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This is a work of fiction. 

Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. 

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Some incidents in the book were researched and are real accounts; names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy and identity of individuals.

Parts of this book featured in the first previous edition and have been deleted.

Notes: References are made throughout this book to the British Secret Service. As a guide Thames House is the headquarters of MI5 and referred to by those inside the Intelligence Service as Box500. Those who work within the service are known as ‘Friends’ or just ‘friends’; or ‘Boy Scouts’ by the author.. Surveillance operatives are known as ‘Watchers’; those that follow suspects are called ‘Pavement Artists’ The author has also used the term ‘Spaniels’. There is one reference to a ‘fish tank’. This is a temporary holding cell where there is a mix of suspects and they can all be kept under observation at the same time.

There is a liberal sprinkling of rhyming slang, true cockney and otherwise, and British colloquialisms for which the author apologises but there is not enough space to explain them all, hopefully the context does.
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Two hired men came from the north, their victory to try

And they did make a solemn vow John Barleycorn should die.

John Barleycorn as sung by Tim Radford

“So this is where you hide out.”

The big man brought over two pints and placed them on the table by the bay window on the right hand side of the front door. It overlooked the high street that no longer thundered to the sound of tractors or other farming vehicles moving produce or fertiliser. Across the street where once bakers, butchers and ironmongers offered their wares are now private residences. The commercial trade of the village had declined and now all that remained was a public house.

The other equally large male took a large sip of the pint of best bitter and smiled.

“I don’t hide here. I come once or twice a week to enjoy a spot of lunch. I can read the newspapers in peace and indulge myself with a quarter pound beef burger in a sesame roll with chips and all the extras; washed down with a couple of beers.”

The newcomer was Chief Superintendent Bill Ransome; a bull of a man with shaven head and thick arms. He was not in uniform. The reason for his visit was unofficial as any nod to full uniform smacked of being on duty. He wore a short-sleeved check shirt, grey trousers and jacket which was soon hung on the back of his chair.

He still looked like a policeman.

The incumbent was ex-Chief Detective Inspector Steve Winwood. He had lost a few pounds since his retirement. Over his dark blue shirt his dark blue jumper was buttoned half way up, displaying signs of beer drips and faded spots of tomato ketchup.

“Nice pub. Is it always this quiet?”

They had met in The Woodman, a village pub in Guildern Magna that had been there for three hundred years. It was often labelled 'agricultural' in local pub guides. Visitors thought this was a reference to the farms and fields of wheat or rape that surrounded the village. Such reviews were written by local drinkers who enjoyed including a coded reference to the smell of slurry having been spread or from pig farms that permeated this part of the countryside. Much of the original farming land was now buried under concrete to support small housing estates for those seeking tranquillity and peace from the rush of urban life.

The Woodman was furnished with wooden tables and hard seats with occasional cushions. Some tables were afforded soft high-backed armchairs that had seen much better days. They were the preferred receptacles for customers who enjoyed slowly sinking into the upholstery as their alcohol intake grew. The bar itself was dark brown with a bright brass foot rail. The black wooden beer pumps only dispensed real ale but the brass ornamentation was also highly polished as part of the routine for the early morning shift.

Steve had made The Woodman his local since retirement. It was at the end of Guildern Magna High Street proper along the old main road from where he lived in Guildern Mead. If the weather was fine he walked the couple of miles, but if not waited for the irregular bus service. He kept a copy of the timetable folded in his wallet but had come to rely on the bus arriving according to a schedule from a parallel universe, sometimes late and sometimes later but never early.

“It is quiet,. This is quite normal Bill. It does a reasonable sort of trade during lunch times but as soon as the few office workers that do venture out here from town have had their prawn sandwiches and glass of sparkling water there’s just a few of us locals left. We’re getting fewer. The price of beer is crippling the village pub; that and drink driving of course. 

“Some say it was the introduction of the smoking ban but there’s all sorts of problems facing the traditional English pub. It's being lost. Soon they’ll all have to close through lack of trade and development companies will swoop down like birds of carrion with their permitted development application to the local council to convert them to houses. The sad thing is they get permission because national government want more housing, irrespective of it being on green belt land or historic areas of rural England. Soon there will be nowhere to meet and chew the cud with your neighbours because the old spit and sawdust bars will have been converted to gastropubs.”

“Everything changes Steve. Time was when the local bobby raised the alarm with a whistle; then came telephone boxes with blue lights until Doctor Who lookalikes upcycled them all into a personalised Tardis.

