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Blake

One

It was good to start the day with a murder. It concentrated the mind.

A quick glance at the map. Next left would take me down to the river. The recently commissioned Emley Moor TV mast replacing the one that collapsed, on the horizon. Wainhouse Tower to the right.

The track was badly rutted; no doubt by the demolition crew’s equipment. The gearbox protested as I dropped into second. This bucket of a Mk1 Cortina was ready for the knacker’s yard. As I rounded the bend the mill came into view. Bleak and depressing. A horrible place to die. Ignition off I peered out at the rain. It was like sitting inside a kettledrum with transparent sides. Raincoat collar up. ‘Why is it always bloody raining?’ I muttered as I picked my way through the debris, not wanting to slip and twist an ankle. The sooner this eyesore was down the better. Until then there was work to be done.

Twenty yards ahead, Sergeant Joshua Maston, nearly got his time in. Five ten. Overweight. World-weary. If this was as bad as I’d been told Maston would be glad to be out of the way. John Carter, early turn for 6 beat, was on the door. ‘Morning Brian,’ he grinned. ‘You’re bright and early.’

I wrinkled my nose. ‘Yeah. Got the early call. Should’ve been on at ten. Just getting ready to take the wife to her mother’s for some shopping.’

‘Sounds like rescuing the perishing to me,’ quipped Maston.

I laughed. ‘Who found the body, Sarge?’

‘Old Joe, Joe Carver. Night-watchman,’ he pointed out the elderly male sprawled in an armchair in the building’s foyer. ‘Says it wasn’t there when he checked earlier. He’s pissed. Stinks of whisky. A half-bottle of the Co-op’s finest in his pocket. Or what’s left. I’ll lay odds he didn’t buy it.’

Joe Carver was a regular. Didn’t stop drinking ‘til he fell over. Probably wouldn’t remember a thing when he sobered up. ‘I’ll have a chat later. Who’s been in?’

‘Just the three. Me, Carter and Joe.’

I nodded. ‘Fine. As soon as the others start to arrive will you put someone up where my car is. Last thing we need are rubberneckers and the Press tramping all over the shop. And keep a record of who they are and the time. No warrant card. No entry.’

Maston turned to the unfortunate PC. ‘Got that?’

Carter looked out at the rain, grimaced and nodded. ‘Yes, Sarge.’

Satisfied that was under control. ‘Which room?’ I said.

‘That one,’ Maston hung back pointing at the door in front. ‘You don’t mind if ...?’

He didn’t want to go in. It was bad. I smiled. ‘No, that’s all right, Sarge.’
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They referred to it as a room. A void would have been more accurate. Almost a hundred yards long by fifty wide. A fifteen-foot ceiling. High in the far wall a half dozen dead industrial extractor fans, blades like mechanical ghosts rotating silently in the wind. In the far right-hand corner double push-bar fire doors. By the right wall a semi-collapsed guard-rail to protect the unwary from stepping into oblivion.  A dead Victorian weaving shed, devoid of all machines, furniture or almost anything else for that matter. A pair of sack wheels adjacent to the window on the left.  Although it was pouring down outside there were no footprints anywhere near the body. Thirty yards away the object of my attendance. Time for objectivity not emotion: Male. Naked. Tall. Powerful. Sitting upright, taped into a Windsor armchair.

No sign of shoes, clothing or personal effects. Duct tape pinioning wrists and elbows to the arm rests. Legs over the wrists and taped, exposing where his genitals should have been. Ankles and torso taped. Tape round the head covering the eyes. No visible head wounds. Reddening and what appeared to be a puncture wound in the right deltoid. Tape dangling from his right cheek. Between his legs was a bloody mess. The blood had overflowed from the seat into a congealing pool around the chair legs. Just how long ago had this happened? A series of small cuts in his right forearm. Four had been bleeding. The higher up the forearm the less blood. The fifth just plasma. A test for heart death? Somewhat excessive. A stab wound between the ninth and tenth ribs. Left of the victim’s sternum. A trickle of blood. A coup de grace? Overkill? Someone had taken their time.  

The door behind me opened. Footsteps echoing. If they’d gotten passed Maston I didn’t need to look. ‘Stand where you are, please.’ My voice rang round the empty space. The footsteps stopped. The pièce de résistance, the missing penis and testicles were sown neatly into his mouth resting across his chin. Blood had dripped down his chest. That was a sickener. The question was - prior to heart death or not? One for the pathologist. My guess was prior. This was personal. More to the point it was the second identical killing in the last ten days. I took a further minute to crouch and scrutinise the floor immediately surrounding the chair and check his feet. They were clean. His hands indicated he was not a manual worker.

I stood and turned to find DS Creighton, Inspector Nicholson, formerly a sergeant on the Wainwright team, and Detective Inspector Tristram Priestly, my new boss. Noted for being abrupt. Observing. ‘Good morning, sir,’ I said to DS Creighton. ‘Sorry ...’

He looked grim. ‘Don’t apologise, Blake,’ he said. ‘Your observations?’

I nodded. ‘The night watchman claims that the body wasn’t here when he did his rounds earlier. He’s pissed. Probably hasn’t a clue when he did check before finding the body just after seven.’

