrets on it.” 
Lawson, sitting back and studying Kennedy closely throughout the exchange, wondered at the man’s complacency. It must, she thought to herself, be based on one of three things. Either he really was innocent – and mentally she put the likelihood of that as about one million to one, or he thought his computer was secure against any efforts to unlock its secrets, or somehow he had a Plan B – either there was another computer somewhere and the one of the desk was a front, or the details had already been totally deleted from the computer’s memory. Then she caught it – just the faintest flicker of an expression on Kennedy’s face towards the cupboard in the corner of his office. Had Inkerman picked it up as well? 
Clearly Inkerman had. “Not just that computer, Mr. Kennedy – also the other one. 
Sergeant, if you please.” 
Lawson, pleased that Inkerman had, correctly, assumed that she had also picked up on Kennedy’s mistake, rose and walked to the cupboard. It was locked. 
“The key, please, Mr. Kennedy.” 
“Very well, I’ll call my secretary – she has it.” 
Kennedy pressed a button on his desk and seconds later the door opened to admit his secretary. 
“Janet, would you bring the key for that cupboard?” 
“Yes, Mr. Kennedy – shall I open it?” 
“Please” 
The secretary, a tall slim woman in her forties or so, turned and left, to return almost immediately with the key. Crossing to the cupboard she opened it and stepped back. 
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Kennedy smirked inwardly. The cupboard did contain, as the police had assumed, his personal computer, but it was a computer which was there for the express purpose of providing a smokescreen should one be needed. This Inspector, Inkerman, and that smart looking bitch with him thought they had picked up an inadvertent give-away look towards the cupboard. Bert Kennedy was far to smart to have given himself away like that. The ‘inadvertent’ clue had been quite deliberate. He reckoned that if the police thought that they had put one over on him they would be that much easier to fool. 
“As I say, Inspector, you are welcome to examine the computer – and this one of course” he indicated the machine on his desk – but you will find that they tell you the same things. I keep the two so that I can take the portable home with me if I want to do some work of an evening or over the weekend. Every day Janet backs up the latest entries onto the portable for me – I don’t always take it home however, and didn’t intend to today. It hasn’t got today’s entries yet, of course.” 
“Don’t worry about that, Mr. Kennedy.” 
Inwardly Inkerman was beginning to have gnawing doubts – if Kennedy was this willing to surrender his computers it seemed possible that they really didn’t have what he wanted on them. On the other hand – he knew that the messages and payment authorisations to Bright had been computer transfers. 
He picked up the laptop computer and Hobbs radioed down to his driver to come up and remove the considerably bigger desktop machine. Ten minutes later they were on their way to visit the second ‘smart man’, Jimmy Davies. 


* * *
 Davies proved to be a small, bustling sort of a man. Unlike Kennedy’s office in a tower block, Davies ran his empire from an office at the back of one of his betting shops and, another contrast to the executive style surroundings Kennedy boasted, the office was small, grubby, and bursting at the seams with filing cabinets. He blinked slowly as Hobbs introduced the two Surrey officers. 
“So, what do you want with me, then?” 
Inkerman once again went through the story. This time, however, the defence was based not on denial but on muddle. Davies frowned as he turned over in his mind what had been said. 
“Can’t help. Never heard of Bright other than what I read in the papers. If he betted with me using an assumed name – how do you expect me to know? We get a lot of bets by transfer nowadays – provided the funds come over OK – that’s it. Only keep enough to keep the Income Tax happy that I ain’t dishing them.” 
“So your only record would be of the bet? No account opened with you are anything?” 
“Only use accounts for people as bets over the phone – have to for them or they could be just anybody, couldn’t they? Credit transfers, provided they are cleared OK of course, are as good as cash as far as I’m concerned. What people then do with their winnings is up to them, not me. Course using transfers they has to bet a few days before the event for the money to clear – don’t take anything last minute that way – 
risky, that’d be.” 
Even so, it was again a case of taking away a computer, but Inkerman had even less hopes of Davies. The bookmaker had been totally open – supplied with the details of two of the payments made to Bright he had been able to show an ostensibly honest 
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transaction for each. In each case a payment had been made after the receipt of an inward transfer – and each payment was made against a genuine event – in one instance a horse race, in the other a football match. 
Feeling that he had probably wasted his time, Inkerman thanked Hobbs for his help and he and Lawson returned to Surrey in a far less upbeat mood than they had left. 



CHAPTER 6 THE SECOND SATURDAY
Twenty four hours later Inkerman reviewed progress with his team and with DCI David Graham. 
“What we now have is that examination of the computers and other records we took from York show that Kennedy paid money to Bright without being careful enough. 
There is no record of a reason for the money to be paid in those records – no successful bets, nothing like that. Davies also paid money – and over time they both paid just about the same amount. He, however, was more careful. Every payment is backed up with a successful wager at appropriate odds – nothing as clumsy as paying Bright at odds of ten to one when every one else only got two to one, or anything like that.” 
“But how could he set that up in advance?” Graham queried. 
“He didn’t. He has a quite neat piece of software on his computer. Every hour, every day, all the computers throughout his shops have their records updated and checked against each other so that anyone trying to rig the system by placing a number of bets at different shops in an attempt to keep the odds on a particular horse or event high, will stand out. The problem for us is that that piece of software also re-dates every file on the system so that when you check them on the computer’s own system no file ever appears to be more than one hour old. Now the sneaky part. The actual records contain dates and times which are not affected by all this – so you will have a transaction recorded as having taken place on, say, the first of the month but the computer itself claiming that the file wasn’t opened until, say, the tenth. That means that the system is easy to rig – you just enter details after the event and no more than sixty minutes later the file seems to be as old as every other one on the system.” 
“So Davies just looks up a suitable winner, creates a file which appears to show a bet paid in, transfers what appears to be legitimate winnings and that’s it.” 
“That’s it indeed.” 
“Can we prove anything against him?” 
“Not that I can see, sir. After all there’s no law against paying money to someone, even if the way it is done looks decidedly odd. What could we charge him with? And, even though Kennedy didn’t cover his tracks – what can we charge him with?” 
“Nothing, I suppose – but we can bring pressure on them both over Bright’s death – 
he was being paid a lot of money by the men, so one or other – or both - could be seen to have a motive in wanting him dead.” 
“Will do. I’ll go up again tomorrow.” 
“No, Inky, leave it until Monday – those two aren’t going anywhere and you, and your team deserve the day off – and it’ll cut the overtime bill!” 
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Graham left them at that point and Inkerman quickly ran through the other items his team were checking. So far, nothing new was the generality of the reports. Then Inkerman remembered something. 
“Has anyone checked on the condition of Robert Farleigh after his accident?” 
“Yes, guv.” It was Alan Taylor who responded. “The broken bones – left leg and left arm- have been set and he’s been moved to a normal ward. He’ll probably be in for a few more days but he’s OK.” 
“Better go and talk to him on Monday – don’t suppose he will have anything new to tell us, but you never know.” 
Taylor nodded his acquiescence. 
Inkerman dismissed his team but remained at his desk for another twenty minutes or so as he went over what he knew about the case yet again. At the end of that period he had to admit to himself that he was no further forward and made his way to the car park and thence home. 


* * *
 At about the same time, and two hundred or so miles away Bert Kennedy was meeting once more with Davey Platt, who had good news to impart. 
“Found him, Bert. He’s living under the name of Farleigh. Lives in Surrey.” 
“Lived, you mean.” 
“Eh?” 
“I had the cops here earlier – someone knocked him off about a week ago.” 
“Have I been wasting my time then?” 
“Oh no, old son. Knowing that is going to be very helpful – how did you trace him, anyway?” 
“The usual – followed the money. All I had to do was trace where the money went to after it left the short-term accounts he had set up. Bank computers are a lot less secure than they would like you to think. The money went to his company – estate agents – 
and then to his personal account – and that gave me his address.” 
Bert shuddered inwardly. The thought that someone like Davey could prowl around in bank computer records made him wonder if anyone – especially the police or the Inland revenue – might be doing a similar trawl through his own affairs. Perhaps, he said to himself, it was time to see about shifting all his records out of the country – 
trouble was, doing that was as good as an admission to the IR that it was worth having a snoop. 
He saw Davey to the door himself and afterwards sat at his desk for nearly thirty minutes whilst his agile mind went over possible future courses of action. Finally, his mind made up, he went home. 



CHAPTER 7 THE SECOND SUNDAY
Sunday was a quiet day for some, not for others. Bert Kennedy was up early and on the phone to various people in southern England, the result of which was that one of those people phoned a man he knew, one who lived in a quiet back-street of Wandsworth – and the result of that phone call was for George Blackstone to take a camera from his collection, get in his car, and spend the next couple of hours driving 
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to two different addresses and photographing two different buildings. Back home he downloaded the images onto his computer and printed two copies of a pair of them. 


* * * * *
 For Inkerman, on the other hand, Sunday was more or less the traditional day of rest. 
He spoke on the phone with Chrissie, who confirmed that she would be returning later that day. He also spoke with Ian, and his son confirmed that there had been no problems arising from his car crash. It was Inkerman’s first real opportunity to get some details of the event and he was relieved to hear that Ian had been interviewed by the local police who were satisfied that he was in no way to blame for what had occurred. He was far less happy to hear that the passenger in the other car was still on the critical list and that her chance of survival was rated as poor. Ian told him that what had happened was that he and a fellow officer from RAF Leuchars had been returning from an evening in Perth where they had met up with two girl friends for a meal. As the driver – and in any case due to fly the next day – Ian had drunk nothing stronger than mineral water. On the return journey they had been overtaken by another car, the driver of which had misjudged things and hit a small van coming the other way. Ian and his passengers were shaken but unhurt, as was the van driver, but both occupants of the second car – a young man and his fiancée – had been badly injured. 
Realising that Chrissie would be home in another couple of hours, Inkerman made a half-hearted attempt to run a vacuum cleaner over the house, then decided his talents would be better employed in making a casserole so that his wife wouldn’t have to cook as soon as she got in. That necessitated a rummage through the contents of the freezer, which in turn needed a stroll round to the corner shop for mushrooms and onions. As the pub was on the way Inkerman also dropped in there for a slow ruminative pint and a chat with one or two acquaintances. 


* * * * *
 For Jane Lawson Sunday was a fairly busy day. Up at 6 a.m., first business of the morning was a five mile jog which, after over a week of nothing but office work, was hard on the legs and, indeed, on her body as a whole. Home and a loosening shower was followed by a breakfast of grapefruit and dry toast, washed down with black coffee – she was unhappy at the story the scales were telling her over recent days. 
Then she called in at CID offices to review everything she could possibly think of as possibly relevant to the murder. Nobody would ever be able to accuse Jane Lawson of not being up to speed on matters. 
It was gone midday before she was satisfied that she had squeezed every last morsel of intelligence out of the various papers she had examined and felt free to leave. She did so with a recurring thought in her mind. Farleigh/Bright had obviously had some hold over both Kennedy and Davies – everyone was agreed on that – but what was it? 
Was it something tangible or simply something that Farleigh (even now she found herself automatically attaching that name to the murdered man) had known? And if the latter, had his death meant that Kennedy and Davies were now free of the threat, whatever it had been, or would they be fearful that it might resurface? When spoken 
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to, the Farleighs had all three professed total ignorance of the man’s business affairs, whether past or present, but how likely was that to be the truth? 
She kept on picking away in her mind as to just what Farleigh had over Kennedy and Davies. The two men had come to prominence only after Farleigh’s evidence had put away Green, Griffiths, Lombard and their accomplices. Prior to that event both men had been running betting shops but in a very much smaller way. Suddenly a thought struck her. Was it possible that Kennedy and Davies had actually had any hand in Farleigh’s betrayal of his colleagues and rivals? They were on the scene at the time, had not been touched by Farleigh’s revelations, had prospered subsequently, and paid good money to Farleigh. But if that were the case, what might Farleigh have had on them – and where might he have kept it? One of the first things that had been done when the existence of Farleigh’s numerous bank accounts had been discovered was to check if any of those banks also had a safety deposit box in the same name. A blank had been drawn – but of course there could be such a box in yet another false name somewhere. However, if that were the case wouldn’t it have figured on his computer in the same way that the hidden bank accounts had? 
She kept mulling over the thought that Davies and Kennedy might have had a hand in Farleigh’s betrayals. Farleigh –Bright she corrected herself and as quickly forgot again – had been middle ranking and effectively in Lombard’s set-up. How had he gathered the intelligence about Green and Griffiths? Were there any links, no matter how tenuous, between Green and Griffiths and Davies and Kennedy – and on to Farleigh? But if Farleigh – Bright, dammit – had received information from Davies and Kennedy why should they be paying him? 
Suppose, however, she suddenly asked herself, the money wasn’t to keep some secret out of the hands of the authorities, as they were all supposing, but to keep information away from the gangs? Lombard and the rest might well be very interested – if indeed it was the case – to hear that they owed their imprisonment at least in part to Griffiths and Kennedy. 


* * * * *
 It was a very different Sunday for Chief Superintendent David Lucas, the Divisional Commander. That Friday he had had a meeting with the Deputy Chief Constable who had offered him the opportunity to be seconded to a Home Office working party on inner city crime. James Munro was a relative new-comer – he had only been in post for a matter of a couple of months when that helicopter crash had claimed the life of the then Chief Constable. Had Munro been in post longer he would have stood a reasonable chance of filling the vacancy; as it was he had had to accept that an appointment from outside was the logical move. An ambitious man, he had himself come to Surrey from the north-east and one of the factors which had influenced his decision to apply for the post had been the fact that the then Chief was only two years from retirement. Now, he was looking to his future options elsewhere, but that did not stop him from doing a good job in his present post. 
“You see, David,” he had said to Lucas “the danger with these Whitehall working parties is that they tend to get dominated by those with an axe to grind – sort of natural selection process I suppose. This one is high-powered – chaired by the Minister – and a fat lot he knows about policing. The Met, Birmingham, Manchester –
they’ll lead him around by the nose and before you know it we’ll see them getting extra resources to tackle the problem – yet another government ‘initiative’ – they’ll 
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probably lob in some ‘targets’ as well. Those resources, of course, will have to be found – and they’ll be found at our expense. It will need a lot of hard work on your part to make sure that they don’t run away with things. You’ll only have one definite ally – Bill Coombes from Somerset – but somehow you two will need to keep that group fully aware that policing doesn’t start and end in the big city slums. You’ll need to take the lead – I’ve met Bill a couple of times and he’s very sound but not all that imaginative. It’s going to be a hard job – but an important one. The Chief and I discussed our choice at length. We felt that it had to be someone of Chief Super rank and a front line leader, not a headquarters chap, and we felt that you are the natural choice. So – what do you say?” 
It was a measure of Lucas’ lack of comprehension that not for one moment did it occur to him that his superiors were actually shunting him out of the way because it was the easiest path to getting him away from the poor job he was making of running a Division. To him the Deputy’s honeyed explanation seemed no more than was his due and he had accepted with alacrity. So flattered was he that he almost forgot to enquire as to what arrangements would be made for running things in his absence, and when told them he took only a perfunctory interest. 
So it was that that Sunday morning he relaxed with the paper and a cup of tea, looking forward to a week of handing over the reins to Superintendent Halliday, reading up on the masses of background papers the working party secretariat had already produced in advance of its first meeting, and ensuring that as many people as possible realised what an important job he would be doing and the faith that the Chief and Deputy had placed in him. First stop, he had already decided, was a little gentle bragging at the golf club and, checking his watch, he decided it was just about time to wander along there. 



CHAPTER 8 THE SECOND MONDAY
George Wilson woke slowly from sleep. It was, he told himself, an important day, but deeper down his mind was telling him that it was just another Monday. He rose and padded across the bedroom floor and across the hall to his bathroom. 
He looked at himself critically in the bathroom mirror and for possibly the ten thousandth time asked himself what had gone wrong. 
It was, he told himself yet again, all the fault of that bitch Margaret Thatcher and her vicious campaign to curtail the power of the unions. His hate was so deep-rooted that he could positively taste it. 
1979 – that’s when things started to go wrong. Thatcher and her Tory toffs swept to power with the avowed intent of smashing the unions – and they’d done it. The miners, the teachers, the hospital workers, all had seen their power bases wither away. 
At the time Wilson was already making a name for himself as a national officer for the National Union of Public Employees. Only twenty nine years of age, he was regarded as destined for great things in the union world. 
Thatcher and her cohorts had put a stop to that, however. Privatisation of cleaning services, portering, maintenance, and all the rest had come in one after the other. 
Desperately the various unions had fought to protect their members’ jobs – and failed. 
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Once a few hospitals and a few councils had accepted private contractors it had become a vicious circle – the more private contracts that were let, the fewer the members the unions could boast. The fewer their numbers, the weaker the struggles and the more those members who did remain lost faith in their unions ability to protect them. The weaker the unions became, the more they had to cut back on their permanent officers. 
Wilson had been made redundant in 1983; for over twenty years he had been in a succession of jobs, each worse paid and less satisfying than the one before. Now, however, he had reached the end of the line and for nearly two years had been unemployed and living on benefits. His wife had long gone, unable to stand the corroding bitterness eating away at him, and with her she had taken their two children. 
Wilson hadn’t seen any of them in over ten years now. He wondered, on the rare occasions that he thought of them at all, whether he would even recognise Robbie and Debra, who would now be twenty six and twenty four respectively. 
He finished shaving and returned to the bedroom. He dressed slowly, tee shirt, shirt, jeans, finishing with trainers that matched the rest and their owner for tiredness. 
In his mind he went over once again the conversation that he had had in the pub the previous night. Nursing a pint of bitter in a corner, half watching the large screen TV 
in the corner, he had at first been unaware of the man sitting at the next table. Only after some minutes did he realise that he was being scrutinised by a stranger – a stranger who was dressed a little better and looked a little more affluent, than the generality of the people in the bar. 
Wilson returned the stranger’s gaze for a moment, then dropped his eyes and looked back towards the TV. It therefore came as a surprise when the man got up and walked over to his table. 
“Mind if I join you for a moment, squire?” 
Wilson shrugged. “It’s a free country.” 
“Gawd, I only wish it were!” 
Wilson was uneasy. He was sure the man wanted something of him – but what? 
He was right – and when the man told him what he wanted he was pleasantly surprised. Twenty quid might not be much nowadays – but it was better than nothing and for something that would take no effort. 
At eleven o’clock that Monday morning Wilson made his way to the Royal Surrey County Hospital. He had put on what passed for his best clothes – similar to, but marginally less scruffy that his apparel of the previous night, and he made his way to the ward where, he had been told by his Sunday night acquaintance, lay the intended recipient of the letter he had been given and which he now carried. 
Doing his level best not to attract any attention to himself he found the ward without needing to ask for directions. As he had been told the ward was busy and it was possible for him to make his way to the nearest six bed bay which he expected to contain his quarry. The information was correct; there in one of the corner beds 
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nearest the corridor lay a young man with his arm encased in plaster. He was awake, but only just about, and Wilson simply walked past the end of the bay, did a quick sideways shuffle, deposited the letter on the man’s bed, and kept walking. 
It was nearly two hours before the sedation which Robert Farleigh had been given wore off enough for him to take an interest in the letter which lay on his bedclothes. 
Puzzled but unalarmed he opened it – not without difficulty with only one hand in use
– and examined the contents. They were short and to the point, comprising a single sheet of paper and two other objects. The paper was a sheet of cheap typing paper. 
Scrawled in black marker pen upon it were the words “Where is it?” The other objects were a photograph of the front of the Farleigh home and one of his own flat. Across each image, again in marker pen, were scrawled the words “We know where you live”. 
Farleigh felt weak from his injuries – now the weakness was being compounded. He had no idea what the “it” referred to was but he wondered if his mother had. 


* * * * *
 Some three hours later and some ten miles away from where Robert Farleigh lay in his hospital bed puzzling over the message he had received, in a two-bedroomed flat in Epsom town centre, Roy North was checking over a shotgun. No fancy Purdey or the like, this was a cheap continental import. Double-barrelled, with barrels sawn off to enable the weapon to be concealed beneath a coat, it had come into North’s possession by the simple expedient of breaking into and stealing from the home of its rightful owner, a gamekeeper in Yorkshire. North had not done the breaking and entering himself – that had been at several removes even from the man from whom he himself had acquired the shotgun. It was North, however, who had shortened the barrels to below the legal twenty five inch minimum, the more easily to conceal the weapon. 
North did not much like firearms. Noisy, messy, and their use created a disproportionate reaction on the part of police, press, and public. At least a shotgun was less of an open book to a forensic team than a pistol or rifle, but still North didn’t like them. Despite that, he was an expert in their use and this one was destined to be used and the instructions from the person who had hired him were quite specific. \ north had a long experience in meting out violence for money, an experience which was at odds with his nondescript appearance. A little below average height, slightly built, with lank, light brown hair and pale eyes, there was nothing about him to immediately catch the attention. It would be hard to imagine anyone who looked less like a gangland enforcer, but that had been his occupation for over twenty of his forty-six years. More than one far more prepossessing individual had had cause to regret seriously underestimating Roy North. 
Satisfied at last, he wrapped the gun in an old towel and took it out to his car where he concealed it under the carpet in the boot. Then, checking that his house was secure, he started the drive to his target. His timetable was generous – it was important that his task was carried out after dark, but on the way he had some safety precautions to undertake, after which he promised himself a relaxed meal somewhere, and then down to business. 
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* * * * *
Charles Fitch looked around him uncertainly. Surely not? He retraced his steps to the door to this level of the multi-story car park. Yes, he was sure it was the right level – 
and that meant that that was the space where his car had been – but it wasn’t there any more. He retraced his steps again to make sure, but finally had to accept that the car was gone – someone had stolen it. Glumly he phoned the local police on his mobile, then his wife to come and pick him up. 


* * * * *
 Only a few miles away Jill Adams was undergoing a similar experience as she searched the station car park in vain for her Mondeo. Seething at whoever had stolen it, she also phoned the local police to report her loss, then trudged to the bus stop. 


* * * * *
 Both thefts were duly logged – but cars being stolen was a common occurrence and no interest was raised in the minds of law and order. 


* * * * *
 It was nearly midnight. Mr. and Mrs. Lewis, they who lived opposite the Farleigh house, had been watching a film on TV and were now about to make ready for bed, when they heard an explosion, rapidly followed by a second, followed in its turn by a squeal of rubber and the racing of an engine as a car accelerated savagely away. 
The elderly couple looked at each other in puzzlement, then, turning off the light Alan Lewis looked cautiously through the lounge window. 
“Be careful, Alan” his wife implored. 
“It’s all right – nobody out there now. Can’t see anything. Better phone the police.” 
The news that there had been, or seemed to have been, gunfire at or near a murder scene brought the police out quickly, despite the hour. Inkerman, roused from his bed and with Chrissie’s muttered objections still ringing in his ears, reached the scene perhaps twenty minutes after the local area car, to find the two constables from the latter waiting outside the Farleigh house. 
“What do you know?” Inkerman demanded. 
“Neighbours reported shots and a vehicle driving away at high speed, sir.” 
“Have you been inside?” 
“No, sir. Doors are all locked and there is no sign of life. We understand that Mrs. 
Farleigh is away from home at the moment so thought it best not to touch anything until CID got here.” 
“OK, let’s have a look. You – what’s your name?” 
“Harris, sir” 
“Right, Harris – you stay out here and make sure none of the public wander in. I’m expecting my sergeant fairly soon – let her in. Whilst you are waiting – but your first priority is to keep out any rubber-neckers – have a scout round on the road and see if there are any cartridge cases. If there are leave them lie if they are in a safe position, 
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mark the location and pick them up – without handling them – if they are where they are likely to be run over.” 
“Sir.” 
“And you?” 
“Dawes, sir.” 
“Right, Dawes – you come with me. Don’t touch anything, look where you put your feet – and put these on.” He handed the constable a pair of latex gloves and, donning a pair himself, led the way to the Farleigh’s front door. 
The door had been quite smart – gleaming dark wood with a glass panel at around head height. Now, however, the glass panel was shattered and the door was peppered with small holes where shotgun pellets had struck. In addition to the damage to the door the adjacent window which, Inkerman remembered from his previous visits, was to the lounge, had also been shot out, with the glass gone and the frame damaged. 
Cautiously, careful not to disturb anything that might later be construed as evidence, not yet to lacerate himself on the fragments of glass still in position in the frame, he slid his arm through the shattered glass and opened the door. Then he worked his way through the house. It was, as he had expected, empty, and there was nothing to suggestion that anybody had been inside prior to the shotgun blast. 
Jane Lawson arrived whilst Inkerman and Dawes were still in the house, but elected to stay outside until her boss emerged. 
“Find anything of interest, guv?” she enquired. 
“Nothing.” He turned to the second uniform man. “Find anything, Harris?” 
“No sir, no sign of any cartridges or anything.” 
Inkerman grunted. He hadn’t expected anything, but you had to be sure. 



CHAPTER 9 THE SECOND TUESDAY
Inkerman and his team gathered in his office. It was nearly six-thirty and the day had been one of mixed fortune. Inkerman collected his thoughts, then launched into speech. 
“Right, the latest. Forensics say that the shotgun used against the Farleigh house was a sawn-off twelve bore, firing a standard load of number eight shot – and that’s all they can say. We can assume that the shooting was intended as some kind of warning – the odds against hitting someone, even if there had been anybody in the house, by blasting away at the outside of the bricks and mortar with a shotgun must be infinitesimal to zero. We have, however, had more luck with the car. It registered on the traffic camera. A dark blue Mondeo, registration Y188 DDF. It is registered to a Miss Jill Adams who lives in Ripley. She reported it stolen from the station car park just before seven yesterday evening. It gets better – we’ve found the car parked in a quiet road about a mile from the Farleigh house and it’s being gone over for any trace of the user. It gets even better. Chummie couldn’t have known but he chose to leave it right outside the only house in the road which has, would you believe, a CCTV 
camera covering its entrance. The householder keeps some valuable paintings in the house and installed the system for security at the insistence of his insurers only a couple of months ago. Anyway, the upshot of it all is that we have our suspect on film. Not good enough for recognition, but we now know that the suspect is male, about five eight, five nine tall, slim build, and that he walked away. Didn’t run, didn’t hurry unduly, just walked briskly away. So, assumptions?” 
“He’d got another car nearby.” That from Dave Cross. 
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“Yes, and?” 
“It wouldn’t have been his own, so probably another stolen vehicle,” Jane Lawson added. “He wouldn’t want his own car tied up in any way with the getaway car – he wouldn’t want to walk too far. Just possible someone might have seen him get out of one car and into another – odd behaviour. It would stick in the memory.” 
Inkerman turned to Taylor. 
“How did you get on with other car thefts in the vicinity, Alan?” 
“I’ve narrowed it down to four. Uniform have checked all four owners, all seem kosher. I’ve had the numbers of those four circulated, but so far no joy.” 
“OK – in the morning I want a house to house covering, let’s say three minutes walking distance from where the Adams vehicle was found. We know it was parked at ten minutes past midnight – it’s a quiet residential area, nowhere near shops nor a railway station, so not too many reasons for cars to be parked there other than those of the inhabitants. We might strike lucky with someone noticing a strange vehicle. 
“Now, a bit of news that is nothing to do with the case. I’ve just heard that the Divisional Commander is leaving us.” 
His subordinates sat up and took notice. Chief Superintendent Lucas was not a popular man, so this rated as good news. 
“Apparently he is being seconded to the Home Office for a lengthy period. 
Superintendent Halliday from Drugs is coming to us as acting Commander and Acting Chief Super.” 
None of them knew Halliday well so that could be good news, could be bad – only time would tell. What none of them knew as yet was that other acting arrangements were in the wind. 


* * * * *
 At the same time one of those other acting arrangements was being put in hand. 
Halliday would not be officially taking over the Division until the following Monday but the lack of interest displayed by Chief Superintendent Lucas, who was far more interested in getting himself ready for his foray to the Home Office, meant that Halliday was already in effective command of the Division. That being the case he saw no point in waiting for a week to advise Chief Inspector Graham that he would be taking over as acting head of CID with immediate effect. 
Graham was pleased, and said so. Halliday moved on. 
“Another thing, David. I want someone to take over from you as acting DCI. The ACC has spoken to me about it – seems he was quite impressed with Harry Inkerman recently and reckons he should take it on. I don’t know him, so can’t really offer an opinion – what do you think?” 
“Inky will be an excellent choice – but he might not want to take it – he hasn’t shown any interest in promotion these last few years. Apparently he likes the job of a DI and doesn’t want to lose the level of direct involvement he currently has.” 
“Well, then, it’s up to you to make him change his mind. One advantage – this is an acting situation and nobody’s suggesting any appointment of an acting DI so he’ll have to wear two hats – keep running his own team and oversee your other teams, so he won’t find time weighing on his hands. Now, practicalities. Mr. Lucas doesn’t leave us until Friday, but I want you to start getting yourself up to speed on where the other DCIs are with their cases straight away. I am going to brief them first thing tomorrow on the new arrangements – I want you there with me, and then I’ll leave the three of you together so you can start taking over the reins. Another practicality. Next 
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Monday move into John Wilson’s office and make yourself at home there. It will emphasise that the change is real, and between the two of us – I don’t think John will be back. Poor old sod isn’t at all well and I think we will see him retiring on health grounds as soon as the effect on his pension can be worked out to his best advantage. 
That being the case, if you make a reasonable fist of running things you will be able to drop the ‘Acting’ bit quite soon – perhaps inside three months.” 
Graham’s mind was gently whirling. After the problems that he had had this all seemed too good to be true. He had seriously considered quitting the police altogether if his move to Surrey didn’t result in promotion in two years or so; now he had an opportunity to step up after only eight months. He left Halliday’s office with a spring in his step and returned to his own. As he approached his own door he saw that the light was still on in Inkerman’s room and as he did so, the door opened and Inkerman’s team filed out. Wishing them good night he stuck his head round the door. 
“Inky, are you in a rush to get off?” 
“Not immediately, no.” 
Graham came in and settled himself into a chair. 
“Inky, I’ve just come from talking with Bill Halliday. As from now I’m to be the acting head of CID for the Division and Acting Super. He – and I – want someone to act up into my job and as far as I’m concerned you are easily the best person to take it on. It would carry acting rank, but at this stage we aren’t looking to adding an acting DI – the chances are that John Wilson won’t be coming back – his health has deteriorated further – but if he should we’ll all shuffle backwards again, and for some poor sergeant to lose acting DI would be much harder to take than for you and me to drop back again. Now, I know that you have said that you like the level of involvement you have as a DI with the day to day casework – but with no acting DI you are going to retain that as well as taking on oversight of the rest of the section. 
It’ll be hard work, but I know that you can do it if you want to. What do you say?” 
Inkerman viewed his boss calmly. He already knew what was in the wind the moment he had heard of Lucas’ imminent departure and had thought through the likely implications for himself. One thing was certain – someone was going to have take on the task and the more he had thought about it the less he had liked the prospect of being answerable to either of his two DI colleagues in the section. John Hall and Ken Newsome had been good enough detectives in their time, but both were in their late fifties and had every intention of retiring in the near future. In the section meetings, especially over the last year or eighteen months, he had detected a diminishing sense of drive and urgency in both of them, and he knew that to be subordinate to either would irk him in the extreme. He would, in fact, have been bitterly disappointed if either had been preferred to himself, so his answer was already formulated. 
“I’ll be glad to do it, Sir.” 
“Good man, Inky. Got time for a quick drink to celebrate the new regime?” 
“That would be grand.” 


