

    
        
          1point1

        

        
        
          Mongrels, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Garth Owen

        

        
          Published by Spinneyhead Books, 2013.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      1POINT1

    

    
      First edition. August 7, 2013.

      Copyright © 2013 Garth Owen.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230549437

    

    
    
      Written by Garth Owen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1point1 (Mongrels, #2)

Sign up for Garth Owen's Mailing List

Further Reading: GOD Hunt

Also By Garth Owen


The holding pattern for the blimps could be eye-balled by anyone on the ground. Air traffic control just assigned them a segment of sky- with an exclusion zone for other airships- and they'd stick to it, hovering there waiting to be called. They would tack into the wind and make little adjustments to stay in their envelope and present a serene spectacle to any viewers.

The air above Ringway was particularly busy today, with eight airships, in a rainbow of gaudy liveries, hanging in the clear sky. There was only enough ground crew to land one passenger and one cargo blimp at a time. A silver airship, patched in grey and brown, was off-loading fresh fruit and veg, whilst a winding straggle of passengers trailed from the red and yellow Berlinluft blimp to the customs house.

Passports and visas were a technicality, borders being so porous nowadays, but some people liked to make it known where they'd been and come from. "Michiko. Yamagata?" the man behind the desk asked, checking the girl against the picture in her passport. She was tiny, delicate, and seemed to be cosplaying the Japanese schoolgirl fetish. Her pure black hair was cut in a bob level with her chin. A navy blue jumper was draped over her shoulders, the arms reaching halfway down the front of her white blouse as if shielding her small breasts from view. A wide black belt with a silver buckle held up a pleated navy skirt that didn't reach as far as her knees. The outfit was rounded out by knee-length white socks and black deck shoes. He reckoned she was in her early twenties- young and gorgeous, in his unprofessional opinion- a little too old to be carrying on the lolita act. Maybe there had been some man on the flight she had dressed up for. Or maybe she just liked getting immigration officials flustered. "What is the purpose of your visit?" he asked.

"Business. And maybe a little pleasure." she smiled, all coy sexuality, and took the passport back as he offered it.

"What is the nature of your business?"

"Import. Export. I'm looking for new suppliers and customers."

"Well we are a new, emerging market. The best of luck and please enjoy your stay."

* * *

They had to wait in the stairwell whilst the mosquitoes did their work. The swarm of little drones zipped around the inside of the second floor taking photos and laser scanning the skeletal structure. When they were done, they flitted out of the open side of the building and dropped down to the techs below.

Barker stopped fussing over his shirt, put his earpiece in, turned his glasses on to record and followed the two uniforms up the one flight to the crime scene. The overlay told him the older one was Wilson and the younger, Patel. Barker glanced back at his partner and gave her a nod. Ennis uncoiled from her corner position and joined him.

It would be hard to call it a building. Part way through the build, the money had dried up and this ribcage of reinforced concrete- the stairwells, floors and support pillars, bereft of any fixtures or fittings- had stood as it was left for well over a generation. It had bled rust where the weather had cracked the concrete down to a steel sinew, and nubs of stalactites and stalagmites had formed in corners of the floor and ceiling. In its time it had seen graffiti, art installations, guerilla concerts and, now, murder.

The structure had a C-shaped footprint, the opening on the River Street side, where there had been access for cars. The body was opposite this, on the side aligned with the old raised roadway. As Barker walked toward the corpse he looked across at the foliage trailing over the rusted crash barrier. "Somebody spotted the body from the, uh," he waved in the direction of the greenery, "the garden in the sky, or whatever we're calling it this week?"

"A jogger called it in." Wilson informed him.

The body was a young man, in his late teens or early twenties, staring at the ceiling with his lower legs folded under his thighs and arms spread wide, palms upward. He had dark hair, long and greasy and possibly not a natural colour. There was a bruise on his right cheek and scratches on his forehead, but there was little doubt that the three closely spaced bullet holes in his chest were what had killed him. Blood had tried to flow toward the inside of the C, making a messy tear-drop.

Barker started a circuit of the body, scanning the floor to and from it. Ennis pushed the hood of her onesie off her spiked orange hair and straightened up. She stared into the corners of the room, looking like she was sniffing the air more than anything else. Barker might never understand his partner, but he had quickly learnt to trust her senses. Sights, sounds and, especially, smells, triggered memories and connections for her. It wasn't always obvious that she understood how it worked either.

