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 When a Drawer is Nothing Other Than a Draw

 


 


In this book, I make
full use of the version of English spoken by people from an area
that takes in south London and north Kent. That does mean you will
sometimes need to turn the other cheek when given offence by what
would otherwise be seen as a grammatical error. Perhaps the best
example of this, and certainly the one most often highlighted to
me, is the use of the word draw in place of drawer.
If this is the kind of thing that gives you sleepless nights then
you might want to look elsewhere for your next read.

 


All the best,

 


Ben Westerham.
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I’ve never been one
for betting on the horses. It’s always seemed like a mug’s game to
me; one where the only winners are the hard-nosed bookies, who know
how to play the game properly and keep the odds in their favour.
Don’t we all know someone who reckons they’ve made a living from
betting on the gee-gees? You normally see them down the boozer,
where they tell you all about their big win on the 2.30 at
Newmarket. If you’re lucky they’ll still be at the stage where
they’re sharing the joy by buying all-comers a drink. What they
don’t ever say anything about are all the other races where they’ve
drawn a blank, watched their stake disappear down the plug hole.
Can’t see it meself, anyone making a decent living from
betting.

But, like every other
normally sensible member of the population, when it comes to the
Grand National, I’ll have a go at staking a quid or two on some
donkey I’ve never heard of. It’s all part of the big event; makes
things a bit more interesting. Can even seem anti-social not to
have a go. So, there I was, down my local bookies’, talking to
Norman behind the counter as he processed my two quid each-way bet
on Yer Man. I didn’t have the confidence to think the nag would
come home first, so took the usual way out by going for a placing.
You win less, but have more of a chance of picking up a profit.

Norman didn’t comment
on my choice of nag; far too considerate to laugh in my face. He
could laugh later, after I’d left the premises. Instead, he just
told me there’d been a few people betting on Grittar earlier that
morning, though no one else for the last hour. Was that code for
letting me know I’d backed the only three-legged, blind runner in
the race? Who knows. I didn’t let it change my mind.

Norman passed me a
little slip of paper on which he’d scribbled the race details, name
of the horse and my bet. I wouldn’t get rich if the nag came in,
but I’d be able to stand a round of drinks down at the Fat Bird’s
Arse. I dropped the betting slip in a trouser pocket, already
thinking about what I would do with my winnings if, by some
miracle, Yer Man did the business.

Not being a gambler, I
didn’t go to a bookies’ often, but when I did they all looked the
same. There were the regulars, huddled close in twos and threes,
studying the form in the Racing Post and comparing notes. They
always looked like they’d come off the same production line. Same
big coats, that had always seen better days, chins covered in days’
worth of stubble and working their way through what always seemed
like an endless supply of fags.

There’d been a bit of
gossip on the old grapevine a year or so back that one of the local
gamblers had hit the jackpot. He’d put on one of them bets that
rolls up, race-by-race. An accumulator, I think they call ’em. His
nags had come home, every last one of them, and turned his two quid
bet into a small fortune. Word was, he’d taken his winnings, along
with a tasty looking young lady with a yearning for the high life,
off to the south of Spain. The jury was out as to how long he’d
manage to stretch things out before he had to return to reality.
Mind you, it was all just a bit of gossip; he might have won no
more than enough for a weekend in Margate.

The place was thick
with ciggie smoke. You practically had to carve your way through
it. If you ever run out of smokes yourself, all you have to do is
make your way to a bookies’ and you can suck in all the free fumes
you can manage. Being a non-smoker myself, I didn’t look on it as
being one of the attractions of a visit to such an
establishment.

Rumour had it that
sometimes the regulars couldn’t face being off the premises when
things were busy, fearing they might miss out on something big. So
if they needed a Jimmy Riddle they’d piss into a bottle, or even an
empty coffee cup if that’s all that was to hand. Looking at the
state of the floor, I reckoned many of them didn’t bother pissing
anywhere else but there.

Little piece of
Paradise though it was, I decided to move on because I had other
things to do before settling down in front of the TV to watch the
big race, which was still hours away. But just as I was about to
grab hold of the handle, there was a firm tap on my shoulder. I
looked round.

“Hello Good. You got a minute?”

Seamus McGin, the
proprietor of the bookies’, was a big bloke of unknown age, though
I’d opt for late forties or maybe early fifties. With podgy cheeks
and a bit of a gut, he was a man who looked like he needed to shed
more than a few pounds; a development that none of his regular
punters would risk two bob on. There was more chance of me getting
a knighthood.

