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Counting The Dead

Prologue

Wakefield. West Riding of Yorkshire.

Saturday, 18th September 1964. 10.30pm.

The stream of people leaving the Palais Ballroom increased as they made a dash for the car park, bus station or nearest pub. Get a couple more pints in before the towels went on. In Wakefield, on the edge of the Yorkshire coal field licensing hours were generously extended to 11pm. Amongst them an attractive couple, regulars over the past two months. The woman mid-twenties. A slim brunette, wearing a cream coloured dress with a red floral print. Cream coloured high-heeled shoes. Red coat and matching handbag. Her escort, fortyish. Nothing stopped him from participating to the full in the entertainment. Five eleven. Dark collar length hair. Expensive clothes. He enjoyed the company of attractive females. Vivienne had become his regular companion. He had seen to that. 

In Vivienne’s eyes there was little or no risk. As always the dance hall was crowded with revellers. Her car nearby in the car park. The initial frisson of dancing with strangers was long gone. Her friend with the Shakespearian name was charming, handsome and amusing. A perfect gentleman. A breath of fresh air. If she were honest with herself she looked forward to their meetings. A few dances. A chat. A coffee. Maybe a G&T. A break from the grind. From teaching. Duncan worked too hard and although they had discussed a second child, money was tight. Nevertheless, she made sure she had enough money and petrol for the Palais. Duncan had gone off sex, at least with her. She had even thought that he was paying too much attention to his sister. Or was she just looking under stones trying to find worms.  

He stifled a shudder and looked down. They exchanged smiles. She really was beautiful. He was becoming too well known. People were beginning to ask too many questions. Ever since Betsy all those years ago ... The crystal clear image formed before his eyes. ‘Hey twinnies!’ Betsy shouted as she turned and ran up the meadow towards the moor, laughing. ‘Gonna tell Dad ya made me do it.

‘We didn’t do anything,’ he protested, although Betsy had been egging them on he couldn’t get a hard-on, he never could. 

‘Ya mean ya couldn’,’ she retorted and laughed again. ‘Fourteen and couldn’ do it, you’re weird. Weirdy, weirdy, weirdy, nah ni nah ni nah nee, Dad’s gonna to kill ya,’ she sang, and ran again.

She hadn’t run twenty yards before he struck her between her shoulders knocking her to the ground. She lay there on the grass laughing up at the two boys, ‘I’m gonna tell Dad ya did that as well. You’ll be sorry, wait’n see.’

He dropped to his knees straddling her. As she attempted to get up he pushed her back and put his hands to her throat. ‘We haven’t done anything,’ he said, almost pleading. ‘You’re making it up.’

‘Who d’ya think my Dad’s goin’ ta believe then?’ she said laughing at him and his brother, now standing silently to one side, watching. ‘You and your weird brother or m...?’ She stopped talking and swallowed hard as the grip tightened.

‘You’re hurtin, gerrof,’ she gasped, grabbed his wrists trying in vain to prise them from her throat. He squeezed harder, a look of fear spreading across the girl’s face as she struggled harder. For the first time in his fourteen years he felt his erection and knew he could. 

Betsy, struggling to breathe, frantically attempted to claw his face and eyes. His left hand pressed against her windpipe took his entire weight as he let go with his right hand and pushed his trousers down to his knees and pulled her dress out of the way. Underneath she was naked. He forced her legs apart as she tried to wriggle out from beneath him and lowered his face down to hers, ‘Who can’t do it?’ he hissed. Ignoring her frantic gasping and failing efforts to free herself he replaced his right hand and tightened his grip still further as he rammed himself inside of her and ejaculated; the feeling like nothing he had experienced before. 

When he lifted himself up and opened his eyes his hands were still tight around her throat, Betsy Elstub lay still, unmoving, her lifeless eyes staring at him. 

The image faded. He knew what must happen. This would be their last meeting. He would know within the next sixty seconds. Would Vivienne live, or, would she die?
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Westleigh, West Riding of Yorkshire. 

Saturday, 6th March, 1965.

Memories of the explosion at Buy Smart well and truly ameliorated by Claire’s birth and the Palace investitures.  It had been so close. A few inches closer to the shop window whilst I was talking with Mrs Carson and my name would have been added to the list of those killed. What I suffered was relatively minor. It had been Georgina Hoyle, the twenty eight year old accountant, two months pregnant, who stopped the large fragment of plate glass in her throat. As far as I was concerned it just lacerated my back, fastened my helmet on with several glass hatpins and used the rest of my left side as a dart board. Other than that I wasn’t too bad. At least I was at home when Claire was born on Boxing Day; five days before Lucy’s twenty second birthday. There were some compensations. That had been some Christmas celebration. I had a month off work sick when we were notified of the awards; Me with the George Cross, Lucy, Anne and Liz the British Empire Medal for Gallantry. We went to Buckingham Palace to be invested one month later during my attachment to the Prosecutions Office. 

I loved being a police officer and today was my third day back at work. The first time that I’d walked passed the site all the memories came flooding back. The best? Coming out of the anaesthetic to find Lucy holding my hand. She’d been crying. But that smile. The same smile that I’d seen on the day she recovered consciousness, a week after the accident, never changed. It lit up my world like nothing else could. She turned my hand over placing it on her belly as the baby kicked. She squeezed my hand. We exchanged smiles. It brought a lump to my throat. I had been so near to missing all of this.