‘I’ve already spoken with him,’ said DS Creighton. ‘I agree. At the moment he doesn’t know what day it is. An in-depth interview will have to wait. Carry on.’

I nodded. ‘Sir. Whoever did this the planning was meticulous. They took their time. The victim was alive when he arrived. It was dry. Other than mine there is no trace of any footprints, muddy or otherwise. His feet are clean. He is over six feet tall and well-muscled. What looks like a puncture wound in his right deltoid. Perhaps injected with something to incapacitate him. Otherwise, why not fight back before he was taped into the chair? Did he undress voluntarily? If so, why? Where are his clothes and possessions? It doesn’t appear likely it was a tryst gone wrong. And the stab wound. Finally, where did the chair and the sack-wheels come from?

I waited for a few seconds. There were no comments. ‘I understand this is remarkably similar to the earlier murder: The chair. Naked. Eyes taped. Perhaps a couple of years older than me. The manner in which he’s been trussed. The mutilation. The stitching of his genitals is neat; almost as if they were taking pride in what they were doing. Almost ritualised. Stitching through flesh is quite difficult. But one thing I didn’t notice on the first report was anything like these,’ I pointed out the cuts on the forearm. They stepped forward to look. ‘There are five. Four showing that they had been bleeding and just one which hadn’t .. And what’s the link between the two victims.’

The ensuing silence was broken by Detective Inspector Priestly. ‘The link, Blake,’ he said with emphasis, ‘They were murdered by the same person or persons. I’d heard you were big on ideas. I have to say that some of yours are exotic if not quixotic. To be appointed to CID with two and a half years’ service is remarkable. Your report and exam result from your CID course were impressive. But you will find that the work of the detective is hard. Nose to the grindstone. Not acting on exotic hunches. You’ve a great deal to learn. Leave the planning and analysis to those with the experience, understood?’

He wasn’t having a go at me per se, just letting me know in front of the area detective superintendent that the freedom I had under Mr Valentine’s tutelage was ended. 

Graeme Valentine, now Superintendent at Holmfirth, had been a detective constable, my father’s friend and subordinate in March 1950. Present when my father had been murdered. He was unable to prevent the knife attack but arrested the assailant, cradling my father’s head, watching his eyes as the light faded. He had been the divisional DCI when Sergeant McGill and I unearthed Sally Dunster’s body in March 1964. The start of the Wainwright case (Counting the Dead) and had seconded me to the team. I owed him a great deal.

I was now under Detective Inspector Priestley’s supervision. That question had never been in doubt. What could I say? ‘Yes sir. I understand.’ Inspector Nicholson was gazing round the room and the Superintendent holding back a smile.

‘I’m sure Blake will have taken your words to heart, Mr Priestly. However, I think some of his observations have merit. We can discuss those along with everything else later.’ The Superintendent turned to Inspector Nicholson. ‘Will you ensure that we don’t have anyone gathering outside. And have a search made for extraneous tyre tracks and footprints, always assuming this rain hasn’t washed them out. We’ll have a full search made in due course. Contractors are to be kept out of the way. The only people in this room are the pathologist, forensic and the photographer.’

He acknowledged and left.

‘Blake, you will supervise here. Ensure the photographer doesn’t make excuses and leave early.’ I nodded. I knew what he meant. Some of the photographers were apt to be squeamish. ‘Once the pathologist and forensic have completed you will accompany the body to the mortuary. Complete the sudden death report then liaise with the coroner’s officer. You will attend the postmortem.’

I acknowledged and stood back whilst DS Creighton and DI Priestly carried out their own examination and left.

They hadn’t been gone five minutes when the photographer arrived, traipsing mud and dripping water. He took one look at the victim. ‘Bloody hell, I’ll bet that hurt,’ he said and laughed. ‘You’re DC Blake?’

I nodded. There would be no trouble with this one.

‘John Dixon. Right, what do you want?’

I walked him round the scene. Pointed out the salient shots and stood back. It amazed me that with all the improvements in camera technology the police insisted on still using the old cameras complete with plates. I asked him. Why? 

‘Fair question,’ he replied. ‘But no matter what they’ve got on the market at the moment you can’t get the definition when you blow them up. In a case like this you never know what the investigating officer will want enlarging. Or indeed, the Defence. If we produce an image that isn’t pin-sharp it may throw the entire case. An open goal for the defence.’ 

I couldn’t argue with that.  He was good. Within twenty minutes he was gone.
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08:30. Detective Inspector Priestly returned accompanied by the pathologist.  Professor Snodgrass stood inside the doorway taking in the scene, including me. ‘We’ve met before,’ His voice deep and sonorous.  He held his hand up as I was about to answer. ‘No, don’t tell me ... Blake,’ he said at length. ‘You’re in the CID now?’ I agreed. ‘Good. It was a young woman ... Sally Dunster.’ I agreed again. He nodded smiled and indicated the victim. ‘Tell me what you see.’

I went through my little presentation again. Professor Snodgrass looked on and nodded. ‘How old do you think he is?’ he said.

