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      Monday, 5th May 1930

      Josiah Clough’s weather-beaten face screwed up in anger as he raised the spade above his head and brought the flat of the blade down hard.

      The wooden post shuddered. He banged it three times more, forcing it deeper into the ground with each blow, then grabbed the top of the post with a gnarly, crabbed hand and wiggled it, making sure it was secure. Tossing the spade to the ground, he used both hands to set the painted sign nailed to it straight.

      Heedless of the rain bouncing off the brim of his hat and slipping under the collar of his oilskin overcoat, he stepped back to examine his handiwork. Clough nodded with satisfaction. The Blackbird Farm sign was as it should be once more, how it had been for decades. And how, he’d decided, it was going to stay.

      Closing the gate behind him, he picked up the spade and made his way along the path to the farmhouse. He propped the spade against the outside wall, then stepped into the hall, taking off his hat and coat and throwing them over the rickety settle. Muddy footsteps marked his way to the kitchen, where he filled the kettle and banged it down on the gas ring. The match he used to light the gas was shaken out and thrown on the floor, where it joined a multitude of others.

      As he waited for the kettle to boil, Clough thumbed through the bills he’d tossed aside earlier in the day. Bills for chicken feed, for hay, for cow ointment from the vet. His lips curled in disgust. A tidy sum was owing and some of the bills were stamped with OVERDUE and PAY NOW in bright red ink. He turned to the shelves above the kitchen cabinets that were laden with tins, jars and packets of food, reaching up to take down a tin of OXO stock cubes.

      Carrying it to the table, he sat down and pulled off the lid, tipping out the contents. Not stock cubes, but rolls of banknotes held together with thick rubber bands. Clough pulled off one band from a roll and, licking his filthy thumb, counted out six five-pound notes. These, he set to one side and rolled up the remaining notes, snapping the rubber band back on.

      There was a loud click behind him and Clough twisted around in alarm. The back door opened and Father Stephen Pettifer stepped in.

      ‘What do you want?’ Clough demanded.

      Pettifer’s wrinkled face fell. ‘Is that any way to say hello, Josiah?’

      ‘Why are you coming in the back? I’ve got a front door, you know?’

      ‘This way is closer. I didn’t think you’d mind.’

      ‘You don’t bother knocking either.’

      ‘My apologies. May I come in?’

      ‘You’re already in, ain’t ya?’ Clough muttered, rising to lift the whistling kettle off the gas. He poured the boiling water into the teapot and banged on the lid. ‘What do you want?’ he asked again.

      Pettifer shook his umbrella out and propped it against the wall. ‘I was taking my evening constitutional and I thought I’d pop in and see how you are.’ He looked around the kitchen, shaking his head at the mess, then saw the banknotes on the kitchen table. His eyes widened.

      Clough followed his gaze. With a snort of annoyance, he grabbed the rolls and stuffed them back into the tin. ‘You don’t be looking at that,’ he said, replacing the OXO tin on the shelf.

      ‘You have all that money just sitting there on your kitchen shelf, Josiah? That seems a little reckless. Shouldn’t you put it in the bank where it will be safe?’

      ‘It’s safe enough where it is.’ Clough stirred the leaves in the teapot. ‘What do you mean, see how I am?’

      Pettifer pulled out a chair from the table and sat down. ‘You’ve been out of sorts of late, even more so than usual, and I wondered if something was troubling you?’

      Clough snatched up two chipped mugs from the draining board and banged them onto the table. ‘I was thinking about doing something, but I’ve decided against it,’ he said, pouring out the tea.

      ‘What were you thinking of doing?’

      ‘Never you mind.’ Clough splashed milk into the tea and pushed a mug towards Pettifer. ‘It ain’t going to happen now and I’m telling ’em so.’

      ‘Telling who so?’

      ‘I told you, it don’t matter now. Stop asking questions. It’s none of your business.’

      Pettifer held up his hands. ‘Very well, I shan’t ask again. But there’s no need to be so defensive, Josiah. I only have your best interests at heart, and besides, your mother would never forgive me if I failed in my duty. She made me promise I would keep an eye on you and I intend to keep it.’

      ‘I don’t want you here.’ Clough slurped at his tea. ‘I’ve had enough of pests bothering me day and night. Coming round here uninvited, telling me what to do. Trying to make me turn my back on everything my family’s done.’

      ‘What are you talking about, Josiah?’ Pettifer cried indignantly. ‘I’ve never said anything against your family.’

      ‘Trying to push me into things,’ Clough went on. ‘I’m fed up with you all interfering. You can all bugger off.’

      Pettifer rose, pink lips pursed, chin in the air. ‘I can’t think what I’ve done to deserve being spoken to like this, Josiah. I really can’t.’ He picked up his umbrella and left the kitchen, letting the door slam behind him.

      Unmoved, Clough finished his tea. Pests, he thought. Why can’t they leave me alone?
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      The first thing Matthew Stannard sensed when he awoke was pain.

      Somewhere above his left eyebrow, it felt as if his skull had been cracked open and lightning bolts were striking the exposed, spongy matter of his brain. He didn’t want to open his eyes, certain they would hurt, too.

      The second thing he sensed was noise. Unfamiliar sounds. Strange voices. Rolling trolley wheels. Rubber heels on wooden floorboards.

      The third sensation he experienced was smell. Carbolic. Starch. I’m in hospital, he worked out, and then tried to work out why.

      ‘I think he’s awake,’ someone whispered, and Matthew felt a bony hand squeeze his. ‘Mattie?’

      ‘Mum?’ he croaked.

      ‘Yes, Mattie. It’s me.’

      Matthew pulled his eyelids apart. Everything was blurry, and he had to wait for his eyes to focus on Amanda sitting beside the bed. She was smiling at him, but her eyes were full of worry. Then his other hand was grabbed, and he turned his head, slowly, because the movement jostled his brain and made black spots dance in his vision.

      ‘Pat?’

      ‘I’m here,’ his sister said, and patted his hand reassuringly.

      ‘My head hurts.’

      ‘You were hit on the head, Mattie. You’re in hospital. Do you remember what happened?’

      ‘Don’t make him talk, Pat,’ Amanda chided. ‘Go and get someone. The nurse said they wanted to know if he woke up.’

      Pat’s hand slipped away from his as she obeyed. He closed his eyes; they hurt too much to keep open.

      ‘How bad is it?’ Matthew asked his mother.

      ‘Oh, Mattie, you look awful,’ she said. ‘Your head’s all bandaged up and you’ve got a big bruise over your forehead and your eye’s all black and blue.’

