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Chapter 1

Chief Inspector Robert Casey considered his reflection in the mirror as he dressed for his retirement party.  On the outside nothing had altered.  However, everything had changed.  It had been a major surprise when, on the Thursday morning of 3rd June 2010, he had announced his plan to retire.  His colleagues knew that he didn’t see the sense in his knowledge and experience being lost because of impending budget cuts.  His age and the fact that he had completed over 30 years’ service shouldn’t have been a factor.  He wouldn’t tell them why he had changed his mind.  How could he explain that an event the previous night had affected him so much, bringing back memories that he had tried to forget?

Turning around he looked across the bedroom to where his wife Martha was changing.  She still retained her natural beauty, and he couldn’t help thinking about the first time they had met.  The fact that it was also the first time he had led a murder investigation only served to emphasise the memory.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Robert Casey joined the police force straight from school.  His initial posting sent him to Leicester.  It was noted that he had a natural affinity for police work.  His enquiring mind was soon put to use, as he was seconded to the CID when an outbreak of sickness depleted the numbers of detectives.  Bob’s career path was now on the right track.  His involvement in a number of successful prosecutions hastened his promotions and he had no hesitation in accepting a Detective Sergeant’s post on transfer to Loughborough.

The Loughborough CID team was small and well integrated; the station itself situated a stone’s throw from the town centre.  Bob enjoyed the short walk at lunch-time.

Initially commuting from Leicester, a trip of approximately twelve miles each way, Bob realised that he would need to move closer.  In a matter of weeks he was renting a small flat above a corner shop, just fifteen minutes’ walk from the police station.  Although the flat was small it was ideal for Bob’s bachelor existence.

Away from his work Bob’s main interest was his love of music, especially from the 60s.  He considered himself fortunate to have lived through that defining decade.  To his delight he had discovered an independent record shop called The Peeled Orange, a short walk from his flat.  At weekends he would usually spend an hour browsing through the stock.  More often than not he would purchase an addition to his ever-growing collection.  Even he thought his records were an eclectic mix.

Bob soon became a popular and trusted colleague.  His natural charm and willingness to assist with any situation endeared him to both police and civilians.  He was in no hurry to return to his empty flat and so he would often stay at the station beyond the end of his shift.

However, he had joined a snooker hall called The Right Shot Snooker Club and was in the process of becoming a member of a local table tennis club.  Although he had only played snooker on a few occasions, the club not only provided snooker tables but also dartboards and there was the occasional social event.  It was, Bob thought, a chance to enlarge his social circle with no firm commitments.

Table tennis was a different matter.  From an early age, when his parents had purchased a net, bats and balls for use on the dining table, he had shown a natural ability.  Frustratingly, although a far better player than his mother, he rarely beat her.  No matter how hard he hit the ball over the net, somehow she always managed to return it.  In his youthful impatience he would then wildly smash the ball anywhere but on the table.  He now wanted to test himself against regular table tennis players.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Six months had passed when the major event of his life occurred.  He would always remember that date: Tuesday 7th August 1979.  It had been like any other day; piles of paperwork.  He decided to work late to clear his desk and was on the verge of leaving the office when his telephone rang.

Answering the telephone Bob recognised the voice of Sergeant Mervyn Harris.  

“Bob, there has been a report of a body found in Blackberry Way.  I can’t raise anybody else, could you attend the scene?”

“I’ve never heard of Blackberry Way, except the song by the Move,” he replied.  “Anyway, I’ve walked from home.”

“That’s okay.  The squad car is in the yard.  Blackberry Way is a little cut-through to the Orchard Estate off Beacon Lane.”

It was approximately five minutes’ drive to the forest side of town.  Beacon Lane ran uphill out of Loughborough, a gentle incline at first, then winding its way at a steeper gradient into Charnwood Forest.  Blackberry Way was a small path off to the left, part way up the steeper incline.  Bob could see how the name had been arrived at.  Wild blackberries grew in abundance on both sides of the rough, tarmac path.