He steered me through
a wooden doorway in the corner of the room, into a small, cluttered
office. It was his den, the centre of operations for his vast
global empire. I shouldn’t take the mick really. The bloke does
very nicely for himself. He’s got half a dozen bookies’ spread
across South London and, from what I’ve heard, is looking to add
more. Trouble is, it’s a dangerous game, one where treading on
someone else’s patch can have unpleasant consequences for the
ambitious businessman with expansion on his mind.

He needs to make sure
he’s obtained all his local planning permissions before he opens up
shop and I don’t just mean from the council. There are local
villains in every manor who someone like Seamus needs to agree
terms of trade with. They want their cut of the takings and will do
the necessaries to protect their interests. On the other side of
the coin, once you’ve done a deal with them, they are always there
to protect your and their own interests, should anyone else try to
relieve you of some of your hard-earned cash.

“Take a seat, my good man,” he said as he made his way round
to the business side of his desk. “I won’t be taking up too much of
your time; don’t you worry about that.”

The office was crowded
with the two of us taking up space, it being about the size of a
large broom cupboard. Just like the public area, it reeked of fags
and sweat. Since there were no windows, there was no way for the
stink to escape. It was easy to imagine some of the fumes having
been trapped in the room since the end of the last war.

His desk was a small
wooden number, a set of draws each side. The old brass lamp sitting
on the heavily-worn surface could easily have been genuine
Victorian. Apart from that, all he had was a heavily-filled ashtray
and a large ledger-type note pad, all scuffed and beaten about. I
couldn’t help wondering what goodies were written down in there,
just waiting for a nosey parker like me to investigate.

“What can I do for you, Seamus?”

He parked his bulk in
a massive wooden chair that had a leather seat and wrap-around
wooden railings. It was one of those that swivels where the base of
the chair joins the top of the legs. Not my cup of tea, but what
did he care, it was his chair.

“Had
a bet on the National, have yer?” If he’d ever had a proper Irish
accent, it was all but gone; just about, but not quite, solid South
London banter.

“I
have. Like everyone else, I can’t resist the pull.”

“What did yer back? Not the favourite, I hope.”

“Nope, don’t do favourites. It’s too boring. They like to win.
I’ve gone each way on Yer Man.”

“You
like losing your money, then?” he grinned.

“I
thought that’s the way it always is. Us punters bet, you bookies
bank your winnings.”

“I
wish it was so simple. But at least you didn’t back the favourite,
Grittar. It’ll win and I don’t want to be paying out any more than
I ’ave to. It’s going to cost us this year, it is. Never a good
year when the favourite wins. Always looks much better when a few
lucky folk walk off with big winnings from backing some
fifty-to-one long shot.”

As he spoke, Seamus
reached down to one of the draws on his right and pulled out a
small slip of paper. From where I sat, it looked just like the
other half of a betting slip. He placed it on the desk, right in
front of him.

“But
you’ve not asked me in here to find out what donkey I’ve splashed
my cash on, have you now?”

“You’re a perceptive man, you are, David Good,” he quipped. He
picked up the slip of paper again, “This here is our copy of a
betting slip,” I nodded to indicate I understood what he was
talking about. “It’s for a bet placed by one of our regular punt…
customers.”

“Did
he win?” Pointless question really, but I knew he wanted me to ask
it, so I did.

“He
did, for sure. An astute man, he is. He recognised decent odds when
he saw them and took his chance. Placed a big stake on long odds,
then rolled it up into a three race accumulator, backing the
favourite in the second and third races. He’s made a tidy little
sum for himself, he has.”

“Which is how much, precisely?”

“His
winnings are just shy of five-and-a-half grand. My biggest pay out
this year, it will be,” he said, rattling the fingers of his left
hand on the top of the desk.

I didn’t miss the
important part of what he’d said. “You said it ‘will be’ your
biggest pay out. So, he hasn’t collected yet?”

“That’s right. He won his money nearly two weeks ago and we
haven’t seen hide nor hair of him since he came in to place the
bet. No one does that; leaves the money with the bookie. Big
winnings like that, the customer’s down ’ere like a flash, shouting
for his money. And ’alf the time they make sure every man and dog
knows about it too. That’s the stupid ones. The sensible ones, they
take their money, keep mum and slip out without anyone knowing a
thing.”

