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Case One:

The Boomerang Mystery

 


Zak Cornettonie paced up and
down the path leading to a port-a-cabin that had been his office
for the past three years. Zak was in his mid-fifties and wore a
shiny grey suit that must have been made out of some sort of
‘miracle-grow’ stretchy material otherwise it would never have
buttoned across his large stomach.

“Where is he?” he yelled
impatiently at two of his sons, “Where’s that other useless brother
of yours?”

They knew better than to make
any reply. Standing a safe distance away from him, they let him
rant away.

“And your poor old Ma,” he
rubbed his forehead with his right hand and then swept it over his
balding head, replacing the few strands of hair he’d got left back
into place, “your Ma said all three of you were like me. Well you
aint!”

The shortest of the two brothers
couldn’t resist, “But we are like you, we’re short dumpy and ain’t
got no hair.” he looked at his brother who was shaking his head
vigorously.

Zak’s face had taken on a deep
purple colour and he looked like he was about to explode. He took
out a yellow silk handkerchief from his jacket breast pocket and
wiped his brow, then waved it in front of Jake’s face, the son that
had been foolish enough to answer back. “See Jake, that’s just what
I meant, you’re all stupid. If brains were dynamite and they blew
up, there wouldn’t be enough inside that skull of yours to even
ruffle your hair!”

Jake turned to his brother and
whispered, “What’s he on about Larry? We ain’t got no hair to
ruffle.”

Larry looked at his brother. “If
I were you, I’d keep it zipped. Dad ain’t in no mood for jokin’
today, comprendi? Let’s just pray that Vince gets here pretty
sharpish.”

The ear-piercing squeal of steel
scraping steel made all three heads turn towards the yard entrance.
A pair of 3 metre high, steel mesh gates burst open as the ice
cream van hurtled through. It weaved in and out of the lined-up ice
cream vans sitting tidily in parking bays. A large hand-painted
sign saying, ‘The Cornettonies Ice Cream Depot’ that had been
welded into position neatly on top of the gates only a few days
earlier, broke away, flying across the yard and landing on Zak’s
new silver Mercedes convertible.

Seeing his lovely Mercedes with
its bonnet lid now lying on the floor, the car alarm screeching and
the navy blue soft top ripped and in tatters, was a difficult pill
for Zak to swallow. He was concentrating on his Mercedes so much he
hadn’t seen the large plastic ice cream cone (normally fixed above
the front windscreen of the ice cream van), now somersaulting
several times through the air, picking up speed just before it hit
him right between the legs. Zak’s screams were drowned by the sound
of Vince’s ice cream van skidding broadside into the solid brick
wall at the rear of the yard ...

 