* * * * *
 Some miles away Robert Farleigh lay in his hospital bed turning matters over in his mind. The news of the shotgun attack on his parents’ house had been conveyed to him a few hours ago by that woman detective and he had wondered whether to tell her about the note and the photographs he had received, but had finally decided to keep quiet about them until he had spoken with his mother. He knew full well that his father had some sort of hold on some people back in York, but far from knowing what
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that hold was, he didn’t even know who the people were and he felt that a premature disclosure to the police might not be in his best interests. 
His mother had not visited him the previous day on the hospital’s advice – he was, she had been informed, too drowsy from sedation to make a visit of any real point, and as she had visited him on the Saturday and Sunday and simply seen him semi-conscious, and as she was assured that he was now well on the road to recovery, she had accepted the advice. She was, however, going to visit him that evening and he ran through in his mind what he should say to her. 
By the time Denise Farleigh arrived Robert had decided upon his approach. Once she had expressed her sympathy and he had reassured her that he was improving, he indicated the envelope lying on his bedside locker. 
“Would you have a look in that envelope, please, mum?” 
She did so and the colour drained from her face. 
“Where did this come from? How long have you had it?” 
“Someone left it on my bed yesterday whilst I was asleep. It would have been morning sometime, but I’ve no idea when. Now – you tell me. What is this ‘it’ they want to know about?” 
“I don’t know, Robert. I know that when we left York your father had some sort of, well, I suppose you could call it an insurance policy, to stop anyone up there taking revenge against us, but I honestly don’t know what it is, and I certainly don’t know where it is.” 
“You do realise that this must be the work of whoever took a shot at the house, don’t you?” 
“Of course I do, but that doesn’t alter anything - as I said, I just don’t know.” 
“Would Jennie?” 
“Why on earth should she know?” 
“Well, dad and she were always very close – much closer than he ever was to me – 
and she does live abroad so if she had whatever it is it would be that much harder to track down.” 
Denise shook her head. “No, I can’t imagine that your father would have given anything to her without telling me – but you can ask her yourself in a minute. She had difficulty finding anywhere to park so dropped me at the main door.” 
Only a few seconds later Jennie Farleigh did indeed walk onto the ward and in answer to Robert’s question confirmed what her mother had expected – she had not the remotest idea what or where ‘it’ might be. 
The three of them turned the implications over in their minds. 
“Should we tell the police about the pictures?” Jennie asked. 
Her mother stayed silent, just looked worried. It was Robert who answered her. 
“I’ve been thinking about it – we don’t know what these people are after. It must be tied into dad’s death and the shotgun attack. It must somehow tie in with people back in York, mustn’t it?” 
The two women nodded in silent agreement. 
“Well, whatever dad had as an ‘insurance policy’, it hasn’t worked. He’s been killed. 
If these people don’t get what they want – and we have no way of giving it to them – 
it might be one of us next. I think we must tell the police. I thought of telling that women sergeant when she called to tell me about the house being shot at, but thought I had better talk to the two of you first – but as none of us know anything surely telling the police can’t make things any worse – and might just save out lives.” 
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His mother and sister scarcely hesitated before agreeing with him. 
“One point – what do I tell them about holding onto the envelope before telling them about it?” 
It was Jennie who responded. 
“Why not just tell them that you’ve only now opened it? Say you don’t know when it arrived – no – a better idea. Someone might have seen it on your bed yesterday. Say that it came yesterday – you were still feeling dopey when you saw it – put it in your locker and then forgot about it. Not too surprising seeing the pain killers you’ve been on that you should have been hazy – after all the hospital told us not to bother to come yesterday because you were still too drowsy for a visit to have much point.” 
Denise chipped in. 
“Say you only remembered it when we arrived – that explains us all seeing it.” 
“Good idea, mum – that’s what I’ll do.” 


* * * * *
 Robert Farleigh’s telephone call to the CID office came after Inkerman’s team had all gone home. The officer on duty for the department, Detective Sergeant Will Hazeby, listened to Farleigh’s story and promised him that it would be followed up and that a detective would call to see him that night. 
Hazeby replaced the telephone handset and looked at his watch. Quarter past eight. 
He toyed with the idea of leaving the matter over until the morning, but decided that it would be foolish to do so. He phoned Inkerman’s mobile number. 
Inkerman had just left the ‘Black Bull’ after a convivial drink with David Graham when the phone rang. Muttering a curse he fished it out of his pocket and spoke. 
“Inkerman.” 
“Hazeby here, sir.” 
“Yes, Will, what is it?” 
“Your murder case – Robert Farleigh has just been on the blower – had what seems to be a threatening note – and he received it before the house was shot at, but apparently has only just opened it.” 
Inkerman swore under his breath. He had promised Chrissie that he wouldn’t be late tonight – and already he was later than he had intended. He thought for a moment, then decided that some delegation was in order and punched Jane Lawson’s number into the phone. 
Jane had not long been in the house, having done some quick shopping on the way home, when the phone rang. 
“Hello?” 
“Jane – Inkerman here.” 
“Yes, Guv?” 
“Robert Farleigh has just phoned the nick – seems he has received what appears to be a threatening note. Will you get over to the hospital and see what it is all about, please.” 
For a moment Jane groaned inwardly, then second thoughts took over. If this was a step forward in the case she was going to be the one to take it. 
“OK, Guv.” 
“Jane, if you can get hold of them take Alan or Dave with you – might need a witness.” 
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Jane smiled inwardly. Neither of those two buggers would appreciate being pulled out on her orders – tough! She thought for a moment, then decided to try Dave Cross first. 
Neither of the two DCs were notable for their ambition, but of the two Cross was the more determined, so the better suited, in her mind, to be her assistant. 
It was nearly nine o’clock when Jane, with an inwardly fuming Dave Cross in tow, reached Robert Farleigh’s bedside. The nursing staff on duty had been unhappy at the interruption, but Jane’s curt reminder that she was investigating a murder shut them up. She drew a chair close to Farleigh’s bed. 
“Hello, Mr. Farleigh, here we are again. I don’t think you’ve met my colleague, DC 
Cross” she nodded towards Cross who, standing at the foot of the bed, smiled briefly at the patient “and we would like to hear about this note that you have received.” 
In answer Farleigh indicated the envelope on his bedside locker, and Jane, wearing latex gloves, picked it up and carefully extracted its contents. She examined them carefully, then laid them on the bedclothes. 
“Right, Mr. Farleigh. What can you tell me about this?” 
“Well, it was delivered Monday. I don’t know what time, although it would have been sometime in the morning because it was lying on my bed when I woke around lunch time. I was pretty groggy all day Monday and all I did was shove it in my locker and go back to sleep. Then, well, I just forgot all about it. As you can see there is nothing other than my name on the envelope, so nothing to make my think it might be important. I only remembered it when my mother and sister visited earlier this evening. Jennie – my sister – had brought me a magazine and I put it in my locker and saw the envelope there. I opened it straight away and saw what was in it. We all looked at the pictures – I mean, it is obviously a threat, especially after someone shot up the house – but just what it means none of us have a clue.” 
“You all handled it, Mr. Farleigh?” 
“Yes, I think so – certainly we all handled the photographs. I can’t be sure if Jennie or my mother handled the envelope itself.” 
Jane turned to Cross. 
“Would you bag those, please, Dave.” 
Cross did as he was bid, carefully enclosing the envelope, the note, and the two pictures in separate clear evidence bags, marking each with the time and date, the contents and signing his name on them. As he did so he mentally gritted his teeth. 
Sergeant bloody Lawson had bags of her own – why didn’t she bag the items? He knew the answer full well – it was a tiny demonstration of her authority over him and it rankled. 
The two detectives left the ward, but not after Jane had enquired of the nursing staff who was responsible for the management of the hospital overnight. That, she was told, was the duty administrator, who was on call at home. Jane promptly had the administrator paged and thirty minutes later she and Cross were talking to a somewhat irritated woman who had been dragged away from dinner with friends. Her name was Belinda Grace, but it was with poor grace that she greeted the police officers. 
“I don’t see what you want from me, Sergeant” she complained. “If Mr. Farleigh received some mysterious correspondence whilst here as a patient it is scarcely the hospital’s responsibility.” 
“Mrs. Grace, I believe – in fact I know, because I have seen the cameras – that the hospital has a CCTV system?” 
“Yes.” 
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“So, how does it work? Is there a central control, are the cameras stand alone items, or what?” 
“The cameras are all on a forty eight hour loop. We have cameras covering all exits and what we see as critical corridor areas.” 
“You said a forty eight hour loop – does that mean that at the end of forty eight hours the cameras re-record over earlier footage? You don’t keep anything?” 
“That’s right – nothing on any camera is over forty eight hours old.” 
Jane looked at her watch and did the maths. 
“Mrs. Grace I need the film from all your cameras.” 
“Well, the engineers will be in tomorrow morning. They will be able to sort it out for you.” 
“No, Mrs. Grace – I need those cameras stopped now. A murder suspect may have been captured on them and I can’t afford to wait.” 
“But …” 
Jane cut across the older woman mercilessly. 
“Mrs. Grace I am not looking for some pillow cases that have been nicked. This is a murder investigation. Now please arrange for those cameras to be unloaded straight away.” 
The woman hissed through her teeth in suppressed annoyance and looked down a list of telephone numbers beside her phone. She picked up the telephone handset and dialled, her whole body language radiating annoyance. 
After perhaps forty seconds she put the phone down again. “I’m afraid the duty engineer doesn’t seem to be answering” she said triumphantly. 
“Mrs. Cross – I think you need to understand something here. Those camera tapes are potential evidence in a murder enquiry. If you don’t arrange for them to be made available, right now, I will arrest you for obstructing a police investigation and you will spend the rest of the night in a cell. Now do I get some cooperation?” 
Cross smiled inwardly. Lawson really was throwing her weight about – at this rate it wouldn’t be long before she really put her foot in it. He could mentally envisage the letter of complaint the seething Mrs. Grace was probably already composing in her head. 
However, the message had got through and Mrs. Grace tried another number. This time the phone was answered. 
“Mr. Knowles? Belinda Grace here. I’ve got the police with me. They need to get the tapes from our CCTV cameras very urgently – they tell me that there may be a murder suspect on them and the evidence will be overwritten soon. Unfortunately your duty engineer isn’t answering his phone and we need those cameras stopped straight away.” 
She listened to a quite short answer. 
“No, I’m sorry – I am assured that the morning will not do and that if we don’t make them available straight away we will be held to be obstructing their enquiries. I’m really sorry to bother you on this, but if your Mr. Hall doesn’t answer his phone when he is on call…” 
She allowed her comment and the implied threat die gently away, listened to a further comment from the other end and replaced the handset. 
“The hospital engineer, Mr. Knowles, will be here himself in about twenty minutes.” 
In fact Knowles did rather better than that; just over quarter of an hour later Lawson and Cross were introduced to a tall, undernourished man who looked as if his clothes would fall off him at the slightest provocation. Thin sandy hair turning grey topped a 
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face of deep creases and folds, as though the flesh within had shrunken away from the skin that covered it. The contrast with Belinda Grace’s plump self-satisfaction could hardly have been greater. 
“So” he intoned in a voice still bearing traces of a Scottish childhood “you’re wanting the CCTV tapes from the whole hospital?” 
Lawson nodded. “Please” 
“Right, no problem, young lady.” Knowles picked up the phone and dialled a number from memory. 
“David, John Knowles here. Who have you on duty tonight” There was a short pause whilst Knowles listened to the reply. “Ah, Terry Mellaney – he could help me out. 
Could I borrow him for a wee while? I need to replace the tapes in all the CCTV 
cameras as quickly as is possible and two pairs of hands will speed things a lot.” 
Minutes later Knowles led the detectives to a small basement room where a fusebox, dominated by a large red switch , was screwed to the wall. Knowles threw the switch. 
“Right, that’s everything stopped. Let’s hope we have no homicidal maniacs running around tonight, for we’ll never film them now! I don’t know if you need to go back to see Mrs. Grace?” 
Lawson shook her head. 
“In that case, if you like to hang on here I’ll pick up Terry and we’ll get to work. It’ll take us about half an hour, perhaps a little more. The actual recorders are in the security office and we’ll have to reload them all.” 
He left the room, and Jane and Cross passed the time until his return in seeking out a canteen which provided snacks and drinks for the hospital night staff where they fortified themselves with coffee and Jane wondered whether to phone Inkerman and update him. In the end she decided against it; it had now passed eleven o’clock and she surmised – correctly – that the progress she had made so far was not enough to disturb her boss. 
It was approaching midnight when Jane and Cross, laden down with the CCTV tapes, returned to their car – actually Cross’ car – where Jane give utterance. 
“Dave, I think we need to drop all this off at the nick before we go home – we’ve got to get it all logged and if it stays with either of us overnight – well, you know what some defence lawyer might make out of that.” 
Tell me something I don’t know, you silly bitch, Cross thought to himself savagely as he headed toward the police station. 
CHAPER 10 THE SECOND WEDNESDAY
Warned by a phone call from Jane Lawson that some possible progress had been made, Inkerman was at his desk just after seven, to find his sergeant already there. He looked at her and thought to himself that she looked a wreck, with eyes puffy from lack of sleep. He found her gazing at a video recorder upon which was playing an obvious CCTV tape – people walking along a hospital corridor. 
“Jane, have you been here all night?” 
“Not quite, Guv. Dave dropped me at my place after we booked the evidence in here but by the time we had finished it was nearly two so I had a quick shower and came back. Wanted to have a quick look at the CCTV footage of the cameras which covered the approach to the ward Farleigh is in. We’re lucky there – it isn’t far from the maternity unit, which the hospital regards as high risk from the surveillance point 
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of view, so this camera and another one between them catch everyone going through the ward from either end. Trouble is, that’s all they do. Don’t cover the interior of the ward itself.” She yawned. “Sorry, Guv. Perhaps I should have got some sleep after all.” 
“What are you actually looking for?” 
“Well, Farleigh reckons that the envelope was dumped on his bed before lunch on Monday, so I’ve been looking at the tapes between ten and one that day, trying to see if anyone just goes straight through the ward. I reckon that whoever he was wouldn’t have hung around. He would just have walked through the ward looking like a visitor, dropped the envelope, and kept on going to exit the ward at the other end. Trouble is –
a lot of people did exactly that. Most of them are obvious staff – nurses and doctors and the like in uniforms and white coats, but quite a few are in ordinary clothes.” 
“Jane, this is a job needing several pairs of hands. Knock off now, get us both a cup of coffee and we’ll get the team on it as soon as Dave and Alan arrive.” 
It was another hour before the two DCs arrived but once they had, Inkerman had three more video machines set up and the four of them spent the next hour watching for a pattern of movement – of a person (didn’t have to be a man, Inkerman reminded them) who moved from the main hospital entrance, to Farleigh’s ward, and back to the entrance in a passage of time which matched the time it could be expected to take to simply drop off the envelope. 
At the end of that hour they had a ‘short list’ of twenty four people whose movements suggested that they could be the person they sought. 
So far, so good. But the next step would be to identify them and that would be far more difficult. It was Alan Taylor, however, who produced a short cut. 
“Guv, look at this guy.” He pointed at the screen which showed the back view of a man walking into the ward. “Watch his right hand.” 
As they watched, the man, who was wearing a Barbour style jacket, reached inside the coat and extracted an envelope. Then he disappeared through the ward doors. 
“He looks a possible” Inkerman exclaimed. “What is the timing on that bit?” 
Cross squints at the screen. 
“Eleven oh seven and forty seconds” 
“Right – Dave – the camera you are looking at – go to eleven oh seven.” 
Cross wound the tape onto the requisite time and sure enough what looked like the same man, only this time facing the camera, emerged through the ward doors.” 
“He walked straight through – and now he hasn’t got the envelope.” Jane said excitedly, her tiredness vanishing as she leant forward in her chair to examine their suspect. 
“That’s right” agreed Inkerman. “Right, Alan – get those two tapes over to the lab – 
we want still pictures of that man – best they can do and fast as poss. Hang on, though
– let’s just see when he gets back to the main entrance.” 
They turned to a third entrance and watched their man leave the hospital less than three minutes after going through Farleigh’s ward. 
“Right, let’s check him back to when he entered” 
Sure enough they found their man again and all agreed that the timings from the four cameras meant that he had simply entered the hospital, walked to the ward, and walked straight back to the entrance and left. 
“Now, one more thing – let’s compare him with the tape we have of the man who parked the stolen car Monday night. Cross found and inserted the requisite tape and all four watched it avidly, there eyes flicking back and forth between the two sets of images. 
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“It could be the same man” Cross ventured. 
“Yes – can’t really be sure one way or the other. Right, Alan – on your way.” 
Taylor left, to return some ten minutes later. 
“They’ll have the stills for us within the hour, Guv. For once they didn’t claim to be up to their arses in work.” 
“Wonders will never cease” grunted Inkerman. “Right, some news. DCI Graham had me in last night. I am to be acting DCI in his place but I also keep responsibility for this team, so I’ll be wearing two hats for a while. We don’t get an acting DI, I’m afraid – the arrangements are only temporary and depend on what happens to Superintendent Wilson. OK, I’m off – the DCI wants to brief me on some things” 


* * * * *
 Graham was in his temporary office reflecting on the meeting which had just finished. 
Halliday had started it off, explaining to the other two DCIs that Graham would be acting up. It had been clear that neither Conway nor Ball was over-impressed with the news. Both had been entertaining hopes of taking on the acting responsibility themselves – it would have enhanced their pensions a little – and the atmosphere was less than cordial when Halliday left the room. 
Graham had been giving a lot of thought to the way he would approach his two colleagues and had decided to simple adopt a straightforward ‘down to business’ 
approach – no condolences, no pep talk – so he simply asked for their normal updates and advised them that he was reinstating the daily briefing meeting that Wilson had formerly run. He concluded with an update of his own. 
“You both know Harry Inkerman – he is going to act up for me, so he will be joining our briefing meetings from tomorrow on. OK, that’s all, thanks for your time.” 
It was two aging and sulky DCIs who left the office. They looked at each other, realising that they were entertaining similar thoughts. 
“Got a minute, Jim?” enquired Conway, whose office was the nearer. 
“Yes” was the rather grim reply. 
The two policeman seated themselves in Conway’s office and looked at each other. 
“Why Graham?” demanded Ball bitterly. “That job should have gone to one of us. 
He’s only been here five minutes, blotted his copy book in the Met – it’s just not good enough.” 
“What about us talking to the ACC? We could always say that much as we respect Halliday as acting Divisional Commander, he isn’t familiar with the CID personnel of the division and we feel that he is making a mistake. Graham hasn’t the experience to be the acting head, nor does he have the confidence of the department generally.” 
Ball reflected on Conway’s suggestion. “The ACC will probably accuse us of sour grapes if we go at this stage. The position is an acting one, after all – unless Graham makes an almighty cock-up of it it’s unlikely to be changed. But I don’t think John Wilson has any chance of coming back. Betty was talking to Louise a few days ago and she is very worried about him.” 
Conway nodded; he knew that Ball’s wife and Mrs. Wilson were friends and this confirmed what he was hearing elsewhere. 
“So, we’ve got Halliday and the ACC wanting Graham as their blue-eyed boy. 
Probably be to our disadvantage if we complained to either of then straight off – but if we act the loyal colleagues and the moment there’s a hint of anything going wrong…” 
He didn’t need to finish the sentiment. 
Ball changed the subject. “What about Inkerman?” 
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Conway thought for a moment. “Everything I’ve ever heard about him shows him to be a good DI – but he’s past the stage when he should have been bucking for DCI – 
and if he didn’t push for it, he himself must think that he isn’t up to it. If that is how he sees things it seems a bit odd to push him up. Another thing – he won’t have an acting DI so he’ll be doing both jobs – looks a recipe for problems to me.” 
“Yes, doesn’t it?” Ball observed happily. 


* * * * *
 Inkerman himself had had a not dissimilar meeting with the other two DIs in the section. Neither Hall nor Newsome had taken very kindly to finding themselves required to report to Inkerman, some ten years their junior and Inkerman found himself wondering if the regular briefings would be a good idea under the circumstances. After a little thought, however, he decided that not to have them would be a major error. As DCI – even if only acting – of the section he was expected to be up to speed on all the cases of any significance. Anything else and he would be letting down both Graham and himself. Hall and Newsome, he decided grimly, had two choices – like it or lump it. 
He had held the meeting in Graham’s old office rather than his own – a marking of territory in one way, a courtesy to his two colleagues in another, and rather than return to his own room he picked up the phone and asked Jane Lawson to join him. 
When the girl was seated he updated her on the arrangements for the section. 
“Jane, with me acting up the workload on our team is going to increase and a lot of it is going to fall on you. I am sorry that I can’t offer you the chance of being acting DI. 
Two reasons – firstly the ACC, Halliday, and Graham all feel that an acting DI post would be unfair on a sergeant if he or she had to step down again. Even if Superintendent Wilson doesn’t return there is no guarantee that DCI Graham will be confirmed as head of CID. If he isn’t he comes back here and I return to being DI. 
Even if he does get the job that doesn’t mean that I would automatically keep DCI. 
The second point- there are a lot of sergeants senior to yourself – and before you think it, one of them is Shirley Lewis in DI Hall’s section so they aren’t all men – and the odds are that one of them would have got the job rather than yourself.” 
Jane was an ambitious young woman, but she was also honest with herself and she knew that what Inkerman was saying was true. On reflection she would rather, much rather, be the demonstrably over-worked sergeant taking on a fair chunk of the DI’s responsibilities than being sergeant to one of the other sergeants acting as DI. 
Inkerman continued. 
“One more thing. Graham agrees that the work on my section will need some help with me wearing two hats so he has agreed to transfer DC Tom Morgan to us from Drugs. I don’t know him personally but I hear good things about him. He’s young, only twenty-five, but has already made a bit of a name for himself. I’m going to effectively attach him to you to help spread the load so that Dave and Alan won’t have an excuse for moaning that they are being put upon.” 
That, Jane decided, was good news – a recognition of the load that she would be carrying. 
Just then the phone on Inkerman’s temporary desk rank. He picked it up and listened for a moment. 
“Good – stay there – Jane and I’ll come to you.” 
He turned back to Jane. 
“Alan – the lab has come up with the stills we asked for.” 
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He rose, and with Jane in tow, made his way back to his old office. 


* * * * *
 The pictures were surprisingly good for prints made from CCTV frames. Certainly anyone who knew their suspect should be able to recognise him from a full face shot taken as he left Farleigh’s ward. Inkerman examined then appreciatively. 
“Right, Alan. You know the drill – push this best one round to the other divisions and stations and pop over to the hospital and show them to the ward staff – oh, and Farleigh himself as well. I can’t imagine he’ll know the man, but you never know.” 
Taylor nodded and rose to leave on his mission, when Inkerman stopped him. 
“Before you go – another bit of news. As we are going to be a bit rushed with me acting DCI we have got another pair of hands attached. DC Tom Morgan from drugs 
– any of you know him?” 
Only Dave Cross answered affirmatively. 
“Met him a couple of times last year, guv. It whilst you were on leave and Drugs asked for some help. Shirley Lewis went over with three DCs from the various sections – I was one of them. Morgan was acting undercover so we took it in turns to be his liaison over a period of three days before the arrests were made.” 
“Yeah, I remember. Get any impression of him?” 
“Not really – it was only a brush contact each time – no standing chatting or anything.” 
“Right – well, he’ll be joining us tomorrow – Jane will bring him up to speed and he’ll effectively work to her so that she and he can cope with anything I would normally do myself and have to dump on someone” 
Oh, so little Miss Blue-Eyes gets someone else to boss around, thought Cross irritably. He was, he realised, becoming increasingly put out by Jane Lawson. She was bright, attractive and looked to be destined for great things. The way she had gone about browbeating that woman at the hospital had been a demonstration that this was no ‘caring woman’ – it was a ruthless little bitch and Cross mentally vowed that she wasn’t going to use him as a rung on her way up the ladder. 
Taylor left on his mission and as he did so the phone rang. Jane picked it up. 
“CID, Sergeant Lawson.” 
“Sergeant, it’s Bannerman here. Is Inspector Inkerman there?” 
“Yes, sir – I’ll hand you over.” 
She handed the phone to Inkerman, mouthing ‘ACC’ as she did so. Inkerman nodded and took the handset. 
“Inkerman, sir.” 
He listened to what was said for a few seconds, nodded a couple of times, looked at Jane once, then spoke. 
“I’ll be right up, sir.” 
He replaced the phone. 
“I’ve got the see the ACC. A complaint apparently.” 


* * * * *
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Inkerman was ushered into Bannerman’s office by the ACC’s secretary and took the chair indicated by his superior, who launched into the matter in hand without any preamble. 
“Your Sergeant Lawson has been treading on toes, Inkerman. Read this please. 
‘This’ proved to be a letter on the headed notepaper of the general hospital. Signed by the chief executive it complained bitterly of the aggressive and heavy-handed approach of Sergeant Lawson in her dealings with hospital staff the previous night. In particular it complained of her threat to arrest Mrs. Grace for obstruction and ended in a statement that the hospital expected an apology and for the officer complained about to be disciplined. 
“Well?” 
“Lawson and DC Cross were there last night, sir, following up on the Farleigh case and getting the CCTV footage. Because they acted promptly we now have a very good picture of a possible suspect. They told me this morning that this Mrs. Grace was awkward from the outset, but had no difficulties with anyone else. Lawson did say she had to get very firm with Mrs. Grace to get any cooperation at all – but that the other people they spoke to – only a couple of them – were very helpful. Sounds like this woman is sounding off because we upset her – but if Lawson and Cross hadn’t gone there and got those tapes we would have lost a valuable lead – the tapes would have been overwritten by now.” 
“So Lawson has a witness to what happened, what was said?” 
“Yes, sir” Inkerman inwardly thanked his lucky stars that he had suggested to Jane that she take one of the DCs with her. 
“Well, that’s something. From the letter you would think that she was there by herself. In view of the nature of the complaint I’ll have one of our Personnel folk speak with her – warn her about it – and you’d best keep her away from the hospital until that has been done.” 
“Can it be done quickly, then, sir? Farleigh is still in hospital – we may have to speak to him again at any time and I’ve already sent DC Taylor over there to show the picture of the possible suspect around – including showing it to Farleigh.” 
“OK – I’ll get Chief Superintendent Blake to put someone on it straight away.” 
“Thank you, sir.” 
Inkerman left the ACC’s office quietly fuming. As if there wasn’t enough on hand to cope with without this! He made his way back to his temporary office and phoned for Jane to join him. When she arrived he told her the bald facts of the complaint and that she would be interviewed by an officer from Personnel. She was furious. 
“Look, guv – that bloody woman didn’t want to help, couldn’t have cared less if we the police on a murder hunt or the sodding Boy Scouts. Yes, I got hard on her. If I hadn’t we might well have lost those tapes – she just didn’t give a damn!” 
“All right – calm down. And when you talk to Personnel don’t lose your rag with them – it won’t help you. Now, until we’ve sorted this out you are not to go near the hospital. If anything of any significance crops up I’ll go – otherwise use Alan Taylor 
– not Dave unless you can help it as he was there with you last night. Clear?” 
“Yes, guv.” 
Seething with anger Lawson made her way back to the section office. How the hell was she supposed to do her job with this sort of rubbish going on. Then she had a nasty little thought, picked up the phone and talked with someone who owed her a favour. 
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* * * * *
The ACC was as good as his word. Soon after lunch Jane was called up to the Personnel department and ushered in to see Inspector Ruth Kendal. The two women had not met before – Kendal was a recent appointee and had so far had no occasion to be involved with Inkerman’s section. 
“Sit down, Sergeant and tell me what this is all about.” 
“Before I do so, ma’am, can you tell what the status of this meeting is? Is it a formal disciplinary hearing, because if so I would like a Federation representative present.” 
“No, this isn’t a formal hearing in any sense – you should know that. If it was, you would have received formal notification, opportunity to prepare your defence – you know the score, or if you don’t you should do.” 
“So I don’t have to say anything at this stage? Because if I do it could prejudice any hearing?” 
Kendal gave a deep sigh. 
“Sergeant, do you want this complaint got out of the way if at all possible or do you actually want it to go to a formal hearing?” 
“I just want to know were I stand, ma’am.” 
“At the moment, Sergeant, you stand in danger of pissing me off to the extent that I recommend to Chief Superintendent Blake that as you are unwilling to discuss the matter informally, and in view of the nature of the complaint, that we have no alternative to a formal proceeding – and that you should be suspended until a hearing is convened. Is that what you want?” 
“No, ma’am.” 
“Right then – can we get started?” 
Jane, satisfied that she had forced the Inspector into a corner and made her admit that the interview was purely informal, quickly explained what had happened the previous night and why, in her opinion, it had been necessary. 
“Right – now DC Cross was with you, Was he present all the time you were with Mrs. 
Grace?” 
“Yes, ma’am.” 
“Absolutely sure?” 
“Absolutely.” 
“Right. I’ll have to talk to him but from what you tell me, and provided that he confirms it all, I think we will tell the hospital that we are sorry that their administrator was less than fully cooperative, that we feel her own attitude contributed to a clash of personalities and that they run away and play – couched, of course, a little more diplomatically.” 
“Thank you ma’am.” 
“Don’t bother to thank me – just be a bit more careful in future. Do you know if DC 
Cross is in?” Jane nodded affirmation “Right, when you get back to your section please ask him to come and see me straight away. ” 
As the door closed behind Jane, Ruth Kendal leant back in her chair and thought over the interview. That girl, she decided, was one very determined young lady. Give her a few years and she would be a very serious player indeed. She looked at Jane’s file – 
thirty one years old. Assuming that she stuck with the job by the time she was forty she could well be a Superintendent – and in that case watch out any subordinates who crossed her! 
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Five minutes later she was talking to Cross who was inwardly trying to work out just how to play the interview. It seemed a golden opportunity to drop Lawson in it, but he didn’t want to come across as being prejudiced against her. He decided that a show of loyalty with a tinge of hinted at reluctance to criticise his superior hanging in the background was the way to go. He was therefore taken aback when, after he had outlined the facts of the previous evening, Kendal looked at him, paused for a moment, and then asked. 
“Why are you still a DC? I see from your file that you haven’t even tried for the sergeant’s exam. Are you going to stay a DC until you retire?” 
Cross floundered. The fact of the matter was that he would be perfectly happy to remain a DC until retirement, even though that was at least eighteen years away. 
Whilst a DC’s salary was scarcely great, his wife also worked full time at a job she enjoyed in the local library, their house had been inherited, along with a bit of money, from his parents so there was no mortgage to pay and all in all money was not a problem. The lack of responsibility also meant that he was never seriously in the firing line when anything went wrong, but he didn’t want to say so to this bossy woman. 
“I like the direct involvement, ma’am. My wife and I don’t have any children and with us both working the money isn’t a problem, so it means that I can concentrate on what I feel I do best – going after details of investigations.” 
“Then why do you clearly resent Sergeant Lawson?” 
“I don’t resent her ma’am, and with respect I don’t see why you should say that.” 
Kendal shrugged her shoulders. 
“Cross, you have been feeding me a line. Sergeant Lawson may, or may not, have been over vigorous in the way she handled Mrs. Grace. Either way, what I needed from you was a straightforward recounting of the facts and, if you felt it warranted, your views as to whether Sergeant Lawson did overstep the mark. What I got was a careful recital with just enough hints in the background to imply that Sergeant Lawson did go too far. Now – no more messing me about. Did Sergeant Lawson go too far?” 
Furious that his ploy had failed and seething with anger now both at Kendal and at Lawson, Cross nevertheless realised that he had been backed into a corner. 
“I’m sorry if you see it that way, ma’am. All I can say is that Sergeant Lawson did threaten Mrs. Grace with arrest unless she stopped being obstructive and at that point Mrs. Grace finally cooperated.” 
“Thank you, constable – that’s all” 
Cross, glad to escape, left the room with gritted teeth. Bloody women! 
Left to herself, Kendal tilted back her chair and thought the matter through. Clearly Lawson had bullied the Grace women. Equally clearly her bullying had got results – 
important results. Cross was a type for whom she had little time. A time server who had attempted to stick the knife in whilst keeping his own hands clean. She looked at his file again. He had, she saw, been on Inkerman’s team for some four years now. 
She frowned. If Inkerman was as good as people said why hadn’t he done something about Cross? In Kendal’s book someone just marking time should be booted one of two ways – up if they had the ability to cope and the realisation, even if belatedly, that they had to move on, or, if they lacked those two attributes, then out –and as quickly as possible. She decided that a potential high flyer like Lawson deserved to be let down lightly over something like this, and protected from Cross’ clumsy attempts to 
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hint that she should be slapped down. She pulled the keyboard of her computer towards her and started to type. 


