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CHAPTER 1
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Training courses can liberate you from daily routine, allow travel to an interesting location, and provide the opportunity to make new friends. They can also require sitting for hours listening to some prat rabbiting on about a subject of no interest, or one in which you are more expert. Either way, you can only hope for a darkened room, lots of PowerPoint presentations, and the cover they provide for a satisfying catnap.

Inspector Rudra Khan of the Cambridge Constabulary did not for a moment doubt that this course on racial tolerance was more curse than blessing. He checked his watch yet again and it was only 3:42 p.m. “Another hour and eighteen minutes of punishment,” he told himself. Rudi’s colleague, Inspector Ian Davidson, was equally unhappy. British police had been pilloried in the media for their racism and questions had been raised in the House of Commons. Gossip had it that a select committee would be set up to look into the problem and that the Home Office and police were trying to head it off by running as many officers as possible through well-publicized sensitivity training courses. Inspector Davidson was miffed at being used for this purpose.

In his fifteen years of service, first in London and then in Cambridge, Inspector Davidson had witnessed lots of racism, directed mostly against young Black men. They were assumed to be violent by nature, disrespectful of authority, up to no good, and guilty in the absence of any evidence. The inspector had faced his share of racism. His grandfather had been a Windrush immigrant from Jamaica and his father had married an English woman. His parents had pretended that race was not an issue, but outside the home it most certainly was. At school, he had been treated as an outsider by both blacks and whites, although as a decent athlete was able to make some friends. He attended the police academy and worked his way up through the ranks to become a detective sergeant, his first posting at this rank being in Cambridge.

Knowing he had to prove himself to his colleagues, Davidson was driven to have the highest closure rate. This was difficult to achieve in Cambridge because the other detectives were also competent, and as a newcomer, he lacked at first the necessary contacts in the community. He gradually earned the respect of others in the station house, and the friendship of fellow detectives. After about six months on the job, he became the object of gentle racial ribbing. This took place in the pub or at social events, but never at work. His colleagues would sometimes refer to him as a Rastafarian, and he was once asked if he would put a voodoo curse on a local councillor who was causing them trouble. He smiled and asked if anyone had some long pins, a rejoinder that provoked sympathetic laughter.

Inspector Davidson had initially been chuffed at being called a Rastafarian, but the more he thought about it, the more he came to believe that it was no different than being dubbed a Paddy or a Taffy. A sergeant of Irish extraction was routinely called Paddy to his face and took it good-naturedly. He decided to do the same. A couple of months later he was asked a serious question about his background and identity. It was apparent from his facial features and skin colour that one of his parents was Caucasian and the other African. A fellow detective wanted to know the extent to which whites and blacks accepted or rejected him because of his mixed parentage. Although the question was intrusive, it was well-intentioned and asked by someone clearly interested in him. Inspector Davidson explained that whites invariably regarded him as black. So-called blacks, many of whom were of mixed parentage, were more accepting. They were also more sympathetic, he thought, because any identifiably black features led whites to brand one as black. 

“May I ask how you define yourself?” his colleague asked.

“I’m an Afro-Saxon.”

Inspector Davidson’s self-description provoked a confused silence and then a good-natured chuckle. It quickly made the rounds. Inspector Khan was on the job for less than two weeks when somebody told him about it. He was impressed and struggled without success to find an equivalent. Inspector Khan’s parents had emigrated from the Sind, in Pakistan. They were a minority Siraiki group in Pakistan, and Pakistanis were a minority in Britain. They faced prejudice because almost all immigrants did, especially those with darker skins. The only mixing in his case was his name. Rudra was a Hindu name, given to him by parents in honour of an Indian immigrant who had given his father his first job in Britain and later helped him to launch his business. 

Inspectors Khan and Davidson were not the people in need of sensitivity training but the order from on high was to send senior staff. So, here they were and bored out of their minds. When finally dismissed from the conference room, along with most of their fellow officers, they headed for the bar. Like many British pubs, it was trying hard, but unconvincingly, to look Victorian. But it did offer comfortable, faux leather chairs. And blessedly, no awful music was blaring from its two large speakers. With pints in hand the two colleagues found an unoccupied table at the far end of the room. 

“I feel like a black pawn in a chess game,” Ian said.

“An apt description,” Rudi agreed. “As the most dispensable pieces on the board we are being sacrificed by our bosses in defence of their authority. If it makes you feel any better,” Rudi gestured with an outstretched arm to the other tables, “so are all the white pawns.”

“I doubt they find the course as offensive as we do. 

“It is certainly patronizing.” Rudi raised his glass and sipped his bitter.

“Some people don’t want a multicultural society. The more you tell them we are one, the more racist they become.”

“Did you note how sullen most of our colleagues have been?”

“That’s because they can’t catnap the way you do,” Ian said.

Rudi smiled. “For what it’s worth, nobody at Parkside (the Cambridge police station) has treated me any worse than they treat anyone else. What about you?”

“The same. But maybe our colleagues make exceptions for us?”

“It’s possible. But as far as I’m concerned, it’s how they treat us not what they think about us. I have some nasty reactions to people who rub me the wrong way. But I act towards them as I’m expected to.

“I bet some of our colleagues have a double standard,” Ian said. They treat us – maybe even see us—as one of them. But they respond differently to people of colour on the streets. 

“You may be right.”

“And playing silly buggers on this course won’t change anything,” Ian said. “It could make people resentful.”

