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Book 10. Death in High Circles

There is mischief afoot in the village of Fallow Fold. In the course of just one night, person or persons unknown have been on a spree of vandalism, scratching car paintwork, smashing colourful pots of flowers in full bloom, breaking greenhouse windows and defiling a front door with a racist word, written in spray paint. The police are called, and DI Harry Falconer and DS Davey Carmichael, in the unavailability of less senior personnel, arrive to investigate, but there are no obvious suspects. Then a resident is attacked and knocked senseless as he keeps a nocturnal vigil, hoping to catch whoever is responsible, in the act.

Book 11. Glass House

A neglected house in the village of Fairmile Green is suddenly descended upon by a veritable army of builders and tradespeople, and the locals are – mostly – enchanted to discover that it has been bought by the new media darling and winner of reality TV show The Glass House, Chadwick McMurrough.

The couple’s residence undoubtedly makes serious ripples in the usually tranquil pond of village life. And when the attempts on Chadwick McMurrough’s life begin, the game is afoot.

Book 12. Bells and Smells

Reverend Florrie Feldman has put the unpleasantness of her old parish behind her and made a fresh start in the sleepy little village of Ford Hollow, a community at peace - on the surface.

Shortly after Florrie takes over the parish reins, the church choir's oldest member is found in his usual seat, dead as a doornail, his neck broken. Enter Detective Inspector Harry Falconer and Detective Sergeant 'Davey' Carmichael ...

Book 13. Shadows and Sins

The body of a woman has been discovered in Castle Farthing Woods, and it appears that although she had been dead for years, nobody had ever reported her missing. DI Harry Falconer of the Market Darley police is perplexed Then the bodies start to come thick and fast ... there is a serial killer on the loose.

Book 14. Nuptial Sacrifice

After many trials and tribulations, eternal bachelor Detective Inspector Harry Falconer has finally decided to get hitched. His bride - the delectable Dr Honey Dubois!

With his trusty sergeant Carmichael as best man, Falconer is in remarkably good spirits as the big day closes in. OK, so the normally lugubrious Carmichael is having trouble getting his words out, and there's the unenlightened Mrs Falconer senior to deal with. But surely nothing serious can go wrong?

With impeccable timing, it does - will bride and groom last long enough to cut the cake, or will it all be over before it even begins?
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Death in High Circles
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There is mischief afoot in the village of Fallow Fold. In the course of just one night, person or persons unknown have been on a spree of vandalism, scratching car paintwork, smashing colourful pots of flowers in full bloom, breaking greenhouse windows and defiling a front door with a racist word, written in spray paint. The police are called, and DI Harry Falconer and DS Davey Carmichael, in the unavailability of less senior personnel, arrive to investigate, but there are no obvious suspects. Then a resident is attacked and knocked senseless as he keeps a nocturnal vigil, hoping to catch whoever is responsible, in the act. These are just the preliminary events, before there is a surfeit of uncharacteristic behaviour from those who live there, and Falconer begins to suspect that there is more to come. When a man who runs the local Bridge Circle seems to disappear, leaving behind him only a senseless note, there is a palpable whiff of evil in the air, which leads to a murderous attack on one of the police officers. This is a time when DI Falconer is forced to search his soul, about what, and who, are important in his life, and this leads to an alteration in his view of life, and what really matters in it.



DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Residents of Fallow Fold

Dixon, Lionel – retired solicitor’s clerk 

Fidgette, Martin and Aggie – retired teachers 

Maitland, Melvyn and Marilyn – nomadic tax-ghosts who never settle for long 

Ramsbottom, Dale and Sharron – retired salespersons 

Wickers, Mabel – widow of a headmaster 

Zuckerman, Madison and Duke – retirees from the USA 

Chateau, Antoinette – retiree from France 

Schmidt, Ferdie and Heidi – early retirees from Germany 

Jansen, Joanna and Wieto – retirees from the Netherlands 

Officials 

Detective Inspector Harry Falconer of the Market Darley CID 

Detective Sergeant Davey Carmichael, of the Market Darley CID 

Detective Constable Chris Roberts, of the Market Darley CID 

Dr Philip Christmas, FME for the Market Darley CID, and resident of Fallow Fold 

Dr Honey Dubois, occasional psychiatric consultant to the Market Darley CID
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Previously – in the Falconer Files ... 
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Detective Inspector Harry Falconer and Detective Sergeant Davey Carmichael were first paired together when Carmichael was still a uniformed PC, liable to appear with ink stains all over his hands, a purple tongue where he had been sucking his ballpoint pen, and his uniform jacket buttoned awry. 

Falconer was the sartorial opposite, being very fastidious about his appearance and his mode of dress. Their attitudes to life were also diametrically opposite, Falconer being emotionally constipated, and Carmichael not only nurturing his inner child, but embodying an outer one as well. 

In their first case together, Carmichael met and fell in love with the girl of his dreams, and they subsequently married, after which he adopted her two sons and they recently had a child of their own. They now live in Jasmine Cottage in the village of Castle Farthing, which is, in reality, two cottages knocked into one. They share this home with two dogs, a Chihuahua and a tiny Yorkshire terrier, and the three pups they produced when Carmichael was a little dilatory in taking them to the vet, believing them to be of the same sex. 

At the beginning of their partnership, Falconer had one cat, a seal-point Siamese called Mycroft. Since then he has adopted another three cats, named variously Tar Baby, Ruby, and Meep. He is beginning to think he’s a soft touch for anything feline that comes his way and needs a home. 

Previously in the army for many years, he joined the police force and was eventually posted to Market Darley at his current rank. Carmichael, however, had progressed from Acting DC, to permanent DC, to DS, and is very happy with his lot. 

Falconer is unmarried, being extremely backward in coming forward when it comes to affairs of the heart, and has only fallen in love twice: once in their second case together, and again, more recently, with a doctor who liaises with the police force on matters psychological. He lives in Market Darley. 

Their personalities are chalk and cheese, and Falconer has spent the best part of their partnership trying to understand some of Carmichael’s more bizarre behaviours and fads. Carmichael had spent their time together trying to get the inspector to loosen up a bit and have some fun. 

Considering their vastly different outlooks on life, they rub along together quite satisfactorily; each privately thinking the other is a bit weird.
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PROLOGUE
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The village of Fallow Fold is situated high on the Downs. In early spring, late autumn, and winter it is scoured by winds, but for the time in between these seasonal scourings its position is ideal, with panoramic views of the surrounding countryside, and clean, fresh air, which is a joy to breathe. It is situated about twelve miles south-west of Market Darley.