      He heard footsteps approaching, two pairs this time. Someone leaned over him and peeled back his eyelids. He caught the faintest whiff of perfume. A nurse, then. Not a doctor.

      ‘How are we feeling, Mr Stannard?’ the nurse asked.

      ‘He said his head hurts,’ his mother supplied.

      ‘I’d be surprised if it didn’t. That was quite a blow you took. I’ll let the doctor know you’re awake.’ The perfume drifted away.

      The mattress dipped as Pat hitched herself onto the bed and took his hand once more. ‘The nurse said you’re going to be all right, so there’s no need to worry. You’ve got a bit of concussion, that’s all. There won’t be any permanent damage.’

      ‘But look at the state of him, Pat,’ Amanda cried loudly, making Matthew wince.

      ‘They’re only cuts and bruises, Mum,’ Pat snapped. ‘They’ll heal and he’ll be back to normal again.’ He felt her body turn as heavier footsteps came towards the bed.

      ‘Well, Mr Stannard,’ a male voice said above him, ‘quite the adventure you’ve had tonight. How are we feeling?’

      ‘My head hurts,’ he said. ‘I can’t keep my eyes open.’

      ‘Headache?’ the doctor asked.

      Matthew groaned in answer.

      ‘Let’s check your vision.’ Matthew’s eyelids were pulled apart. ‘How many fingers am I holding up?’

      ‘Three?’ Matthew guessed.

      ‘Is everything blurry?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘Can you follow my finger?’ The doctor moved his hand from side to side and Matthew tried to follow the multiple pink blobs in his vision.

      ‘Feeling queasy?’

      ‘A bit.’

      ‘Yes, I’m afraid you’re going to feel this way for a few days. Your skull took quite a crack. The blow broke the skin and the left side of your face is bruised, but all in all, I’d say you’ve been very lucky. It could have been a lot worse. Do you remember what happened?’

      ‘Someone was in my flat,’ Matthew said. ‘Standing behind the bedroom door.’

      ‘That’s right,’ Pat said. ‘That’s where I found you. You were lying on the floor with blood all over you. It gave me such a fright, I can tell you.’

      ‘Don’t keep going on, Pat,’ Amanda said.

      ‘I’ve hardly said a thing!’ Pat returned indignantly.

      It hasn’t taken them long to start arguing, Matthew thought wryly.

      ‘Anything else?’ the doctor asked.

      ‘White-blond hair,’ Matthew said, and then it hit him. He opened his eyes and lifted his head off the pillow, ignoring the pain. ‘It was Wilfred Gadd.’

      ‘That’s what the police said,’ Pat nodded. ‘I told them what he looked like and⁠—’

      ‘You saw him?’ Matthew cried in alarm, trying to sit up.

      ‘Calm down, Mr Stannard,’ the doctor said, pushing Matthew back onto the pillow. ‘You mustn’t get excited.’

      Amanda prodded him gently to stay where he was. ‘The police said Pat frightened him off.’

      ‘He pushed past me in the hallway,’ Pat said. ‘I went flying into the wall, but I got a good look at him.’

      ‘Did he hurt you?’

      ‘Don’t you worry about her,’ Amanda said sharply. ‘She’s all right. You’re the one in hospital.’

      Pat smiled sadly at him. ‘I’m fine, Mattie. Really.’

      ‘Well, your memory seems to be intact,’ the doctor said, ‘so that’s good. We’re going to keep you here for a day or two, just to keep an eye on you. The best thing you can do now is rest,’ he added with a pointed look at Amanda and Pat. ‘I’ll be back to check on you later.’ He left, passing Fred and Georgie as they came in.

      ‘He’s awake, is he?’ Fred asked. ‘Hello, Matt. Back in the land of the living?’

      Matthew gave a weak smile to his brother-in-law. ‘Just about.’

      Georgie stood beside Fred, staring down at Matthew with wide, frightened eyes. ‘Are you all right, Mattie?’ he asked quietly.

      ‘The doctor seems to think so. It probably looks worse than it is,’ he said, hoping to comfort his brother.

      ‘It was that burglar you’ve been looking for, wasn’t it?’ Fred said. ‘He nearly got Pat as well, you know?’

      ‘I’m sorry,’ Matthew said. ‘I didn’t mean to put her in danger.’

      ‘It weren’t your fault,’ Pat said. ‘It’s a blooming good thing I went to yours, otherwise you might have been lying there for days with your head bashed in. Or worse.’

      ‘All right, love,’ Fred said, putting his hands on her shoulders, ‘Matt don’t need to hear all that. I heard the doc say he needed rest, so now we’ve seen him and know he’s going to be all right, we should leave him alone.’

      ‘I don’t like leaving him,’ Amanda whined as she reluctantly rose from the chair. ‘Maybe they’ll let me stay.’

      Matthew shot Fred a look.

      ‘He needs to sleep, Mother,’ Fred said, understanding his silent plea. He gently guided Amanda and Pat towards the door. ‘See you soon, Matt,’ he promised and winked. ‘Come on, Georgie.’

      ‘I’ll be in to see you tomorrow, Mattie,’ Georgie promised and followed after the others.

      Matthew’s eyes closed and he was asleep before Georgie was out of the door.

      

      Wilfred Gadd wasn’t sleeping. He was too angry to sleep.

      He, too, was lying in bed, but he was alone, no concerned, loving family clustered around his bedside. His bed was in a damp, rented room in a boarding house with decades-old paper peeling off the walls, staring at the large crack in the ceiling and cursing the bitch who had stopped him from doing what he had wanted to do.

      And he’d come so close. Stannard had gone down like a sack of spuds, had been unconscious at his feet and at his mercy, and then that stupid bitch had come into the flat, calling out ‘Mattie!’ and he’d panicked, running away without a second thought. And it had only been when his lungs were about to burst and he’d come to a stop, doubling over to catch his breath, that he realised he shouldn’t have legged it. He should have whacked Stannard again, finished him off, and then done the bitch, too.

      Tears pricked his eyes and Wilf let them fall. He’d let his mother down; he hadn’t got her the justice she deserved. She was probably looking down on him now, shaking her head at his balls-up, muttering ‘Typical’.

      ‘I’ll get him, Ma,’ Wilf promised, speaking aloud to the empty room. ‘I’ll get him.’
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      Charlie Woods snapped off the twig that was poking his hair and stripped the leaves from it, crushing them between his fingers. He took a surreptitious look at his wristwatch, then glanced at his friend leaning against a tree trunk nearby. ‘Shouldn’t we be going?’ he asked.

