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A Jane Dowling Mystery
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Chapter One

London, 1901



It was a warm day in early May, about the time of year when one or two of the stallholders of Surrey Street market realised a bath might be on the horizon. Jane was just walking up the steps to the office around eight in the morning when her musings were suddenly interrupted when she heard some awful groaning coming from behind her own office door. 

She had earlier caught a few glimpses of Joe walking ahead of her into the market, so at first she thought that he had been attacked and sought refuge, but as she ran up the stairs, it was his voice she could hear, calmly reassuring someone else. 

Inside the office, slumped on a wooden chair with Joe on his knees beside her, was someone who could herself pass for a Surrey Street familiar, dripping considerable amounts of blood on the wooden floor.

“Good morning,” Jane said brightly. A pair of bright brown eyes stared at her over Joe's shoulder. She recognised that look, someone unwilling to share their prey.

“I have a client coming in ten minutes, so can we move the healthcare to the bathroom?”

“She was unconscious when I arrived.”

“Unconscious, and yet inside our locked office? And groaning loudly.”

Jane looked down at the young woman’s face. There was a cut over one eye, and bruising to the opposing cheek. She looked about eighteen. Short blonde hair, unevenly cut.

“What happened to you?” Jane asked.

The eyes attempted a sorrowful, misunderstood look. Jane stood up abruptly and gave up. Kitty came in.

“Can you two take this creature to the bathroom so she can have a proper wash. Put something on that cut. I will talk to her after the client has gone.”

While they helped the young woman up, Jane opened the windows, then went back to wash the blood off the floor.

The client was a few minutes late, a formidable middle aged woman with a sharp face and piercing stare. Jane needn't have worried about the lingering smell of the previous occupant, because the woman had a sickly, stale odour of her own. 

The woman tossed a newspaper on Jane’s desk, an edition of one of the new tabloid papers, which carried photographs and big headlines. 

“I suppose we must applaud your ambition, Miss Dowling. To be running a company at your age. As a female that is.”

“I have a male partner.”

The woman sat down heavily.

“Let me be very frank, then. Do you work with the police or against them?”

“What do you mean?”

“I am Mrs Kingsley, the secretary of the Bloomsbury Branch of the Woman’s Emancipation League. I have come this far south of the river, in order to consult you on a private matter, but I first need to know exactly where you stand.”

“I work with the police on occasion, yes. If a serious crime has been committed.”

“Have they ever asked you to infiltrate one of our meetings?”

“No. I am sure they have enough women working who could go to such meetings for them, if they were bothered.”

“What women do you mean, for heaven’s sake?”

“Matrons at police stations, wives of policemen, I don’t know.”

The woman produced a short burst of air through her lips in disagreement.

“I am reliably informed that every female private detective in London is in their pay.”

“You are evidently not that reliably informed, since I am not. What did you wish to see me about?”

“You are a very presumptuous young woman.”

“Isn’t that what you want? Strong women who are going to tell you what they think.”

She looked a little flustered at this response. 

Jane could see behind her, down the office, that Joe had come out of the bathroom, and was rooting around in the cupboard where they kept their spare clothes. She could hear giggling coming from inside the bathroom.

Jane adopted a softer tone.

“Please, just tell me what you wanted to see me about.” 

“There, right there. This is an example from last week’s paper. A friend of sorts made it their business to show it to me, I do not usually waste my time on such publications. There is a picture, a clandestine photo mind you, of my daughter and her friend going about their private business in a London park.”

Jane looked at the photo and the accompanying text. It looked innocent enough, the two young women made a pretty picture, laughing with each other, in the sunlight, their hair blowing about freely in a way which would have been considered indecent a few short years before. 

“It seems harmless.”

“She is only in the paper because she is my daughter. That is as clear to me as daylight.”

Jane picked up the paper and read the short article.

“Actually, the article does not appear to mention you at all, or name your daughter. The other woman is the daughter of Lord Bloomfield. It is a pretty enough picture, showing summer is on the way.”

“Nonsense. You clearly have no grasp of the political motivations involved. Now, to business. I need to tell you about my daughter Angel. I fear she has made some inappropriate friends. I believe the police or the papers may be in the process of setting her up for some form of embarrassment, to get to me. That photo is just the start of it.”

Jane put down the paper gently.

“What do you want me to do, exactly?”

“My husband is sick, and I am distracted by many things. I want someone to keep a discreet eye on her. That is all. The next few weeks are critical to the campaign.”

