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

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


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

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

Initially commuting from
Leicester, a trip of approximately twelve miles each way, Bob
realised that he would need to move closer. Renting a small flat
above a corner shop, he was now fifteen minutes’ walk from the
police station.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carefully Bob manoeuvred around
the body whilst the two police constables were securing the crime
scene with tape. A large dour looking man came hurriedly towards
the crime scene.

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

“Bob Casey, Detective
Sergeant.”

“I believe you have a body for
me?”

“Just here.”

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

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

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

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

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

Back at the station Bob sought
out Sergeant Harris.

“Yes, I knew him,” Harris
told Bob. “Not a nice character. You won’t find anybody putting a
good word in for him. He was officious, petty, mean-spirited and
opinionated.”

“Family?” asked Bob.

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

“When did his wife die?”

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

“Did he have any routine?”
enquired Bob.

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

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

“Miss Goodwin?” he enquired.

“That’s right.”

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

“Of course.”

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

“Is your brother here?” enquired
Bob.

“Yes, upstairs in his
bedroom.”

“Would you fetch him
please?”

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

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

“This is Michael and I’m
Martha.”

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

The twins looked at each other
and neither seemed particularly perturbed.

“What time does your father
usually arrive home?”

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

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

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

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

“I will need to talk to you
tomorrow.

“We’ll be here after four.”

“I’ll call about 5-ish
then.”

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

The following morning he entered
his office having spent a restless night. He could not shake the
image of Martha Goodwin out of his mind. A message lay on his desk
to telephone the Chief Constable. Bob had met him
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