      ‘There’s plenty of time,’ Nathan Jowett said, sucking on his cigarette and trying to make a smoke ring.

      ‘Not really. They’ll ring the bell in ten minutes.’

      ‘We’re not going to school.’

      ‘Aren’t we?’

      ‘Well, I’m not. I thought you said you weren’t, either.’

      Charlie shrugged. ‘I’ve got PE this afternoon and Mr Goodwin said he was going to let me go in goal.’

      Nathan snorted. ‘What do you want to go in goal for? It’s boring.’

      ‘I like being in goal,’ Charlie muttered, picking at a hangnail. ‘So, you coming in or not?’

      Nathan held out his cigarette packet. Charlie looked at it uncertainly. ‘Go on, take one,’ Nathan said, shaking the sticks at him.

      Charlie teased a cigarette out and put it between his lips. Nathan drew a silver lighter from his blazer pocket and lit it for him. Charlie drew the smoke down and coughed, bending over double.

      ‘Pathetic,’ Nathan laughed.

      Charlie straightened, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. ‘Where’d you get the lighter?’

      Nathan held it out in the palm of his hand. ‘Nice, eh? I found it in Mr Collins’s pocket.’

      ‘You stole it?’

      ‘Course I stole it. Why pay for stuff when you can nick it?’

      ‘But what if Mr Collins finds out?’

      ‘And how’s he going to do that? You going to tell him?’

      ‘Course I ain’t.’ Charlie took another look at his watch.

      Nathan noticed. ‘So, you’re going in?’

      ‘I suppose so.’

      ‘You worried about your dad finding out?’

      ‘No,’ Charlie said sulkily. ‘It’s like I said. I want to play football. But Dad will wallop me if he finds out I’m bunking off.’

      ‘He won’t find out. And even if he did, everyone hops the wag some time or other. My mum couldn’t care less.’ Nathan took another drag, watching Charlie out of the corner of his eye. ‘I should have known you’d let me down.’

      ‘I don’t want to let you down.’

      ‘Don’t go in then.’

      Charlie toed a pebble that was stuck in the mud. He really did want to go to school and play football that afternoon, but that also meant having to sit through History and Geography, and he wouldn’t mind missing those one little bit. And he had promised Nathan to spend the day with him.

      ‘Nah,’ he said, kicking the pebble away. ‘I won’t bother. I can play football another day.’

      Nathan slapped him on the shoulder. ‘You know what, Charlie? You’re a real pal.’

      

      Father Pettifer closed his study door on his housekeeper banging with her mop and bucket in the hall.

      Sitting down at his desk, he picked up the envelope that had arrived during his breakfast and which he had put off opening as soon as he had seen the company stamp on the top left corner. But he couldn’t ignore it forever and he ripped open the flap, knowing what it would say. He was proved right. “Despite several reminders,” he read, “we are sorry to write that your account is still in arrears. Kindly pay the outstanding amount stated below within the next 14 days to avoid legal action being taken.”

      Fourteen days! It wouldn’t matter if they’d given him fourteen weeks, or fourteen months, come to that. He didn’t have the money. It was his own fault. If only he hadn’t made that stupid investment last year. If only he’d listened to advice and not gone near it with a barge pole. But no, he had known best and sunk all his savings into a stocks and shares scheme that had failed almost as soon as it had begun. And now all he had was his stipend, an income that barely covered his outgoings.

      Where was he going to get the money from? He couldn’t go to his own bank because he was in the red with them. Another bank? He supposed another bank might be prepared to listen to a man of the cloth, but they’d want to see his accounts, they’d make enquiries and find out his state of affairs and refuse him a loan.

      He could appeal to the diocese, perhaps. Explain to the bishop his parlous state of affairs, ask for the church to help him out. Yes, he could do that. The bishop was an old friend of his; he’d be sure to understand. It was worth asking, at least.

      Pettifer picked up the telephone receiver and asked the operator to put him through to Bishop Lancey.

      

      Matthew opened his eyes and started in surprise when he saw a blurry Superintendent Mullinger standing at the foot of the bed, the glinting silver buttons of his uniform hurting his eyes.

      Wondering how long he had been there, Matthew tried to lift his head off the pillow, but Mullinger held up a hand.

      ‘As you were, Stannard. The superintendent at Victoria Park Square informed me of your attack early this morning. He telephoned me at home.’ His lips tightened and Matthew guessed Mullinger had not appreciated being disturbed, especially to hear news about him. ‘From the description your sister was able to give the police, I understand the man who attacked you was Wilfred Gadd, the burglar we’ve been looking for. Is that correct?’

      ‘Yes, sir. I saw him just before he hit me.’

      ‘Why the devil should he come after you?’

      Matthew thought for a moment, trying to get his brain to work. ‘It could be he blames me for the death of his mother. She collapsed while I was questioning her, if you remember, and died later in hospital.’

      ‘Yes, that was most unfortunate, But it is sheer nonsense to blame you for it. The woman had advanced heart disease. She could have died at any time.’ He huffed in irritation. ‘Did Gadd mean to hurt you or kill you?’

      Matthew summoned the last image he had had of Wilf into his tired mind. He remembered the cosh in the raised hand, the tombstone teeth behind the ugly grin, and the glint in the light-blue eyes. ‘He meant to kill me,’ Matthew decided.

      ‘Then it’s possible he may try again. Well, that settles it. You can’t return to your home until he’s caught. Is there anywhere else you can stay until then?’

      ‘I suppose I could stay with my sister,’ Matthew said reluctantly. ‘If you think that’s really necessary.’

      ‘I do. I will issue an alert for all stations to be on the lookout for this Gadd. He won’t remain at liberty.’

      ‘He’s stayed hidden this long, sir,’ Matthew said, not at all certain Gadd would be apprehended as quickly as Mullinger seemed to think.

      ‘You should have more faith,’ Mullinger said. ‘I shall also give the Press a statement. Once the public knows to keep an eye out for him, Gadd won’t be able to walk down the street without someone realising who he is and turning him in.’

      ‘If you say so, sir,’ Matthew muttered, wishing his superintendent would leave so he could go back to sleep.

      But Mullinger continued. ‘And, of course, I will update CID about your condition. Your doctor has told me you’ve got a concussion but that you will make a full recovery. So, that’s good news.’

      It doesn’t sound to Matthew as if he was pleased. He could imagine what his colleagues would say when Mullinger told them what had happened. Lund would say he was a silly sod not to have seen Gadd coming and that he might have actually knocked some sense into his head, Barnes and Denham would express some little concern, and Pinder would say he deserved everything he got. ‘The doctor said I should be discharged in a few days, sir.’

