Paula

Edgington

Payback Time



Payback Time
By Paula Edgington

First Published 2007

ISBN 978-1-84753-450-7

Copyright E 2007 Paula Edgington

The moral rights of the author have been asserted. All rights
reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic, mechanical or otherwise without the written
permission of the Publisher.



Acknowledgement

I would like to thank everyone who has supported me in the
writing of Payback Time. Particularly Michael Yates of the
Hemsworth writers group, and Ken Anderson for his advice
and patience in the layout design and production of the book.






Prologue

he huge white articulated lorry with Transportes Routiers emblazoned

on its side in red lettering crawled along the M62 from Manchester
towards Leeds. It had come up the country from Dover to deliver some
gym equipment in Manchester and was then crossing the country to deliver
some more in Leeds. Before that it had driven the length of France on
the A9 and had originated near the Mediterranean coast of France. The
number 34 at the end of the registration plate showed that it came from the
department of Herault.

The driver was now on the highest motorway in England and although
it was dark, Christian Dubois could sense the bleakness of Saddleworth
Moor as it stretched away around him into the night. Strange shapes seemed
silhouetted in the landscape. He wasnit sure if they were part of the hillside
or part of his imagination. He was aware that this was the very area where
Myra Hindley and lan Brady had buried their child murder victims. As
the wind whistled around outside the cab of his lorry, a shiver ran down
his spine. A shower of rain splattered on to his windscreen startling him,
the glittering diamonds of rain slanted across in the headlights beam. He
reached down to flick on the windscreen wipers and turn up the heater. An
ambulance sped past him creating a light spray, its blue light pulsating in the
darkness.
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Other than this and the occasional delivery lorry for one of the
supermarket chains, there was very little traffic on the road tonight. His
headlights picked out a blue and white sign on the edge of the carriageway
for the next service station at Hartshead Moor. Not much further now
thank goodness, it had been a long drive and he was feeling tired.

He rubbed his eyes, blinked hard, and tried to focus on the road. The
lights of the service station came into view ahead of him and the slip road
markers rumbled under the wheels of the lorry. Christian followed the
directions on the signs which separated cars and lorries into different areas
of the car park. He rolled the wagon gently to a stop on the area of the car
park designated for lorries and parked slightly away from the other vehicles
which were obviously here for an overnight stop, the cabs were in darkness
and their curtains tightly closed against the night. Some stood with their
rear doors fastened open to show they were unloaded and not a potential
target for hijackers.

He parked away from them partly because he didnit want to disturb
the other drivers and also because he wanted his lorry to be parked where
it could easily be picked out by someone looking for him. Heid been
instructed by his boss, that as the building in Leeds where he was to deliver
the weight lifting machines was somewhat difficult to find because of the
one way system, someone would meet him at the service station and he
could then follow them for the remainder of the journey. It seemed a bit of
an odd arrangement. Surely with his satellite navigation system he should
be able to find the place. He was being well paid for the job; they shouldnit
feel the need to send someone out in the night to help him to find the way.
In fact now he came to think of it, he was being very well paid for a simple
delivery of gym equipment.

He shrugged off the sudden feeling of apprehension. He was getting
on a bit and although he no longer enjoyed the long drives outside France,
if he could make a little extra money here and there, so much the better. It
didnit always do to be difficult or to ask too many questions. If he did theyid
soon find someone else to take his place. A younger man would jump at the
job. He had made good time on the drive it was only 5 a.m. and he was half
an hour early for the meeting. Looking in the drivers mirror he was always
surprised by the sallow and lined face which looked back at him. His eyes
were still the bright blue of a man 30 years younger. The rest of his face was
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that of a man not far off retirement. He ran a hand over the grey stubbled
chin. Mon dieu, he desperately needed a wash and a shave. He decided he
had plenty of time to walk inside and get a coffee and a sandwich. British
motorway food had improved in recent years he thought, as well as the
general standard of cleanliness and presentation.

He let himself gingerly down from the cab, flexed his knees which were
stiff, stretched his arms, pulled on his baseball cap, zipped up his navy blue
fleece jacket and crossed to the caf®. He felt in his trouser pocket for some
change and pulled out a hand full of Euros. Pushing them back in he reached
into the other pocket where he found his sterling. Inside the service station
he selected a cheese and pickle sandwich and a coffee served in a disposable
cup with a lid to take out. A haggard looking middle aged woman who was
wiping down tables had dropped her damp, grubby cloth and came across
to the till to take his money. He was glad that she didnit have to handle his
food. Dubois handed her a A5 note and pocketed the few coins he was
given in return. Back in his cab he took a bite from the sandwich, chewed
it in anticipation for a couple of seconds and then opened it to inspect the
contents. Heid never get used to what the English described as bread and
as for what they called cheese, wellé .. He took another bite and shook his
head. No good, he couldnit possibly eat it. Lowering the window, he threw
it hard into the bushes. Let the birds have it - if they would. He sipped
from the paper cup, the coffee wasnit bad he had to concede, and turned
the radio on. It was playing something soothing to help the insomniacs. He
tuned it to another station. Still fairly quiet, but at least the music had a bit
of a beat. He was feeling very tired now and hoped the music would help
him stay awake, he wound down the window for a bit and felt a blast of cold
air, just another driver breaking a long and monotonous journey. He looked
up as a white van drove in to the car park. The police vehicle pulled up and
dimmed its lights; the two officers got out and crossed to the caf@. Christian
peered through the dark. It was a Police Collision Investigation Vehicle. It
was only when he let out a sigh of relief, he realised how tense he was.

He looked at his watch and reached down to pull his mobile phone from
beneath his seat, he punched in the number heid been given and waited
whilst the call connected.

It rang twice and a voice said, 0ls that Chris?6

0Yes, itls meo replied Dubois.
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oLook to your lefto the voice instructed him. 60Can you see me?0

Christian looked across the car park to his left and saw a white transit
van parked in the shadows which flashed its headlights twice. 0l see you,
whatis your name please?6 asked Christian.

OWait until I set off, and then follow me. Stay closeo replied the voice.

00KaO replied Christian but he may as well not have bothered. The line
had gone dead. He looked at the phone in surprise as if it would provide
an explanation. Turning it off, he put it back under the seat. He started the
engine of the huge lorry, rolled it back on to the motorway and followed the
taillights of the white transit van towards Leeds.



One

heid been very deeply asleep. It was a dream of swimming deep

underwater, surrounded by a dark glassy greenness and a persistent
ringing in her ears. She began to panic, she couldnit get her breath, it
was becoming darker, perhaps she was too deep. As she struck out with
powerful strokes towards the surface of the sea and of consciousness, the
ringing in her ears became rhythmic. She shook her head to try and clear
it of the irritating noise, and in doing so awoke to the unrelenting tone of
the bedside telephone. The green figures of the digital clock on the bedside
table showed 1.58 a.m. as DCI Kate Peace reached out into the darkness
to pick up the handset. Her first fumbling attempt sent it clattering to the
wooden floorboards. 00h shit!é She fumbled in the gap between the bed
and the bedside cabinet, for the switch of the lamp and having successfully
located it, rolled over the edge of the bed to pick up the handset from
where it had come to rest, in a pool of light, against the wardrobe door. She
pressed the green button to accept the call.

OHello, Kate Peace here6 she mumbled automatically as she struggled to
sound alert.

OHello, Inspector Peace, 1im in Seacroft, 1im afraid we need you down
here straightaway0 It was the voice of Detective Sergeant Phil Simpson. He
sounded grim.

Just what you didnit need at this godforsaken hour, she thought. Ok,
eré whatis happened?6 asked Kate, yawning and forcing her eyes to stay
open. Having already freed herself from the tangle of bedding and thrown
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back the duvet, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed into the chill
air of the old farmhouse, and wriggled into a pair of black cotton knickers.
Holding the phone in one hand she grabbed a pair of grey wool trousers
which were hanging over the back of a nearby chair. Struggling into them
one handed she wobbled slightly as she felt around underneath the chair
with her foot trying to locate the black leather slip on shoes she wore to
work. She had one on but had to crouch down to see the other one. She
retrieved it from under the dressing table.

0Therels been a shooting down here. Iim at the Rose and Crown just off
the ring road. Two young males have been found in the car park. Oneis dead
and the other one theyive just taken away in the ambulance. He didnit look
good Iim afraid. He was gasping like a fish, the paramedics were shaking
their heads, they didnit look too optimistico said Phil Simpson. 0Oh, and
live sent George Offord and a uniform down to the hospital with the
ambulance to keep an eye on things down there6

Kate reached into the second drawer down and dragged out a long
sleeved black stretch t-shirt. No one was going to be looking to see what
she was wearing at this hour. She kicked a pair of grey jersey, jogging
bottoms out of her way and under the bed. She wouldnit be needing them
for a while. Thereid be no time for jogging tomorrow morning, or for the
foreseeable future. No-one on a murder investigation team has time for
their hobbies, even family life takes a back seat as Kate had found to the
cost of her marriage.

00K, Donit worry, 1im on my wayd Kate assured Simpson. 6And Phil,
can you make sure someoneis called Dr. Manby, and the forensics team,
and the photographer? Weire going to need all of them out there. And
get the area taped off will you; donit let anyone near the body. If there
Is any evidence at the scene get it into marked envelopes. We donit want
any problems later with the chain of evidence. You know the script.6 Kate
knew that Phil would be irritated by her reminders but was conscious that a
woman in what was still seen to be a manis job couldnit afford to let any slip
ups happen, however small, even if they were committed by someone else.
Ultimately sheid be held responsible.

oDonit worry, live arranged it. Theyire already all on the wayd he
sounded a bit miffed.
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00k, well Iim on my way too now. So just hold the fort until I get there.
I should be with you in about twenty minutes or probably less. There
shouldnit be anything on the road at this hour of the morningd Replacing
the handset of the phone in its stand, she paused just long enough to pull
a brush through her dark brown shoulder length bob a couple of times,
before securing her hair firmly in a business-like knot at the nape of her
neck with a black velvet scrunchie. She then dashed across the landing to the
bathroom. Forcing her eyes to stay open she looked at herself briefly in the
mirror as she passed. Not a pretty sight. As might be expected, she looked
like sheid just rolled out of bed. She slicked on a token gesture of clear lip
gloss. A compromise between not completely neglecting her appearance,
and not giving anyone the excuse to say sheid found it more important to
spend time on her make-up than getting to the crime scene. Never mind, it
would have to do. She turned and tripped over a pair of trainers left on the
bathroom floor the evening before. 6Damn6 she muttered and grabbed at
the door jamb to stop herself falling. She dashed down the oak staircase of
the old farmhouse, slipping into a 1j length waterproof jacket which hung
from the oak newel post as she passed, and winding a cashmere scarf round
her neck a couple of times before picking up her black leather shoulder
bag from the table in the hallway. Bending briefly, she patted the head of
the dozing golden retriever who opened one eye as she passed the kitchen
door. Turning back she flicked on the light switch and ran into the kitchen,
where she deposited her bag on the pine table and crossed to the cupboard
below the Belfast sink. Reaching into the large paper sack she put a couple
of scoops of food into the dogis metal dish and refilled his water bowl.

ol might not be back for breakfast Jasper old boy, so donit wait up for
meo

She smiled down at the sleepy dog that had already closed his eyes again.
Kate acknowledged this as a sign of his age, in his younger days he would
have been unable to resist the sound of food landing in his dish. If she was
delayed, as she often was, she knew that she could call and leave a message
later for Betty, her neighbour, who would pop round at breakfast time after
milking and let the old dog out for his constitutional.

Kate felt among the detritus in her bag for the car keys and let herself
out of the house. The Yale lock on the heavy door snicked sharply behind
her. A blast of icy wind hit her as she crossed the yard clicking the remote
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control on her key fob as she ran towards the car to get out of the cold.
The carfs interior light came on in welcome and Kate reached for the door
handle. She settled herself behind the wheel, turned the key in the ignition
and was rewarded by the throaty purr of the Audi as it sprang to life. She
twisted the control of the cars heater to its highest setting, flicked on the
headlights, and pressed the Coldplay 0Parachutesé CD in to the caris player.
It was too cold to drive with the cars window open, so this should help
wake her up. It had been a Christmas present from her teenage nephew
Charles. She wasnit sure if it was to her taste but was flattered to think that
Charles thought she was still of an age to appreciate it. Swinging the silver
Audi in a wide arc, she crunched across the gravel driveway, the headlights
picking out the dry stone wall of the farmyard as she passed through the
open five barred gate and onto the single track road down to the village
and then on towards Leeds. She reached into the glove compartment for
a cereal bar and a bottle of mineral water which she kept a ready stock of
for such situations.
What remained of the night would be tiring hungry work.

* * *

Kate stopped at the bottom of the residential road, bringing the car to
a halt and parking up under an orange streetlight. She was glad to see that
the blue-and-white crime-scene tape was already in place preventing her or
anyone else getting any closer to the scene.

A young uniformed police constable stepped out into the road barring
her way. His pimply and abnormally white face suggested that he was
perhaps called to the scene first and had found the body. 61im sorry, madam
the road is closed until further noticeé he said hands behind his back, feet
apart, and skinny chest thrust forward assertively. olf you turn round and
go back to the roundabout and take the third exité .6 he said, starting to
give her an alternative route into the town.

She wound down the car window oltis oko she replied cutting him off in
mid sentence. Climbing out of the car, she fished in her handbag for her ID
card and held it out for the young PC to inspect.

0Sorry Maiamo said the young PC shamefacedly.

Kate smiled thinly, slamming the car door, and stepped past him
dismissively, ducking to get underneath the taut blue and white plastic tape.
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She turned and flicked the remote locking system of the Audli, its indicators
flashing back at her in response. Walking round the side of the pub and
into the car park at the rear she could immediately see the tall slim figure of
Phil Simpson, the collar of his beige Mac turned up and buttons fastened
up to the neck in attempt to keep out the cold. He stood with Dr. Manby,
the Home Office pathologist, their heads together in conversation. They
turned towards her as they heard her approach.

OHi Kateo said the genial Dr Manby. Little seemed to ruffle him.
Certainly not being called from his bed in the small hours of a freezing
February Sunday morning. Impeccably dressed, in a dark jacket, white
shirt, and sporting a bow tie, he looked like heid just come from the theatre
or a smart restaurant. Now semi-retired and living in the smart area of
Roundhay, heid been able to steal a march on Kate and had had twenty
minutes start.

oHello Doctor, so what can you tell us?6 She knew that at this stage the
Doctor would be unlikely to commit himself to anything specific or even
remotely helpful, but went through the motions out of politeness. It was
all part of the game they played. There was a similar conversation at every
crime scene. It felt like a rehearsal for a school play.

00ne white male, probably early to mid twenties and hels deadd

ols that it?6 she tried to inject a note of surprise into her question, as if
sheid expected more. Although they could all see that the body in front of
them was as dead as a door post, it wasnit official until it was confirmed by
the doctor.

0No, he died from gunshot wounds. Thatis it. At the momento replied
Manby with a satisfied air.

Kate feigned disappointment, but knew better than to press for more
information at this stage. They were both playing their parts well.

0You can be moving him as soon as theyive finished taking the pictures
Kate. 1im away back home for a couple of hours sleep; live seen as much
as | need to for now. lill see the laddie later on this morning6é The Doctor
waved a goodbye to Kate and strode away, hands in pockets, into the
remainder of the night.

Jason Young, the crime scene photographer rubbed his hands together
and blew on them in a bid to keep the circulation moving. The bright arc
lights which had been set up to enable him to take his photographs gave the
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scene an air of a film set, and the body that of an actor posed as if to shock.
When some one called ocutd heid get to his feet laughing and walk away.
The body on the ground however had taken a real bullet to the centre of the
chest and lay ignominiously on his back between a pile of overflowing black
refuse sacks and stack of empty plastic beer crates. Heid only be leaving
the scene in a body bag. In life he had been a good looking young man. He
was broad shouldered and well muscled. But had high cheek bones, and
fine facial features. He wore navy blue track suit bottoms and a hooded
sweatshirt, on his feet were top of the range Nike trainers. The reflective
silver logo glittered in the arc lights. His sweatshirt was partially unzipped
and underneath it he wore the fashion equivalent of an old mans string vest
in bright yellow, except that it was now for the most part stained blood red.
He obviously took pride in his appearance and like a lot of youngsters felt
it more important to look good than keep warm.

Kate stood back, turned up her collar and thrust her hands deep into
the pockets of her jacket whilst Jason Young the photographer finished
taking his pictures of the scene. The camera flashed and whined. Jason
walked round the body and took several shots from the opposite side. He
then crossed to the black canvas hold all which heid placed on top of an
empty grey metal beer barrel which was awaiting collection by John Smithis
brewery. Reaching into the bag, he pulled out a video camera. He walked
around the body filming it from all directions, close up and then further
back, then turning and filming a broad sweep of the pub car park and the
rear of the premises.

Finally he straightened up and turned to Kate, hands on hips. His
highlighted hair, golden tan and straight white teeth made him look more
like a top salon hairdresser than a top flight photographer 600K, thatis me
finishedd said Jason. 0You can let the space men at him nowé

Jason was referring to the scene of crime forensic team who waited
patiently in their all-in-one disposable hooded, white paper suits, which
would ensure that they did not contaminate the area. Pulling their masks
into position and donning latex gloves, they moved forward. They worked
to the strict belief that at a crime scene everyone brought something and
took something away. That was how the perpetrator was caught. They
didnit want to contaminate the area by leaving any fibres or hairs from
themselves.

10



Payback Time

Before she gave the order for them to start work, Kate studied the body
for some time, liking to get a feel for how the victim might have been in
life. 00Ok, you can start nowd she told the forensic team. She turned to Phil
Simpson and asked; 0Were there any witnesses?d

0Well, no-one wejve spoken to admits to having seen anything but itis
that sort of area where they wouldnit have noticed the Pope in his golf
buggy if they thought it would keep us off their backs. An old lady across
the road who says she couldnit sleep heard what she thought was a car door
slamming and looked out as a car drove away at speed. Of course, she didnit
know the make or model only that it was a dark coloured car, very fast and
Vvery noisy.o

oDid you see anything else?0

0A group of kids who were larking about in the churchyard reckon they
looked over the wall as a blue car drove by, but itis difficult to know whether
or not to believe them, theyire so full of whatever this weekis offer of cheap
lager is from Tesco they donit know whether theyire on this earth or Fullers.
Anyway weive taken their names and addresses and can follow them up later
But I donit think theyill be able to tell us anything useful.6

oWell I can tell you who he isé 6

Kate spun round at the womanis voice behind her shoulder. 6And you
are?0 she asked.

0lim the landlady, love. Noreen Game. Game by name, and game by
nature, so they say6 She exhaled a long breath of cigarette smoke and
laughed into the night air. Her dry peroxide hair stood out like a crazy halo
illuminated by the sharp lighting of the crime scene photographer. 6And
that6 she said pointing to the body in the parking space, with her cigarette,
0ls Leon Edwardsé é . bastard.0

Kate looked across at Phil and raised her eyebrows as Noreen Game
continued to study the body impassively.

Abruptly, Noreen Game turned on her white stiletto heels, grinding the
deposited tab end underfoot and walked unsteadily towards the rear door
of the pub, calling over her shoulder, 0So, does anyone want a drink? It on
the house as she disappeared inside.
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HE large dark blue Vauxhall Omega car followed the same route

which the ambulance had taken through the night streets of Leeds
a few minutes previously. There were few about in the streets now, either
traffic or people. The occasional straggler climbed into a taxi and was
whisked homewards. Roller blinds were being secured over the windows
of fast food outlets, a marked police car patrolled the city streets, no more
than a representational presence. The flashing blue light on the ambulance
had been merely a formality, unnecessary on the virtually clear roads. The
Vauxhall pulled into the forecourt of the hospital and parked up in one of
the three spaces clearly marked 0No Parking6 by the entrance.

Detective Sergeant George Offord walked through the automatic glass
doors and into the reception area of the hospital. He made his way across
to the large circular desk in the centre of which the staff were standing.
Although it meant that enquirers could approach from any direction, it was
a wonder the staff behind it didnit get dizzy. At this time of the night there
were only two people manning the desk using a couple of phones and with
one computer screen switched on which was currently swirling with the
blue and white hospital logo pattern of the screensaver.

He approached the desk, fastening the middle button of his tweed
jacket, and dusted some stray cigarette ash from his sleeve. He reached into
the inside jacket pocket for his ID card and palmed it ready for inspection.
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As soon as he saw it one of the men wearing the light blue shirt and navy
sweater of the porteris uniform picked up the phone and quickly said a few
words which Offord couldnit quite catch. With a sideways movement of his
head, he motioned George across to a double door, above which was a sign
reading Accident and Emergency Department. 0Over there mate, theyire
expecting youd

0Cheersd George nodded his thanks and putting his card back in his
pocket, he crossed the general waiting area towards the Accident and
Emergency Department. He passed through the door where a tired looking
young nurse waited to show him through to a room with a sign on the door
which read iDoctoris Officel. She stood aside, pushing the door open for
him to squeeze his bulk through.

Approaching retirement George was of the old school but becoming
increasingly aware of how the years of snatched meals of pork pies and
Cornish pasties washed down with a few beers had taken their toll on his
figure and, as there was always some busy body trying to tell him, on his
health.

Behind the desk in the small windowless office was seated a young
Doctor, bespectacled and with dark, wavy hair, wearing a long white coat
and with a stethoscope slung round his neck. He rose to his feet, leaned
anxiously across the desk and shook Georgels proffered hand. 6Good
morning Inspector. | imagine youire here about the guy theyive just brought
in from the shootingd It was a statement rather than a question.

oDetective Sergeant.6 corrected Offord oYes, how is he, able to talk to
us yet?6

0Take a seat0 the doctor offered.

George unbuttoned his jacket and settled himself at the opposite side
of the desk

0At the moment heis still unconscious 1im afraid. Theyive got him down
in Resus. And obviously are doing everything they can for him but it doesnit
look good. At this stage we just canit tell. In the long term, and by that |
mean over the next hour or so weill know what the chances really are.6 he
twiddled a pencil nervously.

00h hell, we really need to talk to him as soon as possible. At the
moment weive no idea whois behind this. Heis the best chance weive got.
You know the other lad who was with him died? Shot dead at the scene6
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0Yes, so | gather. Pretty ghastly, but as I say, I donit think you realise,
at the moment we just donit know what sort of recovery, if any, he might
make0 said the young doctor helplessly.

George almost felt sorry for him. He was clearly out of depth, pushed in
to do the talking whilst someone more senior was fighting for the shooting
victimis life. Or so it was to be hoped. oNo point in me hanging around
then at the moment, but Iill be leaving a uniformed officer here to keep a
guard on himé

The Doctoris eyebrows rose almost comically on receiving this
information.

0But as | say,0 George couldnit resist poking a bit of fun at the young
manis formal attitude, 6At the moment we just donit know whots behind this
shooting, and when they realise that hes still alive they might want to have
another go. You know, try and finish him off.6

The Doctor stopped twiddling his pencil, placed it carefully on the desk in
front of him and looked at George over the top of his tortoiseshell framed
glasses, and then took them off altogether, rubbing his eyes. Without the
glasses he just looked young and shocked. 0You donit think any one would
try anything here in the hospital?6 he asked in a whisper.

Offord shrugged his shoulders. 0Who can say? Anythingis possible, we
donit know what this is about, who they are, or how desperated

ol think lid better inform security6

0Might not be a bad ideaé Offord stood up and pushed his chair back
from the desk, reaching out to shake the young manis hand. cGAnyway lill be
off now. Can | take your name, in case | need to speak to you again?0

00h, yes of course, sorry, Iim Richard Turnbullé the Doctor replied
distractedly, still visibly shocked at the possibility of armed gangsters round
every corner.

Offord made a note of this piece of information. And then gave a parting
quip. 0Right Doctor, lill bid you good night. I should get yourself a quick
cuppa.6 Doctor Turnbull looked up at George clearly uncomprehending.
0But youid better be sharp lad, someone will know who he is and it canit be
long before the grieving relatives roll up and youéve them to deal withd

Without waiting for a reply Offord turned smartly and walked out of the
stuffy office. He made his way out of the hospital and across the car park to
where the unmarked police car remained parked in one of the ambulance
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bays. He squeezed himself back into the driveris seat and looked across at
PC Murray.

OMurray, theyire still working on him at the moment. So get yourself in
there lad. | want you outside the door of that room. And make sure you stay
close to him. Like a monkey on a stickd Offord looked at his watch, it was
almost 4 am. olill have two more lads down here to relieve you by six, donit
worry, you wonit be late off duty.0

PC Murray nodded in acknowledgement of his instructions and
stepped out of the car. oLike a monkey on a stick indeed!6 he thought.
Smoothing back his straw coloured hair, and positioning his peaked cap to
best advantage the young PC pulled back his broad shoulders, fastened the
silver tunic buttons, pulled straight his jacket and marched into the hospital.
Perhaps thereid be some nice sympathetic young nurse who could provide
him with a cup of tea and a biscuit or two during his vigil.

Offord reversed the car out of its space and set off for the police station.
Perhaps he could get hold of bacon butty and a pot of tea in the police
canteen before he met up with Kate Peace and the rest of the team to
discuss how the investigation would progress. These meetings always bored
him. George saw himself very much of a thands oni policeman, and would
much rather be out and about at ground level, questioning people. He
reached into his jacket pocket and felt around for the couple of unwrapped
Rennies he knew were there. He popped them both into his mouth together.
He straightened himself as much as he could within the confines of his seat
belt and gave a loud and satisfying belch. Perhaps heid not bother with the
bacon sandwich after all, but a mug of tea would go down well, all the same.
George Offord backed carefully out of the parking space and accelerated
swiftly through the hospital gates, driving the short distance through the
streets to Millgarth Police Station.

* * *

Kate Peace and Phil Simpson followed Noreen Game through the back
door of the pub and into the bar. She was standing behind the bar with her
back to them and jabbed twice with her glass at the optic, dispensing herself
a double gin which she place on the bar and splashed a token drop of tonic
water into. She took a swift mouthful and turned to Kate and Phil. 0Whatis
yours then?d she asked.
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OEr, half a bitter for me,6 said Phil looking across at Kate to see if this
was acceptable. Kate nodded almost imperceptibly. They needed to look
friendly and approachable. The woman clearly needed a drink and they
would get more out of her if she felt at ease and the interview was on a
more informal basis.

