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Prologue




 


South Norwood Bus
Garage January 1962

 


“You’re in trouble, Bill. Big trouble. We’ve got to sort out
what you’re going to say in there and we haven’t got much time.
Paul French is gunning for you.”

Bill Patterson
stared into the mug of tea in front of him. The depot canteen was
extra-ordinarily quiet as drivers and conductors went out of their
way to avoid contact. So much for mates, he thought to himself, the
slightest thing and they don’t want to know.

Then reason set
in. It wasn’t the ‘slightest thing’, was it? He had been caught
doing what they all did and now he’d messed things up for
everyone.

He looked up
from the mug and met the steady gaze of Tom Arnold, the union
rep.

“It
was my son’s birthday,” he said, quietly, almost as if he was
talking to himself.

“I
can’t help it if it was so soon after Christmas,” his gaze dropped
once more to the mug of tea, “and neither can he.”

Tom Arnold
stared at him for some time. He sympathised but he wasn’t going to
jeopardise everyone else. Of course they would all pocket the
occasional threepence or even a sixpence. That was considered part
of the job, but to take fifteen shillings in one go was asking for
trouble. How did he expect to cover it up?

“Was
that why you took it, because it was your son’s birthday and you
were hard up after Christmas?”

“Of
course it was. I had no choice. The wife was always on to me
because we were so hard up. I couldn’t disappoint him. He was ten
years old. I had to make his birthday, you know, memorable for
him.”

“Well, we can’t go in saying that. We need to say that you
lost it and then tried to make the paperwork balance and got into a
mess. You know, like you need more training. Can you replace
it?”

Bill shook his
head.

“I’m
skint. I used my last threepenny bit to buy this tea,” he pushed it
away in disgust, “which has now gone cold.”

Just then
Inspector Harvey, the one who had reported Bill for cash
discrepancy, strode into the canteen and beckoned to them both to
come to him.

“Here we go, come on Bill. Now don’t forget what I said. You
lost it and tried to balance the paperwork. It’s your only
chance.”

Despite the tea
being cold, Bill Patterson lifted the cup to his mouth and drank,
all the while staring at Inspector Harvey. The hatred in his eyes
was not lost on the Inspector. He could have let it go, or at least
given him the chance to put it right but no, not him. He had to try
and make a name for himself. Getting angrier by the minute, Bill
followed Tom over to where the Inspector was waiting.

“The
General Manager will see you now. Follow me.”

With that,
Inspector Harvey turned on his heels and the two men
followed.

The conference
room in the depot contained a long, highly polished table. Three
men, Paul French, the General Manager, Richard Duffey, the
Personnel Manager and Howard Green, the Regional Director from
London Transport who happened to be visiting the depot that day,
sat along one of the long sides. Bill Patterson, accompanied by Tom
Arnold, stood at the other.

“Do
you know why you’re here, Patterson?”

Paul French’s
words were almost spat out in an attempt to impress the Regional
Director. He stared at Bill, almost daring him to come up with an
explanation. Bill returned his stare with hatred and contempt. The
look had its affect and French turned away first. Bill made eye
contact with the Regional Director and remained there. He wouldn’t
even look at French.

“I
lost some money.”

He continued to
stare at the Director and French raised his voice to try to get his
attention back.

“You
didn’t lose it, Patterson, you stole it and Inspector Harvey found
it in your locker. Isn’t that right?”

He looked back
at French who was startled at the level of hatred he
saw.

“The
money in my locker wasn’t yours,…” he remembered Tom’s words just
in time, “… it was mine for my son’s birthday present.”

French turned to
Harvey.

“Inspector Harvey, will you tell us what you know of this
affair?”

Inspector Harvey
cleared his throat.

“I
carried out a routine check on Patterson’s paperwork after his
final shift of the day and discovered that he was fifteen shillings
short. I asked him to turn out his pockets and he only had one
shilling and seven pence on him. I then took him to his locker and
on the shelf I found a ten shilling note and two half
crowns.”

The Regional
Director, up until now, had had some sympathy for Bill Patterson
and he needed to know if it was justified.

“How
did he explain the fifteen shillings, Inspector?”

“He
didn’t sir, he just went quiet and said nothing when I took the
money and used it to make up the shortfall.”

The Director
looked puzzled.

“Didn’t he explain that it was for his son’s birthday
present?”

“No
sir, not a word.”

The Director
frowned. It didn’t look good. Surely, if what he said was true he
would have told the Inspector that. It didn’t look good at all. He
kept quiet and let French continue.

“What date is your son’s birthday?”

Bill narrowed
his eyes.

“Sixteenth of January.”

“And
why didn’t you mention that to Inspector Harvey when he found the
money in your locker?”

“I
don’t know, it was none of his business.”

