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 When a Drawer is Nothing Other Than a Draw

 


 


In this book, I make
full use of the version of English spoken by people from an area
that takes in south London and north Kent. That does mean you will
sometimes need to turn the other cheek when given offence by what
would otherwise be seen as a grammatical error. Perhaps the best
example of this, and certainly the one most often highlighted to
me, is the use of the word draw in place of drawer.
If this is the kind of thing that gives you sleepless nights then
you might want to look elsewhere for your next read.

 


All the best,

 


Ben Westerham.
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I may be a Londoner, but that don’t stop me from liking
the seaside. For starters, there’s all that fresh air, pickled
gherkins and how's yer father naughty business that goes on in
every bed and breakfast across town. I’m partial to a bit of the
old Punch and Judy too, when you can find it around; the bloke with
the big nose, he tickles me pink. Not so keen on the crapping
seagulls and the elderly women with hairy armpits that you seem to
find in droves on every beach, though I wouldn't like to say which
of those is the worst.

Being a bit of a
traditionalist at heart, it's the old seaside towns that do the
business for me. Places like Hastings, Margate, Southend. They may
be a bit run-down and on the mouldy side, but they've got more
character than a well worn jockstrap. And they're the places I got
taken to as a kid. A week in the summer, everyone packed into a
couple of motors, tonking it down the A-roads, fingers crossed for
some decent weather and all of us kids more lively than a box of
lit fireworks. Must have been hell on earth for the grown ups, but
we kids weren't much bothered about that.

We’d be packed like
sardines into some ramshackle chalet or a wobbly caravan, all us
kids scrapping it out for the best bedrooms and desperate to get
out the door and down to the beach, where we'd have a right old go
at digging through every last bit of sand we found there.

My cousin, Peter, took
his brand new stunt kite along one year. We took it down the beach
on the first day and sent it up in a force nine gale. The string
broke and we watched in wide-eyed amazement as it made its crazy
way towards some sand dunes way, way off in the distance, where it
nose-dived back to Earth. Took us an hour and a half to rescue that
kite. Then it took my Uncle George another hour to fix it.

Another time my Auntie
Clare was dropped on the back of a little donkey on Southend beach.
Trouble was, she was a big woman, was Auntie Clare, and the donkey
didn't seem too keen on hauling her up and down the beach, so he
did a runner, all the while trying to throw his passenger on to the
sand. Poor old Auntie Clare held on for grim life for about a
hundred yards before the beast lobbed her off. We all stood there,
laughing our heads off. There's no doubting it, we had fun on those
holidays.

And now, here I was,
back on the coast for the first time in years. I was going to say I
don't know why it had been so long since I'd last dipped the old
toes in the murky swill that makes up the sea around our shores,
but that wouldn't be quite true. Since those happy-go-lucky days as
a kid, I'd been back to the coast a fair few times and I'd had some
fun along the way. But these days the seaside also held some bad
memories for me, ones I wasn't in a hurry to revisit. Worse still,
Brighton had been the scene of a failed attempt at settling down
into a proper domestic relationship, one that had left a deep scar
it had taken years to even begin patching over.

All the same, there I
was, sitting outside a cheap cafe, looking out across Brighton
beach, its stone-filled shore dancing in the sunlight. And I have
to say, it felt bloody great; just so long as I ignored the painful
memories. If I’d had the choice, I would have sat right there all
day long, doing absolutely nothing at all. But I wasn’t there to
have fun, or at least that wasn’t the main idea. No, I was there
because business had brought me there.

I’d taken a phone call
at the office, one lonely Friday afternoon at the end of May. There
was a posh sounding fella on the other end of the line. He spoke
slowly, taking care to pronounce his words just so. Made me wonder
if he thought I was stupid or hard-of-hearing.

“Mr
Good?”

“Yep, that’s me.”

“The
private investigator?”

“That’s the one. At least, I think I’m the only
one.”

I’d not long been back
at the office, having spent most of the morning following a
suspected fraudster across half of London. It being wet out, I’d
got absolutely soaked and was sitting at my desk wearing nothing
more than my undies. I bent forward and started picking at one of
my toenails, where a length of blue cotton thread had got itself
stuck.

“This is Henry Scoular of Scoular and Hart
Solicitors.”