0ANd for you?0 she asked Kate.

olill have the same as you, but make it a single, please.6 Noreen Game
served the drinks, and Kate was thankful to see, was more generous with
the tonic water in Katefs drink, sloshing a good amount into the glass and
an even greater amount over the surface of the bar, than she had been with
her own. She came round from behind the bar and heaved herself onto a
high barstool, hampered by her short, tight, black Lycra skirt. After a couple
of failed attempts with her lighter she managed to light a cigarette and took
a long drag from it.

Kate took a sip of the gin, careful to turn the glass so that a smudge of
coral lipstick which remained from a previous customer faced away from
her. 0So, Noreen what can you tell us about what happened here tonight?6

Phil Simpson discreetly pulled his note book from his pocket, clicked out
the point of his biro and prepared to take notes from the conversation.

oNothing really - they were in here most of the night, they arrived about
half past nine or quarter to tené 6

Kate cut her off. 0Who were they Noreen?6 she prompted.

Noreen Game looked up from her glass. oLeon Edwards and Eliot
Nelsond

0Was there anyone else with them?6 enquired Kate.

0No-one that I could see. They were sitting over there together in that
corner near to the bandit.6 Noreen pointed across the room with her
cigarette. 0They had a few lagers apiece, chatted, and made a few calls on
their mobiles. Then about half past one I think it was, some guy came in
and went across to them. They stood up and left their drinks and all went
out the back door to the car parké

oDid you know him, this man who came in and talked to them?6

ONo, live never seen him befored

O0What did he look like?6

ol donit know. I only really saw the back of himo

oDid you notice what he was wearing?0
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0A dark coloured tracksuit. Blue or black, and the hood up over a baseball
cap. | remember the peak stuck out from under the hoodd

oDo you think that they knew him?6

00h yes. He walked up to Eliot and slapped him on the back. You know
in fun, said 6Hi, howire you doingi or something like thatd

oWhat did he look like, Noreen, tall, small, fat, thin?0

oJust ordinaryé .err tallish, slim. Like I said, tracksuit bottoms, hooded
sweatshirto

0Black, white?0

oWhite | think, Yes, | saw a bit of his face as he walked in He had a scarf
round his mouth. | thought perhaps it must be cold outsided

O0What happened next?6 prompted Kate.

0They all walked out the back together, and then there were these loud
bangs, | told myself it was a car backfiring but I think I knew it wasnit. I ran
to the back door just as a car was pulling away, a blue saloon I think, with a
spoiler on the boot. I saw them on the ground and came back in and called
9996 Noreen Gamels voice trailed away, she gulped another mouthful of
gin and hurriedly brushed a tear from her cheek.

oltis OK Noreen, youive had a shock. Itis not a pretty sight out there6
said Kate passing the other woman a paper tissue from her bag. 0Sorry to
keep pushing you Noreen, but it sounds to me like you didnit have much
time for Leon Edwards.0

0l know you shouldnit speak ill of the dead and all thaté & He is, isnit
he? I mean they havenit moved himé

oYes Noreen, 1im afraid he is deadd

oWell you might as well know now, theres no point beating about the
bush, I hated him - my Jade thought the sun shone out his arse, listens to
his so called music all the time. Do you know what he calls himself? Leedsb
white rapper! Huh I ask you! What a prick! And the mess sheis iné .0

Phil scribbled frantically. Kate tried not to look puzzled but nodded,
encouraging Noreen to go on.

ol canit prove it, any of it, but 1im sure it was him got her using the gear.
She wonit hear a word against him, of course. And he has the bloody cheek
to come in here, and sit in front of me, in my bar, as if butter wouldnit
melt in his mouthé Well, if you ask me, he got what was coming to him!o
Noreen sniffed and took another gulp of gin.
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0Was Jade Leonis girlfriend Noreen?6 asked Kate.

0No, Jade is Eliotis girlfriendé though God only knows who that baby
of herfs belongs to because it doesnit look like him. But they all love Leon
the ipop stari No Leonis got some stuck- up piece - Carla I think shefs called,
a model or some such | hear. Bloody model air- fix more like!ld6 Noreen
seemed to run out of steam.

oWeill need to talk to Jade, Noreen, where can we find her?6 asked Phil.

Noreenis head snapped up at the sound of his voice as if sheid forgotten
he was there.

Kate took the opportunity to tip her barely touched gin into Noreenis
almost empty glass.

00ver there, in the tower blocksé Noreen nodded across the room as
if they could all see through the end wall of the bar. 0Brookfield Mansion,
Flat 520

Kate waited for some scathing remark about the unlikely name for the
concrete tower block, but none came.

oWeill leave it for now Noreen, thank you for your help; weill probably
need to get back to you later.0 Kate got to her feet.

Noreen drained the last of the gin which Kate had poured into her
glass.

Phil stood slowly, draining the last of his beer and replaced his note
book in his inside jacket pocket, nodding a brief goodbye to Noreen Game
as he followed Kate from the pub.

oWell, Phil,6 said Kate 0What do you make of that?6

Phil smiled into the darkness and replied 6Someone didnit like his
music?6

00h very drollo said Kate as they reached their cars 0See you back at the
stationd

* * *

00K,0 said Kate as they took their seats around the Formica topped
table in the squad room, 0What we need to do next is get ourselves out there
this afternoon and ask some questions. We need to know whatis behind this,
because so far | canit work it out. Itls not a random shooting. Not even a
drive by. Someone who they seem to have known walked into the Rose and
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Crown and got them outside with the intention of them being shot down
either by himself, or more likely by someone else, in cold blood.6

0What makes you think there was some one else involved?6 asked Phil,
playing devils advocate. The team often did this, bouncing ideas off one
another.

ol know he could have been working alone, but can you imagine: you
walk into a pub, get two guys out into the car park and then say to them
iCan you just wait here a minute whilst I nip to the car and get my gun? And
the one we saw, at least, was a fit looking young man. It would have to be a
brave bloke to take two of them on single handed.6

0Yeah, point takeno said Phil.

0ANd I donit know how theyive got into something as serious as this. live
had a word with Jim downstairs, according to the computer, Nelsoni got
a bit of previous form. Taking and driving away cars as a juvenile. Later he
was pulled in for possession of a controlled substance, but not with intent
to supply. They couldnit make that stick. The amount he had could well
have been for personal use. But he drives a flash motor, therefs a nice Jeep
Cherokee in the car park of the Rose and Crown which is registered in his
name, so wherefs the money coming from for that? Hefs into something and
we need to find out what. It looks like he might have been playing out of
his league here. And the other lad, Edwardsé . Nothing at all, heis clean as
a whistle. I know Noreen thinks hefs a bad jun but hefs either clean or damn
clever.o

George Offord straightened in his plastic chair. The hastily grabbed
bacon sandwich which heid succumbed to in the canteen was making its
presence felt. There was a sharp pain in his right hand side. He was going
to have to try to cut down. He patted his jacket pocket trying to locate his
packet of Benson and Hedges and the green disposable lighter and then
remembered he was in a no smoking zone. He wished to God Inspector
Peace would get a move on; he was dying for a fag. He sighed loudly and
looked at he door longingly.

Kate looked across at him and asked 0Are you alright George. Not
boring you am 1?6

OFine, Iim fine, itis just that these chairs arenit very comfortable.6 He
straightened his back and altered his position slightly, emitting a quiet, gassy
belch.
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oWell Iim just about finishedd replied Kate, 0Phil this afternoon can you
go and have a word with Jade Game? See what you can come up with. And
find out where 1 can get hold of this Carla. George, will you check whatts
going on down at the hospital. If you canit talk to Nelson, then see if you
can talk to the family? They may know something about his contacts or if
hels been behaving any differently lately. 1ill go and interview Carla when
we track her down. DCis Rayner and Chatten can organise a house to house
in the area of the Rose and Crown, and follow up the kids who were in the
churchyard, see if they can come up with anything else6 Kate rose to her
feet looking at her watch. 0But first live got to get down to the Infirmary,
| told Dr Manby 1id be down there in time to watch him perform the post-
mortemé and having seen Manby at work before she knew that perform
was the right word.
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Kate made her way unwillingly through the dimly lit cream painted
corridors on the lower floors of the hospital towards the mortuary.
She pushed open the opaque plastic swing doors and found herself in a
small corridor which ran between a couple of offices. She pressed the bell
on the wall for attention as requested by the sign and sat down to wait on
the old wooden hard backed chair.

Dr Manby popped his head round the door. He was already dressed
in his green surgical scrubs, covered with a disposable plastic apron and
plastic shoes ready for the post mortem. Even the sight of this made Kateis
imagination run riot and she felt a little queasy. Despite having been to
several post mortems, it was still something she found unpleasant. She was
coming to think that it wouldnit change and was something that sheid just
have to get used to. Being a vegetarian, the chemical smell of cleanliness
combined with the smell which reminded her of raw bloody liver made her
heave.

oKate my dear, do come through,0 said Dr Manby with a welcoming
smile, holding the door for her to pass in front.

For all the world, thought Kate, as if she was entering a G.Pis surgery
not a butcheris shop. Kate walked into the room in front of Dr Manby and
stood on the spot he suggested. This, she thought was probably the best
place to get an unimpeded view of things, unfortunately.
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Leon Edwards was laid on the metal table. Heid already been weighed,
measured and photographed from every angle before Kate got there.

Dr Manby turned on his dictaphone and stood at the side of the table
with his hands behind his back. He paced from the head of the table to
the foot and back, nodding gravely to himself. Then he leaned forward and
examined the hole in Leon Edwardsi chest.

Did he enjoy playing this part? Kate wondered.

He stood up again and said, 0Shot at fairly close range, probably from
3-4 yards away. Certainly no more.0 He pointed the area of entry in the
centre of the chest. 0See? here and here.6 He looked up at Kate waiting for
her agreement.

0Yeso said Kate obediently, staring determinedly at an area somewhere
above Dr. Manby®s head.

olid say it was a sawn off shot gun. Theyire easier to carry about. Less
obvious, Eh Kate?0

0Yes,0 replied Kate again. Perhaps if she thought about something else,
it would take her mind off the awfulness of what was happening.

Dr. Manby turned and picked up a scalpel, which glinted as he held it to
the light as if to check the cutting edge, and then bent to make the first cut
in the Y-shaped incision before peeling back the flap of flesh.

Kate tried to study the opposite wall and compile a mental shopping list
of what she needed to buy for tea. Perhaps not. She felt clammy and dizzy,
her mouth filled with the salty taste that precedes vomiting. 6No, | wonitd
she said to herself and concentrated on breathing in and out regularly and
deeply, determined to stick it out. Think about something else, a holiday in
the sun, she promptly felt hot and dizzy. Next years Christmas presents, she
felt sick and clammy,é .anything, anything.

Dr Manbyis recital droned on in the background. Kate took a deep
breath and breathed out very slowly whilst counting up to a hundred in her
head. Someone had one told her it was difficult for your body to remain
tense whilst breathing out. It seemed to work, so she did it again and then
counted backwards from a hundred down to nought, trying not listen to the
details and probable timing of Leon Edwardsi last meal. She always thought
kebabs most unpleasant things anyway, and this just served to confirm her
opinion.
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00K,6 said Dr. Manby, after what seemed like an eternity, dropping the
scalpel on to the metal trolley with a clink, peeling off the latex gloves with a
thwack, and dropping them into the yellow clinical waste bin. His colleague
started clearing away some of the equipment prior to reassembling Leon
Edwards and stitching him up again.

oWell thatts that then, eh, Kate? Didnit tell us anything we didnit already
know, did it?6

Kate breathed a sigh of relief and felt her shoulders relax as the tension
left her. ONo, no, | suppose noto she said, forcing a smile 0Well, um, thank
you for letting me attendd

OAlways a pleasure to see you my dear, any time, you know youire
always welcome here6 said Manby. He escorted Kate to the door. olill get
the report typed up and fax it over to youo he called, his voice becoming
necessarily louder.

Kate was already half way up the corridor, desperate for some fresh air.

Dr Manby smiled to himself and went back into the room.

* * *

Phil climbed the stairwell in Brookfield Mansion. As usual the lifts
werenit working. The area smelt like a bad public toilet. He stepped carefully
between the most dubious looking patches of unidentifiable deposits on
the floor. Thankfully, Jades flat was only on the fifth floor. He knocked
at the door. And studied the graffiti on the opposite wall I woz fere. I donit
know whyi and the details of a couple called Carl and Jodie who seemed to
want to advertise their sexual prowess. As he expected, there was no reply.
Cautiously he pushed open the letter box and called through it,

0Jade are you in there? Answer the door. It the Police. We need to talk
to youd Phil knew that by now Noreen would have been in touch with her
daughter. He heard footsteps getting closer behind the door. The door
opened and Phil held out his identification card. 6Jade Game?d He looked
at the large black circled eyes and pale pinched features of the girl in front
of him.

oYouid better come in6 replied Jade as she turned and walked away,
leaving him to close the door and follow her. They walked down the dark
windowless passage which had three doors, all leading off to the left.
The first door was closed. Through the second Phil could see a small
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windowless bathroom which looked none to clean or tidy, damp towels lay
on the stained carpet and dirty clothes overflowed the linen basket, it smelt
of mould. The next door took them into the sitting room where the usual
large screen television stood over near the window and a black leather three
piece suite dominated the rest of the space, barely leaving room for the
small fold away square wooden table and two chairs.

On one of these sat Noreen Game, elbow on the table, cigarette in
one hand and a glass in the other, containing a gin and tonic if it held the
contents of the two bottles which stood on the table next her.

A baby of indeterminate sex sat in a high chair and amused itself by
rubbing a jam sandwich round the tray with the flat of its hand.. At least it
looked well fed and cared for, if not particularly clean.

0Grab a pew then,6 said Noreen nodding towards the other flimsy chair
across the table from her.

Phil sat down carefully on the folding seat. It didnit look very robust.

0Get him a coffee loved Noreen instructed Jade.

Phil thought that if the standards of cleanliness in the kitchen were
anything like the bathroom heid rather not risk it. 0No, Itis Ok Jade. live
just had a drink and 1 wonit keep you long. Therels just one or two quick
questions we need to go through if thatis alright?6

Jade didnit answer so he continued: 0Jade you know what happened to
Leon and Eliot last night?6

Jade still didnit respond.

QAnswer the policeman!é said Noreen to her daughter, banging her hand
on the rickety table. Gin sloshed over the rim of the glass and added to the
other unidentifiable stains on the table top.

0Jade you know that Eliot is very ill?6 said Phil.

Jade shook her blond hair back out of her eyes 0Yeah, my mum said6
she nodded across at Noreen.

0Do you know who might have done this?6 Phil asked.

0Nope, how would I know?6 Jade said sulkily.

0No ideas at all?6 queried Phil disbelievingly.

0No! | told you6 shouted Jade.

00K so do you know why this might have happened?6 asked Phil.

0No00 Jade mumbled.
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00h come on, Jade, you must have some idea. Leon Edwards is dead and
Eliot could end up the same way,0 Phil said impatiently.

At this Jade looked up and again pushed her long blond hair back from
her face, suddenly looking tired, no doubt not helped by the demands of
her small child. olive told you I donit know anything about what they were
doing. You wanna ask that stuck -up Carla bird what they were all doing, she
was always with them, iCos I donit know alright? Ask no questions, you get
no lies is what I always say.0

Phil realised that Jade either truly didnit know anything or wasnit going
to say so. He wondered if it was because her mother was there and decided
to change tack.

00K, Jade where was Eliot when he wasnit here?d He didnit really expect
a useful answer.

0At worké . They both work, workedo Jade corrected herself odown the
gym on Chapeltown Roadd

0And Carla, where will I find her?6

0l dunno where she lives but she runs the hairdressers iCutin Tanj Itis
the one in Roundhay.6

Phil wrote all this down. There seemed little else to be gained from Jade
at the moment. olill leave you for now then, but we will need to come and
see you again at some point.0 Phil got up to leave. Noreen took a long slow
drag on the cigarette and Phil realised he didnit have a clue what she was
thinking. Jade was already on her way to the door as the baby threw the
remaining portion of its sandwich onto the floor. Probably a good idea,
thought Phil.

* * *

George parked his Vauxhall at the edge of the kerb outside the red brick
semi- detached local authority house. He heaved himself out of the car and
looked up and down the street. It looked quiet enough at the moment, and
he hoped there wouldnit be too much missing from the car when he came
back out. He took a quick drag from his cigarette dropped it on the path,
ground it out with his heel and kicked it down a grate.

Number 41 Croft View wasnit the best kept house heid seen. Someone
had planted a privet hedge several years ago but the few remaining scraggy
bushes had about had it. He picked his way up the garden path, dodging
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the old settee and a couple of rusty bikes. As he knocked hard at the door
it opened and a small scruffy looking man with a defeated air stood aside,
letting George into the square hallway. The living room was through the
door directly ahead of him.

It was difficult to see at first in the dimly lit room for two reasons. Firstly,
the thin curtains were drawn, this may have been as a mark of respect but
George thought they were probably always kept closed. And secondly there
was a thick fog of cigarette smoke. A small square table was pushed against
one wall and three people sat around it, smoking and flicking cigarette ash
in the general direction of the already overflowing glass ashtray. Some time
in the past an attempt at house keeping had been made with a plastic wipe-
clean cloth in a red and white check covering the table, but whoever had
had the idea had long since given it up as a bad one. On the top the pattern
was barely distinguishable under the stains left from the numerous empty
beer cans and slops of coffee from the mismatched mugs which littered the
surface.

A large woman sat on a plastic chair originally intended for use in the
garden, her massive pendulous bosom wobbled freely under the baggy
round necked tee shirt, her large thighs encased in black stretchy leggings
bulged through the gap between the seat and the arms of the chair. For a
brief moment George tried to imagine this unlikely couple on the job. She
must have weighed at least 18 stones and he was probably about 8 stones
wet through. No, it was too awful to contemplate. But they had had three
sons. There was a great clatter as she tried to clear a space on the table top
and several empty cans fell to the floor and rolled away. A further one must
have been quite full as it landed on the grubby carpet with a loud thud and
fizz as the contents spilled out.

0This terels me son Daz, just got here from Manchester.d she pointed
across with her cigarette, at a young man with shoulder length, fair hair,
green eyes and an olive complexion. 6And me other son, Wayne, lives at
fome with uso

Wayne too was probably fair but it was hard to be certain with his head
shaved.

Daz didnit look up but had an air of disinterested arrogance, Wayne
viciously ground out the cigarette heid been smoking in the glass ashtray.
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0lim sorry weive had to meet under these circumstanceso said George
relieved that at least he hadnit had the job of breaking the news of Leon
Edwardsi death to his family.

The two brothers who, George guessed were both older than Leon, had
the smug but cagey air found in those who had spent time as a guest of Her
Majesty.

0ANnd Leonis dad of course,0 Her way of introducing the beaten little
man who stood in the doorway of the room.

George decided that it was Mrs. Edwards who wore the trousers in the
house and decided to address himself to her. 0Mrs. Edwards, we need all
the help we can get to catch these people and I know this is a difficult time
for you, but I need to ask you a few questions, is that OK?06

o0l know youbve your job to do and 1im happy to help, but our Leon was
a good lad, never in any bother¢ she said.

George thought if only heid had a fiver for every time heid heard that
one. 0Does Leon live with you?6

No, heis doing well for limself our Leon, tad a job at the gym and did his
D.Jing on a night. Lived in Chapel Allertond she said proudly with a nod of
her head. As if living there could absolve him from any wrongdoing.

0Was Leon involved with any people who might have wanted to harm
him?6 George asked her.

0No, whoid want to hurt our Leon? He was a good lad.6

Daz watched the exchange with narrowed eyes, which slid from one
speaker to the other, it could have been the cigarette smoke but George
didnit think so.

oDaz can you think of anyone who might have wanted to harm your
brother?6

ONo, | favenit a clued he sounded bored oDonit live round here no more,
do 1, so I wouldnit know nuffinko

George knew when he was on a loser so switched tack.

0Wayne, did Leon ever say anything to you to make you think he was in
any trouble?6 asked George.

0Nah, Leon wouldnit upset anyoned said Wayne.

oWell he upset someone enough to shoot him didnit he?6 George
reminded them.

OMistaken identityo said Wayne.
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George chose to ignore this remark. 0But he must have mixed with some
funny customers in the club scene?6 George suggested. 0Drug dealers,
users, and allsortso

oWell, thats as maybe, but it doesnit mean that he knew them or theyid
want to shoot him, does it?6 Mrs. Edwards replied.

0No. No, I suppose noto sighed George. 0You wouldnit have a key to his
house by any chance would you?6

oWell, as it happens | do.6 Daz looked at her sharply but she didnit see it.
This was obviously news to him. 0He left me a key for emergencies. He once
had his cards and keys taken out of his jacket pocket at one club. Stolen!
Would you believe it? Some people donit care who they nick from!6

George struggled to follow this line of logic, if indeed there was one.
oDo you think I could borrow them, Iill give you a receipt of course. Weill
need to search the house, it may give us a lead.6

0Ere, Wayne, pass us me bag from behind that chair.0 Mrs. Edwards
duly foraged in the bottom of the plastic shopping bag. Pulling out old
receipts, carrier bags, a couple of used paper tissues, and a string bag of
the kind which stretched to take excess shopping when the first bag was
full. Eventually she gave up and upended the lot onto the living room floor.
0Ah, ere we are,6 she said proudly as a bunch of keys fell to the floor with a
jingle. She picked them up and passed them to George.

0Thank you very much, Mrs. Edwards,0 he said wondering what the
other keys were for. 01im going to leave you this card with my number on it
and if you think of anything at all, no matter how insignificant, er small,6 he
corrected himself, oit may seem, you can reach me on this line.0

She took the card from him and placed it in a prominent position in
front of the clock on the mantelpiece. Mr. Edwards, with the look of a
beaten dog, who hadnit uttered a word during the interview, opened the
door for George to leave.

George stepped out onto the garden path, the fresh air coming as a relief
to his stinging eyes, and negotiated his way round the old furniture. He was
just about to get into the car when he looked down, stepped back and then
made a quick circuit of the car. Mm, not too bad for this area. Only the four
hub caps were missing. He drove from the Edwardsi house down to the
infirmary. He wanted to keep tabs on Eliot Nelsonis condition. If he was to
die as well, theyid be looking at a double murder investigation. He parked
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in one of the spaces in the car parking area for the general public and went
into the hospital. The reception desk was much busier today. People asking
for directions to the wards and queries about payment for car parking
seemed to be the two most popular topics. George waved his card and one
of the staff came forward to speak to him.

olim looking an E. Nelson, he was brought in during the early hours of
this morning,6 George told the receptionist, a small thin faced man with
beady eyes and a short thin nose, whose name was Simon Bird according to
the identification card which hung round his neck on a piece of tape.

In a bird-like manner the receptionist tipped his head to one side and
clicked the mouse on the computer screen to bring up the admissions page.
olntensive Care6 he informed George. 0If you follow the red line painted
on the flooré 6

oltis O.K. live been there befored George cut him off in mid speech and
set off heavy footed along the red line. When he reached the door to the
unit he rang the bell on the wall for attention. It made no sound but must
have registered somewhere as a nurse wearing a trousers and top of pale
blue cotton came to the door.

0live come to ask about a Mr. Nelsond he told her.

0Ah yes, his parents are at the bedside. lill show you to Sisteris office, it
a little more private and 1ill ask them to come and speak to you for a few
momentso she said 0Would you please use the hand wash before you come
in?6 she asked, pointing to a plastic bottle of pink liquid, fitted with a pump
dispenser. 00ur patients are very vulnerable to infection

George made a play of thoroughly disinfecting his hands to oblige her
but secretly wondered looking at her delicate hands if she did the same, and
if not what unmentionable germs lurked on the door handles after all the
revolting messes that nurses had to touch in the course of a day. That in
mind he tried hard not to touch anything himself, letting her walk in front
and open all the doors. Heid read in the papers about the awful flesh eating
germs you could pick up in hospital, never mind the more common things
like sickness and diarrhoea viruses. Heid be glad when he was out of the
place.

The Sisteris Office was a small glass walled cubicle which looked out on
to the dozen beds in the room, hardly private George thought. He watched
as she approached the furthest bed where a middle aged couple sat one
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either side of the male form which was covered only by a cotton sheet, from
which various tubes, which fluids into and out of the inert body and wires
attached to a bank of machinery emerged. George didnit like hospital and
had a horror of ever ending up in a place like this. Who would there be to
sit at his bedside? He saw the couple stand, and the woman direct the man
to take his seat again. She made her way across to the office. George stood
and waited. He didnit want to take the seat behind the desk, he thought it
seemed too intimidating. She pushed open the door slowly and lingered in
the doorway unsure of what to do or say.

Mrs. Nelson?6 he checked 0Come in and sit downé going on to make
all the correct noises of sympathy for her. He decided to opt for friendly
informality and perched his bulk on the corner of the desk, palms
downwards on his knees 0How is your son?9 a fair opening question to get
the ball rolling he thought.

She looked across to the bed and pulled a crumpled paper tissue from
up the sleeve of her pink cardigan, dabbing at tearless eyes, which had no
tears left. OHels unconsciousé wonit be long thougho she told George,
searching his face anxiously.

Thank God, thought George, breaking into a smile. Perhaps heill able
to tell us something.

She took a deep and noisy breath in, and gathering herself, exhaled again
and then continued 0Theyive been very good, so kind to us, but weive
agreed that they can turn the life support machine off. And then weill sit
with him till hels gone. The nurse said it wouldnit be long.6
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Monday morning was bright and sunny, with a summeris blue sky
and the odd scudding white cloud, but with a sharp freshness that
reminded those who were brave enough to shed their winter coats in favour
of lighter jackets that it was still only February and a frosty nip was in the
air. It was a trick of a day.

Out at Kates farmhouse a thin white line of snow could still be seen
under the old hawthorn hedges around the orchard, where it was still too
early in the year for the sun to get sufficient height in the sky to completely
melt it away. Kate stood in front of the old pine wardrobe, with her index
finger on her lower lip, both doors were wide open as she tried to decide
what to wear. She ran her finger along the rails. What should it be? Cream
blouse, or white? Her complexion she thought, taking a swift look in the
mirror, was quite pale after the winter. Cream was probably more flattering
at the moment. She put the cream blouse on the bed. Black skirt, or brown?
She held them up in the air on the hangers and crossed to the cheval mirror
holding each in front of her, in turn. Yes, she preferred the brown knee
length one which was cut on the bias, she decided as she twisted from side
to side studying her reflection. Now where were those beige suede knee
high boots which went so well with it? She bent down and scrabbled in the
bottom of her wardrobe. Shoes, and boots, bags, and belts, scarves and € .a
hat! She pulled out the cream straw hat. It had a wide brim which sported
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a spray of three large pink Tea Roses and threw it across onto the bed in
disgust. She couldnit even remember buying it. Perhaps someone had loaned
it to her. It was awful. Whose wedding had it been for? The wardrobe really
was in a mess, it was high time she had a good clear out and got rid of all
the clothes she hadnit worn for a year, to the local Oxfam shop.

