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In 1968, Lord Denning, sitting in the Court of Appeal, said: “No Minister of the Crown can tell him (a police officer) that he must, or must not, keep observation on this place or that; or that he must or must not, prosecute this man or that one. Nor can any police authority tell him so. The responsibility for law enforcement lies on him. He is answerable to the law and to the law alone.”

We call it policing without fear or favour.
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The Worcestershire town of Dunnington is typical of towns up and down the country. Once a sleepy hamlet that expanded in the industrial revolution, it's proximity to the River Severn attracted various trades and business which made this a mini boom town. But the 1950s saw the decline set in. This was fuelled by foreign competition and industries that were in their death throws. By the 1960s it was becoming a ghost town, but the government intervened and a new ring road was built around the town and attractive grants were offered for businesses to relocate to the town.

So it was that Dunnington became, for a short time the centre of the UK automotive parts industry. The new factories were cleaner and more efficient than the one's in the past and the local companies even exported parts to the big continental car makers.

But this was only to last a few decades, once the Chinese globilisation had swung into action, the demised of the parts makers was sealed.

So once again the town found itself falling back into a decline. This was now the 1980s and the time of osterity, so there were no white knights riding to the town's rescue this time. Slowly over the next few decades, mainly with money from the EEU, Dunnington started to emerge from the recession. A mini retail park opened up on the site of some of the old factory units, this was on the outskirts of the town. The town centre itself is still a sad and semi neglected place and as with most similar towns, it's shops are now occupied by charities and money exchangers.

Then again, as they say, you can't keep a good town down! Recently the government has announced that Dunnington will get a share of money designated to areas in need of generation. It's hoped that this will encourage desperately need investment to help to get the unemployed back to work.

Dunnington just has one central police station which is situated just outside the town centre, there used to be three stations dotted around the town, but after the government introduced cuts in the Police budget in 2011, it was streamlined down to one modern, purpose-built unit. This also coincided with the setting up of regional elected Police commissioners, giving politicians a say in the day to day running of the Police and enabling the government to implement their plans to wield the axe on annual budgets.

So far the cuts across the local police force has been just over £80 million over 10 years, so it could be understood that the announcement of the recruitment of 150 extra police officers by North Worcestershire Police was met with just a bit of cynicism.

Thavu Kani was not one of the newly announced recruits, the 23 year old had just finished his two year training to be a detective and was on his way to Park Street on his first day as a fully fledged DC. Walking up to the desk he could see several police officers seated behind the glass panel. Thavu pressed the button of the buzzer situated on the desk top. The officers looked up and a man sitting closest to the window got up and made his way through the office door.Thavu noticed the name badge on the policeman's chest, it read SGT KEITH MILES in capital letters. Thavu announced himself.

'DC Kani to see DS Charles.'

The sargeant looked over his glasses at the squeeky clean new recruit and said.

'Ah, the new boy!'

He looked him up and down and gave a rye, knowing smile and pointed to his left towards a pair of half glassed doors.

'Go through the office at the bottom you'll see two rooms. DS Charles has the one on the left – it's got her name on it.'

He smiled at the raw recruit. In return Thavu thanked sargeant Miles and trundled through the door towards the rooms at the bottom of the office. As he walked (what seemed to be the long walk), he looked around at what used to be called an open plan office, there were desks that faced each other, some with just two desks cosying up to each other. Then there were the desks involved in a ménage à trois, two together and one across their width. He wondered which one of them would be allocated to him.

It was 10am and only half the desks were occupied. It began to feel like the first day at school, he felt the eyes on him as he continued to walk.

'They're probable thinking who the fuck?' He thought.

As he approached the door, looking through the glass he could see a slender woman with short dark hair, in a dark blue suit, he thought she was around 40ish, she was standing next to her desk reading a A4 sheet of paper. He gently knocked the door, the woman looked up from her reading and said,

'Come in – Ah! You must be Thavu.'

To which the young man nodded.

'Welcome to Park Street – come in sit down.'

Thavu walked over and sat on the chair next to the desk, Dani Charles made her way to the fake leather chair on the other side of the desk. As she did, she flicked open a file that was left on the desktop. There was a few moments of silence, as she perused the notes, she broke the silence.