“And more likely to take out their hostility against minorities.”

“Maybe.”

There was a pause in the conversation as both men lifted their beer glasses. Out of the corner of their eyes they see another detective race into the bar. He was looking frantically around and finally made a beeline for the table where the nabobs were seated. People in his vicinity heard him exclaim: “There’s been a shooting!”

“A shooting?” someone said.

“Who was shot?” another detective asked.

“The Commissioner.’

The news spread quickly and soon reached Ian and Rudi, at the table the furthest away. The two men looked at each other in disbelief. Sir Robert, the dreary afternoon speaker, was dead. 

“I was wrong,” Ian said. “A pawn may have eliminated a king.”
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Cumberland Lodge is a large seventeenth century building in Windsor Great Park. It is at the top of a long hill a couple miles south of Windsor Castle. Once the residence of John Churchill, the First Duke of Marlborough, it is now owned and run by a charitable foundation that organises conferences on social and ethical issues. The Lodge has a detached conference centre, a tennis court with an awful artificial surface that is usually too wet to play on, and a terrace in the back that offers lovely views of the valley below. There is adequate parking in front, at the end of a long, tree-lined avenue leading to one of the public roads running through the Park. 

There was grand confusion at the Lodge when word of the murder spread. The course had met in the conference centre and had finished some thirty minutes earlier. Some officers had remained behind, talking to one another or to the Home Office official who had organised the course. Two detectives were standing outside with telephones in hand because they got a stronger signal here. Others had returned to their rooms to relax or headed to the bar for a drink. Some had gone for a walk. The bar was along the main corridor of the Lodge and close to the dining room. The Met’s Deputy Commissioner, Trevor Hollander, had been sitting at the table where the news was announced. He was tall and thin, with a craggy face, grey hair, and almost iridescent blue eyes. He was a twenty-two-year veteran of the force. As the senior officer present, it dawned on him that he was in charge of the investigation. He had never been a detective, but a technical expert who had moved from IT to administration, and quickly up the promotion ladder thanks to the equally rapid rise of his boss. Scuttlebutt had it that his good looks, undeniable charm, and open hostility to immigration, had appealed to the former Tory Home Secretary. 

Deputy Commissioner Hollander knew his limitations. He would alert the Commissioner, order everyone to stay on the grounds, post guards at the perimeter to keep the media away, summon crime scene investigators (SOCOS), and appoint a qualified detective to investigate. It had to be somebody from the outside, as everyone here was a suspect, himself included, he realized. But first he had to make sure that there was indeed a murder victim. He stood up and rapped his empty beer glass on the table to silence the room. This took repeated banging as everyone was talking and their voice levels were higher than usual due to the tension.

When the deputy commissioner finally had the group’s attention, he announced that Sir Robert Cushing, the recently appointed commissioner, had reportedly been shot and killed. They would soon know more. In the interim, he asked everyone to stay in the Lodge. He would make an announcement as soon as there was anything else to report. Conversation resumed as the deputy commissioner left the bar, trailed by his entourage. Earlier that day the deputy commissioner had spent some twenty minutes perusing the morning dailies in the Lodge library. He decided that it would make a perfect murder room and command post. Because it was a police course with high-ranking officers in attendance, good and secure communications were already in place. He would use them to set an investigation in motion. 

*
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Like everyone else, Ian and Rudi were stunned by the news. Neither of them knew Sir Robert, nor did they want to. His talk was cliché-ridden and poorly presented. It relied almost entirely on slides, whose text he read aloud. When he showed charts and tables, he overexplained them, treating his audience like schoolboys. 

“We’re in an odd situation,” Rudi said.

“Just another murder scene.”

“Yes, but we’re not the investigators. We’re the suspects.”

“This a novelty that calls for another drink. It’s my round.”

There was a sizeable queue at the bar because other people had the same idea and newcomers had arrived. The barman had called for an assistant to help draw pints. Ian finally made it back with their refills, having to thread his way through several groups of standing colleagues because there were not enough tables to accommodate everyone. 

“I’ve been thinking about who the killer might be,” Rudi said. “I find it hard to believe one of us would have done it. The most junior officers here—like you and me – have eight to fifteen years of service and sterling records. We’re not the kind of people to do in a senior civil servant.”

“What about your ex-mother-in-law?” Ian asked.

“Yes, I could imagine her pulling the trigger.”

“That’s not what I had in mind,” Ian said.

“Did you ever meet the late Sir Robert?”

“Never. Maybe, some of most senior people have. But what reason would they have to kill him?

“Somebody did,” Rudi said. “And that’s why you’re in trouble.

“Me?”

“Yes, you. You’re one of few black faces in the Lodge. When in doubt, charge the darkest suspect you find.”

“Perhaps there’s a butler. They’re even more suspicious.”

“I didn't see one, but you may be in luck because there are definitely gardeners.”

“That’s a relief. But if they come for me, you’re my alibi. I’ve been with you since we arrived early this morning.”

“More or less.”

“What do you mean?”

“I did doze off in the seminar. I have no idea what you were up to then. By my calculation it was just enough time to sneak upstairs and kill this man.”

Ian shot him a quizzical look.

Rudi flashed his colleague a reassuring smile.