Paul French
turned to his two companions in turn and had a whispered
conversation with each of them. They seemed to reach
agreement.

“Right, Patterson, I don’t believe your story or you would
have mentioned it at the time. I believe you did steal that money
and it may well have been for your son’s birthday as you now say,
but that is beside the point. Theft is theft and will not be
tolerated nor condoned. Your employment is hereby terminated and
you will suffer loss of wages to date. You should consider yourself
lucky that we are not handing you over to the police. We certainly
don’t want it known that we have employed a thief.”

He turned to
Inspector Harvey.

“Inspector Harvey, you will escort Patterson to his locker.
You will enable him to pick up his personal effects and remove
anything belonging to London Transport from him. Then, you will
escort him off the premises.”

Tom Arnold, who
had been standing next to Bill during the whole proceedings,
touched his arm and ushered him out of the room, followed by
Inspector Harvey. Bill rounded on Tom.

“A
lot of use you were. So much for the union.”

He spoke the
words full of venom.

“Now
come on, Bill, you were caught bang to rights and now everyone is
going to have to go through extra checks. They won’t thank you for
this.”

Inspector Harvey
arrived then and took him to his locker.

Twenty minutes
later Bill Patterson was stood on the street outside the depot. He
watched as his bus, a 197 to Caterham Valley with a relief
conductor on board, made its way out of the garage. He looked at
his watch. Ten to three. He wasn’t due home until just after eight
o’clock. How the hell was he going to explain this to his
wife?

He started to
walk, getting angrier with each step he took.

You’ll pay for
this, French. You’ll all pay for this. They’re all at it, it’s not
just me. They’ll be sorry. I’ll make them sorry. You see if I
don’t.


 


 


 



Chapter One









Jill approached
Inspector Downland’s office with trepidation. She carried the
hurriedly scribbled notes she’d made when she’d taken the call. A
body found on top of a bus and, from what the officer had said
who’d given her the info, it had to be a murder. She couldn’t
believe her luck. Her first day on the job and already a murder
that needed investigating.

Suddenly, she
stopped in her tracks.

Only her first
day. Inspector Downland had just come back from an exchange in
America. He didn’t know her. How much had they told him? How much
had Superintendent Mahoney told him? She knew that although Mahoney
had appointed her to CID, it was obvious that she wouldn’t have
been his first choice. He’d admitted as much in her
interview.

Oh God! Please,
please let me get this one. It’s my chance to show what I can do as
a member of CID and not just an interfering plod. She thought of
Maisie. She always thought of Maisie when things got tough. What
was it she had said,

“…just carry on like before…you’ve been doing the job almost
from day one,… you can show them what a woman can do…”

Her head still
spinning with doubt and uncertainty, she knocked on Inspector
Downlands door.

“Come in!”

She opened the
door and peered around the side. Inspector Paul Downland was sat at
his desk with Sergeant Roberts stood at his side. She was grateful
for a familiar face. Sergeant Roberts smiled at her.

“Ahh, come in Jill,” he turned to Downland, “This is her,
Guv’nor, this is Woman Detective Constable Jill Bennett that I was
telling you about. Our newest member of the team.”

Jill smiled
weakly and entered the room. She still hadn’t got used to the rank.
Jill and Inspector Downland looked at each other for some time,
each trying to gain a first impression. Jill noted that the
Inspector obviously kept himself in shape. He was tall with a fine
physique and a strong face. His eyes were piercing and seemed, to
Jill, to be looking right through her. Then, to Jill’s relief, his
face cracked into a wide smile. He stood and held out his
hand.

“Pleased to meet you WDC Bennett. Jill, is it? You’ll have to
excuse me while I get used to a female member of the team. There
hasn’t been one in all the time I’ve been at Croydon. I had a note
in my desk from Lieutenant Bridges all about you and with what
Sergeant Roberts has been telling me,” Jill’s smile got wider,
“thank God that Superintendent Mahoney told me what he
thought.”

Jill’s smile
disappeared.

“Anyway, what can I do for you?”

Jill consulted
her notes.

“I’ve just taken a call from the radio room about a body found
on top of a bus at South Croydon Garage. I’ve told them I’ll get
right on over there.”

“Oh,
will you now?” He turned to Sergeant Roberts. “It seems you’ve got
some work to do instructing her how we do things in
CID.”

He turned back
to Jill.

“Just because you answered the phone doesn’t mean that you get
the job. It sounds like we need experience for this
one.”

He turned back
to Roberts.

“Get
over there Steve, you’d better take Chambers. I’ll be over as soon
as I clear with the Super.”

Roberts
immediately turned to leave and ushered Jill out of the office at
the same time. When they were safely in the corridor he spoke
quietly to Jill.