It is an old village which has retained its ancient buildings, having been discovered early, by both retirees and commuters, who bought the ‘olde worlde’ picturesque but unlivable wrecks and invested in them heavily. The result is a community so spick and span and well cared for, that it could almost have been designed by Walt Disney himself, to recreate ye olde England (‘y’ being a letter that, back in the mists of time, use to be pronounced ‘th’).

Many of its original retirees had now passed on to that great accountant’s office in the sky, but their homes have passed on to younger family members, and the original commuters have found ways of living permanently in the village: usually by selling their London properties when a family came along, and it is now a well-inhabited community, with a much better balance of population than before incomers’ money first arrived, and rescued it from demolition.

It is, on the face of it, a calm village, where the most disturbing events are squabbles caused by sibling rivalry, which produce the odd outburst on walks through its pretty lanes, and, superficially, seems to be an absolute paradise in which to live and raise a family.

It has also attracted a fair number of international residents, both from those who worked in England and those who had visited it on holiday. They had chosen it for a good place to settle into their dotages, so it has just a whiff of the cosmopolitan about it.

There is now plenty to get involved with in this village, as it boasts a number of hobby circles. The residents have a choice of joining like-minded others in a plethora of activities. There is a knitting and needlecraft circle, a book circle, a gardening circle, groups for growing both flowers (including arranging them) and vegetables, a bridge club, a classical music circle, and the church choir.

Their weekly, fortnightly, or monthly meetings take place in the village hall, one of the two public houses, or the larger properties of individual members. Each of these groups inevitably boasts cross-over members, as one’s interests are rarely confined to one subject area. There is also an amateur dramatic group, like all the circles well attended and enthusiastically enjoyed, but this latter definitely keeping itself to itself – its participants being much too absorbed in learning their lines and actions in the current production to have time to participate in anything else.
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Chapter One
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Saturday

The two men stood helplessly in A&E, disbelievingly watching the hospital trolley that was being rushed into the emergency admissions bay of Market Darley Hospital.

The shorter man, with mid-brown hair, bowed his head in despair, thinking how easily this dreadful thing could have happened to any of the team, and feeling guilty that he hadn’t been able to do more at the scene. 

The slightly taller man with the olive complexion was feeling as if he had been hit over the head with an iron bar. He was completely stunned, and simply couldn’t believe what had happened, and with such swift, unstoppable inevitability. The man on the trolley was in a bad way, and the faces of those admitting him and in the ambulance had tried to reassure them, but their eyes were grave behind their professionally optimistic expressions. 

He stood straight as a ramrod, as if standing to attention, wondering whatever he would do if the man didn’t make it. What would happen to his family? Who would replace him in his job? But even more importantly to him, who would replace him not just as a colleague, but as the reliable partner he had become? In his own way, his partner was irreplaceable, and had carved a special place in his heart for the way he conducted both his personal and professional life. Sometimes he had driven him almost to distraction with some of his eccentricities, but he’d never worked with anyone better. 

The shorter man grabbed the arm of a doctor who was rushing towards the room into which the trolley had disappeared, and asked if the patient was going to be all right. 

‘It’s not a clear picture yet, but we do need to get him to the operating theatre to stop the internal bleeding. After that, it’s all down to how strong his constitution is, and whether there are any complications that we don’t know about yet.’ 

The taller man stood, still staring at the closed doors of the emergency admissions room, tears pouring, unchecked and unnoticed, down his cheeks, his heart breaking for what might have been prevented if either he or his partner had been just that little bit quicker thinking, or had made a move a fraction of a second before that terrible, deadly strike. 

For the first time since he had been a child, he prayed silently, not even having indulged sincerely in this occupation during his years in the army. This was one compatriot that he couldn’t bear to lose: his life would be so much the poorer for him to continue in any useful pattern, and it was something he knew he would never get over. 

Although they rarely showed their respect and affection for each other, it was tacit in their good working relationship, and he couldn’t believe that such a pointless attack might deprive him of this unique personality forever. 
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Chapter Two 
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Friday – Eight Days Previously 

Spring had long since arrived, and was wending its lazy way towards summer. The treetops were a lush palette of mixed green salad, and the normally well-trimmed shrubs in gardens were bustling to throw out errant shoots, eager to destroy their manmade symmetry. 

The weather was kindly in a way that is never taken for granted in this country; warm days, blue skies with candy floss clouds and warm gentle zephyrs of breeze followed mild nights, and the countryside, thus cossetted, put on its Sunday best, and dazzled the eyes with its displays of wild flowers and lush verdant pastures, the call of the wood pigeons adding a soporific air to the next best thing to paradise. 

It was during the early evening of his day off on such a day as this, that Detective Inspector Harry Falconer was just considering what to prepare for his evening meal, when there was an unexpected ring on the doorbell, followed by a rather urgent knocking on the door itself. 

Wondering who on earth this unexpected visitor could be, he went to open it, and answered his own question when he saw a shape through the opaque glass that was as tall as the doorframe. ‘Good evening, Carmichael. What can I do for you on this beautiful late spring evening? And why have you got a cat on your shoulder?’ 

He’d only just noticed this last interesting phenomenon, as he had been contemplating the dread possibility that Carmichael might have all his brood out in his car, just waiting to pay a visit, and thus turn his domestic harmony and tidiness on its head. 

‘Davey’ Carmichael was his DS in the Market Darley CID and, during their first case together he had met a young woman with two children in the village of Castle Farthing, where he now lived. He had courted her, married her, adopted her two sons (as their father was no longer living), and they had since produced a baby daughter who was immediately named Harriet for the inspector – who had, much to his horror, had to deliver the baby. 

The Carmichael household also included a pack of tiny dogs and it would appear, at first glance, that this lithe little cat’s arrival in their crowded household might have proved the last straw. Falconer set his face in a determined expression and waited for his answer. 

‘It’s Monkey, sir,’ Carmichael said, baldly. 

‘I know which one it is. How could anyone mistake an Abyssinian for any other breed? But what’s she doing here with you?’ Falconer could not conceive of a situation that would induce Carmichael to take his cat visiting. 

‘We can’t keep her, sir, and I just wondered if ...’ 

‘What’s she been up to? I don’t want any feline delinquents in my home.’ 

‘Kerry can’t cope. She’s trying to wean Harriet, but if she leaves the bowl of baby rice for a moment, Monkey’s in there like Flynn, and it’s all gone by the time Kerry gets back to it. But the main problem is the dogs.’ 