The body was slumped in a patch of blackberries about a hundred yards from Beacon Lane.  Bob could tell it was a smallish middle-aged man.  His sightless eyes were staring up at Bob.  He had obviously been stabbed in the chest a number of times.  The juice of the crushed blackberries mingled with his blood, surrounding him in a mass of deep red liquid.

Carefully Bob manoeuvred around the body whilst the two police constables were securing the crime scene with tape.  A large dour looking man came hurriedly towards the crime scene.  In his rumpled, grey mackintosh, brown cord trousers, trilby hat and carrying what looked like a typical medical equipment bag, Bob guessed that this was the duty doctor.

“Doctor Winters,” he proffered, “and you are...?”

“Bob Casey, Detective Sergeant.”

“I believe you have a body for me?”

“Just here.”

They both turned towards the tangled and crushed blackberry bushes, looking down at the body.  Dr Winters exclaimed, “I know him.  He’s Harry Goodwin, branch manager of Barclays Bank in the Market Place.”

“Do you know where he lives?” asked Bob.

“Not exactly,” Dr Winters replied, “but I think it could be on the Orchard Estate, which would explain why he was taking this path.”

After a brief conversation regarding initial thoughts they agreed to meet in the morning.

Dr Winters halted. “One last thing I should mention.  Sergeant Harris will be the man to speak to about Harry Goodwin.  I believe he has had dealings with him.”

Chapter 2

Back at the station Bob sought out Sergeant Harris.  When Bob had first arrived at the Loughborough station, Mervyn Harris was one of the first to take the time to put him at his ease.  Harris was a long-time member of the Loughborough team and his local knowledge was legendary.  Born and raised in the town, it was rumoured that his once a year foray to Skegness was an obligation forced upon him by his wife.

“Yes, I knew him,” Harris told Bob.  “Not a nice character.  He was a small man with a small man’s mentality.  Always felt he had to prove himself to people.  You won’t find anybody putting a good word in for him.  He was officious, petty, mean-spirited and opinionated.”

“Family?” asked Bob.

“He was a widower with two children, twins, a boy and a girl.”

“When did his wife die?”

“She committed suicide several years ago.  It was commonly thought he was the reason.  Apparently there was physical and mental abuse.  We investigated, but it was all hearsay and innuendo.  In fact it’s rumoured that the abuse continued with the children.”

“Did he have any routine?” enquired Bob.

“I gather he’d walk home from the bank and stop at the Guiding Light public house most nights.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Bob obtained the Goodwin’s address and asked for a female constable to accompany him.  The journey took ten minutes.  The house was a typical 1950’s semi set back slightly from the road.  Bob pushed the doorbell.  The door was opened by a young woman with what Bob thought was the prettiest face he had ever seen.  He hadn’t believed in love at first sight but his heart was pounding, his mouth dry, and it took him a minute to gather his wits.

“Miss Goodwin?” he enquired.

“That’s right.”

“My name is Detective Sergeant Robert Casey and this is Police Constable Mary Higgins.  May we come in?”

“Of course.”

They passed through a narrow hallway.  “We can sit in the back room,” she told them.

“Is your brother here?” enquired Bob.

“Yes, upstairs in his bedroom.”

“Would you fetch him please?”

She left them sitting on the sofa of a three piece suite which had seen better days, and Bob noticed that the room’s television was a small portable type.  From what he had seen of the house so far, it appeared drab and neglected.

Miss Goodwin and her brother entered the room.  There was no doubting they were related.

“This is Michael and I’m Martha.”

“I’m afraid I have some bad news.  Your father’s body has been found in Blackberry Way.”

The twins looked at each other and neither seemed particularly perturbed.  Bob could see, however, that Michael was not as unfazed as Martha.  He seemed unable to keep still and sought Martha’s hand for comfort.  She willingly accepted, which to Bob indicated the closeness of the siblings.  There was not a great deal of difference, height-wise, between them.  Michael’s features were soft and gentle.  In many ways he appeared to be almost as feminine as Martha.