“Let
this be your first lesson. The Guv’nor and I allocate the various
cases, not you.”

They were now in
the squad room and Jill went over to her desk feeling as though her
world had fallen in. She hadn’t meant to do anything wrong just be
efficient and get someone over to the bus garage as soon as
possible. However, the lesson had been learnt. Next time, she said
to herself, I’ll go to the scene first.

She sat at her
desk feeling very despondent. She heard Roberts call
out.

“Chambers, grab your coat, you’re with me at South
Croydon.”

She watched as
Colin Chambers got his jacket from the back of his chair and made
his way to the door. Sergeant Roberts was already there and he
looked across at Jill.

“Bennett! You too!”

Her faced
creased into a grin that was beyond any sort of control. She
grabbed her little case and made for the door, begging her face to
behave itself.

***

Maisie McDonald
sighed. She put the morning paper down beside her on the couch. She
looked across the room and smiled as she saw the mess Jill had left
behind after leaving for work. It was Maisie that would be clearing
it up but, that didn’t matter. All she knew was that since meeting
Jill she had smiled much more than she used to. For all her faults,
Jill had brought sunshine into her life. Sunshine that she’d always
longed for but had been convinced she would never get.

She thought back
over her life. Her thoughts went back to the war years and her time
as an agent with the Special Operations Executive. She always
started there. Her childhood, unlike Jill’s, had not been happy. It
had made her want to cling on to people and , up to now, they had
always let her down.

She’d operated
in France and had earned a formidable reputation as a fearless, get
the job done at any cost, operative. She’d put it down to the
impetuosity and foolhardiness of youth. She’d only been twenty-one
when the war ended but, for the previous two years, she had been a
thorn in the Nazi’s side. Her training had been intense and she had
soaked it up like blotting paper.

After the war
she had thought about staying in the service and making it her
career but then she’d met her husband. Charles Macdonald was a
Major in the Intelligence Corps and he swept her off her feet. They
were married within six months and Maisie left the service to keep
house for him. He transferred from Intelligence to MI5 and, while
Maisie accepted the demands of his job, she now knew that she was
never really happy. Something was missing from her life and it
wasn’t until Jill came into it, around the same time that she was
widowed, that she realised what it was.

Maisie got up
and started to gather up the clothes Jill had discarded while
trying to figure out what she would wear for her first day at work.
Her first day as a full member of CID. Maisie was pleased for Jill,
she knew that being a detective was her lifelong
ambition.

What she didn’t
want, though, was a repetition of her marriage. She decided that
she would not be the stay-at-home wife that she had been. She would
support Jill in any way that she could. And she knew she could.
She’d been there at the end of Jill’s last big case. The case that
had finally got her into CID.

The front room
was beginning to look far tidier and Maisie walked towards the
kitchen. She knew that the sink was full of dishes and cutlery from
breakfast and the previous night’s supper. As she stepped into the
hall a shadow was thrown across the glass panel in the front door
and Maisie stopped.

She watched as a
number of envelopes were pushed through the letterbox and she went
to retrieve them. She picked up five envelopes and carried them
into the kitchen. She placed them on the kitchen table and turned
towards the sink. She would look at the mail when she had a cup of
tea, later. Probably only bills, anyway.

Her smile
re-appeared with thoughts of Jill. Later, she would chide herself
but she couldn’t know that her life was about to be thrown into
turmoil. That she was going to discover things about her husband
that would shock her to the core. That in trying to help Jill with
her work, she would be helping herself in ways that she couldn’t
imagine. That it would all be kicked off by one of the letters on
the table.

***

Bill Patterson
peered through the net curtains as his wife, Marjory, left to go
shopping. He sighed with relief as she went through the gate and
turned to walk to the bus stop. Since losing his job on the buses
he’d changed. Gone was the laid back, easy going fellow that
everyone knew. Now he was introverted, never starting a
conversation and only replying to questions with grunts.

“Get
out there and look for work, for God’s sake. My wages from the shop
won’t cover the rent let alone let us live.”

Marjory’s words
seemed to fall on deaf ears and she despaired. Little Bill was
going up to secondary school this year and there would be all sorts
of expense. None of this mattered to Bill. All he was concerned
with was his revenge on London Transport and, in particular, the
management at the South Norwood Garage.

He turned from
the window and made his way down the garden to his shed. There was
a padlock on the door and no-one, and he meant no-one, could get
in. Not without his say-so. He’d been pleasantly surprised when
Marjory had agreed not to go down there.

“If
you want to lock yourself away down there, that’s fine by me. Mind
you, I still want help around the house. Just because you’re not
going out to work doesn’t mean you can get lazy.”

He extracted the
key from his trouser pocket and took hold of the hefty padlock. It
was a huge, six lever job that, in reality, was far too big for the
flimsy shed door. He unlocked it and was soon in the comforting
confines of his shed. His den, where he was in charge and no-one
could tell him what to do.

