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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      I have played about with the dates of the Korean conflict in order to get characters when and where I want them. The war actually began in June 1950 and lasted for three years; however, for the purposes of this book, I have the war beginning about two years later than it did in actuality, and so the events concerning the war and DI Yarrow as described are now necessarily contemporaneous and their tracks on a convergent course. I have therefore not provided precise dates for any of the events depicted.

      This book is not a history of the war but a work of fiction, and as such, I have made use of artistic licence.

      However, the battles and the treatment of Allied Prisoners of War by their Chinese and North Korean captors, as described, are entirely accurate.

      
        
        The Korean War - ‘The Forgotten War’

        June 25 th 1950 - July 27 th 1953

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Camp One at Chongson

        Prisoner of War camp on the Yalu River.

        North Korea.

      

        

      
        Sometime in the early 1950s.

      

      

      ‘Confess. Confess,’ Major Pak, the North Korean camp commandant, screamed at him again, the spittle flying wildly from his mouth.

      Nineteen-year-old Billy Earnshaw was floating in a sea of agony. Suspended from a beam in the roof with his hands tied behind his back, his toes barely touching the floor. He felt as though his arms and shoulders were about to dislocate, to be physically torn from their sockets. Notoriously known as the pigeon torture, he did not know that such pain, such agony, could exist; he could not believe that the human body had the capacity to reach such thresholds of pain. He tried to relieve the agonising pressure on his shoulders by arching his feet downwards to try and take some of his weight on his toes and feet, but the strain only caused his calves to cramp, adding to his torment, unable to stretch and ease the cramping.

      ‘Confess, you must confess. Where did the escapers go? Who helped them escape? You helped them escape, didn’t you?’

      He knew what he had to confess to, but he could not give his torturers the information they wanted because he didn’t know it. If he did know, he would say so, anything to stay the agony. Chinese and North Korean faces swam before him, their voices a cacophony of incoherence.

      ‘Confess.’ Major Pak screamed again, punching Billy in the stomach, causing him to swing back, his feet off the ground, wrenching another scream from his tortured lungs. His torturers thought this to be extremely funny and so punched him again and again, swinging him back and forth like a pendulum, his screams of torment echoing around the interrogation shed, known as Pak’s Death House, to be mingled with the laughs and shouts of his captors.

      How long he had hung there he could not say: hours, days, months, time frozen in agony, sealed forever in torment, a dark horizon of pain stretching away for eternity. Suddenly, his captors released the rope, and he fell to the floor, a floor of hard-beaten earth, redolent with the sweat of agony, the bitter taint of blood from so many who had hung there before him.

      What was he even doing there? What was a farm boy from West Garside in Yorkshire doing in North Korea, or China, or Manchuria, wherever the fuck he was? Hell?

      Before he had been called up to National Service and sent out there, he had never even heard of North Korea. Or South Korea. Who was he fighting and what for? Why? All he knew was that he was fighting in the dark as hordes, tens of thousands of screaming, yelling, whistle-blowing Chinese troops swarmed out of the night to attack his company on some godforsaken hill in some godforsaken part of this godforsaken country, where even the people you were fighting for hated you.

      Fighting to stop North Korea from taking South Korea, what was it to him, who cares? Let them have it, foul, stinking country, so basic they even used human shit to fertilise the fields, the whole country stank, so why was he fighting for it? Why was he lying here in mortal agony, screaming in torment for a country and people who hated him? All he wanted was to go home, home to Cold Charity Farm on the southern slopes of the Gar River valley in Yorkshire.

      His arms and shoulders and chest were afire, his muscles and nerves and tendons ripped and torn, burning with deep-seared torment. He lay there gasping in waves of pain, tears streaming down his face.

      Major Pak lit up a cigarette, a Chinese brand, the tobacco coarse and the smoke harsh. He squatted down beside Billy, who could smell the garlic on his breath and oozing out from the pores of his skin. Pak placed the cigarette into Billy’s mouth and then carefully, gently, as a mother would a child, wiped away his tears. ‘Confess,’ he said quietly, tenderly stroking Billy’s face again. It was this small kindness that broke him.

      And so, Billy Earnshaw confessed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        St Timothy’s Church - West Garside. West Riding of Yorkshire.

        Circa mid-1950s

      

      

      Detective Inspector Christopher Yarrow led his new bride out of the church. Together, Christopher and Alison Yarrow briefly stood at the head of the steps before walking down between the ranks of assembled police officers, their truncheons drawn to form an arch. Confetti showered, and cheers rang in their ears.

      Then they stood for photographs, the bright sun shining on them as if in blessing. Photographs of the bride and groom together, the groom kissing the bride, bride and groom with the bridesmaids, bride and groom with their respective parents, in the case of Yarrow, only his father, George, now retired after many years serving as a missionary in the border town of Peshawar, North-West India, now part of Pakistan.