* * * * *
 Belinda Grace closed and locked her office door behind her and made her way to the car park. She climbed into her car and drove the three miles to her home with her mind half on the traffic, half on the satisfaction she felt at persuading the CEO to get off a strong letter of complaint about that little bitch from the police the previous night. If she thought she could throw her weight around with Belinda Grace and get away with it she had another think coming! 
She was almost home when she realised that a police car was following her. As is often the case, even with the most law-abiding drivers, she immediately experienced a feeling of guilt. Anxiously she checked her speedometer, realised that she was one or two miles per hour over the limit, and eased off on the accelerator. The police car similarly slowed, keeping a constant distance behind her. It was with relief that she turned at last into her own road, only to see that the conspicuously marked car was still behind her. She turned into her gate, half expecting the other vehicle to draw up outside but it continued on its way. 
Her husband was not yet home. A solicitor who practiced in London, it would be another hour or so before he arrived. She poured herself a gin and tonic and took it into the kitchen where she set about preparing the evening meal – a quick curry, she decided. 
The police car had driven a hundred yards or so past the Grace house and then stopped at the kerb. The occupants, PCs George Harris and Liz Saunders, got out and walked to the door of number thirty, where Saunders pressed on the doorbell. 
A woman opened the door and looked in surprise at the two uniformed officers. 
“Mrs, Joan Daly?” Saunders asked. 
“Yes, I’m Joan Daly – what’s happened?” 
“Mrs. Daly, may we come in?” 
“Yes, of course – but what is it?” 
She led the way into the living room and, fearful of what she was about to hear, flopped into the nearest chair. 
“Mrs. Daly I’m sorry to have to tell you this – your son Ian has been badly injured in a traffic accident. The doctors are hopeful about his condition but it would be a good idea if you were to go to him straight away. Would you like us to take you to the hospital?” 
“Please, yes, please – I’ll get a coat.” 
In less than five minutes after arriving the police car was on its way back, passing the Grace house just in time for Belinda Grace to catch sight of it. She frowned. Was it possible that the police were trying to harass her? She decided to discuss it with John when he returned. An approach from a major firm of London solicitors would soon sort them out! 
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* * * * *
Inkerman looked up from his – or Graham’s – desk as Alan Taylor entered the room. 
“Guv – struck lucky with the picture.” 
“Oh – what happened?” 
“Took it to the hospital, showed it to Farleigh who didn’t recognise it and showed it to the ward staff. They didn’t know who it was either but one of the hospital maintenance men - an old guy - was on the ward and saw what was going on, had a nose, took one look and said ‘That’s George Wilson – used to come here a lot years ago when he was a union official. I had a lot to do with him because I was a union rep in those days’.” 
“Well done, Alan – now we need - ” 
Taylor interrupted him
“Already done, Guv – he lives in Guildford – got his address.” 
“Right – let’s go and see him.” 
Thirty minutes later the two detectives had knocked on Wilson’s door and it was opened by an unprepossessing individual. Wilson was dressed in scruffy jeans and sweater, needed a shave, and had the slight odour about him of one who bathed infrequently. Below average height, with lank grey/brown hair in need of a barber’s attention, his whole being projected defeat. Even Inkerman’s introduction of himself and Taylor failed to raise any animation in the tired, lined features. 
“You’d better come in” he muttered, and led the way into the house, a two bedroom terrace dwelling in as much need of smartening as its occupier. 
He led them into a sparsely furnished sitting room and indicated chairs. Inkerman lowered himself cautiously onto a rickety armchair and looked Wilson in the eye. 
“Mr. Wilson, I would like you to tell me your movements on Monday of this week.” 
Wilson looked puzzled. 
“What for?” 
“Please just tell me.” 
“Well,” he hesitated, thinking over the question. There could, he realised, be only one action of his on Monday which had the slightest possibility of being of interest to the police and he saw no reason to be coy about it. The fact that they were here meant that they must have had some lead to him. 
“Well, in the morning I delivered a message to a chap in hospital for someone. After I left the hospital I went to a pub for a bite of lunch, then came back here and watched the racing on telly for a bit …” 
Inkerman interrupted him. 
“Tell me more about the message you delivered.” 
“Guy came up to me in the pub Sunday night. Said he wanted to deliver a message to a man in hospital but didn’t want to deliver it himself. Gave me twenty quid for doing it. That’s about it.” 
“Did he tell you why he didn’t want to deliver it himself?” 
“Said he didn’t want to be seen on the hospital’s CCTV.” 
“Why was that?” 
“Dunno – just didn’t want his face seen around, I suppose.” 
“What did he tell you about the message?” 
“Said it was a warning letter to the guy in hospital. Said he worked for a bookie, collecting debts and this guy owed a fair amount and was behind. Got himself smashed up a bit in a car crash, apparently, which was why he was in hospital. But the
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bookie still wanted his money, so this chap was to deliver a warning letter – pay up or be blacklisted.” 
“Nothing there to explain not wanting to be seen on CCTV.” 
“No – I reckon he’s probably got a record and just didn’t want to be seen around. 
Don’t see any harm in what I did – just delivering the letter.” 
“Well, I suppose I could claim that you were aiding and abetting demanding money with menaces.” 
“Oh no you couldn’t – I don’t know what the letter said, I just delivered it.” 
Inkerman reappraised Wilson. The general air about the man and his house had led him to underestimate Wilson’s speed of thought. He was no fool. He changed tack. 
“All right, let’s just talk about the man. Did he give you a name, the name of the bookie? Anything at all?” 
“Called himself Chris. Said the bookie was a ‘big London bookie’ but didn’t say a name.” 
“What did this Chris look like?” 
“Big bloke – six- three, six-four, heavy build. I could well believe him being a collector for a bookie – I wouldn’t want him to have to remind me to pay up – but that’s just an impression, of course. He didn’t say anything that implied that he was doing anything other than delivering the letter, and that all the letter threatened was a blacklisting.” 
“How old would you say?” 
“Hard to tell – hard faced character, lots of lines – could be anywhere from late thirties to fifty or so. Short hair – not skinhead short – just looks like a Forces haircut used to. His hair was black, heavy eyebrows, also black” 
“Did you believe his story?” 
“Didn’t see any reason not to – still don’t, for that matter. Anyway, what’s this all about? What has he done?” 
“I don’t know yet, but there is a good chance that he may be mixed up in some very serious crimes indeed. Would you recognise him if you saw him again.” 
“Provided he doesn’t grow a moustache or something, I think I would.” 
“I would like you to look at some photos for me, - would you be willing to come to the station tomorrow – at, shall we say two p.m., please?” 
“Sure – I’ll be there.” 
“Thank you, Mr. Wilson.” 
Inkerman and Taylor returned to the car. 
“Well, Alan, what did you make of Wilson?” 
“I think he’s probably telling the truth, guv. Guy looks a loser – twenty quid would be welcome. What he was asked to do didn’t entail any risk.” 
“Yes, that’s how I see it – still we could just be wrong.” 
Inkerman picked up his radio and called in. A check confirmed that, whilst none of his own immediate team was still on duty, one of his enlarged team members was. 
Revelling in his status as acting DCI Inkerman ordered DC Paul Lomas, a member of DI Hall’s team, to drive over and keep Wilson’s house under surveillance until Inkerman could set up an alternative. 
Lomas arrived about quarter of an hour later, and after briefing him Inkerman drove back to the station were he decanted Taylor who drove his own car back to Wilson’s and relieved Lomas. 
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CHAPTER 11 THE SECOND THURSDAY
It was nine thirty. Graham had just finished his morning briefing meeting – the first attended by Inkerman in his acting capacity and as his three team leaders were filing out of the office so the telephone rang. 
“Graham” 
“Bannerman here, David. Some bad news, I am afraid. John Wilson died suddenly last night – his son has just been on the phone.” 
“Oh God - I’m sorry to hear that, sir. It wasn’t expected like that was it?” 
“Not as the family understood. They knew he was going downhill gradually, but apparently this was a heart attack. Look, could you pop into my office right away, please?” 
“I’ll be right there.” 
Five minutes later Graham was closeted with the ACC. 
“David, this rather changes things – I frankly didn’t expect John to come back, but certainly didn’t expect this to happen. It means that we will need to make a permanent appointment much more quickly than I anticipated so there won’t be any time for you to stake a claim, I’m afraid. I’ve asked Personnel to put the wheels in motion to set up an appointments board at the earliest opportunity – probably the week after next. In the meantime I want you to carry on acting up, of course. I also want you to apply for the post and quite honestly I want you to get it – but it will be up to you. Is that OK 
with you?” 
“Yes, sir. I certainly want my name to go forward.” 
“Right, that’s settled then.” 
Graham retraced his steps to his office – perhaps not his for much longer, but certainly never again to be John Wilson’s. He had liked his late superior and felt for his family in their sudden bereavement; with a sigh he pulled a sheet of headed notepaper in front of him and started to hand write a note of condolence to the widow. 
The news quickly spread through the department. DCI Conway heard it with satisfaction. Whilst he sympathised with the family, at least it meant that Graham wouldn’t get the opportunity to present a proven track record when the permanent appointment was made. He sat back in his chair, idly wondering what his own chances would be – three years or so as a Superintendent would augment his pension quite nicely. He reviewed the cases his teams were currently progressing, wondering if there was anything likely to either improve or detract from his promotion chances. 
The answer was so-so; nothing to leave a banana skin under his feet, but equally nothing eye-catching. In fact, there were only two high profile cases in the whole Division – the night club affray, ending in a death and several serious woundings, which had so exercised Chief Superintendent Lucas’ ire, and the Bright murder. 
Neither was within his own sphere – Inkerman had the Bright affair, of course, and as Graham was still the substantive DCI over Inkerman the result there, good or bad, would reflect on Inkerman and Graham. The night club affair was being investigated by Peter Kinge, one of Jim Ball’s DIs. With Lucas now off the scene and most of the work on the case already completed there was nothing there to add kudos for Jim Ball. 
Only the Bright case was likely to have any effect on reputations in the near future. 
He had heard that there had been a complaint already on the handling of the matter from the hospital – perhaps a few more moans would knock Inkerman, and by 
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association Graham, back a peg or two. He thought the matter over carefully. A year or so previously the hospital had been worried about a series of thefts – minor things if viewed in isolation, but when added together the total value was quite significant. 
Helen Laird, one of his own DIs, had put a couple of her team in on the ground and the culprits had quickly been identified, charged, and convicted. They had, of course, got off with the proverbial slap on the wrist and were probably by now up to the same tricks somewhere else, but that investigation gave him an excuse for phoning the hospital’s chief executive, ostensibly to enquire if the improved security arrangements the Crime Prevention Officer had suggested were working well. Conway had briefly met with the man – now what was his name?- yes, Chris Toolen, that was it - at the time, so why not give him a follow up call? What could be more helpful? He reached for the phone. 


* * * * *
 Inkerman sat in Graham’s former office, wondering if the effort he was putting into things was really worthwhile. An hour or so earlier he had concluded his first formal briefing meeting with Hall and Newsome to bring himself up to speed before his own meeting with Graham and the DCIs. It had, he reflected grimly, made getting blood out of a stone seem simple. Both men resented his temporary promotion and had made no effort to hide their feelings. That didn’t bother him. What did, and what he was now thinking about very hard indeed, was their reluctance to divulge how their cases were going other than in the most non-committal terms. 
It was therefore with something of a relief that he greeted a knock on the door with a growled “Come in”. It was Alan Taylor. 
“Yes, Alan?” 
“Guv, the pictures from York have come through.” 
“Good – anyone we know?” 
Taylor shook his head. “Never seen any of ‘em before and none of ‘em have the build of our man who left the car after the shooting at the Farleigh place.” 
He spread out over a dozen pictures on the desk. All were known associates of the Yorkshire men who might have reason to be involved with the Farleigh case - Tony Lombard, Charlie Griffiths, and Billy Green/Guiseppe Verdi who were in prison because of the murdered man, and Albert Kennedy and Jimmy Davies the betting shop owners who might have reason to believe that Farleigh might get them sent inside as well. The pictures were of known enforcers from the gangs – men of a type and at a level within their respective organisations which might have resulted in them being sent down to try and sort things out. Ernie Hobbs up in Yorkshire had worked quickly to screen out a suitable rogues’ gallery for Inkerman. 
Inkerman flicked quickly through the images. He didn’t expect to recognise any of them, nor did he. 
“What about locals?” 
Taylor produced a second group of pictures. These were of men who, either off their own bat, or as a favour from their own bosses, might be approached for such a job by out of area villains after local connections. This time most of the faces were familiar. 
“Let’s hope that Wilson recognises somebody – although I suppose it is a long shot. 
Once he’s gone through the mug-shots – and assuming that he doesn’t recognise anybody get him to try and come up with a Photo-Fit.” 
“Will do, guv. Do you want to sit in?” 
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“No, I’ll leave it to you, Alan – but please let me know the outcome as soon as you finish with him.” 
“OK” 
“Nothing at Wilson’s house, I suppose?” 
“Quiet as the grave overnight. Dave relieved me at eight this morning and is still there as far as I know.” 
Inkerman checked his watch. “Can’t think anything is going to happen now. Give him a call, would you, and say he can come back to the nick unless he has any reason to think something might happen.” 
“Will do.” 


* * * * *
 It was just after two fifteen when Taylor, after a perfunctory knock, marched in on Inkerman. 
“We’ve got a lead, guv. Wilson is sure that he recognises the guy who paid him to deliver the message – and it’s someone we know.” 
Triumphantly he laid a photo on the desk. Inkerman inspected in carefully. 
“George Blackstone , as I live and breathe. Haven’t come across him since we pulled him in two years or so ago – that shopkeeper who was assaulted and developed memory loss after first recognising our George’s picture. Perhaps this time we’ll have a bit more luck. Do we have an address for him still?” 
“I checked with the CRO, guv. He’s moved from Guildford, but we had an enquiry about him from the Met about six months ago. They had a Wandsworth address for him and as far as we know he still lives there.” 
“So, he’s now in the Met’s area. I’ll liase with them and let them know that we would like to have a chat with him.” He looked at his watch. “Is Wilson still here?” 
“Yes – I thought you might like to talk to him yourself.” 
Three minutes later Inkerman rose from his chair to greet Wilson as Alan Taylor ushered the man into the office. Indicating a visitors chair, Inkerman greeted his guest and then asked the question which was burning at the back of his mind. 
“Firstly, Mr. Wilson, I would like to thank you for your help over this. Now – how confident are you that you have selected the man you saw? I know that it can often be difficult relating a photo to an actual face.” 
“Oh, I’m sure, Inspector. That is quite definitely the man. We spoke for about quarter of an hour and he paid me money – I’m sure.” 
“Right – now if I may I would like to seek you co-operation again. I want to set up an identity parade including this man and see if you pick him out in the flesh, as it were, when he is in a group of similar looking people.” 
“No problem – when would this be?” 
“I’m not sure yet – it will take a bit of arranging. Could we call you at, say, twenty four hours notice?” 
“Yes – I’m not doing anything special for the next week or so.” 
“Well, once again, thank you for your help, Mr. Wilson. DC Taylor will see you out.” 
After the two men left his office Inkerman leant back in his chair and searched his memory for what he knew about Blackstone . The case had been a frustration; a shopkeeper assaulted in his shop, but no robbery. He had recognised Blackstone from a file photo, taken when the man had been convicted of actual bodily harm – a fight in a pub – some years earlier, but had failed to pick him out in an identity parade and 
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when again shown the photo, earlier certitude had become indecisiveness. Inkerman, and the other police officers involved were convinced that Blackstone had been enforcing a protection racket and that the shopkeeper had been warned what would happen if he persisted with his identification. 
Of one thing Inkerman was certain. Blackstone wasn’t the man seen on the CCTV 
footage after the shotgun attack on the Farleigh house. As Wilson had said, and as the file subsequently confirmed, Blackstone was a big man. Six feet four inches tall and weighing perhaps seventeen stone, he was simply too big and heavy to be that less than distinct figure seen on the CCTV image. 
Blackstone seemed a very likely villain for what seemed to be involved here – 
putting the frighteners on somebody – but what did he really have to throw at him? 
All right – he had approached someone in a pub and paid him money to deliver an envelope. He had lied to his contact as the envelope’s contents, but so what? Onto the actual contents – photos of two buildings, both occupied by members of the Farleigh family. One of the buildings subsequently fired on with a shotgun – but demonstrably not by Blackstone himself. What lever existed to use against Blackstone ? 
Inkerman ruefully admitted to himself that pulling Blackstone in and questioning him was unlikely to yield anything other than warning the man – and his presumed accomplice or accomplices – that the police were sniffing around, and put them all doubly on their guards. Could he justify mounting a surveillance operation on Blackstone ? Reluctantly he concluded not – the drain on manpower, the need to pay overtime, the fact that it would be outside his own area, and the low probability of turning anything up, made such an exercise unlikely to be a good idea. He really needed something more before going after the man – but what might there be? 
One remote possibility existed – would Farleigh recognise Blackstone – could that be the reason for Blackstone to have used Wilson? Not wanting to be recognised by Farleigh? He decided to send Taylor over with the picture – it would still be a good idea to keep Lawson and Cross away from the hospital. He phoned the DC and sent him on his way. 


* * * * *
 Jane Lawson put down the phone with a smile. Her contact in the Criminal Records department had supplied her with a useful piece of information to be stored away against a possible future need. Belinda Grace, the obstreperous hospital administrator, had a reason to be anti-police. Fifteen years earlier she had been convicted of shoplifting. The circumstances, the item concerned – a pack of three pairs of knickers 
– and her comfortable financial position made it highly likely that her defence – that it was a simple oversight on her part – was perfectly true, but the magistrate hadn’t seen it that way. Grace had received a fine – a paltry amount to her – but far more damaging would have been the blow to her self-esteem. If in addition it had made the local press her friends would have known all about it and her humiliation would doubtless have been considerable. 
It had been sheer intuition on Jane’s part. Something of Grace’s antagonism hadn’t rung true. For the circumstances of the situation her animosity had been out of all proportion to the inconvenience to which she had been put. She wondered if Mrs. 
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High and Mighty Grace had declared her conviction to her employers – she had a feeling that the protection against having to make such disclosure of previous convictions under the Rehabilitation of Offenders legislation didn’t apply in the NHS, but that wasn’t something to spend time on unless something happened to make it advisable. 


* * * * *
 Robert Farleigh looked at the photograph which Alan Taylor had handed him. He studied it carefully but to no avail, and he shook his head slowly. 
“No, I’m sorry. As far as I can remember I’ve never seen this man. Who is he?” 
“He was responsible for the envelope you received, Mr. Farleigh.” 
Alarm showed in Farleigh’s eyes. “He looks a nasty piece of work – do you think he might be after any of us?” 
“Well he’s certainly involved, but to what extent we don’t yet know. If you should see him would you please let us know straight away?” 
“Yes, of course. Are you going to show the picture to my mother and sister?” 
“Yes, as soon as I leave here.” 
Taylor left the hospital, his next stop the Heathland Hotel where Denise and Jennie Farleigh were still staying. Inkerman hadn’t thought to tell him to show the picture to the Farleigh women but Taylor surmised correctly that it had simply slipped his mind. 
The women, however, were no more helpful than had been the son. Neither recognised Blackstone so Taylor returned to the police station to report a wasted journey. 
Inkerman received the nil report stoically, but inwardly he was annoyed with himself. 
It was an obvious tack to show the photo to all the Farleigh family but he had simply forgotten to include the women in his instruction to Taylor. Was there, he wondered uneasily, anything else he had overlooked? 


* * * * *
 Sarah Collins looked at the clock. Nearly six and, she decided, near enough. She swivelled in her office chair and turned to face her two colleagues. 
“I think today has finished. Henry, Debbie, you get along. I’ll lock up and do the answer-phone.” 
Henry Morris and Debbie Edwards looked up from their desks. The day had, indeed, been quiet; the Farleigh estate agency was experiencing a lack of business at present, a combination of the down turn in the property market and the fact that it was now nearly a fortnight since the proprietor had been murdered. For a few days that had resulted in a definite upturn as the ghoulish had dropped in, ostensibly interested in house purchase, actually to rubber neck. There was, however, nothing to see and the interest rapidly disappeared. 
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After her two colleagues had left Collins went slowly round the office, checking that the answer-phone was switched on, that the windows at the rear were secure, that all filing cabinets were locked. She wondered how much longer the business would last. 
Farleigh’s death had been a shock, but one which now was replaced by anxiety for the future. The firm’s accountant and solicitor had been to see her, as Farleigh’s deputy, and told her that for the time being the business could continue. The firm’s assets were sufficient to pay the wages for a while yet and unless the widow decided to sell up all could proceed as usual. It was, however, starkly obvious that very soon Mrs. 
Farleigh would be wondering whether she wanted to keep an estate agency running. 
She was about to turn off the computer at her desk and make her way to the front door and turn the key on another uneventful day when her attention was alerted by a message which flashed on the screen. It was just one word:
‘STATISTICS’
She looked at in puzzlement. The computer she was using was that which had previously been in Farleigh’s own office as a spare to his normal machine. Hers had developed a fault on the Friday before her employer had been murdered and he had moved this one onto her desk, intending to have the faulty one repaired or replaced on the Monday. That, of course, had never happened and it was only now that she remembered the exchange; at the time the shock of her employer’s murder had simply driven the matter from her mind. She assumed that this was something that Farleigh had set up for himself, because it was nothing to do with the various networked systems on the office machines. Uneasily, she remembered now that when the police had visited the office they had taken the computer from Farleigh’s office but hadn’t bothered with the networked machines of his staff other than a somewhat perfunctory check of the systems they were running. 
She continued to look at the screen, then reached out and pressed the ‘Enter’ key. The screen went blank for a few moments, then displayed the word: PASSWORD? 
At that she was stumped. She had no idea what Farleigh’s password might have been. 
What she did know, however, that what she was seeing was nothing to do with the normal office systems. She opened her handbag and searched for the card the police had left with her after their visit to the office. 
Twenty minutes later Jane Lawson arrived and the two women unplugged the machine from its various cables and, after giving a receipt for it, Jane drove back to the police station. 
The computer, like all the others in the Farleigh offices, was a laptop which had enabled Jane to place it in a large evidence bag which she took along to the IT section. 
She was pleased to see that the officer on duty was Sergeant Lucy Crane, generally reckoned as the best computer expert in the Division and probably in the entire force. 
“Hi, Lucy – I’ve something here which I’d like you to have a look at – how are you fixed?” 
“You’re in luck – I’ve just finished a job – is this urgent? Important?” 
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“Don’t honestly know – but it is linked in to the Bright murder case. It is a machine which was in his own office until the day before he was killed – he loaned it to his deputy because hers went on the blink and with the shock and everything she’s only just remembered – in fact she probably wouldn’t have remembered even now if it hadn’t thrown up something on the screen that puzzled her. We know that Bright had secrets but so far have got nowhere in trying to find them – I’m hoping something on this might give us a clue. Do you know about the case?” 
“Only vaguely – Charlie Davies looked at the Farleigh computers – but I do remember him saying that the one from Bright’s own desk had stuff not on the network.” 
“Yes, I know about that – details of his odd bank accounts and the money he was getting from two bookmakers in York. What we want to find out is why they feel the need to pay him money. He must have had something on them, but whatever it was nobody knows.” 
Lucy removed the computer from the evidence bag, signed the record sheet on the bag’s front and set it up on a spare workspace. She examined it quizzically, pushing her spectacles up her nose as she did so. A tall, slim blonde she wore the spectacles for close work – and most of her work was close, dealing with computers all day – but seemed never to have a pair which fitted properly. The action of pushing them up her nose, which occurred every couple of minutes, was a positive trademark of the girl. 
“OK, Jane, leave this with me and I’ll see what I can find. Doubt I’ll get it finished tonight but tomorrow sometime should see it done.” 
“Thanks, Lucy – see you tomorrow.” 
“OK.” 
As Jane Lawson retraced her footsteps to CID she wondered, not for the first time, what had made Lucy Crane join the police force. A first class honours graduate in maths from Cambridge, the daughter of an Army General and the headmistress of a prestigious girls’ boarding school, attractive enough to have men flocking round, and wealthy to boot, it seemed an odd choice of career for a girl with no need to work at all, or alternatively the looks, money, and connections to pick just about any path she wished. She had once broached the subject and been astonished to hear Lucy say that delving into computers was something she found totally absorbing and that the growing use of computers to both combat and perpetrate crime she saw as a never ending challenge. 
Happy that the task of seeking out Bright’s secrets was in the best possible hands, Jane tidied her desk, donned her coat, and left for home, after phoning Inkerman and updating him. 
Home was a second storey flat just outside Guildford. Jane had found it when she first moved to Surrey and had originally had a flat mate to share the costs, but that flat mate, Julie Langden, had left almost a year ago when she married. Julie was a staff nurse at the Royal Surrey County Hospital and the two girls had got on well together, but since having the flat to herself Jane had realised that she preferred it that way and had no intention of seeking a replacement for Julie. Her promotion to Detective Sergeant had made the mortgage more easily affordable, and to be able to do just as she liked without having to consider another person was a positive bonus. 
She walked into her bedroom and kicked off her shoes, enjoying the feeling of digging her toes into the sheepskin rug in front of the full length mirror as she undressed and slipped into a dressing gown. As she did so she looked critically at 
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herself in the mirror. ‘Not too bad for thirty one’ she decided, and tying the garment around her waist, she made her way into the kitchen. 
Fond of cooking, but seldom having the time to indulge in it, the evening meal was, as was so often the case, selected from the freezer and heated in the microwave – twin saviours of a woman with little spare time on her hands. 
She took the heated meal, and a glass of white wine, into the living room and ate and drank in front of the television as she watched the BBC news. It was the usual collection of national and international disasters, relieved only by a ‘human interest’ 
snippet about a six year old who had saved his parents lives by dialling 999 when his mother and father had been overcome by fumes from a faulty heater. Right at the end of the local news, however, there was an item which seized her attention. It was a house fire – and the house was that of the Leighton’s. Hurriedly she got out her Filofax and looked up the number of a contact in the fire service. 
Simon Barnes, her contact, wasn’t in – hardly surprising at ten thirty at night, but she was put through to a liaison officer, to whom she introduced herself. The police, she informed him, were interested the house – what was known about the fire? 
The information at that stage was sketchy – 999 had been called at 19:55, two appliances had responded, but the fire had been ferocious and all that had been possible was to prevent any possibility of it spreading. The building was a total write-off. 
“Any suspicion of arson?” she demanded. 
“Too early to say, Sergeant, but an investigating officer is still on scene. 
“Thanks.” 
Jane picked up her police radio and called into central control, where she ascertained that uniformed officers were at the scene, and soon she was talking to a PC Donovan. 
“How much is known so far?” she asked. 
“The fire people are investigating as best they can but the site is still much too hot for them to make much progress. Do you want to talk to one of them?” 
“Yes please, put him on.” 
A moment later a different voice came over the radio. 
“Section Officer Oakes here, Sergeant. What can I do for you?” 
“Hello – I’m DS Lawson. That house was the scene of a murder two weeks ago and the people who live in it have received threats. Any chance that this could be arson?” 
“It’s too soon to be definite, but off the record I will be very surprised if it turns out not to be. We’ll know for certain tomorrow once things have cooled down, but my guess at this stage is that this place has been fire-bombed. The fire seems to have taken hold extremely quickly and looks as though it may have had more than one point of origin.” 
“Many thanks, Mr. Oakes. Would you mind letting myself or my chief – that’s DCI Inkerman – know as soon as you are sure in your own mind?” 
“No problem.” 
“Thanks again. Good night.” 
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Jane broke the connection and stared thoughtfully into the middle distance. Should she phone Inkerman straight away or leave it until morning? She decided that not to phone would be a mistake – he would find out pretty soon – may even have seen the BBC news for himself – and to learn that she had made this progress and kept it to herself was unlikely to go down well. She phoned Inkerman, apologised for the disturbance, and updated him. 
“Thanks Jane – looks like something is happening on this case at last. See you in the morning – but would you follow up on both these leads just in case I’m caught up in anything tomorrow?” 
“Will do, Guv. Good night.” 
“ ’Night Jane.” 



