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Prologue
















Croydon Town
Hall 1962

Councillor
Leonard Barratt stared at the man sat opposite him. His stare was
returned with a mischievous smile.

“Come on, now Len, you know it makes sense. Just think, you
and your wife would have a nice patio, French doors and a
landscaped garden. You’d be the envy of all your friends and, may I
say, live in a property more in keeping with the status of the
Leader of the Council.”

Leonard
Barratt knew that he couldn’t win. The mere mention of his wife had
sealed his fate. It wasn’t as if there was anything special about
her. For all her high and mighty ways, she’d only come from a
council estate like he had, but, since he’d entered local politics
and risen to become Leader of the Council, well, it seemed that
nothing was good enough for her.

Of course she
would love the improvements that Joe was suggesting and the
increased standing that came with them. Trouble is, he thought, if
he was found out it would mean the end of his career, the end of
his aspirations to become an MP and, probably, a term in prison as
well.

Joe Bugden
kept his smile going despite the ache in his cheeks. He knew that
he was within a whisker of doing the deal and getting Skyrise
Builders awarded the contract. A huge office block in the centre of
Croydon was at stake and the inducements he was offering were
nothing compared to what they could make out of the deal. To say
nothing of the kudos when it came to tendering for other contracts
all over London.

“Come on, what do you say? You get us awarded the contract and
you’ll never have to worry again. Besides the improvements we would
do to your property, there would be a nice little cash bonus for
you and your wife to enjoy. You could holiday abroad, treat the
kids and grandchildren and have somewhere to retire to in comfort.
What do you say?”

“It’s…it’s all very tempting, Joe, I must say but you have to
appreciate the risks I’d be running.”

Joe’s smile
got even broader.

“Well let me put your mind at rest. There’s absolutely no risk
to you. Everything will be covered and above board. You’ll order
the works to your house as normal. You just won’t have to pay the
bill. The cash bonus when we finish the build will be paid into any
account you choose, either here or abroad. No-one will know,
Leonard, just you and me… and we can keep secrets, can’t
we?”

He looked at
him knowingly. Leonard knew what he was alluding to. He’d wanted to
join Freemasonry for some time and he knew that Joe was a senior
member of his Lodge and could get him in. It would all help in his
quest to climb the social ladder and become an MP.

“I’ll tell you what, you put in your tender and I’ll have a
word with Jim Boxall, he’s the Head of the Contracts Department.
I’ll do my best to convince him. It shouldn’t take much, Jim owes
me a big favour.”

“All you have to do, Len, is make sure that the clause dealing
with ‘variations to contract’ stays. There’s always variations on a
job like this and it’s there that we, and you, will make our
money.”

Leonard
Barratt looked at the man opposite and said nothing. Joe took this
to be acquiescence. He shut his briefcase and went to rise.

“Len, it’s always a pleasure to do business with you. Come on,
I’ll buy you a drink.”

Leonard took a
deep breath, got up and went to the door, holding it open.

“Wait for me in the foyer, will you Joe? I won’t be long but I
have to see my secretary and tie up one or two loose
ends.”

Joe rose and
stood next to Leonard.

“Fine, Len, I’ll see you downstairs.”

Leonard
Barratt shut the door and went back to his desk. He unlocked the
top drawer and took out a file. He opened it and scanned the
documents in it. He picked up a pen and began to write. There was
no reason that Len could point to that made him do this but he
always felt better if everything that was said between him and Joe
Bugden was written down. He replaced the file and locked the
drawer.

Usually so
perceptive, he failed to notice that the door to his secretary’s
office was ajar and very worried eyes and ears had witnessed all
that had gone on.

As he walked
along the corridor to join his friend, he was surprised at the
lightness of his step. He smiled to himself. Perhaps this really
was the beginning of his climb to social prominence. After all, as
his wife often remarked, it was no more than he was rightfully
due.
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Mitcham
1962

It had stopped
raining and the streets of Mitcham glistened under the reflection
of the street lamps. The clock, high on the tower of the Town Hall,
struck 10 on what, until then, had been a quiet, dark night. In a
deserted street, the peace was disturbed when two cars pulled up
outside an empty warehouse. A man got out of each and both went to
the rear of the largest car. The boot was opened and a leg, then an
arm appeared and a very frightened man climbed out. Before he could
say anything he was bundled through the doors and peace and
tranquillity once more returned to the area.

The inside of
the warehouse was vast and eerie, echoing to the sounds of the
intrusion. The remaining sticks of furniture bore witness to the
fact that it had once been a hive of activity. Now, it was deserted
and forgotten with only echoes of the past.