“Take your mate Janice Paige. Who would have thought this town would have a female vicar; and love her as well. Now I'm told the Chief Constable-in-waiting is happy to come out on his official appointment.”

“God and Thunder reverends and stone age superior officers. Happy days Bill. Bring them back.”

“You always were a romantic Steve,” said Bill taking a large draught of his pint.

There was a degree of familiarity about the relationship between Chief Superintendent Bill Ransome and Steve Winwood. They had entered the force together and became friends and colleagues. Their career paths diverged as their length of service increased. Ransome had become a political animal and competent at balancing costs with outcomes, so at odds with his physical presence.

Winwood had always preferred the down to earth daily grind of catching thieves and other low level criminals that inhabited the undergrowth of towns such as Rutherford.

“The decline of the village pub is a fact of life now,” continued Steve. 

“Take the landlord here. Bears a strange resemblance to King Canute. He can either sell up or grasp the nettle and convert it to what the ever growing population of local hipsters want. And what is that? A pub that sells imported American craft beer and expensive food cooked by a chef who’s had some fleeting fame on night time TV.

“The back bar used to be as bare of any luxury fittings. It actually had a bar billiards table. Now look; the landlord has laid thick carpet, installed dimmed and coloured lighting and placed candles in empty bottles of vintage plonk on modern tables.”

“I'm sorry Steve but I can’t hang about for too long talking about the economics of selling beer.”

“So what has brought you out to these rural backwaters?”

“I need a favour.”

“I’m retired.”

“There’s a job that has your name on it. You were the first in the frame. You’re highly regarded.”

“That’s why they let me go I suppose.”

“You asked to go.”

“Yes and do you know why? Because policing has changed. It's not about chasing villains any more. I don’t even know whose side anyone is on. Old Bill and crooks all talk the same language; everyone uses computer jargon using two hundred words to describe the impossibility of implementing the results of pseudo-scientific research when two words will usually do. One of them being 'off'.

“I had enough of chasing shadows. Some cases never got to court because there was a higher authority calling the shots.

“I know where I am these days. I never thought I would be particularly fond of retirement, but I’ve come to appreciate it. 

“This pub is real. I can read the papers with no interruptions. I don’t understand politics but at least I can read all about it. And this pint tastes good. Mrs Winwood takes me shopping once a week and we have coffee and a toasted tea cake in the supermarket café. I mow the lawn, dig up a few weeds, watch a bit of daytime TV and find the peace quite agreeable. It is not exciting but like English village pubs I am a dying breed. 

“I thought the idea was to catch the criminal and bang him up. Not treat them softly-softly and place them on expensive rehabilitation programmes. No one thinks about the impact on the victim. It makes no sense to those people that have been robbed or mugged and it makes no sense to me either.”

“I’ll come to the point then,” said Bill finally able to interrupt his friends flow. 

Before doing so he bought them each another pint and when your superior bought the drinks you knew you were being charmed into doing something you would rather not know about. 

“This is a job which requires your special skills. They want you to trace a missing person.”

“That is not a job for a retired Detective Chief Inspector.”

“This is a special case. That’s why the top floor has become involved. Not because they wanted to get involved with it but because they have been leaned on.”

“This is what I’ve been saying Bill. I don’t know who the boss is these days.”

“This is not an ordinary missing person. The order came from Thames House. It's one of their own.”

“Who is that?”

“An intelligence officer.”

“Not very intelligent then to get himself lost.”

“Not quite a straightforward case so I’m told.”

“Told by who?”

“Someone who has the ear of the Chief Constable; and it was the Chief Constable who had me marched into his office to demand that I get you on board. I know as much about this as what I have just said.”

“Where has this so called intelligent officer gone missing from?”

“All I have been told and all I can tell you is that he was escorted from the Fleetwood Arms Hotel in Rutherford, taken to the cells in town and just as quickly released; then vanished into the night.”

“When was this?”

“In the early hours of this morning.”

“Then he'll probably turn up somewhere in another town. They’ll discover him drunk, beaten to a pulp or dead. Why can’t they go looking for their own? Why me?”

“They think he is still in the neighbourhood and a local DCI asking questions is not going to raise as many eyebrows in town as a few strange men in sharp suits.”

“Has he got a name this missing person?”

“Not given to me.”

“So why do they think I can sniff this person out?”