‘A bit difficult with his eyes being taped. As a rough guess I would suggest late twenties.’

He didn’t comment. ‘And what do you make of these?’ He indicated the cuts on the victim’s right forearm.

Thanks Professor. ‘Not sure.’ 

‘Guess,’ he said. ‘Something you can do. But I can’t.’

‘My gut reaction was a cardiac countdown.’

‘If it stops bleeding, he’s dead?’ said the detective inspector.

‘Yes, sir.’

‘But Professor,’ said the detective inspector. ‘Wouldn’t that be obvious from the chest wound and the blood loss?’

He threw it straight back at me. ‘It’s a novel suggestion. Want to try and answer it?’

I took that as a compliment. Although how the inspector would react, I didn’t know. ‘Sir, you can’t get muscular development like the victim has without a strong heart. So, unless something had been administered that affects the heart rate he would have a natural fight-flight response. Including rapid heart rate. The murderer wouldn’t have objected to being seen because the victim would be dead. But taping the eyes and I suggest from that tape adhering to his cheek which appears to have been over his mouth, the victim is in isolation. He can hear but not see and probably can’t speak or shout. We’ll probably never know what was said, if anything, but at some point, the murderer grabs him by the genitals, pulls, slices him off, lock, stock and barrel.’

I was on the end of a pointed look from the inspector. ‘Blake, are you qualified to make these comments about the heart etc?’

‘Yes sir. My degree is in exercise physiology and anatomy; sports science.’

Another look followed by a grudging. ‘Very well, carry on.’

‘The loss of blood would be exacerbated by a corresponding increase in heart rate. The effect of gravity would continue to draw down blood from below the heart. The cuts to the forearm would stop bleeding when the heart stopped. The chest wound would guarantee death. However, it might have been postmortem.’

‘But that’s ...’ We never found out what the DI was about to say. He went pale. His eyes rolled as he slumped against me. I lowered him to the floor, slackened his tie and undid his top shirt button. There was a rapid carotid pulse. A film of sweat on his forehead.

The Professor checked the DI’s pulse against his watch. ‘You can never tell who will be affected,’ he said. ‘Even experienced detectives. I think he’s just fainted. Leave him here, he can’t fall any further. Check on him in a minute or so.’

‘Can you give me an idea when death occurred, Professor?’

‘Rigor isn’t established yet,’ he said moving the victim’s hands and feet. ‘Within the last six hours. I’ll try to be more accurate after I’ve carried out the PM.’ 

I glanced at my watch. A mortified DI came round a few seconds later. ‘You went a little dizzy, sir,’ I said as I helped him to his feet.

‘Anybody come in?’ He looked embarrassed.

‘No one, sir.’ 

He nodded. ‘Thanks.’

‘Has this ever happened before, Mr Priestly?’ the Professor sounded concerned.

‘Never.’

‘Well, it’s probably nothing. Just one of those things. However, my advice would be to have a quiet word with your GP. Tell him who sent you, if you like,’ he added with a touch of black humour. ‘Better safe than sorry.’ The inspector nodded. We watched as he fastened his shirt, straightened his tie and went for a walk around the void.

‘One thing Professor. How soon can I remove our victim from his prison?’

He bit his lip. ‘Forensic are en route?’

‘Yes, Professor.’

‘Be guided by what they say.’ I nodded. ‘As soon as possible, the poor man’s suffered enough. At least we can give him a degree of dignity.’ I nodded again. ‘You’re providing continuity for the body?’

‘I am, Professor.’

‘Very well. I will do the PM at LGI, ten a.m. tomorrow.’ He had a quiet word with the inspector and they left together. He didn’t look well.

Two minutes later Inspector Nicholson returned with one Dr Jack Hawkins forensic biologist. I greeted him with a grin. ‘Hi Jack, how’s tricks?’

He returned my grin. ‘As I live and breathe, Detective Constable Blake. I haven’t seen you for what? All of six months. Since the Wainwright trial. People will be starting to talk.’ We shook hands. ‘I heard about your appendix. That was tough luck.’ I had to agree. Since my attachment to the Forensic Science Lab two years before, we had dogged each other’s footsteps albeit in a friendly manner.  He turned to the inspector. ‘Mr Nicholson, every time Brian and I meet there are multiple bodies. Can’t you do something with him. Like, have him transferred?’

‘Sorry Doc,’ he replied with as serious a face as he could manage. ‘He’s much too valuable.’

‘Ah well, it was worth a try,’ he smiled and winked before turning to the victim. ‘Poor bastard,’ I heard him mutter. ‘Whose wife have you been screwing?’ A couple of minutes later he removed two large sheets of plastic from his kit and opened them side-by-side behind the victim. He gave us a pair of surgical gloves each. Between us, avoiding the blood, we carried the chair and contents placing it on the left-hand sheet. Tape severed we lifted the occupant from his prison and laid him on the second sheet as the undertakers arrived.

The chair, securely wrapped in plastic, had already left for the Forensic Science Lab at Harrogate. I was to follow the body to the LGI mortuary when Jack stopped me to confirm details of the PM. We would meet again in the morning.