There was a pause.
Perhaps he thought I ought to be impressed that he had called me
up, but since I’d never heard of the bloke, I couldn’t see any
reason to be anything of the sort. We’re all up to using a phone;
it’s not exactly hard to do.

“And
what can I do for you, Henry?”

“We
have a client who is in need of your particular skill set and a
good friend of mine at the Lodge recommended you to us.”

Lodge? He must mean
the funny handshake brigade at the Masons. I stopped picking my toe
and sat up. I wasn’t sure I cared much for the Masons. Didn’t they
sacrifice naked virgins in the hope that Old Nick would do them a
favour and see off their enemies and business competitors? Or was I
thinking about some other bunch?

“And
what particular skills are you looking for?”

“Our
client needs someone to look after them for a few days. Someone who
recognises trouble before it becomes a problem and takes steps to
avoid it. I believe they call it being streetwise.”

He pronounced the last
word as if it offended him to use it. Probably not the sort of
thing they put in whatever dictionary he had sitting on his
shelf.

“I
suppose I fit that bill pretty well. Who is this client of yours
and, more to the point, why do they need looking after?”

I was curious to know
more, only ever having once before been handed a babysitting job.
That one had involved a witness for a court case that the local
constabulary didn’t think was deserving of police protection. The
witness took a different view. I spent five days eating and
drinking everything I fancied, most of the time locked in a house
in Dulwich with the owner, a short thin fella who’d worked as an
accountant for a haulage company that turned out to be owned by a
couple of disreputable geezers who made their real money shipping
in all manner of illegal gear. He’d shopped ’em to the law and was
now the star witness. He’d even sent his wife off to relatives in
Denmark, worried the bad guys might try to get to him through her.
There was never a snifter of any trouble and I walked away with
over a grand for one of the easiest jobs I’ve ever done. Oh, and
the bad guys both got ten-year stretches.

“Our
client is a young lady.” I sat up some more. “An unscrupulous and
most persistent individual has made a claim for compensation
against her and has resorted to following and generally harassing
her at all hours of the day and night, in an effort to extract a
more favourable settlement from her. His behaviour is most
unpleasant and upsetting for our client, but the police are unable,
they insist, to take any action since, in their opinion, he has yet
to break the law. We have attempted to press the point, since it
seems to any reasonable person that this man’s actions amount to
harassment and intimidation, but the police merely told us to move
the young lady somewhere he wouldn’t be able to find
her.”

“Sounds fair enough,” I responded, starting to see where
things were heading. It looked like another easy pay day was on the
horizon.

“Yes, we were forced to conclude likewise after giving the
matter further thought. However, under the circumstances, our
client felt it would be prudent to employ someone to accompany her,
just in case things should not work out in a satisfactory
manner.”

Satisfactory manner?
Why didn’t he just say what he really meant, instead of
pussy-footing around? She was worried she’d get tracked down and
find herself in a tricky spot, maybe even a dangerous one. If that
happened, she needed someone there to take care of things. Seemed
simple enough. There again, I ought not to be too hasty. Would be a
good idea to find out just how serious this threat was, before I
went as far as committing myself to anything.

“And
just how nasty might things get?”

There was a pause
before the man answered. “I would imagine, to a man as experienced
in these things as I understand you to be, Mr Good, it would all
seem somewhat inconsequential and of no real concern.” He was at it
with the gobbledygook again. “We have no reason to believe our
client’s life is at risk, but this man has been most persistent and
these things can wear a person down after a while. It’s more a case
of intimidation than outright risk of physical violence or, at
least, it has been so far.”

“Worried it might get worse, are you?”

“Well…” he didn’t seem too keen on answering, so I took that
to be a ‘yes’. “We’ve not wanted to unduly upset our client, but,
yes, we have begun to worry that things might take an unpleasant
turn. Sadly, they often do in such cases, if experience is anything
to go by.”

“What’s her name, then, and what’s this bloke looking
for?”

“Do
I understand that you are willing to take on the case, Mr
Good?”

“I
am, so long as you have the readies to pay my fee.” Didn’t want him
forgetting all about the small matter of payment.

“Excellent. I will arrange for a contract to be delivered to
your office today. If you would be so good as to sign it and hand
it back to the courier before he leaves that will allow us to put
things into motion promptly. We have made some arrangements already
and once we have your signed contract, my assistant will call you
back to provide more details, including our client’s name. My
assistant will also agree the fee structure with you. I take it
that is all agreeable?”