*
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The young man at the front desk confronted a hysterical maid. She was shocked by what she had seen and out of breath from running down the stairs. It took some time to get her to calm down and for a coherent story to emerge. Her colleague had not shown up that morning so she had to do all the rooms herself and was behind schedule. She did not get to the second floor until after lunch break. Her last room was the suite assigned to Sir Robert. As soon as she entered she knew something was wrong. He was lying on the floor in a pool of blood with his arms and legs in an unnatural position. She turned and ran down the hall to the staircase without closing the door behind her. 

The moment he heard about a body and blood, the desk clerk called the engineer on duty as asked him to have a look. He then called 999, gave his name and the location, and asked for an ambulance and the local police. He returned his attention to the maid, who was hyperventilating. He called the kitchen asking for someone to come up by with a cup of tea.

The first person the deputy commissioner spoke to was the detective who had burst into the bar and announced the shooting. He wanted to know how he knew about it. The detective explained that he was walking up to his room when the maid came barrelling down the stairs screaming at the top of her lungs. He moved aside but asked her what the matter was. She said nothing as she rushed by him, so he went to investigate. The door to the suite neighbouring his room was open. He peered in and saw a body on the floor. He crept inside, careful to avoid the blood, still spreading on the carpet and floor. He could see that the victim had been shot in the chest. He backed out and closed the door. He assured the deputy commissioner that he had done nothing to disturb what was now a crime scene. “I also ran down the stairs, but to find you and report what I had seen.”

The deputy commissioner thanked him, asked his name, and instructed him return to the room and stand guard until the crime scene officers arrived. He then instructed one of the detectives to turn the library into a murder room. He thought about going upstairs himself but decided against it. He had no wish to see a corpse, especially of someone he had lunched with and introduced at the conference. He was also squeamish at the sight of blood. He went outside for some fresh air.

It was a warm, autumn day. The leaves on the trees had not yet fallen, but their colours had changed from brighter to drabber greens and the occasional yellow and red leaf could be seen. Several officers standing in front of the Lodge and their tranquillity was interrupted by the wail of sirens, which grew louder as the ambulance making them came closer. It raced down the long avenue leading from the road to the Lodge, and when it stopped EMT’s jumped out. The deputy commissioner introduced himself, flashed his warrant card, and told them nobody needed assistance, but there was a dead body inside. A short conversation ensued and then the ambulance and its crew drove off.

Less than a minute later a police car drove slowly down the avenue. Two constables in uniform emerged and asked one of the detectives if there was indeed a dead body on the premises. He confirmed the fact and brought them inside to the library. Again, the deputy commission took out his warrant card and explained to the uniforms that their presence was unnecessary. They were not so easily put off. They had to make a report and to do that they had to see the crime scene, if there was one. The deputy commissioner insisted that they leave immediately. The two constables backed off to confer and one of them then used his radio to call their station for instructions. They were told to return to base, but first to take a picture of the deputy commissioner’s warrant card. This request led to another standoff that was only settled when his assistant offered his warrant card to them. The constables thanked him for his cooperation, returned to their car, and drove off.

The crime scene officers were the next to arrive. They were greeted more politely and escorted to the suite with the body. They brought about a not so subtle, if temporary, reversal of power. By convention, they had absolute authority over the crime scene and nobody, including the deputy commissioner, could enter the perimeter they established without their permission.

The deputy commissioner had another pressing task. He had to appoint a detective to oversee the murder investigation. He found it infuriating to being surrounded by many of England’s top detectives and unable to assign one of them to the case. They were suspects, not that any of them in his opinion had killed Sir Robert. He nevertheless had to keep them at arms’ length. He needed a detective from the outside, and someone he could trust to do a good job and keep him in the loop. He did not know that many detectives because he had only minimal interaction with them in the course of his regular duties. He searched his memory and came up with a face but not a name. 

A few weeks back he had been compelled to preside over an awards ceremony in which officers of all ranks received medals and commendations for extraordinary acts of courage, clever sleuthing, or helping the public in ways that garnered media attention and made the police look good. One of the recipients was a London detective who had helped crack a case involving the illegal sale of proscribed technology to Russia. The video of this detective arresting a high-level treasury official had gone viral and he had come across as very professional in subsequent interviews. He was also self-effacing, insisting that the credit for the multiple arrests be shared with other detectives and southern English police forces. The deputy commissioner had not seen him at the course, asked an assistant to find out his name and to make certain he was not at the Lodge.

The detective was readily identified as Harry Finkel, and he was on duty in London and easy to reach by phone. The deputy commissioner explained what had happened and how he needed someone to investigate who was not on the course. Finkel asked if could bring an assistant along, and he was told to come with anyone he trusted. They should keep their mouths shut as the media was still in the dark.

Detectives never stop detecting, and inside the Lodge in pairs and small groups they were unofficially on the case. Detectives solve murders by asking who had motive, means, and opportunity. Nobody could come up with a motive. Nobody owned up to knowing or having met the victim before. It seemed far-fetched to think that some member of staff had it in for him, and even more unlikely that the deed was done by the deputy commissioner or one of his minions. The other possibility, everyone recognized, was that outsider snuck into the Lodge, killed Sir Robert, and quietly made his exit. Within the first thirty minutes of learning of the shooting, five detectives had inquired at the front desk about CCTV coverage, and two had gone to the manager’s office to insist that they save all recordings for the police.

Means were another conundrum. Sir Robert had been shot, and everyone attending the course had a gun and was skilled in its use. Fortunately, most had not brought their service weapons with them. If the shot or shots that killed Sir Robert came from the same kind of weapon as theirs, they would have to hand them in to see if there was a match. 