The frightened
man was manhandled onto a rickety chair and tied down with
strapping from the dusty floor. Joe Bugden removed his hand from
the deep pocket of his coat and pointed the Ruger Standard pistol
towards him. The plain-clothed police officer accompanying him felt
the hairs stand on the back of his neck.

“You’ve got one chance, Tony. One chance to save your
life.”

Joe Bugden’s
eyes hardened as he pointed the gun at his head. The man
pleaded.

“I’m sorry, Mr Bugden, it won’t happen again.”

“Oh, I know it won’t, Tony. What I want to know, though, is
what has happened already. Who else have you spoken to? Who else
knows what you told this policeman?”

“No-one, Mr Bugden. I promise. I only spoke to him,” he said,
looking at the officer, “because I was scared. I didn’t know what
to do. I know now I should have come to you.”

“That’s right, Tony, you should have come to me. Instead,
you’ve shown me I can’t trust you.”

Without
warning there was a loud crack that seemed to bounce around the
walls for ever as the pistol went off. The policeman jumped and
turned away just as the .22 bullet settled into the brain at the
back of the man’s skull. He wasn’t frightened any more and a final,
unexpected spasm closed his life. Bugden slipped the gun back into
his pocket. He turned to the policeman.

“Well done. We couldn’t have him running around shooting his
mouth off, could we? Keep your ear to the ground and let me know
what happens when he’s discovered. Try to take the case on
yourself. That way you can make sure that nothing comes of
it.”

The policeman
swallowed hard. He knew that he couldn’t show weakness. He’d just
had a demonstration of what could happen.

“Don’t worry, Joe, I’ll see to it. I would dump the gun,
though, if I were you. With modern forensics they’ll be able to
match it to the bullet they take out of his head. There’ll have to
be an autopsy.”

Bugden looked
at him and then smiled.

“Normally, it wouldn’t matter, he would just be a missing
person but I haven’t time to dispose of him now. As for the gun, I
brought this over from America and I’m keeping it. Anyway, when
he’s found he’ll be a warning to anyone else thinking of turning us
in. There’s too much at stake. Millions of pounds and a nice share
for you, and anyone else that helps us. Ok?”

He paused and
his smile vanished.

“I know I can depend on you.”

With that he
turned on his heel and made for the door and his car waiting
outside. As he approached the door he hesitated and cocked his head
as if listening. With a shrug he went out. The policeman walked
after him, wondering what the hell he had got himself into. All he
ever wanted was the opportunity to make some money on the side. He
never dreamt it would lead to murder with him as an accomplice.

When the last
man had left and driven off back to Croydon, the boy let out the
breath he had been holding. Tucked in the corner of the room he had
been completely hidden. He was only there to see if the building
would make a good den for him and his friends. Now it contained a
body and he had to go past it to get out.

‘I wish Mum hadn’t gone to the pub tonight,’ he thought. ‘I’d
be at home if she hadn’t.’

Slowly, trying
desperately not to make a sound, he rose from where he was and,
without taking his eyes off the man slumped in the chair, inched
his way along the wall towards the door.

***

Jill Bennett
awoke with a start. She glanced at the clock and was relieved to
see that it said ten past five. She groaned. She didn’t have to get
up for an hour or two but was afraid go back to sleep. Anyway, she
didn’t think she could. She sat up in bed and rubbed her eyes. She
knew she would be tired later in the day but that couldn’t be
helped. She was wide awake now.

It was her day
off but not a day to relax. She had been invited to talk to the
Croydon Women’s Association about her career in the police and her
medal. She was proud of the medal but hated to discuss it. She’d
been awarded it nearly two years ago and, at the time, it was all
anyone ever wanted to talk about. As far as she was concerned, she
was only looking after it. In reality, it belonged to everyone on
the case.

She padded off
to the kitchen and lit the gas under the kettle. A strong cup of
tea was needed while she thought about what she was going to do. If
only she hadn’t accepted, she thought, but then, as the Sarge said,
she could do a lot of good for the police, and Croydon nick in
particular, if she went along. She’d wanted him to accompany her
but the Croydon Women’s Association was strictly women only.

As she nursed
her tea her thoughts returned to the Sarge. Since his retirement as
Station Sergeant, as it happened on the day she was awarded the
medal, she had seen him every week. She needed to do that as much
as he welcomed the opportunity to be brought up to date with all
that was happening at ‘his station’. She smiled when she thought of
how pleased he had been when she was made an official ‘Aide to
CID’.

Her consuming
ambition had always been, since the age of ten, to be a detective.
The problem was she didn’t just have to prove herself, she also had
to overcome the prejudice of the local commander. Superintendent
Mahoney did not believe that female officers should be detectives.
That, for him, was the end of the matter. How could a woman chase
down an armed robber? Simple. She couldn’t.