I had a quick chat with Inspector Nicholson, principally concerning Detective Inspector Priestly. He was overseeing the search of the demolition site.

Safely deposited at LGI I left our victim in the hands of the Coroner’s Officer. 
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Lewis Green’s mind was occupied with the initial negotiations between Global Films and his agents, Friedricksons, re Marchant’s latest best seller, The Unsilent Grave.  Yanked out of his reverie by that demanding demonic tool of communication, answered by Margaret, Margaret Kelly, his resident major-domo without whom the office would disappear beneath a tsunami of paper. 

‘Knock, knock.’ Margaret bumped the half-open door with her ample backside, early mail in one hand his coffee in the other. ‘Lewis, that call was from Joan. She’s had a puncture, waiting for the AA. And the answer to your next question is,’ she smiled. ‘How long is a piece of string?’

‘Thanks, Margaret,’ he replied. Joan Grey, secretary, fiancée and none-live-in-lover. Over the moon when he proposed but now would neither name the day nor move in. And they say that men won’t make a commitment. Since Carol - the woman with the most beautiful blue eyes. The French couture. The woman who had not been wearing her wedding ring when they first met and, had given him the small gift of a Rolex.  There had been no other woman with whom he had formed an attachment, lasting or otherwise; except Joan. 

‘Anything special?’ he glanced at the watch. Its dedication impressed on his brain: 

I will always remember 

C.

He could never forget. 

Had it not been for the promise ...

‘Just the one,’ she said as she dropped the mail in his in-tray. ‘It’s on top.’ 

The stack of identical large envelopes drew a sigh. They meant only one thing. Today’s consignment of unsolicited query letters, manuscripts and synopses from would-be authors. All of them hopeful. Some of them deluded. Most destined for disappointment. There was a saying that everyone had a book inside them. He had his doubts. Many of them should never have seen the light of day. If he had £5 for every submission that crossed his desk that promised: Would be the next million best seller. Would make him rich. Was better science fiction than Wyndham and Heinlein. More competent than Hemingway or Steinbeck. Made Tolkien look stupid. Better thrillers than Christie or Fleming, he would be wealthy indeed. No! No, you can’t trash internationally acclaimed authors and expect to be welcomed with open arms. However, life as a literary agent was not to break dreams but to sift and riddle the alluvium of the Slushpile, seeking those rare nuggets. You never knew. The question was: Would today be different? Nevertheless, no matter how fretful the senders were waiting for the reply they would go to the bottom of the pile. He was also under contract to Finsbury Templeton Books to deal with submissions sent directly to them, and, like it or not they came first. Personal submissions had their own special place – The Slushpile.

Margaret’s special he saved until last. He drained the cup of now cold coffee.

A single tri-fold sheet of cream wove. A single line of italic text across the centre:

Be sure your sins have found you out!

In most cases it might have been a simple prank. Innocuous. Not in this case.  The same bitter taste from the early hours of that fateful day never far below the surface. The memories awoke. The note almost slipped from his fingers. 

He was the second child of third generation wine importers of Bristol: Clive and Patricia Beck. His given name was Martin. But for his sins he had changed his name to Lewis Green.  He could never forget why. Over the past seven years he had kept a wary eye over his shoulder. Was fate playing tricks? Snapping at his heels? He had been interviewed by the police and eliminated from their list of potential suspects. In fact, they all had. Was his imagination going into overdrive? Or something else?

The envelope was plain, white, standard business type, no identifier. Frank smudged but just visible was NW3 and dated yesterday. PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL typed in the top left-hand corner. The address: 

Lewis Green Esq

Lewis Green Literary Agency

47 Marble House

Fellows Drive

London NW3 

He asked Margaret if anything similar had arrived in the past, although she would have told him if there had. He gave her instructions: anything similarly addressed in the future was to be handed to him. The last thing that he wanted was for Joan to find it and start asking questions.

The meeting came and went. A positive result. They would meet again in two weeks. 

Seven days later. The envelope identical to the last. Posted yesterday in NW3. PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL in the top left-hand corner. A single tri-fold sheet of cream wove. A single line of italic text across the centre: 

Two down three to go! 

Like a full-blooded thump in the gut. Everything came flooding back.  That bitter taste. No doubt that was what was intended. Just what could: Two down three to go, mean? Traced? Handed to the police? Murdered? But there had been nothing in the press with all that it implied. 

The thoughts stampeded through his brain. Wait a minute. Get a grip, it’s probably nothing to do with what happened in Leeds.

He had a quiet word with Margaret. Nothing to worry about. Some sick joker.

All thoughts of the two unwelcome notes were locked in the top left-hand drawer of the bureau in his apartment. Friday morning, he worked on the Slushpile in his apartment. There would be more work for Joan to deal with when she returned from her latest jaunt; visiting her mother in Huddersfield. Send out their apologetic not for us letters. But sometimes there was a glimpse of that bright shining something that made it all worthwhile. And it might just be the next manuscript. A quick glance at the title in the covering letter didn’t look too promising: Where My Bones Lie. However, the typed letter was a welcome change. It looked professional. He leant back in his antiquated but very comfortable swivel chair, feet on the stool:


17 Seven Oaks Fold

Sharp Lane

Almondbury

Huddersfield

West Riding of Yorkshire



No telephone number. And the address - Sharp Lane? How far is that from Dark Lane? Joan’s parents live there, it can’t be that far.