‘The dogs? How can there be a problem with the dogs? She’s only a small cat. You coped very well with me there, and that great lump of a dog called Mulligan, all the time we were snowed in at Christmas. What’s the problem with such a tiny feline?’ 

Carmichael had several dogs, all of them in miniature, and at complete odds with the enormous height and build of their owner. His current count was a Chihuahua, a miniature Yorkshire terrier, and their three unexpected offspring, as Carmichael had been too naïve and dilatory to get the original two neutered in good time. There were now three ‘Chihua-shire’ terriers to add to his menagerie of minute canines, the pups romantically but impractically named by his wife as Little Dream, Fantasy, and Cloud. 

‘She might be small, but she keeps herding all the dogs, like they were a flock of sheep, and she chases them endlessly. She thinks it’s a grand game, but the poor little dogs are terrified – even Mistress Fang and Mr Knuckles.’ These were the parent dogs, but still extremely small. ‘And I just wondered if you could find it in your heart to give her a home. I don’t want to hand her into some anonymous charity organisation, for she’s a beautiful cat, and I wouldn’t like to lose touch with her completely.’ 

‘Have you had her checked by the vet to see if she’s got a chip?’ 

‘Yes, and she hasn’t, for some reason, so we’ve no way of knowing where she ran away from – and returning her to her original owners – which I’d do gladly if only I knew who they were – seems to be impossible. I even put adverts in the local rags, but no one got in touch.’ 

This was quite a heart-felt plea from Carmichael, who never asked for help unless it was the last resort, and Falconer took pity on the poor young man, replying, ‘I’ll give her a week’s trial, but if it doesn’t work out, you’ll have to find another solution. That’s the best I can offer.’ 

‘Oh, God, thank you so much, sir. I don’t know what I’d have done if you hadn’t been a cat lover. Kerry will be thrilled that she’ll still get news of the little tinker, but Monkey’s  just too difficult to manage, what with the dogs, the boys, and the new baby. Here she is,’ he said, handing her over to his boss, where the cat immediately climbed on to his shoulder and purred loudly in his ear, a strange double purr that he’d never heard before from his other cats, of which he had already accumulated three to add to his original one. 

Falconer’s current register of feline house-mates was: Mycroft, who had been an only cat for a long time, and was a seal-point Siamese; Tar Baby, who was a huge black ball of fluff; Ruby, a red-point Siamese, the latter both inherited from an escaped murderer on whom Falconer had developed a tremendous crush, and Meep (pedigree name ‘Perfect Cadence’), a silver-spot Bengal he was caring for while its owner, another murderer, was in prison. 

‘Well, you’ve got five dogs, two stepsons, although they’re adopted now, aren’t they, and a new baby to care for. This will leave me with only five cats, so it’s got to be easier for me to give her a trial than for you to send her away and never know how she’s getting on. Come on, you little tinker, and we’ll see what the rest of the gang think of you.’ 

‘Thank you again, sir. I’ll be getting back, and tell Kerry and the boys that everything’s all right, now that she’s living here with Uncle Harry.’ 

Falconer winced at this mode of address with which the boys had tagged him, ‘I did say it was only temporary, Carmichael; remember that.’ 

‘Oh, I know you, sir. You’re so soft-hearted, you’d never give her up, once you get used to her winning little ways.’ 

‘You mean like herding other animals, and stealing food?’ 

‘Things aren’t the same in your house, sir. In ours, they’re much more chaotic. I know you’ll manage beautifully and, before you know it, she’ll just be part of the family.’ 

As Falconer turned to close the door, very aware of the furry little bundle now nestling on his shoulder, he left Carmichael tripping down the path, mission accomplished, and whistling for sheer joy at this unexpected success. 

Entering his living room, one shoulder, of necessity, lower than the other, four furry lumps roused themselves from sleep, their nostrils informing them that there was an interloper in their midst, and they immediately informed their keeper that there was dissent in the ranks. 

‘Meep, meep-meep-meep!’ piped Perfect Cadence. 

‘Meow-eow!’ mewed Tar Baby, in protest. 

Both Ruby and Mycroft joined their Siamese voices in their particular and unmistakeable call of, ‘Neow-ow-ow! In reply, Monkey gave a little chirrup, and dropped gracefully to the ground, immediately identifying Mycroft as their leader. 

She approached him, her belly slung low – what there was of it, for she was a very sleek brown brindled animal. She stopped a little distance from him and chirruped again, then lifted her head and gave a delicate sniff. The other three sat like statues, awaiting developments, Meep making a low growling noise in her throat. 

Mycroft sniffed back and tossed his head as he smelt the superficial and unmistakeable fragrance of d-o-g-s, in the plural, then took one long, deep sniff, to investigate further. Then he sat for a moment, as if lost in considering thought, and gave a small yip of acknowledgement, that encouraged the new resident to approach. 

Falconer sighed with relief. This was the moment he had been dreading. What if it had turned into a huge cat rumble, with them skidding and thundering all around the house in disapproval at the proposed change in the status quo? 

But they hadn’t, and if Mycroft gave the paws up to this little feline scrap, then the others would bow to his judgement as head cat. 

In Fallow Fold, it being the time of year for planning the activities for the new season, timed to coincide with the academic year, the nominal heads of all the activity circles had their heads bent over calendars, and referred to letters containing dates that certain members couldn’t attend. 

They also had replies to letters requesting that various local or nationally-acknowledged experts in their chosen field come to speak at one of their forthcoming meetings, and all these had to be co-ordinated to produce the schedule for the coming season. 

There was, of course, much swearing and cursing, as all the information was collated, and certain unpleasant circumstances raised their ugly heads. 

Mabel Wickers of Sideways in Ploughman’s Lays sighed theatrically in disgust. She could cope with letters of intention to miss certain meetings; what she was finding most frustrating was the in-fighting amongst the readers of the Book Circle about what books should be chosen to read over the next few months. 

And, for that matter, who would do readings for those they had already read together, for their day to shine in the village hall, when it was taken over for the best part of two weeks for each circle to publicly demonstrate what they had achieved during the past twelve months. That was a good way ahead, though, and does not come into this story. 

Mabel was a short and portly elderly woman with a wicked, dry sense of humour, but this particular problem was an area from which she could derive no fun at all, nor see any bright side. On one side she had a group of readers who insisted that they should all read prize-winning novels, as they obviously had more merit than anything else. 