Opportunity was more straight-forward. Someone went to Sir Robert’s suite and shot him after his presentation and before his discovery by the maid. This was relatively narrow window, as he had lingered some five to ten minutes chatting with people in the conference centre and would have needed another five to walk back to the Lodge and upstairs to his suite. About forty minutes elapsed between his earliest arrival there and his discovery by the maid. 

There were some fifty people in the Lodge at the time and they were all suspects. All the detectives thought about their alibis. For some this was easy. They were out walking with other course members or in the bar and visible to everyone there. Still others were in the library, on the phone, or smoking outside the conference centre or the Lodge. Those who had gone directly to their rooms, and many had, would have more difficulty coming up with an alibi. 

It took Harry Finkel some time to gather his team and get to the Lodge. There was some urgency, so he asked for and received an escort. With a police car with siren blaring and motorcycle outriders, it still took some thirty minutes. As they were heading to Windsor, Harry wondered how many bystanders and drivers forced to make way would think they were doing so for His Majesty? “Wouldn’t they be disappointed!” He pondered his assignment, and the more he did the less he liked it. He was in theory in charge of an investigation but he would be under the thumb of the deputy commissioner and other panjandrums. His immediate suspects were course members and staff. The former were detectives, many of them with more experience than him. He would be on display before the most critical audience and any false step would be commented on by everyone. He could become the laughingstock of the police force. He already felt like a court jester. 

The next vehicle to front up at the Lodge was an Amazon truck. One of the detectives standing guard outside signed for the package to the delight of the delivery man. It saved him from going inside and off he drove. A few minutes later, a small, white, electric powered car came down the avenue. It was the police coroner, whom the deputy commissioner had forgotten to summon. The coroner, as he often did, had monitored police radio and invited himself to the scene of the crime. The deputy commissioner, who now realized his oversight, was much relieved.

Despite his profession, the coroner gave every appearance of being a happy man. He was middle-aged, tall and trim, and with carefully groomed, but still wavy, blond hair. He asked to be taken to the body and one of the deputy commissioner’s assistants led the way inside and to the lift. The coroner preferred to walk. The assistant was disappointed and was short of breath by the time they reached the second floor. The coroner guessed that he was a heavy smoker and pictured the tar lining his lungs.

The coroner asked the crime scene officers if he could enter the room. They gave him the usual plastic boots and overalls, which he slipped easily on from long experience. Once inside the suite he walked over to the body to get a closer look. He then stepped back, opened his murder bag, and got to work.

Harry Finkel wanted to arrive without fuss and without drawing attention to himself. He asked his escort to cut the sirens and obey the speed limit when they entered Windsor Great Park. For some unknown reason multiple signs indicated a 38 miles per hour speed limit. The cavalcade drove up to Lodge. Finkel and five detectives and detective sergeants emerged from their vehicles. Finkel introduced himself and showed his warrant card to the detective on duty. They were expected and ushered into library. There were white boards, pens to write on them, tape to attach photos, and quite nice-looking chairs and desks. “More comfortable than the police station,” Harry said to one of the detectives. “Tell me about it,” the other replied.
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Rudi and Ian realized they were stuck in place. Both were surprised that their mobiles had not been collected and were free to make calls. Somebody would certainly leak the story and the media would descend on the Lodge. Rudi was not going to be the source of the leak even though this could create a problem with his partner Rhianna, a journalist whom he was denying a big scoop. He called her only to report that his return to Cambridge was delayed. Ian did the same with his wife.

Harry Finkel could easily put himself in the place of his fellow detectives. They would be feeling trapped and uncomfortable at being suspects in lieu of investigators. They would view him with unremitting hostility once he started questioning them. He would try to reduce their anger by interviewing them as quickly as possible and dismissing everyone with a compelling alibi. He commandeered space for his five associates to conduct the interviews. They would first speak to the staff, whilst he would inspect the murder scene and talk to the maid who had discovered the body.

The coroner was shedding his protective gear when Detective Finkel arrived. He offered the preliminary judgment that the victim had been killed by two shots to the chest. From the blood spatter and the large amount pooling on the carpet, one of the bullets had gone through his heart. He would know more when he did an autopsy. Finkel searched his memory unsuccessfully for an occasion when a coroner had not hedged his bets with this phrase. The crime scene officers were also finishing up. They would check out the various prints they found on the door and elsewhere in the suite, but it was likely that the killer had worn gloves. One of them said to Harry: “They always do when the murder is premeditated, as this one almost certainly was.” 

“How do you know?”

“There are no shell casings. The murderer picked them up before leaving. Spur of the moment killers don’t do this. We have the two slugs. My colleagues pulled them out of the wall. They’re 9 mm parabellum, pretty common handgun ammunition. They are also used by Glock 17M’s, which, as you know, is the standard police weapon in this part of the country.”

“Let’s hope it’s not one of us,” Harry said. “I’ll see who has brought a weapon to the course. Anything else?”

“There’s no sign of the door being jimmied. The killer either had a key card or was let in by his victim.”

