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PHILOSOPHY

Far from the crowded courts of kings

The soil whence black ambition springs.

Where humble worth neglected sighs,

And friendship but a foe’s disguise,


Henry Man 1747 - 1799



Macello

Harry Field had lost count of the bodies. 

He was a short man in his forties who smoked, ate and drank too much, did little or no exercise and was rapidly running to seed. Not that did anything to curb his appetites. First had come his haulage business. In the late 1950s Britain was entering the motorway age. There were never enough lorries or qualified heavy goods vehicle drivers. The money rolled in followed by the brothels, including mobile. The money paid for Gentlemen’s Clubs. Followed by negotiations with the politicians who frequented them; very useful for circumventing local opposition to the casinos in the pipeline. And, everyone needed protection! 

He and Yvonne had latterly separated, although he supported her with a generous monthly allowance. Their daughter, Eloise, then aged ten, remained with him. Harry Field employing a housekeeper cum nanny to keep an eye on her. However, for Yvonne there were conditions: 

• Do not embarrass me. 

• Keep away from the casinos with whatever male you have in tow. 

• Do not get drunk in public. 

A well intentioned piece of advice; frequently ignored. Enough was enough.  Field contacted Nick, or Nicholas Collins, a familiarity restricted to few. A specialist in problem solving. Seventy-two hours later his now ex-wife locked in a concrete embrace with the current Rt Honourable, graced the seabed one hundred and twenty feet below the surface of the German Bight. One week later letters from Brussels were received by all parties. Yvonne and her paramour were taking a short break in Belgium before travelling to Milan. There was no forwarding address. 
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ELOISE WAS DEFLOWERED on her seventeenth birthday. Harry Field was a pragmatist. All subsequent boyfriends advised there would be consequences should Eloise become pregnant. On the sixteenth of September 1968 Harry Field discovered that she was. 

The man dipping his nib in the wrong inkwell was Kenny Summers, married with two children. The man who looked after Field’s money. Summers had reorganised Field’s business and made him millions. After a flash of temper he relented only to find that Summers had disappeared. Eloise had no idea where he was. That evening Field received a phone call from a detective giving him details of where Summers was hiding – Blackpool. A small hotel in the Bispham area. Summers had sought protective custody from Blackpool CID, offering to spill the beans on Field’s empire. He picked the wrong man. ‘Jack, promise him what you like,’ Field said. ‘Just you and Summers. No other coppers. There’s five grand in it for you. Bring him across through Yorkshire, Todmorden. Brighouse and Wakefield to the A1. I’ll have you met on the Wakefield to Doncaster road. The Wakefield side of the A1. I’ll take over then. Aim to get to Wakefield for around five thirty.’ Field replaced the handset then redialled Nick.
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Tuesday 19th September

5.15am A644, half a mile on the Brighouse side of Cooper Bridge. The bend was gentle, uphill and left-handed. Heavily wooded with overarching trees. A pair of mis-matched men wearing genuine police uniforms were busy. The elder of the two: five six, mid-forties, light brown wavy hair curling over his ears and his collar. The younger: six feet, muscular, black collar length lank hair. 

‘As soon as I raise my hand you know what to do, Chris?’

The younger man’s nervousness showed in his smile. ‘Yes, Mr Collins.’

‘This should be them,’ Mr Collins said. He collected his new toy from the boot of his car - a Lipari pump-action shotgun. A superb example of Italian engineering. Headlights, six hundred yards away travelling fast. Pushing it. The Police Accident and Slow signs were out both sides of the bend. The battery operated blue light on the roof of his car was getting tired.
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ONE AND A HALF MILES away on the A62, the Leeds side of Cooper Bridge, My first day as a sergeant. I buttoned my tunic, put my arms round Lucy and kissed her lightly on the lips. ‘You sure you’re going to be all right?’

‘Don’t be silly,’ she smiled returning the kiss. ‘Of course I am. I’ve had a baby before you know.’

‘I know, but last time it wasn’t twins, and it’s only four weeks.’

Lucy grinned at him. ‘I’ve got my little helper when she wakes up.’

‘Hmm. Almost three going on twenty three.’

She grinned again. ‘Besides, your Mum will be here about nine. My mum with Anne soon after. No doubt Jen won’t be too far behind. If we all go into labour together we could start our own creche.’

I nodded and smiled. ‘With Claire in charge?’

In three months Claire would be three. It didn’t seem possible. ‘Come on,’ she put her hands on my shoulders. ‘This is your first day as a sergeant; you don’t want to be late. See you at half two.’

Another quick kiss. She watched as the mini turned left out of the gate. The overnight rain had stopped. It was a twenty minute drive along the A644 towards Brighouse en route to Sowerby Bridge.