I looked at the devastation in front of me. What had been the busiest retail outlet in Westleigh was now a hole. The shop premises either side propped up by baulks of timber and scaffolding. Generally the memories weren’t good. However, March was here, spring was on the horizon and this was England. It was cold with plenty of late snow and sleet showers driven on an easterly wind. As my gran used to say: When the winds in the east it’s no good for man nor beast. Living at Outlane, overlooked by Pole Moor, she had plenty of experience. 

I was early turn. Meal at ten. By eleven I had meandered along Northgate towards the civic gardens, currently being planted up. By late May it would be beautiful. As had happened on the previous two days several people came up to me and asked how I was going on and said that it was nice to see me back on duty. One or two commenting on my trip to London. It felt good to be appreciated. I’d just passed Blamires when I heard the distinctive double-clang of his door bell. A family jewellers, the present incumbent being Henry, great-grandson of the founder and a real gentleman, immaculately turned out and always a ready smile. ‘Excuse me. ... Officer ... Pc Blake,’ he called.

Several people turned as I greeted him. Today he looked worried and that wasn’t like him at all. ‘I’m sorry to trouble you, Pc Blake,’ he began. ‘Something’s cropped up and I would like your assistance. Would you come into the shop, please?’ Without waiting for an answer he hurried back followed by a puzzled yours truly.
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Henry Blamires closed and locked the door. Turned the sign to ‘closed’ and pulled the blind down. Curiouser and curiouser. ‘This way if you please,’ he hurried into his office.

It wasn’t a large shop. Not a wasted inch of space. All the fixtures and fittings were highly polished mahogany or brass. The display cases gleamed. There was no plastic in this shop. The only modern things were the prices. His office likewise, not a thing out of place. What was unusual were the two young boys standing by his safe. Aged I thought twelve or thirteen. Both well muddied, torn jackets and jeans and, tearstained faces. Who they were I had no idea. Certainly not local lads but Mr Blamires trusted them enough to leave them unattended in the shop whilst he came to speak with me.

It was as warm in the office as it was in the shop. As for the tension, you could cut it with a knife. What was going on? ‘Morning boys,’ I smiled and  hung my helmet and greatcoat on the stand. ‘Now, Mr Blamires, what’s the problem?’

Henry Blamires wasn’t a fussy little man but today he was agitated. ‘This is my grandson, Clive,’ he said, indicating the boy on the left. He was the smaller of the two and the more dishevelled, wearing a torn green jacket and torn muddied jeans.

‘Hello,’ I said. ‘I’ve got a younger brother called Clive, he’s about your age, he’s twelve.’

Clive nodded but said nothing.

‘This,’ Mr Blamires indicated the other boy. ‘Is his friend, Michael.’

Michael was even more muddied than Clive. Wearing an almost new blue zip-up jacket, a large rip in the back of the right sleeve and muddied long grey-flannel trousers. ‘Hello’, I said. he nodded.

‘They arrived just before you passed the shop, terrified out of their wits and in this state,’ Mr Blamires gestured with his hand. ‘The only thing either of them has said is that they didn’t steal anything, but no explanation. The other funny thing is,’ Mr Blamires continued. ‘They both live in Hecton and go everywhere on their bicycles, but they’ve been running and no bicycles.’

There were three dining chairs outside in the corridor. Seconds later we were all sitting down, Mr Blamires in his Captain’s chair. I leaned forwards resting my forearms on my knees trying to look even more friendly than I usually did. ‘Whatever’s happened,’ I began. ‘Whatever’s frightened you, you’re both quite safe. Now, who’s going to start? How about you, Clive?’

I looked at him. He shook his head.

‘We didn’t steal anything,’ said Michael. ‘But he tried to run us over.’

‘I believe you,’ I said, ‘But do you understand what telling the truth means?’ I felt a bit rotten having to ask that particular question, but it had to be done.

They both looked at me in astonishment. ‘Of course we do,’ protested Clive, ‘we’re not making it up.’

‘I want to be a policeman when I’m older,’ said Michael. ‘I’m not going to tell lies.’

I smiled at them both. ‘That’s all right,’ I said, ‘but I had to ask ... right, what didn’t you steal?’

Clive and Michael glanced at each other. Clive put his hand in his pocket, took something out and held it out to me. 

‘Just put it on your grandad’s desk, Clive,’ I said.

I was puzzled but very interested in what Clive had produced: An oval plaque. A broken piece of chain with flattened and some distorted links at each end. It was Wainwright’s bracelet. Now covered in mud and in a somewhat damaged state. It was the bracelet, a gift from his mother, the owner told me he never removed. What had happened to scare these two lads out of their wits and leave their bikes behind? Why was the bracelet parted from its owner and in this state? Was there a connection between the two? ‘Look boys,’ I said. ‘You’re quite safe. No-one is going to hurt you. Where did you find it? Who’s first?’

They looked at each other again. Michael said. ‘We were bird watching in ... is it Field Lane, Clive?’

Clive nodded. ‘We go behind the old mill,’ he said, now a little happier.

‘But that’s derelict, it’s very dangerous,’ protested Mr Blamires.

We don’t go in, Grandad,’ said Clive. ‘Just round the back into the wood.’

Placated, Mr Blamires smiled.

I knew the spot well. The ‘Old Mill’ as it was known locally was a dilapidated former weaving-shed that should have been demolished years ago. The site was a magnet for the local kids. Used as a dumping ground for nicked cars, the odd bike, plus rubbish, tons of it. 