“We can do that.”

“Here is my address in Red Lion Square, Holborn, where both my daughters live. Their father is in Manchester. Angel is my youngest, as you can see from the photo she wears her long blond hair down, she likes those flowing dresses, laughs and talks all the time, about nothing of importance I might add.” 

“Is she part of your organisation?”

The woman made an exasperated noise.

“No. My other daughter, Dorothy. She is, of course, a stalwart. But Angel, no.”

“Then what are your concerns about Angel, exactly?”

“I fear she may have made some unfortunate acquaintances, as I just said. She gets invites all the time, to parties, to weekends in the country. She is constantly in need of new clothes and things. In short, she is vulnerable.”

“Is there anyone specific you are concerned about?”

Mrs Kingsley looked at her sharply, as if she did not like the tone of the question.

“Yes, of course. Dorothy has seen a young man waiting in the square for her more than once. He has dark curly hair, always laughing. Not particularly tall, walks in a kind of jangling way, I believe he has some Irish blood. Which is not his fault of course, but you do see what I mean.”

“Why are you concerned about him?”

“Angel never talks about him, and I know he has no money. Dorothy says she sees him hanging about in the square and then Angel tarts herself up and goes out to him and stays out for hours.”

“And?”

“He does not call at the house like a normal person. No one knows who he is. It is clear he is not a gentleman.”

“Why do you say that no one knows him?”

“In the square, I mean, among the neighbours. I have made enquiries.”

“Alright.” Jane took out a sheet of paper from her desk. “Here are our terms and conditions, shall we start with two weeks’ surveillance?”

The woman read the sheet carefully. Then she opened a purse and counted out the money.

“I will not be able to come here again, it is too inconvenient. Please write to me regularly with your progress.”

“Of course.”

“I suppose you chose this location for your office to be in the thick of things. I have some experience of such matters in Manchester.”

“It was cheap. And the stallholders know us and look out for us.”

“Really? That is a most peculiar thing. My husband was a painter you know, he used to paint the unfortunates sometimes. No money in it, of course. Then he changed to painting the stately homes, that was a little more successful, while his health lasted. No one wanted the servants in the pictures.”

“We are all photographers now.”

“What, my dear?”

“The new Kodaks.”

“I don’t know anything about that.”

“You will, I am sure. That is why your daughter’s picture was captured in a park, instead of formally in a studio. Thank you for coming.”

“Yes, yes.”

 


Chapter Two



After Mrs Kingsley left, Jane glanced at Joe who was waiting in the short corridor outside the bathroom. He came over to where Jane was making coffee.

“How is she?” She asked quietly.

“Someone gave her a good kicking, but she is a strong girl. No ribs broken.”

“Why did she break in here?”

“I think she picked the locks actually, she had quite a tool kit on her.”

“A thief then.”

“As I have said many times before, Jane, we need two things, more staff, and someone here at night. Someone who knows the streets, wouldn’t hurt either. Who thinks like a criminal.”

“We also need it to be someone we trust.”

“We will know soon enough, if we try her out.”

“Come on Joe, what are you not telling me?” 

Jane fixed Joe with a stare. He caved after a couple of seconds.

“Alright, I should have told you that I already know her. That is why she came here.”

“How do you know her, then?”

“A few years ago, she was with a gang of pickpockets I would see all the time at the main railway station in Croydon, and the other stations in town. She must have grown too tall, or.”

“Or what?”

“The gang had other plans for her which she did not like.” 

Jane made a face. 

The bathroom door opened and Kitty came out with the young woman, who was now dressed in a man’s tweed suit, over a white shirt. She looked nervous. The bruising on her face had apparently gone down a little, so maybe much of it was dirt.

“What is your name?” Jane asked.

“Walker, that’s what they call me.”

“Why do they call you that?”

“Because I walk everywhere, I walk miles every night.”

“Don’t you sleep?”

“Don’t always have a bed, as it happens. Walking keeps me warm.”

“Why did you come here?”

Walker twitched her mouth from side to side, a curiously animalistic movement, like sniffing the wind. She glanced at Joe for reassurance.

“Are you hungry, perhaps? Thirsty.”

“Can I be both of those two, maam.” Walker grinned, showing strong white teeth.

“Right. Come with me to Red Lion Square. We can pick up a pie on the way. Joe, you join us later, when you have finished your final report on the Templar business.”