HGV driver Dave Nevin was due out of the yard at 5.30am. He was running late thanks to the lorry with the broken axle at Colne Bridge. He lost ten minutes. Now he had to make it up, if his Morris Minor 1000 would play ball. So far so good. Turning left at Cooper Bridge the road ahead was clear. He put his foot down. Under protest the car complied.
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HARRY FIELD’S INSTRUCTIONS ignored; Jack Roberts had invited DC Cameron MacArthur to travel with him. He wasn’t happy about a solo escort. For a quarter of the money, although he’d told him it was a straight split. What Harry had offered him was two years pay, tax free. They would worry about taking the radio car later. Kenny Summers, still deluded that he was being taken to a safe house, was cuffed and in the rear seat.

Jack Roberts put the handbrake on, knocked the gear lever into neutral as he wound the window down. He knew the coppers in the West Riding were shorthouses but this one looked minute. Warrant card in hand he poked his head out of the window. ‘Accident?’

‘Not exactly,’ replied Mr Collins, and raised his hand. He glanced into the rear seat. Pulled the shotgun from behind his back. ‘We didn’t have a sign that said Kenny Summers, wait here. Hello Kenny.’

The blood drained from Kenny Summers’ face as he saw the shotgun swing upwards. The rifle slug: one ounce of lead travelling at 1200 feet per second smashed Jack Roberts’ forehead like tissue paper, coating Cameron MacArthur and the inside of the car with a mist of cranial and cerebral detritus, a milli-second before destroying Cameron MacArthur’s right cheekbone. Cameron MacArthur took a second in the head for good measure. Mr Collins looked over Jack Roberts’ head. ‘And you asked these shitehawks for protective custody, Kenny? Eloise could have done a better job. Say hello to God.’

Kenny Summers, a man who detested violence in any way froze in terror.  He could only stare open-mouthed. Mr Collins put the shotgun against his right eye and fired. 

The first thing Nevin saw as he cleared the bend was the blue flashing light on Collins’ car. Second, the police officer swing towards him shotgun in hand. He was doing fifty downhill. Head down. Foot on the boards. This was no time for questions. Collins fired from the hip, twice. The first struck the door pillar shattering both offside windows covering Nevin in glass. The second tearing the rear offside wing panel.

Chris Grogan wiped the detritus and vomit from the uniform jacket.
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0530hrs. A large articulated lorry navigating the Cooper Bridge roundabout caused me to slow. There was no rush. The road ahead was clear. 

Police Accident and Slow signs on the nearside of the road. No sign of any police officers or vehicles. I slowed. A blue flashing light on the grass verge? The car on the offside. Front offside window down. Hole in the driver’s skull. It wasn’t a pretty sight. 

Pocket torch in hand it took seconds to check: dark blue Ford Zephyr number plates ripped off. A handcuffed corpse in the rear seat. A hole where his right eye should have been and a large percentage of his brains spread across what was left of the rear window. A police radio. Two dead police officers? The front nearside window smashed. From the nearside I could just reach the radio handset. It was a weak signal. ‘Control, urgent message, over.’

The pips began. ‘Last station, hold the mouthpiece closer and identify yourself.’

There was consternation in the Lancashire County Control Room as I passed my message. ‘Sergeant 547 Blake early turn Sowerby Bridge. My location, A644 half a mile on the Brighouse side of Cooper Bridge .. 

Inspector John Duckworth, the duty officer, took the Police Almanac from the rack on his desk. ‘Smith, come and take duplicate rotes. I don’t want to miss anything. Sergeant, call Blackpool, find out what car Roberts and MacArthur were using.
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‘FORCE CONTROL PC WALKER ... sir,’ he looked over his shoulder. ‘Inspector Duckworth Lancs County force control wants an urgent word.’

‘Inspector Farrell, good morning. What can we do for you? ... Sergeant Blake? Yes, we have. I know him. In fact this is his first day as a sergeant. He’s posted to Halifax Division, Sowerby Bridge .. What!? Hang on.’ There were stunned reactions in the West  Riding Control Room as the inspector continued. ‘Whitlam, get the Halifax car to the Brighouse end of the A644, nothing in nothing out. Both Huddersfield cars to report to Sergeant Blake on the A644 half a mile from Cooper Bridge.  One of them to act as a comms vehicle. Wilson. The Dewsbury car to Cooper Bridge, nothing in nothing out. Expedite! Sergeant, contact the night Super there’s been a triple shooting. Two police officers, sounds like either Blackpool Borough or Lancs County and a possible prisoner. Until we have control of the scene no-one, and I don’t care who it is, goes in without my express permission. Make sure all the cars understand. Whitlam, I’ve got the channel.’

‘All yours, sir.’