“It
upset you, not paying up?” I asked, full of surprise.

“It
has that. I’ve got a reputation to look after and this fella’s a
regular. I don’t wanna go getting a reputation for keeping hold of
people’s money when they’ve enjoyed a little luck. It wouldn’t go
doing me any good at all, it wouldn’t. Word gets around, like an
’ouse on fire, and then your business has nose dived.”

“Well, I’ll be the Queen of bloody Sheba. I can’t believe it,”
I grinned. “Here I am, listening to a bookie who can’t wait to pay
out whopping great big wads of cash to a winning punter. You lot
are misunderstood. You’ll be telling me next you’ve opened an
orphanage for little kids in deepest Africa.”

“As
it happens,” he said,, his expression changing from serious to
amused, “no, I haven’t. Best keep those thoughts to yourself or
else they’ll drum me out of the bookies’ union.”

The little wooden
chair I had my bum parked on had a wobble and it took a bit of
effort to stop the bloody thing from rocking back and forwards. The
effort was starting to make my calves ache.

“So,
what’s all this got to do with me? Looking for someone to donate
the money to? Happy to help you out there.”

“I’m
sure you are, Good. But that’s not what I’ve got in mind. No, I
want the man found so we can pay out. And the sooner the better.
We’ve been waiting long enough. Jesus Christ himself couldn’t hide
a secret from that lot out there and it’s only a matter of time
before they find out. Then they’ll start gossiping and making up no
end of bullshit. That’s when the rot sets in. I need action,
now.”

“So,
you’re hoping I can find him for you, your winning
punter?”

“That’s the score. Find him and bring him back here so I can
make him a richer man.”

“Very public spirited of you, Seamus.”

I ran the fingers of
both hands along the bottom edge of the chair and wished I hadn’t.
Some earlier visitor had left a dollop of well-worked chewing gum
under one side of the seat and it was still soft and sticky.
There’s some dirty twats in this world.

“That’s me.”

“Not
that I’m looking for a reason to turn down a fee, but why do you
need me to go knocking on his door? Can’t you send one of your
staff round to his gaff to do that for you?”

“I
did that myself, I did, only last Tuesday. It was quiet as a
graveyard in here, so I nipped round to his place. No one there.
Not a soul.”

“He
might be taking a little holiday, building himself up to collect
all those winnings.”

“No,
no, no. I know my regulars and Albert Coe is not a man who goes
taking long holidays. I reckon he’s never been away anywhere for
more than a week.” At which point, Seamus broke out in to a big,
hearty bout of coughing, which soon had his face a nice shade of
red.

“You
wanna get something for that, Seamus,” I suggested. “You’ll end up
coughing up your lungs one of these days.”

As the coughing died
away, Seamus pulled the collar at the front of his shirt further
away from his neck, as if would make any difference, then picked up
where he’d left off. “It’s the worry that does it. The worry of
running all these betting shops and keeping the missus happy. It
don’t leave a man a spare moment to think about his own
health.”

“So,
he’s not at home and he’s not gone off for a little early summer
sunshine. Take it no one else has seen anything of him,
then?”

“Nope. Well, not that I know. I’ve not exactly done the
rounds, asking every Tom, Dick and Harry ’cause I don’t wanna go
giving the game away, like I said. But I’ve made one or two
discreet enquiries and not a sausage. He’s disappeared.”

“What would he want to do that for, you reckon?”

“No
bloody idea, Good. That’s what you gotta find out. And I don’t
reckon he’s been run over by no bus either. He spends so much time
down here, we’d be sure to get an invitation to the funeral if he
was brown bread.”

It looked like Seamus
had set his over-worked ticker on getting me to find his missing
punter and I could spare a day or two to earn a few bob, so got
down to business. “It’s fifty quid a day, plus expenses. Of course,
you can pay me a finder’s fee on top, if you like,” I smiled.

“Fifty quid,” he blurted. “Plus expenses. Mother of God, I’m
in the wrong business if all you private investigator types are
going around earning that kind of money every day. You must be
rubbing shoulders with the aristocracy at those rates.”

“If
I was earning every day then I’d be doing OK, but the problem with
this game is you don’t work every day. I reckon I’m doing well if
I’m working two or three days a week most of the time. Then there’s
the rent and rates to pay, the goldfish to feed and my membership
fee for the Society of Honest Sleuths. It all adds up,” I quipped.
“Even managed to buy myself a new pair of socks last month with all
the money I had left over.”