CHAPTER 12 THE SECOND FRIDAY
Inkerman’s fears of being caught up were well founded. The death of John Wilson had rendered his two DI colleagues even less forthcoming than before and he was in consequence late for Graham’s meeting. As he walked in it was clear from the atmosphere that Graham was facing the same lack of cooperation from Conway and Ball as he himself had suffered from Hall and Newsome, and the acting Superintendent was clearly on the point of losing his temper as Inkerman, muttering his apologies, entered the office and took the vacant chair. It was Bill Conway who was on the receiving end. 
“Look, Bill, it is perfectly clear to me and bloody well should be to you that senior officers do not start muddying the water in on-going cases being handled by other investigating officers. If I hadn’t phoned Toolen at the hospital to advise him that we had investigated the Grace woman’s complaint and that we would be replying formally today, I wouldn’t have known that you had contacted him and discussed the Bright case – what the hell do you think you were doing?” 
Conway flushed angrily. “I did not discuss the case with him. I phoned to follow upon the crime prevention advice we gave him last year. He raised the issue with me and I was tactful and non-committal.” 
Graham stared at him. Got you, you conniving bastard, he thought to himself. Aloud he contented himself with “Toolen didn’t see it that way – he asked me if I thought that as the investigation was involving the hospital whether I would be happy to meet with their legal representative on an informal basis or whether he would need to take it up officially.” 
“Well, he’s got the wrong end of the stick, somehow. I never ..” 
Graham raised his hand. “Enough, Bill. You and I will discuss this later.” He turned to Inkerman. “Anything breaking on your front, Inky? I got your note about the fire.” 
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“Just that and a possible break on the computer front – I haven’t had confirmation yet, but it looks pretty certain that the house was a case of arson. On the computer – the IT
folk are working on it now. It might have something helpful.” 
“How come it wasn’t checked before?” 
“It was – but only to the same level as the other office machines. Until the Collins woman saw the odd message on the screen there was nothing to link that particular machine with the man himself. If what has now come up was obvious we would have found it first off.” 
Graham grunted, not over-pleased with the response. If what was on that computer was useful it was something of a two-edged sword. Questions would be asked – quite reasonably – as to why it had taken nearly two weeks for potentially important information to come to light. 
He dismissed Inkerman and Ball, indicating to Conway that he should remain. 
“Right Bill. Cards on the table. I know that you want the Super’s job and that you resent me acting up instead of you. Understandable – no complaints about that. 
However, you are a senior police officer and I do not expect to find you scuttling about trying to cast aspersions against your colleagues with outsiders – especially when those colleagues are investigating a murder. Now, just because I’m acting don’t think that you can get away with this sort of thing – step out of line once more and I’ll have you up on a disciplinary – is that absolutely clear?” 
Conway was furious. “Yes it’s clear, sir” – the word uttered with sarcasm and contempt – “and it shows that you are out of your depth in this office. You are paranoid – some misunderstanding by someone I spoke to in a perfectly normal follow up on work done by my people and you start this sort of witch-hunt. I know what this is about – you want to show me up in a bad light in the hopes that it’ll improve your chances with the board. Well – we’ll see about that – I’ve had a good record here for over twenty years – a lot more than you can show as a Johnny come lately.” 
“Have you finished, Chief Inspector?” 
“Yes – for the moment.” 
“Let me correct you. On this matter you have finished totally. I meant what I said. 
Watch your step. Now get back to work.” 
Conway stormed out of the office, seething inwardly. That jumped up bastard! 
Graham watched him go and wondered if he should, even now, take the matter further. The problem was that if he did, after only a matter of days in an acting capacity, it would be a signal that he couldn’t handle matters in the department himself –and if that was seen to be the case he could kiss goodbye to any chance of being confirmed in the position. 


* * * * *
 Inkerman reflected that the day hadn’t really started all that well. Graham’s criticism, he had to admit, was justified. The upper echelons of the force, let alone the media, wouldn’t be interested in why it had taken nearly two weeks to find out about that bloody computer, only that it had. Now – what about the fire? He was about to reach for the telephone when there was a knock on the door and Jane Lawson came in. 
“Morning, guv – the fire people have come back to me. The fire was arson – no doubt. 
I’m going to meet with them on site, unless you want to do it?” 
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“No, Jane – I’ll leave it to you. You taking Morgan with you?” 
“Yes – unless you want him for anything?” 
“No, that’s fine.” 


* * * * *
 Half an hour later Jane and Tom Morgan were being conducted through the wreckage of the Leighton house by Section Officer Oakes, who turned out to be a huge Yorkshireman, towering over not only Jane’s five feet six but also over Morgan’s six feet two. Oakes had shaken hands with them with careful consideration, his hands, like the rest of him, huge and clearly powerful, and Jane found herself wondering if all the rest of Section Officer Oakes was in similar proportion. She shook the thought away and concentrated on what they were being told. 
“There were three devices employed. One in the hall, one in the kitchen, and one in the main bedroom. They were all similar, an electronically fired detonator triggered by radio. The detonators are a common item used in blasting operations in quarries and the like, but they weren’t British made. They were French – manufactured by Legrange et Cie in Marseilles. They are a big manufacturer in this line and you can probably find their stuff anywhere in the world. The detonators were inside wooden boxes containing a low grade explosive – actually a mix of nitrogen phosphate, sulphur, and sugar. That’s strictly home made – used to be the sort of thing any schoolboy could knock up, although a bit more difficult to get the ingredients nowadays – but still relatively easy, of course. The amount in the boxes was small; by themselves they would certainly have started a good fire but it would have taken time to get a hold in a substantial house like this, so the arsonist used a third element. In the hall and bedroom the carpets had been thoroughly doused in paraffin. In the kitchen, which had tiles on the floor rather than carpet, he had made a pile of bedding and towels, soaked all that – and as a result the place was an inferno within minutes.” 
“What about this remote trigger? How did that work?” 
“Inside the box the detonator was connected to a battery – just an ordinary 9 volt battery you might use for a clock or the like. To make the contact he used a simple electronic remote switch – the sort of thing you can buy in any electronics shop. He connected the switch to a receiver – the sort used for remote control cars and the like so once his devices were in place he simply left the house and pressed the button. To further increase his own safety the switch had an inbuilt delay - probably of some minutes and I think – but can’t be sure from what we have found, that each box also contained an audible alarm so that if, by some remote chance one of his devices got triggered accidentally he was giving himself some time to clear the building.” 
Morgan interjected with a question. 
“Why so complex? Why not just a simple timer?” 
Oakes shrugged the massive shoulders. “We don’t know how long the devices were in place before he triggered them. He may have felt the need to be flexible in his timing. 
The paraffin would have taken hours to evaporate substantially, and days completely so he could give himself a very big window of opportunity if he felt that he needed it. 
He also gave himself the opportunity to be well away from the scene before detonating the devices – his transmitter and receiver combination would have worked at up to a mile or so.” 
Jane was intrigued at the amount of information that Oakes had gleaned in so short a time. 
“Mr. Oakes, this is really helpful – how on earth do you sort all this out so quickly?” 
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“Well, it’s by no means the first time I’ve seen this sort of effort and you learn what to look for.” 
“I didn’t realise we get so much arson in Surrey?” 
“Oh, we don’t – this is the first case of its sort I’ve come across here and I’ve had a look at the records – nothing quite like this recorded before. No, I’m ex-Army – 
Bomb Squad. I’ve seen similar work in Ulster. I’ve only been in the fire service for six months.” 
Morgan interjected. 
“I thought I recognised you – didn’t you play rugby for the Army? Second row?” 
“Yes, for my sins – but how did you know? The Army XV don’t exactly make the front pages.” 
“You played for Southern Command against Surrey Police a couple of years ago – I was in the police side.” 
Oakes looked at the constable more closely. “I remember you as well, now. Winger – 
pretty quick.” 
“I had to be – I was trying to keep away from you and your mates!” 
Jane interrupted. “Er, can we get back to the fire please? Mr. Oakes, anything else you feel you can help us with? You mentioned similar work in Ulster – do you think this could be some sort of terrorist work?” 
“Sorry Sergeant, getting carried away. Well, given the type and complexity, it could be the work of an IRA bomber, although not necessarily. Put it this way – if I’d come across this in Ulster, or as the result of a terrorist threat on the mainland Britain, I wouldn’t have been surprised. Seeing it here in a case which doesn’t on the face of it have any terrorist connections I am surprised. So, whilst a terrorist expert might have been found to do this, is there any reason to look for a terrorist connection as such, or was it hired expertise? Whoever did this knew what he was up to. There is a load of rubbish talked about being able to get this sort of expertise off the Internet. One of the things I’ve been doing, both in the Army and now, is to try and keep track of any such information on the ‘net. Believe me, most of those sites would result in something more dangerous to the person making it than to anyone else. As you can see for yourself the place is totally gutted. If the idea was to destroy anything that was in the house, or to hide evidence of anything that might have been done in the house, it’s worked pretty well.” 
Jane thought for a moment, then came to a decision. “Right, we’ll be on our way, then. Thanks for all your help. Oh, just in case anything else should happen to come up, here’s my card” she took one from her wallet and scribbled on the back “with my direct line and my mobile.” 
Oakes took the proffered card, glanced at it, and put it away in his own wallet. After the two police officers had left he took it out again and re-read the scribble note on the back. 
‘Call me anyway! – Jane’
He replaced the card, a smile hovering around his lips. 


* * * * *
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Before getting back into the car Jane spoke again to the uniformed
constable who was providing a
police presence at the site. 
“Do you know if anybody has done a door-to-door to ask if anyone or anything suspicious has been seen?” 
“Only the houses either side and those immediately opposite, Sarge.” 
Jane looked up and down the road. She already knew that the house could be reached from the back via the garden and on the face of it whoever torched it would hardly be stupid enough to wander up to the front door. Still, she also knew that not taking the obvious steps was always a danger. Reluctantly she sent Morgan down the houses to the left of the Leighton property whilst she worked in the opposite direction. They met up again thirty minutes later, none the wiser – but at least that particular stone had not been left unturned. 
On their return Jane made her way directly to the IT section, where she found Lucy Crane working, not on Bright’s laptop but a completely different machine. 
“Hi, Lucy – any news for me?” 
The other girl looked up, a slightly confused expression on her face as her mind switched from one track to another. 
“Oh, Jane – yeah, done and dusted. Easy really. I’ve copied all that was on the machine onto a DVD for you – don’t try and look at the files on Bright’s machine – 
could be seen as tampering with evidence I suppose.” 
She handed over the disc in its protective plastic case. 
“I’ve made two copies – you can do what you like with that one. The other one I’m keeping with the machine as evidence. Do you want to take the machine back to the evidence store or would you like me to?” 
“Would you, please? If I don’t have to sign for it again it’ll lessen the opportunity for a brief to accuse me of fiddling with it – if we ever manage to get to court.” 
“OK – no problem.” 
Jane made her way back to her own section, told Morgan, the only person there, that she was off to see Inkerman and a moment later was in his office. He looked up, and Jane thought to herself that the acting DCI was looking tired. Stress, or just not enough sleep? 
“Sit down, Jane. What do you have for me?” 
“Got a full verbal report from the fire people – a written one will be faxed over later today. In brief – definitely arson, and a pretty sophisticated attack. The fire officer is ex-Bomb Squad. Seen this sort of device before in Ulster but it’s the first time something quite this sophisticated has been pulled in Surrey. He reckons that whoever made it was pretty much an expert in the field. As to how it was done – three devices, one in the hall, one in the kitchen, one in the main bedroom. Remotely activated to set off some low grade home made explosive which in turn set light to paraffin soaked carpets or, in the case of the kitchen, a heap of bedding and towels also soaked in paraffin. They could have been set off as soon as the bomber had it all organised, or 
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he could have waited hours before pressing the button – and he could have been up to a mile or so away at the time he did that. Tom Morgan and I did a quick house to house but nobody saw anything they regarded as suspicious.” 
“That sounds a bit of a bastard to try and get a handle on – what about Bright’s computer?” 
“Lucy Crane has extracted all the files on it and put them on a DVD. She’s stripped out the various passwords so we can look at every file, but there are a lot of them. I’ve got Tom looking at them at the moment for anything remotely unusual. It’ll take at least a few hours to go through them all and I’ve made a copy disc so that I can check them as well – he’s started at the beginning of the list, I’ll start at the end so that we won’t duplicate effort unnecessarily if something clear cut turns up.” 
“Good work – let me know what you find.” 
“Will do, Guv.” 
When Jane got back to the section office Tom Morgan was waiting for her with an air of suppressed excitement. “I think we may have something, Sarge.” 
“What have you got?” 
“Two files of text – and I think that they may be something to interest us because they are in code of some sort. I’ve printed out a page of one to show you what they are like.” 
He handed over a sheet of A4 and Jane stared at a page of five letter groups which, on the face of it, were gibberish – but she was sure that they had a meaning, and an important one if Bright had gone to the trouble of encoding them. 
“I’m going to talk to Lucy Crane again.” 
Five minutes later the two girls were poring over the print-out. 
Lucy chewed on the end of a pencil and pushed her spectacles back up her nose. 
“H’m – I think this is a simple letter substitution. He’s set out the alphabet, then randomly written assigned letters beneath each correct one. He’s done it himself – or had someone do it for him. It isn’t computer encryption – which would have been much harder to crack.” 
“Do you think you, or anyone else here, can break it?” 
“Shouldn’t be hard – it’s a long text document so all the clues of letter repetition will be there – as I guess you know the most comment letter in English is ‘e’, followed by 
‘t’ and so on. I can run a simple counting programme on the files to identify the likely translations of the most common letters – once those are determined it should be easy. 
Leave the disc with me – which files do you want worked on?” 
There were just the two files involved and Jane left her colleague to mull over them. 
Once back in the office she updated Inkerman who was encouraged by her news. 
“OK, that’s the computer front covered – just have to wait on Crane. Now, what about the incendiary devices? This man Oakes said that they were the work of someone who knew what he – or she, I suppose – was doing. Who knows about the bomb makers? 
Special Branch at the Met will have a file – they co-ordinate information for all UK 
forces on that sort of thing. The Army bomb disposal boys will probably have something as well – but better talk to Special Branch first and find out what gen is available. Let me know how you get on, please.” 
“Will do, guv.” 


* * * * *
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It took her over half an hour to track down the right contact but at last she was talking to an Inspector Fallon in the Met Special Branch, who listened carefully to what she had to say. 
“Right, Sergeant. We can certainly help to some extent at least – we can cross index our records by types of bomb favoured by any given individual. From what you have told me this work is not likely to be in the sphere of more than a fairly small number of people. It would probably be easiest if you, or someone from your force, came up here so that we can through the various elements of the bomb in detail.” 
“Would it be alright if I tried to get the fire service to let their investigating officer sit in with us? He’s ex-army bomb squad and I think he probably knows more about this than any of us here.” 
“H’mm – might not be too happy over having someone outside the police involved in our files. What’s his name?” 
“Oakes, sir. Station Officer Oakes.” 
“Oakes – I wonder. Have you met him?” 
“Yes, sir” 
“Big chap, is he? Six feet seven or so?” 
“That’s him – he’s only been out of the Army about six months or so, I believe.” 
“That, Sergeant, is Harry Oakes. Captain Harry Oakes, MC, as was. What on earth is he doing as a pretty junior fire officer? I met him several times in investigations into IRA bomb makers. He knows how to keep his mouth shut. If his service is happy to let him come he would be more than welcome.” 
The Surrey fire service was happy to cooperate and at just before five that evening Oakes and Lawson met up with Inspector Fallon at New Scotland Yard. Fallon, a short, slightly built individual rose from his desk to meet them. Jane had told Oakes who they would be meeting so there was no surprise involved but clearly the two men had got on together well in the past and Jane was hopeful that today’s meeting would be fruitful. Fallon ushered them to a small conference table with a number of files stacked up on it and opened proceedings. 
“Right, from Sergeant Lawson’s description I have sorted out the folk I have on record who look to be possible suspects. Eight of them. Five IRA bombers – or I suppose the Republicans would claim ex-bombers – two with suspected links to Al Qu’eada, and one solo operator.” 
Oakes looked surprised. “Solo operator? You mean for hire?” 
“That’s what we think. Want to start with him?” 
“Seems a good idea – from what the police know of the case links with terrorists don’t seem a front runner as an explanation – but a bomber for hire would perhaps be another matter.” 
Fallon selected one of the files and opened it up. Extracting two pages, each with a photograph clipped to it, he slid one each across the table to Jane and Oakes. 
Jane found herself looking at a photograph of a dark haired man, perhaps in his forties, with a hard looking face. The shot had clearly been taken without the subject’s knowledge. It was in a street somewhere and the suspect was talking to a second man who, with his back to the camera, could not be identified. 
The sheet to which the picture was attached identified the man as John Hascombe. He had no criminal record, but was suspected of involvement in at least three clear cases of arson, and several more cases were the evidence was much less convincing. Those 
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cases were all insurance claims and in each of them the insurance company had finally had to pay up, although it was clear that they were very unhappy at having to do so. The cases had been included in Hascombe’s file because somewhere along the line in the investigation there had been just a whiff of intelligence that he was known to or contacted by one of the other people involved. 
Hascombe lived in south-west London, so it was by no means improbable that whoever wanted the Leighton house destroyed would have been able to contact him. 
Jane looked up from studying the picture. “I don’t suppose anyone has any idea what Hascombe has been up to recently?” 
“’Fraid not, sergeant. He hasn’t done anything to bring him to our notice and he isn’t tied in with any terrorist groups – at least, not so far as we are aware – so there hasn’t been any call for surveillance on him. The address on the file is some eight months old – hasn’t been checked recently, but I’ve put a call to the local nick to check on him. Hopefully they will come back to me before you go.” 
The three of them went through the other files and at the end of an hour agreed that the terrorist suspects seemed unlikely choices for what they all felt was a gangland effort to either scare the Farleighs into silence should they know anything or destroy any evidence that might be at the house – or both. During their deliberations Fallon received a message that Hascombe was, indeed, still living at the address on file. 
Jane phoned the news through to Inkerman who received it gratefully, then added some news of his own. 
“Oh, and Jane – Sergeant Crane has come up with a decoded version of those two files for use. It takes us a long way forward – we know now what Bright had on the Yorkshire people we saw.” 
Jane rang off and thought about what she had just heard. Perhaps the case was beginning to move to a conclusion at last. Time, she determined for a little celebration. She and Oakes had travelled up in his car at his request – as he explained he had difficulty in fitting into most normal cars so the journey had been made in his Range Rover. Even in that large vehicle Oakes had had the driver’s seat relocated to accommodate his six feet seven frame; Jane realised that fitting into her own Mini-Cooper would probably have been beyond him, so they had travelled in convoy the two miles from the fire service HQ to Jane’s flat, where she had left the Mini and then travelled to London in Oakes’ vehicle. 
When they got back Jane looked at her companion and implemented a decision she had already made. 
“Like to come in for a coffee or something?” 
“I’d love to.” 



CHAPTER 13 THE THIRD SATURDAY
The alarm rang at half past six and Jane reached out and switched it off. Beside her in the bed Harry Oakes stirred and opened his eyes. Jane smiled at him. 
“’Morning, lover.” she said. 
He smiled at her and reached out a massive arm to encircle her shoulders. 
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“Good morning to yourself. What’s the time?” 
“Six thirty. I’ve got to go in this morning – weekends don’t count for much in murder enquiries.” 
“I can well imagine it – bombs don’t have much respect for Saturdays, either.” 
She slipped from the bed, picked up a dressing gown from the adjacent easy chair and made for the bathroom. 
“See you in a minute – help yourself to breakfast if you want.” 
The minute stretched to over ten and she entered the kitchen to the smell of toast and coffee. 
“Tea or coffee, Jane?” 
“Mm – coffee please.” 
She sat down at the small breakfast table and studied her companion carefully. 
“Are we going to see each other again?” she asked. 
“I’d like to – I’d like to very much.” She treated him to her best smile. 
“Good – that makes it unanimous. How about tonight if I get off early?” 
“How about tonight even if you don’t?” 
She laughed happily. “OK” 


* * * * *
 An hour later she was in Inkerman’s office with the rest of his team as he brought everyone up to date. 
“Right, thanks to Sergeant Crane’s decoding of Bright’s mystery computer files we now know why he was able to extract money from Davies and Kennedy. He had copies of statements from various members of the York underworld community, all of which incriminate both Davies and Kennedy in the supergrass episode. It wasn’t Bright going to the police that had those two worried – it was him letting their local 
‘friends’ know what they had been up to in helping put Lombard, Griffiths and Green behind bars that frightened them. Green in particular has some very vicious friends and relations. A word to that lot and Kennedy and Davies could well have found themselves as part of the foundations of the next civic building project. 
“It is also interesting to reflect that as far as the York police were aware the information they received from Bright to put those three villains away all came as a result of his daring efforts. In fact much of it came from Davies and Kennedy, with Bright just the conduit.” 
Jane congratulated herself inwardly. Her suspicions of a week ago were being demonstrated to be correct. 
“Now, that is the good news. The bad news, inevitably, is that there are bound to be questions asked as to why it took us so bloody long to find those files. I know why, and so do you all. We should have found them earlier and with a decent crack of the whip we would have done so. Sad fact, however, is that we didn’t, so we are wide open. Makes it all the more important that we get a result on this as quickly as possible, but unless there are any other nasties lurking somewhere I can’t think of anything we haven’t covered or are currently covering. The only possible lead we haven’t yet run down is this Hascombe bloke and I am arranging to go and have a chat with him and to have him put under surveillance. So – apart from that - any bright ideas?” 
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Jane thought for a moment before speaking. “Guv, those computer files – could Bright really have used them in that way? After all – anybody could have typed them. 
For all anyone who was shown them could know, they might be entirely the result of Bright’s imagination. I know that we are not talking about court evidence standards, but isn’t it likely that he had originals some place?” 
Inkerman thought for a moment. “I see what you mean, but I think that you underestimate the likely level of paranoia the villains are likely to exhibit. Still, you may well be right – there may be hard copy originals somewhere – but where?” 
Jane stuck to her guns. “That message Robert Farleigh got – it said ‘Where is it?’. 
Could mean a hiding place for something like that.” 
“Yes, it could – and I think if they were after a collection of papers they might well have said ‘Where are they?’ rather than ‘Where is it?’ – but the question remains – we have no idea where ‘It’ may be, nor what ‘It’ may be. We’ve checked all the banks at which Bright had accounts and there are no deposit boxes or anything like that in any of the false identities he used.” 
Tom Morgan interjected. “If there are actual documents, sir, wouldn’t he want to keep them somewhere near to him? Most of those banks are miles away from where he lived.” 
Inkerman considered the comment. “Makes sense, Tom. One thing we do know – if they were in the house itself they were too well hidden to be found when we searched and they would have been destroyed in the fire.” 
Inkerman was unhappy; he knew that he was simply thrashing around with this. The likelihood of finding such documents, if they existed, was slim – and even if by some miracle they did find them – of what use would they be to the investigation? 
“OK – I think that is a dead end, at least for the moment. Let’s get back to Hascombe. 
I’ve agreed with the Met that we’ll interview him at his nearest station and that it will be a joint effort with the local folk. We won’t let on that we are from Surrey to begin with, nor that it is the Bright case that we are interested in. Fortunately for us there was a warehouse fire in Clapham last week which looks a bit iffy and the Met, now they know of Hascombe’s existence, want to talk to him about it anyway. I’ve agreed with them that they’ll start the ball rolling about that and then I’ll come in about the Bright case. Apparently Hascombe has no visible means of support – as far as the Met have been able to find out he doesn’t have a job, but neither is he on Social Security. 
He lives in a decent flat – nothing grand, but not a dump – drives a recent Mondeo, that sort of thing. The Met are going to pick him up this afternoon and I’ve agreed to be at Wandsworth nick for three o’clock. Dave, I’d like you to come with me – you can drive – and Jane, you, Alan and Tom hold the fort here.” 
Jane was disappointed not to be going to the interview which might be of importance and for a moment thought of suggesting that she, rather than Cross, should accompany Inkerman, but quickly thought better of it. He clearly hadn’t been interested in her plugging the possibility of documents lying around somewhere and she felt that he had, in fact, started to see the discussion about them as an irritation. 
Better to keep her head down. 
Cross, on the other hand, was delighted. One in the eye for Blue Eyes, he thought. She could stay and wade through paperwork whilst he was in on the only step forward in sight. 


* * * * *
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The interview room at Wandsworth that afternoon was positively crowded with Inkerman and Cross, together with two locals, DI Gower and DS Locke, on one side of the table as Hascombe and his solicitor, a Derek Lipton, entered and took their seats on the other. Inkerman studied both men carefully. Hascombe was in his forties, a slightly built man, perhaps five foot eight or nine tall, with wispy brown hair combed over a domed skull. He was wearing a casual fleece jacket over a T-shirt, jeans and cheap looking trainers. His eyes were deep-set and dark brown, almost black, and were never still, constantly flitting from one point of focus to another. 
Lipton, in contrast, was short and plump, with a fleshy face from which his pale blue eyes protruded. Thick black hair was greased down to his skull; his hair could have featured in one of those old-fashioned Brylcreem adverts. Inkerman was disappointed that Hascombe had a brief with him, but apparently the man had refused point-blank to say anything to the police unless he was accompanied. 
Gower opened the proceedings by introducing everyone and then asked Hascombe to tell him what he had been doing on the evening and night of the previous Wednesday. 
Hascombe shrugged his shoulders. “I went to the pub about seven, met up with some mates, went on to a club, played cards with them until about four in the morning, went home.” 
“What pub, what club and who were the mates?” 
“The Duke of Kent, then on to the Cockerel club in Hall Road. They’ve got a number of rooms for private card games and the like. The guys with me were Davey Segal, Bill Douglas, Charlie Cairns and Mick O’Connell. Mick had a friend with him – 
another Paddy. He called him Sean, but I don’t know his second name.” 
“Please let me have their addresses, Mr. Hascombe.” 
Davey and Bill both live over Clapham way, but I don’t know exactly where. Charlie lives just down the road from me – number 43 – no idea where Mick and Sean live.” 
“So how do I contact those four, so that they can verify your movements?” 
“They’re all regulars at the Duke of Kent – and I suppose with all the resources of the police you can find them easily enough. Now, why am I here?” 
“I’m investigating a fire which took place Wednesday night in Barlow and Cooper’s warehouse in Clapham. Your name came up.” 
The solicitor spoke for the first time. 
“Inspector, I think you really must be more explicit. My client has cooperated with your questions, and I feel that his answers demonstrate that he can have had nothing to do with any fires anywhere on Wednesday evening. Now, I am familiar with the reports of the fire – the fire service were at the scene from around ten p.m. onwards, so clearly Mr,. Hascombe can not have been involved. Now, if there is nothing else, I think that Mr. Hascombe and I will leave.” 
Inkerman spoke for the first time. 
“Actually, Mr. Lipton, there are a couple of other things we need to raise with Mr, Hascombe. Mr. Hascombe, could you please tell us your movements for Thursday, the night after the warehouse fire, and also the Monday of this week?” 
Hascombe looked surprised. “Monday? I think that I was in the Duke of Kent until about eleven, perhaps a bit after. Thursday – same thing.” 
“And was anyone with you? Or can verify what you say?” 
“Well, lots of guys know me there.” 
“But you weren’t specifically with anyone for the evening?” 
“Like I said – lots there know me – check with them.” 
“Oh, we will Mr. Hascombe, we will. Another thing. Do you own a car?” 
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“Yes, a Mondeo.” 
“The registration?” 
“LH55HXC.” 
“Did you drive to the Duke of Kent on those three evenings?” 
“No – I don’t drink and drive. Anyway, it’s only five minutes walk.” 
“And how did you get from the Duke of Kent to the Cockerel on Wednesday?” 
“Took a cab.” 
“Did you call for the cab?” 
“No, one of the others did – I think it was Mick but couldn’t swear to it.” 
Inkerman sat back and left it to Gower to wrap up the proceedings, then, once Hascombe and his lawyer had left, the four detectives reviewed what they had gained. 
Gower started the proceedings. 
“Hascombe is a fly bird – that alibi for Wednesday is sure to stand up; those mates of his will swear black is white if need be. I am, however, intrigued. Two arson attacks on successive evenings – are they linked in any way, other than the fact that we believe Hascombe to be the arsonist?” 
Inkerman had been thinking on the same lines. 
“Our case has a tie-in with gambling territory in York and a super grass. Is there anything in your case to suggest a link?” 
“Not really; I can’t help feeling that Hascombe is known in the right circles as someone to torch a building for you with the minimum chance of being found out. I think that it is just coincidence that he fired two places so soon after each other.” 
“Business must be good for him.” Inkerman hazarded. 
Had he but known, business for John Hascombe was about to become much worse. 
Miles away, the person who had hired Hascombe to fire the Farleigh house placed a telephone call to Roy North. 
“Roy? You know who this is?” 
“I think so. What can I do for you?” 
“You remember our mutual friend from last week?” 
“Yes.” 
“He tells me that the police at Wandsworth are investigating the man he recommended for something I didn’t commission. I don’t want to think that my commission was a mistake. Would five correct any possible error?” 
“Five would be reasonable; undeniable would be seven.” 
There was a pause. “Very well. Seven.” 
Roy North replaced the receiver. So, Hascombe had been playing away? A bad mistake in the company he kept. His primary employer couldn’t afford the chance of Hascombe being dragged down by the police for another job and trying to do a deal by implicating others – possibly even North himself, although as far as he knew Hascombe was unaware of his existence. 