“What time does your father usually arrive home?”

“Any time between seven and eight o’clock.” replied Martha.

“Weren’t you worried when he didn’t turn up?”

“Not really, he occasionally stays later in the pub.”

Bob noted that the time was now approaching 9:00pm

“I will need to talk to you tomorrow.  

“We’ll be here after four.”

“I’ll call about 5-ish then.”

Before leaving Bob informed them that their father’s body would need to be identified. Michael volunteered to view the body, if it could be left until the morning.  Bob assured him that would be fine.

Bob said his goodbyes and accompanied by Mary Higgins, returned to the station before making his way back to the flat.

Mary Higgins had told Bob on the trip back, that she was finishing her shift and would he like to have a drink at the local pub to wind down before making their way home. He had been a little taken aback by her offer.  Although not outstandingly pretty, he thought Mary was not unattractive and had wondered why she was still single despite being the wrong side of thirty.  Any other time he may have accepted but his mind was full of the image of Martha Goodwin’s beauty.

“I would have liked to Mary, but unfortunately there are some things I’ve got to get on with at the flat.  Maybe some other time.”

“Just a thought,” Mary said, adding “No problem.”

Chapter 3

The following morning he entered his office having spent a restless night.  He could not shake the image of Martha Goodwin out of his mind.  A message lay on his desk to telephone the Chief Constable.  Bob had met him on two or three occasions at functions connected with their mutual interest, the preserved Great Central Railway.  For as long as he could remember Bob had always been fascinated by steam trains.  Although no fanatic, he loved the smell of the engines and the enthusiasm and commitment of the volunteers.  The fact that the headquarters of this organisation was situated in Loughborough was an added bonus to his promotion.

A short telephone conversation ended with Bob being informed that because of operational needs he would be heading the murder enquiry.  All relevant people had been informed and a speedy conclusion would go a long way to enhancing his future career.

Bob called together the team allocated to him and issued them with specific tasks.  Neighbours would be interviewed, a fingertip search of the murder site would be carried out, customers and staff at the Guiding Light identified and questioned.  Any important development would be immediately relayed to him and there would be a daily meeting to review the progress.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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The team left on their various assignments whilst Bob decided to revisit the murder scene.  He had his own car this morning.  A short drive took him to the entrance of Blackberry Way.  Parking close by on Beacon Lane, he noted that the Guiding Light was no more than three hundred yards away.  Showing his warrant card, he moved past the tapes and enquired if any progress had been made.

“Nothing found so far sir,” 

Bob continued further along Blackberry Way until he reached a path at right angles.  It appeared to be a cut through to another road.  Whereas Blackberry Way was little more than a path, this road was obviously fairly well used by motor vehicles and there were a number of parked cars along its length.  Turning left it was a matter of about a hundred yards before he arrived at the beginning of the cul-de-sac in which the Goodwins’ property was located.  Satisfied that he now had a better idea of the location, he returned to where the constable was still standing.

“I’m off to see Dr Winters” Bob told him.

Bob learned from Dr Winters that Harry Goodwin had been stabbed three times and died within seconds.  The stabbings were consistent with one assailant, using something similar to a kitchen knife.  Time of death was within one hour of the initial examination.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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As the day progressed, Bob received constant updates.  According to witnesses, Goodwin had left the pub just after 7:00pm.  He had argued with two fellow drinkers, who would now have to be interviewed.  Bob therefore arranged for the two men to be contacted.  The anonymous telephone call had been logged at just after 7:30pm and had been made from a telephone box on Beacon Lane further up the hill from Blackberry Way.

Chapter 4

At precisely 5:00pm Bob arrived at the Goodwin household.  In the early evening light it appeared even more neglected.  Overgrown garden, faded paintwork flaking from its single glazed windows; no money had been spent on this property for some years.