Lewis Green Esq

Lewis Green Literary Agency

47 Marble House

Fellows Drive

London NW3



15th March 1966



Dear Mr Green  

Please excuse my unsolicited approach. I am seeking representation for my debut novel, Where My Bones Lie. A 120,000 word police procedural. A crime thriller set in the West Riding of Yorkshire. I am writing to you because I have been a fan of Douglas Marchant’s work for several years. Marchant’s writing style in particular has been an inspiration to me. I see my writing in the same vein.



Marchant’s good, excellent writing style, doing very well. Where My Bones Lie? A bit odd, he thought, talking about their own body. However. And 120,000 words a bit long for a debut – should be able to trim 20 or 30,000 off that.


The story opens with five noisy, happy, well-heeled rugby-playing undergraduates being refused entry to the Mecca Locarno Ballroom situated in the County Arcade in Leeds City Centre. They collect half a dozen girls and go back to the house they rent for a party. Eventually, five of the girls leave. The sixth, still naked, passes out on a bed. The boys take their pleasure. The girl comes to and is suffocated when she begins to protest. The body is disposed of and has never been recovered. Police enquiries come to naught.



He thought his heart had stopped. Christ! It’s not possible. Another one!  This can’t be chance. The scream heading rapidly for his vocal cords choked. No! Grasping the bundle his hands hovered over the waste bin, but something compelled him to continue.


However, this is not the heart of the story, and you may think this is too close to home, but one of the murderers changes his name by deed poll. On leaving university with a degree in English Literature he secures a position with a major publishing house, later becoming a literary agent. About the same time the murdered girl’s friend unearths some information and begins to track the murderers down and kill them in the most brutal manner.



For Christ’s sake I changed my bloody name from Martin Beck to Lewis Green to avoid this. I live at the other end of the country. What the Hell is going on? His hands shook like Aspen leaves in a storm. Rivulets of sweat trickled down his forehead into his eyes


I’m a thirty something investigative journalist, who after many years of promising, has finally put pen to paper and begun to write fiction, based on true crime. When working I do write under a nom de plume. I hope that my material is of interest, and I look forward to hearing from you.



Yours Truly

Granville Rodahl
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He poured himself a generous measure of Glen Morangie. Downed it in one. Settle the nausea. Gritted his teeth, shuddered and put the letter and manuscript on the bureau. He dialled Directory Enquiries. ‘It’s a Huddersfield number,’ he said. ‘The name is Rodahl, R-O-D-A-H-L, Granville Rodahl. Sorry, I don’t know the address.’

It was a long moment. The second-hand froze. ‘Sorry, caller. There is no Granville Rodahl listed in the Huddersfield area.’

‘Any Rodahl?’

‘Sorry, no. Would there be anything else?’

He looked out of his apartment window as he replaced the handset. 

Time stood still. Staring down at the world beneath wondering if it could be a coincidence. The answer, a firm No. He took his keys from his trouser pocket and unlocked the top left-hand drawer in the bureau. The only drawer to which Joan did not have access. The blue manilla folder was at the bottom. Inside, the two typed notes glider-clipped to their envelopes. Both envelopes bearing NW3 franks, addressed to him at the office. Both marked private and confidential. Neither dated. The top one franked ten days ago:

Be sure your sins have found you out

The second, three days ago:

Two down three to go!

Now the manuscript. What exactly did it all mean? Don’t be stupid. You know exactly what it means. Someone has talked. He poured a second helping of Glen Morangie and sat. 

Jeremy worked for Reuters. Had his finger on the national pulse. ‘Jeremy!’ He cried. ‘What’s happening in this world that you can’t tell me about? Do tell.’

‘Fishing again?’ he laughed. ‘Trying to find plots for your worked-out clients.’

‘Not really.’ He tried to keep the tremor out of his voice. ‘Just a trifle bored.’

‘Hmm, there’s the usual havoc and mayhem in London and the Home Counties. Up in the West Riding the police are in a bit of a sweat over a murder. Very cagey.’

Green’s stomach twisted itself into a knot, his heart pounding. ‘Any details?’

‘They’re very tight lipped. All we know is from the press release. No conference. Which is not like them.’

‘I’m intrigued.’ A hasty mouthful of scotch spilled down his chin. 

‘Aren’t we all.’ 

Green broke out in a cold sweat, his shaking hand sending concentric ripples across the glass. 

Jeremy continued. ‘Twenty-six year-old lecturer in modern languages at York. Married with a twelve-month old son. Father, professor of history, mother, three sisters – all younger. Played in the pack for the varsity: second row. Goes by the name of ... just a sec ..’ 

His mind in turmoil the thoughts flashed through his brain.  Goes by the name of Bill Boxley. Nicknamed, Molière, because of his love of French literature. Christ! 

‘Name of William Boxley, aka ‘Bill’.’

It had become all too real. ‘Is that all?’

