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Chapter 1

 


 



Detective Ray Woodstock looked down at the skeleton crammed
into the shallow grave by his feet. At first glance there was
little doubt over the cause of death. He eyed the gaping hole in
the middle of its forehead and likened its size and shape to that
of a third eye socket, although it lacked the smooth
contours.

“Whoever planted it there wasn't very good at estimating
size.”

“Quite,” said Doctor Smythe the coroner eyeing the contorted
frame, “or in a rush.”

They
were both referring to the unusual angle of the head, sitting at
almost at ninety degrees to the chest with the back of the skull
pushed tightly up to the top edge of the grave. The vertebrae in
the neck were badly broken.

“Looks like the boot went in there. Still I don't suppose
they knew much about it.”

“He. It's a male.” David Smythe scanned the frame down to
the feet and back up to the top of the skull again. “About one
point seven, one point eight metres in height.”

He
looked up at Ray and noticed him frowning.

“About five feet nine, or thereabouts.”

Ray
smirked. “Well why didn't you say.”

Doctor
Smythe looked over the top of his glasses at him.

“Detective, I'm 60 years of age. I was born into the
imperial system, you're what? Forty?”

Ray
jokingly held his heart.

“How dare you, I've another two years until I'm
forty.”

His
attempt at humour was ignored as most often was the case with
Dr.Smythe. Not that it ever stopped Ray. He'd worked with the
coroner on many occasions and knew how far he could push him. Ray's
humour was the norm for a copper and although some saw it as bad
taste, the coroner was aware it was a coping mechanism to keep them
sane working in a world that many never saw.

“If I'm comfortable with the metric system then surely
someone born into it wouldn't need to think about it too
much?”

“It's a visualisation thing. Our age group were caught in
the middle. We see height in feet and inches but most other things
in metric. We convert to imperial to visualise if someone is tall
or not. I mean, when someone tells me the thief was a six footer
then I immediately see him as tall. If they say he was, what, one
point eight metres or whatever it is, then I need to convert it
first.”

“Well now that you're detective's brain is happy with his
height can we move on please otherwise I'll be looking the same way
if we take any longer.”

“With the amount of fine dining you do. I don't think you've
got any worries there.”

Doctor
Smythe looked over his glasses again to see Ray wearing a cheeky
grin.

“Would it really be too much to ask for a professional
discussion once in a while?” he muttered under his
breath.

“So what about age?”

The
coroner cast his eyes back over the remains.

“Around thirty to thirty five years, although I'll know more
when I get him back.”

“What's happened to that?”

Ray
pointed to the bone from the left arm. It was inside a clear
evidence bag and placed back in position.

“Ah, that was our canine friend who discovered him.
Unfortunately he took a bit of a liking to our chap's humerus. I
doubt it'll cause a problem.”

Ray
nodded. “Always the dog walkers isn't it?” He raised his eyebrows.
“Still, it'll be easy enough to ID him.”

The
coroner looked up hoping he hadn't missed anything obvious. He was
well aware that through the façade of Ray's humour there was an
intelligent detective.

“What makes you say that?”

“Well,” Ray nodded at the skull, “can't be many cyclopes
that have been reported missing.”

The
coroner's expectant look dropped into one of despair. He shook his
head.

“Detective Woodstock, as you well know, the hole in this
man's forehead is not an orbit.”

Ray
raised his hands. “OK, OK. You're the expert.”

David
Smythe had had a busy week and was less receptive of Ray's humour
than normal. He'd only found out this morning that his wife's
spending habits had been to blame for maxing out his credit card,
again.

Ray was
aware of his wife's penchant for designer clothing and recognised
the signs.

“Been spending again has she?”

David,
now kneeling beside the skeleton in the grave didn't look
up.

“Don't ask. The woman is driving me insane. How many shoes
can one person wear? An octopus with feet would be cheaper. Are all
wives like that?” David flinched. “I'm terribly sorry Ray. Very
insensitive. I wasn't thinking.”

Ray knew
it was an easy mistake and smiled.

“Don't worry about it. With Rebecca it was curtains. Anyone
would have thought we lived in a mansion.”

David
looked up.

“How are you coping Ray?”

“So,so.” He shrugged his shoulders. “But what else can I do
but accept it? Life goes on doesn't it? I suppose I have to
too.”