Martha answered the door and Bob took in her beauty.  If anything she looked even prettier.  Straight auburn hair falling to her shoulders framing the face of an angel, and an hourglass figure.  Bob wondered why she appeared to still be single.

“Come through to the back room, Michael is waiting for us.”

Martha explained that Tuesdays, between 7:00pm and 7:30pm was the one time of the week she watched television.  She was hooked on Sapphire and Steel, probably because David McCallum appeared as Steel.

Michael informed Bob that he had been in his room playing records and may have fallen asleep.  Martha confirmed this, stating that during the commercial break she had gone upstairs to see him.  She had found him sleeping.  She further explained that Michael worked at the Loughborough library.  He found some days exhausting, hence his tiredness.  Martha didn’t go out to work as her father thought that there would be enough to do in the house to keep her occupied.

Further questioning produced nothing new.  Bob asked them for permission to search the house the next day.  Martha said she would be at home.

Chapter 5

The following morning Bob was questioning one of the two drinkers who had argued with Harry Goodwin.  It didn’t take long to ascertain that Bill Taylor had made the anonymous telephone call.  A slightly overweight, burly individual, Taylor appeared to Bob to be well able to look after himself.

“Harry said some hurtful things.  I finished my drink and decided to confront him.  It was about ten minutes after he left.  I saw his body in Blackberry Way.  I didn’t want to be at the scene so I telephoned and went home.  Have you questioned Dave Lambert yet?  He was involved in the argument with Harry too.  As I remember, he left after Harry but before me.”

Bob asked Taylor to bear with him as he left the interview room.  Making his way to the front desk he had the feeling that the investigation was moving forward at pace.  It had been sheer luck that in his haste to exit the telephone box last night, Taylor had dropped one of his business cards.  Although the card ‘Bill Taylor, Painter & Decorator’ could have been there for some time, it hadn’t taken Bob long to elicit the truth from Taylor, who had appeared relieved to unburden himself.

Sergeant Harris assured Bob that he would arrange for someone to find Dave Lambert and bring him into the police station.  Bob would endeavour to learn more from Taylor and then interview Lambert.  He now had two suspects for the murder.  He also asked Harris to send someone to speak to Mrs Taylor.

More questioning garnered very little further information from Taylor, so it was a relief to Bob when he was interrupted and advised that Dave Lambert was now seated in Interview Room 2.  Excusing himself, he crossed the corridor to enter the room in which Lambert was waiting.

Lambert was a nervous-looking, stick thin individual picking away at his right thumb nail.  He shifted uncomfortably as Bob walked in.

“What’s this about?” he whined.  “I’ve done nothing wrong.”

“Just a few routine questions, sir,” Bob informed him.  “I understand that you and Bill Taylor were involved in an argument with Harry Goodwin in the Guiding Light last night.”

“It was more between Bill and Harry.  I was just backing Bill’s point of view.”

“What was the argument about?”

“It’s always the same argument with Harry.  He’s a self-important, pompous ass who believes he deserves special respect because he’s a local bank manager.”

“You and Taylor didn’t agree with that view,” Bob suggested.

“Bill told Harry that people respected him more, because he provided a worthwhile service whilst Harry as a bank manager, was part of a system that ripped everybody off.  I happened to agree with Bill.”

“What happened then?”

Lambert was still picking at his thumbnail as he told Bob that Harry Goodwin had become more and more incensed as he started swearing and hurling insults at the pair of them.  At one point he had been worried that Goodwin would either succumb to a stroke or heart attack.  In the event Goodwin had stood up and walked out.

Bob considered the information Lambert had provided for a moment and then decided to change his approach.

“Harry Goodwin was stabbed to death in Blackberry Way last night.”

Lambert’s normally pale complexion turned a whiter shade and he started to shake uncontrollably.

“You can’t fit me up for that; I had nothing to do with his murder.  In fact I didn’t even know he was dead until you just told me.”