The Inspector pressed the talk key on his console. ‘Inspector Farrell, duty officer. All cars channel two. With the exception of those cars attending the incident switch to channel one, repeat channel one. Make sure that the early turn crews are made aware. Control to standby.’

‘Back with you, Mr Duckworth. Anything further?’

‘Nothing. I’ve started an incident log and will telex everything across.’

‘Thanks. One question. How the hell did he reach you from where he is?’

‘Pass. Could be where the radio wave strikes the ground. Serendipitous.’

‘You’re probably right. I’ll give you my direct line number. Now, I’ve got some calls to make.’
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There wasn’t much I could do but wait. Dealing with the dead was unfortunately nothing new, and, unlike many others the sight of corpses didn’t trouble my digestive tract. However, staring at these three wasn’t uppermost on my to do list, so I kept within hearing of the radio and walked into the road and had a look round, in particular at this blue light – it was home made with blue cellophane fastened round it. The police signs were battered but genuine. Coppers? Unlikely. A quarter of a mile towards Brighouse the rear lights of a stationary vehicle. With hindsight it had been there before I arrived, just not registered. A blue flashing light in the distance. It didn’t get any nearer. Good. Headlights travelling towards me. A quick check with the driver out of sight of the Zephyr’s occupants: personal details of both occupants. Details of vehicle. Journey and purpose. Frequency of route. Had they seen any vehicle travelling in the opposite direction etc. I gave him a ticket to produce his documents and told him to show it to any police officers at Cooper Bridge. They were sure to stop him. They did.

Dawn was breaking. Intermittent blue lights reflecting from the trees signalled the arrival of assistance. Two double-manned traffic cars arrived sedately round the bend. 

‘Sergeant Blake? I thought it might be you,’ the grinning driver of the lead car turned to face me.

‘Hello, Max, ‘fraid so,’ I’d known Max Fielding since training school. ‘What have you been told?’

‘Apart from being told to report to you, sarge, sod all as usual.’

‘This is what I found,’ I said indicating the car. ‘If you’re going to be sick, top of the hill, please; on the grass verge.’

Four very sick looking silent policemen eyes locked on the Zephyr. One of them crossed himself. ‘What do you know?’ said Max.

‘The same as you .. Right gentlemen,’ I spoke to the driver of the second car. ‘You’ll be the comms vehicle. Take your cones and block the road on the far side of the signs. Leave them in situ. One of you keeping a log. Max, leave your cones here. I want you and your colleague to check that vehicle out.’ I pointed through the trees to the parked car I’d seen earlier. ‘Whoever’s responsible for this is long gone, but that car’s been parked there with its’ lights on for no apparent reason since before I got here. I can’t have missed them by much. Have a careful look will you. I’ll let control know what you’re doing.

I watched the traffic car drive down the offside of the road slowing when it was thirty yards from what I could now see was a Morris Minor 1000. I was out of radio contact so I walked up the hill. It seemed to take an age before the radio burst into life. ‘Whisky 114, please inform Sergeant Blake that the crime scene has been extended.’ That answered the question.

‘Sergeant Blake did you get that?’

‘Received. Any eta for CID?’

‘En route from both directions.’ 

The rapidly improving light meant it was possible for a further search for evidence and plant some cones by the blue light and two small lumps of metal in the roadway that didn’t appear to belong. They looked like small mushrooms. Odd. 

Just becoming visible, a hand print over the driver’s door. Of course it may have been the driver’s but it needed checking. I also noticed haematological and cerebral matter on my uniform. I’d have to change. I took another look inside the car. The two police officers being CID were wearing everyday suits unlike their rear seat passenger. His suit was bespoke and expensive, a fine cotton shirt but no tie. On his left wrist an Omega wrist watch. His dark hair collar length but well-trimmed. There was a mark on the ring finger of his left hand. This had been a wealthy man.  Just visible in the nearside footwell was a spent twelve bore shotgun cartridge. Why only the one?

I realised that the radio was now silent. The calm before the storm. Senior officers weren’t out of bed too often at this time. The first to arrive was the early turn Huddersfield car to take over as comms. Apparently Max and his colleague would have to endure some overtime. Not the easiest thing after a night shift, even though the adrenaline would be flowing if the occupants of the Morris Minor had suffered the same fate as these. I was chatting to the comms crew when one of them, PC Peter Renton, asked, ‘Why the random cones?’

I indicated the lumps of metal. ‘Those have no right to be there.’

‘They’re rifle slugs, sarge. Can I have a closer look. I won’t touch anything?’

‘Ok.’

He crouched for a close look. ‘Yes sarge. They’re rifle slugs. A friend of mine organises shooting parties in Scotland. I take a few days off to act as a driver. Stop a red deer stag in full flight these will. No problem.’