“Fifty quid,” he repeated to himself. “That’s a hefty-size
fee. Per day. And expenses. What kind of expenses we talking about,
then? Nothing big time is it?”

“They’ll be less than the insurance you pay on this place,” I
assured him, tongue-in-cheek. “Nothing to worry about. Just a bit
here and there for travel, that kind of thing. If I was looking at
spending anything more, I’d give you a bell first.”.

“I
was thinking what with me being so public-spirited and all that,
you might see your way to offering me a reduced fee. Twenty-five
quid sounds about right. You’ll ’ave found him after a couple of
hours graft, so it’ll be easy money. And think of the good turn
you’ll be doing the man,” he was getting well warmed up by this
stage. “In fact, I reckon he’ll be so grateful he’ll chuck a few
quid from his winnings your way. You’ll end up with a tidy little
sum, all for an hour or two’s work.”

Amazing, isn’t it, how
a bloke who must earn more in a week than I earn in a year can take
to haggling over a few quid like that. You’d think he didn’t have a
pot to piss in, with the way he was going on. Probably a good job
he was sitting down when I mentioned my fee, otherwise he might
have fallen over with shock. Mind you, I had already thought to
myself the missing punter might feel inclined to slip a few quid my
way as a bit of a thank you. Fifty quid, a ton, would do very
nicely.

“It’s no wonder you’re so well minted, Seamus,” I said. “Go on
then, I’ll do it for thirty-five quid a day plus expenses. Any less
than that and I’ll end up out of pocket.”

“Thirty-five, you say,” he thought it over, carefully. “Well,
I don’t want to be seen as a mean-spirited man. OK, thirty-five it
is. Cash, of course?”

“Cash is good,” I answered. We shook on it.

“When can you start? I’ll be wanting things sorted out soon,
not this time next week.”

“I’ll start today,” I said. “But there’s one or two things
I’ll be needing from you first?”

“What things is that?” he asked, looking startled.

“An
address for Albert Coe. The names of a few friends, if you know
any. And any places you know he frequents. Gotta give me a sporting
chance.”

“Ah,” he said, looking a lot happier. “Those
things.”

 


 



 Chapter 2

 


 


Seamus gave me an
address in Camberwell. All he could do on the friends front was
point me at another one of the regular punters, one by the name of
George Wagstaff, who seemed to be Albert’s best mate at the
bookies. It wasn’t a lot to go on, but at least it was a start.

Sadly, George wasn’t
to be seen in the bookies’ at the time, but Seamus reckoned I stood
a decent chance of finding him down the road at the King George,
his boozer of choice. Seamus seemed confident that George would
have a couple of pints before making his way up the road, where
he’d spend most of the rest of the day speculating on the
horses.

Having said tutty bye
to Seamus and his cough, I left the premises, stepping out on to a
pavement thick with people doing their Saturday morning shop. No
surprises there, given Saturday was always the busiest shopping day
of the week. I skipped across the road, making the most of a handy
gap between a black cab and a bus that was slowing for its next
stop. The sign of the King George hung over its entrance about two
hundred yards down the road.

It was spring 1983,
but the weather was still a bit parky and the days too short.
Everyone around me was wrapped up good and proper, like they
couldn’t believe winter had been and gone. Not that the previous
winter had been all that much to shout about; I’d seen worse. And I
like spring, it’s my favourite time of the year. Always seems to me
that it’s full of promise, bit of a fresh start for us as well as
the trees. And, being an optimist, I feel buoyed up by the thought
of a better year ahead. Or something along those lines.

The King George was an
old-fashioned boozer with lots of heavy, dark woodwork and no
women, apart from the one serving behind the bar. When I pushed the
door open and stepped inside, it was so dark it took me a minute or
two to get used to it; they could have been running a nudists’
convention in there and I wouldn’t have noticed; at least not until
enough time had passed for my eyes to adjust.

I walked up to the bar
and ordered half a pint of lager. The grumpy old trout who served
me told me that George and his mate were down the far end of the
bar, sitting at a little table opposite the dartboard. I toddled
off in that direction.

“George Wagstaff?” I asked, as I reached the table I’d been
directed to.

“Yeah, that’s me. Who are you?”