After bolting
the door from the inside, with a bolt far larger than was
necessary, he walked over to the bench. Slowly, he picked up a
rolled-up leather pouch and took comfort from its weight. He knew
what it contained and with mounting excitement he began to unroll
it.

Soon, it was
flat on the bench and Bill gazed lovingly at the scalpels and
knives that it contained. He picked up a scalpel and turned it over
in his hands. It was perfectly clean with no trace of the person it
had been used on. It felt good in his hands, perfectly balanced as
he sliced through the air.

Carefully, he
replaced the scalpel in its pocket and swept his gaze over the
others. There were seven in all, just enough for what he had
planned. Each victim would have a different knife. He thought that
was clever. He’d seen programmes on the television where the
criminal was caught because they used the same weapon. Not
him.

Seven knives and
seven victims. He only really wanted two, French and Harvey from
the bus garage. He thought of Tom Arnold too because he hadn’t
helped him much but he was still thinking about that. The two he
would use on French and Harvey he’d already chosen. The rest were
to be used on victims who, he hoped, would cover up his connection
with the two that mattered. That was the other statistic he was
aware of. In ninety percent of murders, the victim knew the
murderer.

He’d allowed a
respectable time to elapse since his sacking from his job. It made
sense, he thought, to distance himself from his victims and throw
the police off the scent. Unlike the other five, Harvey and French
would know why they’d died but nobody else would. He took pride in
planning the perfect crime and he’d used the time
profitably.

Unbeknown to his
wife he had assembled seven changes of outfit that he would destroy
completely after each job. The most important items were seven
pac-a-macs that he would wrap himself in as he escaped. He knew
that there would be a lot of blood and the macs would cover him
nicely. Running away covered in blood would be a sure give-away and
could get him arrested. Not him. Not even with the little game he
was playing. He bet that they wouldn’t even see the clue, let alone
act on it.


 


 


 



Chapter Two









Sitting in the
back seat of the speeding police car thrilled Jill like never
before. She had ridden many times like this, once all the way to
Dover, but never to a case of murder as a fully-fledged member of
CID. Now she felt part of the team and not just an interfering
on-looker. She fidgeted with her little case, the one she would
take to all crime scenes. It was Maisie’s idea and in it she had
packed everything she thought she would need on an initial
visit.

Sergeant Roberts
was driving with bells ringing and blue light flashing. It was good
to see the other drivers on the road pulling over to let them pass.
They came upon a speeding ambulance that they guessed was going to
the same place.

“There’s no point trying to overtake this. He’s probably going
to the same place we are.”

Sergeant
Robert’s words were calm and controlled. Jill smiled to herself.
That was a side of experience she would develop in herself. Keep
calm whatever the situation. She knew that she felt excited and
could easily have shown it but it would not be right. Especially in
front of Detective Constable Chambers. She knew she was the new
girl on the block but there was no need to advertise it.

“When we get there,” Roberts looked sideways towards Chambers,
“you and I will secure the crime scene. Jill, you seek out the
senior management and make sure that they keep themselves available
for interview as well as whoever discovered the body.”

Jill felt
herself sag. That’s not what she wanted at all. She needed to see
the crime scene before it was disturbed. That was her forté. She
thought of trying to argue but realised that she shouldn’t. She was
lucky to be here at all so she shouldn’t argue with the person who
had invited her. With a bit of luck all the people she needed to
see would be right there so that she could tell them what she
needed to and then get up to the scene. It was important to her
that she saw the body before it was moved.

She fidgeted
once more with her case. One of the things inside was the miniature
camera that Maisie had given her. She could photograph the scene
before it was disturbed. She knew that eventually the boffins would
arrive with their protective coats and shoes but by the time they
got started vital evidence could have been lost.

She swayed to
the left as the car pulled out to overtake the ambulance at the
traffic lights at the junction with Coombe Road. They sped past the
Swan and Sugar Loaf pub and thirty seconds later swung into the
forecourt area of South Croydon Bus Garage. A crowd had gathered
around the bus and Jill hoped that the people she needed were among
the throng. She was out of the car just as it screeched to a halt
followed closely by Chambers and Roberts.

“Stand back, everyone! Croydon CID! Stand back and let us
through!”

Jill’s words had
the desired effect and a path opened up to the rear platform of the
bus. Jill noticed a well-dressed man by the bus and hoped that he
was something to do with the management.

“Excuse me, sir. Are you with London Transport?”

“Yes. I’m David Delaney, the general manager of this
depot.”

“Right, sir. I want you to get all the management together and
make yourselves available for interview. Also we need to speak to
whoever it was the found the body.”