      ‘Did he? Good. And then, plenty of rest. You’ll be on a week’s leave, Stannard, when you are discharged.’

      ‘That’s not necessary, sir,’ Matthew protested.

      Mullinger held up his hand again. ‘Certainly, it is.’

      ‘But the cases I’m working on…’

      ‘Can be handled by DI Lund and the others. They can manage without you for a few days, I’m sure. They did before you arrived.’

      ‘Yes, sir,’ Matthew agreed, not missing the note of sarcasm in Mullinger’s words. ‘Thank you, sir.’

      Mullinger put his cap on his head. ‘I must be off. Remember to let the station know your change of address.’ He nodded, and turning on his heel, strode out of the ward as a nurse came over, bearing a tray.

      ‘Breakfast, Mr Stannard,’ she said brightly. ‘Sit up.’

      ‘I’m not hungry,’ Matthew protested.

      ‘Now, now, none of that,’ she said, putting the tray on the table at the end of the bed and tucking in the bedclothes. ‘You’ve got to eat. Was that your boss just leaving?’

      Matthew nodded as he sat up. His head swam, and he groaned as he fell back against the pillows the nurse plumped up for him.

      ‘Headache?’ she asked.

      ‘Yes. Can I have some aspirin?’

      ‘When you’ve eaten,’ she said, taking the cover off the tray to reveal a bowl of porridge. ‘You’ve got to keep your strength up. Do you need me to help you eat?’

      ‘No,’ Matthew said irritably, snatching up the spoon. ‘I’m not five years old.’ He sighed at the look she gave him. ‘Sorry. I didn’t mean to snap.’

      ‘That’s all right,’ she said, giving him a kindly smile. She checked over her shoulder and leaned a little closer. ‘Are you really the detective who caught all those murderers?’

      Matthew dipped his spoon in the porridge. ‘That’s me.’

      She gave a little shiver of delight. ‘You must be awfully brave to chase after people like that.’

      ‘Look where it’s got me,’ he said ruefully.

      

      Dickie Waite was yawning as he entered The Chronicle’s office. He had slept badly, his grumbling stomach keeping him awake for most of the night. He’d shaken his head at the boiled egg and toast his wife, Emma, had offered him and drunk only a cup of black coffee, hoping it would wake him up. But it hadn’t helped; he still felt dead on his feet.

      His editor called him into his office as he hung up his hat and coat. ‘You look rough,’ Bill Edwards said as Dickie shuffled in.

      ‘I feel rough,’ Dickie said, rubbing his stomach and falling into a chair. He took out his pipe, pressing the tobacco already in the bowl down with his thumb. ‘What’s up?’

      Edwards threw a box of matches across the desk to him. ‘I received a summons last night.’

      ‘And what did our esteemed proprietor want?’ Dickie asked, throwing the spent match into the ashtray.

      ‘He’s not happy. Apparently, we’re not competing with the other local rags. And he reckons we should be, considering the stories we’ve had to cover lately.’

      Dickie puffed on his pipe. ‘I thought we were doing all right.’

      Edwards made a face. ‘He showed me the figures. Sales are down. We’re doing worse than The Graydon Heath Gazette and even The Trentwood Mercury.’

      ‘But we’re reporting the same news,’ Dickie protested.

      ‘That was his point. They’re the same stories, but they’re the ones with the higher circulation. So, what are we doing wrong, I hear you ask?’ He raised his eyebrows at Dickie.

      ‘What are we doing wrong?’ Dickie asked.

      Edwards took a deep breath. ‘Our writing isn’t good enough.’

      Dickie stared at him. ‘Not good enough?’

      ‘Not exciting enough,’ Edwards corrected. ‘Now, there’s nothing wrong with your copy in the main, Dickie. It’s factual, it’s tight. It tells the reader what they need to know. The problem is,’ he glanced nervously at Dickie, ‘it’s dull.’

      Dickie puffed on his pipe and said nothing.

      ‘If you compare the language of the other locals,’ Edwards hurried on, dropping copies of the Gazette and other newspapers before Dickie, ‘you’ll see the difference. Look at this headline about the Empire Club Murders from the Gazette. “SHOCKING MURDER IN CLUB BEDROOM”. And look at ours.’ Edwards showed Dickie the front page of The Chronicle from the same date. ‘Ours says “DEATH AT EMPIRE CLUB”. You see the difference?’

      ‘Of course I see the difference,’ Dickie snapped, his temper finally breaking. ‘But that’s their style. The Chronicle’s never been sensationalist in the same way as the Gazette.’

      ‘And that’s why our sales are down,’ Edwards said. ‘Now, I’m like you, Dickie, an old-fashioned fella. I don’t want to change our style, but we can’t ignore facts. Compared to our competition, The Chronicle is dull and readers don’t want to read dull stories.’

      ‘So, what do they want to read?’ Dickie asked sulkily.

      ‘Sex. Violence. They want to be titillated over their breakfast. Excited and shocked by what they’re reading, yet unable to stop themselves. They want to read about terrible things but feel safe knowing it’s happening to someone else. That’s what they want.’

      Dickie shook his head. ‘I never thought I’d hear this from you, Bill.’

      Edwards laid his arms on the desk and leaned forward, lowering his voice so the secretary just outside the door wouldn’t hear. ‘I want to keep my job, Dickie. And if this is what it takes, then from now on, this is exactly what you’re going to hear from me.’

      ‘And if I refuse to write trash like that?’

      Edwards tilted his head to one side and shrugged.

      Dickie understood. He rose, grimacing as his stomach grumbled, and headed for the door. ‘I’ll have to see what I can do, then, won’t I? I’m making no promises.’

      ‘I have faith in you, Dickie,’ Edwards called after him.

      ‘I’m glad someone does,’ Dickie muttered as he grabbed the telephone ringing on his desk. ‘Waite,’ he barked into the mouthpiece.

      ‘Hello. Mr Waite?’ a female voice said, and Dickie frowned as he struggled to place it. ‘It’s Pat Harris here. Matthew’s sister.’

      ‘Oh, of course. Mrs Harris, hello. How are you?’

      ‘Oh, same as ever. But I thought I better give you a bell to tell you about Mattie.’

      ‘What about him?’

      ‘He’s in hospital. Some rotter bashed him over the head in his flat last night.’

      ‘Bloody hell. Was he badly hurt?’