From the complete other end of the spectrum, she had a few members who were vociferous about the sheer joy of ‘Aga sagas’, and pushed their case in a most unpleasantly pushy manner. Sometimes she felt like giving the whole thing up and just reading what she wanted to, with no interference in her choice, or opinions, of what she had read, from a crowd of silly women who were just squabbling to see who could get the upper hand. 

In the end, she simply scribbled down on a piece of paper, 1066 and All That, Five Run Away Together, and Babar the Elephant. Let them see how they like them potatoes! She’d had enough for one day. She could send along the dates of meetings to their collator, Melvyn Maitland, who lived just down the road in a house called Black Beams, and let him do the final timetable. 

In fact, she decided to walk down there. At least they offered a good-quality cup of tea in that establishment, which was more than could be said for some other houses she visited on a regular basis, and if there were a biscuit or a slice of cake offered, she could always justify its consumption later by having decided to walk there and back. 

At Black Beams, both Melvyn and Marilyn Maitland were at home, and it was Marilyn who opened the door to her, invited her inside and offered coffee and biscuits. Coffee? It wasn’t quite what Mabel had expected but, no doubt, the coffee here was as good as the tea, and she accepted gratefully. 

‘Melvyn’s in the study’ Marilyn informed her guest. 

‘He’s got a lot of the stuff through for what we call “optional term four”. That runs over the summer and is usually badly attended, but it doesn’t mean he can skimp on it. So many people want to change times, days, and venues that I reckon he’ll end up not only pulling out his hair but chewing off his own beard as well; positively using it like an oral set of worry beads. I’m sure, now that you’ve arrived, he’ll be relieved to take a break and forget all about the whole beastly muddle for half an hour.’ 

When called for his coffee break, Melvyn appeared out of his study door cursing and swearing in a most venomous way. ‘Those bloody Americans!’ he yelled, not bothering to moderate his volume because they had a guest: it was only Mabel. 

‘What about them?’ Mabel asked, intrigued to know what they had done to infuriate him so. 

‘They just don’t honour their responsibilities in this village. I mean, Madison runs the Knitting and Needlecraft Circle, and a very good job she usually makes of it, even if her only interest in that whole craft area is quilting. We all know we have a lot of decisions to be made about exhibiting, and the dates for the optional summer term are always difficult, but she’s just written me a little note –  posted, I might add, not delivered by hand – telling me that their ghastly offspring will be staying with them for three weeks of July, then the whole bang-shoot of them are going back to the US of blasted A for the whole of August. 

‘That leaves Muggins, not only to work out the dates of the meetings, but also the exhibition. Well, I won’t have it. She’ll just have to appoint a deputy, and let her get on with it. I haven’t got time for this! And all I get paid is a tiny percentage from subscriptions and weekly refreshments and membership money.’ 

Mabel had to admit that it was not much reward for everything that was expected of him. What she didn’t know was that both the Maitlands were ‘tax ghosts’, who never stayed anywhere long enough to register in the cognisance of local bureaucracy, and were beginning to feel that their time in Fallow Fold was nearly at an end. 

They had wandered their way around the world during the time they had been a couple, always working on the black, and in small ways. Thus, had they accumulated enough money to keep them on their travels, and made a little bit to put away in the meantime. Their expenses were low, and they were notoriously slow bill-payers. 

Mabel made mental notes as Melvyn ranted and raved, took a sip of her coffee, shuddered, took a bite from a biscuit, and shuddered again. The coffee was very cheap instant powder, and the biscuits were soft. That was very unusual. Perhaps they were suffering financially because of the amount of time he had to give up to be archivist and record keeper for all the circles, and didn’t have enough time left to do something better paid. 

‘Put yourself in my position,’ she spat, feeling thoroughly out of sorts at the quality of refreshments she had been offered. ‘That blasted Book Circle nearly drives me out of my mind with its two warring factions about what sort of books we should list for reading, and I don’t get paid a penny. Sometimes I feel like chucking the whole thing up and just reading what I like.’ 

‘Well, why don’t you just do it?’ replied Melvyn, still out of sorts with his own problems. 

‘I think I might just do that. And now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll leave you to get on with enjoying your sulk.’ 

She rose, grabbed her handbag, and marched back to the front door. ‘Don’t leave us in a black mood, Mabel,’ pleaded Marilyn. 

‘I shall leave in any mood I see fit to. No doubt I shall catch up with the both of you when Melvyn’s not so peeved.’ 

When the door had finally closed on their grumpy visitor, Marilyn asked her husband how his schedule was coming along, and he sighed mightily, and said, ‘I’ll read it to you. I’ve already had to re-do it once because one of the damned groups planned to change the day of its meeting, but there was such uproar at clashes with other members about other groups they belonged to, that I’ve had to rearrange it all out again. 

‘If it’s not right this time, they can all go to hell and blue blazes.’ Wandering back into his study with Marilyn on his heels, he sat at his desk, lifted a large sheet of cardboard, and intoned, ‘Knitting and Needlecraft, Monday afternoons in the village hall – weekly: Monday evening, Bridge at The Retreat – weekly. Tuesday evening, Books at Sideways – fortnightly: that’s the only one for that day, thank God. 

‘Wednesday is Gardening Circle at The Dark House –  fortnightly, and Thursday evening, Classical Music in the village hall – fortnightly. Friday’s got Flowers in the village hall in the afternoon – monthly and Choir in the evening, weekly in the church. Saturday’s the Am Dram meeting, but no one from that group belongs to any of the others because of the amount of time they have to find to learn lines, so thank the Lord for that. At least there won’t be any clashes with the members of that circle. 

‘And that just leaves us with Vegetables in Tally Ho! for Sunday lunchtimes. What a tangled web. I’ve had enough for today, and I’m now going to have several large drinks to freshen my temper and my patience. I’ll get this done on a poster for pinning up in the village hall, then I’m done with it for as long as I can get away with it. I feel like throwing the whole thing back in their faces and telling them to try to sort it out for themselves.’ 

‘But we need the money, Melvyn,’ said Marilyn in an anxious voice. 

‘And don’t I know it,’ replied Melvyn, and left the room actually growling. 

In Rookery Nook, on the Stoney Cross Road, there were also cross words being exchanged about the regular meetings of the circles, and how it affected domestic life for them both. Martin Fidgette was not seeing his wife Aggie’s point of view at all. 

‘I know you want to pursue your interest too, in retirement, but with all these meetings being weekly, fortnightly, or monthly, sometimes they all fall in the same week, and it’s just not good enough,’ carped Martin, his monotonous voice petulant with self-pity. 

