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SIX INTERLOCKING STORIES.

ONE SPELLBINDING NOVEL.

The year is 2013, and Inspector Kwan, Hong Kongs greatest detective, is dying. His partner Detective Lok has come to his deathbed, to seek help from his mentor with one final case.

Then we move backwards into their past, through six different but interlocking murder cases solved by Kwan and Lok in fifty years on the Hong Kong force.

Where there is murder, there is humanity. This bold and intricate crime novel spans five decades of love, honour, race, class, jealousy and revenge, set against the shifting landscape of one of the most intriguing nations in the world.
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I will well and faithfully serve Her Majesty and Her Heirs and Successors according to law as a police officer, I will obey, uphold and maintain the laws of the Colony of Hong Kong, I will execute the powers and duties of my office honestly, faithfully and diligently without fear of or favour to any person and with malice or ill will towards none, and I will obey without question all lawful orders of those set in authority over me.

 HONG KONG POLICE OATH,

version used until 1980
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THE TRUTH BETWEEN BLACK AND WHITE:

2013


1

INSPECTOR LOK HAD always hated the stench of hospitals.

That antiseptic tang was wafting through the air now, assaulting his nose. It wasnt that he had bad memories of these places, but the reek reminded him too much of a morgue. Hed been on the police force twenty-seven years and seen countless corpses, yet still couldnt get used to this smell  but then who, necrophiliacs aside, gets a thrill out of dead bodies?

Lok sighed, his heart even heavier than when he had to oversee an autopsy.

Standing by in his neat blue suit, he gazed disconsolately at the occupant of the lone bed, a white-haired man whose eyes were shut, his wrinkled face ghastly pale beneath a respirator mask. Fine tubes pierced his liver-spotted hands, connecting them to several monitoring devices. A seventeen-inch screen above the bed showed the patients vital signs, lines wavering slowly from left to right the only thing showing he was still alive, not a well-preserved corpse.

This was Inspector Loks mentor of many years, the man whod taught him everything he knew about crime solving.

Sonny, let me tell you  you dont solve cases by meekly following the rules. Sure, among the uniforms, obeying orders is an ironclad principle, but as officers our first duty is to protect civilians. If the rules cause an innocent citizen to get hurt or impede the course of justice, thats ample reason to disregard them.

Lok smiled grimly as he recalled these words, variations of which were never far from the older mans lips. Since his promotion fourteen years ago, everyone had called him Inspector Lok, but his mentor continued to use that ridiculous little-boy name, Sonny. After all, as far as he was concerned, Lok really was no more than a child.

Before his retirement, Superintendent Kwan Chun-dok had been Commander of the Central Intelligence Bureaus Division B. The CIB was the agency in charge of researching, gathering, and analysing crime reports from the various regional bureaus. If the CIB were the brain of the police force, then Division B would be its prefrontal lobe, the part responsible for deduction, sifting and sorting information, pulling together clues to reveal what even eyewitnesses might not have noticed. Kwan had begun leading this core group in 1989 and had quickly become the guiding spirit of Intelligence. In 1997, Constable Sonny Lok had been transferred to Division B, becoming Kwans disciple. Although Kwan was only Loks commanding officer for half a year, he continued working as a police consultant after retirement, which gave him more opportunities to guide Sonny, twenty-two years his junior. For the childless Kwan, it felt like having a son.

Sonny, waging psychological war against a suspect is like playing poker  you have to mislead them about your hand. Say youre holding a pair of aces, you have to make them think you have low cards of different suits; but the worse things get, the harder you bluff, making them think victory is within your grasp. Thats how you get them to give themselves away. Like a father instructing his child, Kwan passed on every one of his tricks.

After many years together, Lok treated Kwan like his father, and knew his personality inside out. While others referred to Kwan as Sir, Lok called him Sifu, which meant mentor in Cantonese. His colleagues in the force gave Kwan all kinds of nicknames: Crime-Solving Machine, Eye of Heaven or Genius Detective. Lok thought the most suitable was something Kwans late wife once said: Hes basically the sort to count every strand of dead grass. You might as well call him Uncle Dok.