“You’re not being accused of anything Mr Lambert,” Bob assured him, “but we do need you to clarify certain things.  Now Mr Taylor has told us that you left the pub after Harry Goodwin, but before him.  Could you please tell us your movements after leaving the Guiding Light?”

Lambert hesitated and then asserted that he couldn’t remember exactly, and was probably just walking around for a while before returning home.  When Bob asked him what time he had arrived home, Lambert replied that he thought around 9.30.

“Could anyone confirm that time?” Bob asked.

“Well I suppose my wife could,” Lambert responded, “but I don’t want her bothered.

“The problem we have Mr Lambert,” Bob explained “is that you have no alibi at the time of Mr Goodwin’s murder.”

Lambert shrunk back into his seat as Bob continued.  “If you are concealing anything from us, rest assured that we will find out.”

Bob rose from his chair and told Lambert that he should think carefully about the night of the murder.  Pausing at the interview room door, he turned and told Lambert he would return shortly to continue the interview.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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As Bob walked down the corridor he was considering his next course of action.  Lambert was certainly holding something back.  The fact that he had no alibi for the time of the murder certainly told against him.  He was still deep in thought when Mervyn Harris tapped him on the shoulder, holding out a cup for Bob to take.

“Thought you might need a coffee, Bob,” he ventured.

Bob took the cup from him, thanking him for his consideration.

“What do you know about Lambert?” he asked.  “Has he come to your attention?”

“Not as such,” Harris replied, “but rumour has it that he’s a bit of a ladies’ man.  I think there have been a few incidents involving him and various cuckolded husbands.  He may not look up to much but he seems to appeal to the fairer sex.”

Handing back the empty cup to Harris, Bob made his way back to the interview room allocated to Lambert.  He opened the door and without saying a word, sat down opposite the suspect.

Lambert, unnerved by Bob looking at him without speaking, suddenly blurted out “What do you want?”

“You are the number one suspect at the moment and by keeping quiet you’ll only make it worse for yourself,” Bob warned him.  “If it’s anything to do with your extramarital activity, it would be best to tell me now.”

Shuffling in his seat, Lambert opened up, explaining that once a week he would call on Bill Taylor’s wife whilst Taylor was still at the pub.  Lambert had a financial arrangement with one of the bar staff at the Guiding Light to ring his mobile when Taylor left the pub.  That would give him enough time to leave before Taylor arrived.  The night of the murder his mobile rang before he had even arrived at Taylor’s house, to inform him that Bill was already leaving the pub.

Taking a deep breath, Lambert continued, “I was worried that maybe Bill suspected something, so I thought a long walk would clear my mind.  Also, on the nights I‘ve been with Bill’s wife, I’ve usually got home at about half past nine and to arrive any earlier might have raised my wife’s suspicions, so I stayed out.”

This explanation appeared to have the ring of truth about it, Bob thought. 

“Give the constable here the name of the bar staff member who telephones you, to confirm your explanation and then you can leave.  This doesn’t mean we are ruling you out of our investigation and I may need to ask you more questions.  Do you understand?”

“Yes,” replied Lambert.  “Bill Taylor doesn’t need to know all this, does he?”

“We can be discreet,” Bob assured Lambert.  “However, we will be checking your movements with Mrs Taylor.”

Lambert left the interview room with a sullen look on his face.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Bob made his way across the corridor to continue his interview with Bill Taylor.  Entering the room Bob could see that Taylor was becoming agitated.

“How much longer are you going to keep me here?” he demanded.

“I still have more questions for you,” Bob replied.

Before Taylor could say anything, Bob continued.  “We have interviewed Dave Lambert and it’s likely that his movements will be confirmed, so that puts you right back in the spotlight.”

Mervyn Harris knocked on the interview room door, entered, and asked Bob to step outside for a moment.  Closing the door behind them, Harris informed Bob that Mrs Taylor thought her husband had arrived home that night around 9.00pm.