‘They get some good birds in that wood,’ Michael said with enthusiasm. ‘It’s cold, we thought there might be a few late fieldfares or redwings, even a waxwing.’

Is that good?’ I asked. I wasn’t too familiar with our feathered friends.

‘Good.’ exclaimed Michael. ‘There were a couple of waxwings last year, they’re rare round here.’

Their enthusiasm made me smile. ‘So, you were going bird watching and you had your bikes?’

They both nodded. ‘Yes, we propped them up against a tree at the top, round the back,’ said Clive.

‘And your bikes are still at the mill?’

They nodded again. 

‘Was there anyone else at the mill?’

Michael shook his head. ‘Nobody, just us.’

‘Ok, tell me what happened.’

It took a few minutes to get the gist of their story. It’s quite a large wood. They spent the next hour looking for their fieldfares, redwings and waxwings without a trace. Then decided to try somewhere else.

‘There was a man by the stream,’ said Michael. ‘He was tubby and had dark wavy hair. Scruffy trousers. A white shirt with blue paint on his chest. An old Mac that flapped about and black wellies. He looked like a tramp.’

Clive joined in. ‘He was the same height as grandad but not as old, but older than dad.’

Mr Blamires said he was 5’6” and his son thirty nine.

Wainwright was usually immaculate but the general description fitted. 

‘He didn’t see us,’ said Clive. ‘He was building a bonfire. Dragging branches from the tip and piling them up.’

‘Yeah, he was puffing and panting,’ said Michael. ‘We’d been watching for a couple of minutes when he stopped, put his hands on his knees and then stood up and arched his back.’

‘Then he climbed back up the tip and disappeared,’ said Clive. ‘But we could see our bikes against the tree, and an old black car.  We said we’d have a look at it later. Michael slipped in the mud and flicked that out,’ he pointed at the bracelet. ‘I picked it up and showed him.’

‘The man came back,’ interrupted Michael. ‘He was carrying a spade and began to run down the tip.

‘He swore at us,’ said Clive with a cheeky grin.

‘Was it very rude,’ I asked and smiled.

‘Hmm, not really,’ he replied. Mr Blamires chuckled, ‘It’s what Dad says. He shouted, “Bugger off you little thieves,” and lifted the spade above his head,’ Clive mimicked the man’s action and speech. “What ... ever ... you’ve just picked up ... is mine, hand it ... over.” He was wheezing.’

‘And he threatened you with a spade just because of this?’ I said, indicating the bracelet.

They both nodded. 

‘We ran round him and up the tip.’

‘I looked over my shoulder,’ said Clive. ‘He swung the spade at Michael and tore his jacket. It was frightening.’

‘I thought he was going to kill us,’ said Michael, wiping a few tears away with the back of his hand, ‘but he couldn’t catch us. ‘He wasn’t far behind when we got to the top. He was using the spade like a walking stick. We left the bikes and ran. Then we heard the engine start and the tyres squeal.’

The first house was fifty yards away. Michael pushed the gate open, grabbed Clive’s coat and dragged him through. The black car, a Rover, swerved onto the footpath and slid to a stop.
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Jack Griffiths was between jobs. His twenty year stint as an Armourer in the Royal Navy had ended six months previously. The few jobs he’d tried lacked the structure and discipline he sought. On the coffee table application forms for the prison, police and fire services. Hearing the row outside he put his morning paper down.  ‘What’s the matter, son,’ he said as the breathless, muddied and tearstained Michael and Clive reached his door. The Rover’s driver, face like fury, opened the gate. ‘Now, what have you been up to?’

‘Nothing, honest,’ gasped Clive. ‘We’ve just been bird watching in the wood. He started screaming at us and came after us with a spade.’

A worried looking Michael glanced over his shoulder. ‘That’s right,’ he said. ‘And he’s just tried to run us over.’

Jack Griffiths glanced from the boys to the Rover and the angry but now smiling driver. He might have been dressed like a scruff but the car was a classic. ‘Has he now,’ Griffiths said. He cast his eyes over the pair again. These weren’t local yobs. The only birds they were interested in wore knickers, or not, as the case may be. He pointed down the side of the house. ‘At the end of the garden there’s a gate, takes you onto the grammar school playing fields. Do you know your way home from there?’

‘Yes, thanks,’ said Clive casting a nervous eye towards the man, now just a few yards away. ‘We can go to Grandad’s.’

‘Off you go then. I’ll have a word with your friend.’

‘Thanks Mister,’ they said together and set off at a more sedate pace.

The driver, having got his breath back but lost his temper, let rip. ‘Don’t let them go you stupid fool,’ he shouted at Griffiths trying to dodge round him. ‘They’re thieves.’

Jack Griffiths put his hand against the man’s chest. ‘Whoa, calm down, steady.’

‘Never mind steady you bloody idiot,’ he stormed grabbing Griffiths’ wrist. ‘They’re thieves.’

One sharp right-handed jab to the abdomen put him on the floor gasping for breath. Jack Griffiths stood over him. ‘Whilst you’re getting your breath back,’ he said, ‘let me give you some advice. I don’t give a damn who you are, don’t you ever speak to me like that again. Keep off my property, in future pick on someone your own size. Understand?’

Rubbing his abdomen, he got to his feet. ‘Why didn’t you stop them? They’re thieves.’