She looked
around her kitchen and smiled. Moving into this new apartment had
been a good move. Her bedsit in Park Hill Rise had been ok at the
time but didn’t compare to this. It was, thankfully, on the ground
floor and the block didn’t have a lift. There was only one other
flat on the ground floor and this made for a quiet, undisturbed
environment. Tenants climbing the stairs didn’t even have to pass
her door.

She’d been put
on to the flat by Detective Constable Howard Blaine who she
sometimes worked with as an Aide to CID. He’d told her that a
friend of his was a big noise with Skyrise Builders and that they
had a new development in Croydon. A few days later, after she’d
expressed interest, he’d taken her to view this flat and told her
that it was hers for a very manageable rent.

Naturally, as
she’d expected, he’d made his motives clear a few days later.
Without telling him why she’d had to make it clear he could forget
anything like that. Jill was not interested in men. It was why it
had been so hard to leave her bedsit. It was the place she had
first really got to know her friend Annabel, the first and only
time they had stayed together.

Jill looked at
the clock and saw that it was ten to seven. Exactly on cue, the
strains of the violin came through the wall from the flat next
door. As it happened the man could play and the noise was not too
intrusive.

“I hope I don’t disturb you,” he’d said when Jill had bumped
into him when she came home one evening.

She’d looked
at him and frowned. You would never think, she thought, that he
played the violin. He was a scruffy man of about forty. Unshaven
and with a mop of straggly hair that peaked out from under his cap.
He carried an old shopping bag that occasionally chinked as the
bottles inside nudged each other.

“No, that’s ok,” she said. “I can hear you but you play quite
well.”

“Thank you. I’m studying for my diploma. I hope to be able to
teach the violin one day. In the meantime I just keep an eye on
things here for Mr Bugden.”

The violin
stopped and Jill turned on the wireless. It was an old set given to
her by her parents and when the valves had warmed up the catchy
rhythm of The Fleetwoods singing Come Softly To Me filled the
room.

Humming to
herself along with the music Jill made her way to the bathroom
feeling decidedly more at ease.

***

Mary Hewitt,
spinster of this parish, was also sipping her morning tea and
preparing for the day. Today, being Friday, neither she nor her
boss went in to the office and working four days a week suited her
perfectly. Today was special though. That nice police woman was
coming to speak at the Association’s meeting and she had a lot to
do to see that it all went smoothly. Sometimes she felt that the
Association expected too much from her but she could never give it
up. What else would she do when she wasn’t at work?

The thought of
work deepened the lines on her forehead as she frowned. What was
she to do? Since the new contract for the office block in town had
been awarded to Skyrise Builders, she’d known that everything was
certainly not above board or indeed Bristol fashion as her father
would say.

Why, oh why
had she listened that day to her boss, Councillor Leonard Barratt
and that crook Joe Bugden? Her first loyalty was to her employer
but how do you reconcile that when you discover that he is
corrupt?

She looked
around her sitting room where she was having her tea. She had
inherited the house from her parents and took comfort in the dark
brown wood that she lovingly polished every week, just as her
mother had done. Acquaintances had told her that she should replace
all the old furniture but she could never do that. It was her home
and was the one place, in all the world, where she could feel
safe.

Suddenly, her
peaceful reverie was shattered by the telephone ringing. She rose
and placed her cup safely on the place mat on the table. She walked
over to the telephone and lifted the receiver.

“Hello.”

“Hello Mary, Ann here. How are you this morning?”

“Hello Ann, I was just thinking about today. Have you any idea
how many will be coming? I’m worried that we won’t be able to cater
for everyone. What do you think?”

“We’ll get about thirty turn up I should think. Anyway, what
are you doing worrying about that? You’re our Chairwoman. Mrs
Hartley is looking after the catering just so that you don’t have
to. What I was ringing about was whether I could get a lift with
you. Dennis has taken the car and I’ve all the programmes for the
meeting to carry.”

“Oh…of course. I’ll pick you up at two, if that’s all
right.”

“Thank you dear. …Mary?”

“Y…yes…”

“Is everything all right? You seem rather pre-occupied. Is
anything wrong?”

Mary looked up
at the ceiling. She daren’t confide in her friend. Married to a
newspaper reporter she’d be bound to let something slip.

“No dear, nothing at all. I’ll see you at two
then?”

“Well, if you’re sure. See you at two then, goodbye
dear.”

“Goodbye.”

Mary replaced
the receiver and stood by the telephone deep in thought. She must
talk to someone but who? Who could she trust not to say anything
until Mary herself had decided what she should do.