‘Well, it’s hardly my fault if that happens, is it?’ snapped back Aggie, glaring at her husband. This week the monthly flower meeting had taken place in the afternoon, which meant that when she got home again on her sturdy bicycle, there was very little time in which to prepare the evening meal before choir practice, which was that same evening. The choir was run by Martin, and he magnanimously permitted them to take their small, elderly car to that particular event, which was a weekly one. 

‘And,’ she continued, ‘what about Sundays? You’ve got to be in the church well before time, to play for the earliest arrivals, then you go straight off to the Tally Ho! for your so-called Vegetable Circle meeting, which is every bloomin’ week. I have to cycle myself down there, then heave all the way back home on my own while you’re supping beer in the pub, and I just get to come back here and get the dratted roast dinner on for when you deign to return.’ 

‘I really don’t see that you couldn’t give up one or two or your activities,’ Martin replied ungraciously and extremely selfishly. ‘A man does need feeding properly, after all.’ 

‘Me? Why should I give up anything?’ Counting carefully on her fingers, she declared, with a small sense of victory, ‘I go to four clubs, you attend five different activities, and that doesn’t include all the time you have to spend in the church just practising the organ. It’s you who should give something up, not me.’ 

‘You’re my wife, dammit!’ He shouted. ‘You’re supposed to look after me – remember, you promised to obey.’ 

‘So when do I get to retire?’ Aggie was getting really angry now. 

‘When I’m dead and gone, and then you’ll still have to look after yourself. I won’t have these rushed, shoddy meals! And I won’t give up any of my interests. In fact, I’m going to phone old Lionel Dixon now, and join the bloody Bridge Circle as well, and if that means I’m going to be offered a rushed and sub-standard meal on that night as well, because of your damned Knitting Circle, I shall eat at the damned pub instead of here. At least I’ll get a good meal there.’ 

‘You go over to The Dark House, but don’t expect me to have any supper ready for you when you get home. I shall be in bed!’ Aggie was really steaming now. ‘And you can give my excuses at choir tonight. This unpleasantness has brought on a dreadful case of indigestion, and I think I shall take an early night. Don’t forget to lock up before you go to bed.’ 

And with that, she declined to clear away the plates, and stalked straight upstairs, carrying her latest book up with her. Of course, she’d come down for a cup of tea when Martin had gone, but she wasn’t going to tell him that, or about the fruit cake she had bought on her way home from the needlecraft meeting. That would be her little secret until she’d had a goodly wedge or two in private. 
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Chapter Three 
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In The Retreat in Ploughman’s Lays, Lionel Dixon was already making plans for the next meeting of the Bridge Circle which wasn’t until Monday evening. He had purchased new packs of cards for all the tables, with two spare packs, just in case of accidents. People were always misplacing cards, usually high value ones, which he was sure that they carried off in their handbags or pockets had they not had the chance to cheat with them. 

His main problem was how to get the members to pay their fair share of what the packs had cost him. There was no point whatsoever in buying cheap playing cards for an enthusiastic group that met weekly; they lasted for practically no time. On this occasion he had bought top quality cards, but knew that they would balk at having to put their hands in their pockets, especially as there was a charge for refreshments, as these came out of Lionel’s own pocket, and not courtesy of the WI, which it probably would have done had they used the village hall for their gathering. And much inferior that would have been, too. 

He prided himself on his fondant fancies, sausage rolls, jam tarts, and sponge cakes, but the ingredients cost money which he wasn’t willing to donate to what, on some occasions, could be a bunch of whingeing ingrates. And he so hated asking for money. A very shy man, he was bold and direct only at the card table. In all other areas of his life he was quiet and retiring, and not very sociable. It seemed to be one of only two aspects of his life where he came alive, these days. 

He belonged to no other circles, finding that he had enough company and gossip in one evening to last him for the rest of the week, and had no further desire to seek out others for social intercourse in between these gatherings. 

On hearing the telephone’s urgent ringing, he cursed quietly and politely under his breath, put down the pack of cards he was checking, and went to answer the shrill voice of interruption. 

When he ended the call, however, he was smiling. A new member would be joining them, and that would liven things up considerably, giving him an excuse to mix people up a bit in their fours, and make up another four. He had three odd members at the moment, meaning that three people always had to volunteer to sit out on some of the rubbers. Suddenly he was looking forward to Monday. Something told him it would be a thoroughly enjoyable day. 

Two doors away, in Rose Tree Cottage, Ferdie and Heidi Schmidt were also in the midst of a disagreement. They jointly ran the gardening club, with fortnightly meetings on Wednesday afternoons in a back room at the public house, The Dark House, and Ferdie was not happy about the situation. 

‘It was you who wanted to do this crazy thing. I don’t even like gardening. I want to go to the golf club north of Market Darley and play golf. Gardening is a waste of my time in an afternoon.’ 

‘Is golf not the same?’ asked Heidi, heatedly. ‘You said you wanted us things together to do after we finished working. Here I have arranged for us something, together to do, and you do not want it to do any more. Why are you so selfish being?’ 

‘Me? Selfish? It was you who were signing us up to run that club. You never asked me if I wanted it to do, first. I do not care for gardening. It leaves me hurting after so much work. I do not like talking about it, because it is you who all the garden work here do. I know nothing about the silly little plants. I want to play golf, and that is what I am feeling to do on that day.’ 

‘But I thought you loved the flowers,’ said Heidi, sadly. 

‘I love the flowers you grow and pick and put in the house in a glass vase. Growing them, I do not care for. I don’t even know their names. You grow, you tend, you pick. Me, I shall care to play golf on the Friday afternoons now. It is my decision. I have here and now made it. Jawohl!’ Neither of them had managed to get the hang of English syntax as yet. 

Heidi trailed dejectedly out into her beloved garden and flopped down on a bench, tears in her eyes, so that all the blooms that had arrived with the spring were blurred to her. Why did Ferdie have to be so inflexible? She had spent decades looking after him and now, in early retirement, he could not even spare a couple of hours to spend with her on what, she had sincerely believed, was a shared passion – but this was the first time they had ever had a garden together, as they had lived in an apartment in Germany. 

No, Ferdie just spent all his time moving his investments around on the Stock Market, with the Bloomberg channel booming out in the background, and if he wasn’t doing that, he was either having a nap, or planning to play golf. Life after work was not the golden experience that she had expected, and she rather wished she had stayed in Germany, where she had left so many girlfriends behind. 

Here, she knew hardly anyone, and had hoped that running the Gardening Circle would expose them to new friendships, together. ‘Scheisse!’ she cursed, and continued to weep. 