Studying the way the body had fallen, Barker was certain the shots had been fired from somewhere toward the opposite stairwell. He began pacing toward the doorway, hoping the killer had left casings or footprints. There were scuff marks, light and indistinct. Barker pressed the frame of his glasses, recording a higher resolution image than the standard capture. When he looked back to the body, Ennis was signalling him.

She was pointing upward. Barker couldn't stop himself looking up at the ceiling, even though he knew what the sign was about. The uniformed officers had noticed the exchange, so now that he had their attention, Barker signalled for Wilson to go with Ennis to the stairwell they had come up, whilst Patel came with him.

They crept up the stairs slowly and carefully. Barker remembered the gun in his shoulder holster, nestled under his left arm. He pushed the jacket aside and went to pull the pistol out, then thought better of it. He did this two more times before unclipping the holster and pulling the gun out. He checked there was a round chambered but left the safety on.

Barker stepped onto the next level with the gun down at his side. He looked around. Nothing there but for Ennis and Wilson, at the other door. She inclined her head, indicating up another floor.

On the fourth floor they found the girl. She had spotted Ennis and was running for Barker's door when he stepped through it. She stopped, and looked around, anxious for a way out. Long, plaited blonde hair whipped against her bright red hooded top as she moved. "We're the Police, we just want to have a word with you." Barker tried to reassure her.

It didn't work. She bolted headlong for the windowless wall that overlooked the garden in the sky, bright red top billowing behind her like a short cape. Without a thought, Ennis was sprinting after her. Barker half raised his gun, began to form a warning shout, then stopped when he realised it was pointless. He tapped his earpiece with his free hand as he jogged toward the edge, "Officer 5721 is in pursuit of a suspect. Engage tracking." By the time he had reached the opening, Ennis, and the girl she was chasing, had disappeared.

* * *

Two narrow lanes across and two storeys down. Ennis knew she could make the jump, just as the girl she was chasing must have. It was only once she was in the air, arms wind-milling to keep the rest of her from rotating, that she thought about the landing.

The garden in the air had been a raised section of the inner city ring road- the Mancunian Way- before a bomb had collapsed a section at the Eastern end. When it was obvious that the span was never going to be replaced, unknown gardeners had moved in and started planting on it. Soft earth and turf cushioned Ennis's landing, and two forward rolls scrubbed off speed. She took a couple of strides then executed a dive over the central reservation. When she came up she faltered, temporarily at a loss as to where her quarry could be. Almost directly ahead of her a tree reached out for the concrete structure. Several of the branches quivered in the windless air. Ennis picked up speed and pushed off the barrier to leap into the foliage.

Leaves and smaller branches cracked, larger ones bent as they broke Ennis's fall. She bounced around until she caught a limb thick enough to hold her weight. Hanging on to it, she spotted branches moving below and plotted a quick route down.

The girl was a small figure at the far side of green space, about to disappear into a maze of market stalls. Ennis hurdled the fence and sprinted for the market. Not one of the official ones, the pop-up bazaar's stalls weren't arranged in neat lines with mandated space between them. The girl was deep in the impromptu ginnels when Ennis pushed through a gap and started looking for the red top.

* * *

Barker leant his electric Vespa into the corner. The only sound it made was the squeal of the back tyre as it nearly lost grip. His glasses told him to turn left, so he swung the scooter right over and leant into the next corner, then hauled on the brakes as he spotted the wallpaper table right in front of him. The skinny blonde boy by the table- rearranging a pile of stuffed toys- eyed him suspiciously as the rear slewed round and Barker brought the Vespa to a halt.

Ennis walked around the stall as Barker was pulling the scooter back onto its kick stand. She held up a red jacket, "She ditched this so I couldn't spot her." Her voice was childlike, almost squeaky, at odds with her spiky and tough look.

"Damn."

"Left a bit of herself on it, though." Ennis held up the right sleeve, which had a rough tear in it, with blood on the inside of the rip.

Barker opened the pannier box on the back of the Vespa and produced a large evidence bag. Ennis carefully slid the top into the bag then sealed it. "You've picked up another wound yourself." Barker commented. Ennis wiped blood from the dark skin of her left cheek, and studied the smear on her finger with
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