'So Thavu are you looking forward to your career as a detective?'

'Yes mam,'

Dani smiled and corrected him, 'call me Sarge.'

Thavu corrected himself 'Sarge.'

'Looks like they've sent us one of the better of the bunch.'

She looked up from the file.

'For now I'm putting you with DC Munroe, he's one of our senior officers and I'm sure that you will learn a lot from him, hopefully not all of his bad habits though.'

A smirk came across her face with the remark.

'Is there anything you want to know?'

Thavu just gave a smile and said, 'no Sarge.'

She looked at him and said, 'good!'

Dani handed him an A4 brown envelope.

'You'll just do a normal day today, knock off at around five, you'll find your duty rosta, it's in there with all the normal HR stuff and a copy of the contract that was sent to you. When you leave my office the third desk on the left belongs to Matt – I mean DC Monroe – he should be in shortly, but in the meantime get yourself a coffee or something and have a pore over that paperwork. You'll also find your logging on details for the computer, you'll have to log on and create a password.'

A few moments passed and then the silence was broken by Dani exclaiming. 'Well! - go on then DC Kani – to your desk!'

Thavu rose from the seat, thanked DS Charles and went out of her office towards the desk. Dani watched as he worked away. Her impressions was of a very smart dresser in his grey suit. She thought he had a look of a younger Rishi Sunak, but a bit more handsome. She also thought, poor young thing, like a lamb to the slaughter.

Thavu had been sitting at the desk for around fifteen minutes, he had got a coffee from the machine and had signed on to the computer, sorting out a password. He had used Blu3-t4avu(*), exchanging the e for a '3' and h for a '4.' A couple of his new colleagues had come over and introduced themselves, giving him the intial impression that they seemed a friendly bunch.

He looked at the rosta for the week, he would be on the early shift from tomorrow, presumably because that's what DC Monroe will be doing? This would mean he would be starting at 7.00am. Miles away in his thoughts, he was startled away from them when he felt a firm hand land on his right shoulder.

'Thavu isn't it?'

Thavu looked up and over his shoulder, there next to him was a man, who he guessed was DC Munroe. He looked as though he was in his fifties. He had thinning unkempt hair which was brown on top and greying on the sides. His face had lines of age and wear, but they gave it charm and character. The man was wearing a well worn dark grey suit, with signs of shinnyness on the lapels, and pockets. His shirt was light pink in colour, with the collar edges beginning to curl inwards. This was framed by a red silk like tie.

Thavu replied,'Yes – is it DC Munroe?'

'That's me', came the reply.

'I'll just go and get a coffee and  have a chat.'

He looked at the empty plastic coffee cup on the table and looking puzzled said.

'would you like a cup – or are you fasting?'

Thavu was trying to work out what the question meant. He suddenly understood and replied.

'No – I mean yes – you think I'm muslim, but no I'm not.'

Red faced Munroe replied.

'Oh, sorry – put my foot in it a bit – what with it being Ramadan. I shouldn't have jumped to assumptions – er conclusions. First thing you learn in this is job is don't jump to conclusions and I go and break the rule.'

Thavu smiled and in away the remark had helped to break the ice.

Munroe asked, 'how do you take your coffee?'

'White one sugar.'

Munroe then turned on his heels and headed toward the coffee machine in the hall.

A few minutes later the detective had returned to the room with two coffees balanced in each hand, and was making his way to the desk. As he walked past the desk of Garry Miller.

The DC called out, 'Hey Matt, your lot took a drubbing, dint they...'

'They were crap'!  Munroe answered.

Thavu took all this info in as he waited for his coffee. Munroe had put the coffees down and had drawn a chair up close to where Thavu was sitting. He took a sip of coffee.

'So Thavu tell me something about yourself?'

It was Thavu's turn to take a sip of coffee.

'Are you local, what made you join the police, that sort of stuff?'

Thavu answered,

'I live in Bewdley, with my parents and I have a younger sister, Saramma, who's at Leeds University.'

He took another sip of coffee.

'I went to university and studied law, I was going to be a lawyer, but I got more interested in policing and decided I wanted to be a detective. So after three years at Uni and a degree,I was fast tracked through the Police and after a further two years here I am.'