‘‘What!? And let a bully like you get hold of them. They’re children. If they have taken something report it to the police. If they want to know they can come and ask. Now, get out.’

He watched as the man walked slowly down the path. Got back in his car. U-turned and drove back to the lock-ups.

Josephine Griffiths walked up behind her husband and frowned. ‘He looked a nasty beggar, Jack. Isn’t he the councillor that owns the lock-ups?

‘He’s the one, Wainwright, I think his name is.’

I heard what you said. Do you know where the lads went?’

He smiled to himself. ‘Aye, the little one told me. They’re going to his grandad’s.’

‘Do you know his grandad?’

‘Haven’t a clue, love,’ he said and smiled.

His wife chuckled as they walked back to the house. ‘I’ll put the kettle on. Coffee?’

Michael wasn’t physically injured, just badly shaken. ‘This man who let you through his garden, do you know his name?’

‘No,’ replied Michael. ‘But it’s the top house in Field Lane, the detached one.’

I knew the house and nodded. ‘And after that you came straight here?’

‘Yes,’ said Clive.

I asked them both to stand whilst I made a quick examination. Michael was a very lucky lad. The back of his right sleeve had a muddied six or seven inch rip just below shoulder level. An inch closer and the blade would have struck him. Clive was muddy with a three inch tear in his jacket and a smaller one in the trousers. I smiled at the lads. ‘Mr Blamires, I’ll need statements from these two. Will you let their parents know, please?’
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It was a five minute walk. Clive and Michael chattering ten to the dozen. The fear had gone. Everything was fine until we reached the police station. Parked in front was Wainwright’s Rover. From the raised voices a lively conversation was ongoing inside.

Clive froze.

A frightened Michael pointed at Wainwright’s Rover. ‘That’s the car. And his voice,’ 

The next few minutes would be very interesting. ‘Nobody’s going to hurt you, I promise. Stick close to me, you’ll be fine.’

It was quite a sight. Sergeant McGill, wearing his familiar half-smile, was standing in his office doorway arms folded. Wainwright, now dressed in a suit and highly polished black shoes, had his back to me.   From my point of view it was quite funny. Jim was on the receiving end of Wainwright’s barrage. ‘Don’t you understand who I am? ... I want them found and arresting. They’re thieves. You’re supposed to be a policeman. Do what you’re paid to do.’

‘I’ll repeat this again, Mr Wainwright,’ said Jim. He glanced at me and raised his eyebrows. ‘Can you describe them? Do you know their names? There are thousands of kids out there. We can’t just go around arresting kids in the off chance they’re the right ones.’

Wainwright’s voice went up a few decibels. ‘How on earth should I know?’ He sounded as if he was going to lose it again. ‘Just a couple of yobs. They stole something. I want it back. Try that idiot at the top of Field Lane, the old mill house. He let them go and assaulted me. He knows where they went.’ Wainwright caught sight of the boys. He stopped and stared. ‘It’s them,’ he shouted, pointing at Clive and Michael. I stepped in between them and Wainwright. ‘Arrest them. Arrest them Blake. Arrest them.’

I put my hand on his chest as he stepped forwards. ‘Calm down Mr Wainwright, just calm down. What’s all this about?’ 

Wainwright took a deep breath and sighed. ‘They’re thieves, plain and simple. I want them arrested.’ He sounded almost rational.

I took Mr Blamires’ envelope from my greatcoat pocket and tipped Wainwright’s bracelet into my hand. ‘Is this what it’s all about?’ Wainwright’s mother had commissioned the bracelet some thirty years earlier. Now the chain was at least an inch shorter with the end links distorted. It had been removed with some force. 

Wainwright lunged for the bracelet. ‘That’s mine, give it back,’ he snapped.

‘How do you know?’ I pulled it back out of reach. ‘It’s so muddy you can’t tell what it is.’

‘I know it is,’ Wainwright persisted.

‘Maybe you believe it is, Mr Wainwright,’ I said. ‘This chain is too short. and how did it get damaged? Yours was longer and you never took it off.’ 

‘None of your business,’ he snapped. He was becoming aggressive again. Up and down like a bride’s nightie. ‘Are you going to arrest these two before they run away again?’

There was some nervous fidgeting behind me. ‘Talking about running away, Mr Wainwright,’ I said. ‘Why did you chase them?’

He looked at me as if I was stupid. ‘Because they ran.’

‘Is that why you tried to hit Michael with the spade you were carrying, damaging his jacket?’ I glanced at Sergeant McGill and nodded. He stepped forward and examined the back of Michael’s sleeve.

‘Bloody rubbish. Total nonsense. I did no such thing.’

‘Or try to run them over?’

‘Ridiculous, why would I do that?’

I cautioned him and told him I was arresting him for causing criminal damage to Michael’s jacket. ‘You wouldn’t dare,’ he said and tried to push past me.
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There were thirty minutes missing. It was a four minute drive from the old mill to the nick. Max. The boys had run about a mile to Clive’s grandfather’s, told me their tale and we’d walked back to the nick arriving one minute after Wainwright. He’d washed and changed into his suit. If what had happened was so urgent, why the delay? Why the violent reaction? What else had he done?

There are more half-drunk cups of tea abandoned in police stations than enough. The fire brigade were attending the report of a fire behind the Old Mill, Field Lane. I don’t like coincidences. Two minutes later the Sergeant and I were en route. The boys were in the office with a cuppa and a KitKat from our tuck box. Company for Jim.