 


~~~***~~~

 


 


From the kitchen, Chloe Flowers
overheard enough of her husband’s conversation to realise it was
bad news. She heard him slam the phone down and start
muttering.

“What is it Tom?” she asked, at
the same time handing her twin daughters a spoon and a bowl each.
“Put your own cornflakes in while I see what’s up with your Dad.
And don’t make a mess with the milk.”

“I can’t believe you’ve said
that to us.” Lily answered. “We’re nearly 10 years of age you know
Mum, only one day to go before our birthday.” Turning to her twin
sister they rolled their eyes and shook their heads in unison
behind their mother’s back.

“Don’t be flippant and don’t
shake your heads either just because I’ve asked you to do
something.” Chloe said as she walked towards the lounge.

“I’m sure she’s either psychic
or she was definitely born with eyes in the back of her head.”
Polly whispered, grabbing the box of cornflakes and pouring some
first into Lily’s bowl and then into her own. With a sideways
glance to the kitchen door to make sure her mother had left the
room, Polly grabbed a handful of cornflakes and threw them into
Lily’s face.

“Don’t be childish,” Lily
scorned. “Mum’ll have a fit if she sees you do that.” she picked
every flake up and calmly dropped them into her bowl. “You’d best
make Mum and Dad a cup of tea now or else.”

“After I’ve eaten my-“

“Now.”

Polly looked into her sister’s
eyes; what she could see of them. Lily had the ability to make her
eyelids form the tiniest of slits and her lips would become thin
slivers of pink as she took on her ‘threatening’ facial pose. Polly
stood up and shrugging, walked over to the kettle, flicking out a
finger and making it circle in the air before switching the kettle
on. “You know something? You’re as bossy as Dad.”

Chloe stood in the doorway of
the lounge, watching Tom as he marched up and down from one end of
the lounge to the other. He was a stocky man, 5cm taller than her
at 1.8m. His left hand brushing through his hair, something he
always did when he was annoyed, stressed or upset. She hadn’t
really wanted him to join the police when his service in the army
had finished; she’d already had a good many years of worry. She
resigned herself to the fact that he was working just up the road
most days, and not hundreds of miles away in another country. “You
know we won’t have any carpet left at this rate. Now calm down and
tell me what’s happened?”

“They’ve given that job to Lisa
Larkin.”

“You mean the promotion you went
for - the Detective Inspector’s vacancy?”

“Yes. I can’t believe it! Who in
that office has had more arrests and convictions than me, eh?
No-one! And they give it to her!”

“Come and get some
breakfast.”

“Don’t want any.”

Chloe kissed him on the cheek,
looking deep into his green eyes. “Then come and have a cup of tea.
The girls are waiting for us to sit with them.” She held out her
hand and was relieved when Tom took it. “Sometimes these things
happen for a reason, you know I believe that Tom. Don’t forget it’s
been pretty tough for Lisa with her husband being out of work for
so long. At least this will give them that extra bit of money they
need.”

“Oh, I know ... just would’ve
been nice to have got it, that’s all.” Tom replied.

They walked into the kitchen and
were greeted with hot buttered toast and tea.

“Wow! Tea and toast, miracles do
happen.” Chloe exclaimed, smiling at the girls before turning to
Tom.

“Don’t worry Dad,” Lily said,
“you’re still the best detective we know.”

“Not that we know many mind you
...” Polly said with a cheeky grin.
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Colin Royds winced as he felt
the egg-shaped lump on the side of his right temple. There was a
warm, sticky substance trickling from it and even though he
couldn’t see it in the darkness, he knew it couldn’t be anything
else but blood. He stood up but the nausea that swept over him
forced him immediately to sit back down again on the floor. He
ripped off the tape that had been stuck across his mouth and called
out.

“Chris? Are you in here
son?”

The darkness surrounding him was
like a thick black tarmac, he couldn’t tell if it were day or
night. The room smelt damp and he could hear water trickling down
the walls but couldn’t make out which direction the sound was
coming from. Feeling tentatively around his own body and along the
floor his hands found clothing and an arm. Feeling along the arm to
the shoulder Royds continued upwards to his son’s head. He was
worried, Chris was so still. His hands explored the cold face and
his finger nails found the tape that had been stuck across Chris’s
mouth to keep him silent.

“Son? Chris? Wake up, come on
please, wake up!” There was a murmur and a groan as he ripped off
the tape and then relief as the person spoke.

“Dad?” Where are we?”

“I don’t know, can’t remember
much. All I can remember is being hit over the head with something.
It’s pitch black in here, so I can’t even get an idea of where we
are or what kind of place-“

A key turned in a lock and a
door opened, the hinges squealing as though begging for oil. Colin
and Chris stopped talking and waited, suddenly the room lit up with
fluorescent light, blinding them both temporarily.

“Had a nice night ‘ave we then?”
a voice said, followed by high-pitched laughter.

With his eyes growing accustomed
to the bright light, the eldest of the captives made out three
figures, each with a mask covering their faces. The scene would
have been hilarious anywhere else; all three were chubby, with the
one in the middle sporting a plaster cast on his left foot reaching
up to his knee. On his right hand and arm he had another plaster
cast that was supported across his huge chest by a sling made from
a white triangular bandage. A grey crutch under his left armpit
propped him upright but even that looked as though it was bending
under the weight.

“Where are we?” Royds asked.

“Now, now, Mr Royds. One of them
said menacingly.”We’re asking the questions today, so shut it.”

“Yeh, shut it. When Larry
asks-ouchah!” An elbow hit him just above the plaster cast on his
arm.

“Thanks for telling Royds my
name,” Larry hissed, “you idiot Vince.”

Forgetting the pain in his head,
Royds started laughing. “I don’t believe it. So you on the right
must be Jake. Am I correct?”

“Depends on whose right you’re
talking about.” Jake mumbled. “From where I’m standing Larry’s on
my-“

“Aw, shut up!” Larry screamed.
“Now our cover’s broken.”

“Cover? What cover?” Royds said,
adrenalin pumping through his veins as he grew more defiant. If he
could get them arguing amongst themselves, maybe he could get past
them somehow. “How’d you ever think that just a mask would disguise
you three – look at those bodies!”

Larry pulled off his mask and
threw it across the room at Royds, hitting him in the face. “Listen
Royds, if you want to make me mad you’re going the right way about
it. If you ever want to get out of this building alive - with your
son as well - you’d best keep that mouth of yours shut, do you
understand? Now sign this!”

Royds knew he’d gone too far and
backed off a little. At the minute it was pointless to resist, he
had to do as they said. At least until he knew what they were
planning.

Larry shoved a newspaper into
Royds face and a pen was thrust into his hand. He signed the front
page and the pen was snatched away. As suddenly as they entered the
room, they were gone, the room plunged back into a cold, damp
darkness.
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Doctor Sturgiss walked along the
sterile pale blue corridor towards the Accident and Emergency
Department. His mind drifted back to when he first walked that
corridor, over ten years previously, he could still hear the
screams of the young boy who had fallen from his skateboard and
gashed his left knee and both elbows. He could even remember the
boy’s name. Then he was back in the present, a tinge of sadness
overwhelmed him as he knew this was to be his last night shift. At
sixty years of age he was still young enough to carry on, but both
he and his wife had decided to see a bit more of the world. In ten
days time they would board the ocean liner ‘Venture’ for a 90 day
cruise of the Mediterranean.

Although he’d worked in many
A&E Departments in hospitals over the years, Russington
Hospital was his favourite and that was why he’d stayed for so
long.

“Doctor Sturgiss?”

Sturgiss stopped and turned
around, a young nurse stood smiling at him. “Yes nurse?”

“We have an incident in the
Worthington Ward that Staff Nurse Tomlass would like you to look
at.

Sturgiss frowned, “I thought we
were mothballing that ward for the time being?”

The nurse shrugged, “I’ve no
idea Doctor, my instructions were to find you and accompany you to
that ward straight away.”

“Okay then,” he gestured with a
sweep of his arm, “Let’s not keep Staff Nurse Tomlass waiting.
After you, nurse.”

 


 