      India, where Yarrow had been born, where he had spent his early years, was now a distant memory, a memory of a country he had deeply loved and missed.

      His mother, Lucinda, who had returned to England with him when he had obtained a scholarship to Brookfield, a boarding school for the sons of the clergy, had passed away some years ago.

      ‘Mr Yarrow,’ shouted the photographer, ‘this way, please, sir, look this way,’ and reluctantly Yarrow turned as requested. He detested having his photograph taken, his face a burnt, scarred gargoyle after he had been doused in petrol and set alight by a deranged, vengeful girl.

      Alison Yarrow was now photographed with her bridesmaids, her sister Annabel and three of the nurses from the West Garside General Hospital where she worked, although Alison was determined to give up the job as soon as they started a family, something they intended to set about achieving as soon as possible.

      At last, the photographic formalities were over for the moment. Alison threw her bridal bouquet over her shoulder for it to be caught by Geraldine Bell, one of her bridesmaids, who squealed and jumped up and down in excitement. Yarrow and Alison then made their way to the white 1934 Rolls-Royce Phantom II wedding car to be driven to their reception at the ‘Golden Falcon’ hotel on Sheffield Road.

      They settled into the back seat of the Rolls as Alison’s bridesmaids gently pushed the voluminous white silk train of her dress into the car, making sure it would not be trapped when the door was closed. Slowly, sedately, the Rolls-Royce eased away from the kerbside, the restrained power of the V12 engine purring like a contented panther. White ribbons streamed away from the Spirit of Ecstasy mascot on top of the radiator to the top of the front door windows, fluttering gently with the movement of the car.

      Alison Yarrow picked up Christopher’s hand, a burnt, purpled nightmare of burns and skin grafts, and held it to her face, tenderly kissing the twisted, outraged skin.

      ‘I am the happiest woman alive,’ she said. ‘The absolute happiest, and I want to be the best wife you ever had,’ suddenly stopping in confusion as she realised what she had said. Yarrow’s first wife, Marie-Hélène, had died from cancer more than three years ago.

      ‘I…I…didn’t mean…that…she…was…not…I’m sorry,’ she mumbled in embarrassment.

      In turn, Yarrow held Alison’s hand to his lips. ‘We have never talked about it, about her, Marie-Hélène, I mean, and we should have done, I suppose. But we can talk about her now if you wish, but, listen, I am the luckiest of men. I have been blessed with two wonderful wives. Many men never manage even one. Marie-Hélène was then, and you are now. She will always be there, but you are not a replacement, you are an addition, the best that there ever could be.’

      ‘Thank you, darling. Please, I want to see all the photographs of…Marie-Hélène, I want you to tell me everything about her, and I will never ever be jealous if you think about her because she was a part of your life and I am part of your life. Part of your life forever, as is Marie-Hélène.’

      He kissed her hand and held it to his heart as the car drove up to the forecourt of the ‘Golden Falcon’ hotel, the cars transferring the other guests following on close behind. The manager of the Falcon, Andrew Maitland, escorted the Yarrows to the main reception hall, scurrying along before them, constantly looking back as if afraid they might get lost.

      Initially, they had wanted to hold the reception at the ‘Dog and Bacon’ public house on Wentmore Street in West Garside. (The ‘Dog and Bacon’ is the pub frequented by all the police officers stationed at Endeavour House, just across the road from the station, in fact. The pub sign shows a dog of indeterminate breed running away from a butcher’s shop with a small flitch of bacon in its mouth. The sign is not actually very well done, but the Garside locals enjoy the name of this pub, because it is ‘where the pigs drink’.)

      However, to their regret, they came to realise that the ‘Dog’ was just too small, even the main barroom was cramped, insufficiently large to cater for an extensive wedding party.

      Dan Brady, the landlord at the ‘Dog’, himself a retired ex-copper, was at first a bit peeved when Yarrow came to tell him that the reception was to be held at the ‘Falcon’, but he came to accept the reality that the ‘Dog’ could not manage such a large affair and accepted an invitation to both the service and the reception. It would give him an opportunity to criticise the catering of the rival establishment.

      The newlywed Yarrows could have held their wedding reception in several locations, Bellington Hall, for instance, on the outskirts of town, once the grand residence of the Bellington family, who had made their fortune in the manufacture of sweets.

      During the war, however, the Bellington family had turned the hall over to the Government for use as they thought fit. Initially used as a training base for local regiments, Bellington Hall was then turned into a hospital for recuperating wounded airmen. Most of the wounded men would return to active service, although there were those so severely injured that they could never return to active duties.