* * * * *
 In the meantime, Inkerman and Cross had returned to Surrey and the acting DCI was bringing his team up to speed. When he had finished recounting the interview, he moved on to possible implications. 
“Now, I think that Hascombe is our arsonist. Proving it is something else. He clearly has a circle of cronies standing ready to provide him with alibis on demand, alibis that will be difficult to break unless we come up with something concrete. 
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Cross spoke up. “One thing, Guv. Hascombe would have had to have transport from Wandsworth to carry out the job. He surely wouldn’t have been daft enough to use his own car – forensics would have a field day on a car that had carried explosives – so how did he travel.” 
“Stolen car” Jane said firmly. To her surprise, Cross disagreed. 
“No, I don’t think so. The shotgun user had a couple of stolen cars, but think of the risk to Hascombe driving down from London in a hot car carrying explosives.” 
“So you don’t think that Hascombe was the shooter?” Inkerman queried. 
“No, Guv – I took a good look at him when he and his brief left. Sure, he’s the right sort of build, but his walk is all wrong. Nothing like the shooter.” 
“You sure, Dave?” 
“Positive.” 
Inkerman mulled over what Cross had said. The more he thought about it, the more inclined he was to agree, but to satisfy himself, he had the footage of the gunman run again and was convinced. 
“Good one, Dave – I’m sure that you are right. Now, a thought. If it was Hascombe that did both fires, would he have used the same transport for both? Like Dave, I can’t see him using his own vehicle – it would have been madness, and Hascombe isn’t mad. So, he stole or hired. If he stole, we are really up against it; if he hired we have a chance.” 
“He wouldn’t have hired in his own name, surely” Jane objected. 
“I doubt it – but to hire a vehicle you have to show your driving licence. I want the hire companies within a five mile radius of Hascombe’s flat contacted. See if he or any of his known associated – Dave’s got a list the Met produced for us – hired any sort of vehicle up to a week before the Wednesday fire. Car or perhaps small van.” 
“I think it was a van” put in Morgan. 
Inkerman turned his attention to the young constable. “Why’s that, Tom?” 
“Well, sir, whilst you were away, Sergeant Lawson asked me to review the CCTV 
footage at the end of the Farleigh’s road for Thursday. At about midnight or a bit after” he shuffled some papers in front of him “in fact at twenty to one, a small van was captured on film. Three-quarters of an hour later in came back from the opposite direction. It was the only vehicle to make the return trip that late. I only got to that part of the film a few minutes before you arrived, so I haven’t had a chance to tell Sergeant Lawson.” 
Inkerman and the rest of the team reviewed the tape; sure enough, as Morgan had said, only that one vehicle was seen on the film going in both directions. 
“Tom, carry this through – check the number plate, find out who it belongs to, if it is a hire vehicle who hired it – the lot. Jane, good call having that tape reviewed again.” 
Jane, who had been irritated that Morgan hadn’t told her about the van, inclined her head in thanks, but she determined to keep a closer watch on Morgan in future. Had he really found it too late to tell her, or had he held it back to gain the kudos? Still, at least Inkerman realised that it was she who had set the review in motion. 
Morgan’s follow up bore fruit quite quickly, In less than half an hour, he had ascertained that the van had been hired by Rental Vans of Tooting to a Miss Elizabeth Crawley, who was on the list of Hascombe’s associates. It had been hired on Tuesday morning, returned Friday lunch time. Inkerman immediately arranged for the van to be impounded so that it could be gone over by the forensic people, and then got in touch with DI Gower at Wandsworth. 
- 80 -
- 80 -
“Sam? Harry Inkerman. I think we have something on Hascombe. That woman friend of his hired a van on Tuesday and returned it Friday- Thursday night, early Friday morning, it was near our arson scene. I’ve called the hire company and got them to keep the van in so it can be gone over by forensics. Do you want to arrange your forensic guys to look at it, or are you happy if I get ours on the job? I’ve had a word with our folk – because it may be linked to a murder they can afford it enough priority to start on it tomorrow.” 
“Christ, I don’t suppose our lot could start until the end of next week sometime – a warehouse fire isn’t top banana. We’ll interview the woman, though – do you want to sit in again?” 
“Yes please. Any idea when?” 
“Give me a bit of time to check whether we are likely to be able to get hold of her today and I’ll get back to you.” 
Gower was true to his word and at eight o’clock that evening Inkerman and Cross returned to Wandsworth to find the same interview room in use and, rather to Inkerman’s surprise, the same solicitor, this time accompanying Elizabeth Crawley, who turned out to be a slim, tall woman, with dark hair attractively styled and intelligent looking blue eyes. She was perhaps thirty-five years of age, dressed in a smart two piece trouser suit in charcoal grey, with a ruffed white silk blouse, the rather plain ensemble set off by a scarlet cravat. Not at all what Inkerman had expected. 
Once again Gower effected the introductions and kicked off. 
“Miss Crawley, on Tuesday morning you hired an Escort van from Rental Vans of Tooting and you returned in on Friday. Why did you hire it?” 
“Why do you want to know?” 
“Please, just answer the question, Miss Crawley.” 
The woman looked at her lawyer. Lipton thought for a moment, then nodded slightly. 
“I needed to move some stuff.” 
“What stuff? Where from and where to?” 
She shifted uneasily in her seat. 
“I had some clothes and books I wanted to move from my flat – it’s getting cluttered. 
I took some stuff to the Oxfam shop, gave some to a girl-friend, some to John..” 
“John?” 
“John Hascombe” 
So there, thought Inkerman, if her story stands up even reasonably well, goes any prospect of claiming that Hascombe’s prints shouldn’t be in the van. 
“Why did it take so long? Tuesday to Friday to move some clothes and books?” 
“I was going to take the stuff to my girl-friend and to John all on Wednesday, but Rachel, my friend, had to go over to her mum’s unexpectedly Wednesday morning, didn’t get back until Thursday evening, so I held onto the van until Friday.” 
Gower lifted a piece of paper from the table. 
“Miss Crawley, I have here a copy of your invoice from Rental Vans. They charged you for four days at fifty five pounds a day – a total of two hundred and twenty pounds. Isn’t that rather a lot of money to pay out for moving a few books and clothes?” 
She shrugged again. 
“I can afford it – and if Rachel hadn’t been called away it would only have been two days.” 
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“Very well, so you kept the van longer than originally expected. Tell me, just where did you keep it?” 
“In my garage.” 
“So where did you keep your car, which I see is an Astra estate, which surely should have been perfectly adequate for transporting some clothes and books and saved you two hundred and twenty pounds in the process?” 
“I kept it in the drive in front of the garage.” 
“That is interesting. I don’t know whether you are aware of the fact, but following complaints by local residents about vandalism, your road is covered, and covered quite extensively, by CCTV. I have examined the films from those cameras for the period we are discussing. At no time was your Astra parked in front of your garage. 
Let me be frank with you, Miss Crawley. We have taken possession of the van and it is at the moment being subjected to an extremely rigorous forensic examination. I have every confidence that our people will find traces in that van which will confirm my suspicion that it has been used to transport explosives – and that sounds to me as though you could be mixed up in terrorism. Tell me, where were you taking the explosives?” 
Before she could answer, Lipton spoke for the first time. 
“Inspector, that is an extremely serious allegation to make against my client. What evidence do you actually have, as opposed to what you think you may have in the future?” 
“Mr. Lipton, this is a preliminary interview with your client, in which I am attempting to ascertain the depth of her involvement in matters which certainly cover arson and possible terrorism – and just possibly murder as well.” 
Inkerman was watching Crawley and Lipton closely and had absolutely no doubt that the mention of murder came as a surprise to them – and a very unpleasant one. 
“Murder, Inspector? Murder of whom?” 
“Thomas Edward Farleigh.” 
Lipton looked at the woman, then back at Gower. 
“The name means nothing to my client, nor to myself.” 
“Well, Mr. Lipton, perhaps your client’s memory needs jogging. The van your client hired was seen in the vicinity of a crime scene in the early hours of Friday morning. 
The crime scene was the house where Mr. Farleigh was murdered and the house itself was torched.” 
Inkerman continued to watch Crawley. He had previously agreed with Gower that they would not use the Bright name, nor, at this stage, mention that the murder and the arson had occurred at different times. There had been newspaper coverage of the murder, but the press had been kept unaware of Farleigh’s true identity and as the murder had no other outstanding elements, it had received only minimal coverage. 
Hopefully, neither Crawley nor her lawyer were aware of it. 
Crawley was beginning to look very uneasy and clearly Lipton sensed the fact, for he looked searchingly at her, then turned to Gower. 
“Inspector, I wonder if I might have a few minutes alone with my client? These are extremely serious allegations and I feel that she and I have not had adequate opportunity to discuss them.” 
Inkerman and Gower looked at each other. Through each detective’s mind the same thought was flashing. Crawley was worried and there was a good chance of her trying to extricate herself from any involvement with the van’s movements. 
“Very well, Mr. Lipton. We’ll leave you together for a while – do you think ten minutes would be adequate?” 
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“I’m sure that it would, Inspector. Thank you.” 
The policemen trooped out and returned ten minutes later. Once they had seated themselves, Lipton spoke. 
“I have discussed these allegations with my client, who wishes to clarify some points” 
Retract some of her lies, you mean, Inkerman thought to himself. 
“As you are aware, Miss Crawley did indeed hire the van in question on Tuesday and return it on Friday. She did so for the purpose that she stated – delivering some clothes and books – quite a quantity of books, which is why she needed a van rather than using her own car. During Wednesday and Thursday evenings, however, she did allow her friend, John Hascombe, to borrow the van. She realises that, strictly speaking, as she had not declared him to the hire company as an additional driver, she should not have done this, but as she had to keep the van longer than expected, and as Mr. Hascombe offered to pay her part of the hire charge, she agreed to do it. This is why she did not mention the matter before, but now that you have advised her that the van may have been used in the commission of a crime, naturally she wishes to cooperate as fully as possible.” 
He sat back, looking satisfied with his statement, although Crawley still looked anxious. 
Gower leaned forward. 
“Right, Mr. Lipton, Miss Crawley. I think that moves us forward. Now, Miss Crawley, will you sign a statement for me to the effect that John Hascombe was using the van on both Wednesday and Thursday night?” 
“Yes.” 
“Thank you, Miss Crawley. Sergeant Locke here will take your statement, and once you have signed it you may leave, although we may wish to talk to again at some future time.” 
Twenty minutes later Inkerman and Cross were on their way back to Surrey. 


* * * * *
 At the same time, John Hascombe was quietly enjoying a pint of bitter at the Duke of Kent, reflecting upon the recent events. Unaware that Elizabeth Crawley had effectively fingered him for using the hired van, he was waiting to hear from her or Lipton as to what had transpired at the police station. He was also unaware that the van had been recorded on CCTV near the Leighton house, or he would have arranged things very differently. 
Mildly annoyed that neither Crawly nor Lipton had phoned, after checking that his mobile was indeed switched on, he decided to have an early night. Bidding good night to several acquaintances, he stepped out into the night for the short walk home. 
He turned into the road before his; here the street-lights were further apart, leaving pools of near darkness as he passed a hedgerow lining a drive to a garage. 
The attack came with sudden speed and total violence. Less than thirty seconds later, Hascombe was dead from a single stab wound to the heart and his murderer was striding away, his rubber soled shoes making little noise on the pavement. 



CHAPTER 14 THE THIRD SUNDAY
Hascombe’s wallet had been taken by his killer. There was nothing else on his body to identify him, he lived alone, and his neighbours were no more than nodding acquaintances. Additionally, he lived just over the boundary of DI Gower’s division, 
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so none of the officers who viewed his body early on recognised him. As a result it was late afternoon before DI Gower learned of the death of his suspect, and another hour before the news reached Inkerman at home. He and Gower had agreed that they would have Hascombe in again for questioning, but Gower had been content to leave the matter over until Monday and Inkerman had felt that he had no option but to agree. At least it meant that he and his team would have a day’s rest from the case. 
It was a day’s rest that they put to various uses. Having worked all through the previous weekend, they all felt entitled to some relaxation. Dave Cross took his wife out for the day down to the coast. Alan Taylor took his wife and daughter to watch their son, David, play soccer for his school U-13 XI. Tom Morgan turned out for his local rugby club, enjoying a close fought match in which he scored a try and had the satisfaction of demolishing his opposing winger with a bone-crunching tackle when he was within ten yards of scoring in retaliation. 
Jane spent the day – and the previous night - with Harry Oakes, this time at his flat rather than hers. She it was whom Inkerman contacted, at six o’clock that evening. 
Immersed in arguing with Harry over the best way of preparing the steaks they intended to have for dinner, her heart sank when her mobile rang and the caller ID 
told her that it was her boss on the line. Reluctantly she put the phone to her ear. 
“Jane Lawson” 
“Jane, it’s Inkerman. Don’t worry, I’m not going to spoil the rest of Sunday for you. 
Just want you to know that Hascombe was murdered last night, so I want the team together first thing tomorrow – seven sharp. Will you contact the others for me, please?” 
“Will do, guv, leave it with me.” 
“Thanks, Jane. ‘Bye” 
“Night, guv.” 
Harry looked at her. “Got to go?” he enquired sympathetically. 
“No, thankfully, just a few phone calls to make.” 
Within fifteen minutes she had advised the rest of the team of the latest twist to the affair, then settled down to enjoy the rest of Sunday. 
Which she did. 


* * * * *
 That same Sunday had seen activity elsewhere. In his large, secluded house a few miles outside York, Albert Kennedy had been on the phone a lot, as he had been for the previous several days, calling in favours to quiz people over the life and times of Thomas Bright, aka Thomas Farleigh. He was desperate to know what might have happened to the information Bright had held about him, information which would be a death sentence if it got into the wrong hands. Now that he knew where Bright had disappeared to six years before, he eventually tracked down a man who had similarly left Yorkshire to ensure his continued health. 
Peter Forrest, inevitably ‘Woody’ to friends and acquaintances, had been a minor player in Bright’s earlier career, acting as an assistant to him, and he had fled as soon as he realised what was about to happen. Since then he had lived in Winchester, employed in a betting shop. He and Kennedy spoke at length; it took Kennedy some time to persuade Forrest that they had a mutual interest in what had happened to 
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Bright’s information, but once convinced, he agreed to try and find out more about Bright’s life in Surrey and report back. 
Forrest thought the matter over at length. The owner of the betting shop in which he worked, Johnny Rivers, also owned several others in the south of England, including one in Guildford. Rivers was ostensibly a straightforward business man. In fact, the betting shops were, as with those in York with which Bright had originally been connected, fronts for money laundering from a variety of criminal activities, including straightforward tax evasion. If Bright had at any time deviated from the straight and narrow down in Surrey, Rivers was likely to know about it. 
Forrest thought over the best way to approach Rivers and decided that a simple offer of money fro information was the simplest way. 
Accordingly, he phoned Rivers at his home just outside Portsmouth. 
“Mr. Rivers, it’s Woody here.” 
“Woody? What’s up – why are you phoning on a Sunday – anything wrong at the shop?” 
“No, Mr. Rivers, nothing like that. It’s something I’ve been asked to do for someone up North and it’s worth a few hundred if you would like it.” 
“Woody, what the fuck are you talking about?” 
“Well, Mr. Rivers, there is a man you may have heard about – Thomas Bright. He put away a lot of people in York and around there about six years ago by grassing them up. Well, now he’s dead, and my contact wants to find out as much as he can about him whilst he was living in Surrey. He’s willing to pay five hundred for a report. 
Bright changed his name – he was calling himself Thomas Farleigh when he was topped.” 
“OK, seems simple enough. Leave it with me- it’ll take a few days.” 
Forrest put down the phone and wondered what, if anything, the ramifications of all this might be. One thing was certain. Wild horses wouldn’t get him back to Yorkshire if any of the folk whose people had been put away were interested in him. 


* * * * *
 Albert Kennedy was not the only one who was wondering what had happened to Bright’s information and whether it might surface to his serious disadvantage. Jimmy Davies was every bit as interested as was his business rival. Unlike Kennedy, however, he had already put in hand investigations into Bright’s life in Surrey several days earlier and spent an hour that Sunday reading carefully through the report that he have received. Although it ran to nearly twenty pages, in summary it told him little or nothing about what he really wanted to know. The house fire would have destroyed anything kept in the house itself – unless the police had found it and taken it away before the arson occurred. Bright had had numerous bank accounts under a variety of names, but most of the accounts had been closed and the remainder were under police scrutiny. His wife inherited everything. 
And that was about it. 
So – where were the papers, if they still existed? He reviewed the report again, and one particular entry made him start to wonder if he might not have a possible line in finding them. 
He reached for the telephone. 


* * * * *
 That same Sunday, Jennifer Allott had, not for the first time, wondered what she was going to do about the rent. Thomas had set her up in the flat, a very nice place, if 
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somewhat small, on the top storey of one of the new blocks at the top of Guildford High Street, with superb views of the castle in one direction, and out to the cathedral and beyond in the other. The views were out of this world, and to a girl working on the beauty counter in Debenham’s, so was the rent. She knew that Thomas had always paid the rent a couple of months in advance so that there would be no problem if he had to be away for a while, but she also knew that he had always paid by cheque, not by standing order nor direct debit. As he had bluntly stated, something like that appearing on his bank statements would not be safe from the prying eyes of that cow of a wife of his. 
But Thomas was dead. She had read about his death in the Surrey Advertiser; whilst the nationals had only afforded it a couple of paragraphs and quickly dropped the story, the local had made much more of it – which was only to be expected. She knew that the rent was paid up for the next six weeks, but after that – then what? It was more than her entire salary, so there was no question of her being able to stay on beyond the end of next month. She would have to find something a lot cheaper or, horror of horrors, move back in with her parents. 
She was sorry about Thomas; she was genuinely fond of him, but she was under no illusions about their relationship. She was his piece of tail on the side, no more, no less. For all she knew, there might be other girls in other flats, wondering what to do next. She was pretty sure that she wasn’t the first girl he had set up as his mistress, although she had no idea where or when her predecessors might have been. 
She wandered round the flat, a cup of coffee in her hand, whilst she thought. She gave some of that thought to the box he had left with her. Had she been a luckier girl the box would have contained a fortune in diamonds or something – but it didn’t. He had actually shown her the contents when he left it with her – some hand-written papers, some bank account print-outs and some photographs, and explained that they were incriminating evidence he was holding onto to make sure some business partners he had always toed the line. He told her that he wouldn’t put it past them to hire a burglar to break into his house to try and get the papers, but as nobody except the two of them knew that she had them, they, and she, were safe. 
She idly wondered if she could use its contents to extract money from anyone, but rapidly dropped the idea. She was far from stupid, and trying to blackmail – and that was what it would be – unknown men over whom Thomas had possessed some sort of a hold might well be dangerous. 
Sadly, she picked up the local paper and turned to the ‘Property for rent’ section. 


* * * * *
 Jennifer wasn’t the only woman wondering what to do about the consequences of Thomas Farleigh/Bright’s death (not that Jennifer was aware of his real name). Denise Farleigh asked herself for the hundredth time whether she should tell the police about Thomas’ mistress and the flat in which he had set her up. She didn’t want to do so; if the police where aware that he was keeping a mistress, might they not see that as a possible motive for her to hate her husband? To have him killed? 
She had discovered about Jennifer Allott because Thomas had been unfaithful in the past and she had discovered the details of his latest paramour by the simple expedient of once again hiring a private detective to do some digging. It hadn’t been difficult. 
Jennifer Allott had been in the Guildford flat for just over two years. Had she but known it, she was the second girl to use that flat. Denise and Thomas had only been in Surrey a matter of six months or so before his wandering eye had lighted upon a girl in the local opticians. Sally Beaumont had lasted some three years before she and 
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Thomas has presumably tired of each other and the girl had vanished from the scene. 
Nearly a year had gone by whilst Denise wondered if her husband’s wandering eye had finally settled down, but then the tell tale signs had started up again. Absences from the office and the house with no explanation; general weariness; disinterest in her and the family. It all added up, so once again she had him followed and investigated with the expected result. 


* * * * *
 George Blackstone was having an indulgent Sunday. Still unaware that the police knew that he had bribed George Wilson to deliver the threatening message to Robert Farleigh, and that Inkerman had decided not to interview him at this stage for fear of simply warning him off, he was debating whether to go out for a pub lunch or simply watch racing on TV when the phone rang. 
“Yes?” 
“George?” 
“Yes – that you Ernie?” 
“That’s right. Look, George, I’ve got a possible job for you – it’ll pay quite well. Like to talk?” 
“OK – usual pace?” 
“You got it – one o’clock suit?” 
“Yeah – I’ll be there.” 
At one o’clock Blackstone and his caller – Ernie Yates – met on the terrace of the Jolly Farmer pub. The weather was fine and the pub and the terrace were both crowded, so the two men could talk without fear of being overheard. 
Yates had been the contact for Kennedy up in Yorkshire when Blackstone had been employed to deliver the threatening message to Robert Farleigh. The contact, however, had not been direct, but via a couple of mutual acquaintances. By the long arm of coincidence, the final mutual acquaintance was Bill Cowley, a more or less respectable antique dealer and fencer of stolen goods in North London, but who had originally come from the Leeds area. Having undertaken a task for Kennedy, Blackstone was now going to be given one for Davies, but neither he, Yates, nor Cowley realised that there were actually two Yorkshire criminals interested in the Farleigh/Bright affair. 
Yates explained what was wanted. 
“This guy Farleigh – seems he set up a bit of skirt in a flat in Guildford. Now, he had something – I dunno what – that is wanted by my contact. Nobody can find it so far, but there’s just a chance this tart has it for safe keeping. I want you to go and see what you can find. It may be papers, pictures, that sort of thing, but nobody knows for sure, so it looks like the best thing is to get her to tell you if Bright left anything with her; if you just turn the place over you might see it and not recognise it.” 
“Sounds easy enough – how much?” 
“Five hundred.” 
“Do I hurt her?” 
“Up to you. Whatever.” 
“Done” 
Neither man knew it but the course of action upon which they had just agreed was to be the first step in the solving of the mysteries surrounding the Farleigh/Bright case. 


* * * * *
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Blackstone was not one to let the grass grow under his feet. He walked the short distance from the pub to Jennifer Allott’s flat to spy out the lay of the land. A sunny Sunday early afternoon meant that the High Street was busy and he could wander around without any fear of attracting attention. As he expected, given the address, the flat was in a relatively new building, perhaps nine or ten years old, and clearly expensive. 
The ground floor of the building had a large entry vestibule, enclosed in glass doors with a security arrangement requiring either that you had a key. in the form of an electronic swipe card, to effect entry, or you used the intercom to call whoever you wished to visit, who would then unlock the door for you. A simple system and relatively fool-proof if residents took reasonable care as to whom they admitted – a task eased by the fact that the intercom was linked to a CCTV camera above it. 
There were other ways, however. 
He watched from across the road, sitting on the grass in front of the Play House, ostensibly reading the paper. After no more than twenty minutes or so, he had seen two people enter the building and one leave. Both those who entered had used their swipe cards – clearly residents. The person who left might, or might not, also be a resident. He continued to wait; he wanted to identify someone leaving the building who was quite certainly a resident. 
He was in luck. No more than half an hour later one of the people he had seen enter, a woman of about forty, came out again and walked down the High Street. When she had entered the building she had taken her swipe card from, and returned it to, a wallet which she then thrust into her hand-bag. He quickly got to his feet and followed her at a discreet distance. 
For nearly twenty minutes he dogged her footsteps, waiting for a suitable opportunity. 
It came as she was leaving a tobacconist’s, juggling two shopping bags and her handbag. He cannoned into her, knocking all three bags from her grasp and, apologising profusely for his clumsiness, helped her to pick everything up. In the confusion, it was a matter of seconds to remove the wallet from her hand-bag and pocket it, and then to melt into the crowd. 
Julia Fellowes, unaware that she had been robbed, retraced her steps uphill to her flat. 
On reaching the front door, she placed her shopping bags on the pavement and opened her hand-bag to get out her wallet and the swipe card that it contained. 
No wallet. Incredulously, she turned everything out of the hand-bag, but the wallet was definitely gone. She remembered only too well the clumsy oaf who had bumped into her. Clearly it had been no accident; the man was a thief. 
Thankfully it was Sunday and her husband was at home, so she used to intercom to gain admittance. 
Once in the flat, she reported the theft to the police, then started the frustrating business of reporting the loss of her credit cards and driving licence. She also tried to let the managing agents of the flats know that a swipe card was in the wrong hands but it was Sunday; all she got was an answering machine. 


* * * * *
 It had not long turned dark when Blackstone returned to the block of flats. At the front door he buzzed Jennifer Allott’s bell without response, then used the stolen swipe card to gain entry, all the while keeping his face hidden from the CCTV 
camera. 
He took the lift to the top floor and went to Jennifer’s front door. Just to be sure, he rang the bell; again no reply. 
- 88 -
- 88 -
The lock was, to Blackstone, a simple one and less than two minutes later he was inside. 
Jennifer Allott got home less than an hour later after spending a wearying day looking at possible flats for the future. She was down-hearted. None came close to matching where she was now living. Those that she liked she could not afford. Those she could afford depressed her. 
She opened her front door and walked into the flat, closing the door behind her. 
Kicking off her shoes she started towards the kitchen. With terrifying suddenness, a big man wearing dark clothes and a black ski mask emerged from the half open bedroom door. She opened her mouth to scream, but the man slapped her violently across the face, so violently that she fell to her hands and knees, sobbing with pain and shock. 
Blackstone bent down, took a handful of Jennifer’s hair and hauled her to her feet. He glared into her eyes. 
“Right, you little bitch – Farleigh left something with you, didn’t her?” 
Too shocked and frightened to even think as to whether she should attempt to lie, Jennifer tried to nod her head, incurring fresh waves of pain from the grip Blackstone had on her hair. 
“Where is it?” 
Mutely, she pointed to the wardrobe. On the top was the cardboard box Thomas had entrusted to her. This man, she was sure, must be from those business partners he had mentioned. Blackstone pushed her away. 
“Get it down, now!” 
Trembling from head to toe, she obeyed. The box wasn’t very big, about two inches deep and A4 size in horizontal dimensions. 
Blackstone opened it and stared at the contents. From what he had been told it looked to be what he was after, but he had to make sure he had everything. 
“Right,” he snarled “now, where’s the rest?” 
Jennifer found some semblance of her voice. “There isn’t anything else, honestly – 
that’s everything Thomas gave me to keep.” 
Blackstone believed her. The poor little cow was far too scared to lie to him. She was standing facing him. Without warning, he punched her in the stomach and as she doubled over in agony he rabbit-punched her on the back of the neck. She went down on her hands and knees; he bent down and hissed in her ear. 
“Right, now remember this. I know who you are, I know where you live. Call the police and I’ll come back – and next time I will be really nasty to you.” 
Blackstone looked round to ensure that he had left no trace of his visit and let himself out, first from the flat, removing the ski mask once the front door was closed, then from the building. To combat the CCTV camera outside he had donned a flat cap pulled well down and had his collar turned well up. Instead of going downhill on the High Street, with its further collection of CCTV cameras, he walked briskly up London Road, away from the town centre. Three minutes later he was driving away in the first of three changes of stolen car that he had previously arranged. 
Once she was sure that he had gone, Jennifer got painfully to her feet, staggered into the bathroom, and was sick into the toilet bowl. She made her way unsteadily back to the living room and slumped down on the settee, thinking about the threat that had been made to her. The loss of Thomas’ papers meant nothing to her, but the thought that the man could come back anytime he pleased terrified her. Blackstone had, in fact, overdone things. Just finding him in her flat, without the violence, would have 
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been sufficient for Jennifer to hand the papers over. As it was, her fear that he might come back overcame her fear of going to the police, and the more she thought about it, the more fury overlaid her fear. 
She reached for the telephone. 