Less than four minutes later. ‘No rush, Sergeant,’ Fireman Neville Adams called out as we hurried in the direction of the column of steam and smoke. ‘Just rubbish, it’s nothing.’

The boy’s bikes were still leaning again the tree as we sluthered down the slope. ‘It’s only the kids lighting a bonfire, Sergeant,’ Leading Fireman Croft looked confused. Why were two police officers attending a simple rubbish fire and in a hurry? ‘We’ll have it out in two ticks.’

With a generous dousing from the fire crew and a couple of shovels we cleared the site. Although the fire hadn’t really got going there was enough heat in the ground to produce steam. The smell of petrol was strong. Although not obvious the water had caused some of the ground to sink. That was strange because the ground hadn’t been disturbed for decades. Nevertheless there were a series of cut-lines. Linked together the shape was sinister. The thought ran through my mind: had my dad ever had to do this? What thoughts and emotions did he have?

We had a slow walk round. I tested the ground inside the lines with my boot. It was definitely softer than outside. 

‘Can we borrow those?’ Sergeant McGill indicated the two shovels.

‘Sure, Sergeant,’ said Leading Fireman Croft. ‘You think there’s something buried?’

‘Dunno,’ he said. ‘That’s what I intend to find out.’

Under the watchful eye of Sergeant McGill and a silent audience of firemen I began to dig. Very carefully. The softer ground inside the cut line made it easy. Less than a minute later. ‘Oh, Jesus Christ!’ Mike Roberts, dripping hose in hand stared. Just visible the flared cuff of a wet and muddy long-sleeved blue dress. The upturned palm of an even muddier right hand. A hand with bright red nail varnish and torn and broken fingernails. Experience-hardened firemen used to death in many forms were visibly shaken and took a step backwards. No-one spoke. The post mortem aroma unmistakable. 
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The fire crew wrapped up. Statements would be obtained in due course. A man came down the slope. From the look on his face there was no doubt he had seen what we had discovered. ‘Excuse me, Sergeant, I’m Jack Griffiths, I live at the top house in Field Lane,’ he said. ‘Is this anything to do with those two youngsters who came to my house about three quarters of an hour ago?’

I wasn’t sure how I felt. Yes, I’d seen several dead bodies and with the murders I witnessed at Pannal Ash, I suspect more than most. I’d even participated in post mortem examinations at university. They were carried out on people who had died naturally. Donating their bodies for medical research. All the relevant paperwork completed and countersigned by their families. This wasn’t. Judging by the dress, skin, the broken and torn finger nails, it was a young woman who had died a violent death. Buried secretly at the foot of a rubbish dump with every effort made to prevent discovery. Somewhere there would be relatives: mother, father, brothers, sisters, husband, children. Somewhere, somebody was responsible. If it hadn’t been for the chance discovery of a broken bracelet by two boys out bird watching, and a violent overreaction by Cuthbert Wainwright she may never have been discovered.

The fire-crew gone I was left on guard duty. Sergeant McGill walked Jack Griffiths back to his house. To make the necessary phone calls and to borrow a couple of garden spades and trowels so that we could complete the exhumation.

As the last of them disappeared over the brow of the tip I realised why my father had loved C.I.D. In that moment I knew what made him tick. That my choice of career had been the right choice, although it didn’t stop me from feeling nauseous. Was that because of what was developing at my feet, or, because of the excitement? At least this time my life wasn’t in danger. Could her name be Lucy, or even Claire? Time would tell. What I did know is that no matter how tragically this case would progress we could at least bring closure to her family. That was worth the effort. And, of course, there was Wainwright. ...
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Within minutes a road traffic car arrived to act as the communications vehicle and keep the incident log. Seconds later Inspector Yates turned up with Jenny Ross, a brand new shiny probationer just five days out of Training School. The fact that she might be viewing the corpse of a murder victim on her third day at the sharp end would not have been mentioned. But anything and everything was possible. ‘Hello, sir. Jenny,’ I said. She had a nervous smile. ‘Welcome to the club.’ She was the daughter of a farmer from Kirkburton; what you might call a strapping lass.

‘Have you ever seen a dead body before, Ross?’ Said the Inspector.

Jenny had gone pale. ‘My Gran when she died, but this is different.

Inspector Yates smiled. ‘Indeed. Sudden deaths due to natural causes are common place. We are lucky that deaths of this nature aren’t. How do you feel?’

‘All right, I suppose, sir. I’ll get used to it.’

‘Perhaps,’ he turned to me. ‘Brian, how did you spot it?’

‘When we cleared the site, sir. The dowsing from the fire brigade caused some of the ground to sink. Look,’ I pointed to the cut lines. ‘You can just make out what we saw. When I began to dig ...’

Jenny’s only question was, ‘When do you get her out?’ Her job was to stop any rubberneckers, something well within her compass. She arrived at Westleigh with a reputation of being something of an arm wrestler. She returned to the car park. The rumour mill was in full flow and people were started to gather. She had to keep them back. Tell them nothing.

To add fuel to the imagination of the crowd Sergeant McGill rolled up with a couple of old garden spades and trowels. Under the joint supervision I began to extend the trench towards our victim’s head. I’d reached the shoulder when the Sergeant began to dig at the victim’s left side. I felt a bit like an archaeologist. In five minutes I’d reached the end of the cut.  A further ten minutes of careful work, together we had exposed her face and head. 