The reply was terse. ‘Don’t sound so bloody disappointed, Lewis,’ he said. ‘The poor sod is dead.’

He couldn’t prevent the stammer. ‘S-Sorry, ‘I-I didn’t mean to. But it doesn’t appear to warrant any reason why the police would be silent on the matter.’

Jeremy didn’t pick up on the stammer. ‘No, I agree, it doesn’t. There’s a whisper that it was a ritual killing. The body was mutilated. But they won’t release any details.’

He caught sight of himself in the mirror. As pale as the proverbial. ‘Christ. That sounds gruesome.’

‘Hmm. He was an alumnus from Leeds. You went there if I remember correctly.’

Emotions once more under control. ‘True,’ he said. ‘And I played rugger. But the name Boxley doesn’t mean anything, sorry.’ His lie was glib.

‘Pity,’ Jeremy said. ‘Still, you can’t have everything. Now, that’s the end of the briefing. I’ve got work to do, Lewis, even if you haven’t. Let’s meet for a drink. Can you manage next Wednesday, usual place, say, one o’clock?’

Regular order placed with his newsagent for the northern edition of the Yorkshire Post he called Max Crawshaw: a retired detective from the West Riding: his latest client. ‘Max? Lewis Green. How goes it?’

A delighted Max Crawshaw beamed at the phone. ‘Very well, thank you, and for the call. It means a lot. I’d had so many refusals before you I was beginning to think I was wasting my time.’

‘Not at all. Refusals are par for the course. But you already know that. How long do you think it will be before you’re in a position to re-submit?’ 

‘About another week, Lewis. Your comments hurt a bit, but it doesn’t change the essentials, and it reads better

‘That’s excellent. Oh, before I go you might be able to shed a little light on something that I’ve heard about a murder in Yorkshire.’

‘I’ll try. But remember, Lewis, I’m no longer in the club.’

‘I will. Apparently, it was someone who used to go to Leeds University at the same time as I did. Called him Box, Boxer or something like that. And the police aren’t giving anything away.’

The reply was immediate. ‘It’s Boxley.’

‘That’s the name!’ His tongue clove to the roof of his mouth. His throat dry as dust. He took a drink. ‘There was a suggestion it might be a ritual killing because the body was mutilated.’

The laughter percolated the two hundred miles from Yorkshire. ‘Whenever the police are tight-lipped, or to use police parlance, as tight as a duck’s arse, rumours proliferate. Stories get made up simply because people want to believe the worst that their imagination can produce. To be honest, Lewis, I can’t help because I don’t know. I don’t believe that guessing does any good.’

‘No, you’re probably right, Max Thanks. I look forward to your re-submission.’ Phone down. Glass emptied. He put the kettle on. It was too early in the day. He attempted to rationalise his thoughts. In the end they were too nebulous to be threaded together and fit his scenario. There must be, had to be, some sort of rational explanation, even if it wasn’t obvious. Annoying and unwelcome it might be but not a threat. He returned the documents to the folder and locked the drawer. For now, they could wait. He had to get to Almondbury. Joan’s railway timetable on the pinboard. He had thirty-five minutes to get to Kings Cross. It would be tight.
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DI Priestly, given the choice, would not have been at the mortuary. Never a lover of murder cases or the sight of murder victims.  This was one case where he could not designate. It was in his career interests to get on with it. 

Blake watched the DI out of-his eye corner. He didn’t look well. Yesterday’s incident appeared to have had a lasting deleterious effect on him. 

On the slab the body had been washed. Approximately six feet three inches tall. Well-muscled. No abundance of body fat. The groin was a mess although the incision to remove his penis and testicles looked professional and not a series of cuts or slashes, as did the stitching. The penis with attendant testicles were removed from his mouth and placed in a dish. That was followed by the tape. Everything in separate evidence bags. I was right about his age, late twenties. He had been a handsome lad. There were a few scars, particularly around his eyes and ears, that reminded me of a rugby player. A punch biopsy taken from the right deltoid. The sample should identify any substance that might have been injected that was relevant. 

The professor’s assistant got busy with his circular saw. Once the photographer and I were out of the way he split the sternum. The thorax and abdomen were opened. It didn’t smell too bad. The wound to the heart plain to see. 

‘I will have to see what the lab says about any substance used to subdue this man. However, I can tell you that the knife wound to the heart was the cause of death. Also, that the removal of his genitals and subsequent stitching was carried out by someone with the requisite training.’
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There were a dozen officers present. Both crimes now being run as a single incident. Just like old times, except this time I really was a detective, not just a uniformed officer with acting status. I know it’s irrational, but when I was appointed a DC, I visited my biological father’s grave and told him. It was something I owed to his memory. 

I’d already spoken with several officers that I knew and a few more who pumped me with questions concerning Wainwright. A large wall-mounted board covered by a cloth. Across the room WDC Liz ‘Penny’ Farthing. I caught her attention and waved. But the first person I collided with was DI Kenton from York, accompanied by DS Dixon. He asked to catch up later. 

The door opened. ACC Mithering entered accompanied by Detective Superintendent Wallace and Hazel Granby. She had been the Office Manager on the Wainwright case. She must have impressed. The chatter died. ‘Settle down,’ Mr Mithering looked around. ‘Has DI Cartwright arrived yet?’