She noticed that
his eyes seemed to glaze over.

“Is
that clear, sir? Sir?”

She shook his
arm and he focused upon her. She was relieved to see that he was
paying attention.

“Oh,
yes. Management and the conductor. Ok officer we’ll all assemble in
my office. Of course, the bus shouldn’t be here at all, really. The
driver only pulled in here when he heard there was a body on
board.”

Believing that
she had done her job Jill jumped up onto the platform of the bus
and followed Chambers up the stairs. When she got to the top,
Chambers and Roberts were stood still just looking at the carnage
at the front of the bus. The body was slumped at an awkward angle
in the seat with the head hanging back staring at the ceiling.
Whoever had cut his throat had almost severed his head.

Blood was
spattered all over the front window. Shot there by the dying beats
of the heart as the carotid artery was severed. Jill opened her
case and took out the camera.

“May
I, Skip? We need a record of the scene before it’s
disturbed.”

Roberts dragged
his eyes away from the body and looked at Jill. She wasn’t sure if
he’d heard her correctly. She held up the camera.

“A
record, Skip. Before it’s trashed?”

Roberts nodded
and Jill slowly made her way along the aisle. She noticed a blood
stain on the back of one of the seats. It must have been where the
murderer steadied themselves as they made their escape. Jill hoped
that the boffins could do something with it. Suddenly, it felt
slippery underfoot and Jill looked down to see that blood had oozed
along the floor.

She lifted the
camera to her eye and, peering through the viewfinder, she pressed
the tiny button. She collapsed the camera and pulled it open again
to wind on the film. She’d taken four or five pictures before she
was joined by Roberts and Chambers. They looked at the body and
flinched with Chambers having to look right away. The neck had been
opened by a huge gash that would have shocked the most hardened
detective.

Roberts then
came to his senses.

“What are you doing, Jill? I told you to make sure that the
people we need to talk to are available. You’re not supposed to be
up here.”

Roberts words
made Jill stop. She looked straight at him.

“I’ve done that Skip. They’ll all be in the General Manager’s
office.”

Chambers got
hold of Jill’s arm.

“This isn’t the first time Skip’s done this Jill. Stand back
and let him do his job.”

With that he
pulled her gently so that she was standing behind him. As the two
men examined the body and the seat Jill took the time to photograph
the bloody smudge on the seat half way down the aisle. She then
returned her camera to the case and took out a small torch.
Crouching down she looked under the seat. She wrinkled her nose at
the metallic smell. Everything, the floor and a few cigarette ends
were covered in blood. It seemed to be everywhere. As she looked
under the seat Jill saw something else. It was bloody but it also
shone. It was round and seemed to be lying on its side.

She reached into
her case once more and took out a little envelope. Gingerly, she
reached out and scooped it up with the bag. As she retrieved the
object and straightened up she could see that it was a button. The
sort you might get on a blazer. Later she would clean it and try to
identify it. It may have come from the murderer.

While Chambers
made notes in his notebook Roberts turned to Jill.

“Go
down now, Jill and see that everyone is where they should be. Start
talking to the staff to see exactly what happened when the bus
arrived at the garage. I want a complete record of the events. I’ll
join you later.”

“Ok
Skip.”

As Jill turned
to go back down the aisle of the bus, Roberts spoke
again.

“Oh,
and Jill, don’t take any nonsense. Anyone tries to give you the
run-around, arrest them and we’ll question them at the
nick.”

Jill
smiled.

“Don’t worry, Skip.” She looked at Chambers. “It’s not the
first time I’ve done this either.”

***

Making sure that
everything was back in its place, Bill Patterson carefully locked
the shed door and secreted the key to his pocket. He walked back
along the path to the house feeling elated. On the day he was
dismissed from his job it seemed that it was all over. Instead, his
life had been transformed. The feeling of power he felt was like a
drug to him. The effect it would have on those that had tried to
finish him was almost too sweet to bear.

He opened the
back door and stepped into the kitchen just as the front door
slammed. He guessed it was his wife returning with the little
shopping she could afford. When she struggled into the room his
mouth dropped open in surprise. She was carrying three bags, all
full to the brim.

“What the hell have you got there? How did we afford all
this?”

His words were
answered with a smile that she couldn’t hide.

“You’re not the only one who can take things that don’t belong
to them,” she said. “It’s about time we had some luck and when I
was out, we had some.”

He looked from
his wife to the bags and back again.

“It’s ok. When I was waiting for the bus a man came up to me
asking for directions to an address on a piece of paper that he
took out of his wallet. As he left, instead of putting his wallet
back in his pocket he dropped it. It had twenty pounds in it so
I’ve used some to stock up on food and things. We’ll be ok for a
while, at least.”