Odd way of doing
business, as far as I was concerned, but I supposed I’d agreed to
more unusual set-ups in my time. Seemed the nitty-gritty stuff was
too dirty for him to bother with; not that I cared much, so long as
someone told me what I had to do and made sure I was going to get
paid.

“Suppose so.”

“Excellent. In that case, we will leave matters there. A very
good day to you, Mr Good.”

He turned out to be as
good as his word. A motorbike courier showed up an hour later. I
took one look at the contract, decided I couldn’t be doing with
reading a couple of dozen pages of legal waffle, signed on the
dotted line and handed it back to the courier. Another hour went by
and I got a phone call from a posh sounding bird, Anne Leech, who
said she worked for Scoular. That was when all the fun started.

The woman I was going
to babysit was one Alexandra Rudd. Twenty-four years old and
single. Apparently Scoular thought that last part was relevant to
the case, or so said Miss Leech, though why that was she wasn’t
able to say. Personally speaking, I didn’t give two hoots, but
there didn’t seem a lot of point in telling me it mattered if I
wasn’t going to be told why. I made a mental note and parked it for
later.

The bit of information
I wasn’t expecting was when Anne Leech told me where I’d be holed
up with Miss Rudd. It wasn’t going to be at her place, which was
what I’d been expecting, nor anywhere else in London, for that
matter. No, Scoular and his mate had decided it was best if we got
out of town. Went somewhere we were less likely to be found. For
some reason, their assistant either didn’t know or wasn’t happy to
share, they’d picked Brighton.

I swore when she told
me that. You see, as I mentioned, me and Brighton have a bit of
previous. Of all the places they could have picked, why the hell
did they have to go and choose Brighton? What was wrong with some
other south coast town, like Bournemouth or Hastings? Even dodgy
old Southend would have been OK, but Brighton!

“Is
there a problem, Mr Good?” She’d asked, sounding like she had a
broom handle stuck somewhere no one could see it.

“No
chance of making a last-minute change to the location, I don’t
suppose? Somewhere on the east coast, maybe.”

“I’m
afraid not. All the arrangements have been made. The hotel is
booked, along with the train tickets.” There was a brief pause,
before she added, “I’ve always found Brighton rather pleasant,
myself, though I know it’s not to everyone’s taste.”

I ignored the
suggestion I was a tasteless git. Brighton!

“Brighton it is, then,” I conceded reluctantly. “Which hotel
we staying at, only I’m used to a little bit of luxury? Never skimp
on hotel costs myself, when I’m away.”

“It’s the Churchill. Right on the seafront. I’m told they had
a major refurbishment only last year. Sounds very nice
indeed.”

The Churchill was
about as upmarket as you could get in Brighton. Oh well, maybe I
could forget my last run-in with the town after all and slum it for
a few days in a posh hotel.

“Guess it will do,” I said, trying to sound hard done to.
“When are we off?”

 


 


 



 Chapter Two

 


 


As it turned out, Scoular and Hart, Solicitors, needed
to keep hold of their client for a couple more days, so she could
sign some paperwork, which did make me wonder why bother shipping
her out of town at all, but they were the ones paying the bills so
who was I to complain?

They wanted me to make
my way down south the next Monday morning, so I could check out the
hotel, though what I was supposed to be looking for they weren’t
saying. Just some waffle about looking out for anything odd. You
can usually find plenty of odd-looking people staying at any hotel,
so I wasn’t too sure that was going to do much good.

Miss Rudd would be
catching a train to Brighton on the Tuesday afternoon, with Scoular
for company. My instructions were to meet them at the railway
station, take her back to the hotel, then generally look after her
until further notice. Two or three days, most likely. Seemed easy
enough.

Since it was Friday
afternoon when all this happened, I decided to jump on a train that
evening and have myself a nice little weekend break, booking a room
in a cheap bed and breakfast before I left. I’d transfer to the
Churchill on the Monday and make my rounds of the place before Rudd
and Scoular showed up. Tickety-boo and all that. Maybe I’d be able
to enjoy myself, after all.

 


*

 


“More coffee, darling?” The waitress may have had an ugly
face, but she had a great pair of legs. I’d noticed that as soon as
I’d walked in the place. I’m a quick observer. It’s part of the
job.

“No,
thanks. I’m all coffeed out. What’s the damage?”