Bob told Harris about Lamberts assertion of his liaison with Mrs Taylor which would require confirmation with Mrs Taylor.

“Looks like Mrs Taylor’s neighbours will have plenty to speculate about with her receiving two visits from the police within hours of each other,” Harris commented with a chuckle.

Returning to the interview room, Bob immediately resumed his questioning.

“You said you telephoned and then returned home.”

“That’s right,” Taylor answered.

“Then how come you didn’t arrive home until around 9.00pm?”

“I must have just wandered around.  I was in shock at seeing Harry’s body and just lost track of time.”  Taylor was starting to bluster.  “Why would I telephone if I had just killed him?”

“Could be a double bluff,” Bob suggested.  “You would think that we wouldn’t suspect you because of the telephone call.  Also, if you are innocent, as you claim, why not identify yourself?”

“I didn’t want to be involved.”

There was a knock on the interview room door and the desk sergeant signalled for Bob to come over.

“Sorry to interrupt sir, but I thought you should know that a man has jumped from the Carillon War Memorial in Queen’s Park.”

“Why should that concern me?” asked Bob.

“Initial reports suggest that the body is that of Michael Goodwin sir.”

“Keep Mr Taylor here.”

Chapter 6

Bob strode out into the morning sunshine.  It was a five minute walk to Queen’s Park.  The park was centrally located in Loughborough.  Bob had already visited the bird aviaries situated within the park.  He had also been invited to play bowls on the municipal green, but had never found the time.  All these thoughts had passed through his mind on the walk, as if to block out his dread of the news he had received.  

The body lay in the shadow of the war memorial and was protected by two police constables who were busy taping the area off.  Another officer was attempting to move a small crowd away from the scene.  Bob recognised that the body was indeed Michael Goodwin.  A pool of blood surrounded the battered body and, stepping carefully, Bob edged as close as he could.  He noticed a slip of paper protruding from Michael’s jacket pocket.  Carefully he lifted it out by its edge and started to read the note.

Martha,

I’m sorry I didn’t protect you earlier from Dad’s attentions but I hope that I have now atoned by my actions.

Love Michael

Bob’s first thoughts were of how this death would affect Martha.  There was very little show of emotion from her when she learned of her father’s murder.  However, Michael and Martha appeared to Bob to be very close, so he felt it was his duty to inform her of Michael’s demise.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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On returning to the police station, Bob sought out Mary Higgins, appraised her of the situation and asked her to accompany him to inform Martha of her brother’s death.  It was with a heavy heart that Bob drove to the Goodwins’ house.  Martha answered the door and invited Bob and Mary in.

“You’re lucky to catch me at home,” she said.

Before she could continue, Bob told her as gently as he could that Michael had died.  Martha collapsed into Bob’s arms, her body shaking with her anguished cries.  Bob could not help but take in the sweet scent of her perfume and the softness of her body against his.  With a feeling of guilt he gently disentangled himself from her and guided her to the sofa.  Martha slowly composed herself and asked how Michael had died.  Explaining that it was too early to speculate, Bob gave Martha a brief outline of the circumstances in which Michael’s body was found.  He kept the discovery of the note to himself reasoning that it would only further upset Martha.

Leaving Mary Higgins to keep Martha company in the interim, Bob assured Martha that he would return shortly in order to accompany her to the identification of her brother’s body.  He reasoned that it was the least he could do in the circumstances.  Besides, it was no hardship to be in Martha’s company.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Bob returned to the Police Station and spoke to Bill Taylor.  Without disclosing too many details he told Taylor that he was free to go, but may be required to answer further questions later.  Gathering members of his allocated team together, he informed them of Michael’s death and the note he had found in his pocket.  Although it appeared to be the answer to the murder of Harry Goodwin, Bob wanted them to carry on with their particular lines of investigation, in order to tie up any loose ends.  He would inform the Chief Constable of the developments to ascertain what further action was required.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Events moved on over the following weeks.  A joint inquest into the two deaths returned unlawful killing and suicide.  Bob was praised for his handling of the case and promotions followed.  Furthermore, Bob kept in touch with Martha and friendship blossomed, followed by romance.