She straightened up suddenly, hitting her head on the shelf. For a second
when she closed her eyes she saw whirling lights. What on earth was she
doing? She was only getting ready for work for goodness sake. Ok, so she
was meeting Phil Simpson for an early lunch to compare notes and see what
they had so far. No, this was silly! But he was rather cute. She felt herself
blush in recognition of her feelings. Quickly she gathered up the blouse,
skirt, and boots and threw them back into the bottom of the wardrobe and
closed the doors, turning her back to the wardrobe and leaning against the
doors. She took a deep breath, 0Right letls start againé she said to herself.
Opening the doors she pulled out the serviceable charcoal grey two piece
and the white blouse. Pushing the rejected skirt aside with her foot as if
it were something distasteful, she found some practical black court shoes.
0There, thatis more like itd she said putting on the sensible outfit together
with her professional woman expression.

Kate looked out of the bedroom window, as she brushed her hair into
a sleek bob and then gave it a quick squirt of hair spray. The dark bibbed
cock sparrows huddled grumpily together in the bare branches of the apple
trees. On his own, below them, perched on the back of the wooden bench
was the robin chirping merrily away. Kate had trained him to come into
the kitchen window of the farmhouse, where she left him a few scraps on
the sill. He would tilt his head and eye the old dog Jasper curiously before
having his fill then taking himself back to the safety of the orchard.

It reminded Kate of the orchard at the vicarage where she had grown
up. As a child she had loved playing in the orchard. It felt like a magical
place, enclosed by a high limestone wall and reached by a high wooden gate
with a heavy wrought iron handle. Kate imagined herself as Mary Lennox in
the Secret Garden. Playing on the swing and in the small tree house which had
been built for the sons of a former incumbent, and set high in the branches
of one of the apple trees. She had thought the trees here in her own garden
may have been used in the same way one day but she very much doubted it
now. Where had the years gone? Thereid been a time when she wondered if
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she and Keith would have a child but it had just never happened and theyid
accepted that. She had been busy climbing the steep and often slippery
ladder of success and Keiths time had been taken up with establishing
his own I.T. company. Well, she thought theyid accepted it until heid come
home one day and, completely out of the blue, told her that he was leaving
her for someone else. Laura, heid said her name was. Someone heid met in
the course of his work. He seemed, once having started on the subject to
want to tell her all about this woman. Kate, shocked by his attitude, didnit
want to know what the woman was called or anything else about her. She
was far too angry. Yet Keith, whilst making apologetic noises about how he
had never intended this to happen, and how he still cared about Kate had
seemed proud of himself, in a way. Heid then to her horror gone on to tell
Kate that Laura was expecting his child. So that explained his smugness.
And heid seemed nothing short of amazed at Katefs total aversion to the
whole scenario. Soé that as they say, was that. There didnit seem to be
anything else to be said. Finale! And oddly, Kate was surprised that after
the initial breaking of the news that she wasnit more shocked by the sudden
announcement. She felt, at first, a deep simmering rage, which she realised
could have been completely self destructive and did her best to keep it
in check. And for a while sheid become rather too fond off a few extra
glasses of wine during the long evenings. But she realised that drinking, and
certainly drinking alone wasnit the answer, and consigned the remaining
bottles of wine to the dustbin.

Looking back of course, all the signs had been there if sheid chosen
to see them. They were both so busy they could go days at a time without
seeing one another. He had to work late and often at the other end of the
country, so was away overnight. He seemed to spend ages in the study, on
the phone discussing business, and then thereid been the sudden renewed
interest in going to the gym before and after work. Which, at the time she
congratulated him on, and even paid for his membership at a private gym in
Harrogate as a birthday present. Fool! She cursed herself. Why was the wife
always the last one to realise what was going on beneath her nose?

Well, there was no use crying over spilt milk as her mother would have
said and she couldnit even plead sheid put her career on hold for him. It had
happened a couple of years ago now and at last she found she could study it
objectively without her feelings ricocheting from anger to a dull emptiness.
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After a couple of counselling sessions sheid found it helpful, on the advice
of her counsellor to deal with it by the method of compartmentalizing her
feelings, and visualizing them as some unpleasant item which was being
kept in a locked box. From time to time she would take it out, examine her
feelings towards it and then return it to the box and lock it away. Lately
though, when she had taken out the nasty object to observe it, it had to her
delight, all but withered away.

Bright green daffodil shoots were just visible poking through the black
earth beneath the gnarled trunk of the lilac bush. Kate loved this time of
the year. Spring was approaching, a time of expectancy and new beginnings.
She realised that sheid spent the last two years in a limbo. Occupying herself
with work, work and more work. Perhaps now, it was time to put the past
behind her and move forward.

* * *

She had arranged to meet Phil Simpson and George Offord at the
Caraway, a Caf® which was in the back half of a health food shop. She
walked through the Queenis Arcade, enjoying a quick look in the windows
of the fashionable boutiques in the precinct as she dodged between the
mid- morning shoppers. She crossed over Briggate and passed between two
old buildings into a narrow cobbled alleyway and past the side of the City
Varieties Theatre. It was like stepping back a hundred years. In the next
courtyard was the health food shop and Caraway Caf®. She pushed open the
door of the shop and above it a little bell tinkled.

oCan I help you?6 asked the young woman, with her back to Kate, who
had been arranging packets of dried beans on a shelf behind the counter.
She turned round tucking a strand of her long strawberry blond hair behind
her ears, the multitude of narrow bangles chinked together as they slid up
and down her arm. 00Oh Hi Kate, I didnit realise it was you. Long time no
seed

0No thanks Em, 1im not shopping today. Iim just going through to the
back. 1im meeting a couple of people for lunch.6 Kate replied. 0Have they
gone through, did you notice?0

0There was just a fat chap and a rather nice looking younger one with
him. Are they the ones you are looking for?6 Em smiled.

Kate laughed at the description. 0Yes that sounds like themo
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0They went in about five minutes ago. |1 had my eye on the young one,
pity hels with you,6 laughed Em.

Kate felt herself colour slightly. 6Em, theyire my work colleagues! There
only here twith meb as you put it, for a coffee and a sandwich. So youire in
the clear from that point of view, | donit think heis spoken for, if youire
interestedo

Em studied Kate closely. 0 If you say soé anyway lill let you get on.
Therels a delivery van just arrived from the flour mill6 she looked over
Kateis shoulder, 0so lill have to see to that now, but Iill try and catch up
with you later, yeah?4

0Yes, that would be great.6 She had a lot of time for Em and considered
her a very astute young woman. Her beautiful but dreamy appearance belied
a sharp brain. Kate often wondered why Em worked as a shop assistant, she
thought it was a waste. She had also helped Kate with one of her previous
investigations. Kate could feel Emis eyes on her back as she made her way
through to the caf®.

It was only 11.30 and apart from a couple of young mums who were
fitting in a quick coffee and a piece of flapjack before going to collect their
offspring from nursery, the three of them had the place to themselves. Kate
was pleased to see that the two men had taken the table at the far end of
the room which was partially screened by a waist high wooden partition
covered by huge leafy green plants.

Kate crossed the stripped and waxed floor of the caf® and sat down at
the round pine table, on the remaining empty chair between George and
Phil. oHello you two, are you both well?6 She didnit wait for a reply, bending
to place her bag under the chair and then looking round for the waitress.

A fresh faced girl with a small purple gemstone in her nostril and the
clear skin of a vegetarian came out from the kitchen area and gave them
each a menu, pointing out the 0Todayis Specialsé listed on a blackboard on
the wall.

Kate had picked the caf® as they did good vegetarian meals as well a
selection of more ordinary food. So many places she had found, advertised
their ability to provide vegetarian food, expecting a limp salad or cheese
omelette to be greeted with enthusiasm. Kate asked for a black decaffeinated
coffee to be brought whilst she studied the menu.

Phil Simpson said 0Make that twoo
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The waitress looked at George. 0 Can | fetch you a drink sir ?6

George looked at them from under his eyebrows. o0lill have a proper
coffee pleased

00f course, sir, Would that be espresso, filter or cappuccino?6

00h er, just a filter coffee will be fine.o

00f course, is that white or black sir?6 asked the girl.

0White!6 he snapped.

oMuilk or cream?6 the girl continued.

0Cream, and plenty of it! Really, this is like twenty bloody questions.o
George dropped the menu onto the table in exasperation.

The girl pursed her lips. 6Thank you, sir, 1ill fetch the drinks whilst you
decide on your mealsd

George looked miserably at Kate. The girl returned with the drinks. Kate
glanced over the menu and said olll have the serve yourself salad buffetd

Phil looked up at the blackboard 6And I think lill have the cheese and
leek pie with a jacket potato and side salad, please.0

George ran his finger down the menué . Ahal, at last something he
recognised. A freshly grilled vegetarian bacon sandwich, surely that would
be safe. He turned to the girl who stood with her pen poised above the little
notebook. 6And just a bacon sandwich for me pleased he said with an air
of triumph.

0Thank you, Sir6 the girl made a note of it on the little pad. OWill that be
in white, brown or granary?4

O0Whited

0And would you like bread or a roll?6

George almost choked on the mouthful of coffee heid just taken. Was
she having a joke at his expense, he wondered. 0Any!6 he yelled ol donit
careld

0Thank you, sir6 said the girl as she reversed rapidly out of the room.

Kate stifled a laugh and took her deep wooden bowl across to the salad
bar. Poor old George was like a fish out of water when faced with anything
that wasnit from a frying pan or meat and two vege. and covered in gravy.
Kate placed her bowl on the table whilst she looked over the buffet.
Picking it up again she started by filling it with a bed of lettuce and then
placed a large spoonful of the wild Camargue rice salad on top, selected
some roasted yellow peppers and tomatoes and topped it with a couple of
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rounds of goats cheese, and balanced a freshly baked rosemary and olive
bread roll on top of it. She returned to her seat just as the others were being
served with their meals. It smelt marvellous. Even George managed to raise
a smile.

00K so what have we got so far?6 she asked.

Phil began to relate his interview with Jade. oIt isnit a great deal of
help as far as finding out what might have been behind the shooting, Jade
was doing a good impression of il know nothingi but at least we know
where Carla works now. Also, that both of the shooting victims worked at
the gym together. But | had a definite feeling that Jade knew more than she
was saying. She seemed to be holding something back but I suppose it could
have been that she didnit want to talk in front of Noreend he said. 6And |
donit really know why Noreen was there. | know the Rose and Crown was
out of commission while the forensics have been there, but it was almost
as if she was there keeping an eye on Jade to make sure she didnit say the
wrong thing.0

0Whatfs Jade like, Phil?6 Kate asked.

0Shefs not the sharpest knife in the drawer, she really is the stereotypical
unemployed, single, young mum. Probably spends most of the day smoking
and flicking the TV channels between Jerry Springer and Jeremy Kyle. She
looks a bit neglected, as if she lives on MacDonalds and washes it down
with the odd bottle of Stella. The kiddie looks well enough though. And
stuck up there in a high-rise flat, trying to live on benefits and with a small
baby for company all day, well its no wonder is it? é .6 Phil tailed off,
leaving them to imagine the scene.

George then told them how he had spoken to both sets of parents. How
heid seen Mrs. Nelson at the hospital and how it had been decided to switch
off the life support system. Kate already knew this, George had iphoned
her straight away to let her know, but until now Phil had been unaware. He
then went on to tell them how he had been to visit Leon Edwardsi family
and had spoken to Leonis mother at their home in Seacroft. Leon hadnit
lived with them for some time, so there was little to be learned from them
about his day to day activities or contacts. By the time George got there the
family had already been informed of Leonis death.

Thankfully for George, WPC Linda Capstick had been the one who had
been given the task of breaking the news of Leonis death to his parents and
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then of accompanying them to identify the body down at the mortuary.
Unfortunately for her, before deciding to join the Police Force, sheid spent
a short time as a student nurse and cultivated a sympathetic manner which
seemed to land her all the jobs which needed a gentle touch. George could
see no injustice in this and still felt it was a womanis job to do the women
and family bit. 0'You stick to what youire good at lassé heid once said to her
and been genuinely surprised at the way sheid received what he thought of
as praise. He gave her a wide berth for a few days after.

0Good, so lill go and pay Carla a call this afternoon, see if she can shed
any light on things. I think you two should get back to the office and get all
this down on papero said Kate. oPhil 1id like you to meet up with me later,
lill ring you and let you know what time to be there when live finished at
the hairdressers and weill both go down to the gym and find out what we
can from them there. | know itis early doors, but have either of you any gut
feelings yet about why these two have been killed, I know it not quite your
usual drive-by shooting, but it has the same sort of feelingd

0ltis revenge for something, but the question is what?6 said George.

0Most likely drugsé weire in the club land and dance scene. | wonder
if theyive been dealing drugs, something fairly small time and wanted to
expand or tried to cut out the middle man. Both the Gym and nightclubs
are good places to sell. Or if theyive upset the supplier by messing with the
product, cutting it with something else to make it go further maybeo said
Phil.

ol hope they havenit messed about and created a bad batché said Kate
remembering what had happened a couple of years ago, and how the
result had been a string of deaths from bad heroin. She looked at George
who was busy wiping the remains of the bacon fat from his plate with the
last morsel of bread. 6And George, if you could draw up a plan for DCis
Rayner and Chatten to do a house to house around the area of the Rose
and Crown with a uniformed team tomorrow and then get the rest of the
reports together weill meet in the morning in my office at nine and go
through it all.o

George, mouth full, nodded, and chomped enthusiastically on his last
piece of bread. The bacon sandwich hadnit been too bad after all. Not quite
the usual taste. He wondered what a vegetarian pig looked like. Anyway it
shouldnit take too long to get his reports written up and then once Phil was
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out of the way heid probably have time for a couple of swift halves in the
Nagi Head. It wasnit turning out to be a bad day after all.
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ATE parked the silver Audi just across the road from 0CutiniTan.6

The beauty salon stood in a row of shops, with the usual Chinese
Takeaway, and newsagent, between a florist and a small computer accessories
store. Two bay trees stood in terracotta pots on the footpath at either side
of the entrance. There was a black metal canopy with 0Cutin Tan6 painted
in gold lettering above the door. She crossed the road and walked into the
shop. Kate lingered for a moment at the reception desk studying the price
list, which was placed next to some photographs of models with intricate
and completely impractical hair styles. It wasnit cheap to have your hair
done here, she noted, and then addressed the only person working in the
salon.

0My namels Kate Peace, live come to see Carla?6 she said to the woman
styling the customerts hair.

OHi, 1im Carla,0 the stylist answered her, olill be right with you, I wonit
be a sec. Have a seat. Can we get you a coffee?6 she asked as she finished
blow drying a customers hair.

0No thanks. Its Oko replied Kate, loosening her scarf.

She crossed the newly laid laminate wood floor and sat in a tobacco brown
leather bucket chair. The place seemed to be all leather, chrome, mirrors
and glass, illuminated by small spotlights. You could smell the leather of
the chair and the newness of the fittings and equipment. It must have cost
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quite a bit to fit the salon out she thought. The local radio station played
unobtrusively in the background, some discussion about traffic congestion
in the city centre. Blonde hair carefully piled on her head to give a casual
look, and light golden tan, Carla was a good advert for the business thought
Kate. Picking up a copy of Vogue from the glass topped table next to her,
she flicked idly through the pages of adverts for make- up and clothes, not
taking them in but using it as an opportunity to study Carla carefully over
the top of the magazine. She was an attractive girl, Kate decided, tall, slim,
with high cheek bones and a slightly up-tilted nose and with a touch of the
heroin- chic look about her. Her nails were painted a crushed raspberry
colour which matched her lip gloss. Her carefully shadowed hazel eyes and
dark eyebrows suggested that the blonde probably wasnit natural, but so
well done that a man would never guess. The low cut, well fitting denim
jeans exposed the top portion of a black Chinese design tattoo just above
the waist band. Perhaps not quite as chic as she wanted to put over then,
reflected Kate.

A young woman came into the shop, paused briefly at the reception desk
and then asked to use a sun bed.

0Ginao called Carla 0Can you come through and find Sueis jacket and
then take this lady through to the sun bed suite?6 Gina approached from
behind a wooden bead curtain, the beads in her braided hair rattled against
each other as she bent languidly folding a towel. She placed it next to the
basin, drew herself up proudly, and went to speak with the two women at
the reception desk. Kate thought that Gina had a look of Naomi Campbell,
her complexion was flawless and her almond shaped prune dark eyes
smouldered.

Carla gestured towards the curtain and said to Kate oLetis go through to
the officed

The two customers eyed Kate curiously as she stood up. Kate was both
older and better dressed than the usual clientele, they knew that there
was something odd about her, but were not sure what. Kate was glad she
decided not to send George or Phil. Totally different to each other in their
manner and dress yet something about both of them still shouted Police
the minute they walked in the door. Following Carla into the small but well
equipped office she saw that it looked out over a sheltered sunny yard
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where wooden garden furniture provided somewhere for the girls to pop
out and have a smoke.

ONice place youive got here Carla6 said Kate. ol think il change my
mind about that coffeed

0No problem0 said Carla picking up the phone and pressing an internal
line. 0Gina, can you bring us a couple of coffees love? Yes it is nice, weire
lucky Mr. Johnsonis just had it all refurbished. Looks good doesnit it?6 said
Carla in reply.

oHave you worked here long?6 Kate asked .

00nly about six months, but | was at one of the other shops before.

00h, whereaboutso

0The one in Briggatet Carla said.

OHere you are. Two coffeed said Gina pushing open the door. She set the
tray down on the table between them and left again.

0ANd you said shopsé how many are there?4

oFour at the moment, and another due to open next month in Leeds.
And | think there are a couple of shops in Manchester as well6

ol expect you know why 1im here?6 asked Kate, sipping at her coffee.

Carla looked down and studied her perfectly manicured nails. Then she
looked up at Kate her eyes welling with unshed tears.

0Youive come to talk about Leon and Eliot havenit you?6

0VYes, thatfs right. We need to find out everything we can about Leon and
Eliot to catch whoever did thisdé Kate told her. 6Can | ask who told you
about the shooting?6

o0Jade iphoned me yesterday and told me but I donit know anything. |
canit think of anyone whoid do something like thiso

If only she had a fiver for every time sheid heard that one Kate thought.
0But Leon was your boyfriend, right?4

0What makes you think that? Oh, | get it. It was Jadels mum wasnit it?
Sheis got a vivid imagination has Noreen. lill give her that mucho

0So, let me get this right. Leon didnit live with you and youire not Leonis
girlfriend?6

oWell not exactly. I mean we all hang round together. You know, just
good friends and all that. But Iim not his girlfriend. Listen, when Leonis
playing his music he getis all these young girls hanging round, it drives him
mad. | just go along and pretend weire an item. It keeps them away.6
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I bet it does thought Kate. She could imagine it would take someone
with a lot of nerve to compete with Carla for looks.

0ANd Leon doesnit live with you then?6

0Good God, no! What gave you that idea?6

Kate was beginning to wonder that herself.

ONo Leon shared a house with Eliot in Chapel Allerton, on Madeley
Terrace. Itis just behind the school6 Carla told Kate.

O0Whatts the number of the house?0

ONumber 41.6

Kate duly made a note of the address.6 And when was the last time you
saw Leon?0

0Not this weekend, the weekend before. It was Friday night he was D.J.
ing at iFrankieis Barb near the Merrion Centred

oDid you notice anything or anyone out of the ordinary, Did you see
Leon talking to anyone, or arguing with them whilst you were in the club?6

ONo, it was just the usual clubbers out for a few drinks and a dance. |
didnit see anything unusual at all.6

0ANd you canit think of anyone who might have wanted to harm them.
Anyone theybve crossed lately?6

0No, but 1im not sure Leon would have talked to me about anything like
that anyway, even if there was.0

0But you didnit notice if he was acting oddly, if he was nervous or angry
about anything?4

0No, he didnit seem any different at allé .1 still canit believe this has
happened. They didnit have any enemiesé .they just liked going out and
having a laugh, you know?6

oWell, I can assure you they did have an enemy or we wouldnit be sitting
here nowo

0Yes, | suppose youire righté she said thoughtfully.

oWell, thanks for the coffee Carla. If you do happen to think of anything
that might help us. Or remember something out of the ordinary thatis
happened lately, it doesnit matter how small a detail you might think it is,
you must let us know. We can decide if itls relevant or not.6 Kate passed
Carla a card with her number on it 0If 1im not there just leave a message
with the officer that answers and lill get back to you. OK?6
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Standing, Carla took the card and slid it into the back pocket of her
jeans. Picking up the phone she asked Gina to come and show Kate out.
oltis OK, I can see myself outé Kate said.

* * *

Kate had arranged to meet Phil outside the gym in Chapeltown. It
was an uninspiring building with a sign over the door which read simply
0Chapeltown Fitness Centreo It looked as if it could have originally been a
Chapel and at some time in its more recent past according to a peeling sign
to the right of the door reading 0The Roxy6 a cinema or bingo hall. He
was standing on the corner, hands in the pockets of his beige Mac which
flapped in the breeze as she parked in one of the half dozen marked out
spaces on the forecourt of the gym. Close circuit TV cameras covered the
forecourt and also the larger parking area to the rear of the building which
had a large warehouse backing onto it.

They went in, and after showing their ID cards told the girl behind the
desk that they needed to speak to whoever was in charge. She was a graceful,
statuesque black girl, wearing a navy blue tracksuit with the fitness centre
logo embroidered above her ample left breast. Phil tried hard not to stare
but failed dismally. Her carefully straightened hair was streaked through
with red and gathered into a high ponytail. She did not answer them but
gestured towards a seating area with a coffee machine. She disappeared into
the gym and came back moments later and showed them through to a room
which said Managers Office on the door. She pointed to the two seats in front
of the desk and then disappeared, closing the door behind her.

o0Wow, whatis she likeo said Phil, loosening his tie slightly.

oVery oddo6 said Kate. 0do you suppose she canit speak, or at least
perhaps she canit speak English?6

A moment later a tall, muscular young man wearing the same uniform
tracksuit as the girl came into the room and took the seat behind the desk.

oHello, 1im Liam Nevin, the duty manager here today. What seems to
be the problem?6 He seemed quite edgy and fidgety, biting his nails and
looking from one to the other of them with a nervous distracted air. He
had a slightly unkempt and pasty look about him and clearly realised that
they were police.
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Kate introduced herself and Phil and said 0Weire here today as a result
of receiving information that two young men, Leon Edwards and Eliot
Nelson were employed here. Is that correct?6 at the same time she showed
him her ID card.

Liam Nevin chewed his nails with even greater concentration.

oDid you know them?6 Kate asked.

oWell now, | donit know everyone who works here. Weive a lot of part
timers you know.6 answered Nevin.

oDid you know them?6 persisted Kate.

olive seen them around once or twice. You know, our shifts sometimes
crossed over as they came on dutyd Nevin started to look even more
uncomfortable beads of sweat stood out on his forehead.

0When was the last time you saw either of them?

oLet me think, I think it was last week & or perhaps not. No, | donit
think it was. Probably the week befored

0You must have some sort of records of who is on duty when. Get
those out and weill have a look at them, if you canit remembero

Nevin crossed to the grey metal filing cabinet pulling open the top
drawer. 0Here we areé No thatis not it.0 he slammed the drawer closed and
opened the next one down 0Must be this one. No.6 He slammed it closed
yet again and made a pretence of rifling about in the third drawer.

Kate crossed the floor silently, stood behind him and peered over his
shoulder. The drawer was empty.

OoMr Nevin why do | get the feeling that youire not being completely
straight with us?6 Kate asked him.

Nevin slammed the drawer shut. 0l havenit been here long and 1im not
sure where the paperworkis kept.6 his hands fell limply to his side.

0Could it be that you donit keep any paperwork?é she asked him.

0No, I mean yes, | mean 1im sure there is paperwork and that somewhere,
but I donit think itis kept on the premisesé said Nevin feebly.

ORight, live had enough of this messing around. I donit know what
your game is here, but youire coming down to the stationd said Kate in
exasperation.

0Whoa.. Hang on a minute. | havenit done anything wrong. You canit do
thiso said Nevin backing into the filing cabinet with a crash.
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OWell youire acting pretty strangely for someone who doesnit know
anything. Phil give control a ring and ask them to send a car will you? Mr
Nevin looks a bit warm, a little ride out in the fresh air might help him
cool down a bit donit you think?6 asked Kate. oWeill go over a few more
questions down at the stationd

Nevin sat down heavily behind the desk.

* * *

When George had got his reports copied and given instructions to
the two DCEs to start a house to house around the Rose and Crown the
next day, he left the station and crossed the road going round the back of
the Playhouse and towards the Nags Head. He pushed open the wooden
swing doors and went up to the bar. The Nags Head was an old pub.
Not quite spit and sawdust but certainly reminiscent of the post war era,
having managed to avoid getting caught up the mass demolitions which
had happened during the regeneration of the city centre. It was almost
five oiclock and thereid be a mixture of people in there at that time of day.
There was no jukebox or satellite television in the Nags Head. If you asked
Wilf, the landlord, and he was in a good mood he would turn on the 14 inch
colour portable television which stood at the end of the bar. There were
one or two people just calling in for a quick drink on the way home from
work. And one or two old regulars whoid be in there most of the afternoon
sitting over a couple of halves and studying the form between nipping next
door to William Hillis to put on the odd 50p bet.

It was two of these that George particularly wanted to catch if they
were still there. Alf White, and Len Smith. George had known them both
for donkeyis years, in fact heid been at school with Alf. Both Alf and Len
had lost their jobs on the railway during Margaret Thatcheris shake up and
disheartened by the whole sorry episode had shown no real inclination to
work since. George didnit know how they made their money. Perhaps a bit
of work on the black, nothing iffy he was sure. A days work for an old mate
here and there on occasion, being paid cash in hand. They werenit grasses
or coppersi narks in the accepted sense, but old mates who enjoyed a natter
over a few free pints supplied of course by George who just liked to catch
up on local gossip. It was amazing what these two either knew or overheard.
They knew most of the shoplifters and pick-pockets who came in to the

46



Payback Time

pub to sell the Mach3 razors they pinched from Superdrug or credit cards
from someones handbag. They didnit want much. Theyid be happy to raise
a fiver to pay for the next hit. Then they went home and slept it off until
they needed something else to sell for another fix and take to the streets
again. What a life thought George.