      It was here, whilst recovering from wounds suffered as a fighter pilot during the Battle of Britain, including the blinding of his left eye and the shattering of both legs, that Christopher Yarrow and Marie-Hélène Fayolle, an orthopaedic nurse who had fled from France just ahead of the invading Germans, met and fell in love.

      Crippling death duties made the family hand over the property to the National Trust, who then hired out the main hall for weddings or conferences.

      But the memories of Marie-Hélène were too strong and emotional for Yarrow to consider holding a reception with his new bride there.

      He could have considered the ‘Bristol Hotel’, a venue that frequently catered for wedding receptions (why it was called the Bristol Hotel when it was located in Yorkshire nobody could ever say), or another popular venue was the ‘Bridge Hotel’ in the village of Fenmoor, about six or seven miles out of town in the Hopedale Valley.

      But both Yarrow and Alison knew that the ‘Golden Falcon’ was where they wanted their reception to be held.

      Just about every serving officer in the West Garside force was at the reception, leaving only a disgruntled skeleton force to man the front desk and telephones. Any enterprising criminal with a sense of timing could have done well that day.

      After the meal and the speeches with obligatory near-the-knuckle jokes and innuendoes, the reading of congratulatory telegrams, the cutting of the cake and the opening and review of presents (some of which they actually wanted), the dancing began. Dancing to the music of the ‘Eddie Marples New York Syncopators Dance Band’, a band whose musical talents could best be described as enthusiastic rather than gifted, but they were the best that Garside had to offer, and Yarrow was always willing to support local enterprise, however untalented.

      The closest that Eddie Marples had ever been to New York in America was the racetrack at York, where he managed to lose a considerable amount of money backing a horse called ‘Blue Danube’, which Eddie had taken to be a musical good omen. Blue Danube, however, was about as successful at racing as Eddie was at running a dance band and came in last but one out of a field of twelve.

      Yarrow was a good dancer, Alison was competent but shy, but they danced their way through waltzes and a hesitant foxtrot before going upstairs to a rented room to change out of their wedding garb, ready to head off to Scotland for their honeymoon.

      Downstairs, the stars of the dance floor were PC Percy Copper and WPC Suzanne Fillmore, now recognised as a ‘couple’, although nothing official, i.e. no engagement, but in the language of the age, they were courting. Suzanne had turned out to be an excellent dancer, even though her ever-critical mother had been scathing when Suzanne first mentioned that she was going to dancing lessons. ‘Sooner teach a hippo to dance,’ her mother had said, further damaging Suzanne’s already fragile self-esteem.

      But she proved her mother wrong and Percy, after a hesitant, somewhat stiff, robotic start, had become a more than competent partner, although it was clearly Suzanne who was the leader in that particular team.

      Despite his losses at York races when Blue Danube failed to waltz home a winner, Eddie Marples still included Strauss’ immortal tune in his (limited) repertoire and struck it up again, waving his baton in vivid circular flourishes as his band, mostly in time and tune, enthusiastically swung into the spirit of old Vienna.

      Percy wanted a drink and was about to head to the bar when Suzanne held him back and pulled him to her for the dance. She was feeling giddy with happiness, not only for the happy couple or the two glasses of Champagne she had drunk during the reception dinner, but with the knowledge that she could deflect the endless bitter barbs that her mother continually threw at her. She had a career, a boyfriend, a beau as her Auntie Joan would say, (and of which she had had many) and nothing her mother could say could alter that. Suzanne assumed that her mother’s bitterness stemmed from her own unfulfilled life as housewife and drudge, but that was no good reason to take her resentments out on her only daughter whilst Terry, Suzanne’s brother, a wastrel who flitted from one meaningless job to the next, could do no wrong.

      She pulled Percy closer to her and then felt him pull away. Puzzled, she gently eased herself back towards him as they turned and discovered that Percy had an erection, and the thought suddenly thrilled her. There had been no sexual activity between Percy and her, apart from once when he hesitantly touched her breasts before pulling his hand away as though scalded, and most certainly she had not touched him, but the thought that he found her sexually attractive, in so obvious a manner, what was the word, empowered her, and she knew there had been a subtle but significant change in their relationship. She pulled him back against her again, turning their bodies away from the other dancers, feeling him still hard against her. Percy, crimson with embarrassment, tried to move away from her again, but she held him close. ‘Relax, Percy, relax,’ she whispered in his ear, ‘It’s fine. Really.’

      ‘Really?’

      ‘Really,’ but even so, Percy still danced like the Tin Man with severe rust in his joints, and the crimson ring around his neck took many minutes to subside as Suzanne smiled her secretive smiles, sensing that the next phase of her life was about to begin. And one she most definitely was not going to tell her mother about.