CHAPTER 15 THE THIRD MONDAY
The break-in and the assault of a young woman was a serious matter, but not earth-shattering. The previous night two PCs had called on Jennifer, inspected the flat, taken away the tape from the CCTV camera and filled in a report. Jennifer, for her part, had left the flat and stayed the night with a girl friend from work. 
The area was in Graham’s normal patch; as acting DCI the report made its way to Inkerman later that day. One line in its content leapt out at him – the flat was rented in the name of Thomas Farleigh. 
He called Jane to his office and showed her the report. 
“Jane, would you follow this through, please. It might be a different Thomas Farleigh, but it seems unlikely. The girl who lives in the flat is understandably frightened and she told the PCs who went to the scene that she would stay, at least overnight, with a friend from work – an Alice Hughes – the address is there. Sooner you can see her, however, the better.” 
Jane did some telephoning and learned, not surprisingly, than Jennifer Allott had called in sick, but could be reached at her friend’s flat. Another telephone call and Jane agreed to meet Jennifer at her flat later that morning. 
In the meantime, she reviewed the CCTV footage. It showed a big man, dressed in dark clothing, with his collar well up and a cap pulled down over his eyes. She showed the tape to the rest of the team and it was Alan Taylor who, after watching the man’s image a couple of times said that it could well be George Blackstone, the man who had organised the threatening message for Robert Farleigh. The man was the right height and build, and Taylor had been involved in the earlier case when Blackstone had, everybody believed, got away with GBH by intimidating the witness. Taylor had seen enough of Blackstone at that time to believe that the man on film also walked like Blackstone , a heavy-footed swagger as though ready to barge out of his way any who crossed his path. 
When Inkerman was appraised of Taylor’s suspicion, his reaction was immediate. 
“Alan, well done. Jane, you and Alan bring Blackstone in and we’ll have a chat with him. Whilst you are on your way I’ll clear it with the Met. and arrange a search warrant. Take a couple of uniforms with you. Blackstone has a history of violence and it’ll need more than two pair of hands to arrest him and search the place.” 
“What about my meeting with Jennifer Allott, guv? Shall we rearrange?” 
“No, the sooner we can get as much as we can from her, the better. Dave, you and Tom meet the Allott woman. OK?” 
“Right, guv – will do.” 
So it was that a little under two hours later, Blackstone answered a ring at the door to find two uniformed policemen, a young woman in plain clothes and a third man, also in plain clothes, on the doorstep. Alan Taylor nodded to Jane; this was Blackstone. 
Jane held up her warrant card, and advised Blackstone that he was being arrested and that the house would be searched. 
For a moment Blackstone thought of resisting, but the three men were none of them small, nor timid looking. In fact, the bloke in plain clothes looked as though he would welcome a barney. He allowed himself to be handcuffed and taken to the waiting 
- 90 -
- 90 -
police car without protest, and was driven off. He wondered what would happen now; he had phoned Ernie Yates and was due to hand the Bright papers over to him that evening, but at the moment they were still in full view on the kitchen table and were doubtless being examined by the police. 
It was early evening before Inkerman had the whole team together again. 
“Right, here’s where we are at. Blackstone is saying nothing – not surprising, but he has been charged and will be held. Finding the papers in his place means that we have a cast-iron case against him. Even if he could get someone to put the frighteners on the Allott girl it wouldn’t do him any good – the papers will send him down. His mobile phone has a lot of numbers on it; odds are some will be criminal contacts and we are tracing as many as possible, although I’m not too hopeful there – most numbers are for other mobiles and I reckon that they will turn out to be pay-as-you go phones with no chance of tracing the owners – still, we have to make the effort. 
The flat was in Farleigh’s name and the girl was clearly his mistress. Wonder if Mrs. 
Farleigh knows about her? Jane, tomorrow you and I will speak with Mrs, Farleigh again. I also want the son and daughter quizzed about Jennifer Allott. Is Robert still in hospital?” 
Tom Morgan answered. “Yes, guv – I checked first thing this morning. They expect to discharge him by the end of the week, though.” 
“Thanks, Tom. What about the wife and daughter – are they still at the hotel?” 
Morgan again replied. “Yes, guv – I checked on them as well – Sergeant Lawson told me to check the family’s whereabouts daily.” 
“Good thinking, Jane. Alan, how did the chat go with the Allott girl?” 
“All seems straightforward, guv. She made no bones about being Bright’s mistress – 
she knew him as Farleigh, of course. She met him when she called into his estate agent’s looking for somewhere to rent. Bright was there and took an immediate shine. 
She was living with her parents at the time and really keen to get a place of her own. 
Bright took her out a few times, then installed her in the flat- which the agents tell me he was already renting – and soon after moving her in, gave her the papers for safe keeping. He told her that it was evidence he had against some business partners; nothing, according to Bright, very heavy but enough to keep them on the straight and narrow with him. He told the girl that he didn’t put it past these folk to try to have his house burgled to get the papers.” 
“What about Mrs. Farleigh? Does the girl know anything about her?” 
“Well, according to what Bright told the girl – which might or might not be true, of course – the Farleighs were on the verge of splitting up.” 
Jane’s attention was grabbed by the comment. Right at the start she had wondered about those separate bedrooms, but the likely marital implications had got side-tracked when the criminal links became known. Hardy continued. 
“Again, according to what Bright told the girl, when he divorced the missus, he and Allott might set up house together, but he made no promises about marriage or the like.” 
“What do you think, Alan?” 
“Ten to one he was stringing her along. Whether or not divorce was in the offing, I can’t see Bright taking on that girl as a permanent fixture. She’s only twenty-three, he was forty-eight and rich – I mean, what does it look like?” 
“I reckon you are probably right. OK, that about wraps it up for today, I think. Well done, everyone – I think that we are finally getting close on this one.” 
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* * * * *
Shortly afterwards, Inkerman updated Graham on the various cases under his control, including the Bright case. 
“This opens new possibilities, doesn’t it Inky?” 
“It does indeed. It’s also made me remember something that Lawson and I noticed when we first went to the Farleigh house – the separate bedrooms for husband and wife. I just wonder if Mrs. Farleigh needs looking into a bit deeper. We’ve all been so tied into the gangland connections – and they are very real – but I am beginning to wonder if there may be wheels within wheels here.” 
“Keep on it, Inky, Now – how’s it going as being DCI, as opposed to investigating officer?” 
“To be honest, the first few days weren’t good. Neither John nor Ken were happy at my acting up – both wanted it for themselves. They are coming round, however. This morning’s briefing meeting was actually quite amicable.” 
“Good – I was sure that you could handle them, or I wouldn’t have recommended you.” 
Inkerman hesitated, then broached the subject which was associated with his own temporary position. 
“What about the replacement for Superintendent Wilson, sir – any news on that front?” 
“Strange you should ask. The appointment board is set for Friday. I’m on the list, but nobody else internal. Three outsiders, none of whom I know.” 
As Inkerman left his office, Graham reflected on the forthcoming appointment board. 
He had half expected the other two DCIs to apply, but in the event neither Conway nor Ball had done so. He had a suspicion, but no proof, that both had been quietly advised by senior officers that it would be a waste of time applying, so why offer themselves up for the humiliation of not being appointed? 
He rose from his desk, about to leave for home, but as he did so, the phone rang. 
“Graham.” 
“Bannerman here, David. Could you pop along for a minute?” 
“On my way, sir.” 
He took the lift up to the top floor and made his way to the ACC’s office where he found Bannerman closeted with a uniformed Chief Superintendent. 
“David, this is Chief Superintendent Boyce from the Met. He has some interesting news for us.” 
Graham acknowledge the visitor and took a chair. 
“Glad to meet you, Superintendent. I’ve been telling Mr. Bannerman about an operation that the Met are currently running and upon which your officers’ arrest of George Blackstone has impinged.” 
Oh, no! Graham thought to himself. Don’t tell me that we’ve got another case of crossed wires. Something must have shown on his face, for Boyce hurried on. 
“Don’t worry – no problems created. Quite the opposite, in fact. Blackstone, as I’m sure you know, is small fry, but he has cropped up on the periphery of a major drugs investigation I am running in south London. There is suspicion that he has been used on a couple of occasions as hired muscle when the mainstream people didn’t want to involve their own people. The go-between for using him has been one Ernie Yates, but even he was not approached directly by the drug people. They worked through a man called Bill Cowley, originally from Leeds, who is mostly a fence, but has all sorts of useful contacts, both down here and back up north. Now Cowley, although 
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not in the chain of command of the drugs set up, is very well in with some of them. 
What none of them realise is that we have rather a lot on Cowley, and although he doesn’t know it yet, he is shortly to be made an offer that he won’t be able to refuse. 
He acts as a source for us, or his contacts, some of whom are extremely unpleasant people, will find out that he has been working for us all along – not true, of course, but enough of a threat to ensure that it actually becomes true. 
“Why I am here in person is that I am worried about some aspects of my operation. 
The work we are doing on Cowley is known to very few people, but I have a suspicion that somewhere in my set-up there is a mole for the drug barons. Work is in hand, and I expect to identify the rotten apple in the near future, but in the meantime I am desperately anxious not to compromise Cowley. I expect your officers will probably be able to link Blackstone to Yates, and possibly Yates to Cowley. If they do that, can you please ensure that no approach is made to him, no arrest, no questioning? If it were to happen at this stage, it might well destroy our chances of using Cowley.” 
Graham looked across to Bannerman. 
“David, I go along with what Mr. Boyce has said. If something crops up which makes getting involved with Cowley absolutely vital, come and see me and we will try and work out something with the Met, but in the meantime warn Inkerman about the situation.” 
“Right, sir. Will do.” Graham turned to Boyce. “Nice to meet you, sir.” 
“And you, Superintendent. Good night.” 
As he left his chief’s office, Graham wondered how much of what he had just learned he should pass on. A ‘need to know’ doctrine was attractive – but it was the over-reliance on ‘need to know’ that had lead to original cock-up over the Bright affair. 
What he had just been told meant that they could work effortlessly up the chain from Blackstone, but only at the risk of jeopardising the Met’s operation – and bringing hellfire and damnation down upon their own heads. 
He looked at his watch; half past six. With any luck Inkerman would still be in his office, so Graham hurried down to what had previously been his own abode. Sure enough, Inkerman was still there, poring over some papers. 
“Ah, Inky – glad I caught you. Got some news for you.” 
Succinctly he passed on the information he had gleaned in the ACC’s office. 
Inkerman pondered over it. 
“How much can I tell the troops, sir?” 
“I think that you had better tell them that if they come across the name of Cowley they are to back off fast, and clear any further action with you, or if you can’t be reached quickly, with me, and if neither of us can be reached to do nothing!” 
“OK, I’ll do that. Of the team Jane Lawson is the only one likely to charge off at speed if she sees or hears something interesting, but you never know what chance may bring.” 
“Lawson a bit between the teeth girl, is she?” 
“Not to the extent of recklessness, sir – but she’d not afraid to use her initiative – and so far she has exhibited enough common sense to know how far she should push things on her own.” 
“If – and heaven knows, it’s a big if – I get the Super’s job and I can get you confirmed as DCI, what would you say to making her acting DI and getting in a sergeant from another section? To be honest, from what I’ve seen of them, and from 
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what your reports convey, I can’t see making up Cross or Taylor as being a good move, and Morgan is obviously far too new to the set-up to consider.” 
After a few moments reflection Inkerman spoke. 
“I think that it would be a good idea. Neither Cross nor Taylor like her very much – 
they don’t like taking orders from a young woman. They’ll like her even less as a DI, even if only acting, but I can cope with that – and I’m sure Jane could. Also, to be fair to them, they’ve never let their dislike of her interfere with their work – although I gather from Inspector Kendal, after she had interviewed them both over the complaint from the hospital, that Cross’ support for Lawson was lukewarm at best. Also, if it does all come to pass, obviously we will need a DI and a sergeant in place in the section.” 
“OK, if – and again I say it’s a big if – all goes to plan, that’s what we’ll do.” 
As they left for their respective homes, both men reflected on that conversation. 
Graham was gratified that, as he had hoped, Inkerman was falling naturally into the DCI’s role. For his part, Inkerman found it hard to believe that only three weeks ago he had been content to be a DI and had, in the past, actually rejected suggestions that he should seek the next step up. 



CHAPTER 16 THE THIRD TUESDAY
Inkerman and Jane arrived at the hotel to interview the two Farleigh women at ten o’clock that morning. Inkerman explained that he would prefer to see them separately, saying that it was always more useful in a complex discussion, to have the interviewee uninfluenced by the recollections of a second person, as no two people ever truly saw, nor remembered, the same events in exactly the same way. Whether his explanation was really believed he didn’t know, but what counted was that Jennie Farleigh left them alone with her mother. 
Inkerman leaned forward in his chair and gazed into Denise Farleigh’s eyes. She met his scrutiny calmly and waited patiently for him to speak. 
“Mrs. Farleigh, what do you know about Miss Jennifer Allott and Flat 13, Hill Court?” 
She sat very still and silent, but Inkerman detected the faintest twitch at the corner of the woman’s mouth. 
“Well, Mrs. Farleigh?” 
“I suppose you are going to tell me that Thomas was having another affair? Is that the woman’s name and address?” 
“Not only that, Mrs. Farleigh, but Jennifer Allott was brutally attacked last Sunday night and some documents your husband left with her for safe keeping were stolen.” 
He was rewarded with a look of total surprise. 
“What documents, Inspector?” 
“That’s what I want you to tell me.” 
“Well, I’m afraid I don’t know. I have suspected for some time that Thomas might be having another affair – there was a girl a few years ago – a mutual friend saw them together and, of course, couldn’t wait to tell me – she was that sort of friend. I tackled Thomas about it, threatened to leave him, and he broke the affair off. The way he has been of late – perhaps the last four or five months, has made me wonder…” 
Her voice tailed off and she sat there for a moment, tears slowly welling up in the corner of each eye, then starting to trickle down her cheeks. 
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Wow! thought Jane – lady, you are good! She wondered if Inkerman would get all protective or embarrassed by the tears, by the portrayal of a loyal wife cruelly wronged. 
Inkerman, however, was not over-impressed. Whether the tears were genuine or of the crocodile variety, he was now sure that Denise Farleigh knew more than she was telling. 
“Mrs. Farleigh, when we spoke before I explained that if your husband’s murder was a revenge killing by people acting on behalf of the criminals he had helped to put away, I did not know that your husband had been blackmailing two more northern criminals. You will remember the threatening photographs delivered to your son and the question written on them ‘Where is it?’. Well, I think we now know what ‘it’ is – 
it was the package stolen from Jennifer Allott. Are you saying that you expect me to believe that you knew nothing about your husband’s blackmail activities? Even though those activities when quite a long way to financing the life style you both enjoyed?” 
“You are going to have to, Inspector, because it is the truth. Thomas always told me that in addition to the income from the estate agencies, he received a sort of pension from the government in recognition of his help in putting those men in prison. I know nothing, absolutely nothing, about any blackmail.” 
“Very well, Mrs, Farleigh – let’s leave that aspect for the moment and move on. Now, Miss Allott assures us that, firstly your husband paid the rent for her flat and has been doing so for over two years. Secondly, that he told her that he was going to leave you and live with her. So, you see, I’m beginning to wonder about motives and opportunities, both for your husband’s murder and the attack upon Miss Allott. Now, I know that you couldn’t have carried out either of those attacks yourself; you were verifiably out of the country when your husband was killed and we have CCTV 
images of the man who attacked Miss Allott, but then, you are a wealthy woman. 
Your husband moved in criminal circles for many years and I have no doubt that you would have got to know some of the members of those circles. I think that it would be quite easy for you to hire somebody to carry out both attacks.” 
Denise Farleigh’s mind was racing. She had indeed known of her husband’s affair, but had no interest in having the woman attacked, nor in stealing any of Thomas’ 
papers, no matter what they might have been. What on earth was going on? She began to wonder uneasily if Thomas’ former gangland associates had, for some unknown reason, decided to target her and her family regardless of Thomas’ death. The message delivered to Robert hadn’t meant anything to her, nor did this latest development, and she began to fear that more was to come. It was over a week since that message had been delivered and despite the arson attack on the house, nothing else had happened and she had begun to think that nothing would. The attack on the Allott girl seemed to indicate that she had been wrong. 
She drew a deep breath before answering Inkerman. 
“Inspector, you are totally wrong. I did not hire anyone to do anything. Yes, my husband and I have had our difficulties, but nothing we couldn’t get over. We got over his previous affair, and I am sure that we would have survived this one. I don’t think that there is anything else that I can say on the matter.” 
“Very well, Mrs. Farleigh – we’ll leave it there for the present, but I think that we will to talk again sometime quite soon, so please don’t leave the area.” 
“No question of that, Inspector. I had thought of going to our cottage in Wales, but I don’t want to be that far away with all this going on. Thomas’ agency has a bungalow 
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outside Woking which I am gong to use and I’ve invited the children to stay there as well for the moment.” 
The interview with Jennie Farleigh was shorter and unenlightening. Jennie maintained that she had no idea that her father was keeping a mistress and didn’t know if her mother had had any suspicion of the fact. As she pointed out, living and working in France meant that her contacts with her parents were relatively infrequent, so the opportunity for her to discover such an unhappy fact had scarcely existed. Inkerman asked her what she intended to do and she confirmed her mother’s statement that she and Robert would be staying in a bungalow that was available outside Woking for at least a week or two. 


* * * * *
 Driving away in the car, Inkerman sounded out his sergeant. 
“Well, Jane, what did you think of all that?” 
“I don’t believe her – the missus, that is. I think she knows a lot more about what Bright was up to than she is admitting, and that being the case I do wonder if there are two threads here. All along it’s seemed odd that the gangsters from up north should suddenly kill Bright – and without securing the evidence he had against them. 
Suppose he had left those papers with someone with instructions to send them somewhere if anything happened to him? They’d look pretty sick if killing Bright just resulted in what they wanted to keep hidden becoming known to whoever they wanted to keep it from. 
“I believe the daughter – I really do think that she had, and has, no idea of what is going on.” 
“That just about sums up my own ideas on the two of them. Right, let’s go and talk to Robert.” 
They found Robert Farleigh out of bed, sitting in an armchair reading the paper. He greeted them warily. 
“Good morning, Inspector, Sergeant. I’ve just got off the phone from my mother. She tells me that you are accusing her of hiring someone to kill my father. I have to tell you that the idea is preposterous. You must know it was those one-time friends of his up north had it done. Why would my mother want him dead?” 
“Two possible reasons, Mr. Farleigh. Jealousy and money. Your father had a mistress, who claims that he was going to leave your mother for her, and by inheriting all your father possessed, your mother gains far more than she would have done if they had divorced. Now – you tell me why you think my scenario is wrong.” 
Robert looked scornful. 
“All that is just supposition. For starters, dad would never have gone off permanently with that little tart – she was just amusement for him. With dad dead his income would have dried up – mum isn’t into running estate agencies and the money you’ve talked about that he was getting for keeping his mouth shut would surely have dried up as well, so where is the money inducement then?” 
“You did know about the mistress, then? 
“Yes. But I didn’t think that mum knew until now. She told me on the phone that she had an idea of what was going on – but I already knew. I was down in Guildford on business six months ago; it was unexpected, so I hadn’t told my parents that I would be in the vicinity – in fact my timetable was pretty tight, so I probably wouldn’t have been able to get over to see them anyway. I was having a pub lunch at the top of the High Street, just opposite Hill Court and I saw dad and this girl go into the place. At 
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first I though she was just a client, but then I remembered that those flats are all rented
– I had thought of having one of them a year or so ago, but in the end decided against it – so he couldn’t have been showing a flat to her. Then, about ten minutes later, he came out alone – and he was wearing a raincoat, which he hadn’t had on when they went inside. It was pretty obvious what was going on. I thought of tackling him about it, but the more I thought it over, the less I liked the idea. What good would it have done?” 
“Did you do anything at all?” 
Robert shifted uncomfortably in the chair, wincing slightly with pain as he did so. 
“I did find out her name. A guy I know used a detective agency when he and his wife split up last year; I got the name of the firm from him and asked them to identify the girl, which they did quite quickly, as she was the only female living alone in the block. They also confirmed for me that dad was paying the rent.” 
“If you weren’t going to confront your father over the affair – why go to such lengths?” 
“I thought it might be something useful to know, that’s all.” 
“OK then, now let’s talk about something else. We have been trying to track down who left that message on your bed last week and why.” 
“Isn’t the why obvious? They wanted whatever it was that dad had over them.” 
“But if that was the case, and if they were responsible for his death, why run the risk of killing him before they had secured that information, information which we can only assume must have been very dangerous for them?” 
“I don’t know, Inspector. Isn’t finding out your job?” 
“Yes it is, Mr, Farleigh, and I expect that I will do so. However, it is a big anomaly, isn’t it?” 
“Well, yes, I suppose it is.” 
“However, it isn’t an anomaly if the gangs weren’t responsible for killing your father. 
If they only found out about his death after it had happened. If that was the case they would have cause for real alarm. Thomas Farleigh dead, with his evidence against them floating around somewhere, could have been a nightmare for them. And the sequence fits very neatly if it was somebody else who killed your father – or who had him killed – somebody such as your mother.” 
Farleigh shook his head angrily. 
“No, you’re wrong, absolutely wrong. My mother wouldn’t have done that and you’ll never convince anyone with any sense that she did.” 
“We’ll have to see, won’t we? I think that’s about it for now, Mr. Farleigh. I understand from the hospital that they expect to discharge you in the next few days; will you be returning to your flat?” 
“Not straight away. It’s not very convenient for someone with a leg in plaster. One of the properties on dad’s books is a furnished bungalow just outside Woking. It’s empty, and as mum now owns the business she has said that the three of us can use it for the moment.” 
“Ah, yes. Your mother and sister mentioned something of the sort.” 
And at that the two detectives took their leave. 


* * * * *
 As they drove away, Jane could contain herself no longer. 
“Guv, do you really think that the wife is responsible?” 
“What do you think?” 
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“I think that it is very possible – I was surprised right at the start by the two bedrooms in the house. With Bright’s background, she must have some sort of contacts among the mob up north. She might not know what hold he had over Kennedy and Davies – 
hell, she might not even have known that he had a hold – that bit could be true – but even if she did, why should she care?” 
She had another thought. 
“Look, Kennedy and Davies came to the fore after Green and all the others went down. Any contacts she would have would be among the folk who ran things before Kennedy and Davies. Anything that put those two in bad odour wouldn’t worry the folk Mrs. Bright would know – they’d welcome it.” 
“That’s right. That’s why I want you to talk to people in York and do some digging into Mrs. Farleigh’s background whilst they were up there. Start by phoning DCI Hobbs; depending on what comes back you may need to go up there, but we’ll consider that when and if.” 
“Will do , guv.” 
Inkerman was quietly satisfied with the way that things had gone in the morning. He had a feeling that they were now on the right track – that the gangland involvement was coincidental and came about as a result of Bright’s death and was not the cause of it. But if he was right, proving that Mrs. Bright/Farleigh had arranged matters would be something else indeed. 
Above all, however, he was pleased at the speed with which Jane Lawson was picking up the issues. He felt that the idea that he and Graham had discussed of having her made up to acting DI was looking better by the day. 
But how to prove Mrs. Farleigh (Bright? He really must get round to using one name or the other!) was responsible? Somewhere there must be a contract killer that she had been in touch with, but how to find him? How to prove the connection? 


* * * * *
 The man that Inkerman was most anxious to meet was taking a holiday. Roy North was at that moment sunning himself on the beach at Brighton, enjoying the sea air and the sight of girls in bikinis. It was, therefore, a matter of mild annoyance when his mobile rang. He took it out of his pocket. 
“Yes?” 
“Roy – know who this is?” 
“Yes.” 
“Have you got anything else on down there?” 
“Doesn’t look like it. I’ve done what our client asked of me, and I don’t think there is anything else to come from that quarter.” 
“Good. I’m beginning to get vibes from down there I don’t like. Cut the cord – no more action for that client.” 
“OK – you got it.” 
Roy returned the phone to his pocket, got to his feet and strolled back to the promenade pavement. As he walked, he fished out of another pocket another mobile phone. This one had been reserved solely for communicating between himself and the client; as he passed a litter bin he slipped the phone into it. 
The link had been severed. Roy North was returning to the shadows where he lived and did his work. 


* * * * *
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Less than forty-eight hours had passed since Woody Forrest had offered Johnny Rivers the offer of five hundred pounds to dig into the background of Bright/Farleigh, but Rivers had a wide range of contacts and already the news was coming in. The man had been murdered – everyone knew that. He had been a successful business man and wealthy – everyone knew that. The police had interviewed all the family again today 
– not everyone knew that, but it was information direct from a couple of watchers that Rivers had put in place on the Sunday. The man had never frequented any betting shops or gambling establishments – at least, not under his own name. He owned a cottage in Wales. His house had been burnt down in an arson attack. 
Rivers looked at the information – would he pay five hundred for that lot? No way, he decided. More was needed. He picked up a phone. 


* * * * *
 Detective Sergeant Mark Prewett was at his desk when his phone rang. 
“CID, Sergeant Prewett.” 
“Hello, Mark. I wonder if you can spare a few minutes? I have something to discuss.” 
Prewett’s blood ran cold. The voice was one he recognised only too well, and he knew that what ever was to be discussed would be something that he did not like. 
Equally, he knew that he had no choice. 
An hour later he was talking to Johnny Rivers. Ostensibly, and as far as his superiors, in particular DI Brant and DCI Conway, were concerned, Rivers was a useful source of information whom Prewett had cultivated for some years. Whilst Rivers had, indeed, provided information from time to time that had been useful, in fact the true relationship between the two men was the very reverse. Prewett was an inveterate gambler. Five years before, he had suffered an appalling run of misfortune and had suddenly found himself in debt to Rivers to the extent of nearly ten thousand pounds. 
There was no way he could find that sort of money, but River himself had approached him and offered a deal. The debts would be held in suspension if Prewett would act as a pair of eyes and ears with the Surrey police force to give Rivers information which could be useful to him. Prewett had crumbled and agreed. Now, five years on, he knew that Rivers had him totally in thrall. One word from the man and Prewett would not only lose his job and his pension – he would go to jail. 
Today Rivers had a new task for him; to find out anything that he could about the Bright investigation. Anxiously, Prewett pointed out that the matter was in the hands of another team; he had no direct involvement, not even any indirect involvement with the matter. 
“I’m not expecting miracles, Mark –I’m a reasonable man, you know that, but surely the team handling it are in the same building as you?” 
Prewett nodded miserably. 
“Well, then, just keep your eyes and ears open. Whose team is handling it, by the way?” 
“DI Inkerman – he’s acting DCI at the moment.” 
“And who is on his team?” 
“Four of them – a woman DS – name of Lawson and three DCs – Taylor, Cross and Morgan.” 
“Hmm – don’t know any of those names. How well do you know any of them?” 
“Not well at all – never even spoken to the DS apart from saying ‘Good Morning’ in the canteen. I worked with Dave Cross a few years back, but we were never mates or anything. Morgan’s young – don’t know him at all.” 
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“And Taylor?” 
“Never worked with him – but we were both members of the squash club years back.” 
Looking at Prewett’s podgy frame, Rivers found it hard to believe that the fifty year old had ever been much of a squash player, but who knows?” 
“Well, surely you can ask a few innocent questions?” 
Prewett ran his tongue over dry lips. 
“I can try, Johnny – but it’s not the sort of thing people talk about in the canteen or anything, you know.” 
“Just do your best, Mark, just do your best.” 
Prewett returned to the station with a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. For months now he had been desperately trying to come with a way of getting Rivers off his back. The trouble was that by now, even if by some miracle he could find the money he owed, the favours he had done Rivers could be used against him regardless. 
As far as he could see, only the death of one of them would release him from Rivers’ 
clutches, and he had no intention of committing suicide and no stomach for murder. 
Looking at his watch, he decided it was time for a quick cup of tea in the canteen; as luck would have, the place was busy and one of the few spare seats was at a table occupied by, of all people, Alan Taylor. He was with a young blond woman – Jane Lawson. He took his cup to the table. 
“Mind if I join you? It’s a bit crowded at the mo.” 
Taking silence for acquiescence, he plonked himself down. 
“Hi, Alan not seem you in a while – keeping OK?” 
“Fine thanks – you and the family?” 
“Can’t grumble – you remember my eldest, David? He’s at university now, reading law, would you believe.” 
He turned to Jane. 
“Sorry – rude of me – I’m butting in. I’ve seen you around, you’re Jane Lawson, right? I’m..” 
Jane cut in. “Detective Sergeant Mark Prewett – nice to meet you.” 
“I’m flattered my face is so familiar.” He launched into an approach he had been thinking up ever since leaving Rivers. “Tell me – save me getting in touch later – a couple of my informants have been mentioning this Bright case you are working on – 
they seem to think that the fall out might be local as well as up north. Would it be worthwhile my asking my governor to get in touch with Mr. Inkerman?” 
Jane blinked at him. “That’s odd – were could they have picked that up from? 
Although things are happening down here, they all originate in what Bright did up in Yorkshire. If that sort of word is getting around, they must have a reason – it could help us, perhaps. Who were the contacts?” 
“Come on, Jane – these are my snouts. Private property, you know. Anyway, it was very vague stuff – in fact I think that they might just have been trying me out to see if something might be coming their way.” 
“Nothing like that.” Jane shook her head. “But if anything more definite comes up, you will get in touch, won’t you?” 
“Of course. Well, must dash – see you around.” 
As soon as he had gone, Jane turned her attention to Alan Taylor. “What the hell was all that about? Vague comments from snouts, should he follow it up? Is he for real?” 
Alan looked troubled. 
“Sarge, there are some murmurs about Mark Prewett. Nothing proven, nothing specific, but there are those who believe that he is a bit too chummy with some of his contacts – that he might have a bit of a loose tongue.” 
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Jane nodded slowly. This, she decided, was not something to sit on. Taylor, for his part, would have let the matter lie, but not Jane Lawson, and half an hour later she had recounted the story to Inkerman, who was equally puzzled. He decided to raise the matter at the briefing meeting in the morning with Prewett’s boss, George Brant. 
The conversation at the table, however, was only the first stage of Prewett’s plan. 
Later that day he was having a quiet drink with another of his contacts, this time a genuine informant. Les Quayle was a small time house breaker and car thief. Twenty years old, he came from a family of similar outlook on life; two elder brothers had done time, as had his mother, and his father was currently half way through a five year sentence. 
“Les, I need you to do something for me. You know Johnny Rivers?” 
“Well not to speak to, Mr. Prewett, but I know who you mean.” 
“Well, I want you to warn your brother Charlie that Rivers reckons he was responsible for turning over his girl friend’s place in Guildford over the weekend and he’s after blood.” 
The young man looked perplexed. “Our Charlie was over Redcar Saturday and Sunday for the racing. He didn’t do no gaff in Guildford.” 
“Well, I hope that he can persuade Rivers of that. The word I heard is that one of Rivers frighteners will be waiting for Charlie some night soon – with a knife.” 
“Thanks, Mr. Prewett – I’ll tell our Charlie.” 
The youngster hurried away, and Prewett sat back in his chair, satisfied with his work so far. Stage three needed implementation, however. He got out his mobile and phoned Rivers. 
“Johnny? It’s me – I’ve got something for you that can’t wait – where and when.” 
“What’s wrong with the usual place?” 
“I’ll tell you when we meet – somewhere else.” 
After a short, puzzled silence, Rivers replied. “Down on the river bank opposite the Jolly Farmer – half past seven OK?” 
“I’ll be there.” 


* * * * *
 At the appointed time and at the appointed place, the two men met. Rivers spoke first. 
“Well, what couldn’t wait – and what’s wrong with the usual place?” 
“I’ve just found out that it’s the local of Charlie Quayle.” 
“Charlie Quayle? That loser? So what?” 
“Seems that my asking about Bright has touched a nerve somewhere. Charlie may be the man who beat up that girl in the flat – and she is something to do with Bright. Last thing I want is him to see us together – I reckon he’s going to be pulled in soon – and if he saw you talking to the police at his local, and then he’s nicked..” 
Prewett shrugged theatrically. “Don’t forget – he’s a vicious little bugger.” 
“Thanks, Mark – I’ll keep out of his way. Now what about the Bright case itself – 
what have you got? 
“I’m sorry, Johnny, but I did warn you. This one has got ‘Keep Out’, ‘Eyes Only’ and the like all over it. All I managed to get was what I just told you – and I’m taking a risk telling you that – but never mind Bright – you look out for Charlie Quayle. I don’t know what part he has in it all, but he’s violent, and if he thinks someone else is sniffing around, and he gets lifted..” 
“I’ll look out – thanks for the warning.” 
As Prewett had hoped, the apparent threat to his own safety had deflected Rivers’ 
attention form the Bright case and let Prewett off the hook about continuing to dig and
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raising eyebrows at his interest in a case that was nothing to do with him. As for Quayle and Rivers, if they met they were unlikely to exchange notes; more likely to exchange blows. 