Rifle slugs sounded exotic and looked dangerous. A shotgun firing a single solid shot. Why were they there in the middle of the road? Only one way to find out.  ‘Control from Sergeant Blake. Will you ask Whisky 114 if there is any unexplained or unusual damage to the offside of the Morris 1000?’

The answer came straight back. ‘Yes, there is. Driver’s door pillar and rear offside wing, something’s hit the wing so hard the metal is torn.’ 

‘The damage to the pillar. Is that at right-angles or ...’

‘Square-on, right-angles.’ That was five shots in quick succession. A shot gun was bad enough, but this ...

The first to arrive at this scene was ACC Mithering with Detective Chief Superintendent Ollerenshaw, his deputy. Ex-Leicestershire. ‘Sergeant Blake, causing havoc on your first day?’’

I smiled. ‘Good morning, sir. I’m afraid so. Old habits do die hard.’ Introductions made he shook my hand and congratulated me on my second visit to the Palace.

Before I had a chance to talk them through the scene there was a shout. ‘Sarge, the photographer wants to know if he can drive through to the Morris Minor?’

I glanced at Mr Mithering. ‘Until Superintendent Wallace arrives it’s your crime scene, sergeant.’

‘Sir.’ I turned and shouted up the hill. ‘No, Tell him he’ll have to drive round via Hartshead and Clifton.’

‘Yes, he got that. Didn’t look too happy.’

He’d live. The last thing you needed was for any extraneous traffic, foot or vehicular, to contaminate your crime scene. 

I walked them through the scene: the advance warning signs were somewhat battered but genuine. The blue light on the grass verge was a Mickey Mouse affair that looked as though it had been fastened down with adhesive tape. The lens wrapped in blue cellophane – nevertheless, in the dark it would fool anyone who didn’t get a close look. The ACC called PC Renton over to discuss the rifle slugs. ‘I’m not interested in what you get up to on your leave, Renton,’ he said. ‘As long as it doesn’t interfere with your ability to do the job.’ The ACC hadn’t heard of rifle slugs either. The hand print on the roof. The occupants. He knew far more than I did. Two detectives from Blackpool. DC’s Jack Roberts and Cameron MacArthur. As to who the prisoner was and why he was there as yet unknown. But he did comment on the man’s apparel and his watch – so, not a robbery. Why the number plates had been removed was an attempt to slow the enquiry; however they’d left the excise licence in the windscreen. 

‘What are your thoughts?’ DCS Ollerenshaw gave him a strange look. So did I. Why are you asking a Sergeant? He held his finger up. ‘Wait. Go on.’

‘When I first contacted Lancs County, sir, I had no idea it wasn’t Wakefield until they asked me to confirm that Brighouse and Sowerby Bridge were in the West Riding. Then they told me who they were ...’

‘Moment, sergeant,’ DCS Ollerenshaw interrupted. ‘Do you know how that was possible?’

‘Not sure, sir. I think it’s something to do with the manner in which radio waves oscillate between the ionosphere and the ground. The car just happened to be stationary at the right place. Apparently it works better at night.’

‘So, had it been the same time on a June morning this wouldn’t have been possible?’

‘Quite possibly, sir,’ they both nodded so I continued. ‘They hadn’t a clue about the journey and asked for the registered number. I gave it them from the excise license. They asked me if the occupants were DC Roberts and a DC MacArthur. I managed to extract their wallets. Confirmed MacArthur’s Id but there was no warrant card in Roberts.  Perhaps he dropped it when he was shot. Had that been me I would have had my warrant card handy as I approached what I believed to be a road accident. I’ve put the wallets on the dashboard. Incidentally, sir, that’s how I got in this state.’

The ACC took one look at my uniform. ‘You can’t wear that. As soon as you’re free go home and change. I’ll authorise either dry cleaning or replacement.’

I nodded. ‘Who ever carried out this assassination knew the route and the schedule. It had been organised in a hurry.’ In answer to their puzzled looks. ‘The blue light was cobbled together. The shooter has no compunctions about killing. It was obviously carried out very rapidly. But the big questions to me, sir, are who is pulling the strings? Why bring the car over here when they have the whole of Lancashire to play with.’

DCS Ollerenshaw gave Mr Mithering a quizzical look.

‘You’ll get used to him.’ Mithering smiled. ‘He’s noted for it. Anything else, sergeant?’

‘Sir, the occupants are not wearing seatbelts and no-one appears to have made any attempt to move. The first shot took out the driver. The shot passed straight through his skull and into the passengers’ face. The second shot was for the passenger hence the debris both inside and on the outside of the door. The third shot was different. It was much more deliberate. The gunman leaned through the driver’s window and, I think, placed the barrel against the victims face, or very close.’