      Others on the floor that late afternoon were Superintendent Trevor Bullock and his wife, Bridget. Bullock was Yarrow’s best friend, a staunch colleague who helped Yarrow through the darkest days and darker nights following the death of Yarrow’s first wife, Marie-Hélène, from cancer, bleak times when solace was sought in a whisky bottle, solace sought without success, solace sought with increasing despair, but Bullock had brought Yarrow through. After a couple of waltzes and a stumbling, ill-footed foxtrot, he headed for the bar, leaving his wife to gossip with some of the other ladies, a pastime at which she was supreme.

      DC Harry Rawlings was there, dancing with his seven, almost eight-year-old daughter, Jessica, who was standing on his feet as he shuffled her around the floor. When the music stopped, she wanted another dance. ‘Later, sweetheart, I’ve got to dance with your mum now, else she’ll not be talking to me.’

      ‘Well, I won’t talk to you if you won’t dance with me,’ she said, flouncing away. ‘Little madam,’ Rawlings muttered fondly under his breath. Jessica could wrap him around her little finger, and she knew it. He beckoned his wife, Brenda, to join him on the floor for a cha-cha-cha. At first, she waved him away, ‘No,’ she mouthed, ‘I can’t, I can’t,’ but he insisted. Reluctantly, she got to her feet and joined Harry on the floor, only for her to be proved right. She could not cha-cha-cha or even cha-cha, hardly even a cha. Harry waved at Jessica across the floor, but she only pouted at him and then pinched her younger sister Victoria’s arm, causing her to cry. ‘For heaven’s sake, Jessica, can’t you behave for just five minutes?’ her father remonstrated, but she turned her back on him and refused to speak to him, at least, that is, until she wanted something.

      ‘She’s going to be trouble when she gets older,’ Harry said to Brenda.

      ‘That’s cos you spoil her rotten, and then when she can’t get her own way, she sulks or takes it out on Victoria.’

      ‘That’s right, blame it all on me.’

      ‘I’m not saying that, but you have to take a firmer hand with her, don’t indulge her all the time.’

      ‘Yeah, yeah. All right, look, let’s go and get a drink.’

      ‘You go; I’ll stay with the girls, but bring me a port and lemon when you come back.’

      ‘I hate Daddy,’ Jessica said as Brenda sat down next to her.

      ‘No, you don’t, sweetheart.’

      ‘Yes, I do. I’m never ever going to speak to him again. Ever,’ she said firmly, crossing her arms tightly across her body.

      ‘Suit yourself, Jessica, you always do anyway.’

      DS Marcus Harding sat on a hard chair to the side of the dance floor, disconsolate. He was not feeling very well, he had a heavy head cold, and the girl he had asked to accompany him to the reception, Mavis Appleton, had sent him a message to say that she was ill, but somehow, he did not believe her. He asked a passing waiter for another drink, his fourth, ‘Scotch, large one. No ice.’ He did not normally drink scotch, did not much like the taste, but, sod it, why not? He downed his drink in two gulps and then made a hurried exit to the toilets, where he threw up. Feeling wretched, he made his way out through the hall and out into the street to get some fresh air. Not feeling any better, he made his way back home and lay down on his bed and slept.

      Also on the dance floor was PC Keith Balderstone, large, solid and dependable, a more than useful second-row forward for the Garside Tigers Rugby Club first team. He was there with his new girlfriend, Tess, the sister of another Garside Tiger forward. She was a large girl who could easily play front-row forward herself (behind her back, she was known as Two Ton Tess, but Balderstone would not have cared, he liked his women large, ‘plenty of meat to get your teeth into’, as he put it).

      Actually, it was a bit cruel to call her Two Ton Tess, she was not more than a ton and a half, and together they lumbered around the floor like a pair of happy hippos. It is unlikely that they will be asked to join the Peggy Stanley Formation Dance Team (but Percy and Suzanne might, providing his erection subsides).

      Over at the bar, Supt Trevor Bullock is now well into his third double, make that triple, scotch with a pint of Duckworth’s Best Bitter as a chaser, regaling Sgt Armitage and a captive Harry Rawlings with rambling stories of his prowess as a batsman in a long-distant past when he could see over his belly to buckle on his pads and was able to run between the wickets, a feat long since behind him.

      ‘Fred Mackem were the bowler, Demon Fred they called ‘im. Big bugger he were, built like the proverbial brick shithouse, anyhow, ‘e comes barrelling in, fast he were an’ all, despite his size, and it were a real sizzler, coming in bollock-high, so I goes onto t’ back foot and hook it straight over the leg-side boundary (demonstrating the shot with a two-handed gesture, forgetting that he had his glass in his hand and splashing scotch down his sleeve) over t’ fence and into Laddley Brook, that runs alongside the ground, the longest six ever scored. You should have seen Demon Fred’s face, no’body ever took him for six like that…’

      Dave Armitage and Harry Rawlings nod in bored appreciation, anxious to get away but unable to as the Super carried on, how he scored a rapid-fire 50 against Wakefield before the war to save the match and bring the divisional title to Garside CC for the first time.