Inside Rose Tree Cottage, Ferdie got his golf clubs out from the under-stairs cupboard, and changed into his golfing clothes. He would do as he wished, whenever he wished. Women were inferior, and must learn to respect their betters. 

In Lark Cottage in Fold Lane, however, there was nothing but joy and happiness in the air. Antoinette Chateau had spent twenty years working in England and, on taking early retirement, she had returned to France to settle again in her native country. She had found, though, that in her absence, her home country had changed so much, that she was now more English than French, and decided to make her home in a little village she had discovered during her time in her adopted country. 

She loved her little cottage and garden, and was an avid member of the Classical Music Circle, the Knitting and Needlecraft Circle, and the Flower Circle. All in all, she couldn’t have been more content. She had within the last winter taken in a stray kitten, something she had vowed never to do, and now loved it like the child she had never had. Life was good. 

As a non-English incomer, she could have experienced all sorts of resentment and negative behaviour from the other villagers, but she had a vivacious personality, was trim and elegant, and managed not to look at all her age, which was, in fact, seventy-eight. Her appearance, however, suggested she was a good ten to fifteen years younger, and she wafted expensive perfume, which she loved, wherever she walked. 

When she wasn’t adoring her kitten, Kiki, she listened to opera and sewed, being an expert needlewoman who loved her practical hobby, and had made all the curtains and chair covers for her cottage, and produced something wonderful and unique, rather than mass-produced. Today she sat outside in her back garden observing Kiki watching the birds, and trying her luck at stalking them. 

So inept was the little creature that Antoinette had to laugh out loud at Kiki’s face when she missed her target. She was such an entertaining little animal that she couldn’t imagine why she had not got herself a cat before. Her delighted tinkling laughter filled the garden, as she took a break from the kitten’s activities to survey the booming borders, and felt a small thrill of pride that she had created this little Eden all by herself, for she was not married. 

Still in Fallow Fold, other residents were getting on with their Friday evenings in a rather more enjoyable state of mind. Dale and Sharron Ramsbottom, who resided at The White House in Fold Lane, had strolled down the road to their closest pub, The Dark House, and were sitting outside in the balmy evening air, taking an evening drink and discussing their plans for the coming week. 

‘It’s going to be a busy one, and no mistake, Dale,’ stated Sharron, pulling at her vodka and tonic with enthusiasm. 

‘You’re not kidding, kidder,’ replied her husband in his husky Cockney accent, draining his pint glass. ‘You get a handle on how it’s going to run, and I’ll just get us a refill – fuel for the brain, you know,’ and he headed into the bar to carry out this important task. A quick glance over his shoulder produced the query, ‘Do you want any crisps or peanuts, while I’m in there?’ 

‘Make it pork scratchings, Dale. I’ve got a sudden yen for a nice fatty mouthful,’ she called after him, and thankfully he didn’t reply in his usual ribald way. The Tally Ho! public house served only posh snacks, for which she had no relish. At least here, at The Dark House, you could get good old-fashioned packets of nibbles, with no pretensions to ‘foodi-ness’. 

She really enjoyed their involvement with growing and gardening. Instead of just selling produce now, they were actually growing it themselves and, even if it did take up a lot of their time, they always had so much to talk about when they had free time together. Early retirement had been a good idea, in her opinion, and the only fly in her ointment was the succession of weekly meetings of the Vegetable Circle in the Tally Ho! 

She knew that it was really a lads’ social, and that not much talk of vegetable production went on, and yet she was still expected to produce a glorious roast dinner on her husband’s return, even though he normally just collapsed into a comfortable armchair and dozed off, after the number of pints he’d consumed. Still, he drank a lot less than when they’d lived and worked in London, and for this she was grateful, and knowing she wasn’t the only wife in the village who had this cross to bear. 

Also in the pub garden were Joanna and Wieto Jansen, the village’s Dutch residents, but they were only concerned with getting a good few glasses of wine down their necks before going home to sample the organic ‘weed’ they had brought back from Amsterdam on their recent trip back to the Netherlands. They found its use very relaxing, and missed being able to go into a Grasshopper café, or similar establishment, to indulge themselves in this regular treat that they had enjoyed, before moving to po-faced England. 

That evening, the telephone rang in Chestnuts in Ploughman’s Lays, and Madison Zuckerman trilled, ‘It’s OK, Duke, honey. I’ll get it.’ On the other end of the line was Antoinette Chateau, all fired up with an idea she had formulated a little earlier during her time of contemplation in the garden with Kiki, and afterwards waging war against the ever-persistent weeds in her flower beds. 

‘I ’ad the most marvellous idea,’ she informed Madison, ‘to form an ’istorical society in the village. It ’as so much ’istory, but the English in’abitants don’t seem at all interested in it. I wondered if you and Duke, as fellow non-English residents, would be interested to join me in this little idea, to see if we can raise any enthusiasm for it.’ Antoinette was incapable of handling aspirates, even though her English had a better vocabulary than many native speakers. 

‘Hey, that’s sounds like a great plan. Duke and I won’t be available during July and August, but we could do some preliminary investigations as to levels of interest, and, perhaps, give it a go in the autumn. You can count me in. I’ll speak to Duke after we’ve finished on the phone.’ 

At the other end of the phone, Antoinette smiled in innocent happiness. If things went well, she could have her own little circle to run; something she had wanted to try since she had first got involved in other hobby groups. ‘We could search for ’istories of the buildings in local newspaper archives, and maybe find information on ’ow long some of the families ’ave lived here. You like the idea?’ 

‘I love it!’ replied Madison. ‘Leave it with me, and I’ll get back to you right after I’ve spoken to Duke.’ Both women ended the call with a twinkle in their eyes and smiles on their faces. It was just possible that this could turn into a battle of wills over who actually ran and organised this proposed new group. 

Back in Market Darley, Falconer had introduced his new charge to the litter tray, the food bowls, and water bowl, and now added another dish to the collection of feeding bowls on his kitchen floor. He at once decided that he would have to purchase two double bowls to take the place of the four individual ones he currently had. They took so much of his kitchen floor space that he was in danger of running out of places to walk, and he had no intention of moving out his kitchen table just to accommodate one more cat. 

Someone had said once that a house without a cat was a home without a heartbeat, and he now had five extras heartbeats to keep him company. Approaching middle-age as he was, their lively and comforting company was some consolation for the fact that he still had neither a partner nor a family. They filled the hole in his heart he had always reserved for the eventuality of a life partner (wife, preferably, for he was unashamedly old-fashioned) and children, but he was definitely of a mind to think that he had, at last, met the person with whom he wished to spent the rest of his days and sire children. 