George might have been
fifty-odd, but he looked like he was a hundred and five. Talk about
not ageing well. He had a face with so many wrinkles it didn’t look
like there was a flat, crinkle-free area anywhere. God knows how he
managed to shave. He was nearly as bald as a boiled egg, with a
large, swirly birth mark running off the top of his bonce and down
the right side of his face. And he didn’t have a full set of teeth;
in fact, it looked like he had as many gaps as he did teeth. Maybe
he’d had a rough life.

“David Good, private investigator,” I smiled, as I offered him
my hand.

“Private investigator?” he repeated, not sounding any too
happy.

“I’ve been employed to undertake a mercy mission,” I said, not
keen on giving away too much while his mate was there. “And someone
told me the key to the whole affair is your good self.”

“You
taking the mick?”

“Nope, I’m the real deal,” I answered, pulling a business card
out of a jacket pocket and handing it to him.

He struggled to read
it, though I wasn’t sure whether that was down to the poor light or
his eye-sight. He handed it across to his mate, who took a look and
snorted.

“And
what bloody mercy mission you talking about?”

I looked down at his
friend. “Don’t want to seem unfriendly but it’s a private
matter.”

They looked at each
other, then the friend spoke. “I’ll ’ang around at the bar, George,
if you like.”

George gave it some
thought then nodded.

I took the seat his
mate had vacated and sipped at my fizzy lager. It was too early to
be drinking. George took a glug from his pint of best bitter,
looking at me over the top of the glass.

“Do
you know Albert Coe?”

“Might do. What’s he done?”

“Nothing,” I answered. “Nothing that I’m bothered about. He a
mate of yours, then?”

“Yeah, I know him. Been mates for years, we ’ave. Not seem ’im
all week, if you’re looking for him.”

Now I was closer to
George, I could smell his breath and it reeked. Bloody hell, rancid
milk smelled better. No wonder he’d lost so many teeth.

“That odd, is it, not seeing Albert all week?”

“Yeah. Don’t remember the last time I went so long without
clapping eyes on the weasel.”

“Shifty character, is he?”

“Nah, he’s alright. So long as you know you can’t trust ’im.
Can’t ’elp himself. When he sees the chance to make a few quid,
he’s in there like a flash.”

I’d only been talking
to George for a minute or two and already I had an unpleasant
feeling the little job Seamus had signed me up for was going to be
anything but simple. A few hours’ work, my wotsits. I took another
sip of lager.

“That kind of thing ever get him into trouble?”

“Not
really,” said my new friend, digging around in his left ear with a
long, leathery finger. He flicked what he’d dug out on to the
floor. What a gent. “Might ’ave upset one or two, I suppose. Bloke
like ’im can’t get through life without making a few enemies. But I
ain’t ever seen ’im do anything proper naughty.”

“No
one out there who might have just cause to drop him on a railway
line or chuck him in the canal with some brick
handcuffs?”

“Come off it,” he looked surprised. “Who’d do that to Albert?
Why d’you reckon someone’s going to do that? He ain’t no criminal
mastermind, if that’s what yer thinking.”

“When a bloke goes missing, then someone like me has to look
at all the options. He’s probably staying with family or found
himself a new woman, but I’ve got to look at things from all
angles.”

“Albert get himself a bird,” he laughed. “You must be joking,
mate. He wouldn’t buy her a cup of tea, let alone take her for a
slap-up dinner. No bird would ’ave him, not unless they was a
mental case.”

“There’s plenty of those around,” I said, to myself as much as
to George. “I’ve known a few of them.”

“Bit
of a playboy are yer? A ladies man?” He sneered, before guzzling
down the rest of his pint.

“You
want another one of those?” I asked, hoping it might oil the old
cogs.

He did and so did his
mate. I’d add those two drinks to Seamus’s bill.

“So,” I asked, as I sat back down. “Albert got any family?
Anyone local?”

“A
sister. Somewhere down south. Portsmouth, Plymouth. One of those
navy places. Never seen ’er, meself. Don’t know if old Albert ever
sees ’er neither.”

“That all?”

He had a bit of a
think before answering. “Far as I know. Not a big family. Me, I’ve
got bloody hundreds of family all over the place. Not that anyone
ever sends me a birthday card. They probably don’t even remember me
now.”

Poor bastard, I
thought to myself. Maybe if you cleaned yourself up a bit they
might think about popping round for a cup of tea one afternoon.
Still, that was his problem, not mine.

“He
friendly with anyone else, apart from yourself?”