“Yes, maam.” Walker replied.

 


Chapter Three



In the train, Walker stared out of the window, while Jane read the newspaper. 

“Where did you say we were going?” Walker said eventually.

“I told you. Red Lion Square, near Holborn. We have to watch a young woman who her mother thinks is getting into bad company. Where do you stand on the votes for women movement?”

“Voting doesn’t mean much to those of us with no home and no income. Willy or not.”

Someone in the carriage tutted. Walker immediately tutted back, in a slightly harsher tone, like a mimicking parrot. Jane held a finger up to her lips to stop her. For an instant, she looked like a child caught being silly.

Jane thought it best to curtail the public discussion of Walker’s views on the world.

They got off the train at Waterloo and started walking. Walker wore a bowler hat she had borrowed to go with the suit, which put her face into shadow. She walked quickly, with a gawky physicality, like a young man striding out. Jane struggled to keep up with her.

When they got to the square, they sat on one of the benches opposite the client’s house. It was a warm, sunny day and children were playing on the grass, watched by their nannies. Jane passed Walker her paper.

“It looks odd, me reading it and not you, with your bowler and suit,” Jane said.

“I can read you know. And write properly.”

“When did you find time for school, with all that pick pocketing and house breaking?”

Walker looked back at her with calm brown eyes.

“Joe told you about me. He said you could be a bit blunt, but you had a good heart. You would see the good in me.”

“Did he?”

The front door of the house they were watching opened at this point, and a beautiful young woman stepped out. She had long blond hair and no hat, a flowing ivory dress and brown boots.

“That’s her, Angel Kingsley,” Jane said.

A man emerged from the trees to their left, he waved discretely and stepped back again.

“He’s hiding from the mother.”

Angel had seen her friend and walked across the grass to him. She took his arm and they walked away. He was carrying a small suitcase.

“You follow them, Walker. I’ll be holding back a little. Watch out for them catching your reflection in windows, don’t stare at them and don’t bump into them. Don’t march about like you usually do, you will get noticed. Slow down. I can take over after twenty minutes.”

“Is this a test?”

“If you like.”

“Yes, maam.”

“Please call me Jane if you have to call me anything.”

Walker nodded and walked after them. Jane picked up the discarded paper, folded it and followed.

They did not go far. Ten minutes later, Jane found Walker leaning against a tree in a larger park.

“They are having a picnic over there, another girl joined them, dark hair.”

“Short?”

“No, but I’m not the only one, you know. Yours is middling as well. Undecided, one might call it.”

Jane glanced over to the group on the grass in the bright sunlight. It looked like Lord Bloomfield’s daughter, from the photo in the paper. The small suitcase had been opened and there was a wine bottle sitting on the grass between them.

“They’ll be a while. Go back to Red Lion Square and wait for Joe.”

“How do we find out who they are?”

“That is Lord Bloomfield’s daughter, they also live in the same square I believe. Anyway, we will follow them. The man is key. We need to find out who he is.”

“I can’t tell if he is Irish or Italian. That’s what he looks like at least.”

“Did you hear him speak?”

“Just a little. I’ll walk by, casual like.” Off she went. 

Jane watched her walk past the group then lay down a little past them, and stretch out and apparently go to sleep with the bowler over her face. Nothing happened for half an hour or so, then the group started clearing up their picnic. Walker was still flat out on the ground.

At this point Joe appeared by chance.

“Seemed a good day for a picnic, and this is the nearest large park.”

“I did plan to send Walker back to find you, but she wanted to try to listen in and now I think she’s gone to sleep.”

“Is that them, then?”

“The blonde girl is the client’s daughter, Angel Kingsley. The man is the one she is worried about. Not completely sure  who the dark haired woman is, but I would guess Lord Bloomfield’s daughter.”

“They are on the move.”

“I’ll follow the man, you see if the blonde girl is going back home to Red Lion Square.”

Jane noticed Walker sitting up and rubbing her eyes. She came ambling towards them. Jane and Joe drew behind a tree so Walker could join them out of sight of the group who were saying their goodbyes.

“He’s a thief, and a stupid one at that, Connor his name is,” Walker said quietly.

“Why do you say that he is a stupid thief?”

“He has a gold half hunter in his waistcoat pocket, nicked it off some gent and kept it. Chain doesn’t quite match.”

“We will follow the man. I’ll go first, you tag behind me.”

“Right.”