***

Ex Sergeant
Wallburton handed the coffee to Jill and turned back to retrieve
his own cup from the kitchen. As he returned he looked at her and
felt proud of how smart she looked in her best uniform.

“Well, you certainly look the part. Have you prepared all that
you’re going to say?”

Jill watched
as the big man sat in the chair opposite her, all the while holding
his cup trying to ensure that he didn’t spill any coffee. When he
was a serving police officer his bulk was all muscle and was of
concern to any criminal he came up against. Two years of retirement
had taken its toll. Now, he was a little softer, a little podgy and
not quite so fit.

“I think so. I checked with Sergeant Bowman that I wouldn’t be
saying anything I shouldn’t, you know, about operational
procedures.”

The mention of
his successor as Station Sergeant caused him to look up from his
coffee.

“How’s he getting on? I thought I might have heard from him
since he got the job but not a word.”

“He seems to be doing well. Most of the plods get on with him
but he’ll never be you.”

He smiled.

“You’re just prejudiced. I knew he’d be right for the job but,
even so, I had to pull a few strings to get him appointed.
Inspector Williams, sorry Chief Inspector Williams now, wasn’t at
all keen. I think he wanted more of a yes man.”

“Well, that’s one tradition of yours that he is continuing.
No-one seems to be able to tell him what to do and I’ve never known
him to be wrong.”

They both
sipped their coffee.

“Well, if you’re happy with your speech, what else is
troubling you?”

She looked at
her mentor, slowly shook her head and smiled.

“Troubling me? Why should anything be troubling
me?”

“I don’t know but I can see that something is. Tell me. Maybe
it’s nothing.”

She paused
feeling uncomfortable.

“I’m a bit concerned about one of the blokes at work. He’s
only a DC but he’s just bought a new car, one of those new
Cortinas. Top of the range and with every toy you can think of.
He’s always bragging about how he doesn’t need the police but it
suits him to be here for the moment. He just seems to be living way
above his means.”

She looked at
the Sarge whose expression never wavered.

“Go on,” he said.

“Well, that’s it really. Perhaps it’s just me but I don’t feel
right about it. Sometimes, if I’m in the Section I catch him on the
phone and he seems suspicious. Always talking in hushed tones and
finishes the call every time he sees me looking.”

The Sarge
didn’t move. He knew that if Jill was troubled by something there
was usually good reason. The one thing he couldn’t stand was a bent
copper. Finally, he spoke.

“Is he a loner or does he mix well?”

“A bit of a loner really. Keeps himself to himself. That’s why
I was surprised when he introduced me to my flat. It’s brilliant
with not much more rent than I was paying before. Almost too good
really.”

“How did he know about the flat?”

“He said that a good friend of his was someone important at
Skyrise Builders. It was one of their developments. You’ll have to
come over at some time and visit me instead. I might even be able
to arrange a recital.”

He raised on
eyebrow and she smiled.

“I’ve got a neighbour, Mr Hunter, who plays the
violin.”

The Sarge
frowned.

“Oh no, he’s good. He plays well and is studying for some
diploma or other so that he can teach.”

The Sarge
smiled but continued to turn everything she’d said over in his
mind. A copper living above his means was always a cause for
concern, even if it was only stupidity. But a copper living above
his means with friends who could pull strings, that was something
altogether different.

“Have you mentioned any of this to Sergeant
Bowman?”

“No Sarge, I’m frightened of making a fool of myself. At this
stage of my career that’s the last thing I want to do.”

“If you get the chance, have a quiet word with him. A Station
Sergeant needs to know what’s going on in his nick and it’s often
the thoughts of the men and women that work there that enables that
to happen.”

He looked at
her as his mind continued to think about what she’d said.

“Well, why don’t you become Blaine’s friend. He’ll confide in
you more as a friend than a colleague. If he’s straight you’ve lost
nothing except your concerns. If he’s bent? Well, he needs rooting
out before he infects anyone else. That’s what I’d do.”

Jill smiled.
Whenever the Sarge ended a bit of advice with those words she knew
it was more than advice and that she would do well to take it on
board.







Chapter 2
















Jill turned
left into Princess Road and searched ahead for the hall. She
glanced to her right, at the grey wall that shielded her, and
anyone else on the road, from the cemetery. Eventually she saw the
building she was looking for on the left and pulled in at the
kerbside. A number of other cars were parked there and she felt
lucky to have got a space.

After locking
her car she started across the pavement and was pleased to see Miss
Hewitt waiting for her in the doorway. When she’d first approached
her about the talk Jill had felt an affinity with her. She soon
chided herself. Just because a woman wasn’t married it didn’t mean
that she was like her. She only had to think of her friend Annabel
to realise that.