“You have certain skills. You understand how things work in Rutherford. You know people who might know things that they wouldn’t tell strangers.”

“As I said Bill this pint is real, this table is real; what you have just described is one of the reasons I took early retirement. It's all shadows and abstracts.

“That is how Box 500 works. I came across some of their methods when I first began working in London. All the departments have code names, some don't even have that. Some of the friends who work for them don't even know what the bloke in the next door office does. They go about their business and then call in people like me to do their dirty work; like go and arrest some poor geyser who they've got their eyes on.”

Ransome drank his beer which was much to his satisfaction.

“I been told that you will keep your rank. You will remain a Detective Chief Inspector on the same pay scale. In addition your pension will continued to be paid and there will be no interference by any superior. They think that’s the best way.”

“Do they? They don't let anyone loose. They keep tabs on people. Do I get a bag man?”

“Sorry Steve. You’ll be on your own. A sergeant means one more person who has to be brought into the circle of knowledge.”

“There is no knowledge Bill. A man with no name goes AWOL in the middle of town; that’s a bundle of nothing. What about CCTV?”

“I’ve told you what I’ve been told.”

“Who do I report to?”

Ransome handed a business card over to Steve.

“This is my new private number. If you ring it you will either get me, the answering machine or my secretary. If you need to call on whatever matter then mention Marco Polo.

“Otherwise you are completely on your own to investigate as you think is best. Everyone will turn a blind eye to your drinking habits and taste for unhealthy food. You can carry on exactly as you always have done.”

“And what do I say to Mrs Winwood?”

“I’m sure she’ll understand. I’m sure retirement is not all sweetness and light. My missus would have a to-do list as long as your arm ready for me to complete as soon as I left the job.

“I know your missus. She had her own life as well before you decided to stay at home. Let’s be honest Steve. You would rather be hanging about the local hostelries and greasy spoons and being paid for it than doing the weeks shopping and eating cream cakes with knife and fork.”

“That is the first sensible thing you’ve said. You know me too well. When do you need an answer?”

“Now. I have to report back as a matter of urgency. You’re back on the payroll as from tomorrow morning.”

“Say I told you to bugger off.”

“But you won’t because the Secret Service, the top floor, me and especially yourself all know that this is a case you can’t resist.”

“And if I fail to find your man?”

“Then there’s no damage done. You can go back to the garden, this pub and the daily news.”

“And if I do get my man?”

“Then it's up to you. The good people of Rutherford are getting a little angry that there is no local force any more. They want to see boys in blue pounding the streets again. The consultants that were brought in to restructure the force have been sacked and a new lot signed up. No one mentions how much all that has cost the tax payer. There’s another reorganisation going on. But it will take months so the old Rutherford Station is like a ghost ship; left still and bereft of life on a windless Sargasso Sea. The staff will be told that you are on a special mission and not to be disturbed by any other case.”

“Can you guarantee that I will not be asked to submit written reports or have to report to invisible men on phones ringing me in the middle of the night?”

“As far as I can say the terms I outlined are the terms you will be working under. All they want is their man back.”

“I’ll do this on one consideration only. Just one, just one bit of interference from anyone and I’ll quit again.”

“Well no one actually quits Steve. They still have your moniker on the Official Secrets Act. But that is just normal.”

Bill stood up and the two men shook hands.

Steve Winwood had given retirement a lot of thought and most of it positive towards leaving the job. Now that it had happened he had found that on the whole it agreed with him. But the idea of a case that allowed him back into a world he still missed was too tempting. 

He lived in Guildern Mead; one of a cluster of villages on the old A road that led out of Rutherford and now forgotten once the bypass had been built. He and his wife had moved to a large cottage to raise a small family. Steve had taken the advice of his senior officer when just an ordinary beat constable not to live close to work because you were never off duty. The locals would not let you.

Guildern Mead was found by turning right at the junction that was at the end of the smaller High Street settlement of Guildern Parva. At the T-junction you turned left to Guildern Magna. The predominant occupation used to be arable farming; ploughing and sowing fields of wheat and barley owned by landed gentry and small brewers. The land was eventually sold to new owners who preferred larger and larger fields for intensive farming; and others who were keen to develop land for housing to attract the wealthy commuter.

Once more by himself Steve returned to the bar. He had noticed the dessert menu and ordered a portion of spotted dick with custard along with a third pint of Redbourne best IPA bitter. The dessert was to congratulate himself of being welcomed back into the fold, however odd the whole thing seemed. The extra pint was a top up of Dutch courage before facing Mrs Winwood.