If only he wasn’t so reticent about matters of the heart, and could just churn out romantic sentiments, rather than being the pragmatic and, in the presence of beautiful woman, tongue-tied man that he was. 

He decided that it was definitely time to sit down and get to know this Abyssinian furball a little. She didn’t seem a mite phased at suddenly moving home and coming into contact with four strange felines, so he flopped into his comfiest armchair and sat her on his chest. 

Immediately, she commenced her unusual double purr, and leaned up to lick his face. The regular gang of four slept on, with one eye open, to see what this interloper intended to do. Was she just visiting, or here for good? They’d have to see what they thought of her before making up their minds about whether she would be one of the gang – or, perhaps, the enemy. 

After about fifteen minutes of cleaning his five o’clock shadow, Monkey dismounted from his lap and wandered off into the kitchen. She was probably in need of one or more of the cat facilities out there, and he let her go without worry. After all, what trouble could she get into in a kitchen? 

He soon found out, as there was a thump followed by a very gentle but unidentifiable hissing sound, which were followed by the exit of the other four cats, in search of what was afoot. No sounds of confrontation or challenge met his ears, and it was another ten minutes before he went out there himself, to put on the kettle for a cup of coffee. 

What met his eyes was simply unbelievable. There seemed to have been a blizzard, but at ground level only. Everywhere he looked was white, with the tiniest of blue and pink dots sprinkled in with the dazzling ‘snow’. Then, he noticed that the giant-sized packet of washing powder that he always bought, to save having to make unnecessary trips to the shops, was lying on its side, its contents scattered everywhere, with all five of his pets enthusiastically joining in the game, and starting to sneeze from the effects of the soap powder. 

It seemed that Monkey had been accepted as a welcome trouble-maker, by the others. It didn’t look like he was going to have any say in the matter and, just for a moment, his sympathies went out to Kerry Carmichael, with her five dogs and three children. This extra trouble she just didn’t need. With a sigh, he fetched the Dyson, and shooed the cats back into the living room. 

After watching a documentary on the television, he switched off the set and noticed that he was completely alone in the room, but he could now hear a bit of cat hooraying upstairs. That needed investigation, although all the doors up there were kept closed. What mischief they could possibly have discovered to get involved with on the landing, he could not imagine. 

When he got to the top of the stairs, he stood there, still as stone, horrified to notice that the bathroom door was now standing wide open, and he had another indoor meteorological phenomenon to cope with. He realised that Monkey was a cat clever enough to cope with the concept of door handles, and she had broken into his bathroom for the express purpose of egging the other four to help her shred the jumbo pack of eighteen toilet rolls he had purchased recently. 

This had happened before when Meep had first arrived, and he couldn’t believe he could have been so naïve as now not to foresee a repeat performance, especially knowing how she had upset the usual running of the Carmichael household, which could cope with a little chaos if anyone’s household could. 

The white shreds of paper were everywhere. This would require a black sack before he could even consider using the Dyson. Determining to put hooks and eyes on the outside of his upstairs doors, he trudged resignedly downstairs to fetch the big sucky thing, as his pets probably thought of it, and shooed them down ahead of him, where he locked them in the kitchen, until he had things properly cleared up again. 

Again, he had already done this once, to deter Meep’s exploration, but as she had settled in, they had not been in use, and he had removed them all quite recently when he had had his woodwork repainted. Unusually for him, though, he hadn’t put them away tidily, but had completely forgotten what he’d done with them – and didn’t have space in his head to spare, thinking about their possible location. 

The way he saw it, he could either spend the best part of two or three days looking for the things, or just go to the DIY store and get some more, for who knew what fresh mayhem Monkey could wreak in that elapsed time 

In the Carmichael household in Castle Farthing, where things should have been really peaceful after the removal of Monkey’s mischievous behaviour, things had taken a turn for the worse. Their neighbour’s dog, whom they had doggie-sat during the big snow-in over Christmas, had been booked to stay with them again in the spring. 

His owners were celebrating their pearl wedding anniversary this year, and their daughter had booked a week away somewhere warm, not just for celebration, but to compensate, both for the dreadful winter they had just endured and the fact that time had sneaked up on them stealthily. 

A knock at the door, just after the children had gone to bed, revealed both the huge dog that was Mulligan, and his owner, on the doorstep, the latter with a big grin on his face. ‘Thanks for offering to do this, Davey. You know how much it means to us and to our daughter’s family. Here’s his leash, his bowls, and his blanket. I’ll whizz you down some chow for him in a minute, but then we’ll have to get to bed. We have to be up at five thirty for the trip to the airport. You know how inconvenient travel is, now it’s so easy to do
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Saturday 

Falconer’s world was no less chaotic when he came downstairs the next morning in his dressing gown to have a cup of coffee before he showered and dressed. Rubbing his eyes – not scratching anywhere, thank God – and running a hand through his hair, he was horrified, when he had a chance to glance around at the downstairs, at the fact that a whirlwind had apparently hit his usually immaculately living quarters while he slept. 

His new cat had continued with her opening of doors, and his collection of everyday shoes from the cupboard under the stairs was a scattered mess right across the living room floor, some with their laces chewed and soggy. His wellington boots had been brought out, presumably caught and killed, and were now lying partly consumed by the kitchen door. 

The whole feline gang had flopped to their bellies when they heard him coming, and looked up at him now, with expressions of extreme innocence  which, if they were human, would have conveyed, ‘It wasn’t us, honestly. We were just sleeping peacefully when this awful whirlwind came through, and there was nothing we could do about it.’ 

Temporarily ignoring the mess, Falconer trudged through to the kitchen. The whole thing would have to wait until he’d had a cup of coffee, but how come this hadn’t happened in Carmichael’s house? He hadn’t said a word about the cat being an actual vandal that could conjure up henchmen with a wink of her eye. 

Then he remembered. All the doors in Carmichael’s house had round handles that had to be turned, not long ones that could just be pulled down. He’d have to do something about that when he had time, but for now, he’d just put some more hooks and eyes on some of the doors of the rooms in which they could wreak the most havoc. 

Consequently, he arrived at his desk rather later than his usual hour, and found that Carmichael had not arrived either, and his chair was empty. The third chair, however, was occupied by DC Chris Roberts, recently discharged from hospital, after he had been involved in an unfortunate hit-and-run accident in a nearby village. 