She looked at
her husband, hoping that he wouldn’t question her further. She knew
the wallet had contained forty pounds but the other twenty was for
her emergency fund. She didn’t know when her husband would find
work again and little Bill would be needing a new school
uniform.

“Put
the kettle on,” she said, “while I put this lot away. We’ll have a
good dinner tonight.”

Later, that
night, still feeling flush from her good fortune, she stared at the
ceiling with the traces of a smile permanently on her lips. She
listened as her husband quietly snored beside her. She thought of
the shopkeeper that had served her. He’d been so handsome and with
a smile that melted her heart. She was sure that he looked at her
with more than a passing interest. Perhaps, she thought, there
might be a way for her, and little Bill, to improve their lives
even more.

***

When Jill
finally arrived home that evening, she was more than a little
tired. She let herself in through the front door looking forward to
telling Maisie all about her day over a nice cup of tea. As she
shut the door, she frowned. The house was silent and Maisie usually
always had the wireless playing. Hanging her coat on the hanger by
the door, Jill walked into the living room.

She stopped
suddenly. All at once she took in the scene before her. The mess on
the floor where cupboards had been emptied and their contents
strewn about. Maisie was sat on the couch staring into
space.

“Maisie!”

Maisie looked at
her and immediately came out of her reverie. With a sob she hurried
across the room into Jill’s arms and held onto her. Jill
instinctively wrapped her arms around Maisie and hugged her
close.

“Maisie, whatever’s happened? Has there been a
break-in?”

Maisie leant
back and looked into Jill’s eyes.

“No.
I’m sorry about the mess, it was just me looking for something.
Something to make sense of it all.”

Jill
frowned.

“Start at the beginning. What on earth has
happened?”


 


 


 



Chapter Three









Jill had taken
Maisie into the kitchen and sat her at the table. After making tea
for them both she was ready to find out what was going
on.

“Right. Let me have it. What’s happened?”

Maisie said
nothing but placed her hand on an envelope that was lying on the
table and that Jill hadn’t noticed. She slid the envelope across to
Jill.

“Read this. It came this morning but I only got round to
opening it about an hour ago.”

Jill frowned and
picked up the envelope. She noticed that it was addressed to Major
Charles McDonald. Inside was a single sheet of paper with a type
written message on it.

Charles,

The
letter you sent two years ago has only just been discovered and we
were very concerned at the accusations you make.

As
we haven’t heard from you in the meantime I hope I can assume that
your threats are just that. Threats.

You
know that we are here to defend the country and secrecy is our
greatest weapon. We cannot, therefore, allow you or anyone else to
expose us.

The
country is at a critical time and we are needed more than ever. At
one time I had hoped that you may join us but you have made it
clear that that will not happen. I need your assurances that you
will take no action against us and that we may do our work without
hindrance.

Please act on this letter Charles to avoid further action,
action that will threaten your son. Ring on the usual number and
let us know when and where we may expect to hear from
you.

Do
it now!

Cerberus

Jill read the
letter twice before putting it back on the table.

“What does it mean?”

Maisie slowly
shook her head.

“I
haven’t got the foggiest idea. None of it makes sense to me. A son?
As far as I knew Charles had no son.”

“There’s no return address so you couldn’t reply even if you
wanted to. When they, whoever they are, don’t hear from Charles
they’re liable to come calling. We’d better make this official,
Maisie. I can’t go to work knowing that you could be in
danger.”

Jill held
Maisie’s hand and looked into her eyes. Her brow furrowed as she
noticed that Maisie had become devoid of emotion. Her words were
flat and expressionless.

“I
don’t want to report this, yet, Jill. If there are secrets to come
out I don’t want Charles’s reputation ruined when he’s not here to
defend himself.”

“But, Maisie, these people sound like they mean business. I
don’t want you put at risk.”

Maisie smiled
coldly.

“I’m
not at risk, Jill. There’s no mention of me. They probably know
nothing of me. If Charles was involved in something dangerous, it
would be just like him to protect me. If they’d known about me they
would have threatened me, not some son I’ve never heard of. No. If
anyone calls I’ll just be the housekeeper. I’m not at risk Jill,
but I will get to the bottom of it.”

The women went
to bed that night without discussing Jill’s first day at CID at
all. Jill went, concerned for the woman she loved and Maisie went
to bed with mounting determination. As she put her arm around Jill
and cuddled up to her back she vowed that she would protect Charles
and Jill and God help anyone who tried to stop her.

***

As Jill and
Maisie prepared for bed, Sergeant Roberts was still sat at his desk
studying the police photos that had been taken at the scene of the
murder. It was a particularly vicious murder and he knew it would
be investigated in the full glare of publicity. It was late in the
evening but the men of CID didn’t knock off at five. Stood beside
the desk was Detective Constable Chambers. He was the first to
speak.