'Was your dad happy you chose the police?

'I'm lucky, my parents back me on whatever I want to do with my life.'

'And what do your parents do?'

Thavu could see why Munroe was a detective, and probably why he was a good one, he was able to ask questions, without it feeling intrusive or being nosey. Munroe had put Thavu at ease.

'Look stop me if you feel I'm being a nosy bugger, it's just that in this job, we rely on our partners having our back and, well, it pays to know who it is that's looking after it.'

Thavu smiled.

'No I understand, and I agree it's good to know who your working with.'

Thavu took another sip of coffee.

'You thought that I was muslim earlier, I'm not, my parents are from Kerala, which is in the South West of India, we are Syrial Christians, which is one of the oldest branches of Christianity. My mother and father came to England in the 1980s. My father is a doctor and my mother is a nurse. They both work at The Queen Elizabeth hospital in Birmingham. My father is a Pediatrician and mum is a midwife.'

Munroe could see that there was an element of pride from Thavu when he mentioned this.

Munroe finished his coffee and asked.

'So what do you do in your spare time?'

'I play bass in a band. They're a Post Rock outfit. There's five of us, we're called Internal Strife. I also play football, nothing serious, a load of lads from uni meet up on a Sunday morning to kick the crap out of each other.'

Munroe laughed, he didn't know whether to ask about what was Post Rock, but he decided to leave it for now.

'I'm interested... I presume that Christianity is a minority religion in India?'  

'In Kerala about a fifth of the population is Christian, made up of Syrial, Roman

Cathlics and Protestants, we are known as the St Thomas Christians. St Thomas was the first apostle to teach Christianity in the region.'

Thavu looked at Munroe and said.

'Many of our Syrial names are also christian names. Mine, Thavu is David, My Dad's, Varkey is George, my Mum's, Akka is Rebecca and my sister, Saramma is Sarah.'

'That's it!!'

Munroe called out.

' call you Dave!'
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DS Charles looked up from her desk and out of the glass partition into the office, it was a quiet Monday (thank God!), with only half of the desks occupied. She focused on the desk where Thavu and Matt were sitting. She thought if anyone can turn a raw recruit into a decent copper, it will be Matt.

She looked at her watch, it was now 10.30am, it was time for her to scoop whatever paperwork was needed and head over to Worcester for the weekly briefing. She would meet DI Holbrook (the person who occupies the office next door) at Worcester. She quickly picked up her briefcase and walked out of the office.

As she walked past Monroe and Kani, she said.

'I hope your not teaching Thavu all the bad tricks yet Matt?'

With a smile he said.

'As if I would.'

Moments later she was gone.

Monroe looked at Thavu and said.

'Right your turn for the coffees, mines milk one sugar, then I think it's only fair that you have a chance to interagate me.'

Thavu had returned with the two coffees and was sitting opposite Tom.

After taking a sip, he asked.

'Your names Tom isn't it?'

'Yes that's right,' Munroe replied.

'Then why does everyone call you Matt?'

Tom smiled.

'It's what they do here, they will give you a nickname, usually made up from your surname. Sometimes it may be due to something that's happened to you.'

He pointed to an empty desk across the way.

'That's Malcolm Page's desk, he's known as Triple X, after, what was his waste size, he used to be the answer to the question, who ate all the pies? You won't recognise him now, he went and lost five stone and gained a wife! But the nickname has stuck. You'll find sometimes we're called by our nickname, sometimes not.'

Tom picked up his cup and took a sip of coffee.

'I got called Matt because of Matt Munro.'

Thavu looked at him quizzically.

'You know, Matt Munro the crooner!'

Tom could see that it had not registered with his new colleague.  

'Matt Munro was a famous singer in the 60s and 70s. Probably a bit before your time.'  

Thavu just nodded. After a short pause, he asked.

'So has DS Charles got a nickname?'

Munroe smiled and said.

'Look you have DS Charles – Tina, as in Tina Charles.'

Again he could see the blank look in Thavu's face.

'Tina Charles! - The 70s disco singer!!!! - never mind...sargeant Knight is Gladys.'

Munroe again guessed that this meant nothing to Thavu.

'Gladys Knight! Famous Soul singer?'