      Back on the dance floor, couples are moulded into each other as Eddie Marples plays yet another slow waltz.

      However, PC Alan Edgeley and his wife Mildred are not dancing. They sit at the side of the floor, barely speaking to each other after she had accused him of trying to look down Tess’s considerable cleavage, which he had not. Alan Edgeley loved his wife and had never looked at another woman, he had no desire to look at another woman, but Mildred was searingly jealous, accusing him almost daily of staring at this woman or that, having affairs with the women police in the station. She too believed that women had no place in the police force, but from a vastly different standpoint from the likes of Superintendent Bullock or Sgt Dave Armitage, who felt that women simply could not do the job as well as a man, whereas Mildred Edgeley thought that her husband was after every woman in the force. The corrosive acid of her jealousy was slowly eroding away the foundations of their marriage, which she could not see, assuming the increasing distance between them was further proof of his roving eye and infidelities.

      ‘For the last time, Mildred, I did not look down that lass’s dress.’

      ‘I saw you, eyes out on stalks, practically had your nose down her dress.’

      ‘And I’m telling thee I did not.’ And on and on and on they went, round and round in an ever-decreasing circle of recrimination, accusation and denial, neither willing to let it go.

      Outside, DI Yarrow’s white Riley RME has been drawn up onto the forecourt of the Falcon, and now PC Eustace Pink and David Davison, a new probationer copper, were tying tin cans and old boots onto the bumper and then taped a ‘Just Married’ sign to the rear window.

      Christopher and Alison came down the stairs from where they had changed and, to the cheers of the guests, climbed into the Riley and set off for their honeymoon in Scotland, the string and boots and tin cans clanking behind them as they drove away. The guests returned to the Falcon and headed to the bar or back to the dance floor.

      Percy and Suzanne danced another waltz, and as she snuggled in even closer to him, he became very conscious of her body against his again and felt his own body reacting, his erection in precise timing with his crimson blush. Suzanne could feel him and did not mind. She was in love.

      Still not speaking to each other, Alan and Mildred said their goodbyes and left, the argument continuing at home, much to the distress of their twin sons, Alec and Eric, a toxic relationship growing more poisonous by the day.

      The hardened drinkers clustered about the bar, set for the night, whilst one by one or two by two, other guests left and made their way home.

      All in all, most of the Garside force thought it had been a good wedding, and the DI had done them proud with the booze, even if he had served that French piss, champagne, at the reception rather than a decent pint.

      The next morning, there were a few thick heads and furry tongues, but the station was fully manned and, after all the excitement of the previous year, West Garside settled down to its normal, relatively crime-free existence, the shocking murder of Emily Black all but forgotten again.

      The case had been a sensation, not only in Garside, but nationwide, for it had been one of the most heinous crimes anyone could recall. Four-year-old Emily had been abducted from her hospital bed, raped and then had her head smashed in by a stone, causing fatal haemorrhage. It was only after an extensive investigation that ultimately involved fingerprinting the entire male population of West Garside and immediate environs that the killer was found. He had left his fingerprints on a glass found underneath the missing girl’s bed.

      Peter Grimshaw, her killer, was now dead, hanged at Armley Gaol in Leeds, but for a few weeks in the late summer and early autumn of last year, West Garside had been the centre of a media storm as the nation’s press descended on the small Yorkshire town, but now the circus had moved on to other newly sensational crimes, and that was exactly what the town wanted: to be quietly forgotten, not to be remembered as the scene of a horrific murder.
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      Albert Collinson hated his next-door neighbour. Hated him. It was all the fault of that bloody bird, parrot, macaw, giant-sized budgie, vulture, whatever you want to call it. All night. All day. Squawk, squawk, squawk, ‘Collinson’s a clot, Collinson’s a clot’ thrown in for good measure. Not to mention ‘I shit on Albert’ Squawk, squawk, squawk. If he could ever get his hands around that scrawny feathered neck!

      The party walls to the two-up and two-down terraced houses on Northwick Street were paper-thin. In fact, sometimes Albert thought there was only the rose wallpaper on the front room walls separating him from number 22 next door, that his hated next-door neighbour had removed all the bricks from his side of the wall just to make his, Albert’s, life even more of a misery with his fucking endlessly squawking parrot. Joey. Wouldn’t be surprised if he hadn’t tied a microphone around its neck to make it even louder. Bastard. One day, if I ever get my hands on it. No more squawk.

      It was the row over the leeks what had started it. How many years ago? Must be ten at least.

      How long do parrots live? Far too long in Joey’s case. I know a good taxidermist, if Tommy Hinton wants him stuffed once he karks it. Joey the parrot, that is, not Tommy Hinton. Stuff him myself, it comes to that. Stuff him with the fire irons if I had my way. Both on ‘em, come to that. Bastard.