      ‘Well, he looks blooming awful to me, but the doctor said he’ll recover. But I’m ringing you because I thought you could pop in and see him? Cheer him up a bit.’

      ‘Yes, of course I will,’ Dickie said. ‘Which hospital is he in?’

      ‘The Queen Mary in Bethnal Green. He’s in Gardiner Ward. He’ll be there for a day or two. Well, that’s all. I won’t keep you. I hope you don’t mind me calling you at work?’

      ‘Not at all. Thank you for letting me know.’ Dickie said goodbye and replaced the receiver in the cradle. He turned to see Edwards standing in his office doorway.

      ‘What was that?’ he asked, nodding at the telephone.

      ‘Personal,’ Dickie said, too angry with Edwards to tell him Craynebrook’s famous detective was in hospital after being violently attacked in his own home. That’s not a dull story, is it? he thought rebelliously as he pulled on his hat and coat. ‘I’m popping out for a bit. Be back later.’

      

      Matthew was trying to read. A nurse had given him a magazine left behind by a former patient, but the words kept getting jumbled up and his brain didn’t seem able to put them in order. He was on the point of giving up when Dickie walked into the ward.

      ‘This is one hell of a way to get out of buying a round,’ Dickie grinned.

      Matthew threw the magazine to the end of the bed. ‘How did you get in? Visiting hour’s not until four.’

      ‘Don’t tell anyone,’ Dickie said, putting a finger to his lips. ‘I told them I was a copper.’

      ‘And they believed you?’

      ‘What can I say? They’ll let anyone in the Force these days.’ Dickie’s expression became serious. ‘If only we’d had that drink at yours last night.’

      ‘I know,’ Matthew agreed. Dickie had been outside his flat when he arrived home, offering a bottle of stout to celebrate the capture of the Craynebrook Strangler, and Matthew had turned him away. If he’d accepted, the night might have turned out very differently.

      ‘Do you know who it was?’

      ‘Wilfred Gadd. The burglar we’ve been looking for.’

      Dickie’s eyes moved to the bandage around Matthew’s head. ‘You look bloody awful. Why did he come after you?’

      ‘Because he blames me for his mother’s death, I think. How did you know I was in here, anyway?’ He didn’t think there had been time for Mullinger to alert the Press.

      ‘Your sister called me,’ Dickie explained. ‘She thought I would want to visit and cheer you up.’

      ‘Oh, did she?’ Matthew rolled his eyes.

      ‘Well, you look like you need cheering up. What’s wrong? Apart from the obvious.’

      Matthew made a face. ‘Nothing. It’s just that I’m under orders not to go back to my flat until Gadd’s caught. Mullinger reckons Gadd will try again to kill me.’

      Dickie’s eyes widened. ‘You really think he meant to kill you?’

      Matthew shrugged. ‘Pat disturbed him. I reckon he would have finished me off if he could.’

      ‘In that case, Mullinger’s right, for once. Don’t be daft, Matthew. There’s no sense in putting yourself in danger.’

      ‘I know,’ Matthew agreed reluctantly. ‘It’s just that I’ll have to stay at the pub with Pat and Fred.’

      ‘What’s wrong with that?’

      ‘It’s a bit small for five adults.’ Matthew didn’t want to admit he wasn’t relishing being cooped up with his family for days.

      ‘You’re welcome to stay with us,’ Dickie offered.

      ‘I don’t know how long it’s going to be for,’ Matthew said, doubting Dickie’s wife would be as ready to offer him a bed as Dickie supposed. ‘It’s not just until Gadd’s caught. Mullinger’s making me take a week’s leave once I’m discharged, and Pat doesn’t trust me to look after myself.’

      ‘Everyone’s looking out for you, Matthew. You should be grateful.’

      Matthew looked away, mindful of Dickie’s disapproval. He hadn’t meant to sound ungrateful, but he knew he’d managed it.

      ‘So,’ Dickie went on in a lighter tone, taking out his notebook and pencil, ‘seeing as how you can’t run away. How about an interview?’

      ‘You are joking?’

      ‘I’m not. Craynebrook’s finest hospitalised, and you expect me not to make a story out of it?’

      ‘I don’t think Mr Mullinger would want to advertise the fact that policemen are targets for criminals.’

      ‘Mr Mullinger doesn’t dictate what goes into the ’paper,’ Dickie said, adding in an undertone, ‘even if our proprietor does. So, what have we got here?’ he said, pointing at Matthew’s bandaged head. ‘Cracked skull? Black eye?’

      ‘Both of those.’

      ‘Broken ribs?’

      ‘No. Just the head.’

      ‘Will you have any scars?’

      ‘I don’t know. What does it matter?’

      ‘It matters to our readers, Matthew. They’ll want to know if you’ll be pretty again.’

      ‘Sod off,’ Matthew said, trying not to laugh. It made his head hurt more.

      Dickie chuckled, then gasped and pressed his fingers to his side.

      ‘What is it?’ Matthew queried.

      ‘Indigestion. I had it all last night. Didn’t get a wink of sleep.’

      Matthew gestured at a nurse who had just walked in. ‘Shall I ask her to give you something?’

      ‘No, it’s all right. I’ll get some bicarbonate of soda at the chemist’s. There. It’s going away now.’ He glanced at the nurse, who was looking at him with suspicion. ‘I think she might have tumbled I’m not a copper. I’d best be off.’ He rose, putting his notebook and pencil back in his pocket. ‘Anything you need?’

      Matthew shook his head. ‘Pat’s sorting me out, thanks.’

      ‘Fair enough. I’ll try to pop in tomorrow.’

      ‘You don’t have to.’

      ‘I know I don’t,’ Dickie said. ‘Get some sleep, Matthew. You look like you could do with it. And let people help you, will you? Don’t be your usual stubborn self or I’ll send in Matron to tell you what for. And trust me. You don’t want to mess with her.’
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      Alfred Duggan reached the bottom of the basement steps, adjusted his bowtie and smoothed his fingers over his moustache. When he was ready, Alfred nodded at the doorman, who opened the unassuming, black-painted door and allowed Alfred through.

      Warmth, smoke and the hubbub of conversation immediately hit him, and the nervous half-smile he’d fixed on his face as he crossed the threshold developed into a full grin. This was where he had wanted to be for years now, mixing with the kind of people who were at home in basement nightclubs, sipping cocktails and smoking expensive cigarettes.