Finkel went back downstairs to speak to the maid. Tea and sympathy from other staff had brought her around to the point where she spoke calmly and intelligently. Finkel thought she was yet another example of people fit for higher callings and held back by the class structure. She had not entered the suite, had never seen the victim before, and saw nobody in the hallway or staircase, other than the young man from the front desk who was coming up the stairs as she ran down. There was nothing more to be learned from her. Detective Finkel next spoke to the desk clerk, who confirmed meeting the maid on the stairs and gave him a list of people who had come in and out of the Lodge. Lots of attendees went in and out and he did not know them by name, and there were few other visitors. It took an hour to question the rest of the staff. Finkel worked on the assumption that they were likely to be innocent but could provide useful information on any outside visitors and the location of conference attendees. He asked the Home Office official who had administered the course to provide him with good photographs of all the attendees. 

The interviews were in progress and Finkel stepped outside to have a moment’s peace of mind and think about his next steps. If any of the officers had weapons, he wanted to know about it. He considered searching their rooms, but this would be a time consuming and intrusive procedure as there were so many attendees. He would also have to search their cars. He was unlikely to find anything because if one of the detectives had committed the crime, he or she would not leave the weapon someplace where it could easily be found. And in searching for weapons, he would antagonize everyone. He would work with the hypothesis that somebody from the outside had done the killing. He would also do his best to discover if anyone on the course, or those running it, knew the victim; his colleagues were already asking this to everyone they interviewed. The deputy commissioner obviously knew Sir Robert, and he needed to know more about their connection.

The deputy commissioner was about to return to London and emerged from the Lodge with his bag followed by his assistant. Finkel asked if he had a moment to chat. The commissioner assumed it was to inform him of what he had learned so far, and was taken aback, when it became evident that he was being interviewed as one would a suspect. He began to wonder whether he had appointed the right man to lead the investigation, but as the questioning went on, he decided that he probably had. He was asked politely to give an accounting of his movements from the time Sir Robert left the conference centre until his body was discovered. He described how he chatted briefly with Sir Robert in the conference centre and then left so others would have an opportunity. He walked back to the Lodge with an assistant, stopped briefly at the desk to pick up a DHL delivery, went to the loo on the ground floor, and then into the bar where he learned of the shooting.

“May I ask how long you were in the loo?”

The deputy commissioner laughed. “It was a quick pee and a careful hand wash. The loo is just opposite the bar, so not nearly enough time to run upstairs and shoot Sir Robert. And my assistant waited outside.”

“Forgive the question, but I needed to eliminate you from the list of suspects.”

“Am I free to go?”

“You are, but I would appreciate it if first you could tell me something about our victim.”

The deputy commissioner explained that Sir Robert was a very senior civil servant who had been made police commissioner. It was the first such appointment in his memory of someone not in the Met. “We had compatible personalities and got on well. Sir Robert was a good friend of the police, and especially of the Met. He did his best to look after us.”

“So, nobody on the force had an incentive to kill him?”

“Not that I know of.”

“Was Sir Robert married?”

“Yes. I met his wife on two occasions. They have two children, one in university, and the other a recent graduate. I picked up no sign of tension in the family.”

“One more question. The loo aside, was your assistant with you for the whole period in question.”

“He was.”

“Thank you, sir. You are both free to go.”

Finkel watched the two men climb into a black Mercedes. He had guessed beforehand that it was likely to be their official car. They drove slowly off. He went back inside to check on the interviews of staff and attendees. He asked his assistant overseeing the interviews for the list of detectives, which he quickly scanned. There were several names recognized.

“Have any of you spoken to Rudra Khan yet?”

“No. We finished with the staff and we are up to ‘H’ with the detectives.”

“Fine. I’ll do him.”

Everyone awaiting their interview was in the bar or dining room, and it did not take long to spot Rudi. 

“Rudi, it’s Harry,” He had to shout to be heard over the buzz of conversation.

Rudi looked up and broke into a broad smile as his eyes met those of his London colleague. “Are you in the course? Why haven’t I seen you until now?”

“No. I arrived an hour ago. I’m in charge of the investigation.”

“Of course. They need someone who was not at the Lodge. I assume that the gossip we hear about a murder is correct?”

“I’m afraid so. We’re interviewing all of you to see if anybody saw anything and who has a good alibi. It looks like I drew the short end of the straw with you.”

Rudi laughed. “Should I request a solicitor?”

“By all means. A good one will encourage you to fess up and make a deal.”

“The Lodge is more comfortable than Wandsworth. I’m going to stay shtum, unless you have those thumbscrews that I gave you as a gift.”

Harry laughed.

The two friends went off to find a room where they could talk. Rudi told Harry that he had neither seen nor heard anything suspicious. After what he described as Sir Robert’s tedious talk, he and Ian Davidson, a Cambridge colleague and friend, had made a bee line for the pub. They were there when another detective came in to inform the deputy inspector of the shooting. He and Ian were each other’s alibi, but presumably the barman or somebody else could also vouch for their presence. Rudi explained that “Ian was only one of two dark-skinned detectives on the course, or three, if you count me. We stood out in the crowd so people in the bar will almost certainly remember us.”

Harry nodded. “Wait here and I’ll ask.”

Rudi checked his mail and messages on his phone until Harry returned. “The two of you are in the clear,” he said. “The barman remembered you as among the first to arrive and present when the shooting was announced. You’re free to go.”

“That’s a relief. I don’t envy you your task.”

“It’s hardly a choice assignment. The deputy inspector summoned me for reasons I can’t fathom.”

“I’ll wager it had to do with all the publicity arising from the illegal surveillance equipment case and your televised arrest of Budge at the treasury.”

“As they say, no good deed goes unpunished.”