After saying goodbye to the young women, the man took off at quite a pace. He knew London well and stayed parallel to the busy thoroughfares while taking the quieter streets, on his way to the West End. This might have made following him a little difficult, but luckily he kept his head down and marched at a steady pace, looking occasionally at his watch as if he was late.

Fifteen minutes later, they watched as the man walked up to a small group of men sitting on the steps of St Martin’s church. It looked like a few angry words were exchanged, then the men drifted off up Charing Cross road, then across Trafalgar Square towards the Haymarket.

Before they entered the Haymarket, the group separated into two. One pair hung back, while another walked into one of the public houses. Jane watched for a moment then turned around, but Walker had disappeared.

Jane waited, pretending to look in a shop window. She glanced in the reflection at the movements across the street. Slowly she meandered down the street, looking in each window. 

Half way down the street she met Walker, or rather Walker appeared for an instant at her elbow, and then vanished into an alley.

“Sorry, saw someone I knew.”

“I think they split into two groups, one went into a pub.”

“Con men, right enough.” Walker replied, “scouting for marks among the colonials fresh in. The other men waiting in the street will later join in by chance, pretending to be strangers. They will be eager to get in on whatever opportunity they are setting up. Stay here.”

Jane waited in the alley, ten minutes later Walker returned.

“There are two con groups working in the street and a couple of detectives are already watching them. They will be there all evening. Also some dippers.”

“How do you know?”

“Round here, a lot of the men fresh in from the colonies come for a bit of nightlife. The con will be horse racing tips, or some share deal or some trick with cheap gold. Or they’ll be taken to special rooms in the clubs for card games. The con men befriend them first. Takes a few hours of drinking to do that. The dippers are just here because it is busy.”

“Alright.

“The Irish lad works with his father and another man. I can hang around if you like, see where they live.”

“One of the rules I have is that you don’t get involved in any crime yourself.”

Walker nodded.

“I mean it, don’t be tempted. Here is something for expenses,” Jane passed Walker a few coins. “I’ll send Joe over, if I run into him at the train station.”

“Why would you run into him?”

“On a day like today, when we can’t keep in touch, we arrange a convenient station to go back to Croydon from, like Cannon Street. He’ll be waiting there if he’s finished, or I will wait for him.”

“Lordy, girl. Don’t you have a few drops?”

“Drops?”

“Places you can leave messages. Newspaper boys, landlords, even a snitch in the the wall.”

“A snitch?”

“You know, a hole you can leave a folded message or a chalk mark.”

“Alright, you can tell us all about that tomorrow.”

“I left my tools at your place.”

“Here is a spare key.”

Walker looked at the key, then back at Jane for a long moment, her mind racing.

“Honestly, it is not that big a deal, there is nothing worth nicking. You can sleep there if you want. I’ll send Joe over, if I see him.”

Walker nodded and walked off.

Jane went to Cannon Street station and waited until six pm, then went back to Croydon.

 


Chapter Four



The next morning, when Jane arrived in the office, she found Walker asleep on the couch, under a blanket. She slept curled up like a cat, taking up as little space as possible. Jane put off making coffee because of the noise it made, and sat at her desk reading correspondence until Joe came in and this woke her.

Jane had noticed a new report on her desk. The handwriting was curious, it was child-like, carefully written, with regular oval shapes, and a kind of fierce rhythm. The report gave a step by step recording of Walker’s day. She went over to where Walker was now sitting up, with the blanket around her shoulders, drinking the coffee that Joe had made for her.

“This is good, but it is better to be brief. You found where the men live? A warehouse in Borough by the river.”

Walker nodded.

“Can you go there now? I will come down later. I’ll do a walk past, then wait at the end of the street.”

“I can’t wear a clerk’s suit down there, it’s all wharfs and working men.”

“Look in the cupboard, we have some moleskin and cords and stuff. Boots. Or better an old dress, I guess. Joe, what did you find out about the other woman?”

“She lives at the other end of Red Lion Square. Like you said. A family called the Bloomfields, they have a place in Oxfordshire apparently, they get fruit and veg sent in on the train. This is their London home. Lord and Lady Bloomfield.”

“Check if they are in Burkes. I think this family of con artists are a real threat, but it is not what Mrs Kingsley wanted us to look out for. It’s not political or the press.”

“Right.”

“Let’s get going then. Joe will go with you now.”