With the heart stopped the skin assumes a colour reminiscent of tallow but with a sheen like alabaster. Almost haunting in appearance. A dark haired young woman. The left side of her face severely bruised as was her throat. I know it’s ridiculous but I felt better now that her mouth was uncovered. It wasn’t going to make a blind bit of difference. It just made me feel better. Thankfully her skin was cold to the touch. The pathologist would give us an approximation of time of death in due course.
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Over the next twenty minutes we were joined by Detective Constable Mark Smith and Carl Ramsbottom, formerly C.I.D. now back in uniform. He had just been awarded his Long Service and Good Conduct Medal, or as Carl called it – my reward for twenty two years of undetected crime. A strange sense of humour senior Pc’s are wont to display. Chief Inspector Sampson from Hecton was next followed by a police fingerprint officer/photographer. The undertaker sat patiently in his hearse in the car park. DI Greening was on sick leave so ten minutes later DCI Valentine, senior divisional detective, accompanied by DS Cartwright and WDC ‘Penny’ Farthing. I’d worked with Mr Valentine and his team twice previously on the Marjorie Simmonds – Bill Vernon enquiry. It was good to see them again.

Valentine still felt guilty. He had been a DC when Douglas Blake, his sergeant, friend and mentor had been murdered. Yarney had plunged the knife into Douglas’ chest before he could react.  He had tackled Yarney to the ground. The two beat officers cuffed him. He cradled Douglas’ head and watched the light fade from his friend’s eyes. That night he cried. Now, looking across the grave at Douglas’ son he wondered. He had already shown his mettle and was bound for higher things. However he had the authority. The duty to turn the tables. It was now his hand on the tiller. 
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For the third time in thirty five minutes I displayed the bracelet and told the tale. This time to the DCI, DS Cartwright, Penny, Chief Inspector Sampson and Inspector Yates. Our conversation was interrupted by Carl Ramsbottom. ‘Excuse me, Mr Valentine, Brian,’ he called, looking up from where he was carefully removing soil from round the victim’s right hand. ‘Is this what you’re looking for?’

Barely visible. At the side of the victim’s right-hand little finger nail. It was either one of the links from the chain or a remarkable likeness. DCI Valentine compared the link in the grave with the bracelet and laughed. ‘You’ve got bloody good eyesight, well spotted. We’ll let Forensic do the necessary. Can you get a shot of this in situ?’ he asked the photographer. ‘Well done. Keep your eyes peeled there may be more.’ Carl Ramsbottom smiled and continued his search.

‘Let’s see the bastard crawl his way out of this,’ the DCI said. ‘No wonder he wanted his bracelet back.’ Photograph taken the DCI took a small envelope from his pocket and slid the link inside, wrote BB 12.30hrs (side of right little finger nail), the date, initialled it and handed it to me. Then asked. ‘Has anyone searched Wainwright’s clothes? Pockets, linings etc?’

They hadn’t. DC Smith left with instructions to log any evidence found and return as soon as practicable with Wainwright’s keys. The DCI wanted to search the lock-up.

Seconds later there was a familiar voice. ‘Good afternoon gentlemen and lady,’ Dr O’Keefe, local GP and police surgeon, doctor’s bag in hand, raincoat flapping in the breeze came gingerly down the slope and tipped his hat to Penny. ‘I understand you’ve found me a client,’ he said with a beaming smile. Standing at the edge of the grave he looked down at the girl. ‘Poor child,’ he said. ‘I think we can safely say that she is no longer in the land of the living. Death certified at 12.35pm, Mr Valentine,’ the DCI acknowledged. ‘She’s had no life and tasted death too soon ... any idea who she might be?’ he said looking at me.

‘Not as yet, Doctor,’ I replied.

‘Early days I suppose,’ he said. ‘Pc Blake, you’re looking disgustingly healthy since the last time we met. How are you feeling?’

‘Fine, Doctor, thank you for asking.’ Dr O’Keefe had attended the scene of the explosion at Buy Smart. Until I almost collapsed right in front of him I hadn’t realised I was injured.  Stress induced analgesia according to the hospital doctor.

Doctor O’Keefe narrowed his eyes and smiled at me. Why did I feel nervous? ‘I remember what you told me the first time we met,’ he said. ‘A little test I think. Any objections Mr Valentine?’ There were none. There was however considerable interest. Everybody, including the photographer, crowded round as the doctor crouched beside his client and opened her right eye again. ‘What are those?’ he said, making no indication as to what he was referring.  

I crouched and looked closely. I could see there were small clusters of tiny red dots, just like Julie Slater, the canteen worker murdered at Pannal Ash. ‘Petechiae, Petechial haemorrhages?’ I said.

The good doctor smiled. ‘Very good. Which are caused by?’

Right, I thought, the sequence ... ‘An increase in blood pressure in the blood vessels of the eye,’ I replied, feeling more confident.

‘Excellent,’ he said, tilted his head slightly to the right and smiled again. ‘Which in turn is caused by?’

I could feel the weight of expectation pressing down on my back. Doctor O’Keefe looked at me and raised a quizzical eyebrow. ‘It may be indicative of manual strangulation,’ I said, fairly certain I was correct.