‘Why?’

‘Because the powder burns are tight around the orbit, sir. There’s no spread. Obviously the pathologist and forensic may disagree but that’s my guess.’

‘And the reason for the hand print on the roof?’

‘The print is left-handed, sir.’

‘Doesn’t mean to say that the gunman is, does it .. However, it would be difficult if not impossible to fire the gun left-handed from that position. How many people involved.’

‘Here, sir? Two. No more needed. Two lots of signs to put out. Park their car here where the blue light is, facing Brighouse, and wait. Stop the vehicle and whilst one is shooting the other is ripping the number plates from the vehicle. Then they get the hell out of it. But they were apparently interrupted.’

DCS Ollerenshaw narrowed his eyes. ‘Guesswork or crystal ball, sergeant?’

‘Neither, sir. It’s inarguable that a shotgun was used.’

‘There are no cartridge cases.’ Said the DCS as he looked around.

‘Not on the ground, sir. They’ve been picked up. However, there is one in the nearside footwell.’

‘Just the one?’

‘Yes, sir. Five shots were fired in quick succession. Driver, front passenger, rear passenger and the two spent rifle slugs in the road. Just before you arrived I checked. There is unexplained damage to that Morris 1000’s offside.’

‘And a sixth into the driver,’ said Mr Mithering. ‘You think this was a pump-action shotgun.’

‘Yes, sir. It explains why there is only a single spent cartridge in the nearside footwell. I can’t think of anything else that could do this.’

‘And why you said they were disturbed. The gunman had his back to the traffic when the Morris appeared.’

‘Yes, sir. And why they only had two men. A third would have been on the bend. The shooter would have been ready for him. He wouldn’t have got that extra quarter mile.’

DCS Ollerenshaw laughed softly. ‘I don’t suppose you can describe them?’

‘Not exactly, sir,’ I replied and smiled. ‘But we can estimate the height of the gunman.’ 
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Detective Superintendent Wallace area CID, DCI Hodgkinson Halifax and DS Donaldson, Brighouse arrived followed by the photographer. DI Peter Cartwright remaining with the Morris 1000.

Introductions complete Mr Mithering suggested that I take Detective Superintendent Wallace and the others through the scene. There were no questions. I went home to change. It was now half past eight. I managed to get Lucy’s attention. She brought my spare uniform into the garage and kept Claire out of the way. The last thing I wanted was for her to come running to be picked up with my uniform still wet. That’s one thing she didn’t need to know about. My soiled uniform went into a clean paper potato-sack.

The traffic was worse than I thought. All the traffic that would normally drive along the A644 towards Brighouse was being diverted towards Huddersfield. The fact there was a major incident under investigation meant nothing to those who had no idea what was happening. Me being allowed through did not go down well. I got snapped by the press. An occupational hazard.

An hour after leaving I was back at the scene, so was Jack Hawkins, a biologist from the forensic science laboratory. ‘You again,’ he said and laughed. ‘You ought to carry a Government Health Warning.’

The Coroner’s Officer was in conference with Detective Superintendent Wallace. Technically speaking we were all Coroner’s Officers; however, PC Jarvis was the area liaison officer: all Coroner’s files went through him. The photographer had finished. The force Plan Drawer was busying himself. A recovery vehicle and a hearse with three leak-proof coffins. Not a pleasant business. Mr Mithering and his deputy had also departed. 

‘Sergeant Blake,’ a voice boomed as DI Cartwright made himself known. He hadn’t changed. ‘Creating havoc on your first day, Brian?’

I grinned at him. ‘That’s just what Mr Mithering said. I’m sorry to get you out of bed so soon, sir’ I grinned at him and shook the outstretched hand. 

‘Don’t worry about it,’ he replied. ‘The phone was ringing anyway. You were lucky, your house is just up the road if I remember right.’

‘Mile and a half towards Leeds. Lucky for me it was all over when I arrived.’ 

We spent a couple of minutes catching up. He jotted his contact details down and invited us to his home. 

‘And the twins?’ I smiled. He had no idea.

‘Twins? You never mentioned them before, Brian.’

‘Early days. In four weeks.’

His face split into a broad grin. ‘Oh, definitely. Janet will play merry-hell if you don’t come.’

Leaving the Coroner’s Officer to his own devices Mr Wallace came over to us. ‘Did I hear you say twins in four weeks?’ He said with a beaming smile.

‘You did, sir.’

‘Many congratulations,’ he said and stuck his hand out. ‘That will be three?’

I took the hand. ‘Yes, sir.’