      Squawk, squawk, fuck me, it’s off again. ‘That bloody bird is off again,’ he shouts to his wife Edith, up to her elbows in a big wooden tub on the kitchen worktop, where she is doing the weekly wash, a pair of his grey (once white) underpants draped over the edge of the bowl, the next item to be washed.

      ‘What?’ she shouts back, suds frothing about her arms like a swirling snowdrift, and then sneezes as the sharp tang of lye in the soap powder catches at her nasal passages.

      ‘I said, that bloody bird is at it again.’

      ‘For God’s sake, give it a rest, Albert. You can hardly hear it unless the window is open. That’s all you’re ever on about, that bird.’

      ‘It’s driving me crazy.’

      ‘You’ve always been crazy. Now give it a rest.’

      ‘I’ll strangle it one of these days, see if I don’t.’

      ‘I’ll strangle you if you don’t give it a rest,’ she said, wringing out a striped collarless shirt as if to demonstrate how she would throttle him… Giving the shirt a last shake before spreading it out on the drying rack suspended from the ceiling. When the rack was full, Edith would haul the rack up to the top of the room and fasten the cord to the bracket screwed to the wall. On fine days, she would dry sheets and the like in the back yard, but otherwise the clothes hung from the rack like executed rebels, broken-boned and dismembered.

      It was the leeks, the row over the leeks, and neither Tommy Hinton nor Albert Collinson could actually remember much about the cause of the row, which culminated in Albert accusing Tommy of spoiling his prize leeks, which Tommy denied but Albert did not believe him. Tommy ‘as always been jealous of my prize leeks, thought Albert. Tommy Hinton had never growed owt himself much bigger than a broad bean pod, whereas his, Albert’s, were fat and plump and tall and juicy and had won prize after prize, year in, year out, in the West Garside Garden and Flower Show. Had the war between them started when Tommy ruined his leeks, he wondered, brooding again over the feud with Tommy, once his best mate? Must have been.

      Had been growing them leeks for over a year, more than a year. Taking the ‘grass,’ tiny leeks no bigger than a blade of grass from the parent leek, a prize winner from afore, potting ‘em in the greenhouse in the allotment, keeping ‘em warm, turning them to the sun every day. Can’t allow leeks to get cold, else they think they’ve had winter and produce a flower, no bloody use to anybody, no bloody use at all.

      Keep ‘em moist, not too wet, mind, else they get waterlogged and root rot. Clean water every day, let the water warm in the sun. Got to grow them straight, keep the barrel white and the leaves, known as flags, healthy wi’out splits or cracks or rust. Pure white shanks from root plate to the button, just where the flags begin to spread, best I’d ever grown, sound all round, prize winners, record breakers, got to go 269, 270 cubic inches. Steady growth, that’s secret, can’t force ‘em else they grow thin and spindly, like Tommy Hinton’s scrawny legs. Weedy. Weedy little bastards, just like Tommy.

      And them flags, beautiful grassy green flags, got to be two foot long or more, beautiful, best bloody leeks I ever grew, best leeks I ever saw, better leeks than me granddad Walter Collinson, known as the King of Leeks, better than owt he ever grew. And a darn sight better than the weedy, sproggy, tatty, shameful excuses for a leek than Tommy Hinton ever grew.

      And so, the bastard, the night before the show, just as I were about to lift ‘em and clean ‘em ready for the show, some bastard rips ‘em out the pot and tramples ‘em to pieces. And we know who that jealous fornicating bastard were, Tommy Hinton, my mate as was, I don’t think.

      Denied it o’ course, denied it on his grandma’s grave that it were him, but he always were a lying little shit. All the Hintons were, what wi’ his brother Stanley doing time for burglary.

      Strong words, right strong words, nearly come to blows, would ‘ave flattened him, him being such a weedy little shit, but Edith, she pulls us apart, and we ain’t spoke a civil word since. Nor ever likely to.

      Then, soon after, Tommy gets this bird. Carol, his missus, tells Edith it were a present from their lad, Peter, Pete Hinton, who’d been in the Navy during the war, done his bit, I’ll give him that. Reckons he brought this bird, a green-winged macaw, back from Jamaica, else Cuba or somewhere. Stole it from a pet shop in Sheffield more like, being as he’s a Hinton. Rotten through and through they are. Rotten to the core, just like his mangey leeks. And to add insult to injury, his leeks won that year. Must ‘ave bribed the jury, else Carol Hinton gave Andy Sturrock, chairman of the judging committee, a quick one behind the beer tent. No way else they would have won.

      Never grown a leek since. Never will again.