He
didn't feel that way at all but found it easier to tell people what
they wanted to hear. It saved those awkward moments and seemed the
quickest way to cut the conversation. The truth was that there
wasn't a minute of his day that passed when he didn't think about
her.

“Well it wasn't a bullet.”

“Sorry?”

Ray
nodded towards the shallow grave.

“The hole is far too big for any bullet I know of. Unless he
upset an elephant hunter!”

David
took the escape route from the awkward moment and looked back into
the grave at the skull. It was almost looking at its own
feet.

“No, it looks like a bar of some kind has been rammed
through it. Probably with a pointed end. Can't think what at the
moment though. Looks quite a sizeable diameter whatever it
was.”

While
David took a closer look at the hole in the skull, Ray's mind
continued thinking of Rebecca and drifted back to his wedding day.
He recalled how happy he and his new wife were. Together they were
going to take on the world and win. His mind jumped to the day they
had moved into their first house. A smile grew on his face when he
recalled the three packets of curtains she had bought
home.

“I couldn't decide,” she said, “so I bought all three
sets.”

On the 3rd September at 09:15 last year Rebecca died in the
back of an ambulance that broke every speed limit on its way to
hospital in an attempt to save her life.

The
paramedics tried everything they could but nothing worked. Her
colleague and friend who was driving them to work died instantly
when the lorry ploughed into the side of her car.

Ray's
face lost its smile. It always did after thinking about the good
times they had shared together because it always paved the
inevitable path to that final memory. The ripping sensation in his
stomach then followed reminding him she was never coming
back.

He
lifted his head to face the sky and opened his eyes wide allowing
the cool air to evaporate his welling tears.

“I'm afraid it's going to be a couple of weeks until I can
continue my examination in more depth. I'm off on holiday this
evening for a fortnight.”

Ray
looked over at him and shrugged his shoulders.

“I don't think he's going anywhere.”

“Well, he's been down there for a long time so another
couple of weeks won't be a problem.”

David
nodded to his team while he removed his gloves.

“I could certainly do with this holiday.”

“Where are you off to?”

“Venice. I suppose she'll need some more new
shoes!”


Chapter 2

 


 


Ray
opened his fridge and was greeted by an opened pack of two week old
Cheddar with dry edges a couple of shades darker than the inner
section. Beyond it was the remains of last night's Margherita pizza
and three bottles of Grolsch.

He
frowned at the pitiful sight before grabbing one of the bottles and
the left over pizza. He nudged the refrigerator door closed with
his knee and walked over to the microwave.

“To nuke or not to nuke? That is the question.”

He
removed the cap from his beer and tossed it onto the worktop. and
wandered into the front room. He stared out of his window at the
passing traffic and wondered how many were on their way home to
their other halves, looking forward to relaxing with them and
talking about their days.

A
burning smell broke him away from his thoughts.

“Bloody hell! Why didn't it ding?”

The
microwave was still whirring away and counting down from the eleven
minutes he'd programmed into it instead of one minute.

He sat
down on his sofa with another beer which he used to soften the
cardboard like excuse for a third of a pizza as he chewed his way
through it.

He
looked at the photos of Rebecca and him spread around the room.
They were smiling in all of them as they enjoyed their lives
together not knowing what lie ahead. Each one he looked at prompted
a different memory.

He
picked up the remote control and turned the TV on. After the
national news had finished, the local news came on and showed a
familiar taped off area. It was Crayfield Woods that he'd been to
earlier that day. He turned the sound up to listen to what they had
to say.

“A man walking his dog earlier this morning stumbled across
the grizzly remains of a human skeleton after his dog started
digging in the mud.”

An old
man was being interviewed and told how Alfi, his dog had unearthed
the gruesome find.

“I thought it was just an old bone at first.”

Ray
chuckled to himself. “That's exactly what it was mate.”

The man
continued.

“He came over wagging his tail and then went back to the
hole he'd dug and brought something over. I couldn't believe it. It
looked like the bone from an arm, but I thought, well you know, it
must be from an animal. Anyway, I walked over to the hole Alfi was
digging and saw the rest of it. There were the bones from a human
hand.”

Ray took
a swig from his beer and chuckled again. “What, as opposed to a
horse's hand?”

The
camera panned back to the reporter for a look of well rehearsed
shock on her face. The old man continued to explain how he'd
investigated further and found that there was more than just an arm
and hand there.