He looked around the bar. Yes, there they were over by the window,
each with half an inch of beer in the bottom of their glasses. Alf was just
emptying a box of dominoes onto the table and turning them face down.
George caught their eye and mimed someone lifting and drinking from a
glass. The man on the right of the two gave George a thumbs up sign.

George stood at the bar, one foot on the brass rail and tried to find
a clean drip mat to put his elbow on. Failing he put his hand back in his
trouser pocket and studied the picture of the prize winning Tetleys dray
horses which had pride of place in the centre of the wall, whilst he waited
to be served 0Three pints of Tetleyls pleaseé he said to the landlord, and
then as an afterthought 6And three packets of cheese and onion crisps as
welld

ORight you are, coming up6 said Wilf as he pulled on the repeatedly on
the ceramic handle of the pump. No electric pumps here.

George paid for the drinks, placed the corners of the three packets of
crisps between his front teeth, and wrapped his meaty hands round the
three pints drawing them towards the edge of the bar, it wouldnit have been
the thing to ask for a tray. He walked across to where Alf and Len were
sitting and placed the three pints and the packets of crisps on the table.

0Now then lads, howis things?6 George addressed them jointly looking
from one to the other.

Alf took a gulp of his beer and set the glass down again on the cardboard
drip mat, he rubbed his hands through his stubbly silver hair and said to
George, 0Weire much the same, not a lot doing, do you fancy a game of
doms?6

olill give this one a miss, but donit let me stop you6 he pulled the top of
one of the packet of crisps apart and slid the other two packets across the
table to Len and Alf.

ONot got time eh? | reckon youill be busy with this here shooting
business wonit you?0
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oYes, | canit say much but the official quote is that iWe are following
several lines of enquiry at presenti€ 6 George replied.

Len wiped the back of his hand across his mouth to remove the froth
from the beer and smirked. 0By that you mean you buggers have no idea
who did it!6

0Yes, something like thaté admitted George popping another crisp into
his mouth. ol donit suppose youive heard anything on the grapevine?6 he
looked from one to the other as he crunched.

Alf leaned forward making a show of looking around to see if anyone
was listening, and then took a couple of gulps from his beer which were
followed by a heavily pregnant silence giving import to the moment before
he went on to say 0Not really, but | can give you a tipé .0

George leaned over the table too, reflecting Alfs wish for secrecy.
O0Whatts that then Alf?0

Alf lifted his index finger and tapped the side of his nose, and then gave
the up turned dominoes on the table a couple of slow turns, nodded and
said oDonit say | never pass on important information6

0Yes, Ok, get to the point for Godis sake. What is it?0 asked George
tensely.

Alf put his hand up to the side of his face to prevent anyone overhearing
and said oLittle Miss, 2.30 at Wincanton tomorrowd Len and Alf burst into
roars of laughter.

oVery good, you old sods! You nearly had me going there!6 said George
joining in.

* * *

Kate sat behind the small metal table which was bolted to the floor of
the interview room and Phil sat on a straight backed chair just by the door.
The custody officer brought Liam Nevin up from the cells where theyid
kept him cooling his heels whilst they had a coffee in Kateis office and
discussed how the interview would be run. Kate would ask the questions
and signal to Phil if she wanted him to take over, but all in all they had no
real reason at the stage to suspect Liam Nevin of being personally involved.
It seemed that the gym wasnit keeping the books straight but at this stage
Kate wasnit too concerned about that. Only if there was some connection
to the murders of Leon Edwards and Eliot Nelson. It would be interesting
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though to see if he had any background information about them. He was
certainly uncomfortable about something.

The custody officer led Liam Nevin along the corridor. He shambled
into the room and looked round him at the beige walls with the small
window set high in it. Without the overhead strip lighting it would have
been gloomy, with it, it was glaringly bright and the grubby bleakness was
accentuated.

Liam sat on the plastic chair facing Kate, and cast an uneasy look over
his shoulder at Phil who sat making notes. There was no need for this as the
interview would be taped, and Phil was in fact writing:

1. Donit forget to book the car in for a service.
2. Call at Marks and Spencerts for something for tea.
3. Drop suit in at the drycleaners.

When offered, Liam had refused the presence of a solicitor saying:

0l donit need one. I havenit done nowto

So it was just the three of themé . cosy. Kate ran quickly through the
speech about the time, date, and who was present, adding that Liam Nevin
had refused the offer of the duty solicitor.

ORight Liam, so youire telling us that you didnit know the two men who
were shot. But they worked at the same gym as you on a part-time basis. Is
that correct.?0

0Yeso replied Liam

0Yes, what?6 asked Kate.

0Yes, | did know them from work but not very well6

0ANnd did you know them outside work? Did you ever meet them out
of work, go out drinking with them or socialising anywhere else?6 asked
Kate.

0No, I knew them from work, alright, but we werenit what 1id call friends
as such. We didnit go out together. live been in places and seen them there,
but not gone there with them you know.6

0Whereabouts would this have been Liam?6 giving him time to think
had obviously made Liam decide to talk Kate decided. It often worked.

0Not this weekend, but last weekend. | went to the 0Glasshouseté said
Nevin 0They were both there. Leon was playing the music and | bumped
into Eliot at the bar.0
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00K Liam, so try and think back to the night when you saw Eliot at The
Glasshouse. Why did you go there specificallyé asked Kate

ol went with some mates, because Leon was D.J. there that night, they
like the music he playsd

0ANnd do you like Leonis music Liam?6

oltis Ok. But it all sounds the same to meo

0Was it your idea or your friends, to go there?6

ol canit remember who of thought of it first. I think we were always
going to go. We often go there on a Saturdayd

0What just to listen to the music? What about women, were you on the
pull?6 Kate enquired, eyebrows raised.

0Yeah well if there were any decent women there we wouldnit have said
no but that wasnit the main reason6 Liam began to relax a bit as the talk
moved away from the two victims.

O0What about drugs then. The Glasshouse is a good place for scoring |
hear?0 Kate said.

0Now hold on a minute! I donit do drugsé Liam jumped to his feet, both
hands palm down on the table top.

00k, calm down, Iim only asking6

Liam sat down again scowling.

Kate thought he was a bit jumpy perhaps there was something about the
drugs assertion that worried Liam. 0So you all went to listen to Leon and
have a couple of drinks. Is that right?6

0Yes, thatis righto Liam replied.

0Was it busy that night?6

olt was bloody heaving, Leon was getting pretty popular. People came
from all over Yorkshire to listen to him.6 Liam told her.

O0What sort of thing did he play?6 asked Phil from behind him.

Liam looked round wondering where the conversation was going.

oWell he mixed a lot of his own music. It was different. Thatis why
people liked it. You know mainly dance and techno6 he said.

oDid you see anyone else there, anyone local that you know?6 Kate
suggested trying to jog his memory.

0Yeah, Carla was there with Liam, and | saw her later talking to Devon
Johnsono answered Liam.

0And who is Devon Johnson?0 asked Kate.
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0Devon Johnson owns the gymo said Liam Nevin.

The name rang a quiet bell with Kate she made a mental note to
pursue it later. 6GAnd you didnit see or hear anything that night that seemed
unusual?6

0No, Eliot was saying that he might not be working at the gym much
longer. He had a bit of a holiday planned, in France I think he said, and a
job lined up down south when he came back but he didnit say what it was.0
Nevin told Kate.

0And what about Leon, did he have any plans for moving away?

0l never heard him say so6

0Thatill do for now Liam but we will want to talk to you again, so
donit think of going anywhere without telling us. And if you do think of
anythingé . get in touchd

Kate gestured to the custody officer who was waiting just outside the
door.

0So | can go? the relief on Nevinis face was obvious.

0Yes, but donit go too far. We will want to talk to you againd said Kate as
Nevin was led from the room. The door closed quietly behind him.

0So what do you make of all that Phil?6

ol donit think hels Mr. Squeaky Clean, I think he knows them better than
he lets on, but hefs giving us enough to keep us off his back for the moment.
And | think the gymis not quite above board either. I wonder if the Drugs
Squad have anything on them? It would be an ideal place to distribute from.
lill ask them to check, shall 1?76

oYes Phil, do that and I think we need to find out a bit more about
this Devon Johnson character too. Have them put his name through the
computer and see what comes up6

Kate looked at her watch. It was almost six oiclock. olive had enough for
today Phil. 1im off home for a long soak, a glass of wine and old film. Iill
see you in the morning. My office at nine oiclocké said Kate as she lifted her
jacket from the back of the metal framed chair and made for the door.
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Kate had been unable to sleep, spending a restless night tossing and
turning as a jumble of confusing thoughts chased each other round
inside her head and conspired to prevent her dropping off. She tried to get
her thoughts in order and couldnit. The more she tried not to think about
the case, the more fretful she felt. She watched as the numbers on the digital
clock changed more and more slowly. In the end she gave it up as a bad
job, threw off the duvet in a fit of annoyance, got up, had a shower and
made herself a cup of coffee. She let Jasper out into the orchard where he
wandered stiffly and aimlessly in the early morning light. Consequently she
arrived at the station much earlier than she would usually have done. The
cleaning ladies were just leaving as she trudged wearily up the steps to the
main entrance. She almost collided with Gladys Oliver who, as she fastened
her raincoat and, looking at the slanting rain, paused on the top step to pull
a red paisley patterned head square from side pocket of her nylon shopping
bag. It wouldnit completely protect her but might just save her hair a bit. She
wanted to call into Sylvias caf® for a quick pot of tea and a currant teacake
and have a chat, before catching the number 15 bus to the Gala Bingo hall.
She secured the head square firmly under her chin in a double knot. 6Good
morning Miss, we donit often see you, youire about bright and early todayo

Kate squinted up at the clouds 0Good morning Gladys. It early
certainly, but 1im not sure about the tbrightio
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0No youire right there Miss. But itis the early bird that catches the worm
and all that. You have a good day6 and nodded her greeting at Kate before
marching off purposefully up the street.

Kate hoped she could catch a bit more than a worm.

Sitting at her desk, she started going through the reports theyid already
gathered, trying to find some indication of where they should go next. She
looked at the already mounting pile of paperwork. It was amazing how
quickly it accumulated, but they had to move fast, doing as much as possible
as quickly as possible. Everyone knew that the first 48 hours or so, of any
serious case were the most important. Anything which a witness had seen
was still fresh in their mind. On the top was Dr. Manbys post mortem
report which had intrusively spewed itself from her fax machine. It didnit
tell her anything new. She didnit want to go through the gory details again.
Seeing it at first hand had been bad enough. She folded it in half, slipped it
into a manilla envelope, sealed and labelled the flap for easy recognition and
hoped that she wouldnit need personally to refer to it again. The interviews
with both sets of parents hadnit really given them any pointers but that in
itself wasnit unusual. How many parents of normal young men in their early
twenties could honestly say that they knew exactly what their sons did every
hour of the day. And these two didnit even live with their parents, so the
chances were even slimmer. Jade seemed to be in the dark as to what Eliot
was doing when he wasnit with her. Either she didnit want to know what he
was doing, preferring to remain in ignorance if it was something shady, or
he didnit want her to know what he was up to. And Noreen seemed to hate
both the young men but had no firm knowledge with which to back it up.
Which may, or may not have been significant. Kate admitted that she was
puzzled by Carla, who lived in Roundhay, a nice area, and who had a good
job at the salon. She didnit quite seem to fit into the picture at the moment,
but who could tell. Both the young men had worked in the gym and been
involved in the music and dance culture. This seemed to be the most likely
lead at the moment. She wandered across to the window of her office
which looked out on to one of the busy streets of the city centre. People
were dashing through the rain to work. One woman jumped aside but was
drenched as a double-decker bus hit a huge puddle at the kerbside. Turning
back Kate crossed to the coffee maker, poured herself a cup and sat behind
her desk contemplating the painting which hung on the opposite wall. She
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found that the abstract in hot swirling shades of orange, red, and gold
usually helped her to think, but today her mind was a blank. At the moment
she didnit know what was going on. It looked very much like a drugs related
killing. The dance scene was notorious for its associated drugs culture. The
use of Ecstasy and Amphetamines was well known and it was quite possible
that the gym where Eliot Nelson and Leon Edwards had worked was being
used as a distribution centre for drugs too. Body builders often took huge
amounts of steroids to help bulk up muscle. 6iRoid rage6 was a recognized
phenomenon. Could there be some sort of connection Kate wondered,
between the drug crazed body builders and a drugs deal or double cross
that had somehow gone wrong, resulting in the shootings? Theyid visited
the gym already, but perhaps they needed to talk to Mr. Johnson the owner.
Johnson, hang on a minute. Kate rifled through the pile of sheets again.
Yes, there it was on the report sheet for her visit to 0Cut ini Tan¢é Carla had
said her boss was called Mr. Johnson. A common enough name, it would
probably be a coincidence but theyid better find out. She was glad sheid
noticed that. It may be nothing but there again it was something else to look
into and they were pretty short on leads at the momenté

She looked up at the wall clock, quarter to nine. The others would be in
soon, then they could pool their findings and decide where to go next with
the investigation. These sessions which allowed them to bounce ideas off
one another often provided a new direction in which to go. Kate sorted her
papers into order, liking to have the reports to hand in case she needed to
refer to them during the meeting, and picked up the handwritten sheet of
A4 which listed the points she wanted to cover with the team. Theyid need
to get hold of the phone records for both the menis mobiles and the land
line to the house if there was one, and check them out, as well as any bank
statements to see if there were any unaccounted for large sums of money
moving in or out, which might provide a lead to the motive for their deaths.
Theyid have to search the house for any letters and speak to any friends
or associates who had corresponded with them. This would be going on
at the same time as the forensic and other investigations. There was a lot
to co-ordinate, and all these possibilities had to be explored. Most of the
information gleaned would be discarded, but processes had to be followed
and all possibilities examined. You never knew what might come to light
from the most unlikely sources. They would have to visit all the usual places
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and people which two twenty year olds might be expected to deal with.
Theyid have to visit the gyms and bars and follow up receipts from the
music shops to the clothes stores. Despite what people thought, there was
still a lot of boring slog and foot work, in modern day policing. It wasnit all
action and excitement.

* * *

Phil Simpson, as she had expected, arrived promptly at two minutes to
nine. A bit of a snappy dresser, he looked as usual, cool, calm and ready to
face whatever the day might throw at him.

OHelp yourself to a coffee Phil6 said Kate waving him across to the
coffee machine.

0Thankso Phil picked up one of the white bone china mugs which were
stacked in the chrome stand next to the coffee pot, poured himself a mug
full, picked up two of the individual servings of cream and two paper sticks
of brown sugar.

Next to arrive were the two young D.C.s Dave Chatten and Paul Rayner.
Rayner was recently married and was expecting the birth of their child at
any time. Chatten came across as a bit of a wide boy, still playing the field,
She thought that each probably secretly envied the other, but that was life.
People always thought the grass was greener on the other side of the fence.
Her team were a real mixed bunch. And she thought that was a good thing.
The greater variety of views and ideas put forward the better. Looking up
at the clock as they came through the door, they apologised profusely for
their lateness even though it was only one minute past nine by the clock
on the wall. Kate deliberately kept the clock a couple of minutes fast. She
felt it gave her the advantage of wrong footing those who cut it fine, and
that it kept them on their toes. Also it helped make sure people were away
promptly. She thought of it as the 0going home clocké. Not that she had
anything to rush home for. Kate looked at her watch irritably. Where the
hell was George? Well she wouldnit hang about. He must be somewhere en
route, or heid have phoned to let her know that he was going to be late. He
was probably outside looking for a parking space.

0Morning, you two. Help yourselves to a drinkd

O0Morning Majamo they replied in stereo.
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Kate arranged the pile of papers in front of her as Chatten and Rayner
quickly took their seats 00k everyone, if youive got your drinks sorted, and
youire sitting comfortably, letls get down to businessdé She picked up the
piece of A4 paper and was just about to speak. There was the sound of
raised voices in the corridor and a thump as something heavy was dropped
on to the floor.

oSorry love, | didnit see youé 6 Georgeis muffled voice could be heard.
Sure enough a moment later he puffed in through the door. His suit looked
crumpled and his tie was askew, but at least heid made the effort to shave if
the bloodied piece of tissue paper stuck to his chin was anything to go by.

oSorry, Iim a bit late. | couldnité .6

Kate cut him off with a raised hand. oltis Ok George, just grab a coffee
and pull up a pew.6 Secretly she was a bit put out but didnit want to make
comment in front of his junior officers. That could wait until she saw him
later.

There was a knock at the door and a flustered looking young woman
from the admin team drew a sheet of paper from the stack of files she was
still trying to rearrange after her collision in the corridor with George, and
handed it to Phil, who thanked the woman and placed it in front of him on
the table.

Kate ran first through the reports which George had compiled after
he had interviewed both sets of parents. She then went on to detail the
interviews at the hairdressing salon with Carla and the outcome of their
visit to the gym and subsequent interview of Liam Nevin. Now all of the
team were fully conversant with the information theyid collected so far.

OPhil is that anything useful thatis just come in?6

0Could be. Looks like weive got the car they drove off in after the
shooting. A dark blue Subaru Imprezza was found abandoned just off Scott
Hall Road¢ Phil read from the piece of paper which had just been handed
to him. 6But Iim not sure itis going to help us much. It was reported stolen
from Bradford last week. A car like that stands out, so a pound to a penny
theyive had it hidden in a lock- up somewhereo

0Whots the owner? Is there any connection there?d Kate asked.

0Youire not going to believe this, what a classic.6 he laughed. 0The car
was owned by Millside Garage, the Subaru main dealers. Two blokes turned
up and asked to take it for a test drive. Therels been a spate of cars been
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pinched when people have taken them out on their own. At one time they
just asked people to leave their own keys as security but they had a couple
of cars pinched and were left holding the keys to another stolen vehicle, so
the chap in the show room went with them, but they drove off down a back
street in Manningham and told him they had a gun and to get out of the car.
He didnit argue. They drove off and left him there. He had to ask a passing
mini cab driver to call uso

ol donit blame him for not putting up a fight,0 Kate said 0as itfs turned
out they were probably telling the truth. It could have been curtains for him
too. Anyway arrange to have it brought it in and have the forensics go over
it 1 donit expect theyill have left any traces but we can try. But if he was in
the car with them for some time, he must have got a good look at them?6

0The description he gave was: Both Afro-Caribbean males, one wore
sunglasses and a woolly hat the other had a shaved head.6 Phil replied.

0Thatis not a lot to go on is it, hardly narrows it down much.6

0No, unfortunately not. The car salesman was only working at Millside
temporarily, to cover the regular chapis holidays. Heis from Harrogate and
there arenit many ethnic minorities there. He says apart from the fact that
one was bald and one had a hat they both looked pretty much the same. He
was probably shitting himself to be fair. The only thing he can remember is
that the one in the hat was very tall at least 6 feet 6.0

oWell, weid better talk to him ourselves see if we can jog his memory
a bit, hadnit we? He may have remembered something since¢ said Kate.
GAnything else there?6

0Theyive run Johnson through the computer. No previous. So thatis
another one we can cross off the listo

0DC Chatten, you can arrange an interview with thisé  What did you say
his name was Phil?6

oPalmer, lan Palmer, works at the Subaru main dealers on Wetherby
Road, Harrogate. Itis on the edge of the town just as you are driving in,
near the cemeteryd Phil replied.

Chatten wrote this down carefully. It wasnit a task he was particularly
looking forward to. He felt it was getting away from the excitement a bit.
But you could never tell and it was a nice day for a ride out. At least Rayner
could start the door to door on his own this afternoon. That was always a
bore.
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OPhil, I want to go out and take a look at where they lived. Try and get
some idea about what they did when they werenit working. There must be
something that weire missing. Can you make yourself available to do that
this afternoon? If DCis Rayner and Chatten could visit the car salesman
and start the house to house that would be another angle covered. Thereill
be a team of uniformed officers made available to assist you. Hereis a copy
of the street plan with the areas we need covering highlighted. The different
colours are for allocation to the various groups of officers. Make sure you
donit miss anyone out and make arrangements to revisit the houses where
the occupants are unavailable. And George perhaps you could find the
manager of the nightclub and see how well he knew them, whatts happening
in club land at moment?4

oOWill dod George replied. He thought heid probably got off lightly in
the job allocation.

She looked at Chatten and Rayner 6 Tomorrow Iill need you two to check
through and follow up any paperwork we bring back from the house this
afternoon.6

Chatten tried to look enthusiastic and made a note on the piece of paper
in front of him.

Kate began to gather her papers into a pile and slipped them into a wallet
envelope, as a sign that the meeting was over. She looked down the length
of the table at them all. 0Thank you everyone, letis get cracking then.6 She
stood and pushed her chair carefully underneath the table. Tucking the files
under her arm she left the room.
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Rayner felt a little put out that heid been given the house to house
enquiries to do. Like a lot of detectives he thought it was boring,
routine work. Heid rather be out meeting and interviewing the real suspects,
interesting criminal types in sleazy bars, not listening to bored housewives
and elderly couples. Never mind, it wouldnit be forever he consoled himself.
He was planning to go places in his career.

He turned up the garden path of No. 2 Old Park Road which was
opposite the Rose and Crown. Nearing the white PVVC door he noticed the
net curtain twitch. Oh no, not another nosey old biddy he thought. Still they
were often the ones who really knew what was going on in the street. As
he raised his hand to knock at the door it began to open, stopping abruptly
with a clank as the safety chain held.

On the threshold, looking through the narrow gap stood an elderly
woman who could have been anywhere between sixty and eighty. Her
sagging face under a cheap perm, peered up at Paul through national health
glasses.

0Yes, dear?0 she enquired.

Paul held his ID card to the gap in the door. oPolice, weire calling at all
the houses in the street in connection with the shooting on Saturday night.
Can I ask your name and if you saw anything unusual during the evening,
or on Saturday afternoon itself?0

0Elsie Smith, Mrs. No love, | canit say that | did.6 She sounded quite
excited by the idea that she might have.
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Paul made a note of her name and address. 0So there was no one
hanging about. No strange cars parked up in the road that you noticed?6
He looked up and down the street as if to prompt her.

0No, | didnit see anythingd

oDidnit hear anything, or see any strangers walking abouto

0No, but I wouldnit have seen anything anyway6 She continued to stand
with one eye to the crack and made no offer to open the door.

No hope of tea and cake with this one then, thought Paul. 0Why are
you so sure that you wouldnit have seen anything, is your eyesight not too
good?6

00h, no love I can see as well as you when live my specs on. But | was
at my daughters in Morecambe all weekend. She picked me up on Friday
in her car, drives you know, and has her own car too6 she added proudly
oand brought me back Sunday tea time. So I missed it all6 now sounding
disappointed.

Paul closed his notebook with a feeling of defeat and placed it back in
his pocket. 0Thank you Mrs. Smith. Sorry to have troubled youd

ONo trouble dearo

He strode back down the path pulling the small single black wrought
iron gate closed behind him.

He by passed the next house which was unoccupied and had huge solid
metal sheets over the doors and windows to keep out the squatters and drug
users. At No. 6 he tried his luck again. He rapped on the door and waited.
There was no answer. He knocked again a little harder. The door swung
open to reveal a large young man in his mid twenties, wearing a worn tea
shirt and a pair of knee length union jack shorts. His head was shaved and
he had three gold rings at the outer aspect of his left eyebrow and a bright
red spiders web tattoo which radiated from the middle of his cheek and
down across his thick bull neck.

0Policed said Paul by way of introduction.

0Yeah, didnit fink you was the bleedini vicar did 1? Could fave been one
of them other Bible bashers though wot wears the suits icept they always
travel in twos. iEre, do you reckon theyire woofters then?d

0Can | take your name?9 he suppressed a sigh. This one was going to be
another complete waste of time.

oDwayne Webstero
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Paul jotted it down. 0lim making enquiries about the shooting over
the road on Saturday night Mr. Webster. Did you see any thing unusual or
anyone hanging about that you didnit recognise?6

0Nah mate, didnit see nothing, me. Watched iMatch of the Dayi and had
an early night. Sleep like the dead me. You know how it is6 Webster smirked
at Paul.

He was right. Hear no evil, see no evil, this one. A complete waste of
space thought Paul 0Well if you think of anything get in touch will you?6
He knew that even if Webster had seen it all he wouldnit be forthcoming.
Paul was the enemy, the filth. No point in leaving him a card. Paul was sure
Webster knew his way to the local police station without directions.

oYeahé .0

Again Paul tucked the notebook away. Now he knew heid drawn the
short straw.

He trudged to the next house. Third time lucky maybe. Or maybe not.
He knocked at the peeling green paint work of the front door. Yellowing
net curtains on a stretched wire drooped sadly at the window and a plastic
pot plant lay on its side amidst the bodies of last years blue bottles. If it was
any other area he would think the house was uninhabited but the absence
of metal sheeting at the windows told him otherwise. He hoped no one
offered him a cup of tea here. At last the door creaked open and tall thin
man in a dirty vest and brown checked trousers held up by a pair of navy
blue braces stood before him.

0Aye, lad?6 said the man at the same time as he tried to remove
something from between his teeth with the orange fingernail of one who
smokes untipped cigarettes.

0DC Paul Rayner. 1im calling at all the houses in the street to see if
anyone saw anything unusual on Saturday?6

oYouid best come in then lado said the man standing back for Paul to
pass. 0The lounge is on your right. Go in and have a pew. lill go and put the
kettle on6

Paul looked about him. It was like being in a time warp. A tabby cat
wandered into the room and wound itself sinuously around his legs.

0Come on, Tiddleso the voice drifted through from the kitchen where
Paul could hear the sound of a kettle being filled and switched on, followed
by the sound of a tin of cat food being opened, and then the sound of a
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knife against a saucer. The cat dashed from the room, his legs scuttling like
clock work.

At one end of the room stood a radiogram with a selection of LP
records next to it in a wire rack. Against the opposite wall stood a sideboard
bearing a collection of framed and ancient black and white photographs.