“Skip, they’re showing the same scene I remember but I don’t
see anything particularly helpful. No immediate clues.”

“Stephen!”

Sergeant Roberts
turned in his chair, knowing full well who had called his name. To
all the men, sorry, men and a lady of the Squad office, he thought
to himself, he was Skip or Skipper, to everyone else at the station
he was Sergeant Roberts but to the Governor, Detective Inspector
Paul Downland, he was Stephen.

“In
here, Guv.”

Paul Downland
strode into the office, grabbed a loose chair which he placed
beside the desk and sat down.

“Sorry I couldn’t make the scene earlier. Superintendent
Mahoney had other ideas and never mind if there’s a murder waiting.
What have we got?”

Sergeant Roberts
slid the photos over to where the Guv’nor could see them better and
gave him a quick update.

“The
body’s been taken to the Mortuary and we’ve, naturally, impounded
the bus. The boffins are going over it with a fine tooth
comb.”

Downland nodded.
Roberts turned to Chambers.

“Got
your notebook, Colin?”

Colin Chambers
withdrew it from his pocket and placed it in front of the two men.
Roberts picked it up and flipped it open.

“We
interviewed the General Manager and other members of their staff
who were at the depot at the time. We also spoke at length to the
conductor who had found the body. He’s an older guy coming up for
retirement. Naturally, he was pretty shook up. As you can see, it’s
not a pretty site.”

Downland
glanced, once more, at the photos. Roberts continued.

“The
victim was a Mr William Pike of Denning Avenue. Apparently he
caught the bus every day to and from work always getting off just
before the bus garage. He worked at Local and Provincial Insurance
Company in George Street.”

“What about his family?”

“I
took Jill Bennett with me to tell his wife the terrible news. Jill
was brilliant and stayed with her until her sister arrived from
Coulsdon.”

“How
did the wife react? All seem normal?”

“Well, if she’s involved in her husband’s murder, she’s a good
actress. I would say she was devastated.”

Paul Downland
slowly nodded his head.

“Well, we know that victims often know their killer. I would
suggest some more background checks on the family and, tomorrow,
we’ll visit his place of work, see if there is any jealousy or
anger with him there.”

“Okay, Guv. Oh, there’s one more thing. Jill Bennett carries a
little case with her when she visits crime scenes. In it she had
one of those miniature cameras, you know, like spies have. She took
some pictures of the scene too. We haven’t got those
yet.”

Paul Downland
raised an eyebrow.

“How
was she? You Know, when she saw the body?”

“Very cool, Guv.” It was Chambers who answered. “I had to look
away when I first got there but Jill, well, she was right there you
know, examining the wounds up close, like she didn’t want to miss
anything.”

Downland looked
back at Roberts.

“Where is she now?”

Roberts shifted
in his seat. He didn’t know if Downland would like this.

“We
left her at the scene. After we’d interviewed everyone involved and
the boffins had started work she asked to stay. She’s got this
thing that the clue is always at the scene. She wanted to watch the
boffins, I suppose.”

Downland thought
for a while, turning over in his mind all he’d been told about Jill
Bennett.

“Is
she going to be an asset to us?”

Roberts
smiled.

“I
should say so, yes. I think we’re lucky to have her. This will be
the third big case she’s been involved with. The Super thought she
was interfering but she was the reason we solved both the previous
ones. Mahoney wanted to have her transferred. I think we’ll be glad
he didn’t manage it.”

“Well, I’ll keep an open mind. Let’s see how she performs but
keep a tight rein on her. I don’t want the Super to be able to
claim he was right all along. I had the chance to refuse her. It
would make me look stupid.”

Paul Downland
went back to his own office before leaving for the night. Roberts
carefully gathered up the photos and put them in the top drawer in
his desk.

“Goodnight, Skip. See you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight Colin. Bright and early.”

***

Bill Patterson
sat in his shed, all alone and extremely worked up. Had he made a
mistake? The thought wouldn’t leave him. He’d brought the murder
weapon away with him. He’d destroyed all the clothes he had worn to
do his work, including his shoes. But, had he made a
mistake?

Death had been
mercifully quick. He’d learnt at the library that cutting the
throat produced a quick death providing the carotid artery was
severed. The brain shut down very quickly without its blood supply.
He knew he’d cut deep enough to achieve that. He also knew from the
amount of blood that shot out all over the front of the
bus.

To all the
camouflage victims he wanted to be merciful. Their deaths were only
to mask the true targets, after all. No, he would kill them quickly
and virtually painlessly. No problem. But, had he made a mistake.
All he’d done was kill him. Shouldn’t he have taken something so
that it looked like a robbery? The police will be looking for a
revenge motive as nothing was taken.

