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THE WRONG MOVE

 


 


“Robert?”

“Sorry?”

“Is Robert
there? I have to talk to him. Explain.”

The woman was
almost screaming down the phone.

“I’m sorry. I
think you’ve got the wrong number. This is….”

“Are you sure?
Really, really sure. I’ve got to speak to Robert. It was all a
mistake. I’m really frightened now. I didn’t mean it. Where IS
he?”

“Look are you
alright? This is 4470…”

“Tell him ,
it’s not him. It’s the wrong one.”

“Please calm
down a moment. Please. I’m trying to help. My name is Grady. Tony
Grady and I live here alone. No one called Robert lives here. Are
you alright?”

“Really? I
think you’ll find out you’re wrong. I’ve met him and he …”

Grady was
starting to get slightly annoyed but the woman was obviously very
upset. Not crying, but very close to it. He tried again.

“I’m really
very sorry, but I promise you no one of that name lives here. I was
just going to bed but I’ll try to help if I can. As I said, my name
is Tony Grady and the number is 447026. You sound very upset. Now,
can I help in any way. Are you in some sort of trouble?
Danger?”

“It’s not me
who’s in danger, but I’m scared. For that other man. The man
Robert’s mixed up about.”

“Please. Tell
me your name and where you are now. We’ll get this sorted out.
You’ve dialled the wrong number, that’s all. Don’t worry. I do it
all the time.”

“No, I haven’t.
That’s the number I always dial. 447026. But never mind. I’m better
now. I’ve told you and that’s as much as I can do. It’s up to you
whether you tell Robert or not. I know he’s there.”

“For God’s
sake. How many times do I have to repeat my..”

“Goodnight Mr.
Grady. Tell Robert I phoned. Don’t believe her. It’s the wrong man.
He just looks a bit like him.”

The line went
dead. Grady replaced the receiver. The call had unsettled him,
coming at that time of night. No one ever called him at that time.
No one called him most of the time, if he was honest about it.
Wrong number. Happens all the time. But the woman had been adamant
it was the right number. That was the problem. He went to bed.

 


* * *

 


He always
looked forward to seeing her. Always the friendly smile, the smile
that seemed to come from somewhere deep within and soothed him. He
knew he loved her but he could never tell her that. She was very
beautiful. And very married. He told himself it was her job to
smile at people To welcome them. She was a bloody receptionist, for
God’s sake. That’s what they’re paid to do. Smile at people.

“Morning, Tony.
Are you alright? You look a bit peaky. Worn out. There is something
going about, I know because my mum…”

“I’m alright
Susan. Honestly. Didn’t get much sleep last night. Worrying about
today’s meeting, and the new job and so on and so forth. And then
to top it all, some woman decided to phone me at 1.a.m. and change
my identity. To someone called Robert. Poor thing. I felt a bit
sorry for her at first. Too long a story to go into now. I’m late
as it is. Rest of the troops here already I take it? And the
commander in chief? He’s not pleased I’m leaving, I know that much.
But the offer’s unbelievable. I’d be mad to refuse it. Wouldn’t
I?”

“Course you
would. And he knows it too. It’s just that we’ll all miss you so
much. All the staff. Specially me. I’ve grown very fond of you
Tony. There’s some lucky girl out there somewhere just waiting for
you. Pity, I’m married myself. Just joking. He’s not so bad. Now in
you go and say your farewells and don’t forget my kiss before you
leave. Or “I” won’t sleep tonight. You’ll be sorely missed
Tony.”

“Thanks Susan.
Can I ask you something? Are you happy? Married I mean?”

“That’s for me
to know. I’ll maybe tell you someday. Give you a ring at your new
place. Wouldn’t want us to lose touch. That would never do after
all the years we’ve known each other.”

Again the
lovely, warm smile. Grady walked into the meeting with a spring in
his step.

 


* * *

 


Hatcher heaved
himself from the his desk chair to greet Grady when he entered his
office. Hatcher was a very overweight man. Out of condition. Not
like Grady. Grady kept himself trim at all times. He didn’t have to
do much physical exercise to do so. Just watch how he ate and take
brisk walks. As often as he could. He had his friend Robert to
thank for that piece of advice.

 


* * *

 


“He’s just gone
in to see Hatcher now. They shouldn’t be all that long, I shouldn’t
think. Hatcher’s not very pleased he’s leaving , that I do know,
but he doesn’t really have a say in the matter now, does he? You
should see him mum. The guy in charge at the new place he’s going
to. He’s his double almost. You’d swear it was him. Yes, he told
me. It’ll work , don’t worry. If it hasn’t already. He’s going
straight there when he leaves Hatcher’s office. They’re just off
the phone to me to makes sure. Final check, sort of thing. Hatcher
hates him. The man at the place he’s leaving for. If Hatcher’s
wished him dead once he’s done it a thousand times. He’s getting
all the glory that Hatcher should be getting. And now he’s getting
Tony Grady as well. I know you did. It’s logged here. Very
meticulous about logging phone calls, our security, you know. They
have to be. Thanks for the phone call mum. And Hatcher says thanks
too. The money’ll come in handy. ”

“Bye Susan.
It’s not fair you…”

“Bye mum.”