In Cantonese, Uncle Dok is a common name for the tightest of tightwads. It also happened to share the last syllable of Kwans own name. Thinking of this pun from so many years back, Lok couldnt help smiling.

Scarily capable, fiercely independent, obsessively attentive to every detail  this was the oddball character whod lived through the leftist unrest of the sixties, the police mutiny of the seven-ties, the violent crime of the eighties, the transfer of sovereignty in the nineties, the social changes in this new millennium. Across all these decades, hed quietly solved hundreds of cases, silently filling a glorious page of the history of Hong Kong policing.

And now this legendary figure had one foot in the grave. The gleaming image of the police force hed built up had started to fade, and by now, in 2013, the profession was looking distinctly tarnished.

After ridding themselves of corruption in the seventies, the Hong Kong Police had earned the reputation of a selfless, reliable organization. There might have been the occasional black sheep, but the vast majority of the populace were able to see these as exceptions What changed this view was politics. In 1997, after the territory was handed over from Britain to China, a society that had once been able to contain different value systems began to be torn apart into political factions. Rallies and protests became more heated, and the use of hardline tactics against protesters provoked murmurs about where the police really stood. The police were supposed to be neutral, but when the clashes impinged upon government institutions they seemed to hold back rather than performing with their usual superb efficiency. People started insinuating that in Hong Kong, power was now able to crush justice, and that the police were just the stooges of those in authority, closing one eye when it came to groups supported by the government, serving no one but the politicians.

In the past, Inspector Lok had refuted such criticisms. Now, though, he was starting to suspect they might hold some truth. More and more of his colleagues seemed to regard their position as just a job, rather than a sacred calling, and did nothing but follow orders, the same as any other salaried worker.

Now and then, hed hear the refrain, The more you do, the more mistakes you make, so better do less. When he joined the force, back in 1985, he had been motivated by a longing for the status of a police officer  the duty to keep the peace and uphold justice. These new officers seemed to regard ideas like justice purely theoretically. Their goals were to maintain a good discipline record, rise through the ranks as quickly as possible, safely reach retirement and start drawing on their generous pensions. And as the public began to notice the growing prevalence of this mindset, they thought less and less of the police.

Sonny, even... even if the public hates us, our superiors force us to act against our consciences and we find ourselves attacked on all sides... dont forget the basic duty and mission of the police... make the right decision... the superintendent had gasped shortly before losing consciousness, fighting for breath and clutching Loks hand.

Lok understood very well what the duty and mission were. As the head of the Kowloon East Crime Unit, he knew he only had one task: to protect the people by catching criminals. When the truth was obscured, he had to turn chaos into order, justices final line of defence.

Today, he would ask his mentor to spend what might be left of his life to help solve a case.

The afternoon sunlight sparkled on the azure bay outside, dazzling as it came through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Apart from the machine noises indicating the patient was still alive, there was also the tapping of a keyboard, coming from a young woman in a corner.

Apple, have you finished? Theyll be here soon. Inspector Lok turned to her.

Almost done. If youd told me sooner you wanted changes to the program, it wouldnt be in such a mess. Its not hard to change the interface, but coding takes time.

Im relying on you. Inspector Lok knew little of computers but completely trusted Apples skills.

Apple didnt even look up to speak to him, focusing on her keyboard. She wore an old black baseball cap, under which were loose brown curls and a face completely free of make-up, thick black-framed glasses perched on her nose, a black T-shirt and some ancient overalls, plus flip-flops that revealed toenails painted black.

Someone knocked at the door.

Coming, he called. In that instant, his expression returned to its customary alertness, like a hawk sighting prey  the eyes of a criminal investigator.
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  SIR, THEYVE ARRIVED, said the inspectors subordinate, Ah Sing, opening the door. Behind him, a stream of people came single file into the hospital room, their faces betraying doubt.


  Mr Yue, Im grateful you could find the time to come. The inspector left Kwans bedside and crossed the room. Its good that all five of you are here. If anyone had been busy, the investigation might have been delayed another few days. Thank you all.


  His courteous words were, the assembled company knew, just a veneer of politeness. After all, what lay before them was a murder case.