He took a swig
from the beer bottle on his bench. He tried to force himself to
calm down. Think about it, he told himself. Think about it. When
they discover the next one, he thought, which should be tomorrow, I
will take something. Then the two crimes will be different. That
will cause some confusion. Yes. It was getting clearer now. He
hadn’t made a mistake but he could have; he would have to think
things through more carefully each time.

He took another
swig from the bottle and was beginning to be at peace with himself.
He really was a master criminal. He would have the police running
around in circles but French and Harvey would be panicking. He
smiled to himself. The thought pleased him. I can do this anytime I
want. They’ll never catch me, even with the clue I’ll leave them.
Suddenly he had a brainwave.

He reached for a
pencil and the pad that was on the bench. He would write down
everything he had to do to make sure that they couldn’t catch him.
Ha ha, I’ll teach them they can’t just sack me. Not if they want to
get away with it.

He started to
draw a grid on the page. He ended up with the page covered in seven
squares. In the top corner of each one he wrote a number. He
numbered the squares randomly with one at the top and number two at
the bottom. Carefully, he began to fill in the details of number
one. When it made the papers he’d find out who he had killed and be
able to complete the entry.

Suddenly, there
was a knock on the shed door and he froze.

“Bill, I’ve brought you a cup of tea.”

He let out his
breath with relief. It was only Marjory. He put down the pencil and
walked over to the door. He pulled back the bolt and opened it.
Marjory held out a cup and saucer.

“Here you are. I thought you might like this. Are you going to
be long?”

She was smiling.
He tried to clear his head. Had to get rid of the thoughts of
killing.

“Th…thank you. No I won’t be long.”

“Good because I thought we could have an early night. Know
what I mean?”

Her smile got
broader and he knew exactly what she meant. He supposed that she
couldn’t help not knowing that he had more important things to
worry about. But, it didn’t matter. He would perform his duty as he
always had and she would be grateful. As she always was.

“Th..thank you,” he repeated and took the cup and saucer from
her. She tried to look past him into the shed but he ensured that
she could only see him and not what was behind him. He watched her
walk away with a swing to her gait that was full of hope. When she
reached the house he silently closed the shed door.

In the house
Marjory began to hum a little tune. The smile was still on her lips
as she thought about the night to come. This was going to be good,
she decided, not because of Bill’s performance but because tonight
she had someone new to think about. It wouldn’t be Bill in bed with
her it would be that nice man in the shop. She made up her mind to
find out his name.


 


 


 



Chapter Four









The next morning
Jill and Maisie were up early, neither able to sleep after the
revelations of the day before. Over a cup of tea Maisie suddenly
grasped Jill’s hand.

“Oh,
you must think me terrible. Your first day on the job and I didn’t
even ask you how it went. Tell me, everything.”

Jill smiled. On
her way home last night she couldn’t wait to tell Maisie about all
that had happened but when she’d arrived that had all gone out of
the window.

“Well, I had a cup of coffee when I got there…” she said,
laughing.

Maisie squeezed
her hand and looked at her in earnest.

“I
don’t mean that, silly. What police work did you do?”

“Well, I’m sure it’ll be all over the Advertiser this week if
not the Nationals so I suppose I can tell you.”

Maisie squeezed
her hand tighter.

“You’d better tell me everything.” She smiled. “I need to know
everything about you and everything that happens to you. I love
you!”

“Well, I took a call that has turned into a big murder hunt. A
man’s head was nearly severed on the top deck of a one nine seven
bus. It was found when the bus got to the garage at South Croydon.
The biggest case on the books and I’m on the team!”

Jill’s sheer
pleasure was there for all to see and Maisie saw it all.

“That’s why I was late home. After we’d secured the scene, you
know for the boffins, we had to interview everyone at the garage
who might have seen something, especially the conductor of the bus.
After all, he must have seen the murderer. It appears that he
didn’t go onto the top deck after George Street because no-one went
upstairs. So, we know that the victim and his killer were together
up there since before then. We’ll be asking anyone who travelled on
that bus to call us. Somebody will have seen the murderer, they
just don’t know it yet.”

Maisie pictured
the scene. The killer must have been lucky. That was a busy part of
town. Or, did they have help?

“It
was done very quickly between George Street and the Swan and Sugar
Loaf pub at South Croydon. That was when the conductor says someone
from upstairs got off. Unfortunately, he was along the lower deck
collecting fares and didn’t get a look at him. Then, when a woman
went upstairs there was an all mighty scream and she came running
down. The conductor went upstairs and then told the driver to pull
into South Croydon Garage. Normally, the bus would have been going
to Caterham Valley.”

“Why
do you think it was a him and not a her?”

“You
should have seen the body. The head was practically off. No woman
did that, I’m sure.”

Jill got up and
retrieved her little
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