 


* * *

 


Hatcher stared
at Grady over the gold rimmed half-glasses.

“But I thought
you were happy here Mr. Grady”

That was the
other thing Grady hated about Hatcher. Formality. Always formal.
Every one else used his first name. Didn’t always get it right, but
that didn’t matter. People make mistakes. That was another thing he
hated about Hatcher. Never wrong about anything. Never wrong.

“Mr. Hatcher.
I’m sorry but the decision has been made. I’m a man of my word. If
I give my word nothing, absolutely nothing, will change my mind. I
gave Mr. Chambers my word, when he offered to help me and nothing
will change that.”

“And what if he
goes back on his?”

“He won’t. Not
like some people. He’s already found me somewhere to live. And
outlayed his plans for my future. I have no reason to doubt his
sincerity.”

“You’ll be
sorely missed, Mr. Grady”

“I’m sorry, but
I’ve made my decision. And I’ve also given my word.”

“I know. When
you give your word, that is that. I do know that much. In that case
there is no more to be said. Goodbye Mr. Grady.”

“Mr.
Hatcher.”

 


* * *

 


This was the
bit he’d been dreading. If he’d thought for one minute there had
ever been the slightest ray of hope that he and Susan could ever be
together, wild horses couldn’t have dragged from this place. But he
knew she was married. Married to George. Everything she had ever
told him about her life was imprinted forever in his memory.
Everything. And now he would leave. He wasn’t sure if he wanted her
to phone the new place. Too painful to hear her voice but not see
her. That smile.

She stood alone
at the front of the reception desk, a small figure waiting to say
her last goodbye to him. Were those tears? For him? He didn’t want
to believe it. If they were he’d stay. But he’d given his word!

“Tony. Go
quickly now. You asked me something before you went into see
Hatcher. Was I happy? With George? The answer is no Tony. He’s
cruel to me, Tony. He… She held out the little photograph she was
clutching. A small crumpled, passport type obviously taken in some
fairground or supermarket booth.

“This him?”

“Yes. I….”

“Not one more
word, Susan. His second name’s Chambers isn’t it? All the time I’ve
known you and I never knew your married name. Now I’m going to give
you my word on something. If I’d known about this I’d have done it
sooner. But I can and will do something about it now. I give you my
word that I will kill this man for you, the first chance I get.
Kill him. Stone dead. You have my word on that.

 


* * *

 


“Mum? Yes. He’s
gone. Went this afternoon. He’ll bloody do it alright. First chance
he get’s too. Violent bastard. Gives me the creeps. Always has
done. Now, Dr. Hatcher wants to take you, me and George out
somewhere tonight. Where d’you fancy?”

 


* * *

 


Doctor Paul
Chambers greeted Grady warmly as the former stepped down from the
ambulance which had carried him from the first physciatric care
hospital unit to the second. Grady stared at him without
answering.

“Hello Tony.
Great to see you again. Call me Paul please”

“Don’t give me
any of that shit , George me old son. I’ve got fucking plans for
you. And the name’s Robert by the way. And don’t you fucking forget
it!”

 


 


THE END


 


 


 


THE OLD ORIGINAL

 


 



CHAPTER
ONE

 


Harrison had
lot’s of problems. Most of his problems were of his own making
however. Without doubt , Harrison’s biggest problem was his
inability to see that..

He hated the
world and everyone in it. Without exception, people were there to
be used, abused and exploited in whatever way Thomas Harrison saw
fit. Harrison also had one great advantage. He did not look
remotely like the type of person who saw life that way. On the
contrary, Thomas Harrison looked like the sort of man who would
help anyone in times of trouble. A balding, bespectacled, rather
portly gentleman of advancing years, he could always be counted on
for a cheery wave, a hearty good morning, afternoon, or whatever
the appropriate greeting was for the time of day, as he was helping
some old lady across the street. Or perhaps patting some young
mother’s children on the head. But all the time his brain was in
overdrive , as he was planning the next move in his lifelong
vocation of separating people from their hard earned cash. As far
as Thomas Harrison was concerned, he had no equal in this. He was
an expert at putting the bite on people. For some reason most
people were almost desperate to give him money. And, most of them
at any rate, either too ashamed or too embarrassed to ask for it
back. Harrison found out eventually, and admittedly fairly late on
in life, that not everybody thought that way
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