The man returned in a couple of minutes. olive given him a tin of
sardinesd the man told Paul.

oLucky cato he replied not sure what comment was expected.

oWell theyire cheaper than cat food you knowo

He set down the tray he was carrying. It held two cups of tea and a metal
biscuit barrel covered with a monochrome print of the river Thames. Paul
was sure his granny had a one similar twenty- odd years ago which came
free with six tops from OMO washing powder. It was either just before
or just after the promotion for red plastic roses which could be collected
one at a time until you had a bunch. He had a fleeting memory of soggy
Digestive biscuits. The biscuit barrels hadnit worked when they were new
and he was sure that it wouldnit now. He quickly refused the offer of a
biscuit and looked warily at the stained, once white pyrex cup and saucer
with the remains of hunting scene on it. Ringtonis tea, he thought. He put
the cup and saucer down near his feet and got out his notebook. 0Now as
I was saying, Mr. Eré 6

oJackson, Bert Jacksono

0lim here to ask about the shooting on Saturday night. Did you see
anything or any one unusual in the day or evening?4

The cat came back into the room, and after a look at his owner jumped
onto Pauls knee with the unerring certainty of an animal that could
pick out someone who disliked cats. The cat proceeded to make its self
comfortable and yawned at him with fishy breath. Paul tried to ignore the
cat and concentrate on the manis reply. Realising that it was not going to
cause offence, the cat in its contrary manner jumped down and rolled over
in front of the hissing gas fire.

ONot during the day. No. I was in the bookies all Saturday afternoon, itis
warmer in there. | always have an accumulator on a Saturday afternoon.10p
a race and if they all winé .0 he tailed off leaving the resulting riches to
Paulis imagination.

0What about later?0
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ONo I didnit see any one walking about with a gun if thatls what you
mean. He laughed to himself. Now there was them two lads in a fancy blue
car. They were parked just up the side in the access road that goes round
the back of the houses to the allotments. | only saw them when I went
for a look out of the spare bedroom window. I got up to the toilet about
one oiclock. Thereis no bulb in there so they couldnit see me looking out
but I could see them alright. They had the little light on inside the car and
they were just sat talking to each other. I wondered if they were planning
to break in or something but they must have been waiting for somebody
because in the end they just drove off 6

They were waiting for someone alright. Leon Edwards and Eliot Nelson
thought Paul. A breakthrough at last. oDid you see what they looked
like?6

00ne was black, had one of those big woolly hats they wear. And he was
bigo

ol thought you said they were sitting in the car? How do you know he
was big?0

ol could tellé . His head was touching the top of the car. And then he
got out and stretched. Like he was stiff you know. Only for a minute and
then did something or looked at something under the front seat and got
straight back in. He was big and tall.6

0What about the other one?0

OHe didnit get out, the driver. Looked normal sized and he was whited

OWhat sort of car was it Bert?0

00o0h, now Iim not right good on cars, not nowadays. It was biggish,
shiny, had a thing across the back of the boot. You know, makes iem go
faster or some such6

olf you saw that sort of car again would you know it?6

00N, I should say so. I seen tem before. Fancy looking, not many about.
Aye, 1id know it if I saw it again. | just donit know what theyire calledd

Paul looked at his watch. 6Do you think if I sent a car round in the
morning to pick you up, you could come down to the station and have a
look at some photos of cars with me Bert?6

Bert sniffed loudly. ols it like thelping the police with their enquiriesio

0Yes, | think you could say that6
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O0What time have | to be ready then?6 He could wear one of those shirts
his daughter was always buying him for Christmas. He had three still in the
cellophane wrappers.

oThereill be someone here at ten, and Iill meet you down at the
stationo

The straw suddenly looked longer. He wondered how Chatten was
fairing in Harrogate.

* * *

They arrived at 41, Madeley Terrace. It was a large red-brick back to back
Victorian terraced house, arranged over three floors and judging by the
small cobwebby window just below pavement level probably had extensive
cellars. It was in one of the streets of many similar houses in Chapel Allerton
which used to be called bed-sit land, but because more and more young
people were unable to get a foot on the property ladder, they increasingly
had to rent property and so the type of tenant changed from students and
neber do wells to young people who worked in the shops, offices, banks, and
call centres of Leeds. The rooms were no longer referred to as bed sits but
as house shares. And the condition of the houses improved accordingly.

Kate drew the bunch of keys from her bag and inserted the small Yale
key into the lock of the wooden door. She pushed her weight against the
door. Nothing happened. Trying a larger key in the mortise lock below she
had more luck. It turned smoothly and the door swung gently open.

The house had a cold unoccupied feeling. The central heating had been
switched off. Kate walked slowly into the hallway and into the first room on
the right. It was a pleasant light and airy sitting room painted in magnolia
with white cornicing and ceiling rose. A large bay window with the original
sashes, draped with floor length cream curtains overlooked the street. There
was a black leather reclining three piece suite and an oblong glass topped
coffee table with chrome legs. A large screen television with satellite digibox,
games console and DVD player underneath stood in the far corner between
the fireplace and the window. Next to the television was a storage tower
stacked with films and games. Kate walked across and studied them. They
were just the usual mix of blockbuster movies, horror films and games.
Looking into several of the cases it seemed that what it said on the outside
tallied with what was inside. So, no porn film empire here. The magazines
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on the table were recent a mix of computer magazines and What Car. For
two young men the place seemed remarkably clean and tidy. No unwashed
coffee cups. No balled socks in sight.

The ground floor was well furnished. The kitchen/diner had a large
rectangular table in the middle of the floor and six chairs were arranged
round it. In the centre of the table was a glass vase holding a bunch of
browning, wilted lilies. A residue of stagnant green water could clearly be
seen. Again, the black granite work surfaces were clean and clear, everything
had been washed and put away into the beech fronted units. Kate turned
and walked out of the kitchen and climbed the staircase to the first floor.

There were three bedrooms and a bathroom. She walked into the first
bedroom. On the bedside table was a framed photo of Leon Edwards, his
arm slung around the shoulder of another young man. Both were casually
dressed in T-shirts and track-suits. He smiled out of the frame, not a care
in the world. From the dark background it looked as if they were in a
night club. Leon held aloft what appeared to be a glass of lager. His friend
punched the air and smiled for the photographer. Kate placed the photo
back on the table and crossed to a chest of drawers. She slid open the top
one. It contained underwear and socks. The next drawer down contained a
selection of neatly folded t-shirts and a lower one a couple of long sleeved
sweatshirts. The wardrobe held a variety of tracksuits, hooded tops and a
couple of more formal cotton shirts and several pairs of jeans. Nothing
untoward here.

Across the landing, the bathroom had a modern white suite with a
separate shower cubicle containing a Jacuzzi shower. And the chrome rack
to one side of the hand basin held a bewildering array of what Kate could
only think of as menis beauty products.

Phil inspected some of the bottles, unscrewing the lid on a bottle of
aftershave and sniffing at it cautiously. 0Very nice, and | should say itfs the
real thingd

0And how would you know on your pay?6 she joked.

oBecause | always try a few when Iim in the duty free shopd he
quipped.

The second bedroom was much like the first, and the third bedroom
held an ironing board and a hanging rail.
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Kate pushed the door to. She didnit feel that she was learning much. She
decided to press on up to the attics.

The stairs were covered with a much cheaper brown carpeting, it was
worn and the outline of the boards could be seen through it. The door
to the attics creaked open at her push. As she walked in Kate flicked on
the light switch. Natural light came only from two small square skylight
windows. Again the rooms were clean and tidy. In the two attic rooms there
were in total a dozen mattresses arranged side by side on the floor, each
with a pillow and a couple of sheets and a blanket neatly folded at its foot.
It reminded Kate of the films sheid seen of National Service establishments
in the 1950is or the servants quarters in the old Victorian houses. Perhaps
it was overnight accommodation for friends after late night parties. The
rooms felt quite austere after the rest of the house.

Turning away and feeling a little puzzled by what theyid just seen Kate
suggested that they look at the cellars. The door to the cellar was in the
kitchen. Kate approached it cautiously, pulling it towards her. A flight of
solid looking wooden stairs stretched away from her. Sheid hoped that Phil
would go first but he was hanging back, giving way to her seniority.

The reason for Kateis apprehension was that apart from the fact that she
didnit like the dust and spiders, cellars always made her feel uneasy giving
her flashbacks from the time when as a young PC she had been called out
to attend a idomestic disputei and had been cornered in a cellar by a heroin
filled idiot who mistook her for his wife. Kate remembered the feel of his
hands around her throat. And the unexpected feeling of disbelief, that she
was about to die, rather than fear. Fortunately back up had arrived just in
the nick of time.

She remembered just how young and green sheid been. Sheid thought that
both mentally and physically she could take whatever the job might throw
at her. She hadnit considered the realities of the job, her own mortality,
or that her life might be held in so little regard by someone else. But after
this incident sheid realised that she was expendable, that she might go in
to work one morning and not go home at tea time. That was the nature of
the job. It might seem exciting and glamorous, but it was also dangerous,
and her confidence had taken a severe knock. Kate had been mentally
shaken by the episode rather than physically harmed, and once sheid come
to terms with it she was able to move on. Her confidence returned and
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from that time, it was onwards and upwards for the rising star Kate Peace.
Sheid shrugged it off as being part and parcel of the job but occasionally, as
now, a part of her brain which she could not control clicked into overdrive.
She took a deep breath, straightened her shoulders and descended the
cellar steps. Again there were half a dozen mattresses side by side. The
walls were whitewashed and it would probably have been reasonably warm
when the house was occupied and the central heating system was on, as the
boiler stood in the far corner and heating pipes ran round the walls before
disappearing through the ceiling to heat the upstairs.

0Therels something strange about this said Kate but | canit decide
what.0

0Do you think they were running a B&B on the side?6 Phil joked.

0God Knows,0 replied Kate, oLets go back upstairs and have another
poke around in the kitchen and bedrooms. See if we can find anything
to give us a clue about what they were up toé They climbed back up the
wooden staircase and back out into the kitchen.

olill take the kitchen, you try Eliotls room see what we come up with.6
said Kate. She was ploughing through copies of old utility bills when Phil
came back in and sat down at the kitchen table.

0What do you think about this then? It looks like Eliotis diary and the
final entry in is for the Tuesday of last week.6

Phil opened the diary, turned it, and slid it across the table to Kate. It
read: Collect Chris at 05.30, Hartshead Moor Service Station.

Kate looked at her watch. 0Could be something, could be nothing,
welll have to look in to it, but weid better call it quits for now, live got to
meet Josie Arthur from Yorkshire Television shortly down at the Rose and
Crown to do the appeal for information thatis going out on tonightis newsé
She fastened her jacket and made for the front door.

olill leave you to lock up Phil if thatis Ok and Iill see you tomorrow.d

She drove down to Seacroft through the gathering afternoon traffic and
met with the news team outside the Rose & Crown. They told her what
form the bulletin would take and Kate in turn told them what information
she would be giving.

The filming started and showed Josie Arthur standing by the front door
of the Rose and Crown, she looked into the camera and said. 0Here we
are live from Seacroft this afternoon. This is the spot where two young
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men were shot, in what Police describe as a callous murder6é The bearded
camera man panned across the front of the pub. GAnd here we have
Detective Chief Inspector Kate Peace, who is senior officer in charge of
the investigation, to give us the details.6

The camera cut to Kate, who was attempting to stop her dark hair
blowing in her eyes as a strong breeze got up. 0l can confirm that police
officers were called to the scene here at the Rose and Crown Public House
in Seacroft in the early hours of Sunday morning. They found two young
men in the car park at the rear, who had been the victims of a shooting.
One had received bullet wounds to the chest and was pronounced dead
at the scene, the other man died later that day in the Infirmary as a result
of his injuries. We are appealing for anyone with information about who
Is responsible for this callous act to come forward. Someone out there
knows who is responsible. Do you know anyone who has been acting out
of character. Hels someoneis husband, brother, son. Someone knows who
this person is. They may have changed their usual routine or have become
unusually quiet and withdrawn. All replies will of course be treated in the
strictest confidence. You can call us on either of the numbers which will
appear on your screens after this bulletin, or you can call in to your local
police station. Thank you6

The camera cut back to Josie Arthur. 0Thank you Inspector Peace. And
now back to the studio.6

* * *

Kate lowered herself slowly into the old roll top bath. She slid down
and the Radox bubbles came up to her neck. Marvellous. The scent of the
bubbles reminded her of the little muslin bags filled with dried lavender
flowers which her granny had kept in the wardrobe. Her mind wandered
sleepily and the water grew cooler. Was it worth letting some water out and
refilling the bath? She lifted her hands from the water and studied them.
No, her fingers already looked as wrinkled as prunes. She stepped from the
bath and pulled the fluffy white Egyptian cotton towel from the cast iron
radiator and wrapped it around herself tucking one corner in securely above
her left breast. She combed some conditioner through her damp hair and
applied some heavy- duty moisturiser which according to the television
advert would make a noticeable difference after 14 days. Somehow she
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doubted it, but a girl has to try. Kate smiled at herself in the mirror. She was
beginning to feel better already. She slipped into a cream silk nightie and
a towelling robe. She wandered down to the kitchen, quickly crossing the
flagged floor in her bare feet and pulled a tall green bottle from the fridge,
where it had been cooling. She poured herself a large glass of the white
wine. The surface of the glass misted over as Kate took a long drink.

She walked through to the snug and looked through her DVD collection.
She selected iPride and Prejudicei slipping it into the machine, a dose of
the dripping Mr. Darcy was just what she needed, and settled herself on
the remaining bit of sofa next to Jasper who was sprawled full length. He
opened one eye and tilted his ear trying to look alert. Kate took a sip from
her wine and placed it carefully on the walnut occasional table beside her
and with her other hand rubbed Jasperfs ears. Before the film was 5 minutes
in both Kate and Jasper were snoring quietly in stereo.
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G eorge had drawn a blank when he tried to get an appointment with the
manager of the Glasshouse the previous evening. Shaun Moodie, he
had been told, was out of town. George had passed between the two stone
lions on either side of the top step, walking heavily down the flight of stairs,
and under the ornate brass and Perspex canopy which gave the Glasshouse
its name. House was actually a misnomer as the club was situated in a
basement but that was ideal. It provided the dark airless conditions in which
a lot of young people seemed to want to spend their time. Heid approached
the ticket desk and asked the young girl seated behind it to take him to the
managers office. She looked up from painting her nails a violent green
colour and tipped her head to one side, regarding him silently but making
no effort to break off from painting her index finger.

oPolice!d he yelled slamming his card on the desk as she lowered her
head to carry on the task.

She jumped, upsetting the little glass bottle. It began to roll towards
the edge of the desk, a thick trickle of pearlescent green, which reminded
George of snot, ran across the surface. 00h shit!é She quickly straightened
the bottle, screwed the lid back on and jumped to her feet. She came out
from behind the desk. 0This wayo she said and set off at as brisk a pace as
her high heeled pink mules would allow.

George followed Karolina, the girlis name written across her chest in red
on the pale pink t-shirt, or perhaps it was where sheid been on her holidays,
through a dark passageway and into the dance area.
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He knew Shaun Moodie of old and had a grudging admiration for the
way he managed to move with the fashion in pop music. But then again he
supposed it was more about business than music, about supply and demand.
Moodie was nothing if not a shrewd business man

The heat and cigarette smoke hit him like a wall. Pulsating beams of
different coloured lights almost illuminated the area. It put George in mind
of what it would be like walking through a fairground ghost train. The
pulsating drumbeat in counterpoint with the lights assaulted the senses of
vision and hearing. Boom! Boom! B- b- Boom! Boom! Boom! b- b- Boom!
Beat the drums. Give it to me now; Give it to me rite now. Give it to me girl; Give
it to me rite now. The vocals competed. 0What the bloody hell sort of music
do they call this?6 he called to the girls swinging blonde ponytail as the
distance between them increased. George puffed as he struggled to keep up
with her. The view from behind was actually quite pleasing. The phrase 0a
couple of ferrets in a poacherts bagé sprang to mind. Pity her brains didnit
match her bottom.

She must have caught something of what he said, as she turned to face
him, her hand cupped behind her ear. 0What?6 she frowned prettily as she
strained to hear him.

George saw rather than heard what she said. 0Nothing, nothing, its OK!6
he waved her on. At least it had given him opportunity to catch up. They
circled the edge of the dance floor, dodging the drinkers who were swigging
from bottles with a variety of brightly coloured labels. It was something that
really irritated him. He was convinced that it was an affectation encouraged
by the bars to try and save washing up. He pondered the likelihood of the
drinks being stored outside in the yard and how many dogs might have
pissed up against the crates before they were brought inside. Give him a
pint of draught beer in a dimpled pint glass with a handle any day. George
was mesmerised by the bouncing mass of young bodies. It wasnit what
heid have called dancing. Scantily dressed young women, with huge bosoms
which were almost contained in skimpy tops and short skirts gyrated in
front of him. Exposed cleavages and navels seemed to be the order of the
day. One generously built young women bent over, bottom in the air and
laughed. Was she wearing any knickers? It was impossible to tell. If she
was they were damn small ones, he couldnit see them. Quickly he looked
away. Was it what they called a throng? Her friends thought it hilarious and
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clapped in encouragement. Another pulled down her lycra top and pushed
her ample breasts together and pouted. A cheer rose from the edge of the
dance floor. 0Get yer kit off for the lads love!6 someone shouted. A storm
of laughter erupted.

George suddenly felt old he was glad he didnit have any daughters;
heid be worried sick if he thought they were in a place like this. Was there
any hope for humanity or was he just tired. He pulled a crumpled and
stained white cotton handkerchief from his trouser pocket and wiped his
perspiring brow. Theyid arrived eventually at the managerts office to find
not Shaun behind the desk but his stand-in, a somber looking individual
who introduced himself as Rick Gray. He wore a grey open necked shirt
and a pair of denims so old that they were wearing into holes. His mousy
hair was brushed to one side Gray by name and probably by nature. George
had explained that he really needed to see Shaun, made his excuses, and
said with a feeling of relief that heid return in the morning. Escaping into
the cold night air, he caught the smell of frying onions on the breeze, as he
climbed the stairs to the street. He lifted his head and smelt the air trying to
decide which direction it was coming from. Across the road and a hundred
yards to his right, a group of young men were waiting at the window of a
burger van. George headed across the road and arrived at the van just as
the last of the group was liberally covering his hot dog in a squirting of
mustard from the selection of plastic bottles on the counter. George looked
on approvingly and his mouth started to water. 0Thatill make a hot meal of
it ladd He rubbed his hands in anticipation and as the group moved away
up the road he studied the menu, hand- scrawled on the inside of an empty
burger box, and sellotaped to the interior of the window.

OHowis business then mate?6 he made a habit of engaging anyone he
met in small talk. You never knew what you might learn.

0Quiet, always quiet on a Tuesday night. Therels not so many about you
knowo replied the vendor who had a brush over hair style and the sagging
face of a bloodhound.

OBetter at weekends | suppose?6

0A bit better but sometimes they prefer a curryé or a Chinese. | think
the days of burgers are done. I struggle to make a living mate on the prices
I charge, but what can you do? Got to be competitived
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George tried to think of a sympathetic response and failed. ol know.
Lifels a bitch sometimes. Give us a quarter pounder cheese burger, mate and
plenty of fried onions on it pleased

0Yeah mate,0 the vendor replied morosely oLifels a bitch and then you
died

olive got a mate who says (Lifels a bitch and then you marry onei 6
George responded in attempt to lighten the manis mood.

0Yeah well, live got that to contend with as wello

Bloody Jobis comforter this one, thought George. His food must be
good. You sure as hell wouldnit come for the conversation. He looked up
and down the street as the vendor turned the burger over on the hot plate.
Two young women skittered, giggling along the pavement in the direction
of the Glasshouse.

0There you are mate. Thatill be A2.506 he said passing the burger
across wrapped in a white paper serviette 6Condiments at the end of the
countero

0Cheerso replied George moving to the end of the counter, and
covering his burger in sauce.

The vendor looked over Georgels head to the next customer. 0Yeah
mate, what can | get you?6

George bit into the burger satisfyingly, the tomato ketchup running
down his chin as he made his way beneath the orange street lights, back to
the Omega.

* * *

Here he was again. The night club in the cold light of day seemed even
seedier than it had done by night. The floor around the bar was sticky, and
his shoes made a cracking noise as he pulled them free of the surface. The
table tops were covered in sticky rings and overflowing ashtrays. The smell
of stale beer and cigarette smoke lingered in the furnishings. A cleaning
woman moved cursorily around the place wielding a stained dishcloth and
a can of lemon air freshener. Only the sound of her plastic flip-flops as
she moved about broke the silence. The cigarette hanging from the corner
of her mouth added to the mess as ash dropped from it on to the floor.
She ground it out in an ashtray she had just wiped with the dirty cloth and
moved on to wipe the surface of the next table. She turned as she heard

73



Paula Edgington

George behind her. He stared hard. Yes it was Karolina. He recognised the
green nails. Not so appealing without the war paint.

OMr. Offord, to what do we owe this unexpected pleasure?d Shaun
approached him, his right hand extended in welcome.

George swung round. ol think weive known each other long enough
for you to call me Georged They had an uneasy relationship. George was
almost certain Shaun was straight and above board and would help him by
answering his questions truthfully, but that depended on George getting
the questions right. He was never sure if it was a bit of a game or a sort of
psychological one-upmanship. Looking at Shaun, George couldnit help but
smile to himself, he wasnit wearing well. Like a poor manis Pete Stringfellow,
his greying hair pulled back in to a scrawny ponytail was becoming decidedly
thin on top and the gold jewellery really needed a suntan to set it off. The
tight black t-shirt emphasized Shaunis skinny arms and the gold metal
watchstrap rotated on his bony wrist. When seen close to, the crows feet at
the corners of his eyes were deep, as were the bags beneath them. At least
George knew he was knocking on a bit and didnit try to fool himself. When
would Shaun start to make concessions? There couldnit be much difference
in their ages.

ol suppose youive heard about Leon Edwardsé George said.

0Yes, a bad businesso

ol understand he played here for youo

0Thatts right. He was getting quite a name for himself. A very talented
lad, mixed his own music. People travelled from all over the North to come
and listen to him. He was building up a good following. Heid just had an
offer from Plan8 Records to release an album of his music. iFight or Flights
it was going to be called. Some good tracks on it too, (Adrenalinei, that was
my favourite and iEternityi was really good as well. By the way George, what
do you think will happen to his music now?6

ol havenit a clue Shaun, I suppose itill probably be up to his family6

oDo you think they might still release it? He was very talented it would a
shame for it to go to waste. | could help them you know. Point them in the
right direction; give them a bit of advice and so forth, if they wantedd

Yes, thought George, for a fee, or a cut of any profits. Heid probably rob
them blind. Same old Shaun, never miss out on an opportunity to make a
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bit of money. 0By the way, where were you last night when | called Shaun,
just out of curiosity?0

oWent up to Newcastle - listening to a lad who might just do as a
replacement for him. Not as good as Leon, yet, but hes only young and
still developing a style of his own. Very influenced by the jungle scene but
this music has a lighter quality. Not so heavy on the druminibass as Leonis
music. Anyway, wefll have to wait and see how it pans out. live got one or
two others | want to go and see as well over the next week or two. Thought
lid nip up there mid week while itis quiet. Rickis capable of holding the fort
if therels not too much going on.6

oBloody hell, what a racket it was, if last night was quiet | hope | never
have occasion to call over the weekend!6

Shaun let out a hoarse laugh. 0You know what George, youire getting to
be a boring old man. Canit stay the pace any more!d

0But seriously, have you any idea what might have been behind this
shooting? Did Leon Edwards have any enemies that you know of? Did he
move in any dicey circles?6

0No, to all three. I canit believe whatis happened. He was a quiet lad,
just interested in his music. In fact at one point | wondered if he might be
a bité € you knowé gay. | mean a good looking lad like that, but he didnit
bother with women that I could see, and believe me thereis plenty here for
the taking6

George thought he could well believe that based on some of the young
women heid seen.

OHe just lived for his music. Its not the sort of business where you
make enemies. Musicians, theyire more like artists. They have a creative
temperament, not destructive. | think he worked at a gym as well part time
to make a bit of extra cash. That was probably why he looked so good.
Plenty of muscle but not too big and he always had a very pleasant way with
him. A bit of a charmer. It could have been put on, but I donit think so. He
always seemed so genuine to me. The young girls couldnit leave him alone,
loved himé but he wouldnit have any of it. And that only made him more
of a challenge to themo

ONow donit jump down my throat Shaun. 1im not implying anything
about what goes on here, and think carefully before you answer. Do you

75



Paula Edgington

think he could have been involved in drug dealing, I donit mean here, but
maybe through the gym?6

Shaun rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 61 donit think so. | know you can
never tell. Not 100%, but I just canit see it. You get a feeling for these things.
The middle dealers usually get involved in the selling to make enough
money to feed their own habit, and lid be very surprised if Leon was a user.
You just get a feeling and 1 didnit get it round himo

0What about the other lad who was shot, Eliot Nelson. Did you know
him?6

ONot as well as Leon. He came in now and again, had the odd drink.
Usually he dropped Leon off in his motor. A Jeep I think and sometimes
he came in to help Leon set up his equipment and then went off again. But
again he was a straight up guy, a pleasant lad. You know what I mean? No,
I canit see it. Sorry, I canit help you

0ltis Ok Shaun. You know how it is. Leave no stone unturned. If you do
hear anything will you let me know?6

oSure | will. A lot of people will miss the kid.6

George handed him a card which he tucked into the pocket of his jeans
and turned to leave.

0See you Shaund

0Yeah see you later, and good lucko

George looked at his watch and made his way back to the office. He
hated the paperwork but found the best way of dealing with it was to keep
on top of it.

* * *

0Hi Georged said Kate, as she arrived silently behind his chair.

George jumped, a long line of letter aaaaaaa s appeared on the screen
of the computer in front of him. He swivelled on the round on his seat to
face Kate. oBloody hell, I didnit hear you come in. You scared me half to
death!o

Kate was familiar with the amount of concentration George needed to
come to grips with writing his reports in the word processed form. Despite
attending several courses aimed at absolute beginners, George had still not
progressed from a slow painstaking input of one fingered typing.
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He turned his back on Kate and carefully looked for save on the drop
down menu. To his cost he had been distracted before and lost all the work
heid taken two hours to input. Heid had to do it all again. It had cost him a
lunch time pint in the Nags Head, much to his annoyance. Heid learnt that
lesson quickly enough and always saved his work at 5 minute intervals. He
carefully clicked the box and breathed a sigh of relief, the absorbed scowl
disappearing from his face. He turned round again to face Kate relaxing
back in the seat, hands clasped beneath the vast expanse of stomach which
threatened to win the battle with the straining buttons down the front of
his pale blue striped shirt. He realised just in time and sat himself upright
on the seat waiting for her to speak.