‘Just parking the car, sir,’ came an anonymous reply.

He nodded. ‘You all know why you’re here. So, we’ll cover a bit of Admin first. The lady on my left is Hazel Granby. She will be the office manager and handle all the admin. Any claims for expenses, overtime etc. will go through your sergeants and inspectors as normal then to Mrs Granby. Should DI Cartwright not be present she will be the conduit. A warning,’ he paused and smiled. ‘She takes fewer prisoners than I do.’ No-one tried to take advantage of Hazel twice. 

‘WDC Liz Farthing, she won’t mind if you call her, Penny,’ she waved as the laughter rang round the room, ‘is the Exhibits Officer. No matter what you think about female officers she is not here to make tea or listen to your sob-stories, so forget it. And make sure that any exhibits you submit are correctly labelled, it makes the job simpler.  Right, we have two crime scenes some distance apart, however, both appear to have been committed in DS Creighton’s area, so he is in overall charge of the enquiry. DIs Priestly and Firth will head up the individual teams. Anyone not know which team they’re in?’

Silence. ‘Good.’ The door opened as DI Cartwright entered. ‘Good, you’re here. For those that don’t know him this is DI Cartwright. He will be in day-to-day charge of the incident room until the job is done. DI Kenton and DS Dixon are from York. The first victim hails from York. The second victim we now know is from Keighley, hence Detective Superintendent Wallace’s presence.

Now, there’s been a lot of comment about the lack of information emanating from us with regard to the first case. When you see the photographs you will understand why. If I hear of any talk outside of this room in the presence of any other officer, or member of the public or Press, those responsible will no longer be a member of CID and, I will deal with them in the same manner as the murderer dealt with his victims. I hope you all understand ... Farthing?’

Penny stepped forward and removed the cover from the board. 

There was total silence as the detail of the photographs was absorbed, followed by numerous imprecations, expletives not deleted. ‘Thank you, gentlemen,’ Mr Mithering interrupted. ‘We all share your disgust. Channel your feelings into your professionalism. Mr Kenton?’

He stepped to the front. ‘DI Kenton, York. Good morning,’ he said. ‘It’s nice to see some familiar faces. Would it have been under more pleasant circumstances.’ He pointed to the first photograph. ‘William Boxley, twenty-six years of age, lecturer in modern languages at York university. Married with a twelve-month old son. Hails from Oxford where his father is a Professor of Medieval History. Mother is still alive and there are three younger sisters. He played rugby for the Leeds varsity. Six feet tall and weighed fourteen stones. Reported missing thirteen days ago when he did not return home from work. Found nine days ago in Batley as you see him. Estimate of death was four days earlier. So where was he kept for those missing days? According to forensic there is no evidence that he was refrigerated.’

DI Firth took up the presentation. ‘Working with DI Kenton and his team we have been splitting the enquiries. Although there are several lines of enquiry still running, so far, we have made little progress. What I can tell you is that according to the pathologist the wound to the chest was, in this case, the fatal blow. Delivered several minutes after the genitals were removed. We are still awaiting the result from the forensic lab as to what substance, if any, was administered to incapacitate the victim. Has anyone any questions?’ 

There were none. DI Priestly swapped places with DI Firth. ‘The second victim,’ he pointed at the photograph. ‘Patrick Newsome, also twenty-six years of age, six feet three inches tall, sixteen stones in weight. A single man. Reported missing two days ago and discovered at approximately seven a.m. yesterday. As you can see from the photographs apparently identical to the first. Hails from Keighley and is a physiologist at Queen Mary’s Hospital, Bradford. Estimated time of death was six hours prior to his arrival, so, approximately two thirty that morning.’ He turned to me. ‘Did you contact the Met office, Blake?’

‘Yes sir. They estimate that in that area the rain started between four and four fifteen a.m.’

DI Priestly nodded. ‘There were no traces of muddy footprints anywhere near to the body so that gives us a probable window of two a.m. to four fifteen a.m. Are there any questions?’

I had one. ‘Sir, both victims are of the same age. If Newsome is a physiologist he will have a degree. Do we know if the victims attended the same university?’

‘No, we don’t, Blake. Well volunteered,’ he almost smiled. There was a fair amount of laughter. 

I returned the smile. ‘Yes sir.’

‘Right, gentlemen,’ DS Creighton put his piece in. ‘Before you’re allocated your assignments this is how it will work. No wandering. Do the enquiries but, if they lead you somewhere else ensure that you inform DI Cartwright. Get permission before you go swanning off. This is a complicated enquiry and hopefully our list of victims remains at two. We need to know where you are. Keep us informed. Woe betide anyone who ignores the advice. Mr Cartwright?’

Whilst DI Cartwright was dishing out the assignments: House-to-house. Outlets that might have sold the whisky drunk by Tom Carver. Companies that ran night shifts. Taxi companies etc. I took the opportunity to have a quick word with DI Kenton and DS Dixon.