  Im sorry, Inspector Lok, but I dont understand why we need to be here. The first to speak was Yue Wing-yee. Normally, the police interviewed eyewitnesses or suspects at the station, or else at the scene of the crime, not in a single room on the fifth floor of Wo Yan Hospital in Tseung Kwan O. This private hospital happened to be part of the Yue familys holdings, but that had absolutely nothing to do with the case, as far as Wing-yee knew, and he could not imagine why they were here.


  Please pay no attention to the family connection, its just a coincidence. Wo Yan happens to have the best facilities in Hong Kong  so its no coincidence that our Police Consultant was transferred here a short while ago. Inspector Lok explained smoothly.


  Oh, I see. Yue Wing-yee still seemed uncertain, but asked no further questions. Dressed in a grey suit and rimless glasses, the thirty-two-year-old still had a boyish look about him, despite now being the head of his familys firm, the Fung Hoi Consortium. Wing-yee had always thought he might take over the business someday, though he hadnt expected the burden to fall on his shoulders so suddenly. After his mothers death and his fathers recent murder, hed had no choice but to assume this role and to take the lead in dealing with the police.


  Since finding his fathers bloodstained corpse the previous week, he had been thinking of his older brothers accidental death more than twenty years ago. He couldnt stop seeing his brothers face, and each time a spasm of bitterness surged up his throat. It had taken him years to escape the pall that early death had cast over his own youth, and to get used to the nausea each time he recalled it.


  The recurrence of this ache brought home to Wing-yee that he could never completely forget Wing-lais death. All he could do was mutely accept his responsibilities. If Wing-lai were still alive, hed definitely be able to handle this situation more calmly than me, thought Wing-yee.


  Even though he felt nervous every time he had to speak to Inspector Lok, Wing-yee was much more at ease in the familiar surroundings of Wo Yan than the stark police station. He wasnt a doctor, but nonetheless knew the hospital intimately  not because of his senior position within the consortium, but because during his mothers last illness, hed visited her here every couple of days.


  Before that, hed inspected the place once a year at most. Fung Hoi had many other property and shipping enterprises to look after; in fact, these were the backbone of the business. Wo Yan was not a particularly lucrative investment, but it brought prestige to the consortium, leading the field in importing innovative techniques from abroad  minimally invasive surgery, DNA testing for hereditary diseases, radiation treatments for cancer.


  But then, as if in a third-rate melodrama, he found that owning this hospital with its advanced equipment and impeccable staff was no help to Mrs Yue as she lay dying of cancer aged fifty-nine.


  Inspector Lok, you and your colleagues have been bothering us for quite a few days now. Im guessing its when you cant solve a case that you need to make this kind of fuss, to show your superiors youre trying? This came from the young man standing behind Wing-yee  Yue Wing-lim, eight years his junior. Unlike his sophisticated brother, Wing-lim came across as rather frivolous, decked out in fashionable, expensive clothes, his hair dyed bright red. Even when speaking to a police officer, he appeared to have no fear  it seemed there was nothing that could frighten him.


  Wing-yee turned to glare at his younger brother, though to be honest hed been thinking the same thing, as had the other three people present  Wing-yees wife, Choi Ting, the Yue family retainer Nanny Wu, and their private secretary, Wong Kwan-tong, known to everyone as Old Tong. Theyd all been summoned to the station the previous week to make detailed statements, and no one had any idea how answering further questions could aid this investigation.


  The Yue family is so well known, and Fung Hoi so important to Hong Kongs economy, the media is scrutinizing every detail of this crime, said Inspector Lok slowly, not seeming to take offence at Wing-lims words. This case is being taken very seriously at the highest levels, and we hope to solve it as quickly as possible, so as not to cause a scandal in the business world. Thats why Ive had to seek help from my mentor, and why Im asking you all to spend a little more time going over the case.


  What superpowers does your mentor have? Wing-lims barbed tone suggested he had no high regard for this officer.


  Hes ex-Superintendent Kwan Chun-dok, former Director of the Hong Kong Island Crime Unit. Now hes a special consultant. No crime is unsolvable where hes concerned. In more than thirty years on the force he has a hundred per cent success rate.


  A hundred per cent? exclaimed Wing-yee, astonished.