      And then that fucking bird. It didn’t seem too bad at first. OK, you could hear it a bit, but over the years, it’s got louder and louder and louder, else my hearing’s getting sharper and sharper and sharper, and I doubt that. Gets on your nerves, day in, day out. Like Chinese water torture. Drip, drip, drip. Squawk, squawk, squawk.

      One of these days. One of these days.
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      Cold Charity Farm lay deep in the valley beyond West Garside, up onto the upper foothills of the Pennines. Well named, Cold Charity Farm was as bleak and pitiless as the name suggests. The road from Garside heads westward towards the Pennines and the Peak District before taking a sharp bend northwards and striking across the foothills before skirting Ladderback Moor. A rutted track, treacherous in winter, takes a twisting path down to the farm, which huddles against the valley base as the river Porter, a thin tributary of the Gar, meanders across the narrow flat river plain.

      Frequently in shadow from the steep land rising on both sides of the river, Cold Charity Farm is bitterly cold in winter, the stone-flag floors and bare stone walls dripping with moisture. Even in the height of summer, the farmhouse remains cold and uninviting.

      And if Billy thought the winds blowing down the Pennine valleys were cold, they were nothing compared to the icy winds of North Korea. When he and the other thinly clad, captured and wounded soldiers huddled together in open pens or a dank cave laughingly termed a field hospital, any warm clothing they had would often as not have been stolen from them by their Korean guards.

      It was to here, Cold Charity Farm, that Billy Earnshaw returned home a broken man after his repatriation from the prisoner-of-war camp in North Korea.

      In that isolated farm, without a radio or regular newspapers, Billy Earnshaw had known nothing about an invasion of South Korea on the 25th June by the Communist Chinese-backed forces of North Korea. And would not have cared in the slightest had he known. It was nothing whatsoever to do with him.

      The United Nations Security Council, acting with a resolve rarely ever seen again, called upon its members to support South Korea. Accordingly, American forces based in Japan were quickly dispatched to the country, followed by the forces of seventeen other nations, including Great Britain.

      The North Koreans initially made rapid progress, capturing Seoul, the capital of South Korea, and driving the American and South Korean forces down to the southern coastal port of Pusan as troops from the other countries began to arrive. Facing defeat in the south, on the 15th September, the UN forces launched an amphibious landing at Incheon, a port halfway up the west coast of the Korean Peninsula, and made rapid progress to the north, and by November were nearing the Chinese border.

      China, alarmed by the proximity of South Korean and UN forces so close to their border, entered the war. They sent waves of (supposed volunteer) troops into North Korea and pushed the UN forces back into the south. Known as the Big Bug-Out, on the 3 rd December, the US Army abandoned their defensive lines in front of the North Korean capital Pyongyang and fled back over the 38 th Parallel, the border between the two Koreas. Of these actions, Billy Earnshaw knew absolutely nothing, his life on the farm untroubled by that vicious war on the other side of the world.

      However, four days after his nineteenth birthday, William (Billy) John Earnshaw received his call-up papers for National Service, extended from 18 months to 2 years because of the war in Korea.
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      It was almost 4.30 in the late March afternoon when Percy Farnsworth drove into the driveway at the side of the ‘Marquis of Granby’ pub, sited on the main road that ran through the village of Upper Clayfield, and parked his Sunbeam Rapier convertible along the rear wall. It was a car he could not really afford but, in his mind, he had a certain image to maintain, that of the owner of a successful public house.

      The only trouble was, he did not, in fact, own the pub. And it was far from successful, quite the opposite.

      Getting out of the car, he scratched his arse-crack, stretched and groaned, easing the knots in the muscles of his back and thighs. It had been a long and tiring day. The meeting in West Garside with Bradley’s, the brewery that owned and supplied the Marquis of Granby, had been hostile and demanding. Business at the Marquis had been poor of late, and James Pitford, the senior manager of the brewery, was threatening to evict him unless profits increased. Well, to be honest, business had been poor of late, if not for ages. And such profit as the pub did make, Percy Farnsworth largely drank away; bottles of scotch did not last long in his hands.

      Upper Clayfield was a small rural village located in the Pennine foothills. Upper Clayfield was clustered around St Peter’s church, the small village shop around which most of the village gossip was disseminated, embellished, and spread around the village as freely as the manure on the surrounding farms, the church hall, Hinkley’s Garage, which used to be the blacksmith’s, boasted a single petrol pump and now also served as a hardware and building supplies store and yard.

      And the Marquis of Granby pub.

      It was far too grand a name, a small pub with both public and lounge bar, the lounge bar hardly ever used, whilst the public bar was heavy with an acrid fug of tobacco smoke, wet dog and the beer spilled across the flagstone floor.