“And that's when I found the Cyclops”, muttered
Ray.

He spent
the rest of the evening flicking through the copious and
uninteresting channels before deciding on an early
night.

He lay
in bed looking over at the left side of the double wardrobe along
the wall. Rebecca's clothes still hung behind its closed doors. He
rolled over and laid his hand on the unused pillows next to his. He
eventually drifted off at midnight only to wake again at
03:15.

He
looked over at the pillows and hoped, this time she would be there.
This was a normal night for Ray since the accident. Each time the
realisation dawned on him that it wasn't all just a bad dream, and
each time it felt like he'd been stabbed through the heart
.


Chapter 3

 


 


Tyrone
Manford tossed the butt of his joint out of the open window as he
floored the BMW X6 and swerved out into the fast lane of the
motorway. The twin turbo V8 engine let out a muffled roar as he
kept it in third gear. He was enjoying his first month of freedom
after serving two years for aggravated assault . After serving two
years of the twenty eight he'd lived so far, it was all back to
normal for him. Unfortunately his victim wasn't so lucky. They were
serving a lifetime trapped in their own home.

Reece
Clarence of similar age, who he'd met while inside sat in the
passenger seat shouting and waving his fist around in a rolling
motion.

“Get out of the way dick!” shouted Tyrone as he tailgated
the red Ford Focus in front of them. The Focus pulled over and the
X6 roared past.

A third
man wearing clothes that would have been in need of a wash last
week slurred something from the back seat. Tyrone looked in his
mirror.

“What?”

Paul
Crane, the more aggressive of the three men shouted out much louder
this time.

“Don't trash the bloody thing yet. We need it for the job.”
He had somehow managed to get out after serving only a year for
bottling a 73 year old man for the sheer hell of it. Of course he
didn't say that when he stood in the dock.

“He's right Manny”, said Reece. “Better take it easy for
now. Don't want to get pulled over.”

Tyrone
nodded and eased off of the accelerator while pulling back over
into the middle lane.

He
favoured the BMW and found the choice of them in the train station
car park second to none. Train stations provided the best source as
the tickets in the window were a great indicator of how much fun he
could have with them until they were reported stolen.

The few
stations that had cameras weren't a problem that a pair of shades
and a well placed hood couldn't overcome. The ever growing ones
where you had to pay on exit weren't high on his list as he could
never be sure just how long the owner would be. That and the fact
he found it insulting to have to pay the parking fee if he wanted
to nick one.

In
general though they were still preferable to the long term parking
in airports. Ever since the terrorist situation stepped up a few
notches the security made it was a little too risky for
him.

Tyrone
took some sort of pride in the fact he'd never been caught for
nicking cars. Unfortunately for him, just doing a two year stretch
for aggravated assault and burglary didn't say much for his other
chosen career path.

“How long we got it for?” asked Paul from the back seat
while looking down at the new joint he was rolling.

Tyrone
looked in the rear view mirror and laughed.

“This one's an all day'er. At least until six.”

Paul
turned his wrist and looked at the watch he'd nicked from some guy
who'd taken a short cut through the underpass where he'd been
dealing.


'08:15'.

It
wasn't worth any more than thirty quid but was all the guy had on
him. Although it took a few punches to find that out.

Reece
twisted around and held out his fingers indicating he wanted a drag
of the joint.

“So this Turnborough, is it a posh place?”

Paul
passed him the joint and blew a plume of smoke up at the ceiling of
the X6. It bellowed around and came back down around the
sides.

“Yea, they won't realise what's happened until it's too
late. They're all old twats and stockbroker types.”

He
patted the seats either side of him.

“That's why this'll help. We'll fit right in.”

Tyrone
looked at the shoddy tattoo of two swallows on the side of Paul's
neck and over at Reece's greasy hair sitting on the collars of his
ripped jacket and burst out laughing.

“Yea, maybe we should stay in the car until the last thing.”
He looked forwards again at the motorway stretching out in
front.

“So we're going for an empty one?”

Paul
nodded.

”That's the plan but if something looks good you can do the
business on them like last time and we'll sort the gear out. Twats
won't know what's hit em.”

Reece
passed the joint over to Tyrone.

“How long we got?”

Tyrone
looked at the approaching blue motorway sign.

“Next junction plus about another ten minutes.”

“Nice one.” Paul laughed from the back. “They're like bloody
cattle aren't they?”