She ripped a sheet off
her little notepad and handed it to me with what looked like a
suggestive smile. I half-expected her to have scribbled her phone
number on the piece of paper, but no such luck. All that was there
was the cost of the meal.

I paid up, leaving
leggy Lucinda a few extra coins, then ambled out into the sunlight.
A bunch of rowdy seagulls were bickering over a half-eaten bag of
chips someone had thoughtfully dropped on the pavement nearby. A
queue of cars made their way slowly along the beach-front road,
while the beach itself was empty of humanity, except for a couple
of people out walking their dogs. It was still pretty early, nearly
quarter-past eight, but already warm. That wasn’t any big surprise
because it had been warm and muggy during the night, which had made
it hard to sleep properly and that was why I’d rolled out of bed so
early when there wasn’t any need to do so.

The breakfast in the
Churchill had looked terrific, as you’d expect from such a posh
place. Mind you, it wouldn’t have taken much to look better than
the under-cooked sausages, burnt toast and rock hard baked beans
that my bed and breakfast had served up with dishwater tea. All the
same, I decided to save the delights of the Churchill’s restaurant
for the following day and, instead, wandered off to find something
in one of the many cafes that cluttered up the surrounding
streets.

That had been an hour
earlier and now I was at a loose end, free to spend my time as I
liked until 12.30 precisely, when I would be meeting the woman
whose interests I was there to defend. And defend them I would! Sir
Galahad himself wouldn’t do a better job. So long as things didn’t
take too nasty a turn and involve anything that might cause me to
give up a tooth or break any bones, I was confident I could handle
it. Likewise, if I happened to find myself with a distressed damsel
on my hands then I’d do my very best to take her mind off things,
in whatever way she found most enjoyable.

Resisting the limited
temptations on offer on the beach, I decided to wander around the
town centre for a while, in no small part to see if the place had
changed much since I’d spent nine months living there a few years
previous. At one point, I stopped outside an antiques shop (at
least that’s what it was called, though a lot of the gear on offer
didn’t look to me like it was more than a decade old) to cast an
eye over one of those old Victorian cameras that stands on a wooden
tripod and has a leather hood you pull over your head when you use
it. I fancied the idea of having one on display in the office.

I’d only been there a
couple of minutes when I felt a tug on my shirt sleeve and looked
round to see who was bothering me. Nothing. Then I looked down.

“Here, matey. You got any spare change?”

I was being accosted
by a dwarf bloke wearing a dirty and tatty pink ballet dress and a
pair of high heels. He must have been sixty, if he was a day, with
the same gnarly, stubbly face all dossers have. He reeked of
alcohol. If his unexpected attire caught me a little bit off
balance then his squeaky, little-girl voice had me nearly falling
over with surprise.

“Do
what?” I asked,

“Spare some change for a cuppa, mate?” He might have smiled,
but he didn’t, the cheeky git.

“Sod
off,” I replied, cheerily.

He turned and started
walking away along the pavement without another word. I looked at
my watch again and thought about a little trip to the nearest
newsagent to get myself a newspaper. But I hadn’t taken so much as
a single step when I noticed my right trouser leg suddenly felt wet
and if I wasn’t mistaken it was getting wetter. I looked behind me
and standing there was the dwarf in the dress. He’d sneaked back up
behind me, pulled up the front of his little pink taffeta number,
whipped out his todger and was standing there pissing over my
trousers. Even as I turned round he didn’t budge an inch, just kept
the flow going and looked up at me with a blank expression.

“You
fucking git,” I said, before swinging a right hook in his
direction.

But he was quick as a
greyhound, ducking my punch, then legging it down the road like
greased lightning, a string of naughty words trailing along behind
him. Steam rose from my soaking trouser leg, which stunk like an
over-used toilet. The newspaper would have to wait; I needed a
change of trousers.

 


*

 


After a trip to the
hotel to change into my one spare pair of jeans, I popped into a
gift shop, picked up a postcard for my mum, scrawled a few words on
it, then posted it at the first Post Office I came to. She loves
getting postcards from the seaside, does my old mum, and I’m a good
son, so I send her one every time I visit the coast; which isn’t
very often, to be fair.