      Realising he was standing like an idiot in the entranceway, looking around the dimly illuminated room with its tiny round tables and glittering glassware, Alfred stepped tentatively forward, putting his left hand in his dinner jacket pocket, assuming the air of a sophisticated gent about town. He knew he had failed when a twenty-something woman turned from her male companions to look him up and down and then slid her gaze away, her expression dismissive.

      Alfred swiftly changed direction and searched in earnest for the man he had come to meet. He started to sweat when he couldn’t find him; what if he hadn’t turned up? He’d look such a fool because he couldn’t linger without a companion, not in a place like this, and he wasn’t brave enough to attempt an introduction with a complete stranger.

      Then the door marked ‘Gentlemen’ at the rear of the room opened and Richard Bagley walked out. Breathing a sigh of relief, Alfred raised his hand and waved.

      ‘Richard!’ he called, hoping to be heard above the noise of the club.

      Standing almost a head taller than most of the people around him, Richard Bagley raised his head and caught sight of Alfred. His greeting was not as effusive as Alfred would have liked, just a nod of acknowledgement, but at least he was coming over.

      ‘Duggan,’ Richard said, holding out his hand. ‘So, you found it all right?’

      Alfred shook the hand, hoping his own wasn’t clammy. ‘Yes, no problem at all,’ he lied. It had, in fact, taken him twenty minutes longer than he’d planned to find the basement nightclub, walking past it twice.

      ‘Come and have a drink.’ Richard led the way to the bar. ‘What will you have?’

      ‘Let me,’ Alfred urged, already reaching into his jacket pocket for his wallet. He’d stuffed it with five-pound notes earlier that evening and he let Richard get a good look before tugging one out and laying it on the counter.

      ‘I’ll have a White Lady,’ Richard said.

      ‘Make that two,’ Alfred told the barman, wondering what he was going to end up drinking. He leaned one elbow on the counter and looked around the room. ‘Nice place, this.’

      ‘Yes, not bad,’ Richard agreed, lighting a cigarette. He selected a green olive from a small bowl and popped it in his mouth. ‘So, what news do you have for me?’

      The question disappointed Alfred. He had hoped they wouldn’t get down to business so soon. ‘Making progress,’ he said with a confident nod. ‘Things are moving.’

      Richard frowned. ‘That sounds a little vague. What exactly is happening?’

      The drinks came up and Alfred gained some thinking time as he handed over the fiver and waited for his change. He wondered if he’d made a faux pas as the coins were handed over. Should he have told the barman to keep the change? Would that have been the sophisticated thing to do? He didn’t have time to wonder, however, for Richard said, ‘Well?’

      ‘I’ve made the farmer an excellent offer for his land,’ Alfred said.

      ‘And he’s going to accept?’

      ‘He’d be a fool not to, wouldn’t he? The land is too small for the farm to be profitable in this day and age, and he’s not going to get a better offer. He’s old and he wants a comfortable retirement.’ Alfred took a sip of the White Lady cocktail. It tasted foul to him, but he did his best not to show it.

      ‘That’s good to hear,’ Richard said. ‘When I didn’t hear from you, I was starting to worry.’

      ‘No need, old chap,’ Alfred assured him. ‘I promised you the land and I always deliver on my promises.’

      ‘Excellent,’ Richard said, finishing his drink with a smack of his lips.

      Alfred tugged at his earlobe, unsure how to phrase his next question, ‘I say, Richard, old man. When this deal is done and Bagley Bros. are underway, will you have something else for me? I remember you saying you’re keen to expand. I’m your man for that, just so you know. You can rely on me.’

      ‘I’ll keep that in mind,’ Richard said. ‘You’ve done well for us so far, what with the office and the houses. I’m sure there will be other projects we can put your way. No promises, mind. We’ll have to see how things go.’

      ‘Of course, of course,’ Alfred nodded understandingly. ‘But do keep me in mind, if and when.’

      ‘I will,’ Richard promised, turning his attention to the female singer approaching the microphone on the small dais by the dance floor.

      Alfred watched him out of the corner of his eye. He’d blown his own trumpet enough, he thought. If he did any more, he’d be pushing his luck with Richard. But what to talk about next?

      ‘How’s the packing going?’ he decided on. ‘All ready for the big move?’

      Richard made a face. ‘I never want to move again in my life. It’s nothing but boxes and wrapping things up in newspapers. I can’t find a thing. And then there’s all the letters you have to write, giving a forwarding address, the bills you have to settle.’ He shook his head. ‘It’s never-ending.’

      ‘Surely your wife is writing most of the letters?’

      ‘She’s doing all the personal ones, of course,’ Richard nodded, ‘but the business ones are down to me and Roger. And Verity is… well, she still hasn’t quite come round to the move.’

      Alfred decided he wouldn’t ask about Richard’s wife. She seemed a sensitive subject. ‘Yes, it will take a while to settle in. Everyone complains about living out of boxes. But it will be worth it, I guarantee you. Craynebrook is a lovely place to live, and your street one of the best. I’d like to move there myself.’ He felt his last sentence was a mistake when Richard glanced at him and said nothing. Alfred wasn’t quite of the class that could move into a house on Craynebrook’s St Jude’s Avenue. Not quite. At least, not yet.

      He quickly took another sip of his White Lady as the three-man band played the opening notes of Nobody Knows You When You’re Down And Out. He tapped Richard on the arm. ‘I love this song.’
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      Roger Bagley stood before the mirror and knotted his tie with a smile on his face. Reflected in the mirror was his wife, sitting up in bed with her peach bed jacket draped around her still lovely shoulders and a breakfast tray across her lap. She looked comfortable and content, and for the first time in months, Roger felt they were putting the past behind them. He pushed the knot up against his top collar button and turned towards the bed.

      Hettie looked up, her coffee cup halfway to her mouth. Her brow creased, and she smiled as she said, ‘Why are you looking at me like that?’

      Roger put his head on one side in contemplation. ‘I was just wondering what I’ve done to deserve such a beautiful wife.’

      ‘Oh.’ Her cheeks dimpled with pleasure. ‘You silly thing.’

      Roger leaned across the bed. ‘Give us a kiss, old girl.’

      Hettie pressed her lips to his. ‘Love me?’

      ‘Always.’ He pushed off from the bed and took his jacket from the valet stand. ‘So, what do you have planned for the day?’

      ‘Oh, packing, packing and more packing.’

      ‘I thought we were all packed up.’

      ‘We are, mostly. There’s just the bathroom things and a few bits from the kitchen. But Verity wants me to help her. She’s still got lots to do.’

      ‘Why is she so behind? It’s not like her.’