0So what have you managed to come up with George, iowt or nowt?6
she mimicked his broad Yorkshire accent.

George smiled back at her. He took her ribbing in good part. oWell,
I called in at the Glasshouse and had a chat with our old friend Shaun
Moodie. He wasnit able to tell me anything new but the picture I got of the
two lads doesnit fit in with the drug dealing idea. Shaun was quite adamant
that there was nothing to connect them with dealing that heid ever seen. In
fact by the time heid done he made them sound like a couple choirboys. But
they upset someone enough to go to the bother of having them killed.6

oMmm, weire missing something here. And we need to get on to it soon.
Anything else to tell me?6

0Yes, and weive run a person check on Leonis brothers. Therels nothing
showing for either Wayne or Darren Edwards. | must say | was surprised.
lid have bet a pound to a penny that Darren Edwards at least, would have
had previous form, but appearances can be deceptive. Or maybe hels
brighter than he looks and just hasnit been caughtd

0Anything showing for the gym owner, Johnson?6

0Ah, Devon Johnson. | think weire dealing with another breed altogether
with this one. Hels a much more interesting character. Never actually been
convicted but his name has come up in connection with various activities.
He is the registered owner of the gym where both the lads worked as well as
a similar set up in Manchester, and also of the 0Cut ini Tan6 salons. There
are four in all. I donit know if you remember but Operation Oracle was set
up a couple of years ago by our counterparts in Greater Manchester?0
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oYes, | remember hearing about that. A lot of painstaking work went
into setting it up. A series of dawn raids across the city. Pretty successful
washit it as | remember?6

olt was, as far as it got several dealers off the streets in Manchester. But
the upshot of it was as far as we are interested is that one of the dealers,
a little jail bird called Mickey Philips was picked up in a raid on one of the
houses, he was a small time player, about as small as you can get. The one
that always carries the can for the others. Anyway Mickey thought he could
save his skin by singing his heart out to try and save his miserable scrawny
neck. He said the gym in Manchester owned by Johnson was being used to
distribute from. He named several names, some of them went down with
him, and some didnit. One of those who didnit was Johnson.o

0So why did Johnson walk?6

0The word was he was a lot further up the pile and clever with it.Johnson
always maintained that he had no knowledge that the gym was being used
as a base by the dealers. He was also questioned in connection with making
arrangements for Jamaican women to smuggle drugs into the country. As a
result of information received several women were picked up as they came
off the plane at Manchester. The sniffer dogs would have missed them,
the drugs they were carrying as well as being in, letis say a very personal
place, were industrially vacuum packed so that no scent could escape. The
women all maintained that they had no idea who set it up. They were to do
one run and then they would be given false papers and found work so that
they could send money back home to their families. So same old story, no
evidence to back the accusation up. If he was involved he made sure there
was no trail leading back to him. I think Johnsonis a wily bird who could do
to be watched. The drug squad says that thereis been no knowledge about
Johnson being involved in drugs since Operation Oracle. Perhaps his near
miss put the frighteners on him. I think heis mixed up in this somewhere.
Shall I arrange to have him brought in for questioning?6

0No George, if he is involved in this, we need to keep one jump ahead
of him. I donit want him to get wind that weire watching him or he might
do a runner. But | think youire right. Johnson must be mixed up in this
somewhere itis too big a coincidence if hels not.6

0S0 whatts our next move?0
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0We found a diary at Madeley Avenue yesterday. There was an entry
in it for Eliot to meet someone called Chris at Hartshead Moor service
station. Might not be anything but it needs following up. |1 want to go
Leon Edwardsi funeral tomorrow morning. | donit expect it will be very
productive but it always good PR. So if I can leave it with you to have a
ride down the motorway tomorrow and see what you can dig up?6

George wasnit sure if this was a good one or not. Pretty boring routine
stuff but at least he shouldnit get cold or wet and there should chance of
the odd bacon butty and pot of tea. 00k leave it with me and lill get back
to you tomorrow afternoon?9

Kate smiled and picked up her jacket from the back of the chair. She
knew exactly what he was thinking. She could read George like a book. He
was a bit of a plodder sometimes but give him a job where he could eat and
drink along the way and heid put his heart and soul into it.
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Carefully Kate reversed the Audi into a tight parking space at the edge
of the main road outside the church. She won the space from a dark
coloured BMW with blacked out windows, only because it was coming from
the opposite direction and couldnit get across the traffic. The car radiated
annoyance as its driver slammed it into gear and screeched off down the
road. 0Tough luck, losero she said as she collected her shoulder bag from
beneath the passenger seat and swung her shapely black Pretty-Pollyed legs
from the car, a view greatly appreciated by a passing white van driver who
tooted his horn and slowed for a better look. Kate gritted her teeth. If she
hadnit been outside the church and surrounded by mourners, sheid have
retaliated with a rude gesture.

The church was an imposing grey stone building erected during in the
period of religious fervour of Victorials reign, which swept across the
country taking the city of Leeds in its wake. The local industrialists who
made their fortunes firstly from flax and wool spinning and then later from
the manufacture of machine tools, expected to see their employees attending
the same church they themselves attended. It could be a route to gaining
or losing promotion in the factory. Attendance increased and the churches,
for a while had thrived. Kate doubted that many, if any of todayts attendees
regularly visited the church. Unless, perhaps it was to take the lead from
the roof, or pinch the collection box. The grey finger of the spire pointed
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accusingly at the leaden sky. A row of bedraggled looking pigeons lined up
along the ridge of the chancel roof, like a group of waiting Victorian mutes.
Katets black court shoes tapped smartly up the path to the church door like
a blind manis cane. On either side of the path were headstones which had
been laid flat to fulfill the new Health and Safety instructions after a child
playing in a graveyard in a nearby town had been killed after a tombstone
fell on top of him. Here, just last week, the verger had fractured his wrist
after slipping on one of the self same damp mossy stones. So much for his
health and safety. Kate eyed them warily.

The wails of the wheezing organ drifted out from the arched doorway
to welcome her. She stepped into the shelter of the porch and folded the
telescopic umbrella sheid been carrying. Collecting a hymn book and a
prayer book from the wooden bookcase just inside the door, she took a
seat in a pew towards the rear of the church, four rows down the aisle, and
sat at its exit end. She bowed her head briefly in silent prayer and waited.
Out of habit she ran a swift but practiced eye over the congregation. A
few latecomers drifted damply in, pausing at the end of Kateis pew unsure
if there was any system to the seating arrangements. She deliberately
refused to catch their eye and they shuffled into a pew across the aisle. The
coffin was brought in through the main double doors and wheeled in the
modern way, on a chrome metal trolley to the front of the church. A single
arrangement of white roses and lilies graced its lid. A figure stepped out
from the shadows of the vestry, mounted the steps of the pulpit and began
the service. He did a good enough job she supposed bearing in mind heid
never met his customer.

At his instruction they all moved outside. A straggling line of mourners
trailed behind the vicar down the churchyard. The morning smelt sickly. A
putrid combination of damp earth and lilies made her feel nauseaous. Kate
stood near the open grave. There was a heap of soil next to it, shored up
with a large section of plywood and improbably covered by a sheet of bright
green artificial grass. In the far corner of the churchyard the gravedigger
paused in his work and slammed his spade into the damp earth. He stood
one foot resting on the blade of the shovel, and his elbow leaning on the
handle, holding a roll up cigarette between his thumb and index finger,
he took a couple of quick drags as he watched the funeral party through
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narrowed eyes, and then threw the fag end into the hole he was digging,
before continuing with his task.

The vicar stood at the head of the grave, gazed into the distance, and
made the sign of the cross in the air with his right hand. His cassock and
surplice blew tightly around his legs as the wind gained strength. He drew
himself to his full height, wispy red hair blowing, holding up the Bible in
his left hand. The pages fluttered angrily, but it didnit matter that he was
unable to read the words from the page. He knew the passage by heart and
his voice boomed above the competition from the howling wind. His icy
blue gimlet eyes pierced those gathered as he recited, as if daring anyone to
disagree. OFret not thyself because of evildoers, neither be thou envious
against the workers of iniquity. For soon they shall be cut down like the
grass, and wither as the green herb. The wicked have drawn out the sword and
have bent their law to cast down the poor and needyd his voice rose higher
and the congregation were transfixed, if not comprehending. 0But the
wicked shall perish and the enemies of the Lord shall be as the fat of Lambs,
they shall consume into the same, they shall consume away. Remember not
the sins of my youth nor my transgressions, according to thy mercy. Consider
mine enemies, for they are many and hate me with cruel hatred!6

Wow! thought Kate, daughter of the vicarage, that was completely
amazing. She had no idea that people still preached in this fire and
brimstone style. Did he think it would have some sort of appeal for todayis
violent society, something they could identify with, that might even tempt
them back to church? What happened to forgiveness? He wasnit far off
going on to 6An eye for an eye, a tooth for a toothi She risked a look at
the Edwards family. Fortunately the speech seemed to have gone over
their heads and as she looked around, the rest of the group also seemed
unmoved by the content of the eulogy. Perhaps as non-attendees at church
they just tuned out any religious talk as being above them. What a waste of
a young life, Kate thought as looked at Leon Edward(s parents, the mother
being held up by a son at either side of her. Mr. Edwards stood to one side
looking more hang dog than ever. Kate looked across first at Phil, who
stood some 50 yards away under a damply dripping yew. Between them they
scanned the crowd around the grave. Not really having any definite idea
of who or what they might be looking for. There were no furtive figures
skulking between the grave stones, or driving slowly by the cemetery gates.
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The idea of the killer attending the funeral was a bit of a myth. At least
sheid never witnessed it. All of the mourners looked perfectly legitimate if
not slightly undesirable, and were behaving in an acceptable manner. The
undertakers men stood two at each side of the burial place and began to
slowly let the coffin down into the black void. The webbing straps rasped,
sliding through the brass handles of the oak coffin as it disappeared from
view. Mrs. Edwards let out a muffled sob, holding a soggy paper tissue to
her nose, and dropped a single white rose into the grave. The two brothers
each threw in the customary handful of earth. Leonis father shook his
head in disbelief, as tears streamed down his cheeks, and looked up at the
grey sky as if expecting to find the answer there. The family turned at the
signal from the vicar and began to walk away from the graveside towards
the waiting black limousine. The rest of the group who had attended the
committal retraced their steps.

As they passed Kate, Mrs. Edwards paused and said 0Thank you for
coming. We know you didnit have to. Itls much appreciated love. If you
want to come back to the Community Centre thereis sandwiches and drinks
put on. Theyive applied for a licence. Oh, thatfs if youire allowed, being on
duty and all6

The two sons closed in protectively about their mother.

0Thats very kind but Iim sorry | canité Kate made a pretence of looking
at her watch 0lim due in a meeting soon. But donit worry Mrs. Edwards, we
will catch them you knowd

Standing slightly behind his mother and so out of her line of vision, Daz
looked down at Kate menacingly, and said 0l iope you do!6

0iCos if we catch them firsté 6 continued Wayne.

Mrs. Edwards turned to them in distress. 6Come on lads, donit talk like
that. Not today.6

00kay mum, donit take on so, eh? Letfs get out of here shall we, it gives
me the creeps. And you could do with a stiff Brandy6 said Wayne.

Daz maintained a thin lipped silence.

Kate felt the waves of hostility exuding from the two men but held her
ground and raised her chin, resisting the temptation to take a step back.

The three continued along the narrow path to the waiting car. Mr.
Edwards, hands in his trouser pockets, trailing unhappily in their wake.
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Kate waited until they were in the car and made her way across the
graveyard towards Phil who waited beneath the branches of the Yew,
threading between the tombstones.

Phil couldnit believe how attractive she looked in black and tried to push
the thought away. 0Well how did it go?6

0About how youid expect. | didnit see anything or anyone suspicious if
thats what you mean. Did you?0

ONot in the way you mean, but there were a few unsavoury types
abouto

ol donit know why I came really. | suppose its good for PR thatks about
all. I know the public like to think that the killer might have come to pay his
last respects but both you and | know itis not likelyé

0No, live never known it yetd

OlLetis get back to the then station then shall we? See what sort of a
morning George has hado6

* * *

George decided he would call into the station first before he set off
down the motorway and check there hadnit been any further developments
on the case. As he walked into the station the clock above the door told him
it was 8.20am. He smiled to himself. That was about right it didnit do to risk
losing his reputation and his nickname. 0Hell be last one up on Judgement
Day, that one6 his mother had always said. His colleagues thought he was
unaware that they called him oMintyé Offord. But as one young DC had
explained when under put under pressure, 0ltis because youire always iAfter
Eightd sir6 George had pretended outrage but was secretly amused. It was
amazing what you could get away with if you pretended to be a bit slow.
Passing the Desk Sergeant he asked 6Anything come in overnight?6

0No very quiet. Just a couple of break ins over at Roundhay. One bloke
had his Merc. taken. Apparently the burglar alarm on the house wasnit set.
The chap said they never bothered with it or it meant that the cat couldnit
have the run of the house overnight. All they had to do was put a brick
through a pane of glass in the back door, the key was in the lock. They just
reached through and let themselves in and what do you know? A bunch
of keys on the kitchen work top, all ready and waiting, a gift from heaven.
Garage key, car key the lot. Can you believe it? Donit they just bloody ask
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for it? And all sheis worried about is that the back door was left open and the
catis wandered off!0

George shook his head. Not in disbelief, heid heard it all before and
far worse. Would people ever learn he wondered? He set off slowly up the
stairs and pushed the opaque glass door of the office open. He looked at
his desk, a small yellow post-it was secured under his unwashed coffee mug.
0See you this afternoon - Philé Bloody Hell, heid been and gone early. Or
perhaps heid put it there last night. George looked at the mug for a second.
Should he have a coffee first? No heid best get off. Thereid be plenty of
time for a drink on the way. 0See you laterd heid called to the sergeant on
his way out.

QAye, not if | see you firsto was the reply.

He settled himself in the Omega and pulled out into the city centre
traffic as a Pink Line double decker bus paused to let him out. He flicked
through the radio channels finally settling on the local radio station where
there was discussion of the dayis horse racing meeting. It was at Wetherby
this afternoon, over the sticks. A nice little course. Would he have time to
call in at the bookies on the way back? Perhaps he should have set up one
of those new fangled telephone accounts but there again that might be a bit
too handy. He drove onto the M62 where a large B&Q lorry flashed him
out. George took his cue and rapidly accelerated into the middle and then
the outside lane. The overhead gantry warned of an accident ahead. George
cursed and hoped it was further down than his destination. The traffic was
becoming heavier. The accident had been cleared but had caused heavy
tailbacks. He pulled into the car park of the service station at Hartshead
Moor and parked near a National Express bus which was disgorging its
hotchpotch of passengers. He walked through the foyer, the bored bus
travellers aimlessly studied the rack of daily newspapers or the screens of
traffic news. George passed on through and made his way to the restaurant.
No harm in a plate of bacon and eggs washed down with a pot of tea first.
He took his tray to an empty table with an ashtray. They were getting fewer
and fewer. He spoke to the woman on the till and asked what the shift
pattern was. 6-2, 2-10 and 10-6 sheid told him.

0So you wouldnit have been work at 5 in the morning a couple of weeks
ago?0
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0That depends, we all work an assortment of shifts. Depending on
family committments. What day did you say?6

0Tuesday morning. Two weeks agod

ONow let me think a minute. No. | was on the afternoon turn that day6

Typical thought George.

0But Anne over on the breakfast counter was on nights. {You were on
nights werenit you Anne a couple of Sundays ago?i6 She shouted across the
room.

Ann broke off from her desultory stirring of the baked beans into a
mush and came across. 0Yes thatfs right why?6

oDonit suppose you get many customers at that time of day do you?6
asked George.

oNo not many, one or two on their way for an early flight at the airport.
Thatfs about it reallyé

0S0, a lovely lady like you, youid have remembered a good looking young
man on his own?6 George said in his best attempt at flattery.

olill say!6 she joked.

George fished in his pocket for the photo of Leon Edwards and Eliot
Nelson holding it out towards her 0Either of these look familiar?6 he said
hoping she would pick out Nelson.

She took it from him and studied it closely. 6Mm, Nice young men arenit
theyé . both of femd she passed the picture to her friend to admire.

000h yeso she agreed

0Yes, veryé and now theyire both deado6

0000h!6 shrieked the women in stereo, dropping the photo to the floor.
0No they werenit in here. lid have remembered themo said Anne clutching
together the collar of her nylon blouse. 0Perhaps they bought petrol?6

oPerhaps they did, lill try there next6 said George as bent to pick the
photo from the floor.

He walked away from the women who couldnit decide whether to be
shocked or excited. All he heard were snatches of 60OOhG6 and oWell |
never!o

He crossed the tarmac towards the filling station and gave the details to
the middle aged man behind the desk. Ron, as his badge proclaimed him,
promptly called through to the manager. George passed him the photo.
He looked at it cursorily 0Sorry, I wouldnit have a clue, we get hundreds of
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people through in a day, but I think we can do better than that. If he was in
here itill be on camera and if he paid with plastic weill have the card details.
Do you want to go and have some breakfast while | look?6

George declined explaining that the caf® had been his first stop.

olill just go to my car. live a couple of phone calls to make. lill be back
in a bitd In the car he shook open his copy of the Racing Post. He flicked
through the pages until he came to the one which listed the runners at
Wetherby. The first horse listed in the 2.30 at Wetherby was oLeonis Luckd
George thought it might be a sign but couldnit decide whether it was a
sign to back it or give it a wide berth. He studied the rest and underlined a
couple of likely candidates in black biro before making his way back to the
managerts office.

OHere we ared said the manager 0Heks on the film. This is him isnit
it?0 he asked George pointing at the figure on the screen as it crossed the
forecourt. 0Bought some petrol, look, here he comes into the shopé The
manager pointed at the image of Eliot Nelson as he looked directly at the
camera when he approached the counter. 0Paid by plastic too, E. Nelson
was the name on the card6 He held out the printout for George to examine.
oDidnit cover his tracks too well did he?6

OPerhaps he wasnit trying to. Letis just watch the next sequence shall
we?

0Yes, of course, thatis fine by me. What are we looking for?6

0l donit knowd George admitted.

The manager switched the tape on again. Eliot Nelson crossed the
forecourt and got into the white van. It pulled out of the garage and
towards the motorway. Behind it was a large white articulated lorry. George
couldnit quite see the name on the side. iTransporti was the only word he
could read. olill have to take these with me, but Iill give you a receipt for
themd George added. He slid them carefully into the large brown envelope.
A good mornings work all in all. Now would he have time to call in at the
bookies he wondered as he sped back towards Leeds?

* * *

They all three sat round the table in Katels office. George passed her
the envelope containing the cassette and the copy of the entry of Eliot
Nelsonis credit card.
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OWell done George a good result. Iill make arrangements to have the
film looked at and enlarged. We need to see if there was anyone in the van
with him or if he was just meeting this Chris at the at the service station
for a chato

olf he was, they didnit go into the caf® to talk. The woman in there was
adamant she would have remembered him if he had. I think itis more likely
that he picked someone up in the vané

0Yes | think youire righto said Phil. 0ltis a strange place to meet just for
a talk at that time of the morning. | favour he brought the person he met
back with himo

00ko said Kate olf weire going to follow that assumption for now |
need to get a better look at the film and we need to see if there are any
other cameras we could pick him up on. What about any overhead cameras
on the motorway?6

00r what about nearer home? What about the close circuit cameras on
the roads coming into Leeds?06 suggested Phil.

0Great idead said Kate 0lill get on to that straight away6 She looked up
at the wall clock 0Probably a bit late for today though. lill give them a ring
and see if I can set it up for tomorrowé She looked at the clock again. She
felt theyid reached one of those sticky points in the investigation. There
was a lot of work that had been done, but as yet not a lot to show for it.
It was easy for the team to become demoralized, to feel they were losing
their way in the maze of minutiae. She needed to show her appreciation.
00Kkay. I suggest you both take the rest of the afternoon off. You must have
something you could do for a couple of hours?d she looked from one to
the other questioningly.

George was already out of his seat and halfway to the door. 0Well live
got a suit | need to pick from the dry cleaners before they close6 he made a
play of looking at his watch.

That would be great if it were true thought Kate. 0Bye then, George. |
look forward to seeing it tomorrow.0

George faltered for a second and turned back to Kate.

00nly joking!6 she laughed. 6See you Georged

Shefs not a bad boss, he thought, for a woman.

Phil was standing, ready to leave, but looking a little more thoughtful.
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oWell Phil, what are you going to do for the rest of the afternoon?
Round of golfé .watch a film?6

Phil looked down at the carpet for a second too long and cleared his
throat.

oDonit suppose you fancy a coffee do you, in town, er just go over one
or two details?6 he shocked himself by the suggestion. Heid been planning
to suggest a meeting out of work. But this seemed to present a good
opportunity, not too personal.

Kate looked at him but didnit quite meet his eye. 0l donit think so Philé
.erm live still quite a lot I need to do today6

0Thatis fineé ..I just thought perhaps,é em. Well yes. lill get off theno
he turned and walked towards the door.

oPhilé 6 she called, thinking frantically. That couldnit have been easy for
him. He probably wouldnit ask again If she turned him down now. oReally,
I do have a lot I still need to do € € .What about tomorrow?6

He looked at her in surprise which he hoped wasnit too obvious.
oTomorrowé é yes tomorrow would be great. Perhaps a quick meal after
work, pizza or something. Just to run over a few points?6 Keep it casual
Phil, he thought. Donit try too hard. Reel her in slowly like a trout. Heid
never been fishing so where did that idea come from?

0Yes that sounds good. See you tomorrow thend Sheid already turned
back to her paperwork and didnit even lookup.

0Bye0 he pulled the door to behind him. Was it a date? Should he have
been a bit more daring? He took the stairs down two at a time, swinging off
the newel post at the bottom. He loosened his tie and ran his hand through
his hair. Roll on tomorrow. Things were looking up.

Kate looked up as the door closed. She lifted her cool palms to her warm
cheeks. Fancy, blushing at her age!
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he walked up the cascade of steps to the large white stone building

which was Leeds University, through the automatic doors and crossed
the foyer to the information desk. 0Good morning, Detective Chief
Inspector Peace. live got an appointment with Professor Kenworthy at
10.300 she propped an elbow on the counter as she leaned across and
towards the prim-looking woman sitting behind the desk. The woman
looked over the top of her rimless spectacles, pushed them hurriedly back
up into position and reached out to pick up the phone. She briefly studied
both sides of a laminated A4 sized sheet of telephone numbers, and deftly
pressed a sequence into the keypad.

After the others had gone the previous day Kate began to feel a little at a
loss for where to go next with the investigation and had decided to take her
problems higher in her search for help. Her call had not gone unheard, as
Chief Superintendent Michael Southern had himself answered the phone,
and after listening to the latest developments had invited Kate up to his
fourth floor office to discuss the situation. Southern had rubbed his chin
in thought and then gone on to point her in the direction of a Professor
Kenworthy, who, he said, led the field in interpretation of video surveillance
technology, and as luck would have it, was presently based at the University
of Leeds. Hence Katels appointment this morning, in academia.
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0Good morning Professor, | have a visitor for you down in reception,
An Inspector Pace. Yes, Yes, thatls correct.6 She replaced the handset of
the phone gently in its cradle and looked up at Kate, who did not correct
her. oProfessor Kenworthy will be right with you. Would you like to take
a seat for a moment? Iim sure you wonit be waiting longd The woman
pointed at the seating area near the door.

0Thank you6 Kate smiled at her, picked up her bag from the counter and
walked across to the seats which had been arranged by the large plate glass
windows where she could watch the traffic passing. She had just picked up
that mornings copy of the Yorkshire Post when she heard the doors of the
lift swoosh open and turned to look.

A tall redhead with twinkling green eyes emerged from the lift. Kate was
about to return to her perusal of the local news, but the woman continued
towards her, her right hand held out towards Kate in welcome. 0Good
Morning. Fenella Kenworthy6 she introduced herself 0Great to meet you.
I understand that you need some help with some camera footage that you
have?0

0Yes, thats righto Kate got to her feet and held out the large brown
manila envelope that sheid taken from her shoulder bag.

00K, lets go up to my room and have a look shall we?6

Kate followed her into the lift. Professor Kenworthy pressed the button
for the third floor. They got out and walked along a carpeted corridor,
lined with large leafy green pot plants and went through a door which had
Professor Kenworthys name on a brass plate.

She showed Kate to a seat, and said 0l wonit be a moment, lill just give
this to one of the technicians and they can get it set up for uso As she left
the room Kate looked about her. There was paper work on the desk and
Kate tried to read it upside down, but the top one was only a sheet of
tabulated numbers. The one partially underneath it was a graph. There were
no prints on the wall, not even a book case to study. It was difficult to get a
handle on the vivacious woman.

Professor Kenworthy returned and reached in to the top drawer of
the desk from which she pulled a pink cardboard folder. 00k, follow me.
Weill go and see what theyive managed to come up with shall we?6 They
went back into the corridor and took the second door along going through
a small anteroom and then through another door into an IT suite where
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banks of computer screens filled two of the walls. The third had huge plate
glass windows which had a view over the Infirmary and across the rest of
the city. Professor Kenworthy sat down in a small leather bucket chair and
gestured for Kate to take a seat in the one beside her.

00k Kate, Can | call you Kate, or must | stick to Detective Chief
Inspector?0

0No you can call me Kate, of course, as long as | can call you Fenella
instead of Professoro she laughed 0You donit look like a professor!é both
women smiled. Kate was secretly ashamed to admit that she had been
expecting a jowly, greying, middle aged man wearing horn-rimmed glasses
and a bow tie.

ONo and | have to admit that I thought that K. Peace would be Ken
rather than Kated This time they both laughed.

oWell, before we look at the footage Kate, lid like to explain a little about
the camera system around Leeds. When | was told that you were bringing
some footage from a private close circuit camera, | have to say that I was
a bit concerned about the quality. Anywayé , most of the cameras in the
city centre are operated by the police. As 1im sure you are well aware. These
are the ones which look like big black globes which you can see attached to
the sides of buildings, and they are cameras which are capable of filming at
any angle covered by the dome The only place it isnit able to film is directly
above it. And that wouldnit be relevant for your purposes would it? | take it
weire not looking for a plane or a helicopter?d she joked.