Whilst he waited for his dessert he made a call to his oldest friend in town. Brian Bennett was Consultant Editor for the Rutherford International News Group or RING. It had recently been rebranded at a cost of many hundred thousand pounds spent on a specialised external marketing agency. It owned the lion’s share of national and local media print and digital output; as well as other groups of titles in Europe and the United States. It was always growing, consuming all the independents as it went.

He got the early morning school bus to town and enjoyed an early breakfast at the Blue Spot café. Fortified by a full English breakfast with two well buttered doorsteps and three mugs of tea Steve arrived at Rutherford police station.

At the centre of the old medieval town of Rutherford is the thirteenth century market square; surrounded on all four sides by rows of shops, offices and bars. Market Square is the venue for the twice weekly market on Tuesdays and Saturdays. Shoppers can enjoy a drink or a light meal al fresco if preferred, seated at tables and chairs provided by many of the coffee houses and refurbished bars that were once hardware stores or fruit and vegetable shops.

Narrow streets and alleyways lead off the square on all four sides. There’s all kinds of shops and offices and small cafes and bars down each one. Winwood felt strangely at home. He felt happy to be back amidst the sixteenth and seventeenth century stonework; and a lot of the more recent properties had intricate pargetting over the first floor plaster work.

Off one side street next to the Fleetwood Arms Hotel was the Police Station. It was once a private property, home to the local constable and as the town grew so did the crime level. More officers were needed along with more space so the buildings either side were slowly bought and knocked through and converted to a workable place to uphold the law. The mid-nineteenth century cellars that ran underneath without dividing walls remained untouched and were an obvious place for cells; but with suitable modern conveniences and security systems added.

“Morning guv. I was told to expect you.”

Winwood was met by Sergeant Phil Cowley who was almost a permanent fixture having served at Rutherford station for most of his career. He was happy as he was, a middle ranking officer in a small, inconsequential town. Phil's hair had almost turned completely grey and his girth was expanding albeit at a bit slower, more dignified rate.

“Your old office is ready for you. I also got a message from HR who want you to complete a Form HR12.”

“I don’t exist Phil.”

“How do we contact you then?”

“You don’t. I don’t possess a phone. It's a great relief for me. Fingers are too big you see, can’t handle the keypad.”

“What shall I tell HR then?”

“Tell them to fill the form in themselves. I’m still on record somewhere. Possibly. Pensions may have all the answers to their questionnaire.”

“What about the rest of the staff here guv?”

“I’m on a case Phil. That’s all you need to know. No one else will need to know either. I’m just based here.”

“No skin off my nose guv. I just do as I’m told. But it's good to have you back. Retirement wasn't for you then?”

“It has some good points but on the whole, I prefer to be working.”

“I guessed as much. Mind you don't look too bad on it. There's some colour in your cheeks and I reckon you've lost weight. A new whistle as well.”

If it was possible the veteran detective appeared to blush. The sergeant's observations were quite true. Apart from the suit. It was all down to the extra walking and the country air. And the reduced work stress.

He was once a lot larger round the middle and his face slighter fatter. His suits were well worn and usually bore beer stains or the grease of a large slice of bread pudding from the Olde Englishe Coffee Shoppe in Market Square.

“What is this case you’re on?”

“It's purely on a 'need to know' basis.”

“Not totally kosher then?” 

Phil being a long serving police officer had witnessed most things and knew how the world turned around. He and Steve Winwood were well acquainted with the Book of Life.

“Well, I couldn’t swear that it’s totally above board. I just don't know who is wagging the dog's tail.”

Steve left the office and crossed over to the discount shop at the corner of the street. He picked up a pack of six notebooks of the kind in which shorthand typists used to write their squiggles; and a pack of six black ball point pens.

The female assistant hesitated before taking the two pound coins offered. 

“We have an offer on light bulbs at present. Twelve for the price of ten.”

“No thanks.”

“How about toilet rolls? A pack of sixteen for just two pound fifty.”

“I leave that sort of thing to the wife. Just these.”

Before the young girl could offer him a pack of twenty four triple A batteries with twenty four extra at no further cost Steve placed the two pound coin on the counter and left.

He was back in familiar territory and those who knew him well would have known exactly where his footsteps were now taking him.