He shook his head at Thavu's ignorance.

'Make sure that you never call DS Charles and PS Knight by their nicknames, just remember it's sarge in both cases.'

Munroe continued.

'There are a few more, just let me know if you want an explanation when you hear them. Oh! by the way are you happy with Dave? It's best to get one out there early, or you'll find you might get a monica your not happy with? I think it's probably better than maybe Rishi or Sunak?'

Thavu again looked puzzled.

'Why?' he asked

Munroe continued.

'Well you have a bit of a look of Rishi. Younger, taller and better looking. But the ears are the same.'

Thavu put his right hand to his ear feeling it's length.

Munroe laughed.

'You'll probably have a few Trigger moments from some of them here but it could be a lot worse.'

Again a blank look could be seen on Thavu's face.

Munroe sighed.

'Trigger – Only Fools and Horses – he used to call Rodney Dave?

In a light bulb moment Thavu smiled, he replied.

'Yeah Dave's fine by me.'

He went on and asked.

'So how long have you been in the police?'

'I joined straight from school, always wanted to be a copper. I had dreams about being a motorway cop, you know, hundred mile an hour chases and all that. But then Harry Jameson, my old mentor, spotted something in me and recommended me for detective training and that as they say, was that. I've always worked in and around Dunnington. I was based on the Northside until the cuts set in and everything was moved to Park Street.'

Munroe drank the last dregs of the coffee from his cup and looking beyond Thavu and into the distance said.

'I'm fifty-five I've just got another five years for the golden handshake. Could have retired this year, but I'm not ready yet. Mind you the handshake's not that golden these days. They've even managed to get their hands on that little pot.'

Feeling that the mood had got a little sombre, Thavu asked.

'Are you married, have you any children?'

Munroe smiled.  

'I'm married to Jane, she's a copper, we met here in Dunnington, when we were both rookies. She is now an Inspector with West Midlands, based at

Lloyd House, Brum. As for kids, no – we never felt it was right – you know two coppers in the house working unsociable hours. It's not so bad now with Jane's job, but the kids boat has well and truly sailed.

Unless there's something going down, her hours are more or less nine to five.'

It was Thavus turn to finish the dregs of coffee, he asked.

'And what do you do out of work.'

'Not a lot to be honest, bit of gardening. I have a meet up with some old school mates for a drink, but that depends on work. I like building models, mainly Nepoleonic war soldiers, not like making them and creating battles, nothing like that. I'm just good at making models. Have been since I was a kid. It's the detailing I like getting involved in. When I get engrossed in it, the hours just fly. I don't spend as much time as I used to. Maybe, who knows, when I retire.'

Munroe let out a sigh.

'And then there's the thing that can give me the most grief and the most joy, following the Falcons, that's Dunnington Town FC! I've supported them since I was a lad and gone through the ups and downs. We've gone to being almost a league club, to languishing in the National League North. It looked like the club would fold a few years ago, but a consortium of local businessmen bailed us out. You might have heard Windy – sorry Gary – DC Miller mention the drubbing we had over the weekend!'

Munroes's eyebrows rose over his eyes as he went over the result again and gave out a sigh.

'Right that's all the pleasantries done, let's find something to do. I do believe the uniform boys have asked us to look at a spate of burglaries. The case should be on the computer, so seeing as you've logged yourself on, you can call it up for us. Oh, bytheway, make sure you log off if you move away from the computer. Other people use the computers, so it's down to you to make sure that no-one is accessing your case files.'
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Thavu asked.

'Sorry but why are we being asked to look at a series of robberies, didn't think CID would have time to look at them, what with the shortages of manpower?'

Munroe looked down at the young man and smiled.

'We wouldn't normally, but the last break-in went wrong and the thief ended up hitting an old lady, so – it changes the dynamics – as they say!'

Thavu had scrolled down the screen and finding the crime number given to Munroe, clicked on the folder. There were ten incident numbers that had been added to the

folder, which the uniform branch had felt that there was enough evidence to link the crimes together.

Munroe asked Thavu to open up each incident and they went over the reports. It appeared that in each case, the victims of the robberies were away for a few days, which pointed towards the perpetrator knowing that the householder was not at home.  