0No, what weire looking for is some information about the movement
of a particular vehicle, where it was and who was travelling in it if thatis
possible?6

00h 1 should say that itis more than possible Kate. These cameras have
remarkable focusing and zoom facilities and have a magnification rate of
15 times. That means you would be able to see details of a driverfs face or
number plates of the vehicle from at least half a mile away. Then thereis the
equipment we know as 3rd Generation Cameras and are also operated by
the police, again as 1im sure youire aware. They are similar in appearance to
the other cameras but are usually sited slightly differently. These cameras
are actually open circuit television cameras as they can transmit to a
monitoring station situated elsewhere in the city. As it happens I and my
team are currently running a study on traffic congestion in the city and have
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use of some of the cameras. I thought that this might be helpful so if you
can narrow down what part of the city it is that your vehicle was in 1im sure
we can get hold of the relevant film from our archive.6

Kate was astounded. It sounded like something out of big brother. dYou
mean that if we can get an idea of the vehicle from the footage from the
service station, you should be able to find it on one of your cameras?6

0Thatis entirely righto

oWell, letis go shall we?6 Kate leapt to her feet.

OHey, not so fasto Fenella put a restraining hand on Kates arm. oLet
me grab a coffee to take through and then weill make a start.6 She reached
across and poured them both a mug of coffee, passing one to Kate as they
walked across to one of the computer screens. They sat side by side at
one of the terminals. 0Weill look at your tape first. It may be reproduced
more clearly on our equipmentd They ran the video tape from the service
station and could clearly see Eliot Nelson getting into the white transit van
and driving away. A lorry could be clearly seen on the security cameras
following the white transit van out onto the motorway. They ran the film
a few times but the picture was still poor and grainy. It was hard to see any
more detail. 0You say this film was taken at a service station on the M62?6

0Yes, thatfs right.0

0So we know which way heill come into Leeds. That should save a bit of
timeo Fenella wrote a few lines on a sheet of paper and passed it to one of
the passing technicians. He looked at it briefly and left the room.

olt wonit take him long to find the discs6 A few minutes later the
bespectacled technician gestured through the glass and Fenella typed a few
words into the keyboard. Kate was amazed. A white van was driving along
the dual carriageway. Fenella paused the disc and zoomed in. The white
transit could clearly be seen driving into Leeds with Eliot Nelson behind the
wheel, but the passenger side was in shadow.

ol need to see whois with him. Can you get in closer?6 Kate peered at
the image on the screen.

oHold on then, letis get in closerd Fenella froze the image on the screen
and then magnified it until all that could be seen was the windscreen of the
van.
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0But, therels no-one with him!é Katels disappointment was intense.
Sheid been pinning all her hopes on being able to identify Eliotis passenger
and give herself another lead to follow.

Fenella panned out again. GAlright, letfs just watch and see where he went
shall we. That might give you some ideas?6

0Stop! Stop!6 Kate put her hand over Fenellais in an attempt to stop the
film running. 0Can we look at the vehicle behind him?4

Again Fenella froze the frame and zoomed in. A large white articulated
lorry came slowly into focus. The name of the company Transportes Routiers
was now easy to read on its side.

oltis the same lorry which followed him out of the service station. He
did meet someone there and bring them back to Leeds with him after all,
just not in his vano

Every detail of the lorry could clearly be seen. Even the French
registration of the vehicle could be picked up from the open circuit system
above the road into Leeds.

00K, can we see where they went now?0

They studied the disc as a series of images picked up across the city
plotted the route of Eliot Nelson and the French lorry taking them across
Leeds centre and out towards Chapeltown. Kate watched in delight as the
van and the lorry drove past the forecourt of the gym, down the access road
at the side of the building and into the warehouse area behind it. Kate was
grateful that the cameras installed after the Chapeltown riots had been left
in position. They watched as the driver jumped down from his cab, a small
man in a fleece jacket and wearing a baseball cap, who started unloading the
crates from the lorry with a fork lift truck which had been attached to it.

Four large crates were piled on pallets in the warehouse. The driver of
the white transit van then got out, walked across to the warehouse and
pulled down the huge metal roller door, closing himself inside. The lorry
driver meanwhile crossed to a dimly lit Portakabin with some paper work
to get it signed by some one inside. He could then be seen on the picture
coming out again folding the papers lengthwise and putting them in his
inside jacket pocket as he crossed the yard to his lorry. He then climbed
back into the cab and carefully manoeuvred the lorry round to face the gate
and drove back out onto the main road.

ols that what you wanted to see?0 asked Fenella sitting back in her chair
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0That will do very nicely. 1im not sure if its what | wanted or even
expected. But, yes. | think you can call it a good result. At least live got
something more to work on now. | donit mind admitting | was getting a bit
stuck for where to go next with this investigation. And thank you very much
Fenella for sparing the time to do this. 1im sure you must be very busyé

0No thanks needed. live enjoyed myself immensely. It beats sitting and
counting how many lorries use a certain stretch of road in an hour. And
then doing the same again for cars, and the same again the next hour. Then
it gets really excitingé .1 get to put it all on a graph! Do you fancy a drink
after work, celebrate your breakthrough?6

0That would be funé . Oh sorry, | canit tonight, live just remembered,
live already something pencilled in. Perhaps another time?6 Kaye replied
ruefully. Sheid enjoyed Fenellals company, she didnit get to meet many fun,
intelligent women.

0Fine, no problem. Hey, are you doing anything tomorrow?4

0No, nothing | canit put off6 The ironing and cleaning could wait,
especially if she wasnit there to look at it.

OHave a ride out, come to my place | live out at Thornton, itis really
pretty and we can have a long walk in the fresh air. It just what you need
after being in Leeds all weeko

0That sounds super. lill do you a deal. lill buy the coffeeso

olill take you up on that. How about if we meet in the big public car park
down by the river? Itis well signposted as you drive into the town. You canit
miss itd

0See you tomorrow theno

* * *

Kate had spent most of the rest of the afternoon at her desk writing up
a report on the film evidence that sheid watched at the university. Luckily
for her, DC Rayner had spent his previous summer break motoring round
France and it just happened that he still had a copy of the French Michelin
Road Atlas in his car boot. From this sheid found out that the number plate
on the French lorry which ended in the two digits 34 meant it came from the
Herault Department of France. A strange place to buy your weight lifting
equipment from sheid thought, but conceded that she was no expert in this.
Sheid even asked Rayner where most gym equipment was manufactured.
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He said he didnit have a clue but the stuff heid seen in a catalogue had
iYorki on it.

On the strength of her findings sheid had to arrange another visit to
Chief Superintendent Southernis office and try to persuade him that because
of what sheid discovered from the tape at Leeds University with Professor
Kenworthy, a visit to France in order to follow up the company who owned
the lorry and itis driver might throw some light on what was going on,
although heid grudgingly agreed, due to constraints of the budget sheid
had to concede to making the trip on one of the low-cost air lines. Ryanair
had a daily flight out of Stansted to Carcassonne and she could be down
there in time if she got the early train out of Leeds just before 7oiclock.
Southern gave her permission to travel on the following Monday morning.
He would ask for someone to liaise with the local police force and arrange
for some one to meet her at the airport.

She was just tidying away the items on her desk as the door of the office
creaked open. 0Hi, Phil. You ok?06

ONever betteré .Are you ready for that pizza?6

She looked up at the clock. It said five to five. 0That time already! |
hadnit realisedo she stood and pushed back the chair with her knees, turning
to lift her jacket from its back. She lifted her bag from the bottom drawer
of the desk, slid it closed and locked it, replacing the small silver key into
an empty coffee jar.

ol always wondered why you kept that instant coffee there when we
always have filteredo Phil laughed.

0lim just the same at home. | keep a set of spare keys in an old dog food
tin6 she admitted. 6Actually Phil, I feel a bit frazzled. I think 1id rather just
go home and freshen up a bito

Phil did his best not to look disappointed. Heid looked forward to their
meeting all day.

ol could have a quick shower, while you pour the drinks, and then |
could rustle us up some supper. Nothing flashé | might even have a pizza
in the deep freeze if youire really set on that, but therels been some big
developments today and | really do need to bring you up to speed if you
can spare the time to drive out. If not I could give you a ring later if you
prefer?0
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0No, thatis fine by me. live nothing else planned for tonight.6 Invited
back to her place. It sounded promising. Held better text his mate Gary and
tell him to pass a message on to the others that he wouldnit be able meet
them as planned. Anyway they were only going to drive out to the cinema
at Junction 27 and watch € . He couldnit even remember what it was theyid
been going to see. And suddenly it didnit seem at all important.

Kate knew the traffic on Friday teatime would be heavy leaving the city
centre and sheid probably lose Phil at the first set of traffic lights. 0Just
follow me. If you lose me, driving out of town, lill wait on the forecourt of
the Texaco garage at Harewood. Then itis not far at all. Is that ok?6

0Yes, that sounds like a good idead said Phil who wasnit sure where Kate
lived. He knew it was somewhere between Leeds and Harrogate, out in the
sticks by all accounts. The traffic was even heavier than usual and he soon
lost sight of Kate but sure enough as he swung round the bend leaving
Harewood he saw the silver Audi parked at the exit of the filling station.
He flashed his headlights to let Kate know that he seen her and she pulled
back on to the road in front of him. He followed her along a stretch of
increasingly narrow country roads, passing between dry stone walls. At one
point theyid had to pull into a gateway to let a car travelling in the opposite
direction get past. At last to his relief he saw her left hand indicator flashing.
She pulled in through an open five-barred gate and parked by the front
door of the farmhouse. Phils Astra crunched across the gravel and drew
up next to her. He climbed out of the car slamming the door closed as
he walked towards her. 0Very nice6 he said looking up at the front of the
double fronted farmhouse, which was obviously old but had been well
maintained.

She shrugged, ol like it6 and selected the door key from the bunch in her
hand and let them in. They went into a small entrance hall where an old dog
struggled to his feet to meet them. He wagged hid his tail so hard he almost
lost his balance. 0Hello Jasper, had a hard day sleeping?6

ol didnit know you had a dog Kate. How do you manage when youire
out all day?6

0lim lucky, thereis a girl comes up from the village to do a bit of
housework for me three mornings a week, she lets him out for a while
before she goes home and my next door neighbour pops in at lunchtime
on the other days. Anyway let me show you through. They went into the
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old stone flagged kitchen and Jasper trailed behind. 0What can | get you to
drink Phil?6

0A coffee will be fined he didnit like to ask for anything stronger in case
she thought he might be expecting to stay.

Kate moved across to the work surface and switched the kettle on. She
opened a wall cupboard which held a box of pyramid tea bags, a jar of
freeze-dried instant coffee and a selection of mugs. 0Can | leave you to
make the coffee, | wonit be a minute?d

She left the room and he heard her feet on the stairs.

00h can you give Jasper a scoop of dog foodé itis in the paper sack
under the sinké her voice trailed away.

He fed Jasper first and then assembled everything next to the kettle
whilst he waited for it to boil and opened a line of matching wooden unit
doors until he found the one which concealed the refrigerator and a carton
of milk. Phil heard the shower stop running upstairs. Jasper sat to attention
near the kettle. Phil listened, he could hear the floor boards creaking as Kate
moved about. Quickly he took a chocolate digestive from the packet and
passed it to the dog.

0Phil!é she stood in the doorway, her hair damp from the shower, and
wearing a pair of pale blue jeans and a cream roll neck sweater. 0Hels not
supposed to have those!6

0But he looked so hungry, and desperate and he was slavering on my
footd

oYes, well hes good at that6 she laughed as she walked across and took
the coffee he held out. She took a sip and set it down. dActually, live got a
nice white wine in the fridge. I think 1ill have a glass of that. Do you fancy
the same?0

ONo, itis OKk. lill stick with the coffee for nowo

Deftly she pulled out a chopping board and a selection of knives and
then put an onion, a red pepper and a courgette on to the wooden board in
front of Phil. 00K, start choppingd

oHow?0

0Just chop them small into little squares. Look, first this way, then thatd
she demonstrated. Whilst Phil concentrated on the vegetables Kate started
to dissolve a vegetable stock cube in a jug of boiling water, and poured
some olive oil into a large frying pan. She stirred some rice in the oil. It
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hissed as she added the stock. They prepared the vegetable risotto in an easy
companionship and carried it into the living room and sat side by side on
the sofa. ORight 1id better bring you up to speed on what live been doing
todayo

Phil nodded and continued eating the risotto. It really was very tasty and
the grains of rice were different sizes and colours.

0l went to Leeds University and spent a very productive morning with a
lady called Professor Kenworthy. Sheis some sort of 1T wizard. Anyway she
was able to improve that footage that George brought back from the service
station. It showed Nelson there as we already knew, but better than that they
have access to all this film taken of the roads into and out of Leeds, and
around the city centre. And it picked Nelson up driving in Leeds. | was
hoping weid be able to see who was in the van with himd she paused.

0ANd did you?6

ONo, he was in the van on his owno

0But I thought the diary said he was meeting someone called Chris?6

0Yes he didd

0But you just said he was in the van on his owné

OHe was but he was being followed from the service station and into
Leeds by a bloody great articulated lorry from France. I can only assume it
was being driven by (Chrisié

0So what happens next?6

oWell live spoken to Southern and hefs given me the go ahead to make a
flying visit to France to track down this lorry and the driver6

0Some people have all the luck.6

oWell itls the only good lead weive got at the moment so, | think that
brings you up to speedd

0Yes, | see what you mean. By the way that was great6 he said, turning to
her and forking the last spoonful of rice into his mouth. He leaned forward
to put his plate on the coffee table and managed to move closer to Kate as
he sat down again. Their legs touched and Kate tensed. The atmosphere
was charged with expectation. She suddenly felt awkward and wondered
what interpretation Phil had put on her inviting him back. Probably the
right one. But now she wasnit so sure if it had been sensible.

oLook Phil, 1im sorry. I donit want you to get the wrong idea. 1im not
sure this is such a good move. Iim going away on Monday as you know.
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So letis just leave it for now, hey. A cooling off period, isnit that what they
call it and weill see how it is when I get back? I donit want us to get into
anything weill regret later. 1 depend on you heavily at work Phil, we work
well together and I donit want to spoil that. Sorry if 1im sending out mixed
messages. If 1im confusing you6 Kate gabbled as she smiled ruefully and
ran her fingers through her hair. GActually, 1im confusing myself too6 She
picked up the glass and took a sip of the cool white wine, setting it back
carefully on the table so Phil couldnit see the tremor of her hand.

Phil stood up. 0Yes, youire right of course. Theres a lot at stake, its
pretty complicated isnit it and now probably isnit a good timeo

Kate smiled slowly, feeling both grateful and relieved that what could
have been a difficult situation seemed to have been resolved amicably.
GAnyway Phil, can | ask you to hold the fort until I get back? lill probably
be away three or four days at the most | expect, depending how things turn
outoé

0Kate, you can leave everything in my very capable hands anytime you
like!6 he leered at her comically and laughed to show it was a joke. He looked
at his watch. 0Good grief, is that the time! 1id better push off. I arranged to
meet some friends. | didnit realise what the time wasé He grabbed his jacket,
and got to his feet. If he put his foot down he could still meet the lads for
a quick kebab when the film finished.

As she watched him walk away from her and out into the hallway with
his head down she had a sudden flashback of the night that Keith had
walked away from her. How heid stood for a second, half turned towards
her with one hand on the door frame. Sheid just let him go. For a moment
sheid wanted to stop Phil, to call him back, but the moment in time when
she could have done that had passed. Had she done the right thing in letting
Phil walk away? She wasnit sure. He was through the front door, and in three
crunching strides he was across the gravel and into his car. She stood and
watched as the red taillights of his Astra disappeared down the track, out
onto the road and into the night. Half of her felt regret for an opportunity
missed. The other half felt relief.
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Kate had carefully studied the directions written on the piece of paper
that Fenella had given her, and calmly swung the Audi round the
tight bends on the back roads which led towards the small market town of
Thornton where Fenella lived. It was still early and as yet there was little
traffic about on the country roads although the weather looked promising,
still cool but with a bright watery sun peering intermittently between the
clouds. Kate had dressed in brown corduroy jeans and a cream wool sweater
over a brown checked blouse. Sheid topped off the outfit with a waxed
jacket and a cream cashmere scarf to keep out the chill. If Fenella was going
to drag her on some wild hike over the Yorkshire Dales she might as well
dress the part.

The Greatest Hits of Robbie Williams was on the CD player. Sheid
bought it last week in shop in Leeds and hadnit until now had chance to
listen to it. Easy listening, for driving. The occasional buildings grew closer
together, changing from agricultural to residential and Kate knew she must
be getting close to the edge of the small country market town. She drove
down a steep hill, past a church and a scattering of large detached houses
with well kept gardens heading towards the River Thorne and just before
crossing the ancient stone bridge, turned right into the large public car park
on the edge of the river where theyid arranged to meet. Kate looked at her
watch, climbed out of the car and walked across to the ticket machine. She
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wasnit sure how long theyid be staying so bought a ticket for the day. As she
carefully peeled the backing off the ticket and turned it over to attach the
other half to the inside of the windscreen she studied the advertisement
printed on it promoting two meals for the price of one at the local drive-
through. Hearing the purr of a powerful car approaching she turned just as
a bright yellow Honda sports car pulled up alongside her.

Fenella opened the door and holding onto the edge of the windscreen
pulled herself out.

oWow! Some car, girld said Kate enviously 0l didnit have you down as
the sports car type, it looks fun thougho

Fenella tossed her long red hair back and tied it securely with an emerald
green silk scarf sheid pulled from her pocket. 0Yes, I like it and I havenit
had it all that long but I think its days are numbered. It a bit low to get in
and out of gracefullyd

Kate looked closely at Fenella. There were a few lines at the corners of
her eyes, otherwise her skin looked good, but perhaps she was older than
Kate had first thought.

0l know what youire thinking

0What?6

0Youire wondering how old I am, arenit you?6 asked Fenella.

0l was not!6 objected Kate trying not to blush.

oWell, I still think you were and whatis more, 1im not tellingé laughed
Fenella raising her chin 0The only thing I will say is that 1im probably about
the same age as you. But | do have a chronic medical condition which means
that my joints play up a bit. It not an age related thing. Unfortunately live
had it for years so 1im used to it and | wonit let it get the upper handé

0Good for you6 said Kate thoughtfully 6Are you sure youire Ok to go
for this walk though, because if youire not feeling up to it we could just go
and get a bite to eat instead. My treat remember. Look thereis an offer at the
drive-through, 2 burgers for the price of one!6

0l do hope youire joking. | havenit got you to come all the way out here
to eat a burger. No really, lill be fine. live been looking forward to it - and
Iim actually better if 1 keep moving. A bit of gentle exercise is best. The less
I do, the more | tend to seize up. So shake a leg and get your walking boots
on, youire not getting out of it that easilyo
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0Yes, donit worry, 1 was only having you on. Actually I donit eat meat,
and | shudder to think what gets minced and put into burgerso said Kate as
she walked behind her car pressing the button on her key to open the boot.
She took off the leather loafers which she kept for driving in, threw them
into the boot and changed into her walking boots whilst Fenella wandered
across to the machine and bought a ticket. They set off out of the car park,
walking side by side, Kate zipping up her jacket and adjusting her scarf.

00k which way?6 asked Kate.

O0Weill go over the pedestrian crossing here and walk along the edge of
the river, shall we?6

They waited for the traffic lights to change in their favour and walked
down the single width road which ran parallel to the river and aptly called
Riverside.

0ltis a nice walk and therefs lots to look at. If we carry on along here weill
pass the old dye house in a minute. It used for storing and maintaining the
rowing boats over winter now. You can see one or two on the river. There
are a lot more in the summer of course, but it a pretty old building which
dates back to the time when there was a textile industry here. They grew
flax in the fields around the town. It was then bleached or dyed and made
into linen. Weill go past the old linen mill, along to the next river bridge and
walk back up into the town. Itill probably take us the best part of an hour
I should think and thatis without eating. Does that sound ok or are you
pushed for time?6

0That sounds just perfect. live got all day. You just lead the way and [ill
followo

They paused to look at the old dye house, a single storey stone building.
The door was open and in the shadows they could see a young boy painting
one of the rowing boats which had been upturned and secured on a frame
to allow him to inspect and paint the underneath of it. Fenella pointed out
a steep stone stairway which disappeared round the back of the building.
The steps were narrow and worn down in the centre.

0Thatis a short cut up into the town but the steps are a bit steep and
there are 99 of them so I think weill take the easy option and keep going
along hered

Shortly they arrived at the old linen mill. A three storey building
constructed of locally handmade red bricks, with the huge, small paned
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Georgian windows which were needed to let in the maximum amount of
light for the weavers to work. Kate could see from the board attached to
the gate way, which read Flat 3, For Sale that it had been converted into
residential accommodation. 0Oh this is pretty, look Fenella, right next to
the river!é Kate stood on tip-toe to look over the high fence. 0ltis even got
its own landing stage with a little boat tied up! Oh and ducks in the garden.
| bet itis expensive though, such a lovely aread

0A395, 000 for that oneé .. Itis called Flax Flatts. I live round the back.
Mill Masteris Cottaged Fenella gestured somewhere over the fence in the
direction of the river. Kate could just see the rooftop of what appeared to
be a very substantial detached house, which stood slightly apart from the
main building 6And youire right itis lovely down here in the summer. The
developer did a really good job of converting it. You can still see the mill race
and where the water wheel was, although it fell into disrepair a few years ago
and had to be removed. There was a bit of opposition initially to it being
converted into housing, but people just donit like change. It looked as if the
building was going to become derelict, and I know the use has changed but
at least by doing this the structure of the building has been preserved hasnit
it? People think conservation is about the past, about keeping things as they
were. But itfs not. It about the future, about enabling a building to continue
to be useful, even if its use has to change. Anyway donit let me get on my
soap-box or weill be here all day. Letis press on then shall we?6

The narrow road meandered past a row of old stone cottages on their
left and on their right a little tea room with a walled garden which went
down to the river. The sign in the bow window read Closed. Inside Kate
could see one woman dressed in black wearing a white pinafore polishing
the tables. Another sat at a table wrapping serviettes round knives and forks
and placing them in a small wicker basket. At the end of the road they
turned left and were confronted by a very steep hill. Kate listened to the
cars changing down through the gears as crawled up the hill.

0Are you sure youill be ok walking up here Fenella, it looks awfully
steep?0

olill be fine, the trick is to take it slowly. | often walk this way into the
town. | prefer it to the 99 stepso

They plodded slowly up the steep hill pausing to turn and look back down
at the view of the river before they turned around a curve in the road and
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it was lost to their view. Kate noticed a shop across the road called Thorne
Gallery with an eye catching abstract painting displayed in the window.

00h, can we just call in here Fenella and look at some of these paintings?
Do we have time? | quite like the look of that one. | wonder what else
theyive goto

00f course, actually live never been in here before. Itis funny isnit it, but
when you live somewhere and go past places every day you donit always
make time to look at them properly. Letis go in and have a looko

They pushed open the door and a small bell tinkled above their heads. A
sign propped on a small table next to a little hand bell read:

You are welcome to browse.
Please ring the bell if you would like any help.

The ground floor of the building which had originally been a two up
two down cottage had had the central wall knocked down and was now one
long light room which allowed natural light to flood in from three sides. At
the rear of the shop, a small, middle aged woman with cropped grey hair
and bright blue eyes, wiped a paint brush on the hem of the manis shirt she
was wearing over denim jeans. She turned back to her canvas and studied
it, clicking the handle of the paintbrush against her teeth. Kate couldnit see
the painting she was working on as the easel was turned away from her to
catch the light coming in from the side window. The two of them strolled
slowly round the shop looking at the many different works displayed on its
walls.

0Anything you fancy?6 asked Fenella.

0lim undecided. There are one or two nice paintings | quite fancy but I
never like to buy a painting in a hurry. It can be a big mistake you have to
live with if you make the wrong decision. | can always come backd They
left the shop, the woman so engrossed in her work she seemed not to notice
them leaving.

The pause in the shop had given them both a chance to catch their
breath and they managed to climb the rest of the hill without too much
difficulty. At the top Kate had to stop to remove her scarf and unzip her
jacket. The walk up the steep hill had made her quite warm. Turning left at
the next corner they passed an old chapel which, from the three doorbells,
Kate could see had also been converted into housing. Next door to it was a
traditional sweet shop with shelves of glass jars on view. Turning left again
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into a narrow road which ran down the side of a pub called iThe Castlei
they arrived at a public car park. Walking through this brought them out at
the edge of the putting green. Following the footpath around it, they arrived
at an expanse of flower beds which had been newly dug in preparation for
planting with spring flowers. Finally they arrived in front of the castle ruins.
Kate studied the sandstone remains briefly before passing in front of it
where she was able to look down over the gorge and see the road along
the edge of the river where they had just walked a little while earlier. The
people looked tiny. And the train which trundled across the viaduct which
spanned the river looked like a toy. She hadnit realised how high theyid been
climbing. No wonder sheid felt so warm, it was quite a climb.

OWhat an amazing view!d she turned to Fenella oIf 1id known we were
coming here, 1id have brought my camerad

0lt is a super view isnit it, a bit of a surprise really. Donit worry. If you
want a picture of it there are plenty of shops where we can get a post card
of the view. In fact Iim fairly sure theyill have one at the caf® | was going to
suggest we had lunch at.

GActually, now you come to mention it I am beginning to get a bit
peckishd Kate admitted. oIt must be all this fresh air and exercise. live
worked up quite an appetited

Turning away from the castle they walked past Thornton police station,
a small but relatively modern building, which, as it was a weekend was
unmanned. A sign blu-tacked to the inside of the glass door gave those
searching for assistance a number to ring. That was Ok Kate supposed as
long as you were able to find your way here to read it in the first place. She
shook her head in dismay. A sign of the times. Hopefully the lack of police
presence meant there was very little crime, but she wasnit convinced.

They crossed the cobbled market square with its stone market cross and
went into an old red brick building which had a sign above the lintel which
read. {The Apothecaryis House, 17460. Downstairs was a shop, the walls
were whitewashed and the beams dark with age. There was a huge display
of traditional and alternative medicines. Kate picked up a bar of Lavender
scented soap, but put it down in favour of one containing oatmeal. 0On
second thoughts lill take them bothd she said joining the queue at the
counter. She wasnit exceptionally tall but had to duck as they opened a
small wooden door at the bottom of a staircase. Once through the door,
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the stairwell meant that she could stand up straight again and they walked
up the short flight of wooden stairs to the tearoom upstairs. Oak boards
creaked beneath her feet. As luck would have it a couple were just getting
up from their seats at a table in the window. Kate and Fenella quickly took
their seats and enjoyed an unobstructed view across the market square.
Shoppers went about their tasks. Business was brisk at the greengrocers. A
constant procession of buyers stocked up with vege for their Sunday lunch.
Women studied the display in the window of the 0Woolly Backsé knitting
wool shop, whilst their husbandis gaze drifted to the display of bottles in
the window of 0Beeritz6 next door.