Reece
frowned. “What you on about?”

Tyrone
grinned. “He's had too much. He always gets philosophical when he's
had too much.”

Paul sat
up in the seat ready to share his wisdom.

“Think about it. They go to work and we milk em while
they're out. Then the government milk em, keep some for themselves
and give us a load more for our dole money. We get caught, we get
fed and looked after cos we don't give a shit about going inside.
The government get caught, they get loads of dosh and told to come
back later when it's all blown over, and all of the time these lot
just keep working.”

Reece
looked at him and laughed.

“You're a bloody stoner mate.”

The car
filled with cackles as it sped towards the next
junction.


Chapter 4

 


 


Michael
Bee was sitting at the kitchen table inside his 1930's semi
finishing off his breakfast, tea and toast with marmalade. He
played with his 8 year old daughter Clara. They, or rather Clara's
father messed around with a cheap plastic spinning top that Clara
had found inside a Kinder egg.

“Mummy, Daddy won't give me my spinner back!”

“One more go princess. Daddy needs to make it spin really
fast.” said Michael concentrating more on the top than the blob of
marmalade that was about to drop off of his toast into his
tea.

His wife
Sarah rolled her eyes at her 44 year old husband playing with a
child's spinning top.

“There's something you need to learn in life honey. When
little girls grow up, they become women, but when little boys grow
up, they just become big boys.”

She
threw the table cloth at the spinning top and achieved a direct
hit.

“In case you've forgotten, the ladies of this family do not
have the luxury of a day off from working today. Your daughter
requires escorting to school in fifteen minutes by a responsible
adult. Of course, I have to go to work myself soon so unfortunately
she'll have to make do with a big kid instead.”

Michael
smiled and threw the cloth back at her.

“I nearly had it at full speed then.”

He
relented from the female pressure and gave the spinning top back to
Clara.

“Well, you'll never know how fast it could have gone now.”
He pushed the last of his toast into his mouth.

“Well, I'm sure we'll all lose sleep over that tonight eh
Clara?”

Clara
was a happy girl and found her parent's banter a never ending
source of fun, even when she didn't fully understand it.

Sarah
put her coat on.

“Right, mummy's off to work Clara. Will you remind daddy
that you have to leave in five minutes otherwise you'll be late for
school.”

Michael
looked up at her and then over to Clara and smiled.

“Tell mummy that daddy is still in the room and quite
capable of getting his daughter to school on time.”

Sarah
smiled and pointed to the spinning top that Clara had left on the
table.

“Make sure that he doesn't start playing with that again
otherwise you'll never get to see your friends today.”

She gave
them both a kiss and left for work.

“Come on then princess, have you got everything? Sandwiches,
P.E. Kit?”

“Daddy, P.E. is on a Wednesday and mummy has already made my
sandwiches.”

“I know, just checking.”

“Come on silly daddy.”

Clara
took her father's hand and pulled him towards the front door. As
she continued trying to pull him down their drive he looked up and
smiled at the old lady in her front garden who was smiling at them
both.

“Good morning Mrs. Jameson.”

Mrs.
Jameson, their neighbour from no. 25, was watering her
fuchsias.

“Good morning.”

She
looked at Clara and her smile grew.

“Is daddy taking you to school today?”

She had
a soft spot for Clara and loved speaking to her. Clara smiled back
and nodded.

“Daddy has a day off today so he is taking me to school and
picking me up again later.”

She
looked up at her father as though confirming tonight's pick up. He
looked down and nodded.

Clara
dragged her father out onto the path and took a right passing the
front of Mrs. Jameson's garden.

Before
they got to the end of Richmond Crescent a large black BMW turned
from the main road and passed them. Michael caught a glimpse of its
three scruffy occupants. He frowned, they looked out of place.
Clara noticed a change in her father's pace.

“Come on daddy. I don't want to be late. I've got to finish
my model house this morning.”

Michael
looked down and smiled.

“Well then, I think it's time for a race. That's if you
think you can beat me!”

Michael
kissed Clara at the gates and waited to see her join her friends as
they all jostled their way into the playground.

He took
a detour on the way back home via the newsagents. It wasn't often
he took a day off for himself and decided a newspaper would be a
good start. He was determined to relax today.

As he
turned back down Richmond Crescent he noticed Mrs. Jameson was no
longer out. He admired her flowers and smiled as he walked
past.
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