He sat in his favourite spot in the Market Square Olde Coffee Shoppe. It was not as old as the medieval spelling of its name might have suggested to a casual overseas visitor. It had only been open for ten years having taken over the lease from a failed antiques emporium.

Steve had walked in on opening day and found the menu much to his liking and a perfect spot from which to watch the people of Rutherford going about their daily business in the town square. Some honest, some not so.

He sat at the table close to a window that opened on to Rutherford Town Square. The decor had not changed since his retirement; green check curtains were hung half way down the window suspended on a brass pole with wooden rings so that all the diner could see was the heads of passing shoppers. On the other hand, diners were almost invisible to the same passers-by.

Neither had the staff changed. They were in Edwardian dress of black blouse and skirt and crisp white apron with frills on the border. They acknowledged him on his entrance and treated him as if he had never been away. As soon as he had sat down a cup of strong coffee and a plate covered with a mountainous slice of bread pudding was placed in front of him.

The bread pudding was devoured and two coffees drank. Steve paid the bill, leaving the balance of a twenty pound note as a tip and retraced his steps back to the police station.

Nothing had changed in his old office on the ground floor and he almost felt at home again. Almost. The desks were bare of files piled high and the walls naked without any case notes and progress charts and white boards with photos and connecting lines. The faded colour scheme of cream and magnolia were of a deeper shade than he remembered. His office was almost as he had left it, but it was busier then. 

Sergeant Phil Cowley followed him in and each took a gingerly sip from the strong, hot take-away coffee that Steve had brought from the Market Square Olde Coffee Shoppe. The unmistakable satisfied smile eased over Phil's face

“I take it that the coffee machine is still here,” said Steve.

“We tried to hang on to the boss's coffee machine but he took it with him.”

“What’s been going on here Phil? It’s like the Mary Celeste.”

“It all started going pear shaped when you left.”

“No co-incidence I think.”

Phil submerged a smile.

“As I understand things, County Headquarters like a lot of other local constabularies were the subject of a big administration shake-up recommended by a team of London consultants.

“Everything was moved over to the other side of the county. We were left with two sergeants, four constables and a team of PCSOs. We also get uniform relief from other stations which are called satellites. The main hub being County Headquarters. Any serious crime is handed over to the on-call detective squad also located at HQ. 

“It's called modern policing and is supposed to lead to a better use of facilities.”

“It's not the police force I joined. Nor you Phil. Never mind, let’s get down to business. I’ll take notes if that’s all right with you.”

“You’re the boss.”

“I have been asked to investigate a missing person.”

“They have pulled you out of retirement to look for a missing person?”

There was an undisguised grin of disbelief on Phil Cowley's face.

“This is no ordinary missing person. You’ll have to fill in the gaps yourself as we go along but just tell me as much as you know. I’ll say no more, but we are dealing with the dark side here.”

“MI5?”

“I don’t know Phil. We will not mention them. That’s the first puzzle. I’ve been given no details, but we must assume that my orders have come from the direction of Thames House. This is what I have been told.

“In the early hours of yesterday morning you had a body here in custody and after he was released, he vanished into the night. Does that mean anything?”

“I wasn’t on duty guv. I'm on days. The duty sergeant was Tim Poole and now he's on leave straight from his shift. Should be arriving with Mrs Poole and two little Pooles in Tunisia about now. “

“That's handy then.”

There was a hint of sarcasm in Steve’s voice. Tim Poole’s absence was not handy at all.

“You know Tim,” continued Phil.

“He’s always after a bargain, last one to the bar and known for his Scottish trousers. He gets everything at sales or on auction sites. His holiday time was booked and a last minute offer he could not afford to miss came up on his laptop. So he finishes work here and gets on the next plane to sunny Africa with the rest of Poole family..

“He told me that the comings and goings in the early hours of yesterday morning were all a bit strange; and things like that make people suspicious.

“We got a call from Blunstone nick at about midnight to pick up a suspect who was staying at the Fleetwood. There was no clue as to what he was wanted for but when things happen like that it's usually something going on at Special Branch or as Tim thought, like you and me, the Boy Scout HQ.”

Phil spoke in a tone of voice that suggested that he had heard it all before and nothing that happened these days could surprise him. He continued.

“All we got was a name; Charles Windsor and a right royal address. That's a giveaway for a kick-off. We were lucky because we had a couple of uniforms close by after ‘chucking out time’ in the Square’s bars so we gave them a call and they go into the Fleetwood, get the room number from the Night Porter, apprehend the suspect who was wide awake, and bring him in here.