Apart from passing on Superintendent Patrickson’s best wishes and reiterating his offer of a transfer to York CID, what I really required was a contact at York university from whom I could make the necessary enquiries. Safely in my pocketbook I promised to have a longer chat as soon as practicable. Then I sought out Detective Superintendent Wallace as to who to contact at Keighley as to where Patrick Newsome gained his degree. 

A memory from the Wainwright case popped into my mind. ‘Excuse me, sir,’ I said to DS Wallace. ‘Could I have a quick word?’

‘Of course,’ he smiled. ‘How are you liking CID?’

‘Brilliant .. It’s about the Wainwright case. Something I’ve just remembered from when we searched the storeroom at Keighley.’

‘And?’

‘It was a photo of a murder victim. A man naked from the waist down propped up against a door frame of a semi-derelict house. Someone had cut his penis off and stuck it in his mouth.’

‘Just a photo?’

‘Sorry, yes. There was some writing on the back but I can’t remember what it was.’

‘No trace of the associated file?’

‘No  sir. It might be nothing but, in the circumstances.’

He nodded. ‘What did you do with the photo?’

‘I think it was on a shelf to the right. Penny,’ I pointed across the room. ‘WDC Farthing was there, she might be able to remember something.’

‘Unusual, though, all major files end up in HQ. But thanks. You get off .’

––––––––
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An hour later sandwiches and coffee consumed, a chat with Penny, and the answer to my question: Leeds. Both Boxley and Newsome were alumni from Leeds. I passed the details on to both DI Cartwright and DI Priestly and left for Leeds University along with Max Cavendish, another refugee from the Wainwright case. We worked, or should that be hunted, in pairs.

In the hour or so it took us to reach Leeds University we’d caught up on the last six months. Me with my appendicitis and him with an addition to his family. He now had two boys aged six and eight and, an infant daughter.

Parking at Leeds was at a premium. An unexpected encounter in the car park with my brother-in-law, Gerald Vernon BSc PhD, now senior lecturer in mechanical engineering solved the issue. He knew enough not to ask questions. Told us where to park and directed us to the right person. 

Miss Priscilla Walshaw, who looked more like my Mum than she did but dressed ten years older, had worked at the university for thirty years. What she didn’t know wasn’t worth knowing, and she liked to conspire. It had been a long time since she had had two young men in suits all to herself. She was only too willing, when prompted by the right questions, to spill the beans. In return for which she received nothing new. A couple of phone calls saw us escorted to the cellar with instructions of where to look for the records for 1954 to 1957, where she assured us, we would find details of Bill Boxley. 

There was a problem. An electrical fault in the cellar two days earlier. The resulting fire had burned overnight. Several years records had been damaged or destroyed. Bert, one of the college security officers took us down. The cellar was a mess. The wooden shelving was badly damaged. However, tightly packed cards are, for the most part, impervious to flame, it only burns the edges. To a certain extent also impervious to water, unfortunately a high-pressure hose had removed any semblance of filing order. The sodden cards were spread across the floor. How long it would take to sort them out was anyone’s guess. 

‘Sorry gentlemen,’ said Bert. ‘This is it.’ 

A cursory glance was all that was necessary. ‘Ok, Brian,’ Max grinned. ‘You know your way round universities, what’s next?’

I returned the grin. ‘All is not lost, Max They’re the same age. Both here at the same time and both played rugby. We’ll check the sports records and the Accommodation Office.’

Safely deposited at Reception by Bert, we began again. This time with the Year Book for 1953 and sport.

‘Boxley and Newsome, you say?’ The librarian frowned then smiled. ‘That rings a bell,’ she said. ‘Just a tick.’ Two minutes later she returned carrying a couple of red bound books. ‘Here we are,’ she flipped the top book open at a paper marker and spun the book round pointed to a half-page photograph of five young men in evening dress. The photograph entitled ‘The Famous Five’. From left to right:  Neville Waters, William Boxley, Martin Beck, Charles Nash, Patrick Newsome. 

‘A good-looking bunch, but Famous Five?’ I said.

She laughed. ‘I do remember them. Played for the varsity. I think four in the scrum and a three-quarter. Thick as thieves. You’ll have to check with Accommodation, but I think they shared a house in the city centre. At the back of my mind there was a spot of bother regarding a girl – that was Beck. And a change of name. But I might be wrong. You’ll have to check.’

‘The usual?’

‘No, they used to hold parties,’ she smiled as she emphasised the word. ‘Pick girls up and take them back to their pad. Free food, wine and, whatever. One girl disappeared, never seen again. I don’t know the details, but the police were involved.’

Ten minutes later Max called DI Cartwright stressing our need to get to Millgarth Street. The Station that covered Leeds City Centre. No problem provided we informed them of the urgency on arrival. 

The file on the Millgarth DI’s desk related to an Emily Reid. Murder. Defendant - Kevin Sharpe. During interview he had admitted raping Reid but there was no complaint – criminals would often admit what they saw as lesser offences in the hope it would stave off a murder charge. Sometimes it worked.  He had always denied involvement in Emily Reid’s disappearance. Although no body had been recovered, he was now serving life in Sheffield. Traces of Emily Reid’s blood had been found on the flick knife he carried.
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