*
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Detective Sergeant Peter Leslie received his second call in thirty minutes from Rudi. He and Ian were on their way back to Cambridge. “It’s quite a scene here, and I’ll tell you all about it when I return. Anything going on with you?”

“Nothing dramatic. A domestic violence call, and a break in at one of the colleges. The usual.”

“It will be a welcome relief. I suppose I should brief Braham. Will you make an appointment?”

“The deputy commissioner is always happy to see you, although I am going to decline his usual offer of a dram. I have a tennis date with Elaine.”

Rudi next called Rhianna to report he would be home in time for dinner. They could go out if she liked. Otherwise, he could defrost an eggplant parmigiana he had prepared last week and he could easily toss a salad to go with it. She opted to dine in and told him that it had been a slow day at work. She had gone to a school exhibit and to Addenbrookes to cover the first use of a fancy new MRI.

It was good that Ian was driving because Rudi’s phone rang almost as soon as he hung up. It was Harry who called to report that Sir Robert had been scheduled to give a talk at a Cambridge college next week, where the master was an old friend. “Would you do me a favour and have a chat with him? Maybe, we can learn something useful about our victim?”

Rudi wrote down the name of college and told Harry that he knew its master. He called Peter back and asked him to set up an appointment sometime tomorrow with the master, if that were possible.

When they reached the Parkside police station, Rudi and Ian went to report to deputy commissioner Braham. He had just finished watering his plants, which appeared to be doing well, as they almost always did. Rudi and Ian knew Braham’s little secret: plants on their way out he quickly replaced with healthy look-alikes. His little green space flourished and gave him great pleasure, and to visitors too. Braham invited his detectives to sit down.

“How was the course?” he asked.

“A total waste of time,” Rudi said. “It wasn’t so much about diversity as intolerance, and its unspoken message was that whites are responsible for it. It’s real effect, I imagine, will be to make the people who are hostile to those who differ from them even more defensive and racist.”

“If that wasn’t enough,” Ian added, “the lack of knowledge of several of the speakers was embarrassing.”

“I saw that Robert Cushing was on the programme,” Braham asked. “What did he have to say? He remains a cipher to me.”

“He will forever remain so,” Ian said. He recounted the day’s events and Braham plied him with questions, most of which he could not answer.

“Everyone thinks it unlikely that one of the detectives shot him,” Ian said. “But how strange it was to become a suspect.”

“It was uncomfortable,” Rudi added. “But I am confident they’ll never catch me.”

“Most murderers feel that way,” Braham said. 

“But why did you kill him?” Ian asked.

“He was such a boring lecturer. I was frustrated throughout the first talk, slept through the second, but had to reach for my gun during the third.”

“Maybe it’s a good thing you didn’t have your weapon with you?” said Braham. 

“I’m sure somebody did,” Ian said. “I thought it strange they didn't check to see if any of us were armed. But then I realized that any detective who used their weapon would have used theirs and would have disposed of it afterwards.”

“Odder still,” said Braham, “is how they’ve managed to keep the murder under wraps. I would have expected to have been tipped off by one of my friends at the Met or the Home Office.” He swivelled in his chair to face his computer and hit a few strokes on the keyboard. He looked at the screen and struck the keyboard again. “Nothing on the BBC or in the Guardian. That’s remarkable.”

Braham looked across at Rudi. “Should I look in the Cambridge paper?”

Everyone laughed.

“I’m surprised that Rhianna hasn’t cottoned on yet,” Rudi said.

“The media will have a field day when the story breaks,” Ian said. “Someone shoots the Met’s commissioner whilst he is surrounded by some fifty of the best detectives in the country. To add insult to injury, the murderer escaped unnoticed.”

“We’re going to look pretty lame.” Braham said. 
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Rudi went home to confront what he knew would be an unhappy Rhianna when she learned about the murder. She was indeed displeased. Rudi had not told her and now somebody else would get the scoop. They talked about why this hadn’t happened yet. Rhianna insisted that the story should have gone public by now.

By 10 p.m. it had. The BBC evening news carried the story, provided some background on Sir Robert, and broadcast an interview with some Home Office official who made the victim appear second only to the late Queen in his contribution to the country. There was also a short statement by the Deputy Commissioner of the Met lamenting the murder and reporting that the case was receiving the highest priority. Rhianna and Peter thought it interesting that the Beeb could not get anybody at the Lodge to go on camera. The best they could do was to show a picture of the Lodge with police cars parked in front. 

“There must be considerable pressure on staff to remain silent,” said Peter.

“But not all of them did,” said Rhianna. Someone tipped off the press and surely it wasn’t one of your detective friends.”

“I’d like to think not.”

“What did this Cushing Fellow say in his talk?”

“Not much. It was mostly platitudes about policing, inclusivity, and projecting a good image to the public. He appeared committed to these goals but did not seem to have a clue about how to achieve them.”

“What do you know about him?”

“Next to nothing.”

“I’ll ask around and see what I can find out.”

*
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Rudi and Peter met up the next morning at their usual café. Fortified respectively with an americano and cappuccino they made their way to Leinster College to visit its master. One of the porters greeted them by name and said the master was expecting them. Another porter escorted through the fore and rear courts to the proper entryway and staircase. The same secretary as last time greeted them, pressed a buzzer on her desk, and the master promptly appeared to invite them into his inner office. He was fiftyish, with greying hair, but fit looking. He was sporting a well-fitted dark suit and a rust-coloured silk tie. 