With just over an hour
to go until I needed to be at the railway station, I continued my
wander around the town centre. Not really being one for the old
window shopping, I stayed out of the shops. Anyway, what the hell
is the point of spending time in shops when you’ve no intention of
buying anything? My sister, Kim, keeps telling me it’s perfectly
normal, saying you never know when you might find something
unexpected you like and, if you don’t make the effort, then you’ll
never find these things. She says it’s fun and a nice way to spend
time with a friend or two. Do what? If I want something, then I go
shopping. If there’s nothing I want then, surprise, surprise, I
don’t go shopping. I’ve got better things to do with my time than
go shopping when there’s nothing I need.

Anyway, Brighton isn’t
all shops. That’s not to say it hasn’t got it’s fair share, and
then some, but there’s other places aside from the shops. I took a
turn down past the Prince Regent’s palace. I went in there once.
It’s ridiculous, like it’s been picked up from foreign parts then
dropped in the middle of Brighton. Still, the tourists love it and
can’t wait to spend their money getting into the place then buying
postcards and all sorts of souvenirs as reminders.

There used to be a
baker’s on Orange Row that did the best Battenberg cake I’ve ever
tasted. Out of this world, it was. So I toddled off to take a look,
thinking I might even pick up a slice or two for later. But when I
got there I found it had been turned into a curry house. That put a
temporary dampener on my morning. What with that and the pissing
dwarf, my morning wasn’t shaping up any too impressively.

My taste buds tingling
with the imaginary, sugary taste of Battenburg, I decided I might
as well head off towards the railway station, on the basis that I
had nothing better to do and my mum always told me it was a good
idea to make a sound impression by arriving in good time for a
first appointment. Top rate advice, I’d always found.

The railway station in
Brighton was built in Victorian times (aren’t they always) and as
usual British Rail had done their level best to make it as ugly as
possible, slapping crappy grey paint on every wall, hiding away the
original decoration. Progress is what some numpties call it; bad
taste is what everyone else calls it.

There was chaos on the
road outside the station. Some idiot had broken down and was poking
around under the bonnet of his motor while the hordes of taxi
drivers were helping by punching their horns and swearing at him as
they inched their cars past his Vauxhall. Maybe he’d done it on
purpose. Perhaps he showed up in the same spot every day and
pretended he’d broken down; would be good to use up a bit of time
if you were retired or unemployed and bored or lonely.

As I walked into the
station, I looked at my watch. Twelve-fourteen. I was early. A pat
on the back for me. Although there were plenty of punters coming
and going, I didn’t have any trouble finding myself a seat, clean
and not broken, from where I could see the arrivals board. I gave
the board a scan. There it was, just the three minutes late, so
far. Pretty good going.

I leaned back, folded
my arms and stretched out my legs, then had another look at my
watch. That’s a habit I’ve picked up on the job, is that, looking
at my watch every few minutes. It’s essential sometimes. For
instance, if you’re keeping tabs on someone and it involves writing
up a proper report of their activity then you need to make a note
of what the time is whenever they do anything, whether it’s
interesting or mundane. Vague reports don’t go down too well in
court.

I could hardly believe
how noisy the station was, considering it wasn’t anywhere near
operating at full capacity, seeing how it was the middle of the
day. It was like it had been designed to deliberately keep in every
little sound, just to make sure you got the full effect. It was a
bit on the chilly side too, which was something of a surprise
considering it was warm outside.

Ignoring the noise and
the creeping boredom, I started thinking about the Churchill,
wondering if there was something I might have missed earlier. You
see, I’d checked in just before five the evening before, dumped my
bag and jacket in my bedroom, then wasted no time giving the place
the old once over, as ordered by Henry Scoular, of Scoular and
Hart, Solicitors, don’t you know.

The trouble was, like
I’d told myself before, I had no real idea what I was supposed to
be looking for. Scoular hadn’t been any help at all in that
department. Was he worried about his client getting food poisoning
because hygiene standards in the kitchen were rubbish? Or was I
supposed to be on the look out for an undercover assassin just
biding their time to slit the woman’s throat? Who the hell knew? I
certainly didn’t.

Ordinarily, I would
have been a bit more fussy about such things, but as I was being
paid a small fortune for my little holiday, I’d decided not to push
things and just make it up when I got to the hotel. Well, I hadn’t
seen anyone walking around with a length of garotting wire in their
mits or toting a rifle with a telescopic sight. Nor had I noticed
any of the other guests staggering around holding their guts, so I
supposed the food was alright, unless they were saving the dodgy
stuff for later. I did get asked by one of the staff, when I hung
around for too long in reception, if there was anything he could do
to help. All I could do was ask him where the bar was. He was happy
to point me in the right direction.