Jane went back to her desk and the pile of letters. When Kitty came in she went through the month’s accounts with her. She was about to leave for London when a visitor arrived. He was a middle aged man, heavy set, with his short dark hair slicked back under his hat. His eyes were dark and unwelcoming, as he glanced around the office, taking everything in.

“I am Detective Inspector Duke of the Metropolitan police,“ he said with quiet authority. “What was your business in Red Lion Square yesterday?”

“Scotland Yard or Division?”

“Scotland Yard.”

“I know Inspector Downes, and a few others at the Yard. The Home Secretary has employed me in the past, you can check. Sir Rawlings.”

“This is not a pissing match, Miss Dowling. What was your business in Red Lion Square and why are you working with a known felon?”

“I really don’t believe I am obliged to tell you.”

“We can make life very difficult for you.”

“Hang on, let me make an exact note of your wording.” Jane took up a pencil and wrote on the paper in front of her.

Inspector Duke watched her carefully.

“There, now that looks a little like a threat to me. I presume you are watching the visitors to the Kingsleys’ house because she is a female political campaigner and you cannot abide any such thing.”

“Breaking the law is breaking the law.”

“Then when I have done so, you may come and tell me all about it.”

“That girl who is working for you has convictions for shoplifting and pickpocketing.”

“I am sure you believe in the possibility of redemption, Detective Inspector, our Lord was most specific about it.”

“I am sure you will regret trusting her.”

“Thank you so much for warning me. Is that all?”

“We have your colleagues on our side, they see the wisdom of helping the authorities.”

“My colleagues?”

“Mrs Baines and Mrs Tukesbury. The more experienced of the new breed of female private detectives, those with offices in central London.”

“They are helping you monitor the suffrage movement?”

“Most willingly, they know it has been infiltrated by socialists and anarchists.”

“Really. They know that, do they? Or did they get that from the Daily Mail. I must write to them to correct them.”

“These political women are dangerous, they are planning bombs and arson.”

“I personally do not support violence to people or property, but as I understand it, most of the violence so far has been actually perpetrated by various police officers on the women peacefully protesting.”

“That is a damned lie.”

“I am happy to advise your officers on how they might communicate better with women without using violence, if that would help.”

“Our police officers are doing their jobs in the most trying circumstances.”

“Meeting people who do not agree with them, that must be most trying. Just imagine what it must be like for the women. We have managed to free the slaves have we not? Progress is possible even in an institution so hopelessly dusty and hidebound as the Metropolitan Police Force.”

“I did not come here to indulge in political debate with you.”

“Why did you come then?”

“I came to ask for your cooperation in this matter. You have apparently cooperated before, though I really cannot see how you would have been any use.”

“That was to bring down a blackmailer and a murderer. It is not so clear here, which side is right.”

“These mad women are planning violence.”

“You will use one reported act of violence by one woman, against the genuine protests of a thousand innocents.”

“Miss Dowling.”

“Please, I must get on with my work. I am employed by Mrs Kingsley on a family matter, and I do not wish to join my supposed colleagues in your dubious plans against what I see as a legitimate political movement.”

“Then you put yourself at odds with the Metropolitan Police.”

“Is that another threat? I must get it down correctly.”

“The public is with the police on this matter.”

“By the public you mean the papers? If you have any sense, you will know perfectly well that the papers will be with you, just until it suits them not to be. When your heavy handed approach is seen for what it is, they will discover their sense of outrage, believe me. There are Kodak cameras everywhere now which will catch you at it.”

The Detective Inspector got to his feet.

“Then you leave me no choice. If you are not with us, we must assume you are against us.”

“It is male pride and stubbornness which is turning this into a war. With every step you take against progress your men demonstrate admirably why men should not be allowed to make decisions on your own.”

Inspector Duke did not look particularly put out by what she was saying, and she was in danger of losing the encounter. She picked up a page from her desk and concentrated on it.

“Good bye, Miss Dowling. I am sure we will bump into each other again.”

He let himself out. It took a while before Jane was able to focus again on the papers in front of her. She seemed to have discovered a level of support for Mrs Kingsley’s cause that she hadn’t known existed within herself.

 


Chapter Five


That afternoon Jane walked down to the address in Borough where the con-men family were staying. They had taken the top floor of a warehouse which backed onto the river. She walked once down the busy street, threading her way through the porters and carts being loaded and unloaded via the overhead gantries and cranes which folded out from each warehouse. Then she waited at the end of the street. Within a few minutes Walker appeared and Jane followed her to a side street.