“Hello Miss Bennett, so good to see you.”

She held out
her hand and Jill took it in her own and shook hands.

“It’s good to be here, Miss Hewitt and please, call me Jill. I
have to tell you I’m very nervous about the whole
thing.”

“Oh you don’t need to be Mi…er…Jill, anyone who can go up
against armed criminals as you have has nothing to fear from us. We
are all looking forward to listening to you. Oh, and I’m Mary, by
the way.”

Jill followed
her through the doorway and was soon in a large room with a line of
chairs and tables at one end and a block of thirty or forty chairs
in the middle. About a dozen women were present, huddled together
in conversation, who turned as one as Jill entered. There was a
moment of silence before Mary Hewitt ushered Jill towards the
centre.

“This is Jill Bennett everyone, on what I hope will be the
first of many visits to us.”

Everybody
smiled and bade Jill welcome. Jill returned their smiles and held
up her hand in acknowledgement. She followed Mary over to the
tables and was shown her seat.

“Here’s our programme for today. You’ll see that we’re going
to conduct all our Association business first and then turn the
stage over to you.”

Jill thanked
her and glanced at the sheet.

***

Joe Bugden’s
office occupied a third of the top floor of Skyrise Towers, the
prestigious offices of Skyrise Builders. The second of the three
offices belonged to the Finance Director and the third, which was
nearly always unoccupied, to the Chairman. The firm had been
inherited from the Chairman’s father when it had been nothing more
than a local jobbing builder. Its founder would never have foreseen
that it could become the large major builder that it had. And Joe
Bugden knew that it was nearly all down to him.

Joe had joined
the company in his early twenties and had made his mark early on.
The Chairman was having trouble getting paid by a particular client
that owed them a lot of money. After a visit from Joe, the account
had miraculously been settled. Joe’s reward had been instant
promotion and it hadn’t taken him long to improve on that so that
he was now the Contracts Director for one of the most prestigious
firms in Croydon.

Joe’s methods
were simple. You owe us, you pay us. If not you would always suffer
a loss greater than what you owed. Of course, the Chairman knew
nothing of Joe’s methods and Joe intended to keep it that way. That
was why he had persuaded the Chairman that their latest enterprise,
a block of flats in West Croydon, should not be sold but rented
out. That way Skyrise Builders would keep the appreciating value of
the property and receive the rental incomes. Croydon was booming
and, as usual, Joe had been proved to be right.

Of course, Joe
had another idea for the property. He knew that knowledge was power
and that he would need eyes and ears around the town. That was why
he had agreed when the detective he’d bought and paid for suggested
that a young policewoman could be useful if she was to rent a flat
there. Joe felt sure that money could buy him anything and nothing
had happened, so far, to prove him wrong.

Joe
straightened the large blotter on his desk and reached for the
intercom.

“Show him in.”

***

Jill Bennett
sat through the proceedings of the Croydon Women’s Association
meeting and became more nervous as time went on. Her mind went
blank as she thought of how she would open her talk. She had her
notes but that’s all they were. Notes. She listened to the
articulate way the other women spoke and shrivelled inside. Why had
she accepted? What was it the Sarge had said?

“Just be yourself and talk as you are talking to me now. Don’t
forget they want you to do well. They are on your side.”

Suddenly she
heard Mary Hewitt say the words she’d been dreading.

“And now, without further ado, it gives me great pleasure to
introduce Police Constable Jill Bennett.”

There arose a
burst of applause from the forty-two women present and Jill slowly
rose to her feet. She raised her hands to quell the applause and
looked around the room. Then, at the back, she saw a young woman
looking intently at her. A very pretty young woman and Jill thought
she would just talk to her. It worked.

“Ladies, first of all I would like to thank you for inviting
me here today. I honestly didn’t think that I would have anything
of interest to say but your welcome has made me think
otherwise.

Being a police
woman in today’s modern police force is not a common choice for a
woman as a career. However, I hope that I can show you that it is
an important choice and that we desperately need more women to join
for all sorts of reasons.”

She looked
from the woman she’d been concentrating on to scan the whole room
and saw that she had the undivided attention of those present. This
filled her with confidence and she took a deep breath.

“There is, of course the traditional role, helping children to
cross the street, walking the beat and generally trying to be of
service to the local population. But there is another role in which
we are used. I have recently been made an ‘Aide to CID’ which means
that, whenever CID needs a woman police officer, I can be called
upon to assist. I’m sure you will appreciate that we women can go
places that men cannot.”

She paused as
a ripple of laughter went around the room.

“That’s right, ladies. Men don’t powder their nose, do
they?”

She
winked.