  One hundred per cent.


  You... you must be exaggerating. How could anyone have a perfect record? Wing-lim no longer sounded as certain of himself.


  Could I enquire where this Superintendent Kwan is? asked Old Tong, the white-haired secretary. He glanced at Apple, tapping away at her keyboard in a corner of the room, but it seemed unlikely this girl in her early twenties had headed a Crime Unit.


  Inspector Lok turned to look at the bed. It took everyone a second to realize this was his answer.


  That old man is Superintendent Kwan? gasped Yue Wing-yee.


  Yes.


  Whats... whats wrong with him? Wing-yee regretted the words as soon as they left his mouth. Illness ought to be a private matter, and asking so directly could annoy this officer hed hoped to get on his side.


  Liver cancer. Terminal.


  So this... old geezer is going to solve my daddys case? Wing-lim continued to sound irreverent, but in fact had made an effort by swallowing the words decrepit wreck.


  Wing-lim, be more serious. This came not from his older brother, but from Old Tong. Wing-yee pursed his lips in displeasure, but said nothing.


  Inspector Lok, did you bring us here to repeat our statements for this... this Superintendent Kwan? asked Choi Ting. She seemed unused to being lady of the household, and spoke with a desperate fear of saying the wrong thing.


  Precisely. Inspector Lok nodded. My mentor is unable to travel to the Yue mansion or the station, so I had to trouble you all to come here.


  But... can he speak? Choi Ting stared at the old man. Shed been a doctor before marrying into the Yue family, and seeing the tubes in the patients mouth and nose, not to mention his respirator, she knew this wasnt possible.


  No, nor move. Hes in a coma, said Inspector Lok dispassionately.


  So were too late! exclaimed Wing-yee.


  What stage? asked Choi Ting.


  Stage three. This meant no eye movement, speech or physical activity.


  If Superintendent Kwan can neither speak nor move, how will he help you? asked Old Tong. Inspector Lok, is this a joke?


  He can still hear, said Lok sombrely.


  So what if he can hear? said Choi Ting. How will he tell us what hes thinking? The mans in a full-blown coma.


  As long as he can hear us, Inspector Lok pointed at the geek girl sitting behind him, she can do the rest.


  The young woman said nothing, pounding at the keyboard and ignoring the odd looks all five visitors were giving her.


  Shes called Apple, shes a computer expert.


  Oh, really? Wing-yee clearly felt this explanation was superfluous, given that Apple had in front of her three screens of different sizes, a tangle of multicoloured cables and a laptop covered in cartoon stickers.


  What can a computer expert do? Pluck out the guys brain and hook it up to her CPU? jeered Wing-lim.


  Well, more or less.


  No one had expected this from Inspector Lok, let alone with a straight face.


  Its a bit complicated to explain  best to try it for yourself. Weve modified the program to let you experience it. The inspector turned to Apple. Is it ready?


  Yes, just about, said Apple, handing over a black rubber headband, about two centimetres wide, a grey wire connecting one end to her blue laptop.


  This is how well pluck out Superintendent Kwans brain, explained the inspector. Mr Wong, could I borrow you for my demonstration?


  Old Tong stepped forward uncertainly.


  Inspector Lok seated him on the sofa, then placed the band around his forehead, where it looked like the Monkey Kings golden circlet. The two ends clamped onto his temples, and Old Tong could feel countless little protrusions sinking into his skin. The inspector gently adjusted the band.


  Right, that should do, said Apple, still staring at her screen.


  Do you all know what EEG is? he asked.


  Electroencephalography, answered Choi Ting.


  Yes, thats right. Our brains are made up of nerve clusters, and when we think, tiny electric impulses move between these clusters  which we can measure, through EEG. Scientists call these brain waves.


  And this thing can turn brain waves into speech? Wing-yee was astonished.


  No, current technology doesnt go so far yet, but for several years now weve been able to track the condition of the brain, and with recent breakthroughs, very simple equipment is all thats needed.