“Good to see you again,” the master said, and offered his hand to both detectives. “Do please sit down.” 

Rudi and Peter made themselves comfortable on a leather sofa and their host settled into un upholstered chair. Light was streaming through two windows making it more pleasurable for Rudi to reacquaint himself with the tribal carpet on the floor in front of the sofa. He would much rather have asked about it than about Sir Robert, but this was not a social visit. Even so, the master caught him looking at.

“It’s a Bakhtiari. I inherited it from an uncle who was stationed in Iran during the War.”

“I recognized it from Khesti garden motif,” Rudi said.

“You know your carpets. Do have a collection?”

“Only two, but I love them. I have an aunt who is a curator of oriental carpets at the British Museum.”

“A good person to have in the family. How can I be of help?”

Rudi asked the master if he had heard about the killing of Sir Robert Cushing at Cumberland Lodge.

“Yes. A terrible thing.”

“I’m told that you knew him well.”

“That’s an exaggeration. But I did know him. We served on the same government commission and are members of the Atheneum. I’ve had lunch with him there on a couple of occasions. Once we were part of a larger group, and the other time we sat across from each other at the members’ table.”

“Can you tell us something about him?”

“I assume you know more than I do about his professional life. He never really talked about it, and I did not ask. He was respected in the Home Office, especially for his accomplishments in the education sector. I imagine he was surprised to be put in charge of the police, as it’s far from his area of expertise. But then the civil service thinks everyone they hire is capable of doing anything.”

“What was he like as a person?” Rudi asked.

“I’m told that people either loved or hated him and that hardly anybody was neutral. He had firm opinions on most subjects and could be abrasive, but always tried to do what he thought best, first for education and then for policing. I suspect the police found him authoritarian and uncompromising, and he probably regarded them as confrontational and overly demanding. We in robes are far more compliant than those in uniform.”

“You’re suggesting that he had enemies on the force?” Peter asked.

“I have no doubt. People defend their turf, but few of them, at least in government, shoot their opponents.”

“So, you think it was an outsider?” Peter asked.

“I really have no opinion.”

“Fair enough,” Rudi said. “Sadly, neither do we.”

“Well, at least this time, neither victim nor suspects are members of College.”

“I’ll do my best to keep it that way,” Rudi said with a smile.

The master walked them to the stairwell, where they all shook hands. Rudi and Peter hoofed it back to the police station. Rudi tried calling Harry but had to leave a message on his phone.

*
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Harry had all the authority he needed but it was hindered by the very person who had given him a free hand. The deputy commissioner was breathing down his neck, asking what he had found out, and if had done this or that. Harry was not the type to curry favour, and was blunt in his responses. He told the deputy commissioner to get off his back or find someone else to investigate. The deputy commissioner backed off, recognizing the bad publicity he would garner if word got around that he had done a Donald Trump and replaced his investigator with someone more pliant.

Harry also had to deal the media once the story broke. He quickly figured how to keep them at bay. The police put tape around the Lodge’s perimeter. They blocked off the avenue and roads leading to it. The first few reporters or sensation seekers who crawled underneath the tape were promptly arrested, which made others more cautious. The media could not fly the drones overhead; it was illegal to do this so close to Windsor Castle. In the interim, Harry’s staff interviewed the rest of the detectives on the course, most of whom had alibis that ranged from acceptable to compelling. Some half-dozen had been alone in their rooms, so could not be excluded as suspects. The other possibility, Harry recognized but did not want to consider, was that two detectives had done the deed and vouched for each other. 

Detectives without alibis were given firearm tests to see if they had fired a gun recently. They all tested negative. There were no signs of gunpowder residue on their hands or clothing. They were allowed to go home after providing official and personal phone numbers and official and private email addresses. The tests were time consuming and a dead end. Harry was nevertheless pleased that none of the detectives were serious suspects, and as the staff also tested negative, he would concentrate on an outsider. The outer door was unlocked during opening hours but you needed a key card to open the inside door, and the code was frequently changed. An intruder who made it in would have a good chance of not being intercepted because there was often no one at the front desk. If there was a conference on, there would be lots of people milling about, almost all of them unknown to staff. It would be easy pass for a conferee. Once inside, there was pretty much have free access to the building. The only rooms that were locked were the bedrooms of visitors, the kitchen when not in use, and various utility rooms. The killer could have knocked on Sir Robert’s door, and in the relaxed and relatively secure setting of the Lodge, it is likely his victim would have opened it, expecting a colleague, maid, or member of staff.

Harry had noticed that Sir Robert was lying on the carpet well back from the door. He reasoned that the killer must have been someone he knew or had let into his suite for some reason. He was killed from inside, not at the door. The killer might have posed as staff and asked to check the minibar, or fix a window or a leaky faucet. He – killers with guns were almost invariably men—might have pretended to be a detective keen to ask a question. Harry would wait to see if the crime scene officers turned up anything of interest. In the interim, he asked to see the CCTV coverage, only to discover that there wasn’t much. The parking lot and conference centre and the side and front of the Lodge were covered but that was it. He had two of his staff go through the digital recordings to see what they could find. There was precious little of interest, at least at first viewing. Lots of people could be seen coming and going, or milling by the conference centre, or in front of the lodge. A careful search of the front door video in the hour before the murder showed some twenty people.