      ‘I don’t know. Just putting it off, I suppose. You know what it’s like when you don’t want to do something. You say to yourself ‘I’ll do it tomorrow’, and then tomorrow comes and you don’t feel like it.’

      Roger frowned, wondering if that was the real reason. ‘She’s not still complaining about moving, is she?’

      ‘Not to me.’ Hettie pulled out the newspapers sitting in the compartment at the side of the tray. ‘We seem to have more of these than usual.’

      ‘I added the local rag from Craynebrook,’ Roger said. ‘Thought it might be interesting to see what’s going on there. I expect it’s all jumble sales and WI meetings and teas with the vicar, but you never know. It might be worth a look, all the same.’

      Hettie unrolled the newspapers and threw Roger’s Financial Times to the end of the bed, setting her Daily Express to one side as she picked up The Chronicle. ‘Oh dear,’ she said.

      ‘What is it?’

      Hettie turned the front page around so he could see.

      ‘DETECTIVE BRUTALLY ATTACKED IN HOME,’ Roger read. ‘What’s that all about, then?’

      Hettie held the newspaper at arm’s length and read aloud. ‘“Detective Inspector Matthew Stannard of Craynebrook CID was viciously assaulted in his Bethnal Green flat on Monday evening. The renowned detective had returned home from concluding an exhausting murder investigation in which he captured the Craynebrook Strangler. The Strangler had been assaulting women in the local and surrounding areas for almost three weeks. Inspector Stannard’s dogged pursuit of the villain and his subsequent arrest put an end to the fear felt by many women in Craynebrook who had been afraid to walk alone lest they be attacked. Inspector Stannard was beaten about the head and knocked unconscious. It was only the arrival of Mr Stannard’s sister that prevented the villain from carrying out his dastardly plan to kill the celebrated detective. The attacker took to his heels and fled the scene. Inspector Stannard was taken to Queen Mary’s Hospital in Bethnal Green, where he is expected to make a full recovery. The assailant is understood to be a Mr Wilfred Gadd, a convicted criminal whom the Craynebrook Police have been looking for in connection with a series of local burglaries. A London-wide search is now underway for this most dangerous of felons and police advise members of the public that Gadd is a highly dangerous individual and should not be approached. It is believed the motive for the unprovoked and violent attack on Inspector Stannard is a misplaced sense of revenge. Gadd’s mother, Mrs Edna Gadd, was helping the police with their enquiries when she collapsed. She was taken to hospital, where a previously undiagnosed heart problem was determined to be the cause of her collapse. Her condition was so severe that recovery was ruled out by the doctor, and she died in the hospital a few days later. Police believe Gadd blames Inspector Stannard for his mother’s death, though the inquest exonerated the police of endangering Mrs Gadd’s life, and indeed, complimented the detective for his swift action in ensuring Mrs Gadd received the medical attention she required. Mrs Gadd will be buried at the City of London cemetery on Friday, 9th May at 11 o’clock. Anyone with information regarding Wilfred Gadd’s current whereabouts should contact their local police station immediately. All information will be held in the strictest confidence.” Oh, Roger, isn’t that awful?’

      ‘Pretty bloody,’ Roger agreed. ‘But I suppose that kind of danger goes with the job.’

      ‘But to be attacked in your own home where you should feel safe. I mean, imagine if someone was hiding in here,’ Hettie looked around the bedroom a little fearfully, ‘just waiting to jump out at me.’

      ‘You mustn’t worry about such things,’ Roger said sternly. ‘I wouldn’t have taken the damn rag if I’d known it was going to make you think like that. Here, give it to me.’ He reached for the newspaper, but Hettie clamped it to her chest.

      ‘Don’t,’ she said, slapping gently at his hand. ‘I want to read it. And I’m not worried about myself. I’m thinking of the poor policeman.’ She pointed at the picture of Matthew that accompanied the article. ‘Isn’t he handsome?’

      Roger glanced at the photograph. ‘If you say so.’

      Hettie glanced up at him and smiled. ‘I think you’re handsome, too, silly.’

      ‘With these grey hairs and grizzly old face?’

      ‘You’re handsome to me,’ she insisted.

      He grinned. ‘I must be off. And listen to me, old girl. Don’t let Verity wear you out. We’ve got a big day tomorrow, and…’

      ‘And what?’

      ‘And I want you looking your loveliest this evening because we’re all going out for dinner uptown.’

      ‘Oh, darling, are we?’

      ‘A last-night celebration. We might as well go out in style. So, my dearest dear,’ he sat down on the bed beside her, ‘I want these lovely auburn locks curled and gleaming. I want this delicious neck on show and ringed with sapphires, and I want these lips plump and red and just waiting to be kissed. So, can do?’

      ‘Can do,’ she nodded. ‘Just for you.’

      ‘I’ll be the envy of every man in the restaurant,’ he said. ‘No, forget that. Of every man in London.’

      ‘Oh, go to work,’ she said, pushing him away, ‘before you say any more ridiculous things.’

      Roger got up from the bed with a grunt. ‘But we do need everything ready before we go out tonight. The removal men will be here at eight in the morning.’

      ‘We’ll be ready,’ she said.

      ‘I suppose you’ll be walking round the house, patting bits of woodwork fondly.’

      Hettie tutted. ‘Not a bit of it. I’m looking forward to going. It’s exciting.’

      Roger smiled back at her. ‘I’ll be back by five.’ He blew her a kiss as he left the bedroom. He didn’t see his wife take her nail scissors out of the bedside drawer and cut out the picture of Matthew from the newspaper. He didn’t see her smile as she looked upon his face nor her putting the clipping carefully in her diary.

      

      Verity Bagley nibbled at a corner of toast as she watched her husband across the breakfast table. He looked tired and a little frazzled, and he hadn’t paid her a moment’s attention since he’d sat down.

      ‘Oh, bugger,’ Richard muttered, and banged down his cup in its saucer. He grabbed his napkin from his lap and wiped the coffee he’d spilt from his tie. He looked up at her. ‘Has it stained?’

      She shook her head. ‘You won’t see it when it’s dried.’

      ‘Thank God for that. I don’t know where all my other ties are. You didn’t label the box.’

      ‘You could have packed them yourself.’

      ‘When have I had the time?’ he demanded. ‘I’m up to my ears at work.’

      ‘Well, you know who you have to thank for that.’ Verity poured him more coffee.

      ‘Don’t start. Please.’

      ‘I’m not starting.’

      ‘We’re moving, and there’s an end to it.’

      ‘I know.’

      ‘Then could we please have an end to this sulking?’