It also seemed that the thief was only interested in finding cash or goods that could

be easily sold, maybe to sell at a cash conversion shop. There were one or two high value items reported stolen, but sometimes this has to be taken with a pinch of salt. It's not unusual that a victim, shall we say, reports an item that was no longer in their possession, but because they are able to produce an orginal receipt, use it to claim on the insurance.

No finger prints had been found at any of the properties and the DNA samples had not found a match in the database. Some of the houses had CCTV and the owners had allowed the police to obtain footage which showed our thief entering the property. The images were of someone dressed head to foot in black, with a hoody covering their head and a black scarf obscuring any facial features.

The police were able to gauge the thief's height and were fairly certain that they were looking for a male in his late twenties. The only CCTV footage that was on file, which was of the thief entering and exiting the properties.The time of the crimes was always around the 1.30am mark.

There had also been a remark entered that none of the houses had alarm systems, which left Munroe feeling that the thief had checked out the properties for any signs of alarm boxes.

Thavu felt excited that he was working an ongoing live case. It started to feel like this was the start of his policing career.

Munroe had noticed a forensic report had been uploaded and asked Thavu to open up the file. Apparently on several sites traces of silver foil had been found outside the properties, that had been rolled into balls.

A police constable had realised that there could be a connection with these finds and reported it to his superiors, who in turn made sure that this clue would be looked for at any other break-ins linked to the same person. Low and behold the silver balls were found at other sites. Upon analysis traces of chocolate and wafer biscuit had been found. The forensic team had concluded that this was from a chocolate wafer bar.

On seeing this Munroe said. 'It looks like we might be looking for the KitKat Kid!'

Oh God not another nickname! Thavu thought.

'On the last break-in our fella was startled and surprised to find that the house was occupied. The elderly couple who lived their were supposed to be going away to her sister's for a few days, but at the last moment the visit was called off. Something about the sister not being well.'

Munroe looked at the screen and signalled for Thavu to open the bottom file, to which Thavu obligingly did.

Munroe looked at the screen.

'There we go – Mr and Mrs Turner. Lets look at their statement – Looks like only Mrs Alice Turner gave a statement? Read it out will you lad.'

Thavu began to scroll down the page on the computer.

'It says that Mrs Turner, who was a light sleeper, heard something downstairs, it turns out that the thief had knocked over a plant pot when he came through the window.'

'Bit clumsy,' Munroe replied dryly.

'Mrs Turner got up and put on her dressing gown and went to investigate.'

Munroe interrupted.

'I wonder why she just didn't shout out? I would have thought buddy boy would have aborted the raid if he knew someone was in the house?'

Thavu continued.

'She was asked that question. Mrs Turner just said that she never thought that

someone was in the house. She and her husband sleep in different rooms, she thought he had got up, which is something he does. The officers attending reported that Mr Turner is suffering with the onset of dementia.'

Thavu carried on reading Mrs Turner's statement.

'She went downstairs and called out Jim, her husbands name, she heard something  in the kitchen and called out her husband's name again. She was asked why she didn't switch the lights on in the rooms, to which she replied that if it was her husband, he always wondered around in the dark. She had put the light on once, since he had suffered with diamentia and he went into a state of panic, so she never put on the lights if he was, as she said 'off on a roam.'

'She then went towards the kitchen where she was startled by a dark figure just standing there. She said that she remembers asking who are you? Or words to that affect, but he didn't say anything, next thing she remembers is that he hit her several times and she fell to the floor. She then seems to remember the thief making for the kitchen door and escaping into the garden.'

'Does it say anything about were her husband was whilst all this was going on?'

Munroe asked.

'Apparently he slept through it all according to Mrs Turner.'

'I take it that they didn't have an alarm or CCTV?'

Thavu shook his head.

'Well Dave here's your first piece of detective work, and now your going to find it can get very boring! You need to contact the victims with CCTV and ask them nicely if it's possible to have a look at the footage before the robberies. I'm sure the uniforms have already checked, but we need to see if anything has been missed,  have to go over the footage of the robberies again and see if we can spot anything.'

Munroe looked over at Thavu and smiled.

'Welcome to CID Dave!'