Many of those coming in were readily identified as course members returning from the conference centre. More had entered the side door, which was closer to the conference centre. They were picked up by another camera. Two staff, one of them a maid, the other a kitchen worker, also came through this door, as did a delivery man, whose truck was visible in the parking lot. They would check to see if he was legitimate. This left some half-dozen people to identify. Most were probably course members, and some of them entered in groups, making it hard to identify individuals whose faces were obscured by people between them and the camera. They would have to interview those detectives they could identify and ask about the others who entered with them. This would be a lot of work, but it had to be done. The task took two teams working non-stop the next day.

They were left with three unidentified visitors. One, a woman, was recognized by staff as an official from the foundation that owned and managed the Lodge. She had an appointment and had been at her meeting at the time of the murder. Staff struggled to identity the other two. One was finally recognized as a meter reader, and his visit was confirmed by the electric company. The other, a casually dressed middle-aged man, remained a mystery. He was seen leaving some five minutes before Sir Robert’s body was discovered, making him a prime suspect. Harry asked the Met’s technical team to do what they could to improve the quality of the images and see if they could get a name by using face identification software.

The police lab report identified the two bullets as 9.2 mm parabellum, probably fired from a Glock. This was not good news because it put the detectives back in the picture. They could match bullets with guns, but all but a few detectives said that they had come unarmed to the course and none of the former had tested positive for firing a weapon. He had uniforms search the Lodge and the grounds for a gun, but nothing had been found. It was another dead end.

As for motive, none was apparent. Harry told himself that he had to keep an open mind. Sir Robert may have been killed for political or personal reasons, and he had to explore both possibilities. His first step was to talk to Commissioner Hollander. He knew Sir Robert and could provide valuable information. The deputy commissioner agreed to the interview, but his body language made it clear that he resented be grilled by a subordinate. Harry did his best to put the deputy commissioner at ease, but it was hard work. They came close to an impasse when Harry asked for the details of previous conversations between his boss and Sir Robert. The deputy commissioner insisted that they were privileged and private.

“You must realize sir, that nothing is private in a murder investigation.”

“Our conversations were on sensitive matters,” the deputy commissioner replied. “They are frankly above your pay grade.”

“That may well be, but it is beside the point. You’ve given me the task of tracking down a murderer, and to do that I have to find a probable motive. You have information relevant to this search and need to share it. I will be discreet, I promise you.”

The deputy commissioner did not immediately respond, and Harry could see him mulling over what to do. He sat motionless waiting for his interlocutor to come to some conclusion.

“What I’m going to tell you,” the deputy commissioner finally said, “is entirely off the record. You will immediately understand why.”

Harry always made notes but put aside his notebook and stuck his pen back in the inside pocket of his suit jacket. He sat with his hands crossed waiting for the deputy commissioner to reveal his secrets.

“Sir Robert was deeply committed to his job and rightly regarded the Home Office as a servant of the public. He took oversight of the police seriously and encouraged us to respond effectively to public concerns.”

The deputy commissioner paused, as if waiting for these platitudes to sink in and impress his listener. Harry sat motionless.

“Two issues were foremost in his mind. The first, shall we say, was the not fully correct behaviour of police officers towards minority colleagues, but even more to those in the community. The second involved women.”

Harry said nothing but kept looking the deputy commissioner in the eye.

“The minority question is, of course, not limited to the police, but still something we must address.” 

“There is discrimination in every sector of British life,” Harry suggested. “But only the police shoot young Black men. Public concern is not misplaced.”

The deputy commissioner stared at him in disbelief.

“Do you really believe this?”

“Don’t you?”:

“I . . . frankly, I don’t know what to think.”

Harry was after information and did not want to get drawn into an argument. “What was the second issue?” he asked.

“Women. We seem to have a very bad response to rape. Sir Robert wanted us to take the problem more seriously. He demanded new rules that would upgrade the priority of the offence and training that would make police more responsive to victims. I was receptive to his concerns.”

“This accounts for the sensitivity course for detectives?”

“Yes.” 

“It hardly seems a motive for killing either of you.”

“Me? Am I at risk?”

“Not to my knowledge. And certainly not if the course had nothing to do with Sir Robert’s murder. What about women?”

“What about women?”

“Have you responded to Sir Robert’s requests regarding rape?”

“I’ve commissioned a study group to look into the problem.”

“Is there anything else you can tell me about the victim?”

“Not really. I know nothing about his personal life if that’s what you mean.”
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Harry’s next port of call was the Cushing family. Sir Robert was separated from his wife. He continued to live in London, but she had moved to Cambridge to be close to her job at the university press. They had two children, both now at university.

Harry called Rudi to ask him to do the interview and save him the trip to Cambridge. Rudi in turn asked Harry for an update on the investigation and anything he should know before speaking with Mrs. Cushing.

“For a start, she uses her own name, Judith Haverford. The press website says she is a history editor. I know nothing else.” Harry characterized what he had learned as “bugger all.” “None of the detectives is in the frame, although there are a few who were by themselves at the time and cannot be ruled out – especially as the gun appears to have been a Glock.”

“Ouch.”

“Exactly. But if you think about it, a detective intent on killing Sir Robert would have used another weapon to direct attention away from the police. As you know, they’re easy to source.”

“True. Perhaps the killer isn’t a detective but someone who wants them to be suspects?”

“The thought has occurred to me. To do this convincingly, they would need to get their hands on a service weapon and leave it somewhere we could discover it.”

“You’d make a good murderer, Harry.”

“Don’t think I haven’t been tempted.

“What about the
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