"Joe has found a room overlooking the back of the warehouse.” 

She set off and they followed a circuitous route to the upstairs room. After ten minutes, they were back on the other side of the clapperboard warehouse and passing up some rickety wooden steps, constructed on wooden piles over the muddy bank. 

At this point the tide was low and a line of men were carrying boxes and barrels down the narrow gravel path to the river boats waiting at the water’s edge. The surrounding river mud stank of fish and human waste. They found Joe peering through a canvas curtain at the warehouse across a narrow quay.

“Hi,” she said, “this is good, though a bit fragrant.”

He nodded.

“A policeman came to the office in high dudgeon. Detective Inspector Duke. They want to know what we are doing with the Kingsleys. They saw us in the square.”

“They are watching the family themselves?”

“Watching quite heavily, if they got onto us within a day. They also felt obliged to mention our new recruit’s record.”

“They may have followed her to Surrey Street.”

“No, I think they knew her already. What’s happening here, then?”

“The warehouse is busy during the day. They have the top floor. Father appeared a few minutes ago, looks like he just got up.”

“What’s in the warehouse?”

“Barrels, boxes, doesn’t look like it is particularly high security. Quite a few of the warehouses along here are empty, like this place.”

“I’ll stay here tonight,” Jane said.

“Walker can stay here with you. I wouldn’t go wandering around for the fun of it though, not around here at night.”

“Why aren’t they waiting for the tide to load?”

At that moment Connor appeared at the window opposite them, in an open necked shirt. For a second the woman with dark hair they had seen in the park the day before, appeared behind him.

“Oh dear. Does he have multiple women on the go?”

“Well, perhaps. That was the Bloomfield girl, not our client’s daughter.”

“They seem very friendly.”

Joe left them a little later and they watched in silence.

“What happens if they leave?” Walker asked.

“We wait. We know now that the men will probably go into the West End later to look for opportunities, but they will come back here.”

“Do we go in after they leave?”

“Break in you mean?”

Walker shrugged.

Jane thought about it. 

The hours went by, and the tide came slowly in. As the daylight went, the transport of goods into and out of the warehouse quietened down, although the river stayed busy. 

Across the river the lights shone brightly on the more affluent streets and buildings, but here the darkness seemed to take over the south bank of the river. A lamp was lit in Connor’s family’s accommodation and they could see them clearly through the window, eating food and having a lively debate. The Bloomfield girl hung back, looking anxious, not fitting in. At one point Connor escorted her out, and they were gone a few minutes, then he was back on his own.

“They are planning a robbery,” Walker said after watching for a few minutes more.

“Why do you say that?”

Jane could see that the activity in the room had changed now that the Bloomfield girl had gone. There was more focus, less laughing and chatting.

“See the stuff he’s got on the table, jemmys, rope ladders, sacks.”

“I thought they were con-men.”

“Maybe it’s part of the act.”

“What?”

“They break in, tie someone up. Then there is a rescue.”

“That sounds elaborate.”

“Maybe they just do the robbery sometimes.” Walker turned to look at her. “It’s mad, you know. Robberies lead to all sorts, blackmail, a load of papers which can be sold on, jewellery to fence. People pay for their own stuff back. Sometimes they want to do a deal on insurance, or to get rid of their missus. And the lies they tell, about the sentimental value of something or that their wife’s jewels are all fakes.”

”Really?”

“Them people in big houses, you know, they are not such innocents themselves. Sometimes they even suggest other houses to rob, out of malice or greed. They are doing deals, while they are tied up. Some of them. Others are afeared.” 

For some reason this memory triggered something in Walker, and she whistled a jaunty tune under her breath. Jane did not recognise it.

“Do you think the Bloomfield girl has suggested her own parent’s place would be a good target?”

“They might have found out about it from her, without her realising what they were up to. Depends what hold he has over her.”

“Did you do a lot of house breaking?”

“Why are you asking?”

“I don’t like coincidences, that’s all. And we have all night.”

Walker was quiet for a few minutes.

“I am starving already, meself,” she said eventually.

"Joe said it was not safe to wander around here after dark.”

“It’s no worse than a lot of places. There’s a pie shop up on the High Street.”

“Alright.” Jane dug out some coins. “Don’t be followed.”

“There is a bucket in the corner, if you need it.”

“So I saw.”

“It’s going to get really cold at night, here by the water.”

“I have done this before, you know.”
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