* * * * *
 During the course of the day, Jane had spoken at length with DCI Hobbs in York and he had sent out a variety of feelers about the earlier life of Denise Farleigh/Bright. 
Jane was still in the office at gone ten that evening when her phone rang. 
“CID, Sergeant Lawson.” 
“Jane, its Hobbs here.” 
“Good evening , sir – do you have anything for us?” 
Hobbs chuckled. “As a matter of fact I do. There will be a full report on the FAX by the morning, but I thought that this was worth passing on straightaway. Thomas Bright wasn’t the only member of the family to play away from home. The missus did as well – and her choice of playmate was Brian Crane, Tony Lombard’s number two, who is currently serving fifteen years courtesy of Thomas Bright. Also, Tony has a brother, Chris. We’ve had a look at Chris’ telephone records. He went down at the same time as his brother but on lesser charges – he’s been out nearly a year now. 
About four months ago he made a call to a Surrey number in answer to a call from the same number. No prizes for guessing whose number.” 
“The Bright house.” 
“Absolutely – and I don’t suppose it was Thomas on the southern end of the line.” 
“Thanks very much, sir. I’ll update Mr. Inkerman straight away.” 
She replaced the receiver and looked at her watch. Damn! She hadn’t realised how late it was. She had hoped to meet up with Harry, but that was obviously not going to happen. She salved her conscience by at least phoning him to apologise, an apology accepted with tolerant understanding, before getting on to Inkerman at home. 
She recounted what Hobbs had told her; Inkerman thanked her and said that the whole team would chew it over in the morning. 



CHAPTER 17 THE THIRD WEDNESDAY
True to his word, Inkerman updated the rest of the team first thing. He also told Morgan and Cross about the approach that Prewett had made and asked if either of them had any ideas on the subject. It was Morgan who answered. 
“Guv, when I was undercover on that drugs case last year, I heard comments about Sergeant Prewett being close to Johnny Rivers – and although Rivers was never fingered as being involved, the Drugs team were pretty sure that it was just a case that he was too smart to be caught, not that he wasn’t involved.” 
“These mutterings about Sergeant Prewett – do you know if anything came of them?” 
”I don’t, guv. DI Street led the team I was on, and I think he looked into it, but I don’t know for sure.” 
“Thanks, Tom. I’ll speak with Mr. Street.” 
Aware that his briefing with his DIs was imminent, Inkerman rang the Drugs Squad as soon as he was back in his office and spoke to Street. 
“Roy, Inky here.” 
“Hi – what can I do for you, mate?” 
“Roy, you know Tom Morgan, of course?” 
“Yes, good lad – how’s he doing with you, and when can I have him back?” 
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“Pretty well and not soon, I’m afraid. Things are moving again here. What I wanted to ask you though, is something that came out of his undercover work last year. He said that the name of DS Prewett, on George Brant’s team, was being floated around and that he might be too close to Johnny Rivers?” 
“That’s right. It wasn’t just Tom who heard the murmurs. Several of my folk did, so I discussed it with DCI Conway and George. They agreed to have a look, but subsequently told me that they were happy. Prewett apparently has cultivated Rivers over the years and got some useful gen from time to time, but that was all. How did his name come up?” 
“He spoke with a couple of my folk over a cuppa in the canteen and made vague reference to this Bright case. They were puzzled as to why he should be interested and told me. I’ll have a talk with Mr. Graham – I’m seeing him latter this morning.” 
As soon as his briefing meeting with his two DIs was over it was time to attend Graham’s meeting. Initially, Inkerman had intended to raise the matter Prewett in the meeting, but something made him decide to hold his hand until the meeting was over. 
As Conway and Ball left, Inkerman asked if Graham could spare him a moment. 
“Sure, Inky – what about?” 
“Something a bit odd, sir. There is a DS, Mark Prewett, in George Brant’s team – I don’t know if you know him?” 
“Not really – I must have seen him around, of course, but that’s all.” 
“Well, he approached Lawson and Taylor yesterday asking about the Bright case – 
said that a couple of his snouts had asked him about it, apparently worried that something about it might spill out down here. Then, when they asked for details, he got coy, said perhaps it was just the snouts being nosey.” 
“Sounds a bit odd. Have you done anything about it?” 
“Not yet – I intend to talk to Bill Conway about it, if that’s OK with you.” 
“Of course. If there is anything odd, make sure one of you brief me ASAP.” 
“Will do, sir.” 


* * * * *
 Once back in his own office, Inkerman wondered how much importance to attach to the question of Mark Prewett. If there was anything to be squeezed out of the Surrey underworld on the case he wanted to know about it. 
Ten minutes later he was in Conway’s office, outlining what he knew. Conway looked at him sceptically. 
“What’s all this about? Is this aimed at me?” 
“No, Bill, it isn’t – stop being so bloody paranoid. If there is anything going round the streets about the Bright case I need to know about it – and fast.” 
“OK – let’s talk to George Brant – and Prewett if he’s around.” 
He telephoned Brant and a few minutes later Brant and Prewett joined them. 
“Sergeant – I don’t know if you know acting DCI Inkerman?” 
“No sir – we’ve not really met before. Pleased to meet you, sir.” 
“George, Mr. Inkerman has come to me asking why DS Prewett here has been interested in the Bright case. Well?” 
Brant looked surprised. “What do you mean, interested? Mark heard some words about it, told some of Mr. Inkerman’s team, and that was it. What’s all the fuss about?” 
“So you knew about it?” 
”Of course I did – just said so. Mark brought it up at yesterday’s briefing – he’d 
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already seen DS Lawson by chance so passed the news on straight away instead of waiting.” 
Inkerman was beginning to feel uneasily that he was making a mountain out of a molehill. Brant turned to him. 
“Look, sir, I’m sorry if this has got a bit tangled. It all seemed pretty low grade stuff, but as the Bright case is your responsibility, I approved of what Mark had done – if he had come to me before he happened to see DS Lawson and DC – Taylor, was it, Mark?” Prewett nodded “I would have told him to do what he did anyway. Mark, as all this has come up, please tell everybody just what happened.” 
“Yes, sir.” Prewett looked around the assembled faces. “I meet fairly regularly with a number of informants. Two of them, Johnny Rivers and Les Quayle, both mentioned to me that they had heard that there was this case about Bright going on and that they wondered if, as it sounded as if it had gangland connections from Yorkshire, whether there was any danger of people from up there trying to muscle in down here. Quayle is very small fry, but Rivers is well connected, although so far he has always managed to keep his hands clean of anything actually criminal. I told them I didn’t know what they were talking about and left it at that.” 
And with that, Inkerman had to be satisfied. Feeling that he really had made too much of the matter, he thanked everyone and took his leave. 


* * * * *
 Once everyone had left his office, Conway leant back in his chair and chuckled to himself. That little episode didn’t do Inkerman any good – made him look like a headless chicken, wasting the time of two DCIs, a DI and a DS over something so trivial. He made a mental note to drop a disparaging comment about it at the next meeting with Graham. 


* * * * *
 Mark Prewett was even more pleased with how things had worked out. He had taken a risk in displaying interest in the case to Lawson and Taylor, but now that Inkerman had gone blundering into it, doubtless thinking that he could smell some sort of a rat, Prewett himself had come out of it looking good. A tenuous comment on something that he wasn’t working on had been passed on to the proper people with commendable alacrity and he had the support of his DI and DCI in what he had done. Also he had got Rivers off his back over the matter. Perfect! 


* * * * *
 Nobody had ever regarded Charlie Quayle as being particularly bright. He had left school sixteen years earlier without a single GCSE to his name, a poor attendance record, and several appearances before the juvenile courts. None of this, however, had any bearing upon Charlie’s ability with cars, whether driving, maintaining or stealing them. 
Charlie had been worried when brother Les had passed on Prewett’s fiction that Johnny Rivers was after him. Charlie knew that Rivers was a serious man locally and he had no doubt that one of Rivers’ employees would come after him. 
Charlie had long believed in attack being the best form of defence, and immediately set out to defend himself. 


* * * * *
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It was nearly midnight. Johnny Rivers was doing the rounds of his establishments and had not long turned off the A3 to make his way north when the lorry overtook him on the left hand bend. Cursing at the driver’s stupidity for such a manoeuvre, he had eased off the accelerator to allow it to pass him when it suddenly swung hard to the left. One huge wheel struck the offside front of River’s BMW, sending it careering off the road and into the trees at the road side. Rivers clung desperately to the steering wheel as the air-bag deployed and the car tore itself apart on an oak tree. The car literally split in two and, still travelling at over thirty miles per hour, Rivers was thrown violently, and fatally, against the tree trunk. 
Charlie didn’t stop. He hoped that the impact would have killed Rivers – certainly with any sort of luck it would have done so, but even though the road was currently deserted, this was crowded Surrey; a vehicle was sure to be along in only a few minutes. 



CHAPTER 18 THE THIRD THURSDAY
The news of Rivers’ death didn’t reach Prewett until late the next day. His reaction was mixed; exultation that his bogeyman was gone, terror that Rivers might have left the evidence against him for others to utilise. 
In fact, he had no need to worry. Rivers had secreted his evidence in a deposit box in a bank, not his own, under a name also not his own. They would never be found in Prewett’s lifetime; the bank had been paid for a fifty year holding. 
The events of that night gave Prewett a second chance. Rather surprisingly, he took it and made the most of it, transferring to the Cornwall police where he retired ten years later as a DCI with an exemplary record. 
All that, however, was far over the horizon for the participants in the Bright case. On that Thursday morning, Inkerman and his team were reviewing the case they could make against Mrs. Farleigh (as Inkerman had finally decided he must refer to her). It wasn’t over-strong. Certainly the woman had motive – a jailed lover and Bright’s money – but she most definitely did not have opportunity. If Bright had died at her behest, he had done so through an agent. Unless that agent could be found and persuaded to implicate her, Mrs. Farleigh was in little, if any, danger of prosecution. 
There was the question of the two telephone conversation between, presumably, her and Chris Crane, but there was no way of proving that the calls had involved her. 
With Bright dead, and given his Yorkshire contacts, it might well be argued that he was on the Surrey end of those calls. 
Inkerman had an idea, and later than morning he phoned DCI Hobbs in Yorkshire. 
“Ernie? Inky here. I want your help again, please.” 
“What can I do for you?” 
“I’m almost certain that Bright was killed by someone acting for his wife. The only link we know of that might provide her with such a service is Chris Crane. We have CCTV footage of what might be the man, but nothing good enough for a certain identification. The suspect is slightly built, about five eight tall and that, I am afraid, is about it. Any idea if Crane has, or could get hold of, a hitman?” 
“He certainly could, although I dunno off hand who it might be – but I’ll have some digging done. One thought, I suppose – if he was down there killing Bright, he couldn’t have been up here at the same time. I’ll see if we identify someone of the right sort of build who disappeared from up here just before Bright was killed.” 
“Thanks a lot – that would be really helpful.” 
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Inkerman sat back in his chair. Hobbs might, or might not, be able to come through with something; in the meantime, however, it was vital that he kept things moving in his own bailiwick. One thing still to be done was to interview Blackstone again. The first interview had been perfunctory; Blackstone has simply denied everything. Since then, however, forensic examination of the box of papers in his flat had proved beyond doubt that he had handled them and Jennifer Allott had been able to identify them beyond question as having come from her home. 
So, Blackstone hadn’t a leg to stand on. Time to break his miserable heart. 
Jane started the tape recorder; for the tape each of the four people present identified themselves – Jane, Inkerman, Blackstone and his solicitor, Edward Davis, one of the panel of duty solicitors for the area. She looked at Blackstone and repressed a shudder. The whole aura of the man radiated violence. Perhaps six foot three tall, heavily built with massive neck and forearms, he must have weighed around twenty stone. The face was lined and craggy, with deep-set dark eyes under beetling brows. 
Two days growth of beard was black and heavy, lending him an almost simian appearance. Little wonder that Jennifer allot had been terrified at finding such a monster on her home. 
Inkerman started proceedings, smiling pleasantly at the prisoner. 
“Right, let’s begin, shall we? Mr. Blackstone, I must remind you that you are still under caution. Now, my first point. We have irrefutable evidence that you broke into the home of Miss Allott, brutally attacked her – an attack which resulted in her having to receive hospital medical attention – and made off with a box of documents and other items which she had been holding for her friend, the late Mr. Leighton. 
“Do you have anything to say?” 
Blackstone glared across the tale. 
“Not true – never seen this Allott woman and if you found anything of hers in my place your mob planted it there when they arrested me.” 
Inkerman shook his head slowly. 
“Come on, George – nobody is going to believe that. We have an eye-witness – Miss Allott herself. We have your DNA and prints on the box you stole. We have you on CCTV entering and leaving the block of flats. I suppose you knew about the CCTV 
outside the block. However, you didn’t know about the camera in the lift which picked you up before you put your mask on. 
“Another point – you kept the money from the wallet you stole from Mrs. Fellows. 
You had the sense to throw away the wallet and the cards, including the swipe card you used to enter Miss Allott’s flat but you kept the money. Silly of you, you know. 
Ninety nine times out of a hundred it wouldn’t have mattered – but this time it does. 
Mrs. Fellowes fingerprints have been lifted from those notes.” 
Blackstone interrupted. 
“Never heard of her.” 
“No, George, I don’t suppose you have – but she can recognise you as the man who knocked her bags out of her hands the day you broke into Miss Allott’s. You have the money that had been in her wallet. George, to put no too fine a point on it – you are sunk. Totally and utterly sunk. You are going down for mugging Mrs. Fellowes – she was shaken by you knocking into her – and for the attack and robbery in the flat. Five years if you are lucky, seven if the judge is feeling unkind. 
“Now, I know that a tough character like you isn’t scared at the idea of prison – 
probably better accommodation and better food that you have at the moment – but that isn’t all, of course.” 
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Blackstone looked uneasily across the table. He was beginning to realise that worse was to come. 
“You see, George, as I said, those papers and other things in the box belonged to the late Mr. Leighton. He’s dead of course – murdered. Now, the contents of that box comprised damning evidence against people from whom Leighton was extorting money. Not a nice thing, blackmail. I can understand the people involved wanting the contents of that box back – but killing to get it was far too much of a bad thing. 
“So, George – at the least I’ve got you for accessory to murder, possibly the murder itself. You won’t go down for five– more like twenty five. \now, is there anything that you would like to tell me?” 
Blackstone turned to his solicitor in mute appeal. Davis turned to Inkerman. 
“Chief Inspector, I would like a few minutes alone with Mr. Blackstone, please.” 
“Very well, Mr. Davis. Sergeant Lawson and I will wait outside – call us when you are ready to resume.” 
Jane checked her watch and leaned forward to the microphone. 
“Interview suspended at eleven oh seven.” 
With that she and Inkerman left the room. 
It was a good ten minutes before Davis opened the door and invited the two detectives back into the interview room. He nodded to Blackstone who cleared his throat and leaned forward across the table, his big hands laced together like a supplicant at the altar. 
“Look, alright I got those papers from that bint, but I swear I never hurt her – just scared her a bit. If she’s claiming I really hurt her, she’s a lying little cow. Anyway, I don’t know nothin’ about no murder.” 
Inkerman also leaned forward. 
“So why did you steal that box?” 
“I got paid to collect it - that’s all I know. I never heard of this guy Leighton other than what I read in the paper.” 
Oh, so Mr. Neanderthal can actually read, Jane thought to herself. 
Inkerman pressed the point. 
“So, who paid you?” 
“Guy I know– name of Ernie Yates.” 
“And what would be his interest in the Farleigh documents?” 
“Nothin’ – I could tell he was passing the job on – Ernie doesn’t normally have the cash himself for getting things done.” 
“So who might he have been passing the job on from?” 
“Dunno for sure, but he does quite a bit for a guy called Cowley – Bill Cowley.” 
Inkerman and Jane kept their faces immobile - but it was a struggle. The very person the Met had warned them to take no action against unless absolutely without any options. 
“Never heard of him – so he’s not local. Tell me about him, and why should he have wanted you to steal that box.” 
“Like I said – he’s from town – you know – London?” 
“So whereabouts and what does he do?” 
“He has a sort of antiques shop, does some pawn-broking.” 
Jane and Inkerman mentally translated the information into ‘fences stolen goods’. 
“So why did he want those things of Leighton’s?” 
“I dunno – you’ll have to ask him.” 
“How do you come to know him?” 
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“I’ve been around, so has he – we met a few years back when a mate of mine who knew him got a job off him, then had an accident and couldn’t carry it out, and passed it on to me. I done it and Bill was grateful – so he put a few more my way from time to time. He also puts work Ernie’s way, so that’s why I reckon that it is Bill who wanted that stuff.” 
“And what sort of jobs would these be?” 
Blackstone shrugged his massive shoulders. 
“Nothing rough, you understand – just reminding geezers to pay up when they might have forgot.” 
“I can imagine.” Inkerman observed dryly. “But you have no idea why Cowley – if it was him – wanted someone to rob the Allott flat?” 
“No – honest – no idea at all.” 
And at that Inkerman decided to call the interview to a close. 
Later in his office he reviewed what they had learnt. Blackstone was only too happy to talk in the hopes of being involved only with the robbery – the idea of being mixed up in a murder trial had clearly scared him, for all his bravado. He had led them to Yates and possibly to Cowley, but the more Inkerman mulled matters over, the more things didn’t seem right. If, as he now believed, Mrs. Farleigh had arranged to have her husband killed, why the subsequent hunt for the incriminating evidence? It seemed unlikely that she want to run the risk of keeping up the blackmail on Kennedy and Davies. Could it be her boyfriend’s brother, Chris Crane? That would make sense in view of what was in the papers – but surely Crane couldn’t have known about them before, or he would have been on their trail earlier – and the easiest way to find them would have been to beat the information out of Farleigh, not to kill him and then thrash around looking for them. 
Something just did not add up. 
His thought process was interrupted by the telephone. 
“Inkerman.” 
“Inky, Ernie Hobbs here. Look this might be nothing at all, but on the other hand it might be useful. I’m still trying to check if any of the Crane mob were missing from up here at the time of your murder. So far I’ve drawn a blank, but one fact came up. A really nasty piece of work who is on the Crane payroll is a man called North – David North. I’ve found out that North has a brother – Roy - who lives in your neck of the woods and according to one of my DCs, one of his snouts reckons that Roy North is even worse than his brother and a known hit-man in the appropriate circles. I’ve checked CRO and he doesn’t have a record – but then, if he’s any good you wouldn’t expect him to have. I don’t have an address for him, naturally enough, but the snout is certain that he lives near a race course in Surrey.” 
“Thanks, Ernie – I’ll get someone digging.” 
Inkerman sat back in his chair and once again marshalled the facts as he saw them. 
First, assume that Mrs. Farleigh had her husband killed and that she had the help of Chris Crane in providing the necessary assassin. Second, if that was the case, what were the loose strings? Why the shotgun attack on the house? Why was the house burnt down? Why was Hascombe, the assumed arsonist, murdered? Why the robbery of the evidence? How did Kennedy, Davies and Crane/Mrs. Farleigh fit together? 
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At that point he stopped. Kennedy and Davies surely could not be collaborating with Crane (and therefore Mrs. Farleigh). It made no sense. If Crane had got his hands on the Farleigh evidence, Kennedy and Davies would have been dead men. 
What did make sense was that there were two strands here. 
Strand number one – Mrs. Farleigh has her husband murdered. Motive? A combination of infidelity, revenge and greed. Farleigh’s estate plus the possible sale of his business would probably net over three million pounds – quite a tidy motive. 
Strand number two. Farleigh’s death left Kennedy and Davies not knowing if what he had on them might not surface at any moment. It was vital for them to secure or destroy it, hence the fire and the robbery. 
Convinced that he was at last beginning to make sense of the matter, Inkerman called Jane Lawson in, brought her up to speed with his thinking, and invited her to comment. 
Jane was flattered; at last she was clearly being taken on board by Inkerman as a contributor and colleague, not just one of the troops. However, she didn’t rush to speak; instead she carefully mulled over everything her boss had said before uttering. 
“One thing doesn’t seem to fit, sir.” 
“What’s that?” 
“The shotgun attack on the house.” 
Inkerman paused; he hadn’t seen any anomaly here, but encouraged Jane to continue. 
“It’s the timing. If it was part of the attempt by Kennedy and/or Davies to frighten the Farleighs, it was too soon. The Farleighs hadn’t had the warning message..” 
She stopped, realising that she was wrong. 
“No, I’m wrong – they had received the message that very morning – whoever did the shooting, or whoever ordered it, wouldn’t have known that the message was still unread because Robert Farleigh was still dopey on painkillers. So it does fit together.” 
In fact, they were both wrong, but in the event it would not matter. 
Inkerman moved on. “This North character, Jane. Given what Ernie Hobbs says about him it would be as well if we can track him down, even if in the end it only eliminates him. So – get somebody digging please.” 
“OK, sir – right away.” 
It was only after she had gone that Inkerman realised that she hadn’t used the irritating ‘guv’ even once in their discussion. 
Jane set Tom Morgan on the task of tracking down Roy North. North was a fairly common name and she had no idea of just were their possible suspect lived, so it was unlikely to be either quick or easy, but it clearly needed to be done. 
Morgan sat in front of his computer screen, his brow furrowed in concentration. His first port of call had been to check the Criminal Records Office records, but all had managed to do was to confirm Hobbs’ comment that no man called North and living in Surrey had a criminal record. The next database he interrogated was the DVLA; it seemed unlikely that North would not have a driving licence. Sure enough, a search returned several hundred Norths in and around the London area. However, given that the one for whom he was searching was supposed to live close to a Surrey racecourse made the task much easier. 
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A few minutes later he was looking at a list of eleven names of men called Roy (or some variation thereof) North who lived within five miles of either Epsom or Lingfield racecourses. Three he decided could be ignored at this stage; two were teenagers, one a man in his late seventies. Of the other eight, any might be the man he sought. 
He took his list to Jane who promptly passed in on to Inkerman, taking Morgan with her. 
Inkerman waved is two officers to seats and studied the list. 
“Quick work you two, well done. Now, how do we narrow them down?” 
It was Jane who answered. 
“Well, sir, I don’t think that we should approach them direct in the first instance. If our man is among them we’d just warn him. One think I wonder – this man has a brother up in Yorkshire. Do we know if Roy North moved down south from up there or if it was the other way round – his brother moved north?” 
Inkerman furrowed his brow in thought. “From what Mr. Hobbs said, I’m fairly sure our North started up there, then moved south.” 
“Right, sir. If Tom chases these eight up with DVLA for change of address, their records should show if any of them moved down here from up there.” 
“Good idea, Jane. Tom,, you know what to do next – off you go.” 
It only took half an hour before Morgan had the answer they were looking for. Just one Roy North had previously lived in Yorkshire. He was forty-seven years old and had moved to Surrey eighteen years before and now lived at an address in Epsom, just off the town centre. 
“So, what do we do, sir?” Jane asked. 
Inkerman mused the matter over. 
“What we have is pretty slim at the moment. If he is our man, and we pull him in for questioning we will warn him that he’s under suspicion. Thinking about what happened to Hascombe, we are clearly dealing with some ruthless people here. I don’t want another possible link ending up dead or disappeared. I want a bit more digging on the man. First thing – some photos of him to show to the Farleigh’s neighbours – 
just in case. Then a bit of surveillance – forty eight hours, let’s see if he meets up with anyone. After that, depending on what, if anything turns up, we’ll have him in for a chat.” 
Inkerman was less than happy with his planned course of action, but there was nothing else he could think of at this stage. Jane, however, did have one further thought. 
“One point, sir. We’ve already checked his car – a newish Mondeo, and it doesn’t appear on the CCTV around the Farleigh’s, but we know that the gunman had at least two cars for his getaway. I’ve been thinking about the route he might have taken to get back home – if it is North – and there is plenty of coverage near his flat. We could check to see if his car shows up about the right time for him to have shotgunned the Farleigh’s.” 
“Good idea – get on it, please.” 
It was Tom Morgan who had the task of checking for North’s car and after two hours of looking at CCTV images from the area around the suspect’s flats he was about to admit defeat when he saw something that grabbed his attention. He had widened the search area to a three mile radius around the flat and he watched a reasonable quality image of a car drawing to a halt and the make driver getting out and walking away – 
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without appearing to lock the car. He froze the image and studied the car’s number plate. It was familiar; quickly, he checked the numbers of the stolen cars which had interested them as they tried to follow the movements of the shotgun user. Sure enough, the number appeared. He called Jane over. 
“Sarge, I think we have something. This is about two miles away from North’s flat. 
It’s nearly two in the morning, and we have a male driver of similar build to our suspect leaving a stolen car and walking away. 
Jane clapped him on the shoulder. 
“Good work, Tom. Now, any chance of picking him up on any other cameras?” 
“Should be - there won’t have been many pedestrians around at that time in the morning in that area.” 
The two detectives trawled through a series of other cameras and finally they picked up their suspect getting into another car. They looked at the registration number and both experienced a thrill of satisfaction. It was North’s car. 
They hurried to Inkerman with the news. 
“Well done, both of you. Right, forget surveillance for forty-eight hours We’ll pick him up now. I’ll organise a couple of armed response guys with a car. We three will go in my car – Tom, you drive it.” 
He tossed Morgan the keys and fifteen minutes later the two car convoy was on its way. He had had to get the approval of the Divisional Commander for the armed policemen to accompany them. A week ago he would have dreaded trying to get Chief Superintendent Lucas to make such a decision; it would have doubtless taken an hour at least, probably more. The acting commander, Chief Superintendent Halliday had heard him out without interruption, then simply said “OK, Inky – on your way.” 
Normally Inkerman would have done his level best to avoid having firearms officers involved, but with a suspect for two murders who was assumed to have used a shotgun, he was taking no chances. Nor was he taking just two officers. The on-duty senior firearms officer had insisted that four men accompany him. Two, he explained, were not enough to cover all reasonably likely scenarios, and Inkerman had bowed to the other’s expertise. 
The armed unit vehicle stopped a couple of streets away from North’s flat whilst Morgan drove Inkerman’s car past the building. 
Jane was the first to spot North’s Mondeo parked in the road. 
“Looks as though he’s in there,” Inkerman observed. “Right, Tom, back to the others.” 
Five minutes later the three detectives, together with the senior firearms officer, Inspector Tom Woodward and one of his officers, entered the building after gaining admission by using the intercom system and getting another resident to operate the remote locking system. Their first port of call was to that resident, Mrs. Elaine Rogers, to reassure her that they really were police and to ask her if she knew anything about North. 
There they drew a blank. Mrs. Rogers had seen him on the stairs occasionally, but that was all. 
As they continued up the stairs, Jane made a suggestion,. 
“Guv,” Inkerman inwardly winced, “these flats have all got spy-holes in the doors, and their front doors open inwards. If we just break in, well we know North may be armed and there might be shooting. Suppose I just knock on the door, pretending to be looking for one of the other tenants. He’ll be able to see me through the spy-hole and I don’t look threatening. The moment the door is opened we can rush him.” 
Inkerman thought for a moment, then nodded assent. 
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“OK, let’s do it that way.” He turned to Woodward. “OK with you, Inspector?” 
“Yes, sir – but the moment that door starts to open, I go through first.” 
“Right.” 
Roy North was reading the newspaper and was surprised to hear his doorbell ring. A careful man, he got to his feet and walked over to the door, which opened directly into his living room. He looked through the spy-hole, to see an attractive young woman standing there. Puzzled but unalarmed, he started to open the door. 
Things then happened very quickly. Jane stepped to one side, and Woodward, closely followed by the other armed policeman, crashed through the door with such force that North was sent staggering. Before he could regain his balance or take any action, he found himself looking down the barrel of Woodward’s sub-machinegun. 
Woodward shouted at him. 
“On your knees, NOW! Hands behind your neck –LOOK AT ME!” 
Faced with the threat of the gun, reinforced by the second, similarly armed, policeman, North did as he was ordered. 
He was quickly handcuffed, brought to his feet and seated in a chair whilst the police conducted a swift search of the flat. Within minutes, Morgan called Inkerman over to the chest of drawers upon which the television stood. He had pulled the top drawer half out. 
“Look at this, sir.” 
‘This’ was an automatic pistol, a Colt Woodsman. Whilst only firing a .22 rimfire cartridge, it was nevertheless deadly in experienced hands, and physically big enough to be very intimidating if waved at somebody. 
Inkerman looked at it with a mixture of concern and pleasure. Concern, because if North had been suspicious of the knock on the door, the weapon was easily available to him, and Inkerman might by now be at the scene of a bloodbath. Pleasure, because regardless of anything else, North was now bound for prison; possession of an illegal firearm carried a mandatory prison sentence. 
“Bag it, Tom.” 
He turned to North, advised him of his rights, charged him with possessing an illegal firearm, and told him that further charges might follow. North remained silent throughout. 
The search of the flat took the better part of an hour and even then Inkerman wasn’t satisfied. 
“I want the floorboards up, cupboards removed, the lot – but we’ll let the experts do that – Jane, arrange with forensics for a team” he looked at his watch “ tomorrow please, too late tonight, but I want the flat sealed off. Tom, you stay here, I’ll contact the locals and have a uniform relieve you as soon as possible. When he gets here, impress upon him that a policeman must be here throughout the night and not leave until the team arrives tomorrow. Call in once the uniform arrives and get a car to pick you up and bring you to base – I assume that’s where your car is?” 
“Yes, sir, wildo.” 
Inkerman drove back with Jane, North and Inspector Woodward in his care, and once back at base had North incarcerated in a custody cell. He had already reported briefly to Graham and Halliday by phone; now he met with both men and gave them a more detailed report on the happenings in Epsom. Both were understandably pleased, although both shared his view that much more evidence would be needed if North was to be charged with murder. 
“Are you going to interview him tonight, Inky?” Graham asked. 
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“No, sir, I thought that I would let him stew overnight, then start bright and early tomorrow.” 
“Right, well, I’m for home.” 
The three left together and then went their separate ways. 