‘You like work, I’ll say that for you. Look, many thanks for what you’ve done. Not least for protecting the scene. Plus, you’ve given us a good thirty to forty five minutes extra. But we can’t deprive you of the perils of being a patrol sergeant any longer. I’ll ensure that you’re kept informed. There will be a press conference this evening, hopefully live on Yorkshire television. Should anything else come to mind contact Mr Cartwright. Oh! I’ll also arrange for you to attend a joint meeting, the West Riding and Lancs County.’

It was ten fifteen. That was it for now. The scene had been roughly searched and I was allowed to drive through. A hundred yards away a dozen bobbies plus supervision waiting to carry out a full search of the road, riverbank - over the wall to the south, and surrounding areas. The aim, to find the three missing rifle slugs. My next call? To meet with my new divisional officer.
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Chief Superintendent Cartwright, no relation, was of the old school. He was six feet plus and must have been nearing age limit. He knew his own mind and didn’t care for other people’s opinions, especially if they conflicted with his own. He’d earned the right to impose himself on others by surviving as long as he had. It became very clear as I stood in front of his desk, that as a probationary sergeant I was on a short rein and my actions would be scrutinised in depth as long as I remained on his divisional strength and, or, until he decided otherwise. The fact that anyone could be promoted to the rank of sergeant with less than four years’ service, unbelievable. And, in spite of a successful posting to CID immediately following my probation, if I thought that I could, on a whim wander off and become involved in this case involving the death of the two Lancastrian police officers I could think again. 

Any breach of the Police Discipline Regulations, no matter how minor, would be reported. However, I would be allowed to express my opinions. The final point that he made concerned the house. Twelve months earlier, a decision was taken to standardise police housing stock. We lived in a non-standard house i.e. it was purchased for the police and not built for them. As a sitting tenant I was given first refusal. I was allowed to buy the house complete with its huge rear garden, for £1950.00. Mike Riley, an architect friend of Joe’s drafted plans and our two bedroomed detached house became four bedroomed, two bathrooms, one en suite plus integral garage. We paid £950 from our savings and obtained a £1000 ten year mortgage, and, maximum rent allowance. The chief superintendent was of the opinion that I should live within the boundaries of the sub-division. There would be no excuse whatsoever for me not parading for duty on time. 

That was that. 

The chief superintendent waited until the door closed behind the young sergeant and smiled to himself. He picked up the sergeant’s divisional file and read it again. He had to admit that he was impressed, but the trouble was these potentially high-flying officers thought they were wearing anti-gravity boots. It wouldn’t do him any harm to have his wings clipped. Keep him grounded. He called Superintendent Valentine over the hill in Huddersfield. ‘He’s quite an impressive young man. But from what you told me it won’t do him any harm to have his wings clipped.’

‘I agree. He does tend to fly a little. What he needs to learn, is when ..’

I did get it. The chief superintendent’s attitude. It took me back to those conversations that I’d had with DS Nicholson about two years ago. What I had achieved as a constable was in the past. I now had to learn to be an operational supervisor. I had to prove that I was up to a different job. 
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Inspector Marshall, fortyish, pleasant features and a firm handshake - plenty of nicotine staining. Five ten. Fifteen stone. Dark receding hairline with more than its fair share of grey. He was a sergeant short, gave me a warm welcome and joined me for a cup of tea whilst I took my meal.

‘You don’t mind if I call you Brian?’

‘Not at all, sir.’

He nodded. ‘What happened?’

‘I can’t really say. I saw the traffic signs and the blue light on the nearside verge. Then the car with its occupants. I’ve seen a few bodies but this was different. Two dead policemen and one other. But until the press conference I’ve been told to keep my mouth shut. No doubt there’ll be a teleprinter circulation. One thing I can divulge is that from the blue light on the verge we’re looking for some vehicle that could have been mistaken for a police car.’

He didn’t press the matter but asked me about the medal ribbons. I told him what I thought he should know about Tadcaster.

He frowned. ‘There’s something that you won’t or can’t tell me.’

‘Can’t, sir.’ I was saying nothing about the man who would have been my father-in-law being involved in espionage.

‘And the BEM was for your part in Wainwright?’

‘Yes sir.’

‘Both hard won. Congratulations,’ He stood and offered me his hand. ‘Now, you’re married with a young daughter.’

‘Yes sir.’ I was forced to smile. ‘And twins due in four weeks.’ 

His face was a picture. ‘You like hard work,’ he laughed. ‘I’ve got one of each but Robin was born five years before Caitlin. That’s bad enough. Good luck.’

He commiserated on my ruptured appendix and not being able to sit my promotion exams the first time round. Apart from that he chatted about my short time in CID. 