However, it hadn’t
been a complete waste of time wandering around the place looking
for nothing in particular. You see, I always make a point at hotels
of chatting to at least one of the nice women working on reception,
since they usually know everything that’s going on there. Of
course, you could opt for a pretty little thing and see if you can
bag yourself a drink and a snog later on, but I usually find you
get a lot more out of an older woman, on account, I reckon, they
like a little bit of attention from a good looking bloke like yours
truly, or any man, for that matter. Butter them up and it’s not too
tricky getting whatever information you need out of them.

Well, there I was
chatting to Mavis Devon, a happily married woman, so she told me,
with two grown up kids and a sister-in-law who’d won a hundred quid
on the bingo the week before. Mavis had already told me the
comedian Freddie Starr has stayed at the hotel only the previous
month and was about to tell me some juicy gossip about him when she
clammed up, all of a sudden.

The cause of this
about turn was the arrival behind the huge reception desk of a
dark-haired woman in a smart dress suit. Late forties, I guessed,
she’d stepped out of a doorway to what looked like some sort of
office, off to my right, and started behaving in a boss-like way,
inspecting things that didn’t look like they needed inspecting and
asking every member of staff in sight questions they probably
didn’t need to be asked.

I watched her for a
bit, as she made her way along to where I stood. Nice figure. But
it was when she looked directly at me that I realised how
intimidating her eyes were. I nearly ran away.

“Can
I help you, sir?”

Business-like. Not too
friendly, but not gruff or uninterested. Professional, that was it.
That was the sort of thing I tried to be, every once in a while.
There were little lines at the corners of her eyes and a couple
more trying to hide on her neck. Bit too much make-up. Late
forties? Maybe early fifties. Those grey eyes, though, they were
something else.

“Mavis here was just telling me I should get my fortune read
by the old dear on the pier. I might hear some good news, she
reckoned.”

The new arrival
hesitated before she responded. I wondered for a moment if I’d
cocked up and dropped Mavis in it. Perhaps she wasn’t supposed to
go around making suggestions like that to the paying punters.

“I
see. Had you considered the possibility it might not be good news
at all? There’s no guarantee it will be something you want to
hear.”

“No,
they never tell you when it’s bad. Not good for business. They make
up something else. Tell you a family member or close friend or
someone you met once at a party ten years ago might, possibly, win
a fiver on the pools some time in the next decade. Or how about,
I’ve got a relative somewhere in a foreign country whose going to
leave me a small fortune when they pop their clogs, just so long as
I don’t die first? Or so said Gypsy Gertrude at the travelling fair
on Peckham Rye two years ago.”

“Well, then, you’d better be sure not to step out in front of
any buses or walk under any ladders before you collect your
inheritance.”

There was a hint of a
smile on the woman’s face. It suited her, losing some of that
professional mask she was wearing.

“I’m
more worried about some of my relatives. I’d say there’s an even
chance one or two of them would try to bump me off before I got my
hands on the loot, if they thought they’d get it
instead.”

“Do
you have a large family?”

“Big
enough. Means having to write out a lot of cards at Christmas.
Would you happen to be the manager of this here
establishment?”

“I
am. Angela Webster.”

She offered me her
hand; to shake, that is, not to kiss. Her fingers were long and
slender and she had a firm grip.

“David Good. Down from the smoke for a few days.”

She was about to say
something when her attention was caught by the sight of a young
woman carrying a clipboard and a small pile of towels. Having asked
the woman to wait a moment she turned and said she hoped I enjoyed
my stay, before homing in on the towel carrier, to issue some
instructions.

As it happened, that
wasn’t the only time that day I saw Angela Webster. Bored to tears
stuck in my room with nothing much on the TV, I toddled downstairs
and made my way to the bar. It wasn’t really my kind of place for
having a drink; too sterile and filled with bored couples without
much to say to each other. I was about to turn right round and head
off in search of a pub when I spotted Angela at the far end of the
bar, all alone, apart from a drink and a book. She had opportunity
written all over her.

“Is
it any good?” I asked, pulling up a bar stool next to
her.

Angela had been so
engrossed, she hadn’t noticed me right up to the moment I spoke.
She looked up from her book with a start and then smiled.
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