“Most men, anyway.”

More
laughter.

“When I was approached to speak to you, Mary here told me that
you would be interested in the story behind my being awarded the
Queen’s Medal for Bravery and Meritorious Conduct. Well, first let
me say that I received it on behalf of all the people involved with
the case and I was proud to do so. You may remember it involved the
abduction of children from school and achieved nationwide
coverage.

It was a case
that very much highlighted what is wrong with the police force in
this country today.”

The sudden
change in tone produced an audible gasp from the audience.

“CID, the Criminal Investigation Department of the police
force, in Croydon, is staffed solely by men. There are no female
detectives in Croydon. Although I now work with CID from time to
time I cannot function as a detective. I believe that that is to
the detriment of the Force. I know a number of female police
officers who would make excellent detectives.”

Another glance
around the room and she knew that they were hanging on to her every
word. She felt better too, now that she was talking about something
dear to her heart.

“The case of the abducted children was a perfect example for
highlighting what I mean. When the case first broke I was asked to
accompany a detective to interview the children’s teacher. As she
was a woman it was felt that it could help to have a female officer
present.

The interview
was conducted and the male officer thought that nothing was amiss.
As a woman, I knew that something wasn’t right. Call it female
intuition or whatever you like but in the end I was proved right.
This wasn’t because I was in any way special. It was because I am a
woman and I see things, as we all do, differently to men.”

She paused
while heads nodded all over the room.

“The point I am making, ladies, is that in today’s modern
police force there should be room for both sets of thinking. Men
and Women should be able to function as detectives together and so
achieve the best of all worlds.”

Jill went on
to describe how the case progressed to its conclusion and the day
that she was presented by the Assistant Police Commissioner with
her medal. Afterwards, to rapturous applause she presided over a
question and answer session. Jill enjoyed that most of all
especially when a number of women said that they would ask their
daughters to consider the police as a career choice.

At the end of
the day, as women began to drift off to their homes, Jill found
herself talking to Mary Hewitt. She found out that Mary was the
secretary to the Leader of the Council.

“That must be very interesting work. You must get to know
about things well before they are going to happen.”

“Well, yes, it is, but…”

Jill frowned.
Something wasn’t right. Mary Hewitt was a troubled woman and Jill
felt that she was struggling to tell her something.

“Mary, if there’s ever anything you would like to talk to me
about, in confidence, you can you know.”

The older
woman looked at her, frowned and then slowly turned away.

***

Norman Hunter
entered the office and approached the desk. He felt intimidated by
the sheer opulence and by the man sat looking at him. He stood in
front of the desk nervously twisting his cap in his hands.

“You wanted to see me, Mr Bugden?”

“Yes, Norman. How are you and your mother settling in to the
flat? I had to pull a lot of strings to get it for you and you’re
only paying half the rent we could charge.

“I know, Mr Bugden. I’m very grateful.” Then after a pause.
“Er..we both are.”

“Norman, how’s your new neighbour getting on?”

Norman
frowned.

“You know, the police woman.”

“Oh, she keeps herself to herself, Mr Bugden but she seems
very nice.”

“Well, don’t forget what I told you when you moved in. I need
you to keep an eye on things for me. Get to know her as well as you
can and let me know of anything she says or does. Can you do that?
I’m hoping she’ll join our little family and help us if we have any
run-ins with the law. Do you get my meaning?”

Norman Hunter
nodded.

“In return for the low rent I expect you to be like my
caretaker of the building and that includes getting to know the
tenants and letting me know of anything that could be of use to us.
Do you understand what I’m telling you? I want to know everything
that goes on there. Ok?”

Tiny beads of
perspiration appeared on Norman’s forehead and top lip. He only
wanted to be left alone, he didn’t want this sort of
responsibility, but what could he do? The flat was perfect for him
and now that he had a room to store his specimens he reasoned that
he’d best go along with him. For now.

Norman arrived
home in need of comfort and solitude. The journey home on the bus
had been mentally draining. Joe Bugden frightened him. There was
something evil about him that he had picked up on almost
immediately. As he shut the front door he breathed a sigh of
relief. He knew what he needed and turned towards the hall
cupboard.

He opened the
cupboard door and stared at the bottles. There were about a dozen
on two shelves. He surveyed the labels, all neatly aligned to the
front. His chemicals meant a great deal to him. As did the rather
large tin that was clearly very old. ‘Arsenic soap’ it said on the
lid and was used for the preserving of animal skin against the
ravages of skin eating insects. As an amateur taxidermist he
treasured them. He looked at the shelf immediately below the
chemicals and drew in his breath. Again, neatly laid out, were
assorted scalpels, saws and knives.