CHAPTER 19 THE THIRD FRIDAY
True to his word, Inkerman, accompanied by Jane, started interviewing North, who had a solicitor present, just after nine o’clock the next morning. The two of them had previously discussed, at some length, what they were going to say and what their prospects were. On the latter, they appreciated that their chances of persuading North to do anything other than maintain a grim silence over the murders they were convinced that he had committed, were slim in the extreme. Jane summed it up succinctly. 
“After all, he’d be mad to say anything, wouldn’t he, sir? He knows he is going down for the pistol, but compared to murder that’s nothing. He can’t implicate anyone else without implicating himself.” 
And so it proved; for more than three hours the two of them hammered away at North, but they made no progress whatsoever. North was returned to his cell and Inkerman glumly reported to Graham. He found his boss, at least, rather more upbeat. 
“Well, Inky, we couldn’t really have expected anything else, could we? Any decent defence lawyer would be able to rubbish the evidence that we have – it is all circumstantial. At least we can be sure of getting him put away for that pistol – he’ll get five years.” 
“Yes, and be out in under three.” Inkerman retorted glumly. Then he changed the subject. “How did the interview go, sir.” 
“Very well, from my point of view – I’ve been confirmed in post. I have also persuaded the powers that be to do the same for you.” 
Inkerman had expected the promotion board to confirm Graham’s post but he was very pleasantly surprised at the news concerning himself. He had assumed that, at the very least, he would have had to apply for the post with the possibility of someone from outside offering something which he could not. 
“Thanks, very much, sir – and DS Lawson?” 
“No problem – tell her that as from now she is acting DI Lawson.” 
Jane was understandably delighted at the news and made an immediate request of Inkerman. 
“Now everything is confirmed about you and Mr. Graham, sir, can we keep Tom Morgan? Even if I don’t get confirmed, we still need the numbers on the team.” 
“I’ll see what I can do, Jane. I’ve already had DI Street from Drugs asking for him back, but I am pretty sure that I can swing it for us.” 
“Thanks, sir – I’m sure we need him more than Drugs do, and he’s settled in well. 
What is going to happen about North now that we don’t look like getting him for the murders?” 
“He’ll appear in court tomorrow and be remanded in custody on the firearm charge. 
We’ve already sorted out that there will be no question of bail. Don’t know when he’ll come to trial, of course, but I guess that it will be at least a couple of months.” 
With North in custody and no likelihood of any further progress on the Farleigh case, the rest of the day saw Jane and what was now her team switching their attention to a series of shop breakings in the area which had had to be put on hold during the murder enquiries. It was a far less glamorous investigation and revolved around 
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sifting through statements of those robbed, pieces of information gleaned from informants and checking computer records of possible suspects and known associates. 
CHAPTER 20 – THE FOURTH SATURDAY
It was eight thirty Saturday morning. A plain van, with barred windows, drew up into the yard and two burly men, dressed in the uniform of a private security firm, entered the station. Sergeant Rhodes, on duty at the desk, knew them well and greeted them. 
“’Morning boys – you know it’s only the one we have for you today?” 
The elder of the two answered. John Nertherby, forty-six years old, ex-Army, had been with Brightwell Security for four years and whilst ferrying prisoners around the home counties wasn’t exactly a riveting job, the pay was reasonable and a tour in Iraq as an infantryman had cured him of the desire for excitement. 
“Yes, they told us, Dusty. Name of North, is it?” 
“That’s right – and a nasty piece of work, so keep an eye on him. He was caught with a pistol and CID have him linked to a couple of murders, so we’re glad to see him in your capable hands.” 
“Trust us, Dusty – we’ll take good care of him.” 
North’s appearance in court was brief and to the point, and the magistrate remanded him in custody to await trial at some future date to be decided. Netherby and his colleague, thirty-five year old Graham Goode drove their van back to the court some four hours later, expecting to pick up North and five other men to be transferred to the local prison, 
They found pandemonium. North had escaped. 
Netherby gazed open mouthed at the court official who told him that the man was missing. 
“What the hell do you mean, you haven’t got him? We brought him here this morning
– how could he get away?” 
The court official decided that he was not going to be interrogated by a van driver. 
“Never mind about that – just take the other five from under our feet – we are a bit busy at the moment.” 
I’ll bet you are, Netherby thought to himself and, still shaking his head in wonderment, supervised the transfer of the remaining prisoners. 
The investigation rapidly discovered just how North had escaped. The toilets in the courthouse which were normally available to prisoners were being renovated, so when North asked to go to the toilet he had been escorted to the area normally used by visitors. Under normal circumstances that would not have mattered, but that area was also being worked on, work which entailed removing a window in the wall. To keep the dust to a minimum, that area was portioned off with a flimsy plywood partition. 
The comedy of errors continued. The prison officer who escorted North was just returned from holiday and was unaware that the toilets effectively offered an open route to the outside world, as the window wall led directly onto the street. 
Expecting no problems, he was taken completely by surprise as North attacked him the moment the door closed behind him; overpowered, gagged, and trussed up with his own belt, he could only watch helplessly as North squeezed through the window and disappeared. 
It was over five minutes before the alarm was raised and by then North had vanished into Guildford’s Saturday morning shoppers. 
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North, it was agreed, must have known about the possible escape route – and the only person who could have told him about it was his lawyer. Oliver Holmer, however, strenuously denied any such suggestion, with a vehement threat of slander action if it continued. He simply accused the court organisation of total inefficiency and stoutly insisted that North, an admitted resourceful man, had seized upon an unexpected opportunity. Nobody believed him, but Holmer cared not in the slightest for their lack of belief. 
When the news reached the police, and in particular when it reached Inkerman and Graham, the reaction was of incredulous fury. 
“How the fuck could that happen?” Graham demanded of himself, Inkerman, and his office wall, none of which had an answer. 
Inkerman was equally angry. Three weeks of hard work, the danger of arresting North when the man was armed, the frustration of knowing that they were extremely unlikely to gain a conviction for the murders, the belief that at least he would serve some time behind bars on the firearms charge, all blown to hell by sheer stupidity. 


* * * * *
 Twenty miles or so away, Roy North was deep in discussion on the telephone with one of his contacts, a man who had no links with Crane or anyone else the police might possibly have heard about. The man, Albert Gordon, was a small time fence whom North had known for years. Now that he was on the run, he dare not contact anybody who was not totally unknown to anyone as an associate of his; Gordon, he was sure, was such a man. It was years since they had done any business together, or even had a drink together. 
North’s requirement was simple and specific. 
“That’s it, Bert. I need a shooter and I can’t go near any of my usual suppliers – the police may know about them.” 
“O.K. Roy, no problem. I’ve got a couple of clean ones available right now – a Smith and Wesson .38 revolver and a Colt .45 automatic.” 
“I’d prefer the Colt. What’s its history?” 
“It was in a collection that a geezer had back in ’97 when handguns were made illegal. He inherited the collection from his old man when he croaked. He got it off a GI back in the early ‘50s. Trouble for the son was he never told nobody about the collection, but he did have a firearms certificate for a target pistol he owned. That had to be handed in, of course, and he was worried that the existence of the collection might get known, so he flogged the lot to me. Quite a nice lot they were, this is the last one left.” 
“Ammo?” 
“That’s a bit more difficult. I’ve only got a dozen rounds or so of 45 at the mo. I could get you more but it would take time – at least a few days.” 
“I’ll take what you’ve got and come back to you if I need any more.” 
“OK, mate, how do you want to collect it?” 
“You know the Black Swan?” 
“Yeah.” 
“The toilet in the gents has got the old type of cistern still – pop it there, and I’ll leave the money there as well.” 
“Right – lemme see – it’s nearly two o’clock. Can’t get there before they close after lunch. They open again at six – I’ll drop it off at half past. That suit?” 
“Fine” 
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At quarter to seven that evening North, lightly disguised with tinted contact lenses and heavy horn-rimmed spectacles, wandered into the small pub. It was situated in a Wimbledon back street and was opposite a small grassed area with a couple of park benches. They afforded a view of the front door of the pub and North had been sitting on one of them for just over twenty minutes, ostensibly lost in the racing pages of his paper, in reality keeping a keen eye open for Gordon’s arrival and, watchful and suspicious as ever, also prepared to make a quiet exit if anything looked out of place. 
At exactly six thirty he had seen the portly figure of Bert Gordon waddle into view and enter the pub without pausing or looking around. Ten minutes later he had emerged and walked away in the opposite direction to that from which he had appeared. North waited a further five minutes, then got up from the bench, stretched lazily, and walked across. 
Once inside he bought a pint of bitter and took it to a table where he spread out his newspaper and once again buried himself in its pages. There were only five other customers in the bar, a middle aged couple at a table with half-finished glasses of beer in front of them, two lads in their twenties standing at the bar chatting to the barman, and a solitary man on a barstool reading, like North, the day’s paper. 
For ten minutes North alternated between sips from his glass and jotting in the margin of his paper, conveying the impression of someone trying to decide on horses to back. 
The solitary man worried him. He could just possibly be a watcher; Bert could just possibly have betrayed him. 
Then the man got to his feet, muttered ‘G’night’ to the barman, and left. 
North waited a further five minutes, then drained his glass, rose from the table and made his way to the toilets. 
Once in the stall, with the door safely bolted behind him, he lifted the lid of the cistern. Inside there was a flat, heavy package wrapped in plastic. He shook the water from it and stowed it in an inner packet of his Barbour, replacing it with his own package - £500 in a mix of ten and twenty pound notes, similarly protected in a plastic wrapper. 
Now was the most dangerous moment. Carrying an illegal firearm, if Bert had played him false he was a sitting duck. 
His concern was needless. Thirty minutes later, after a careful journey on foot which had included a number of diversions intended to identify any possible followers, he arrived back at the flat he had rented, under an assumed name, some years before for just such an eventuality as had now come about. 
Once safely behind the locked door, North unwrapped the pistol he had purchased. 
Carefully, he stripped it to its constituent parts, checking for wear or damage anywhere. Despite being over fifty years old it was clearly in excellent condition; quite possibly it had never been fired. 
Then he inspected the ammunition which had come with it. Here the story was less good. The manufacturer’s markings showed the rounds to be nearly ten years old; could ammunition that old be relied upon? There was only one way to find out. 
Carefully he loaded the magazine with seven of the rounds, worked the slide to put one in the chamber and, turning on the radio, picking up a telephone directory and a couple of thick catalogues, went into the bedroom. 
He placed the pistol on the bed, lying on top of a pillow, with the catalogues and the phone book against the muzzle. The he piled more pillows on top of the weapon, leaving just enough room to slid his hand inside the nest of bedding and wrap his fingers round the handgrip. He waited for a moment, then pulled the trigger. 
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Even with all the sound deadening material around it, the noise of the pistol was still loud, but only a fraction of what it would have been in the open air. 
The bullet had lodged in the last of the books, the ammunition had worked. He removed the magazine, added another cartridge to replace the one he had fired, and slipped the pistol into the waistband of his trousers, at the small of his back. He had no intention of being surprised again without a weapon to hand. 
He remade the bed, stripping off the pillow cases which had been stained and burnt by the pistol, and returned to the living room, where he once again pondered the question which had been uppermost in his mind ever since his arrest. 
How had the police got onto him? 
Only three people know of his involvement with Farleigh; Chris Crane, Bill Cowley, and Mrs. Farleigh. None of them knew where he had been living. Neither Crane nor Cowley had anything to gain, and potentially much to lose, by betraying him. That left the woman – but their only contact had been by telephone and, in his case, that telephone had been a pay as you go mobile which he had thrown into a waste bin in Brighton. So how had the police got onto him? Then he realised that he had used his own car, admittedly after two cut-outs, on the day he had shot up the front of the Farleigh house. Supposing, just supposing, he had somehow been tagged on CCTV 
going from the second cut-out car to his own? And from the first cut-out to the second? It seemed to be stretching the bounds of possibility to incredulous lengths. He refused to believe that it could have happened. Surely there must be an easier, more logical explanation. Unaware that that had, in fact, been precisely how the police had tracked him down, he continued to worry over the question. 
There was, he had realised, another possibility. The demand by the Farleigh woman for the house to be shot up had come as a separate, additional job to the killing of her husband – and had carried an additional fee. That fee had been paid in cash, which he had picked up at an agreed drop point. The drop point had been in the grounds of Guildford Castle, a popular site for visitors, and locals, to stroll in the summer. This, however, was winter and the grounds had been almost deserted. He had watched the woman leave the package behind some bushes, as arranged. He had watched her leave the grounds and he had been sure that nobody had seen him retrieve the money. 
Suppose he was wrong? Suppose she had had an accomplice waiting outside the grounds and he had, in fact been seen? 
If that was the case she, or someone close to her, could identify him and could tie him into the killing of Farleigh, although not that of Hascombe. Suppose the police, who must have some suspicion of any wife being involved in the murder of a wealthy man who had a mistress, had brought pressure to bear on her – and she fingered him? 
There was, he decided, only one solution, and now that he was effectively on the run, it would have to be implemented swiftly. 
North always made it an abiding principle of his profession to know as much as possible about those for whom he worked; Denise Farleigh had made the mistake of phoning Chris Crane from the Woking bungalow. Given the telephone number, it had been a simple matter for Crane to discover its address and pass the information on to North. Crane felt that the information might well prove useful to the assassin at some stage, and he was far more concerned at not antagonising a highly experienced and successful hit-man rather than his brother’s one time mistress. 
As a result, late that night North parked his own car a few streets away from the bungalow. Waiting a street away was a second car which he had stolen that afternoon. 
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He got into it and drove to the bungalow, parked immediately outside and walked to the door. He rang the bell. 
Several moments passed before he heard Denise Farleigh’s voice from the other side of the door. 
“Who is it?” 
“Police, Mrs. Farleigh, DS Scott.” 
There was a further pause, then the door opened on a security chain. Denise Farleigh peered at him through the narrow opening. Still wearing his disguise of the afternoon, North was confident that, even if she had seen him before, she would not immediately recognise him, and so it proved. 
“Can I see some identification, please?” 
“Certainly, Mrs. Farleigh.” 
North had long possessed forged warrant cards for several police forces and had already blessed his foresight in keeping some of them in his Wimbledon flat. He now proffered a quite good forgery proclaiming him to be Detective Sergeant Scott of the Surrey Police. It was good enough to deceive Denise Farleigh, and she opened the door fully. 
North stepped inside and the moment the door was closed stepped towards the woman. 
“What is it, Sergeant?” 
“I’m just checking that you are safe, Mrs. Farleigh. The man we had arrested has escaped from the courthouse and we are concerned that he might come after you in case you involve him.” 
Still believing that she was speaking to a genuine policeman, Mrs. Farleigh adopted an air of bewilderment. 
“Involve him? What in? I don’t know what you are talking about.” 
By now, North was beginning to believe that she really did not recognise him and that he had probably been safe from her. Tough luck on her – she had now seen him up close and he could not afford to leave her able to talk about this visit. 
“We think you probably do, Mrs. Farleigh. However, that’s beside the point at the moment – we really are more concerned about the safety of you and your family. Are your son and daughter here?” 
“No, Jennie has had to go back to France for a few days and Robert had to go back to town to check in with his boss and pick up some more clothes and things. He’ll be back tomorrow, but Jennie won’t return until Tuesday or Wednesday.” 
More and more, North felt that so far as Denise Farleigh was concerned, he was an unknown quantity, which made the question of how the police had got onto him all the more puzzling. That puzzle, however, would have to wait. 
Without warning, he took a pace forward and punched her in the stomach; as she doubled over with the sudden pain, he stepped half-way past her, wrapped his right arm round her shoulders and with his left hand grasped her by the jaw and twisted her head violently up and back. 
The effect was the same as a judicial hanging; her neck broken, Denise Farleigh became, quite literally, a dead weight and he let her fall to the floor. 
THREE MONTHS LATER
Roy North sipped contently on a long, cold drink as he sat in the shade of an old Spanish oak, watching folk stroll past his table outside the bar. Inwardly, he was the 
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site of two very mixed emotions. On the one hand, there was an air of deep satisfaction at the way he had escaped from custody and made it out of the UK. On the other, however, he was furious at the way in which he had been apprehended in the first place. 
The more he thought of it, the more convinced he became that Denise Farleigh had not recognised him, that it was not via her that the police had got onto his trail. In turn, that meant that he had visited her, and killed her, without need, but that was a fact that caused him no concern whatsoever. North had no compunction, never had had any compunction, in killing. The unfortunate woman was simply the latest in a long line stretching back over more than twenty years. 
The police who had been on his trail had simply no idea how successful, and how dangerous, a man had slipped through their fingers. 
North was forty-seven years old. He had first killed as an eighteen year old, a tear-away young hooligan who had won a brief, bloody, and totally pointless fight with a lad who had supported the wrong football team. The other lad had died from the result of North, over-matched with fists, producing and using a knife. 
He had got away with the killing, but only just. Even now he sometimes wondered if that first killing might come back to haunt him through some new development in forensics. He had been lucky; one of the local hard men, recognising a kindred spirit, a youngster much as he himself had been twenty years earlier, took North under his wing and coached him in the violent trade of gangland enforcer. 
North had prospered in his trade, but had soon outgrown it. He realised early on that few men had the necessary attributes to be a successful assassin – not just the willingness to kill without remorse, but also the intelligence to plan ahead, to identify opportunity and to seize upon it. 
So it was that he soon hired himself out to a variety of people far beyond his Yorkshire roots. All of Europe came within his compass. Death occurred wherever he went, a French politician whose reforming zeal was feared by local criminals, a Dutch industrialist whose presence had been a disadvantage to a rival, a Spanish woman whose removal saved her husband many millions of pesetas in divorce settlement, the list grew over the years, and such was his care that not once had any police force had him within their grasp. 
Until now. Somehow the Surrey Constabulary, bumbling country policeman, had actually arrested him. Never mind that their evidence connecting him with the murders would never have stood up in court – the humiliation of arrest, fingerprinting, being photographed, was a shame which eroded his self-belief and gnawed at his self-esteem. 
And for what? A few thousand pounds and a favour to his brother. Filial loyalty, he ruefully reflected, had much to answer for. The actual killings had gone well enough –
but how had he been tracked down? With Denise Farleigh eliminated from the equation, incredible though it seemed, the police must somehow have physically tracked him, presumably via CCTV from one of the scenes of crime. 
He berated himself for ever having taken on the job. Brother David, anxious to make an impression in gangland circles, on learning that the removal of Farleigh was required, had boasted that his brother Roy was just the man to do it. And Roy had done it; even though he was two years younger than David, he had been the dominant sibling ever since he was about eleven years old. Always the brighter, always the more determined, and above all always the more ruthless of the two, he had in turn developed a need to protect his brother and his interests, and knowing that the matter was important to David had been enough to decide him. 
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Northś crimes had made him a moderately wealthy man. His wide-spread loci of operation had also made him a cosmopolitan one. He was fluent in French, German and Spanish and could get by well enough in Italian and Dutch. Knowing that his accent and inflections would never fool a native speaker of any of those languages, in France he posed as a German, in Germany as a Spaniard, and here in Spain he was a Frenchman, Monsieur Henri Delange, and it was as Delange that he had, several years earlier, rented a small apartment in the town of Benamocarra. The location had been carefully chosen: some miles inland from the Costa del Sol, but still within easy reach of the sea, it was large enough, and popular enough, for a Frenchman to have an apartment there without raising eyebrows, and small enough for him to have several useful connections who between them could appraise him of local happenings which might be of interest to him. 
He relied not just on a French passport and his linguistic ability: he had also adopted a subtle degree of disguise. M. Delange always wore heavy, black rimmed spectacles. 
His hair was black, courtesy of dye, and he cultivated a neat moustache. Additionally, he walked with a slight limp, created by having two 10 Franc coins, taped together, in his left shoe. The coins had been in constant use ever since he first appeared in Spain posing as a Frenchman some twenty years earlier and he saw no reason to abandon them for Euros. 
North was happy that his escape from the UK had been achieved without the authorities being able to track him in any way. From his Wimbledon flat he had driven to a pre-arranged destination on the Sussex coast. There, one of his many useful contacts had been waiting with a small motor boat which had ferried North, by now Herr Joachim Galland, to Jersey. From Jersey a normal sailing on the ferry saw him safely, and legitimately, on French soil. A train ticket, paid for in cash, and he was the next day in Spain. Herr Galland took a room in an hotel in Irun, again paid for in cash: M. Delange surfaced for the next stage of the journey by train to Madrid where he took a coach, once again a cash transaction, and finally a local bus, to Benamocarra. There he had checked over his flat, unmolested since his most recent visit some six months earlier, and the state of the Peugeot 407 in the garage. Before leaving he had placed the battery on charge and blocked the vehicle up to maintain the condition of the tyres, so it was ready for use. The car was another element of the disguise – few Frenchmen abroad would fail to have a vehicle from the land of their birth unless it was something exotic. In the same vein, in France Herr Galland had a Mercedes in the garage of his Parisian apartment; whilst in Germany, however, Senor Miguel Hernandez had another Mercedes – SEATs were uncommon enough to possibly be remarked upon, and anonymity was his watchword. 
North felt that the UK was now probably lost to him for a good few years; every police force in the country had the picture and, more importantly, the fingerprints and DNA profile, of Roy North, wanted in connection with three murders. However, that still left the rest of the world, although at the moment he was content to limit himself to Western Europe. 
Money was not currently a problem. A variety of bank accounts held sufficient funds for him to live in his normal style for at least four or five years, dependent on how the economy performed. Thereafter, who knows? 
His contented musings were cataclysmically interrupted, however. A woman, with a face he instantly recognised, had walked within ten yards of him and was now making her way along the street away from him. Unhurriedly, he got to his feet, tossed three one Euro coins onto the table and followed her at a discreet distance. 
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* * * * *
Jane Lawson strolled slowly in the sunshine, enjoying the feel of its warmth on her bare arms and totally unaware that she was being followed. The aftermath of Northś escape from custody and his killing of Denise Farleigh had led to a rocky few weeks for the entire force. Although no blame could logically be attached to the police for Northś initial escape, the subsequent failure to protect or even warn Mrs. Farleigh had caused ructions. Publicly there was no link between the two events; the official line was that husband and wife had both been the victims of gangland vengeance. 
Within HQ, however, matters had been very different. As the matter had been in the hands of CID, that was were the buck had stopped. Detective Superintendent Graham, only confirmed in post the previous day, was felt to be lucky not to have recorded the briefest tenure of post in recorded history. The same had held true for Inkerman and herself. The only thing which had saved them had been the fact that she herself, with Inkermanś agreement, had gone round to the bungalow to see Mrs. Farleigh, but she had been out. Jane had left a message through the door asking her to phone urgently as soon as she returned, but for some reason the woman had not done so. Jane had also left several phone messages on Mrs. Farleigh hose and mobile phones – none had been answered. When he had recovered his temper, the Deputy Chief Constable had grudgingly accepted that luck had been against them and had defended them to the Chief Constable. 
Now, three months later, the fuss had died down and she had at last been able to snatch a few days away with Harry. It was at his suggestion that they had come to Benamocarra; he had discovered the small town a few years earlier when, still in the Army, he had been in Spain on a NATO conference of bomb disposal experts at Malaga. He had extolled its advantages – by hire car near enough to the beaches to enjoy them when required, far enough away from them to be less crowded and better value for money. 
Nothing was more from her mind as she turned off the pavement and entered the revolving door of her hotel. She crossed to the reception desk and reclaimed her key: Harry was out wandering around the town looking for a suitable restaurant for an evening meal for the two of them and would be back fairly soon North was satisfied that the receptionist would not recognise him as M. Delange – the ten minutes it took for him to appear after Jane had entered the hotel had seen the removal of the spectacles, the ‘cure’ of the limp by removing the coins from his shoe, and the donning of a wide brimmed hat which would have shaded his face from any security cameras. 
Still in his true persona as Roy North, he sat at a small bar across the street, watching and waiting. 
Jane was contemplating whether to have a shower before Harry returned or to wait for him, when the phone rang. 
“Jane, it’s me, Harry – don’t worry but there is a bit of a hold-up.” 
“What’s wrong? Are you all right?” 
“I’ve seen a rather nasty traffic accident – two cars and a cyclist. One of the drivers looks as though he may well not make it. The police are here and they are anxious to get statements from as many people as possible whilst it is all clear in the mind, so I’ll be a while yet. I’ve found a nice restaurant so why don’t we meet there at, say, eight?” 
“OK – so long as you are all right.” 
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“I’ve told you, love – I’m fine. Look, the restaurant is the San Lorenzo –it’s in the Calle San Martin and a cab will get you there from the hotel in about ten minutes – so, see you there?” 
“Yes – I’m looking forward to it. Take care – love you!” 
“Me too – see you soon.” 
Jane had her shower, reflecting upon the last three months as she did so. Meeting Harry, she decided happily, was the best thing that had ever happened to her. The fall out from the North affair would have been even harder to cope with without his sympathetic ear to bounce her worries and frustrations off. Now, happily, that was behind her. Harry (strange that he should be called Harry, as had her so badly missed older brother, dead now for six years after the ambush of his Land Rover in Afghanistan, and that they should have both been Army Captains). 
She had taken him to meet her parents, and he had been an instant hit with both of them. Her mother had been overjoyed to meet anyone who wasn’t Colin Webster, the man who had let Jane down so badly two years earlier. Her father had discovered that he and Harry shared an enthusiasm for military history, and had spent a good hour exploring their thoughts and assumptions about what would have happened at the battle of Waterloo if Marshal Ney had been more aggressive on the 16th of June and if it hadn’t rained on the 17th. 
In turn, Harry had taken her to meet his folk, Lt-Col (Rtd.) Richard Oakes, DSO, and his elegant wife Margery. Oakes senior had had a relatively distinguished career in the Army. A Royal Engineer, like his son, he had served in the Falklands and, nearing the end of his career, in Desert Storm. Both the Oakes men were very critical of the recent treatment of the Armed Forces by the government of the day, especially the Labour administration of Blair and Brown which they claimed to be tight-fisted, vindictive, and clueless. As the criticisms mounted, Margery Oakes rolled her eyes and calmed everyone down with champagne. (“It always works, Jane, with both of them!” she confided). 
At last she had finished showering and reminiscing and donned a light, summery dress. Low-cut and filmy, she knew Harry would like it, especially as he hadn’t seen it before – she had bought it only that day. 
She rang reception and asked them to arrange a cab for her, and quarter of an hour later, at just before ten to eight she emerged from the hotel. 
North watched as she got into the taxi and waited a good ten minutes more to make sure that she wouldn’t return unexpectedly quickly. He was still uncertain in his own mind as to whether his identity as M. Delange was blown or not, but on balance he felt not. If the women was here as part of a team tracking him down, everything about her was wrong. When he had first seen her she was carrying a shopping bag. Now she looked for all the world as though she was off for an evening’s enjoyment. 
No, he decided, she was on holiday. It was just bad luck that she had chosen the one place in the world where he was hiding. Bad luck especially for her. She was a trained detective, and he was sure that should they come face to face it was extremely probable that she would recognise him and start another hue and cry. Over and above that, he still smarted over the way that he had been captured in Wimbledon, and the woman had been instrumental in the police achieving that. She had to go. 
He got up and strolled over to the hotel entrance, walked through, and took the lift to the second floor, projecting an image of somebody who had every right to be there. 
Exiting the lift he found room 223. Fortunately for his purpose, the hotel was an old 
- 122 -
- 122 -
one, with normal locks, not electronic ones. One of his skills was lock-picking, and in less than a minute he was in the room. 
A quick look around revealed that it was occupied by two people, not one – the woman had a man with her. That led to a hasty re-evaluation of his plan. He had intended to confront her in the room, subduing her with the threat of his pistol. Then he would have made her kneel, come round behind her, stunned her with a blow to the head and then strangled her. He was reluctant to treat her as he had Denise Farleigh; this woman was young, almost as tall as he was himself, and doubtless trained in self-defence by the police. Also, he didn’t want to risk the sound of a gunshot, even though his current pistol was a smaller and rather quieter weapon than the big Colt he had obtained from Albert Gordon – that had gone overboard as they had approached Jersey and he had felt the possibility of having to shoot his way out of trouble had vanished. This weapon, a Walther PPK, he had possessed in his Spanish flat for some years. Perhaps tonight he might have to use it for the first time. However, after thinking things over, he decided that his original plan still held good; it would just have to be performed twice rather than once. Once the couple were in the room they were his. 
He waited patiently; at just after eleven thirty he heard the key turn in the lock and the woman entered. Close behind her came one of the biggest men he had ever seen in his life. 
Both of them stopped in their tracks when they saw him. Before they could say or do anything, North waved the pistol at them. 
“Keep coming in, both of you, or I shoot.” he commanded. 
Jane stepped forward uncertainly, then to one side to allow Harry to follow her. He stopped a few feet inside the door, too close to it to allow North to get behind him. 
North raised the pistol and aimed it at his head. 
“Come on, big man, you as well” 
As he looked, North saw an expression of sheer terror on the other’s face. 
“Please,” Harry began. North cut him off. “Come in you bastard.” 
Instead, Harry started to take a half pace backwards and North stepped forward, his confidence boosted by the cowardice he sensed in the other man. 
If she had not seen it with her own eyes, Jane would not have believed what happened next. 
Somehow, Harry’s half step back become a long pace forward. His left arm swept North’s right hand aside with such force that the pistol flew from his grasp, although not before an involuntary pressure from North’s trigger finger sent a bullet into the wall. Simultaneously, Harry smashed the heel of his right hand into North’s face, sending the smaller man crashing over onto his back where he lay still. 
Harry crossed to the pistol, but before he could pick it up, Jane shouted urgently at him. 
“Harry, don’t touch it – fingerprints!” 
He changed direction and instead knelt by North, checking for a pulse at his neck. 
Apparently satisfied, he rose back to his feet. 
Jane viewed the still form on the floor; the nose was grotesquely distorted from the force of Harry’s blow. 
“My God – is he dead?” 
“I think so. Certainly he won’t be any more trouble.” 
In her turn, Jane crossed the room and looked down at the man. 
“I can’t believe it – this is Roy North.” 
Harry had never seen North but he had, of course, heard all about him from Jane. 
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“So he wasn’t just a thief.” 
She shuddered. “No, he must have been after me –and you because you were with me. 
But I can’t believe it – you’ve killed him!” 
Harry shrugged his huge shoulders. “Never pull a gun on a soldier unless you know what you are doing. He didn’t.” 
And that, basically, was that. When they learnt that Jane was a serving British police officer and they had checked that only North’s fingerprints were on the pistol, the Spanish police were courtesy and consideration itself. They were fascinated to discover that the dead man was a notorious killer, whose name and description had been communicated all over Europe via Interpol, and were only too happy to see the case quickly sewn up. Justifiable homicide in self-defence, no question of any criminal charges. As the pathologist established, Harry’s blow had driven cartilage from North’s nose up into his brain, killing him instantly, a fact which made the young doctor view Harry with something approaching awe. 
On return to the UK Jane was relieved to learn that her own force weren’t in the slightest bit interested in going over the ground already covered by the Spanish authorities. As the Assistant Chief Constable confided to her and Inkerman in a short, very private, meeting, “Least said, soonest mended. If we make a song and dance about wrapping this up there is bound to be some cretin somewhere wanting to establish it as a cause celebre, that North’s human rights were violated and all that sort of rubbish. No, society owes a debt of gratitude to your Mr. Oakes, Inspector – and we’ll just leave it at that.” 
The case of Thomas Farleigh was finally concluded. 
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