  The main difficulty has been in working out which readings are brain waves and which arent, Apple cut in. Take this room  the medical equipment alone creates huge amounts of interference. You used to need a special environment to do an EEG, but now you can cut out all this noise on the computer. I wrote this program myself, using a formula from a Berkeley research teams library. As for the interface, it


  To put it simply, this device is able to detect a persons thought as soon as he has it, the inspector interrupted, pointing at one of the screens. Apple turned the screen round and everyone saw a rectangle divided in two, the top half white, marked YES in black letters, the bottom half black with NO in white letters. On the line between the two was a tiny blue cross.


  Mr Wong, please concentrate, and imagine the blue cross moving, said Inspector Lok. Old Tong had no idea what was going on, but did as he was told.


  Its moving, Wing-lim cried out. And sure enough, the cross was inching upward, hitting the letters YES with a ping.


  Theres a significant difference between when the brain is concentrating and when it is relaxed, said the inspector, gesturing at the screen. When Mr Wong focuses his attention, his mind produces... produces...


  Beta waves  that is, between twelve and thirty Hertz. Apple stuck her head out from behind the screen. When the brain is at rest, it produces alpha waves of eight to twelve Hertz.


  Right, beta waves. Inspector Lok chuckled, thinking what a terrible scientist hed make. Mr Wong, please let your mind grow still  maybe look out at the ocean?  and the pointer will settle down. You can control its movement by switching between concentration and relaxation.


  The assembled company stared dubiously at the screen as the pointer slowly bobbed up and down. But Old Tongs expression told them all this was no fakery.


  Its true! When I try to make it move upwards, it really does rise! And when I stop thinking, it falls, he exclaimed, full of wonder.


  You may all try it, if you like, said Inspector Lok, removing the band.


  Wing-yee was always curious about new discoveries and would normally have been the first to volunteer, but didnt want to draw attention to himself.


  Hang on, Old Tong asked, this young lady says she wrote the program, but what about the hardware? This rubber thing looks like it was specially manufactured.


  I bought it, replied Apple.


  Where would you buy such a thing?


  Toys R Us. Apple produced a cardboard box. Toys controlled by brainwaves have been in shops for a few years now  this is nothing new. All I did was modify an off-the-shelf product. Ive also been able to turn toy 3D cameras into virtual reality inductors...


  Are you actually suggesting we place this device on Superintendent Kwan, so he can tell us the results of his deductions?


  Thats right.


  But this only allows him to say Yes or No  how will that solve the case?


  Inspector Lok swept his sharp gaze across the group. Even Yes and No can have a big impact. Besides, hes much better at controlling this machine than the rest of us.


  He stepped gingerly across the cables to place the band gently around the old mans forehead, adjusting it until Apple said, Okay.


  Sir, can you hear me? Inspector Lok sat on a chair by the head of the bed.


  The computer pinged crisply, and the blue pointer leaped onto YES.


  Why did it jerk like that? Is it broken? asked Yue Wing-lim.


  A dull beep  dub-dub  and the pointer swooped onto NO.


  As I said, hes become adept at using this apparatus, said the inspector. This is how hes communicated every time hes been in a coma state  about a month of practice. The systems gathered so much data about his brain, the likelihood of error is virtually zero.


  Could anyone really improve their powers of concentration so quickly? said Choi Ting, her eyes flicking in astonishment between the old man and the screen.


  Ping. The pointer said YES.


  Blind people can judge distances through sounds, and deaf people learn to read lips  people discover their potential in extreme circumstances. Inspector Loks hands were clasped, resting in his lap. Besides, this is his only means of communicating with the outside world now  he had no choice but to learn how to use it.


  The pointer drifted slowly back to the centre, as if insisting it was now part of Kwans body, and he wouldnt have anyone impugning its accuracy.


  In order to speed up the investigation, Ive asked all five of you here today, so Superintendent Kwan can fully understand the situation. We were going to carry out the questioning after he regained consciousness, but with my superiors so eager for an outcome, Ive had to resort to extraordinary measures. Naturally Ill do the bulk of the questioning, and the superintendent will come in with responses and suggestions where necessary.


  Ping. YES.


  Why are you interrogating us? Wasnt he murdered by a burglar? I thought that was clear, snapped Wing-lim impatiently.


  Ill go through all of that, and explain the details of the case to Superintendent Kwan, said the inspector, ducking the question. Would you please take a seat?