Quietly, he
closed the cupboard door and went over to the spare room. It should
have been a bedroom and, with any other tenant, that’s what it
would have become. But not with Norman Hunter.

It was
designed as a dining room with a Welsh dresser and a table and
chairs. At the window, bright red and white chequered curtains
matched the table cloth exactly. On the table itself, place
settings for four diners were laid out, each with a plate, a cup
and a saucer. An elderly lady sat at the table with her back to the
door. Her hair was superbly dressed with hints of grey among the
brown.

Norman looked
at his mother with a vacant stare.

“Norman, must you keep these foul smelling chemicals? Norman,
it’s time you washed the floors. Norman, keep these horrible dead
animals away from me. What you want them for, I don’t
know.”

Her constant
nagging and complaining about his love of animals and wish to
preserve them had finally got him down. Just after they’d moved in,
when most of the other flats were still vacant, he’d had enough. It
was a big task that would have frightened many a novice. But, this
was Norman Hunter, and he could stuff anything.







Chapter 3




Howard Blaine
sat at his desk shuffling papers and finding it hard to
concentrate. He’d arrived in the squad office early and was clearly
on edge, something that was not lost on his colleagues. It was
thirty-six hours since the shooting and he couldn’t understand why
nobody had discovered the body.

He tried to
tell himself that it was not surprising. Who would go into an
abandoned warehouse? He knew it would eventually be found; he just
had to make sure that it was him assigned to deal with it.

He looked up
and spotted two of his colleagues quickly look away from him. He
couldn’t stay where he was. Someone would realise that something
was up. He rose and spoke. Louder than he meant to.

“I’m off to the canteen. Anyone want coffee bringing
back?”

That alone
raised more than one pair of eyebrows. Blaine never offered to do
that. One young detective smiled and nodded.

“White, two sugars, please.”

Blaine
acknowledged him and left the room. He made his way to the canteen
with his mind in turmoil. He owed money all over the place and knew
that his salary as a detective constable would not begin to cover
it. He’d recently done favours for some prominent businessmen and
wondered if he could tap that source. He thought against it. He
didn’t want them thinking he was foolish with money.

As soon as
Blaine left the section Detective Sergeant Roberts entered carrying
a report he had just received from uniform.

“I need two detectives but I suppose I’ll have to make do with
you lot.”

He smiled, the
only one present who appreciated his sense of humour. Two
detectives looked up and saw that he was carrying a job.

“What’s up Skipper?”

Detective
Constable Bill Williams was the newest addition to the squad and
eager to prove himself. Sergeant Roberts scanned the room and
noticed a more experienced officer, DC Colin Chambers.

“Right, Chambers and Williams. Grab a car from the pool and
get over to Bate’s Warehouse in Mitcham. The plods are on the
doorstep so that no-one else gets in. A body. Looks like a
shooting.”

DC Williams
couldn’t believe his luck. Just what he needed, a juicy murder. DC
Chambers groaned inside. He knew that there would be a lot of
paperwork attached to this job. He hated typing. He looked at
Williams and they both rose from their desks. Perhaps it won’t be
so bad, thought Chambers, he needs experience in paperwork. He can
do the typing. Both officers left for the car pool and on to
Mitcham.

Howard Blaine
returned to the section carrying two cups of coffee. When he
entered he stopped.

“Where’s Williams? I’ve got his coffee.”

The remaining
detective, Graham Lightfoot, looked up from his desk, his hand
hovering over the typewriter keys as he halted his report.

“A job’s come in. He and Colin have gone to Mitcham. A
shooting.”

Blaine felt
himself go cold. He put down the coffee and went straight to
Sergeant Roberts office. He entered without knocking and was
rewarded with a hostile stare.

“Oh, Skipper. I’ve just heard about the shooting in Mitcham.
Would you like me to go over there and see what I can find
out?”

“No thank you, Blaine. Williams and Chambers are on their way.
They can manage.”

Blaine
retreated from the room and went back to his desk. He noticed that
Lightfoot was busy with his report. He was due in court next week
as a witness to a burglary charge and was pre-occupied with that.
Blaine fidgeted at his desk with his mind racing.

***

DC’s Chambers
and Williams arrived at the warehouse and were immediately
challenged by the two constables on duty. They showed their ID and
were waved through. They drove towards an open door in the side of
the building. To their surprise, as they drew closer, they saw a
man standing in the doorway. The car screeched to a halt and DC
Chambers leapt out to challenge him.

“Steady on, steady on,” he said holding up his hands, “I’m the
one who found him. Your coppers on the gate are not only not
letting anyone in, they also won’t let me out. Anyway, not until
I’ve spoken to you.”