      Percy was several years older than his wife, Constance, known as Connie, who, being afraid of being left on the shelf at the age of 37, had accepted his marriage proposal without giving it due consideration, whilst Percy simply wanted someone as his personal slave and wasn’t too fussy who it might be. Most other women had found him too obnoxious to want to marry him, being paunchy, balding and suffering from severe halitosis.

      And it was his obnoxious behaviour, rude and overbearing, that caused customers who had once drunk at the Marquis to now prefer to drink at the ‘Black Bull,’ a hundred yards down the road towards the village of High Whitelow. And had caused Connie to bitterly regret her marriage. Percy was demanding, treating her no better than a servant, whilst his demands for sex were incessant. Not that she had objected when they were first married; after all, it was her wifely duty, but some of his demands she thought were obscene and disgusting and wondered where he had learned of these practices. Perhaps with some floozy he visited on his frequent ‘business trips’ away. Whatever the purpose of the visits, they certainly brought in no increase in income.

      None too gently, Percy shut the car door and marched across to the rear door of the pub, wondering why Connie was not there to open it for him with a large scotch in her hand, to take his coat and hat, and have his dinner ready and waiting for him.

      ‘Connie,’ he shouted angrily. ‘Connie, where the hell are you, didn’t you hear the car?’

      And why was there no dinner on the stove or in the oven? he wondered crossly. Being publicans on duty until gone 10 o’clock, they always ate their evening meal in the late afternoon. They might have biscuits and cheese before going to bed, but that was no compensation for a missed dinner.

      ‘Connie,’ he shouted even louder and made his way from the back kitchen and into the public bar.

      ‘Connie, Connie, where the fuck are you, where’s my dinner? I’ve had a long day and I can’t be waiting around for you to get your arse in gear.’

      Then Percy noticed that the till was open. It was empty and the few 10-shilling notes and coins he kept as a float were gone. And the cash box where they kept the weekly takings was also open and empty, the few meagre pounds and coins gone. Connie had obviously been doing the books; the ledgers were lying open, her Parker tortoiseshell fountain pen to one side, adjacent to a cold cup of tea.

      Unable to comprehend that the takings were gone, he lifted the cash trays out of the till and, finding no money, hurled the trays across the room and then swept the cash box to the floor.

      ‘Where the hell are you, Connie?’ he shouted and then, with a muttered ‘What the holy fuck?’ he leaned over the bar.

      He paled in shock and had to grasp the bar top to stop himself from collapsing, before, with shaking hands, he picked up the telephone and dialled 999.

      ‘There’s been a robbery, all the proceeds, the week’s takings, all gone. And there’s been a murder,’ he said unsteadily, ‘murder, my wife’s murdered.’ And he put down the phone without realising that the call handler was asking for the location. He lifted the bar flap and stepped in behind the bar to where Connie Farnsworth lay dead on the floor, broken glass scattered around her. Copious quantities of dried blood from a vicious open wound to the back of her head had pooled and flowed in sticky rivulets across the stone flagstones.

      ‘Oh, Connie, you stupid cunt, how could you let somebody rob us, me, like this, eh?’ he said after pouring himself a stiff scotch. ‘And who the fuck is going to run the bar now, am I supposed to do it on my own, eh?’ before realising that he had not given the location of the crime and dialling 999 once again.

      ‘And who’s going to repay me for all that missing cash, eh? And pay for the broken glass. It won’t be me, I can tell you,’ he said, draining his glass and filling it again to the brim.
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      Shortly after his return from honeymoon, the phone on Yarrow’s desk rang. He put down his cigarette on the ashtray and picked the phone up.

      ‘DI Yarrow?’

      ‘Chris, it’s Dave on t’front desk. Just got a call in from a man says there has been a robbery and his wife has been murdered. He’s calling from the Marquis of Granby out at High Clayfield. Do you know it? Or know of it?’

      ‘Can’t say I do. Did the caller give a name?’

      ‘Aye, Farnsworth, Percy Farnsworth, says he’s the owner/licensee at the Marquis.’

      ‘And his wife has been murdered, he says,’ Yarrow said, squinting at the large map of the area covered by West Garside police taped to the wall of his office, but he could not immediately locate the village of High Clayfield.

      ‘Aye, and the till and cash box have been robbed. All the week’s takings and the float.’

      ‘OK, Dave, got it,’ Yarrow said, pointing at the map with his cigarette. ‘Show me responding and send two squad cars as well. We’ll no doubt need crowd control and bodies for door-to-door.’

      ‘Will do.’

      ‘And rouse Dr Humphrey. We’ll need a police surgeon at the scene.’

      ‘Consider it done, Chris.’

      ‘Good man.’

      Putting down the telephone, Yarrow got to his feet, took up his coat and trilby hat and hurried into the CID department.

      ‘Marcus, with me, suspected murder in High Clayfield. Harry Rawlings, collect WPC Fillmore from
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