‘Textbook,’ he declared as he stood up. I was on the end of some odd looks from Chief Inspector Sampson and the DCI. ‘Well done.’ He looked at the others, ‘You will find petechial haemorrhages in cases other than strangulation. But that is not relevant here. I’m not going to second guess the pathologist’s report, however, in this case you are probably correct. And, in my humble opinion as rigor is established death occurred sometime between nine pm last night and six am today. Once the pathologist has the temperature of the liver he will give you a more accurate time. I would also hazard a guess that the unfortunate young lady was not killed here. And, from the looks of it she put up quite a struggle. The injuries to her wrists and hands suggest to me that the assailant will have injuries anywhere within reach of her nails. Those are quite some talons she has. Have you any more questions?’

There were none.

‘Then gentlemen, and lady,’ he said smiling. ‘I will bid you farewell.’ With that he left.
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Chief Inspector Sampson caught my eye. ‘Fancy a transfer to Hecton, Blake?’ he said to me, then looked at Calvin Yates.

‘In due course, sir,’ I replied. ‘Perhaps.’ Not that I could have done anything about it.

‘I’ll hold you to that,’ he said. ‘Calvin, keep me posted.’ 

‘Certainly, sir,’ he replied and winked at me.

The Chief Inspector and Inspector Yates followed in the doctor’s footsteps.

‘Right.’ the DCI said. ‘We now have an approximation of when the girl was killed.’

Penny motioned for me to stand by her at the side of the grave. ‘You can learn a helluva lot from your observations, Brian. Tell me what you see.’

This was different. From my previous experiences at Pannal I had no input. At university our examination was purely anatomical. This wasn’t. A young woman brutally beaten, probably strangled. I wasn’t apprehensive. It was the opportunity no matter how tragic the circumstances to be involved with a team of experts at the start of a murder investigation. One question on my mind. Was this it? Back to beat duties?
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DCI Valentine stood at Penny’s side. Watching. My father had made detective sergeant in eight years. Almost unheard of in his time, even now it was very fast. How would he have approached something like this? The only way to find out was to do what Penny had said. See, not overthink. I walked to the foot of the grave. By now the body was almost totally uncovered. I perused the grave and contents for a few seconds. The thought – what would they do running through my mind. ‘She’s bare footed,’ I announced, although that was obvious. But wasn’t that the point? By saying what you’ve seen you’re registering that particular point and drawing everyone else’s attention to it. Then, if you miss something there’s a good chance that someone else will notice it. ‘She’s not apparently wearing any stockings, although they may be beneath her body, or inside her clothing ... There does not appear to be a handbag ... She has no apparent injuries to her lower legs .  Wearing a mid-thigh, long-sleeved blue dress in good condition. Gold coloured buttons down the front, all fastened. The dress looks like an everyday dress, not one for a night out. The fabric is straight, not dishevelled.’ I began to move slowly anti-clockwise, stopping when I reached a level with her left thigh, I crouched. ‘Is it all right to touch anything?’ I asked, looking up at Penny.

‘What did you have in mind?’

‘Dr O’Keefe mentioned marks to her wrists. So, possible defensive wounds, or signs of restraint.’

‘As little as possible,’ Penny replied.

The rigor made it impossible to move her arms so I had to crouch lower. ‘No visible injuries to the palm of her left hand. Some bruising to her left wrist. Nail varnish badly chipped.’  I continued my slow perambulation.

‘There are some abrasions above and to the rear of her left ear. They look fresh.’ I crouched a bit lower. ‘It looks as though she’s had some hair pulled out ... she has severe bruising to her left cheek. There is also left peri-orbital bruising. Her lips are swollen on the left side. Bleeding from the nose. Bruising and swelling to the throat. Both sides.’ I was about to stand but crouched again and examined her throat. ‘There are no ligature marks,’ I looked up at Penny and the DCI. ‘Manual strangulation?’

‘Quite possibly,’ the DCI replied. ‘Well done.’

‘Face to face? What ever happened she’s taken quite a beating.’

‘I would tend agree with that on both counts,’ said the DCI. ‘Although we’ll have to wait for the PM to be certain of whether she was strangled and how.’

I set off once more, the DCI and Penny following my path to examine the head ... ‘No signs of bruising to the right side of her head. Apart from the marks to the right side of the throat all the injuries appear to be left-sided. To me that suggests the assailant was right-handed.’ The DCI agreed.

‘I stopped opposite her right hip, crouched and took hold of her right wrist. ‘She has a yellow metal ring on the middle finger of her right hand. Bruising and abrasions to her right palm and three broken and one torn finger nail ... Both pockets in the dress are empty.’

‘Brian,’ said Liz when I got back to my starting position. ‘These are your observations. This is your picture. Once it’s gone you can’t reconstruct it as it is now. Can you make any deductions? It doesn’t matter if you can’t, but whatever you say is your supposition. It’s all observation and interpretation.’

I took my time. ‘Sir, there’s a dichotomy. At first I thought she might have been simply dumped, but she hasn’t. It’s almost as if she’s been laid out. Her body’s straight. Arms by her sides. Clothes aren’t dishevelled. Nevertheless, from her injuries she’s died violently. However, whoever it was who buried her took some care though we’re only a stone’s throw from the houses in Field Lane and the lock-ups. Mind you, if it’s Wainwright he would have an idea when it’s likely to be quiet. It’s almost as though there was more than one person involved.’

The DCI looked at me over the top of his glasses. ‘Let’s not overcomplicate matters, Blake. See what develops.’

I smiled and nodded. ‘Yes, sir.’

Penny and the DCI smiled at each other, ‘Anything else?’ 