Chambers eyed
him warily. Williams was the first to speak.

“Right. Who are you and what are you doing here?”

The man
reached into his pocket and took out a card. He held it out to the
officer who took it without taking his eyes off of the man’s
face.

“My name is Chris, Chris Carter. As you can see I’m a reporter
with the Advertiser. I’m here because we got a tip off that we
should get down here. In there you’ll find a man strapped to a
chair and with a nice neat hole in the middle of his forehead.
Looks like a gang killing to me and I telephoned you lot straight
away. I haven’t touched him and I would appreciate an exclusive. I
think I’ve earned it, don’t you?”

Chambers and
Williams looked briefly at each other before Chambers spoke.

“Take us to him. Are you sure you haven’t touched
anything?”

“Yes, I’m sure. I wouldn’t want to make your job any harder
than it is and I would appreciate the same
consideration.”

The two
officers followed him through the door and immediately saw the body
slumped on the chair. Williams reached for his notebook and began
to write. Chambers looked around. They were in a large abandoned
warehouse that used to be part of the Bates Engineering Group. The
firm had moved to more suitable accommodation in Coulsdon some five
years ago and the place had been empty ever since.

Chambers
approached the body. He walked around the chair taking in
everything he saw. As Carter had said, there was a neat hole in his
forehead and no exit wound. Good. That meant the bullet was still
inside. It also probably meant that it was a small calibre weapon.
He surmised a .22 but they would find that out later.

“What time did you get here, and what time was the tip
off?”

As he spoke
Williams looked at Carter who was busy scribbling into his own
notebook. Chambers nodded in approval.

“We got the call at about eight o’clock this morning and I got
here about an hour ago.”

Chambers
looked at his watch. It said eleven-thirty.

“Why the delay?”

“Well, they never told us what we would find, just that we
should get here. I was following up another story and came over
when I could.”

“Have you told anyone else what you’ve found?”

“Only my editor, as you would expect. No-one else
though.”

Chambers
looked at Williams.

“Do you want to call it in over the car radio? Tell them we
need a full forensics team. Oh, and you’d better get on to Sergeant
Bowman. Tell him we’ll need a twenty-four hour guard and he’ll need
to arrange some sort of roster.”

Williams went
off to do what he needed to and Chambers turned towards Carter.
Neither men noticed Williams stop, bend down and pick something up
from the ground just before he disappeared outside.

“You can have your exclusive but you clear with us anything
you print. Ok?”

Carter thought
to himself that it would be his editor that decided what was
printed, not some policeman.

“Of course. I always find that it’s better to co-operate with
the police. That way we all get what we want.”

***

It was a
bright Saturday morning and Police Constable Jill Bennett was
walking her beat feeling on top of the world. She was accompanied
by a new partner. New to her and to the police force. She
remembered how nervous she was when she first walked the beat with
Brian Laine. She smiled to herself. It was only two years but it
seemed like a lifetime away. Brian had left the Force and moved
abroad. Jill thought it was his misfortune. She looked at PC Trevor
Wright walking beside her.

“It’s on days like this that I wouldn’t want to be doing
anything else,” she said.

Trevor
wondered what was coming next. He liked Jill. She had gone out of
her way to make him at ease and he appreciated that. Even so, he
could think of a lot of things he’d rather be doing. His childhood
had involved listening, every week, to Fabian of the Yard on the
wireless. It was why he joined the police. He knew Jill wanted to
be a detective and did concede it was unfair that because he was a
man, he would get there before her.

They were
walking along Lower Addiscombe Road as people went about their
business. There seemed to be an endless stream of women, some
accompanied by protesting children, clutching shopping bags and
making their way towards the shops. It was Saturday, after all.

She’d told him
about the talk she’d given the day before and he was impressed.
More impressed than he’d been over her medal. He remembered his
school debating society and how he cringed every time he was asked
to take part. Talking in public wasn’t for him. He decided to
change the subject.

“So, what’s it like working with CID?”

Jill
smiled.

“It’s great. What I’ve always wanted to do. Well, what I
really want to do is be a fully fledged detective but at least I’m
halfway there.”

“It sounds good. I intend to try for CID as soon as I
can.”

The
conversation was halted by a screeching of tyres and a loudly
revving engine behind them. Jill turned just in time to see a brand
new Jaguar E-Type come roaring down the road. Other traffic pulled
over as the car was driven dangerously close. Jill followed the car
with her eyes as it roared past. She frowned at the sight of the
driver. He was just staring through the windscreen and oblivious to
the chaos he were causing.

“Get his number, Trev!”

She stared
hard at the number plate and got the first three letters.

“Did you get the number? I know that the letters were
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