  Old Tong was already sitting down. Wing-yee, Wing-lim and Choi Ting joined him on the sofa, leaving Nanny Wu, who hadnt yet said a word, to hesitate a moment before taking the wooden chair by the door. From the middle of the sofa, Wing-yees vision was partly blocked by the table across the bed  he could only see half the old mans face. Still, everyone was paying more attention to Apple, or rather the seventeen-inch black-and-white screen next to her that had now replaced Superintendent Kwans mouth.
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  AH SING, PLEASE record this, ordered the inspector. His assistant, perched on a stool behind Apple, switched on a compact little digital camera, making sure he could see everyone on his viewfinder before nodding at his superior.


  Sir, Ill start with an overview of the case. The inspector pulled a notebook from his pocket and flipped it open. On the night of 7th to 8th September 2013, that is the early hours between Saturday and Sunday, there was a murder at Fung Ying Villa, number 163 Chuk Yeung Road in Sai Kung. This was the residence of Fung Hoi Consortiums director, Yuen Man-bun, and his family; the deceased is the property owner, Yuen Man-bun himself.


  Hearing his fathers name, Wing-yees heart pounded.


  The victim was sixty-seven years old. In 1971 he married Yue Chin-yau; as she was the only child of the Yue family, he agreed to have their children take her surname. In 1986 he assumed the directorship of the family business, and when his father-in-law Yue Fung passed away the following year, he became the head of the household. Inspector Lok turned a page. He had three children. The oldest son, Wing-lai, died in a car accident in 1990. Second son Wing-yee and third son Wing-lim still live at the above address. Wing-yee was married last year, and his wife, Choi Ting, moved in with him and his parents. The victims wife, Yue Chin-yau, passed away this May. Apart from the four people mentioned, Fung Ying Villa is also home to a private secretary, Mr Wong Kwan-tong, and a maid, Ms Wu Kam Mui. These six people were the only ones present the night of the incident. Do you need me to repeat any of that, sir?


  Dub-dub. NO.


  Next, the setting and events of the crime. Inspector Lok cleared his throat, and continued unhurriedly, Fung Ying Villa is a three-storey building that, together with its grounds, occupies half an acre of land on Chuk Yeung Road near Ma On Shan Country Park. This mansion has been the Yue family residence since the early 1960s, housing three generations of the family.


  The inspector glanced at the group, noting Nanny Wus gentle nodding, as if she was thinking back to the glory days of the old master building up the consortium in the sixties and seventies.


  At half past seven on the morning of the 8th, Yue Wing-yee noticed his father wasnt in the living room reading the newspaper, as was his habit, and subsequently found him dead in the study on the first floor. In the police investigation that followed, it was initially thought that the deceased had surprised a burglar and been attacked.


  A shiver went through Wing-yee.


  The study window had been broken, and the room showed signs of being ransacked. Inspector Lok put down the notebook, glancing at the face of the old detective in the bed. Having gone over it so many times in his mind, he could describe the scene from memory alone. The flame trees in the garden were close enough to the study window that a criminal could easily have gained access that way. There were strips of sticky tape fixed to the outside of the window to prevent the glass making a sound when broken  suggesting an experienced burglar. We found a roll of waterproof tape on the ground beneath, and the lab has confirmed it matches whats on the window.


  The blue cross on the screen remained motionless, like an attentive listener.


  Yuen Man-buns study was four hundred square feet in size. Apart from the usual office furniture, there was a rather unusual item: a steel cabinet a couple of metres high and a metre wide. This contained a number of spearguns  Mr Yuen used these to hunt fish while deep-sea diving, and had a licence to do so. Next to it was a styrofoam box, a metre square, full of old newspapers and magazines. According to the family of the deceased, he used this for target practice in his spare time.


  No, Inspector Lok, it wasnt practice, blurted Wing-yee.


  Not practice? But Mr Wong said


  The boss used it as a target, Old Tong explained. But it wasnt practice. Hed had arthritis for several years, and his left leg grew too weak for him to dive, meaning he could no longer go fishing. So he had me build him this set-up to play with his spearguns in the study, reliving the old days. In fact, you shouldnt use a speargun on land, its very dangerous.