      ‘I haven’t said a word⁠—’

      ‘You don’t have to. It’s there, all the time.’

      ‘Can you blame me? I have plenty to sulk about, Richard,’ Verity went on. ‘As well you know.’

      ‘Yes, and I am sorry, but you agreed, Verity.’

      ‘What choice did I have?’

      ‘You had a choice. If you had said you wanted to stay here, we would be staying.’

      ‘Without Roger and Hettie?’ she cried.

      ‘There you have it,’ he cried victoriously. ‘You moan about leaving, but don’t want to stay without them.’

      ‘I just don’t see why we can’t stay as we are, that’s all.’

      ‘You know why. We’re not going over all that again.’ Richard gathered up the post he had been sorting through and handed it to her. ‘You’ll have to deal with all these. I don’t have the time.’

      Verity set the pile of envelopes down beside her plate. ‘What time will you be home?’

      ‘By five, I should think. Roger’s taking us out for dinner.’

      ‘He is? Why didn’t you tell me? I had Jenny buy lamb.’

      ‘Because I can’t remember everything. And give her the lamb if you’re worried it’ll go to waste. I daresay she’ll be glad of it.’

      ‘I don’t think I’ll go.’

      ‘Oh, for heaven’s sake.’ A car horn sounded from the street. ‘That’s Roger,’ Richard said, rising from the table and brushing himself down. ‘You are going tonight and you will do your best to enjoy yourself, Verity. If not for your own sake, then for Hettie’s.’

      ‘Oh yes. God forbid Hettie should be upset.’

      ‘I mean it, Verity. Now, I know you have reason to be like this, but we’ve said our apologies, and it’s all in the past. Time to move on.’ He bent to kiss her cheek, but she jerked her head away. He sighed. ‘I’ll be back by five.’

      He left, and Verity listened to his receding footsteps and the opening and closing of the front door. She sat at the table for some little while more, drawing spirals on the white linen tablecloth with her knife. With a heavy breath, she picked up the first of the envelopes and ripped open the flap.
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      Pinder looked up as Barnes entered the CID office. ‘What did I tell you?’ He held up his copy of that morning’s Chronicle. ‘Stannard’s plastered all over the front page. Again.’

      ‘I’ve seen it,’ Barnes said. ‘I thought it was a good article.’

      ‘Is that what you call it?’

      ‘Why? What do you call it?’

      ‘Propaganda.’ Pinder pointed to the byline. ‘Dickie Waite wrote that, and you know he’s hand in glove with Stannard. Stannard probably told him what to write. Listen to this. “Renowned detective.” “Celebrated detective.” “He caught the Craynebrook Strangler”.’

      ‘Well, he did.’

      ‘With our help. But where are we in the ’paper? No bloody where. Stannard saw to that. I don’t even get a mention.’

      ‘Why should you be in the ’paper? You hardly did a thing.’

      ‘What the bloody hell do you know?’ Pinder sneered and thumbed his chest. ‘I did plenty.’

      ‘Course you did, Gary,’ Barnes said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. He was about to sit down when Lund came in and he straightened. ‘Morning, sir.’

      ‘Morning, Barnes,’ Lund jerked his head at Pinder. ‘What’s the matter with sulky drawers?’

      Barnes smirked. ‘DC Pinder is unhappy about this morning’s Chronicle, sir.’

      ‘You seen it, guv?’ Pinder asked, handing him his newspaper. ‘It’s all about Inspector Stannard. There’s nothing about you, sir,’ he added maliciously.

      Lund scanned the text. ‘Very interesting,’ he said, handing the newspaper back. ‘Any progress with Gadd?’

      ‘There’s nothing from local stations,’ Barnes answered. ‘All their patrols are keeping a lookout, but there’s no sign of him. They did say they’ve had a few members of the public call in saying they’ve seen Gadd and they’re following them up, but they’re not hopeful.’

      Lund made a face. ‘And we’ve had nothing?’

      Barnes shook his head. ‘I’m ringing round all the local boarding houses and hotels. I might get lucky.’

      ‘You might,’ Lund acknowledged. ‘And what are you doing, Gary?’

      ‘This and that,’ Pinder shrugged.

      ‘You mean nothing?’

      ‘I’m working on stuff, guv,’ he insisted.

      ‘I don’t know why we bother,’ Lund muttered and headed for his office.

      ‘What’s up with him?’ Denham asked Barnes as he entered CID.

      ‘He’s annoyed we haven’t found Gadd yet.’

      ‘We will.’ Denham threw the files he was carrying onto his desk. ‘Whitechapel nick have sent me everything they’ve got on Gadd. I’m going to plough through those. See if I can find any known associates who might be hiding him.’

      ‘Good idea,’ Barnes said. ‘I’m on boarding houses.’

      Denham looked across to Pinder. ‘What are you working on, Gary?’

      ‘Jealousy,’ Barnes murmured.

      ‘You what?’

      ‘He’s sore he hasn’t been mentioned in the newspaper.’

      Denham rolled his eyes. ‘You can take the calls we’re going to get from the public,’ he said to Pinder.

      ‘What calls?’ Pinder asked.

      ‘The calls from people who reckon they know where Gadd is once they read that article. Someone’s got to sort the wheat from the chaff.’

      ‘And why is that me? Why can’t Barnes do it?’

      ‘Because I’m telling you to do it,’ Denham said. The telephone on Pinder’s desk rang. ‘There you go, Gary. Pick it up. “Craynebrook CID. How can I help?”’

      Pinder’s lip curled as he snatched up the receiver. ‘Craynebrook CID,’ he barked.

      
      ‘So, Stephen,’ Bishop Henry Lancey began, handing over a cup of coffee, ‘to what do I owe the pleasure? You were a little vague on the telephone.’

      Pettifer sipped at the coffee. It was far too hot and he burnt his tongue. He set the coffee cup down and wiped his mouth with a napkin. ‘I’m afraid I need to ask a favour, Henry.’

      ‘Oh, my dear chap, ask away. Anything I can do.’

      That sounded promising, Pettifer thought, as he mentally framed his next sentence. ‘I’ve been a little unfortunate, Henry, with my finances this year. I made a silly investment. Lost quite a bit. The Crash, you know.’

      ‘Many people did,’ Lancey nodded, biting into a shortbread biscuit. ‘I didn’t know you speculated in stocks and shares.’

      ‘I don’t. At least, I didn’t until a few years ago. But I was told the only way to increase one’s income was to invest it, that simply putting it in the bank yields very little. So, I decided to dip my toe
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