After two years of courtship, Bob and Martha were married at Loughborough’s Emmanuel Church on a sunny July day.  Martha had been left the family home and decided that, with the right repairs and alterations, it would be ideal for them.

They lived an idyllic lifestyle, getting out and about and buying new things for their home.  Martha decided to invest in a new television.  Bob enjoyed reading and borrowed books from the library close to Queen’s Park.

Chapter 7

It was whilst browsing in the library that Bob noticed a book on 1970s and 80s television adventure series.  There was a section on Sapphire and Steel.  That would interest Martha, he thought, quickly glancing through the pages.  Suddenly it seemed as if his whole world had come to an end.  ‘Sapphire and Steel episodes halted by strike action,’ he read.  The strike had begun on 6th August 1979 and stopped the August episodes.  Martha’s alibi didn’t hold water.  There was no episode on the day she said she had watched it.  Bob thought back.  Michael Goodwin’s suicide had brought a premature end to the case.

What if Michael had known that Martha had killed her father and saw his suicide as a way of keeping the truth hidden?  The suicide note need not have referred to his father’s murder, but rather telling Martha that his own death would ensure that her secret was safe.  However, it was only his conjecture and there would be no point in confronting Martha.

Bob’s curiosity got the better of him and so he decided he would borrow the book and give it to Martha.  He would tell her he had come across it in the library and thought she might like to read it as she has been so keen on the series.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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It was about a week later when Martha had casually asked him if he had read any of the book.  Bob had replied “Not really, it doesn’t particularly interest me.  Are you enjoying it?”

“Yes, it was alright.  I’ve finished it now and as I have some shopping to do in Loughborough, I might as well return it today.”

Bob had said nothing.

Life had proceeded normally in the following years.  Bob proved himself in numerous investigations.  They had settled into a number of routines one of which was watching Coronation Street together.  Bob hadn’t been too bothered at first but had soon become embroiled in the storylines.

And so it was, on Wednesday 2nd June 2010 that the television was on at 7:25pm to catch the latest Coronation Street episode.  However, instead of the opening sequences an announcement was made:

“Due to the shootings in Cumbria this episode of Coronation Street will be replaced by Harry Hill’s TV Burp.”

They had both looked at each other and Bob could see that Martha had gone very pale.  It was as if she could read the significance of the announcement in his face.  Bob now knew that Martha was in some way involved in her father’s death.  To cover his own shock he had suggested a cup of tea and immediately left the room to put the kettle on.  All this time they had both been concealing truths from each other.  As a policeman Bob should have made his concerns known, but Martha should have trusted him and his love for her.  In Bob’s mind that night had brought his whole career into question.  Had he deliberately foreshortened the inquiry for his own personal reasons?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Bob brought his mind back to the present.  Tonight was his retirement party.  He had organised a beer and skittles do at The Guiding Light.

“I fancy a drink tonight,” Bob told Martha.  “How about leaving the car here?”

“It’s alright dear, I’ll drive.  I never did like walking through Blackberry Way.”

Part Two

Tragedy
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​​​​​Tragedy

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Ex-Chief Inspector Robert Casey settled back into his lounger.  Life was good.  In fact, a lot better than he could have imagined.  He was now two weeks into retirement and had adjusted to his changes so well that he barely missed the long hours and mainly tedious slog of his police work.

Closing his eyes against the bright eleven o’clock August sun, Bob decided he would have a short siesta and then maybe wander down to the Guiding Light public house for a swift half before returning for lunch.  A ten minute stroll there and back would sharpen up his appetite.  Although not in a routine, Bob would more often than not take a pre-lunch drink at the local.