  Ah, so I had it wrong. Anyway, this was the situation, sir.


  Ping. Kwan seemed to be urging him on through the computer.


  Both the safe and the speargun cabinet showed signs of being attacked with a chisel, and while the safe remained intact, the intruder had managed to force the cabinet open. Books and documents had been swept off the shelves and flung all over the floor, the desktop computer screen had been smashed and the contents of the drawers tipped out. All in all, about two hundred thousand Hong Kong dollars in cash was taken from the room, but the deceaseds ring and the jewelled letter-opener on the desk were left behind, as was an antique gold pocket watch worth three hundred thousand Hong Kong dollars.


  Listening to his superiors account, Ah Sing remembered the first day of the investigation. When hed learned that the missing two hundred thousand was kept in the study as petty cash, hed realized just how distant his own life was from the Hong Kong elite.


  The investigators found no footprints or fingerprints in the room, and believe the intruder must have worn gloves. Once again, the inspector opened his notebook. So much for the scene of the crime. Next, the incident itself.


  Ping.


  Forensics put the time of death between half past two and four a.m. The deceased was found lying next to the bookcase. There were two contusions to the back of his head, but the fatal wound was in his belly  he was shot by a harpoon from the speargun, and bled to death.


  The glint of that thin metal shaft protruding from his fathers belly seemed to flicker before Wing-yees eyes.


  Ill describe the murder weapon in more detail. Inspector Lok turned over a few more pages. The harpoon was 115 centimetres long, with barbed hooks along the top three centimetres. It was these that pierced multiple organs and caused massive loss of blood. On the floor in the middle of the room, we found a carbon- fibre speargun manufactured by the South African company Rob Allen, model number RGSH115, barrel length 115 centimetres long, the shuttered tip fitted with a thirty-centimetre rubber tube. The only fingerprints on the gun belonged to the deceased.


  When Inspector Lok first took on this case, all the terminology had muddled him, so hed spent some time mastering it. The speargun used the elasticity of the rubber tube to fire the harpoon, just like a slingshot. With the harpoon gripped by the trigger mechanism, the diver would pull the tube back, hooking it to the ammunition. Pulling the trigger released the rubber tube, propelling the harpoon forward.


  Weve inspected the cabinet, and ascertained that this speargun is from the deceaseds collection, because there was a compartment for three weapons that only held two of different lengths, an RGSH075 and an RGSH130, leaving the middle rack empty. There was also an extra-long RGZL160  Rob Allen Zulu model  and a seventy-five-centimetre RABITECH RB075 aluminium alloy gun, but these were broken down and stored in carry cases. The cabinet also contained harpoons of varying lengths, from 115 to 160 centimetres, which our investigators confirmed were of the same make as the one in the victims body.


  Father never used the Zulu, said Wing-yee, visibly stirred. He said he bought it to go shark-hunting, but before he could take it out even once, his arthritis had left him unable to dive.


  Inspector Lok made no response to this, but went on, Also in the cabinet was other equipment for diving and fishing, including scuba masks, wetsuit hoods, oxygen regulators, gloves, harpoon lines, a screwdriver, Swiss army knives, and a twenty-five- centimetre diving knife. Our initial investigation suggests that the murderer forced open the cabinet and killed the victim with his own speargun.


  Ah Sing swallowed. Although hed seen plenty of corpses in his two years as Inspector Loks assistant, when he thought of that long, barbed metal spear slicing into a soft belly and making mincemeat of someones innards, his hair stood on end.


  Apart from the fatal injury, the two head wounds were odd, continued the inspector. According to forensics, the second blow was received some time after the first. The bloodstains on the victims collar and the injuries themselves suggest a half-hour gap between the two. The exact circumstances are still unclear, but weve identified the weapon  a metal vase that normally stood on the desk. There were no fingerprints whatsoever, suggesting the murderer wiped it thoroughly after assaulting the victim.


  Inspector Lok looked up from his notebook, sweeping his gaze across the assembled people, coming to rest on the patient.