An hour had passed and Thavu had contacted the victims who had supplied CCTV fortage of the robberies. There were six in all and he was able to make appointments to visit five and had left a phone message for the sixth. He had returned to the files on the screen and was slowly going through CCTV footage that had already been supplied. He was being methodical, he'd firstly read the report then studied the footage.

It seems that the thief used one of two methods to break into the properties. He would either use what had been identified by forensics as a cold chisel, probably six to eight inches in length, which he used to gemmy a door, usually at the side or rear of the house. The other method was to use a wide masking tape on a window, overlaying several strips, then using a tool to smash the window. This would deaden the sound of breaking glass. The method was used close to a catch on a window or patio door, making it easy to enter the property. Forensics again had said that they thought the cold chisel could have been used to break the glass.

From the footage Thavu could see that the thief had a black rucksack on his back.

It was a decent size and big enough for the ill gotten gains and to carry one or two 'tools of the trade.'

The office had become busier with fellow detectives buzzing around the desks. One or two who had not yet been introduced, smiled and nodded to him. There was plenty of time for introductions over the next day or two he thought.

Munroe had left Thavu to get on with things and had disappeared. DC Miller wondered over from the desk opposite. Thavu engrossed in his work hadn't noticed that Miller had appoached the desk.

'How's it going?'

For the second time in one morning Thavu was startled by the question and after pushing his heart from his mouth back into his chest, looked up and said.

'I'm fine – fine thank you.'

'How are you getting on with Matt?'

Thavu looked at Miller.

'Fine.'

Miller carried on.

You won't go wrong being under his wing. His a good cop, seen it and done it all – you know like.'

Thavu asked.

'Can I ask you something?'

Miller smiled and nodded.

'It seems that everyone has good things to say about...'

He hesitated, but then brought himself to use the nickname.

'About Matt. What I can't understand is that after thirty years or so, why he's not a DS or higher?'

Miller laughed.

'I believe he had one or two chances.'

He then went into what Thavu could only gauge as being deep into his thoughts.  Then after a short pause he continued.

'Yeah, I think I heard somewhere that sometime in the past he was up for a DS post. Apparently he was promised the job, but didn't get it – but you didn't hear that from me.'

Miller touched the side of his nose with his index finger and nodded.

'I'll let you get on with what you were doing.'

With that he walked back to his desk and carried on with his work.

Thavu went back to reading the reports and revisiting the CCTV footage. He was now encrossed in his own little world whilst the rest of the office ticked on around him, with people coming, spending sometime at their desks and then going about their business.

A couple of hours had passed, Thavu's eye's were beginning to feel tired from the constant scrutiny of the desktop monitor. He looked up from the screen and looked over his shoulder, whether it was an instinct that made him do so, but as he turned, he saw Munroe enter the office with DS Charles by his side, they were chatting away. He saw Munroe look up and smile at him. The conversation between the two had finished and Munroe stopped by Thavu's desk, whilst DS Charles walked towards her office.

Munroe asked.

'How's it going?'

'I've gone through the reports and CCTV footage and made some notes on things.'

'Well they can wait for now, I bet you're hungry... I know I am...  go and have a sandwich in the canteen, then  comeback and you can run through what you have.'
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After a break for a sandwich, in what Thavu found, was a decent police canteen,

they were back at the desk looking at his notes on the reports.

Thavu started his report.

'I've checked through the files, looking at the physical evidence. On all but one robbery, you can see on the CCTV footage that the thief wore lightweight trainers on his feet. They were definately a dark colour, either black or maybe dark blue or brown. Except for one night when the weather was wet. That night he wore a heavier trainer. I took a closer look at the images and although they're a bit grainy, when enlarged, the trainer is black with a orange strip on the side and a grey narrower strip underneath.'

'The property where the robbery occurred was broken into at the back on the patio. The thief had entered through a window.'

Thavu was going through the images of the break-in that had been taken. He then came to the ones taken of the patio floor.

'The owners recently had the slabs on the patio replaced just before they went away. Although the builders had cleared up after themselves, it wasn't a great job, and patches of sand remained on the slabs. The sand was wet due to the earlier rain and the thief had trod in one of the patches and left a shoe print.'

Thavu clicked on a file which expanded on the monitor screen.

Munroe looked at what
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