Bob had vowed on his retirement that he wouldn’t run to fat as had happened to some of his former colleagues.  His lean six foot frame was largely due to healthy eating, and a regular exercise regime maintained his youngish appearance.  Bob had completed over 30 years’ service and had never succumbed to the fast food habit that seemed endemic in the police force.  Although his hair was greying, it was still thick and wavy and would be the envy of a man ten years younger.

The next thing Bob knew, his wife Martha was shaking him by the shoulders.

“Bob, wake up.”

“Is it time for the pub dear?”

“No Bob, I think this is the package you’ve been waiting for!”

Bob looked at the large envelope in Martha’s hand.  At last, he would now know for certain the lump sum and retirement pay he was due.

He inspected the bulky envelope before opening it.  ‘Procedural habit dies hard,’ he thought to himself.  His name and address were neatly typed, with a London postmark over a second class stamp.

The second class stamp struck him as odd, but he lost no time in tearing the envelope open.  The contents dropped onto the floor.

“Oh Bob, you butterfingers.  Come on, tell me how much you’re worth.”

Bob took no notice of his wife’s urgings.  Even before reading the contents of the envelope he could tell it wasn’t his retirement payment details.

“I don’t think it’s what we’ve been waiting for,” he told Martha.  “Would you fetch me a beer please while I see what it is?  I’ve a feeling I won’t be at the pub today.”

Martha hurried off in what Bob suspected would probably be the beginning of one of her moods.

Settling himself down, he flicked through the neatly typed pages stapled together.  He counted eight sheets of paper, typed on one side only with the words well-spaced out.  The opening sentence had caught his eye and he experienced a strong sense of foreboding.  He steeled himself and began reading...

Chapter 2

My dear ex-Chief Inspector Casey

I have followed your career through newspaper reports of your many successes.  Is retirement suiting you or are you missing the thrill of the capture?  Why is it that we celebrate the solving of a crime, which usually depends on the mistakes of the perpetrator, but give no thought to the brilliance required to carry out the unsolvable?

You have acknowledgement of your skill, but as you read through the following pages, it will be enough for me to know that there is one person who will recognise the artistry of my work.

Why did I select you?  In some ways we are kindred spirits.  There must be a dark side to you because I believe that success in solving crimes is partly due to similar thought processes used to plan and carry out the criminal schemes.  Your forte appears to be murders, so I am letting you witness the other side of the coin through my expertise.

You may think this letter is the work of a fantasist.  I can assure you that is not the case, but whether or not you believe what you are about to read is immaterial to me.  There is no way that these events can be traced back to me and as an ex-policeman you no longer have the facilities or resources you would require if you attempted to track me down.

Anyway, I have rambled on long enough so I’ll continue by telling you my story, starting from the beginning.

Bob’s mind was racing.  How did the author of this document know about his retirement?  It was only two weeks and probably not yet common knowledge.  Did they somehow have inside information?  Judging by the length of this missive, the beginning and preamble must have been added after the news of his retirement became known.  Therefore it must be assumed that the document was already written and not intended to be sent until this time arrived.  Bob continued reading.

I had known from an early age that I had a dark side.  Bad things happened to people who crossed me.  An accidental birth to a couple later in their lives, I had been spoilt with everything but love and affection.  My parents were so wrapped up in each other, that it seemed to me that I was an inconvenience to their way of life.

The first of my episodes that I can remember occurred when I was nine or ten years old.  It had started so innocently.  My next door neighbour and best friend Dennis and I were playing in a disused builders' yard.  He had found a discarded ladder and placed it next to a storage shed with a flat roof.  Climbing onto the roof he told me to join him so that we could sunbathe.  The warmth of the day persuaded me to climb up.

The shed roof acted as a sun trap and for the next hour we sat and talked about school, football and television.  Dennis told me he was beginning to feel a little too hot so he was going to climb down and find shade






































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
=
_~The Chief Ins
Robe}t Case






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





d2d_images/scene_break.png