Food consumed we repaired to his office and talked about shift rotas and duties and how he organised them. there were four shifts but only three sergeants. The other two being Martin Chalkley and William ‘Bill’ Bentley. The shifts that the sergeants worked depended on how many were working on the day; that would please Lucy. Monitoring annual leave and the property store, would be my responsibility. He wanted a breakdown of outstanding annual leave by the weekend. That would be my first priority. I couldn’t think of a different way to end my first shift at Sowerby Bridge than by providing the Inspector with his annual leave audit. At least everyone would know my signature. 
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The first editions were full of it: 

Two Police Officers Amongst Four Slain In Ambush.

It could have been much worse. Lucy had heard little from me but the lunchtime news carried a longer report. Half the neighbours had been round to ask questions. You couldn’t blame them; it had happened on their doorstep and they were apprehensive. They were waiting to doorstep me when I arrived home. ‘I’m a uniform sergeant not a detective,’ I told them. ‘I only know what I’m told. I’m afraid that you will have to wait.’ 

I told Lucy what I could which wasn’t much. It would be interesting to hear what had been discovered in the interim. Perhaps the press conference would enlighten us.

Wherever the venue was it was packed. BBC and Yorkshire Television broadcasting live and Granada camera crews plus umpteen reporters. ACC Mithering and Detective Superintendent Wallace held the conference. The format was as expected. A short statement and then a few questions, which may or may not be answered. Thankfully there was no suggestion that a police officer had been the first to come across the scene. Two detective constables from Lancashire, Jack Roberts and Cameron MacArthur, an unknown male and David Nevin, a heavy goods vehicle driver from Huddersfield were those who had been killed. There was no connection whatsoever between Mr Nevin and the occupants of the other vehicle. He just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time, with a request that the families be left to grieve in private at this troubled time. 

Mr Wallace took over. ‘The attack took place at approximately five fifteen this morning. Two men were involved. We know that the gunman was five feet six or seven inches tall. The second was powerfully built. Both were dressed as police officers sufficiently accurate to convince the two detectives that they were genuine. They used a vehicle similar to a police vehicle, again convincing the two detectives that it was genuine. We know that those responsible drove from the scene towards Brighouse. We would ask that if you drove along the A644 between Brighouse and Cooper bridge around that time, or, if you witnessed a dark coloured saloon car containing two men wearing dark clothing travelling in the opposite direction or anywhere in the area about that time, to please contact your nearest police station.’

The floor was opened for questions. Everyone had picked up on the fact that we knew the height of the gunman. ‘How do you know, Superintendent? Do you have a witness?’

Mr Wallace smiled. ‘Let’s just say that we know. The individual concerned is where no-one who isn’t supposed to know will find them.’ So it went on.

It was crude but relatively simple and very unpleasant. You couldn’t fire a shotgun into the car and cause the injuries that were apparent from the shoulder. It had to have been from the hip. It was a question of looking at the points of entry and egress of the rifle slug through Jack Robert’s skull and extrapolating backwards. As I said, crude and unpleasant, but it suggested that the gunman was quite short. The five feet six or seven was suggested by Mr Wallace. In the circumstances it seemed reasonable.
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Wednesday 20th September, 1968

0540hrs. Wakefield Road, the A644 was clear. I introduced myself to the night shift and was met with questions about annual leave; actually it the same question from several mouths. ‘Sarge, how many days can we carry over to the next leave year?’ 


‘Five.’ 


It was generally accepted that, subject to the exigencies of duty, members of the departing shift could, within reason, leave as long as their replacement had arrived, particularly following a night shift. It happened. There was a panel of direct alarms mounted on the office wall. The alarm at Venners engineers, about a hundred yards away, activated. ‘Sorry fellas, it’s only ten to six hopefully we’ll get you off on time.’ There were a few groans and one dissenter. All bar one of the beat officers hi-tailed it for Venners whilst the radio operator contacted the keyholder. It was my intention to follow as soon as possible. However, one PC Charles Lassiter determined that he was going home.

‘Sergeant. It’s ridiculous. You’ve got the entire night shift attending and there’s never been a genuine alarm at Venners. I’m going home.’

‘Lassiter, you will attend and that is an order.’

‘No, I’m going home.’

I held my hand out. ‘Your pocket book.’ I endorsed his book, cautioned him and set off for Venners with the words of the office clerk ringing in my ears. Chief Superintendent Cartwright would have his first report sooner than I expected.

‘Charlie, what the fuck are you playing at?’

‘It’s ridiculous sending so many. I’ll see you later.’

I arrived with Mr Venner who was wearing a jumper and tracksuit bottoms over his pyjamas, bizarrely he was wearing a pair of brown brogues without socks. An open window had been found at the rear of the premises. 