~~~***~~~

 


 


The atmosphere in the CID Office
at Dudleigh Police Station was tense, the anxiety clearly showing
on the majority of faces in the room.

The office was packed tightly
with a mixture of plain clothes police officers and uniformed
officers. The room furniture had been re-arranged to take into
account emerging reports of the three missing children. All
officers’ desks had been moved to one side of the office so that
four large whiteboards on easels could be placed at the front for
all to see. Three of the whiteboards were completely filled with
details of the three missing children. There were photographs,
their names, ages, height, colour of hair and eyes, what they were
last seen to be wearing, every minute detail they could glean from
parents, even things that seemed insignificant were written down –
pets, hobbies, likes/dislikes etc. It was never known whether or
not this might assist in their enquiries, so it was recorded
nevertheless and without question.

Almost hourly, people were
reporting they’d seen young children roaming the streets. Each
report was treated as seriously as the last, unfortunately a
thorough search every time proved fruitless.

Standing in front of the four
whiteboards, a red marker pen in her left hand, Detective Chief
Superintendent Allbrighton gave a concise report on everything that
had taken place within the last 10 hours, since the children were
reported missing.

Using the 24 hour clock as all
police do, she wrote down 10.00hrs on the fourth blank whiteboard.
“Okay, listen up everyone please.”

The officers stopped talking and
the room went silent.

“Morning shift and afternoon
shift are already aware of these details but I want to run through
them with the night shift, so here goes ... (she circles the
10.00hrs just written on the board), all three children left their
houses at around this time according to their parents. We know that
Peter Grainger met Sameena Begum at her house before going off to
play. They were supposed to return home for their Sunday dinner at
13.00hrs (writing this time on the board), when they failed to show
up, their parents visited houses of friends and family and also the
areas where they were supposed to be playing. When they couldn’t
find them they reported it to us, which would have been around
15.30hrs. The strange thing is that the third child Becky Silvers,
lived four miles away from Peter and Sameena
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