0Can | take your order?6 the voice made Kate jump. A young girl dressed
in a period costume of a muslin print frock with her hair twisted back into
a bun at the nape of her neck stood expectantly with a pad and pen.

olim sorry, I havenit even looked at the menu yet, but you could bring me
a black coffee while | decide, er decaff. If youive got it, pleased

The waitress looked at Fenella. 0Can | get you anything at the moment
or shall I come back?6

olill have a pot of Chamomile tea please, and weill order when you bring
the drinks, if thatls ok?0

The girl made a note of the two drinks and went through a door into
the kitchen.

oWell, what would recommend?6 Kate asked. o0lt all looks very nice¢ as
she scanned the menu.

ol think Iim going to have a sandwich in the Swedish bread, it comes
with a salad too and the portions are pretty generous, but there are cooked
meals or jacket potatoes with a variety of different fillings if you prefer
something a bit more substantiald replied Fenella.

0The sandwiches sound really nice. I think 1ill have the same, but I canit
decide between the brie and grape filling or the mature Wensleydale cheese
with red onionso

oTell you what, why donit we order one of each and share them. That
way we both get to have some of each?0

The girl came back with the tray of drinks, placed it gently on the table
and took their order for the sandwiches.

0So tell me, I know you canit discuss your work in detail, but what was
the outcome of our work with the film the other day. Was it any help?6
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00h, yes. Well actually 1im going to France on Mondayd Kate took a
sip of the coffee and nibbled the little almond biscuit from the saucer.
Its the best lead weive got at the moment. | need to find out about the
French lorry we saw on the film. We need to know what he delivered to
the gym. The thought is that he was probably bringing, either knowingly
or unknowinglyé ¢ Kate looked round but there was no one else within
earshot. A couple stood at the till, some distance away waiting to pay and at
the only other occupied table a young father struggled to persuade a toddler
to eat his toast amid shrieks of protest. Kate continued, 6é drugs into the
country and that they were using the gym to distribute from. Obviously the
two who were shot have either tried to muscle in on the act and were raking
off more of their fair share or were just playing out of their depth, and for
some reason not needed anymore. Anyway next stop Franced

Kate sat back as the waitress put the plate of sandwiches down in front
of them and tucked the bill under the sugar bowl.

Fenella distributed the sandwich so that they both had a selection and bit
into hers. 0France hey, whereabouts?6

oDown in the South. Somewhere near the Mediterranean coast. It
should be an improvement on Leeds anyway0

oWell, lucky you. Iill think about you on Monday when 1im at workd

00Nh, lill be working too, donit forget. Itls not a holiday you knowo
Kate ate the last of her sandwich and dabbed the corners of her lips with
the serviette. She picked up the bill from underneath the sugar bowl and
unfolded it.

OLetis go halves?6 suggested Fenella.

0No, my treat. live really enjoyed it. The walk and the fresh air have done
me good. Perhaps we can do it again sometime?6 Kate rummaged in the
pocket of her jacket and pulled out her purse.

0Yes, that would be great. And next time 1ill pay6

0ltls a deald said Kate moving across to pay at the till. The girl gave her
some change which Kate dropped into the saucer containing tips for the
staff. On the way out Kate bought a postcard with the view of the river. 0l
think I might enlarge this and frame it. It would look good in my kitcheno
she told Fenella as they walked back to the car park. 0You could come out
to my place and see it when I get back from France. There are some lovely
walks nearby and perhaps we could have a pub lunch en route?6
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0Give me a ring when you get back and weill arrange to do that6

They paused to cross the road into the car park waiting for a gap in
the traffic, having come full circle on their walk. Fenella slid back into the
yellow Honda, moving much more easily than she had earlier in the day.
0See, | told you the walk would do me goodo she waved to Kate out of the
window as she backed carefully out of the parking bay and then accelerated
smoothly away into the afternoon traffic.

Kate took off her boots placing them next to the neatly folded waxed
jacket and changed back into the black leather loafers. She settled herself
behind the wheel of the car and switched on the ignition, swapping the
Robbie Williams CD for one Charles had sent her in the post. The Senior by
Ginuwineé what sort of name was that, she skipped forward to track 5 as
heid recommended as she drove out onto the main road and the strains of
0ln those Jeanso filled the car. Kate smiled to herself. Good taste Charles,
she thought. Ginuwine certainly beats Robbie into a cocked hat.
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t was just another in a long string of cold mornings when Kate set off

on her journey. France really seemed quite inviting. In fact she almost
felt guilty when she thought about Phil and George questioning people
in Leeds. But hey, this was one of the privileges of rank and God knows
there sometimes didnit seem to be many. Ryanair had a daily flight out of
Stansted to Carcassonne and she could be down there in time if she got the
early train out of Leeds just before 7oiclock.

As usual Leeds station was freezing cold with a strong wind blowing the
length of the platform. Kate pulled her coat round her and dashed into the
deserted ticket sales area. She followed the instructions on the machine and
managed to extract the ticket which she had paid for earlier by credit card
over the phone without too much difficulty. She then went and joined the
growing queue of travellers who were waiting to buy drinks and snacks in
the caf®.

0Good morning Madam what can | get you?d asked the young man
behind the counter.

Kate studied the vast selection of teas, coffees, and other hot drinks
available. olill have a large Hot Chocolate, pleaset she replied.

oWill that be to take out or drink inside?6 asked the young man.

110



Payback Time

Kate checked her watch, still almost 15 minutes until the train was due,
if it was on time, and it was freezing cold out on the platform. olill drink it
in here pleased

The young man poured the drink into one of the largest cups Kate had
seen and she wished sheid asked for a medium. GAnything elseé a pastry,
or a sandwich?0

Kate eyed the All Day Breakfast sandwich on the counter warily. 0No
I donit think so, thank youd Ugh cold bacon and eggs. You probably would
know about it all day if you ate it she thought.

0That will be A3.50 then pleased he said.

Kate raised her eyebrows, but said nothing. Better not put too many of
those on expenses she thought. Old Southern would have a fit. She handed
over a five pound note, zipped the change and receipt away in her purse
and went and took a seat near the door where she could keep an eye on the
platform and watch people coming and going. Not that there was any need
as there was a screen detailing Arrivals and Departures on the wall in the
caf®. It was just habit and part of the job to opeople watchd

As the train came into view everyone took up positions at the edge
of the platform trying to find the most advantageous spots from which
to board the train. They couldnit get on to the train quickly enough to
escape the cold and damp weather of Leeds. Kate had just made herself
comfortable and was reading a copy of Labyrinth she had bought especially
for the train when the guard appeared.

0Can | see your ticket Miss?6 he asked.

Kate patted her pockets and then rooted through her bag. She had an
embarrassingly large pile of used tissues, Sainsburyis till receipts and scraps
of paper with cryptic remarks on them which must have meant something
to her at the time she written them, on the table in front of her. Impatiently
she swept the pile back into her bag and was starting to feel panicky when
she realised that sheid been using the ticket as a book mark. She handed it
over and the guard clipped it and handed it back. Kate sat back and looked
out of the windows for a while. Rattling south through industrial Yorkshire
the cooling towers of the power stations were only just visible through the
dense fog. They had an eerie quality reminding Kate of the film setting for
a science fiction film. Kate tried to doze but without success. A little while
later the landscape changed to agricultural land and a flock of seagulls

111



Paula Edgington

swirled in the air behind a tractor like snow flakes, and in the next frame the
brick boxes of suburbia flicked by. Soon they were at Peterborough, with a
45 minute wait between connections and the weather although brighter with
a weak sun which was beginning to disperse the mist, was not any warmer.
Kate picked up her small case and made her way over the footbridge to the
buffet on the opposite platform. She took comfort in another cup of Hot
Chocolate, this time accompanied by a rather sickly mass produced caramel
slice. At this point she wished sheid been organised enough to make some
sandwiches. After this all there was to look forward to, was airport food.
She wandered aimlessly up and down the platform for a while and looked
at the Departures screen from time to time. There were one or two delays,
and the affected passengers headed for the waiting room, or a connecting
coach service, but thankfully her train was not one of them. Eventually the
connecting train arrived and the journey to Stansted continued. The train
rolled onward across England, small farms dotted the vast openness of the
fens, which were broken only by the ditches which criss-crossed the view.
Kate felt her head starting to droop. It had been an early start. Suddenly the
carriage rocked, jolting Kate awake as another train blasted by travelling in
the opposite direction. She dozed briefly again and awoke after some time
just as the train swayed slowly into the picturesque city of Ely, itis massive
medieval cathedral brooding over the pretty pastel coloured cottages which
faced the riverfront.

A further change of passengers took place, a number carrying briefcases
left the train and were replaced by others carrying suitcases. Thankfully the
train arrived at the airport on time, as there was not a lot of time to spare
before check-in. Kate dashed up the escalator from the station and into the
airport. After two large cups of Hot Chocolate and a cup of coffee she was
now torn between the need to quickly locate both the Ladies loo and the
Ryanair check-in desk. Fortunately in the distance, a long queue had formed
at check din, so Kate decided it was safe to make a rush to the loo first.
Check-in went smoothly though slowly, with the typical hold ups caused by
women pleading for small suitcases to be classed as hand luggage, people
with faulty passports and the usual number of travellers who were either
in the wrong place, or at the wrong time, or both, and wanted the airline
to accept responsibility for it. Finally after the numerous checks, scans, x-
rays and baggage searches Kate found herself in the departure lounge. She
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walked across to the window and watched as a constant stream of planes
took off and landed. Becoming bored she wandered into the newsagents
and picked up a copy of the Independent. Perhaps a crossword would help
fill the time.

The plane had just landed, slightly late, and Kate watched as it was
swiftly oturned-round6 within twenty minutes. They were called forward
to board.

oBoarding passes 1-90 only please6 announced the boarding staff. Kate
produced her boarding pass and passport for inspection and walked with
the other passengers across to the plane. Passengers and suitcases were
being put on at the same time. At this time of year the plane was only three
quarters full and she had no difficulty getting a seat near the window. At last
she was on her way to France.

* * *

Carcassonne was only a small airport and the suitcases arrived in the
terminal almost as quickly as the passengers. Kate was able to pass quickly
through the arrivals area and outside to the row of prefabricated huts under
arow of pine trees, which accommodated the car hire companies. Southern
had offered to arrange for someone to meet her but Kate had assured him
that she didnit mind driving down. It was only an hours drive down the
motorway.

0Good morning Madame, do you have a reservation?0 asked the elegant
woman behind the desk.

Kate pulled out the voucher she had printed on the internet and passed
it over the desk to the woman.

0Thank youo replied the woman, peering at it over the top of her black
rimmed spectacles. She compared it to the details on the computer screen
in front of her. GAnd may | see your passport and driving licence?6

Kate slid them across the shiny surface of the desk.

0Do you have your credit card in the same name as the booking to0?6

Kate pulled it from her purse and passed it over.

0That all appears to be in order, here are your keys. In this wallet are the
documents for the car, the carte gris. They must be kept in the car at all
times. Not to do so is an offence. You will see also telephone numbers in
case of a problem. She underlined them firmly in black biro. These are the
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numbers if you have an accident or a break down. You must ring them, not
me. If you go out of those doors, straight ahead, then turn left and you will
see your car parked in the first row on your right. A black Renault Megane.
The registration number is written on the key. Please return the car full of
fuel. All the bays are numbered. Yours is number 56 added the woman.

0Thank you¢ said Kate picking up her keys and insurance documents.
She breathed a sigh of relief. She had been dreading having to resort to
her school girl French. The old remembered phrases she had learnt parrot
fashion at the Church school she had attended of 0Madame Marsaud is in
the kitchend 0 Jean-Paul is at schoold 0 The sun is bright6 were of no help
whatsoever in adult life. They hadnit studied useful topics such as 0What to
do when your car breaks downd 0Buying a railway ticketo or ol would like
to order a meald

Kate looked around as she got into the car to make sure no one had seen
her shame- faced first attempt at getting in the wrong side. She executed a
cautious couple of circuits of the airport car park before pulling out onto
the main road and heading for the motorway. It was all well signposted. She
took the exit from the roundabout which read A61 Narbonne. She had been
told to take the road to Narbonne and then the A9 towards Montpellier. She
looked at a map, Narbonne then keep to the left when the road divided. If
she got in the wrong lane sheid end up in Spain. Not so bad she thought to
herself as she settled back in her seat and put her foot down, heading off
towards the south coast at a steady 110 kilometres an hour.

It was the first week in March and the weather was being kind. The
bluest of skies provided an exquisite backdrop to the almond trees that
were covered in a smattering of white blossom. There was a quality of
light peculiar to this part of the world. Kate could understand what had
attracted Van Gogh and his colleagues to Arles. The sky was bluer and the
grass greener than any sheid seen before. Everything was more vivid and
sharply defined, like the stained glass in the bottom of a kaleidoscope as it
falls into focus.

She pulled off the motorway and studying the display, paid the toll of 5
euros at the booth. As promised the road to Sauvignan was clearly posted
although, in the usual French habit, not the distance. She had been told
to follow the signs for the town centre and just after the ancient stone
bridge crossed the river there was a large public car park where her French
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counterpart Monsieur LeClerc would meet her and show her to the small
house where she would be staying for the duration of her visit. It belonged
to a relative of his and was used in summer as the familys holiday home.

She got out of the car and looked about. Directly across the road a man
In a pale suit sat at a table outside the Pont du Relais drinking coffee from
a tiny cup so favoured by the French. He waved, and she waited for a gap
in the post lunch traffic, hoisting her hold-all over her shoulder. Almost 2
oiclock and the French were returning to work after their two hour lunch
break. As she approached the table he stood up.

olt must be Inspector Peace, enchanted he took her hand and sketched
a bow over it. 0Capitaine LeClercd he introduced himself. 0You have had a
long journey, no? Perhaps you would like something to eat?0

OPlease, call me Kate.6 She shook his hand in a more businesslike fashion
and then released it. 6Actually 1im fine at the moment. | had a meal on the
way. But donit let me interrupt your lunché

He drained the last drop of black coffee from the little cup and replied
0No that is fine, we will take a walk through the Place and I will show you
the shops and then I will show you to where you will be staying. Let me take
your bagé without waiting for Katels comment, he picked up the bag and
set off down the street. At the bottom of the road they turned right and
found themselves in a pretty square. LeClerc pointed out two Boulangerie, the
Tabac and the Pharmacie 6Although, I donit think they will have the English
newspaper at this time of year. In the summer, yes. We have many English
visitors. At the moment no6 They crossed the square and walked up the
side of the Boulangerie. Kate looked longingly at the pastries. They turned
another corner into a narrow street. The jumble of houses were arranged not
only in long rows and back to back, but also with back to side, and because
the streets had evolved over several hundred years some of the houses had
noticeable changes to their structure. Some had blocking or creating of
doors and windows, but the original ancient decorative stonework could still
be plainly seen. Kate was quite entranced. In the exterior walls of a couple
of the houses Kate could see where a beautiful carved but weathered stone
archway had been completely filled in, captured like a fossil, no longer able
to fulfil its previous purpose but still preserved for display. Looking at the
changes, Kate could only begin to try to guess why they have been carried
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out, perhaps two houses had been converted into one, or a passage way
between the little buildings incorporated into the house.

The house was approached from the street through a large solid wooden
gate set into a surrounding stone wall approximately ten feet high. The
gateway was tucked away in a quiet, shady corner of the narrow, twisty
medieval streets. It was between two other houses at right angles to one
and parallel to the other at a dog-leg in the narrow road. There were two
steps down into the yard, where directly to the left stood an ancient stone
well in one corner, with a wall of about thirty inches high, and for safety,
a wooden lid covering it. The front exterior wall of the house had been
painted a warm creamy-yellow colour, the doors, windows and shutters
stained in dark wood varnish, and against this backdrop were displayed,
terracotta pots, with young hydrangeas, impatiens and geraniums, which
in the summer would blossom into a riot of colour, in various shades of
pink, ranging from the delicate pastel of the hydrangea, to the hot pink of
the impatiens.

0We are arrivedo said LeClerc. And indeed they were. It was like arriving
at the centre of a maze.

olill never find my way up and down all these little streetso

oltis ok, therels a street map here6 said LeClerc, picking it up from the
kitchen table and handing it to Kate. 0See, | have marked with a cross where
we are to save you time, or you would be going round in circles to begin
with, because to you, one narrow street looks very much like another, and
the ten minute walk to the square would take you half an hour, or even
mored he smiled. 0Well, I will leave you now. Thereis food and milk in the
fridge but the shop is open until 7.30 if you want anything else. He handed
her the keys and disappeared up the steps and through the gateway.

* * *

The next morning Kate woke suddenly, feeling disorientated. Was it
night or morning? It was still dark. What day was it and where was she?
She rolled onto her side and picked up her watch from the bedside table.
The luminous display read 08.05. She fell back on the pillows for a second.
It came back to her. She was in France. She put on the bedside lamp and
walked across the tiled floor to the window. It was still dark because the
shutters were closed, completely blocking out all the light. Lifting the latch
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she pushed them back, folding them in half at the hinge and securing them
to the wall with the metal clasp. She could hear the sounds of voices and
car engines passing outside in the street. Turning back she went into the
bathroom, flicking the switch on the kettle as she passed. A quick shower
and a cup of coffee and sheid be right as nine pence. Not due to meet
LeClerc until 10.30 she decided to have a walk down to the square after her
coffee.

Her senses were assailed by the colours and scents of the produce which
were on display, and the contrast between the supermarket shopping which
she was used to. There was no pre-packaging and no feeling of having to
choose quickly as six people waited behind with their trolleys, clutching a
plastic bag torn from the roll. Kate always felt under pressure to choose
her goods quickly and then ended up coming home without something
vital such as potatoes or onions. And why she wondered, do all the English
supermarkets have their fruit and vegetables just inside the door where it
creates an immediate jam of trolleys as we all inspect the box of half ripe
identical watery red blobs which tried to pass themselves off as tomatoes.
She had been reliably informed by someone in the trade that itls a marketing
ploy, to make our first sight of the interior of the shop seem inviting, but
was nowhere near as inviting as Kateis arrival at the French open air market.
The quality, quantity and variety of produce available on this market was
excellent. She wished she could take some home with her, perhaps she
would. The very irregularity of shape and varying degrees of ripeness of
some of the food seemed proof that conformity is not always best and in
France is cause for celebration rather than rejection.

The market was held in a pretty square, flanked by two rows of ancient
plane trees which offered shade to the goods and vendors as well as the
shoppers in the summer. The stalls were set up under huge canvas parasols.
The pride taken by the stallholders in the presentation of their goods
reminded Kate of an English village agricultural show, everything arranged
to its best advantage. The huge spring onions lay proudly in serried ranks,
their massive white globes secured in bunches. The potatoes though quite
clean gave the impression of just having left the ground. They begged to
be bought. The scent of the delicately shaded apricots drew her towards a
stall where a plate of freshly sliced fruit was being offered for tasting prior
to purchase. This did not seem to be unusual at the market, the stallholder
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only had to see someone pause for a second and they immediately offered
a sample of what is being considered.

The cheese seller was equally keen for his wares to be sampled and
handed out cubes of cheese to a constant stream of passers by. He was
handily found in the narrow street between the boulangerie and the wine
seller where the two tradesmen could be seen in the street in earnest
conversation discussing the merits of their various wares and jointly able
to chat to their clients. Kate tried some of the locally produced Fromage
du Chevre it certainly left the one that sheid had at the Caraway standing.
That was something else sheid have to take back with her. Kate came away
from the market feeling as if she had had a small meal. Several bars and
caf@s were set around the square with tables and chairs outside in the area
between the front of the caf® and the market stalls. Kate had agreed to
meet LeClerc at the PMU caf®. But her eye was caught by the lingerie stall
which was incongruously sited outside the butchers. The underwear was in
vivid shades of cerise and lilac, the silks and lace concoctions were cheekily
displayed by the young Frenchman with curly black hair and merry dancing
eyes. But perhaps he felt the anatomy displayed close by had something
in common with his wares. Kate went across and looked at some of the
underwear it was out of this world and not expensive. She needed to take
some of this back too. Perhaps she should look for somewhere which sold
suitcases.

There was a stall which sold olives outside the Office du Tourisme with
herbs, oils and different varieties of olives displayed below olive branches
which the stallholder had tacked onto the parasol. Next to this was a small
stall selling hand painted ceramics. Serving dishes, and bottles for serving
olive olil.

Sheid pop in to the information office later and see if there were any
sites of interest close by that she could see whilst she was here. Looking at
her watch Kate decided that sheid better set off for her meeting. If he was
prompt heid be on his way now.
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Walking uncertainly into the PMU, Kate thought that it seemed strange
to suggest meeting in a bookmakers shop, but as she walked in she
was surprised to see that although there was a television by the bar with the
odds for the afternoons racing and another with the Rapido game ongoing,
there were also several other women in there, some with bags of shopping
and one armed with her knitting, who seemed to have no interest in the
gambling but were just enjoying a cup of coffee. She looked around the
room but LeClerc hadnit yet arrived. She approached the bar and haltingly
ordered a coffee and a pastry from the man serving drinks.

0lim sorry Madame, but we do not serve the food in winter6 he must
have noticed her crestfallen look as he went to say olf you would like I will
make the coffee and you can buy a pastry from the Boulangerie and fetch
it in here. I will bring the coffee to where you are sitting. Kate picked up
her bag and walked to the boulangerie which LeClerc had pointed out the
previous day, whilst the barman prepared the coffee. Pushing open the glass
door of the shop she was met by a wall of heat and the beautiful smell of
freshly baked bread. There was a glass topped counter and incorporated
below it on the glass display shelves all manner of freshly baked goodies.
Strawberry tartes jostled for position alongside cream buns and sacristan,
long sticky, flaky pastry sticks covered with flaked almonds. Friande saucisse,
veau, and Roquefort, best compared to sausage rolls with a frankfurter, veal
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or Roquefort cheese filling. Whilst in the queue Kate was able to watch as
the baker shaped the next batch of baguettes and placed them between the
folds of fabric, to keep them in shape, on a large tray. He then took a long
iron rod to open the door of the wood burning stove, where they would
be baked. As the door opened the intense heat from the oven could be
felt in the shop. He pulled out a tray of baguettes which had just finished
cooking and deftly turned them out of the tray into tall lined wicker baskets
on wheels, which he pushed across to the counter, where the girl who was
serving used them straightaway. She twrappedi them skillfully by placing a
small piece of paper, three inches wide, bearing the bakeries name iFreres
Antoni, around the middle of the baguette, giving it a quick twist to secure
it, before passing it to the customer. The bread was then carried home
through the streets exposed to the elements. Suddenly Kate was at the head
of the queue. Unsure of the pronunciation, she pointed at the sausage
roll. The woman behind the counter said something which Kate did not
understand. She raised her shoulders in puzzlement and said 0Sorryé The
woman pointed at the microwave oven in the corner. Kate shook her head
in reply and took the small paper bag she was handed.

Back at the caf® she took out the sausage roll and placed it on top of
the empty paper bag to serve as a plate. As the bar tender approached the
table Kate recognized her mistake. The tiny cup he was carrying contained
coffee of the super strength French variety. She could smell it before he got
anywhere near her. He placed it in front of her and she promptly passed
him a ten euro note. Taking a small sip she shuddered and placed the tiny
cup back on the saucer. Never mind the sausage roll would soak it up. She
dabbed her lips with a napkin and looked up just as LeClerc walked in.

oBonjournee Kate, Ah, enjoying a cup of coffee | see, to help you
wakeup, did you sleep well?6

oLike a top!o If she carried on drinking coffee like this she felt sure that
sheid never sleep again.

LeClerc tilting his head to one side, looked puzzled.

oSorry, itis a figure of speech. It means | slept exceptionally well. Thank
youo

OLike a topé . lill remember that. Itis the little house. It a very restful
place. | donit know why but all our visitors always say how well they sleep
there. Have you had breakfast?0
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Payback Time

0Yes, thank you. I always have a good breakfastd

0Excellent. When you have finished your coffee, weill get going. live
arranged a meeting with Commissaire Cassin of the Police Judicaire at the
Hotel de Police in Beziers. It is purely a courtesy visit but I think that we will
discuss with him the case, yes?0

0Yes, of course thatis fined Kate had expected something of the kind.

They walked round to the car park where Kate had left her hire car the
previous day and got into LeClercts large, dark blue Peugeot saloon. They
drove sedately into Beziers, the road passing between the railway line that
runs along the south coast between Montpellier and Perpignan, for a while
journeying alongside the TGV. and the beautiful Canal du Midi.

ol have made us an appointment to visit Monsieur Bels, who is the
manager of Transportes Routiers, this afternoon. After we have spoken to
Commissaire Cassind LeClerc informed her.

The Hotel de Police was a light coloured squat rectangular building.
Symmetrically designed with four rectangular windows, filled with opaque
glass and covered with metal bars on each side of the door, it was in
appearance an unattractive unforgiving building. LeClerc expertly swung
the large Peugeot into a space which Kate wouldnit have attempted. The left
front wing was across the footpath, and the angle it was parked at prevented
the Renault Twingo parked in front of it from getting out.

0Are we Ok parked here?6 asked Kate not liking to make an obvious
criticism of LeClercts parking.

LeClerc took a step back and looked at the car and then up and down the
street. 0Yes, there are no parking restrictions here6

She followed him round the corner to the front door of the Police
Station. 6Abandon hope all ye who enter hered thought Kate, passing
through the door. The inside of the building did little to alter her opinion.
The heels of LeClercis highly polished leather shoes clicked as he strode
ahead of her along the corridor. Kateis soft soles squeaked in his stead.

LeClerc paused in front of a door with an opaque glass panel in the top
half, and knocked. Without waiting for a reply he pushed it open and waved
Kate through to proceed him into the room. A man with a grey crew cut
looked up from what he was writing, pen held in mid air. At first it was
difficult to distinguish any other of his features for the swirling cloud of
dense blue cigar smoke which surrounded him.
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