This miscreant had his feet up on his desk, a newspaper held out in front of him, and a steaming cup of coffee on his desk. The room also smelled of cigarette smoke, and the young man had evidently been smoking with his head out of the window. Again. 

‘What have I told you about leaving the building for a cigarette?’ Falconer barked, already put out by his ransacked living room earlier. 

‘Don’t do it, guv,’ replied Roberts, peering over the top of his newspaper, not even bothering to put it down. 

‘How many times do I have to tell you before it gets through your thick skull, that you call me “inspector” or “sir”. I will not be called guv, and that’s final. Now, get that newspaper folded up, get your feet off your desk, and try to see if you can look like you’re actually working, for a change. I will not tolerate a work-shy officer who fugs up what is my office too, with filthy cigarette fumes.’ 

‘Sorry, guv ... sir, sorry.’ Roberts certainly looked contrite, but the mood would not last for long. He was a truly incorrigible character who was unlikely to reform, in the opinion of other officers at the station. ‘You tolerate old John Proudfoot, though, and so does everybody else. He’s not so much ‘not the sharpest knife in the drawer’: he’s more of a spoon, and he never seems to do much more than eat, and sleep on the job.’ 

Falconer gave a deep sigh of defeat, and turned on his heel. Maybe another coffee, in the canteen this time, would improve his temper, for this young DC was doing nothing for his bad mood but exacerbate it. 

‘I’ve got a terrible pain in my side,’ he heard as he left the office, but he ignored it. He didn’t know whether Roberts was turning into a hypochondriac after his two spells in hospital, but he’d certainly had enough time off work since he’d joined them to last a whole career. 

As he was sipping his scalding drink, Carmichael entered the canteen looking a real mess. His hair was sticking out in all directions, he was unshaven, he had bags under his eyes, and, when Falconer watched his approach, he noticed that the man had on odd socks. 

‘Whatever happened to you?’ he asked, thinking that his sergeant looked as if he had been dragged through a hedge backwards. 

‘I thought we’d have a really peaceful evening, with you taking Monkey, but we’d both forgotten that we’d promised to have Mulligan – and he arrived just after we’d got all the kids up to bed last night. 

‘He wasn’t a problem when you stayed with us,’ continued Carmichael, as Falconer thought, oh yes he was, but only for me, as I remember it. I had to share my bed with him for the duration. ‘Anyway, when he came before, the pups were so tiny that they didn’t notice him. This time they were terrified, and we had high-pitched howls until I went downstairs at four this morning and dragged his blanket up to the room he shared with you at Christmas. Then he settled, and the pups finally went to sleep. 

‘I slept right through the alarm, and so did everyone else, and I didn’t wake up until nearly half-past eight. I just got out of bed, rolled into my clothes, and drove here like the clappers. Sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to be so late.’ 

‘Did you know you’ve got odd socks on?’ 

‘At the moment, I feel like I’ve got odd feet on. I feel like death.’ 

‘Well, I don’t, so let’s just hope that no one’s feeling murderous today,’ said Falconer, concluding the conversation while Carmichael collected himself a pint of tea (in the special mug kept for his use only; he was a bit of a favourite with the canteen ladies) and four bacon rolls, just to help the tea settle, as he had missed his breakfast. 

After Falconer had sipped another cup of coffee and Carmichael had engulfed his rolls, three doughnuts, and another pint of tea, just to ensure a balanced diet of sweet and savoury, they left the canteen to see if anything had come in by way of telephone for them while they had been absent. 

As they passed the front desk, the ever-present Bob Bryant – real name Trevor, but kept very hush-hush –  hailed them with the news that there had been a call about vandalism overnight in the out-lying village of Fallow Fold. 

‘No cause for alarm,’ he assured them. ‘Probably just teenagers out for a little troublemaking. I’ve sent PCs Merv Green and Linda Starr out to do a bit of door knocking.’ 

‘What sort of vandalism?’ asked the inspector, curious, as vandalism was not something that happened frequently in any of the villages, the small communities usually taking care of any misbehaviour in their midst without bothering the local constabulary. 

‘Some mildly offensive spray painting on the one of the houses; couple of cars keyed, flower pots thrown around: that sort of stuff, nothing major league. Once the culprits have been identified, their parents will give them hell, and make them pay for the damage themselves, either in actual money, or in chores of restitution. Local justice still has a lot of clout round the villages, where it’s easy to identify the miscreant, because there simply isn’t a great deal of choice. Not like here in Market Darley, although we don’t do so badly ourselves.’ 

‘Did you alert DC Roberts?’ asked Falconer. ‘He’s at a bit of a loose end at the moment.’ 

‘I did, actually, but he said he was much too busy doing something for you. That’s why I sent a couple of uniforms.’ 

‘We’ll see about that!’ the inspector growled back in reply, and headed for the stairs at a fair pace, more than interested in finding out what it was that he had given Roberts to do that was so much more important than the investigation of a new crime, just reported. Carmichael trailed behind him, glad that it was someone else who was out of line, with the boss in this sort of mood. He himself was far too tired to even listen to a lecture, let alone take one in. 

At the top of the stairs, Falconer suddenly halted and put his finger to his lips. ‘I think we’ll see if we can surprise him, so that he doesn’t have time to look busy,’ he whispered, then crept down to the office door, gathered himself in readiness, and opened it soundlessly. 

Roberts was sitting with his chair swivelled so that his back was to the door. He sat there with his mobile phone in one hand, and a chocolate bar in the other, chatting away as if he had all the time in the world – to some friend or other, from the sounds of it. It was only the sound of Carmichael’s mighty yawn that attracted his attention at last. 

He whirled round, a look of horror on his face, suddenly turned his conversation to a business-like, ‘We’ll be in touch, sir, if we hear anything,’ and tried to look busy. ‘Just a lost cat, sir. Nothing to worry about,’ he prevaricated, doing his best to look interested in and connected to his work. 

‘Do you know how long I’ve been standing here listening to your banal conversation?’ Falconer asked, a sardonic smile turning up one corner of his mouth. ‘I’m afraid you’ve been caught red-handed, and I won’t stand for this sort of attitude towards police work. 

‘I know you’ve had two holidays in the local National Health hospital, and have got used to being waited on, but you’re back on duty, now. I’ve a good mind to see if I can’t get you a month or so on traffic. That should wake you up and make you feel grateful to be in plain clothes.’ 

‘Sorry, gu ... sir. I don’t

































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The,}@lqgger Files Collections

FAL #En FILES
MumslgIi g!.sremss

WA Delightfut Stice Of Haumoin

AN DREA
FRIVZER





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