  As for the position of the body, thats what makes me most suspicious. The inspectors brow furrowed. He was lying by the bookcase, with a family album beside him, from which investigators lifted some bloody fingerprints. The bloodstains on the floor show that after sustaining the fatal injury, he crawled five metres or so from the desk to the bookshelf, where he looked through the album. Forensics estimate he died more than twenty minutes after the harpoon struck him. At first I assumed he was trying to leave us a message, but theres no pattern at all to the marks in the book. He simply wanted to look at the old photographs. Even stranger, there were marks showing duct tape had been wrapped around his wrists and calves, as well as covering his mouth, but all this tape had been ripped off by the time he was found, and wasnt anywhere in the room.


  When these test results had come in a few days ago, Ah Sing had suggested this might not have been the work of the murderer  what if the deceased was into S & M, and the tape marks came from a bondage session? This earned him some filthy looks from his female colleagues, as if he were the pervert. Inspector Lok brushed off his theory, chuckling, I suppose youre the sort who thinks rich folk are all completely depraved, with secret fetishes?


  Leaving aside the anomalies, Lok continued, the scene suggested a burglar smashing the window to gain entry to the study, and upon being surprised by the deceased, knocking him unconscious with the vase, binding him and continuing to rummage. Hed have found the safe but been unable to open it, and so threatened the victim with the speargun, demanding the combination, and when he refused, shooting him dead. The criminal snatched the two hundred thousand in cash and fled...


  Dub-dub. The negative tone again, as the pointer moved to NO. The witnesses looked at each other, shocked.


  Sir, are you saying the murderer wasnt an outsider?


  Ping. The pointer slid breezily onto YES.


  Inspector Lok looked startled. Youre right. Further investigation made it seem less likely the criminal was an intruder. We found no evidence of climbing outside the window, nor footprints in the flowerbed below. I wondered if he might have entered some other way, for example rappelling from above, but there were no marks on the roof either. Theres still the possibility of a helicopter...


  Dub-dub. The old detective seemed to be mocking his disciple for missing an obvious truth.


  Sir, do you already know from what Ive said that this was an inside job?


  Ping. Another swift YES.


  Was it how the window was broken? Evidence that the victim was killed with a speargun? Signs that the room had been ransacked?


  The pointer remained still in the centre of the screen.


  Was it the desk? The bookcase? The vase? The floorboards?


  Ping.


  The inspector repeated, Floorboards, and the pointer responded.


  Floorboards? But there was nothing on them  neither fingerprints nor footprints. They were completely clear, Ah Sing interrupted.


  Inspector Lok turned suddenly to look at Ah Sing, then back at his mentor, enlightenment spreading across his face. Thats right! He smacked his forehead.


  What? Ah Sing looked uncertain, as did the Yue household.


  Ah Sing, when have we seen such a spotless crime scene before? No fingerprints, fine, thats easy enough, most burglars know to wear gloves. But footprints dont prove much one way or the other, and home intruders seldom avoid them. Much simpler to buy a new pair of shoes and burn them after the burglary.


  But its possible a murderer would take special care to wipe the floorboards to cover his tracks, argued Ah Sing.


  If that were the case, how would you explain the documents and other objects scattered across the floor? If we assume the murderer walked across the flowerbed, broke into an empty room, and killed Mr Yuen when he came in unexpectedly, wouldnt he have cleared everything off the floor before wiping his footprints away? Why get rid of the evidence of murder and leave behind the appearance of a ransacked room, instead of just running away in the first instance? That makes no sense.


  Listening to their dialogue, Wing-yee realized why Inspector Lok had wanted the superintendents help. Merely hearing a description of the scene, this immobile man had reached a conclusion it had taken the police vast amounts of manpower to arrive at. Wing-yee shivered, afraid this old detective, unable to move a finger, would nonetheless see right through him.


  He was terrified he wouldnt escape this penetrating insight, because he was a killer.

OEBPS/Images/line.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img1.jpg
by —

THE
BORROWED

CHAN HO-KEI





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
‘Five decades of Hong Kong policing stand
behind the wise Inspector Kwan as he helps his
protégé confound murderers... reveals much
about life in their unique homeland’

Sunday Times

THE

BORROWED

CHAN HO-KEI