Did she want me to say, ‘no’. Or had I missed something? I looked again ...

‘She’s ...’ Penny began to say.

‘Buried,’ I blurted out. ‘She’s been buried.’ So obvious I overlooked it.

Penny grinned at me. ‘Height and weight?’

‘Five feet three, approximately eight stones.’

‘Colour of eyes? Bearing in mind you’ve had a closer look than most.’

Bugger! That caught me off balance because I was concentrating on the haemorrhaging not the colour of the iris ... ‘Brown,’ I said, as confidently as I could. 

Penny gave me an askance look, as if to say, I wonder. ‘That’ll do for now, Brian. Your examination was excellent. But saying what you see reinforces what you’ve seen in your mind. If anyone else is present as we are, we know what you’ve seen, or maybe you’ve overlooked something, or indeed you’ve seen something that someone else may have missed.’

A Dr Wheelwright arrived from the Forensic Lab at Harrogate. He and the DCI spent a few minutes together. The undertaker and his assistant joined us. There was nothing more for us to do at the scene.  We’d walked about five yards when something struck me. ‘The examination might have been all right but my memory isn’t.’

‘Why?’ Penny asked. ‘What have you forgotten?’

I conjured a picture of the girl’s face in my mind. Penny and the DCI paying rapt attention. ‘When I initially uncovered her face her eyes were closed. I’m sure I was told at Uni that in cases like this the victim’s eyes would be open.’

That’s a good point,’ commented the DCI. ‘Although I’m not sure whether it applies in every case. However, it might fit in with your observation about her being laid out. Well remembered.’
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Call it a lucky day if you like, for me at least. At the back of my mind I’d hoped, but not expected, to be involved further. After all this was now a murder enquiry and not just some simple case of criminal damage. Mr Valentine had just told me that I was being seconded to his team for the duration of this investigation. Perhaps only for a week or so, but what could be better than working with these top detectives? He would notify Inspector Yates. That would screw up the Section duty rosters. My first task was to introduce him to Jack Griffiths. After that I would assist Penny with exhibits, or anything else that was required. 

Wainwright had been transferred to Hecton still protesting his arrest and having to wear a boiler suit. His clothes had been bagged for forensic examination.

Hecton wasn’t perfect but it had a dedicated cell area. Better interview facilities and a fully functioning canteen. In addition, a couple of large rooms that could serve as incident rooms. Almost anything was better than Westleigh.

Once again, I was sitting in the DCI’s squad offices. ‘All right everybody, settle down,’ The DCI’s voice silenced the verbal traffic. He painted a picture as to what we knew so far, the action taken and his proposed plan of action. The post mortem had been arranged for tomorrow morning.

Teleprinter and telex circulations to all in-Force divisions and those independent forces within the boundaries of the West Riding, plus surrounding forces, seeking identification of the victim. Four links of chain, which appeared similar to Wainwright’s bracelet, had been recovered. Three by Carl Ramsbottom: One next to the victim’s right little finger nail. The second lodged in a fold of her dress. The third from beneath her body. All photographed in situ. The fourth, found by DC Smith, snagged in the internal seam of the breast pocket of Wainwright’s jacket. Wainwright’s vehicle now en route to the Forensic Science Laboratory at Harrogate. Three search warrants obtained: Wainwright’s house, where he lived with his wife; we had no idea if he had any children. His shop. Lastly, his lock-ups, to be executed tomorrow morning.

‘Any questions before we go. Pc Blake should have been off at two.’

‘Yes sir, I have,’ it was Jenny Sendrove. The second female detective constable in the squad. ‘Brian, what makes Wainwright tick? You seem to have gained his confidence over the last few months,’ she smiled. There was a burst of laughter from the assembled, including me.

‘Three prosecutions. Three final warnings re his driving. Three relatively hefty fines, sir,’ He didn’t like me one iota. ‘Clean for twenty years. Five endorseable convictions in the past two. Now this arrest. She was what? Twentyish, without the beating nice looking.  Wouldn’t have thought he was her type.’

The general comments were in agreement. ‘If he had enough money, he might have been,’ said Penny. 

‘Give over, Penny,’ Derek Myers chipped in. ‘He’s like a small whale. He’d have to be rolling in it.’

‘Brian?’ DS Cartwright joined in. ‘I seem to remember you mentioned this chain the last time you were with us. His mother had it commissioned?’

‘Hmm, About thirty years ago. His grandfather’s Albert, fifteen carat rose gold. Blamires supplied the plaque; that’s brass. His name and date of birth on one side and the sign of the fish on the other.’ 

‘That’s mid-thirties? Any specific reason that you know of?’

‘Not that I’m aware of, sir.’

‘You made it sound as if he fixated on it.’

‘He gave me that impression, sir. He accused me of being covetous when he first saw me looking at it. I thought it was effeminate. He hammered the history: his grandfather’s Albert. His mother’s commission. It never left his wrist.’

‘But no reason why she had it commissioned?’

‘No, sir. He is deeply religious. The symbolism might suggest something but I don’t know if Mr Jeavons might be able to shed some light on it.’

‘Didn’t stop him from trying to twist the system though, did it? I’m an Alderman. Know your place?’

‘No, Derek, it didn’t.’

‘All right,’ the DCI said. ‘With luck it won’t be long before we get the girl identified. Meantime we’ll get the searches carried out. Then Blake, you can go home. 
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