“The strange thing was it was almost if he was expecting us. He put up no fight and came without any fuss. There seemed no need for cuffs but he would only give his name; no address and no explanation of how he got here, why he was here and why he was staying at the Fleetwood.

“Anyway, in these different times we have to drive anyone arrested over to Blunstone because they have had a new cell block built under the terms of the re-organisation. Unfortunately for everyone we couldn’t send Charlie boy over to Blunstone because there was a fight on the motorway service station when two sets of opposing football fans met going in opposite directions. 

“A fight broke out; all available men were called out and more people than the cell block could hold were placed where they could and watched over like a big fish tank. All this going on along with the normal quota of drunks and kids involved in minor drink driving and funny baccy dealing.

“Fortunately the cells here haven’t been in use for months owing to said re-organisation and lack of staff, so there being only one person we made him comfortable as we could here. Then we get a call that Blunstone are sending over a couple of men to pick up the suspect. Almost immediately, well at about one o'clock, two suits turn up, papers in order. They didn’t wait to explain themselves any further.

“We bring up our man and he walks out towards a car between these two officers who hardly spoke at all, and that was the last we see of him.”

“Did anyone see him get in the car?”

“Tim reckons he did.”

“That’s odd; because now he’s been reported as missing. You are sure he sat in the car? Description?”

“As far as we know he was escorted into the protection of Blunstone.”

“Who were the two officers?”

“No idea guv. No names.”

“Photo?”

“As part of the mothballing the CCTV in the station was de-commissioned.”

“What about the town centre ones? There’s usually one trained on the station.”

“Well guv, there’s been a bit of a problem with the town cameras for a few days or more. Sometimes they work, sometimes they don’t. I’ll have a word, but you know what they’re like at control. No name, no pack drill, no information unless there’s an accompanying set of different coloured papers all signed in triplicate by the Chief Super who is of course, domiciled in Blunstone.”

“This does not surprise me. See what you can do Phil, there’s a pint in it for you if you can get me a photo. And I don’t believe that moniker either. Who says, ‘it's a fair cop guv’ and puts his hands up in the air?

“So, I have a suspect with no name, no face and kidnapped by two more anonymous faces who say they came from Blunstone. I don’t think I am being unduly suspicious Phil. This is why they called me in.”

“Have you checked with Blunstone guv?”

“I will Phil. But I have a feeling they won’t know anything about this.”

Steve walked back into Market Square and into the Long Bar of the Fleetwood Arms Hotel. 

Nothing more illustrated the evolution of Rutherford town centre than the Fleetwood Arms Hotel. It stood on the south western corner of Market Square. It was a fifteenth century coaching inn but it was believed that a drinking house of some form had previously stood on the site for a hundred years or more.

Centuries of changes in architectural style and fashion had left their mark. Even the last century had been commemorated with a refit of the former stabling yard into a beer garden with a separate covered and heated smoking area. A millennium clock donated by the Rutherford Heritage Society is controlled by a radio signal sent out from the Mungo Jerry University Information Technology Faculty and considered the most precise timepiece in town.

The Fleetwood has meeting rooms for the various community groups and charities that flourish in the town, such as Rotary and the local Freemasons Lodge. It has two bars and a fully functional restaurant with recommendations by the AA, RAC, the Good Beer Guide and the Good Food Guide. By default it was the prime dining venue for businessmen and women of all levels.

This arrangement artificially enforced something of the old British class system amongst those that used the hotel as their local. The bar that had a perfect view of the town from the front window and was as wide as it was long was used by the ordinary drinker. The other front bar known as the Long Bar was longer than it was wide. You could eat sandwiches or light specials from the food menu board at the table. It was used mainly by business and professional people of the town who just wanted a quick lunch and a drink to wash it down, assured that they would be surrounded by those of their own ilk. It suited Steve Winwood.

His lunchtime drinking partner was already sitting in one of the large, faded armchairs that were placed either side of the brick fireplace.

Steve had no time to order for the other man had already waved at the barman who knew the order from years of serving the two men. The other man was Brian Bennett, who Steve assumed had only recently arrived or had been waiting for about ten minutes as his pint of Guinness was almost drained down to the last inch of creamy white froth. Brian always drank the first pint quickly. He drank the second and third almost as quickly as well which
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