It was genuine. Not exactly on New Scotland Yard’s most wanted list but two fourteen year old boys, reported as missing from Elland the evening before, were in the works canteen hiding under a table. They had sneaked into the loading bay just before the works closed the evening before and got locked in. The open window was purely coincidental. They had wandered round the factory and found somewhere to sleep. When they woke up they found the toilets then opened the canteen door triggering the alarm.  Mr Venner declined to take any action, just grateful that the boys had used the toilets and not the floor. The night shift got away five minutes late and the kettle went on. Of course I was questioned: Yesterday’s incident. They were referred to the teleprinter that had been circulated during the night. What happened to Lassiter? Where had I served prior to Sowerby Bridge? No-one asked what service I had. And, although Keith Fleming, one of the older bobbies, recognised the George Cross medal ribbon, and remembered why, none of the others did. ‘Look,’ I said. ‘Yes, I went to university. That doesn’t make me a better copper. There are loads of good senior officers who started without a university education and still made it.’

‘Yes, sergeant,’ offered Keith Fleming. ‘And there are just as many who made it because of funny handshakes as well.’

‘That’s true,’ I said. ‘But they still had to pass their exams.’ It wouldn’t do any good for them to find out that Lucy was the Chief’s second cousin. ‘It’s all about attitude. Attitude is everything. The fact remains that you have to want it, and, be prepared to put the work in. If you’re quite happy being a beat bobby, that’s fine, nothing wrong with that.  But I wanted more.’

––––––––
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THE BOYS WERE SITTING in the interview room until returned to grateful parents after breakfast with advice from the inspector as to what would happen if they did it again. Time would tell. A crime was recorded and written off: Complainant declines to prosecute.

The inspector called me into his office. ‘Sit yourself down, Brian.’ He indicated the chair opposite. In his hand the report that I’d submitted concerning PC Lassiter. ‘And this is how it happened?’ 

‘Yes, sir. Exactly as it says.’ 

He nodded. ‘I shall go and see him before I submit it,’ he said and smiled. ‘How did you find it, submitting your first discipline report?’ 

‘Easier than I thought, sir. I was annoyed. Anyone can make a mistake; it’s part of the human condition. This wasn’t. Call it defiance, dereliction, but it’s unacceptable.’ 

‘I agree. Over the past few months Lassiter has let things slide. I’ll find out if there are any extenuating circumstances.’ He put the report back on his desk. ‘Now, tomorrow you’ll be on your own. I’ve got a one-day course at Bishopgarth so Inspector Fowler from Todmorden will call in a couple of times. Probably at ten for a coffee, and then around three,’ he passed me a letter. ‘And have a look at this. It’s from Councillor Martin. He’s had a number of complaints re drunken behaviour after closing time. We’re right on the edge of Halifax and the level of offences of drunkenness etc is rising. Have a trawl through the Offence Book. Put some figures together for me.’

Thursday was a quiet day. There was one prisoner. Carl Smith wanted on warrant for non-payment of fines; not backed for bail. He would be transferred to court for ten o’clock. Other than ensure he was breathing there was nothing for me to do so I dealt with the inspector’s request. Made myself a list of the offenders for future reference. Sowerby Bridge was a busy little spot. Compared to last year’s annual report we had experienced a twenty five percent increase in drunken violence, particularly on Thursday and Fridays. Not that it was high, just higher.  

Inspector Fowler arrived at ten for his coffee and a chat. I cleared my in-tray. Went for a walk around the town and said ’hello’, to Mr Venners. Showed my face in a few more places, get myself known and was home for half past two. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Ten

[image: ]


Mr Collins looked down at the woman, her face contorted, nails digging into his back. She was a head turner and could turn a trick. Insatiable. She could earn herself and Harry a ton of money. In a couple of weeks she would be saleable.

The phone rang. ‘Bollocks,’ he said and stopped. 

‘Aw, come on, finish me off.’

He looked at the clock. 9.30pm. ‘Be quiet, Josie.’ He rolled off and picked up the phone. ‘Who the hell’s ringing at this time?’

He froze at the voice. ‘You screwed up. You were seen.’

‘Harry?’ Harry never rang in the evenings. ‘Just a sec. I’ve got company.’ He turned back to the bed. ‘Time to go, Josie. Take your clothes. Get dressed in the bathroom.’ He opened the top drawer in the bedside cabinet and passed two £5 notes across. ‘Lock the door when you leave and no eavesdropping or you will regret it. Now go.’ He watched admiringly as she padded across the floor. She was young and had a cracking figure.  He waited until the door closed and looked through the curtains. Josie waved as she closed the gate.

‘Now then, Harry. What’s all this about? Who saw us, where?’

‘I don’t bloody know. Don’t you watch the sodding news?’

‘No, as it happens I don’t. Why? What’ve they been saying?’

‘You’ve made the nationals and the telly. Two men, the gunman was five six. The second powerfully built. Dressed as
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