“Not
much, I reckon. There’s the other geezers at the bookies down the
road, but they don’t know ’im like I do,” he looked at the floor. I
could see the cogs turning. “What’s that bloke’s name? Steve,
Stephen, no, Stan. That’s it. Stan. He’s his neighbour. I only met
him a few times. They’ve been neighbours for donkey’s years. You
should speak to ‘’im. If he don’t know where Albert is, then you
might as well chuck in the towel.”

“Got
a surname for this Stan?”

“Nah, you’re on your own there. He’s a short, fat geezer.
Likes a brown and mild.”

“I’ll have a knock on this Stan’s door when I go round to
Albert’s place.”

“Got
’is address then, ’ave yer?”

“Yep.”

“There money in it? Finding ’im, I mean. Bit of a
reward?”

“Not
from me, there’s not. Can’t tell you what’s involved, but I think
it’s fair to say, Albert won’t be any the worse off when he hears
what I’ve got to tell him.”

“We
ain’t going to be seeing any of that. The slippery bleeder will
reckon he came into a few quid and ’ad to spend it all on something
urgent.”

“Well, cheers George,” I said, getting to my feet. “You’ve
been a goldmine. If I find Albert in one piece then I reckon he
should slip you a few quid by way of a thank you.”

“Fat
chance of that. I’m more likely to start shitting gold-plated
turds.”
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I left George to
update his mate on developments and made my way out into sunlight
and fresh air. As things went, it wasn’t a bad start to
proceedings. Assuming George knew his onions, I’d already found out
Albert had almost no family and none anywhere nearby. He’d also not
got much in the way of mates. What I didn’t like so much was
George’s view of his absent mate as being a slippery number with a
taste for dodgy dealings. That wasn’t the kind of thing that
sounded like it was going to make my job any easier.

It was quarter to
twelve, or thereabouts. Bit early for something to eat, but what I
did need to do was buy my old mum a card. It was her birthday the
following Monday and she’d asked me and my sis, Kim, round for
dinner. Love my mum and I didn’t want to forget to pick up a really
nice card in plenty of time. It’s always the same if you leave it
to the last minute; no matter how many shops you go in, you can
never find one you like, so you end up buying some boring old
rubbish with a picture of flowers on the front. Speaking of which,
I would leave it ’til Monday to buy her a bunch of roses, because
they’d start wilting if I bought them two days early. My mum always
likes a nice, big bunch of roses; red if you can get them.

A couple of hundred
yards down the road from the pub there was a card shop, so I nipped
in and came out twelve minutes later mission accomplished. Took me
ages to make up my mind between two cards; I left behind the one
with a saucy seaside joke and took the one with a picture of a
young boy cuddling with his mum. I’m such a softie, it’s
embarrassing.

With that little job
done, I picked up a piping hot Cornish pasty from a baker’s, then
ate it on the hoof as I made my way across town to the office. It
may have been the weekend, but I still liked to poke my head in
there, just in case there was anything that needed attention. Being
a private investigator is one of those jobs where you’re never
really off the clock, even when you tell yourself you are. If
something crops up in the middle of the night, or when you’re
tucking into your Sunday roast, then you’ve got to get on with it.
Bit of a pain sometimes, but I can hardly pretend it came as a
surprise after I opened for business.

Workwise, I was pretty
busy, with a handful of cases on the go. There always seems to be
someone wanting to find a good reason why they should divorce their
other half. A Mrs Gibbins from Catford had signed up with me,
insisting that her old man was having an affair with one of their
neighbours; a woman who’d only got divorced a couple of months
back. I’d just started work on that one and hadn’t yet been able to
decide if he was guilty as charged or as innocent as a newborn
lamb.

I also get a fair bit
of work from businesses. Sometimes they’re worried one of their
employees is fleecing them, either cash or goods. They’re usually
right and by the time they’ve made up their minds to employ someone
like me they’ve already pretty much worked it out and just need
some third-party to confirm things for them. The more interesting
cases are where they know someone’s got their fingers in the till,
but they don’t know who. That’s more like proper detective work,
that is.

Insurance companies
are the other old reliable. I’d got two cases on my books at the
time. One I’d finished working on and had sent in the written
report the insurance companies always ask for. A pain in the
backside, that was, having to spend time writing up a report;
usually in triplicate, with no spelling mistakes and in proper
Queen’s English. I usually get my sis, Kim, to do that for me. I’ll
dictate things to her and she’ll write it up on a typewriter. She’d
had to do
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