
[image: 001]


THE SINGHING DETECTIVE


THE SINGHING DETECTIVE

M.C. DUTTON

[image: image]


Also by this author:
 
THE DEVIL’S TEARS
SILENT NIGHT


Copyright © 2011 M.C.Dutton

The moral right of the author has been asserted.

Apart from any fair dealing for the purposes of research or private study,
or criticism or review, as permitted under the Copyright, Designs and Patents
Act 1988, this publication may only be reproduced, stored or transmitted, in
any form or by any means, with the prior permission in writing of the
publishers, or in the case of reprographic reproduction in accordance with
the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency. Enquiries
concerning reproduction outside those terms should be sent to the publishers.

This is a work of fiction.
Any similarity to persons
living or dead is merely coincidental.

Matador
5 Weir Road
Kibworth Beauchamp
Leicester LE8 0LQ, UK
Tel: (+44) 116 279 2299
Fax: (+44) 116 279 2277
Email: books@troubador.co.uk
Web: www.troubador.co.uk/matador

ISBN 978 1780889 528

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data.
A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

[image: image]

Printed and bound in the UK by TJ International, Padstow, Cornwall

Typeset in 11pt Stempel Garamond by Troubador Publishing Ltd, Leicester, UK

[image: image]

Matador is an imprint of Troubador Publishing Ltd


Contents

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

AN UNWELCOME VISITOR

THE JAZZ SINGER COMETH

RENEWING OLD ACQUAINTANCES

THE FUNERAL

ANOTHER DAY ANOTHER DOLLAR

WHAT HAPPENED TO ALICE

IT’S MY PARTY

ASHES TO ASHES

ONCE UPON A TIME

THE SAVING OF SANDEEP KAUR BAMRA

PAYBACK TIME

BUSINESS AND PLEASURE

FRIEDA’S PROBLEM

THE FOOD OF THE GODS

THE BOND AND THE PROMISE

THE BEGINNING OF THE END

FRIENDS

MRS CHODDA’S HELPER

CONFESSIONS OF A SMACK HEAD

THE WRONG PLACE AT THE WRONG TIME

A DATE WITH FATE

REALITY CHECK

MAD PETE

“COME INTO MY PARLOUR,” SAID THE SPIDER TO THE FLY

REPRIEVE AND RETRIBUTION

THE BEST LAID PLANS OF MICE AND MEN

THE BEAT GOES ON

TONY’S LEGACY

WITH A LITTLE HELP FROM MY FRIENDS

GETTING CLOSER TO THE BULLSEYE

THE SPIDER’S WEB

ENOUGH’S ENOUGH

STAKE OUT

FINALE


I dedicate this book to Upkar Ghatta-Aureh
known as Uppy to his friends and colleagues.
Your Loyalty, enthusiasm and commitment to the job
has been an inspiration.

I thank you for your friendship.


CHAPTER ONE

She watered her plant above the sink with a shaky hand. There were things that had to be done every day and in the right order. She had washed her breakfast things and before she dried up, she would water the miniature Azalea bush she had bought in Sainsbury’s last month. It had beautiful mauve flowers that looked so cheery and pretty on her kitchen window ledge above the sink. When she had dried up she would have that cup of tea she had promised herself; her throat was gasping for a nice cuppa. She liked to sit and watch Jeremy Kyle with her cup of tea. He was such a good man trying to help those angry and sad people on his programme. Their tales of woe both shocked her and made her laugh to hear such shenanigans going on. 

She was 85 years old and it was her birthday today. Tonight she would have a glass of special sherry. Harveys Bristol Cream was her favourite. With a piece of fresh salmon for her tea, she would have a meal fit for the queen. There was no one to visit her but she always had her imaginary friend, Cissie. Alice had a school friend called Cissie but they lost touch during the war. She was telling Cissie about her Freddie who had died 30 years ago. He had one of those heart attacks and just died. He had got up to go and tell next door’s dog to shut up. It had been barking for hours, no one ever knew why this dog barked so much. She recalled how Freddie had gone puce with rage, and had startled her when he got out of his chair and stood so angrily. He had shouted at the door, saying how he was going to kick that dog up the arse until it choked on its balls.

“My Freddie was not a man to mess with,” Alice told Cissie in a shaky dry voice. “He was not very tall but he was big built with a barrel chest that he puffed out proudly when he walked down the street.” She smiled at the thought and wistfully recalled, “He would take my arm and we walked like a pair of toffs.” She paused for a moment, remembering him arm in arm with her. The days had seemed sunny and bright all those years ago. With a sigh, she continued her story with her imaginary friend. “So Freddie was very angry now and said he was going to give the neighbours a piece of his mind. Apparently, he knocked at their house and when they came to the door to see who was there, Freddie opened his mouth, went bright red and keeled over. Of course they ran and got me but I could see he was dead when I got there”. Alice paused for a moment, her eyes pricked remembering clearly that horrible day. “They took his false teeth out Cissie, and I don’t know why they did that, he was dead after all. It made him look old without them and that was not how I wanted to remember him.” Alice blinked and let go of the memory. She sighed; it was a long time ago and she had got used to being alone. He had never been much of a talker anyway, but it was nice to have someone to watch telly with. She had Netti the cat but she didn’t come in much these days. “Still,” she added warmly, “I am pleased to have you here Cissie. We can sit and watch Jeremy Kyle together but you had better cover your ears, they say some very bad things.” Alice smiled and thought oh yes, Cissie and her had some laughs together. It was time to put the kettle on.

Alice Watson had been quite happy living in her home of 59 years. She had moved in with Freddie after they got married and they had never moved. It needed a bit of paint now, but Alice wasn’t too bothered. She had seen some changes over the years. Her road 59 years ago when they first moved in was so quiet and very nice and you hardly ever saw a car in those days. Now, when she looked outside, all the front gardens had been paved over and were full of cars and the street had cars up on the pavement as well. Newbury Park had been quite posh when they first moved in. It was very different from the East End. They came originally from Bow but Freddie had always liked Newbury Park. He had an aunt they used to visit when he was a child, who lived in Aldborough Road. He couldn’t afford one of those big houses but Wards Road was close by and the houses, newly finished after the war, had upstairs bathrooms and toilets, which was very posh. It was quiet and sedate and they had been very happy there. Now it was noisy and car music could be heard late at night.

The first Indian family moved into the street just after Freddie died. They lived opposite her. Alice was upset that Freddie didn’t meet them. Freddie had been somewhere near India during his time with the merchant navy and he just loved a curry. Alice could never make them. Freddie told Alice about his time in India and how different and wonderful it was. She had a wooden carved elephant he had brought back from one of his trips. He would have loved the Indian family, he always talked fondly about his time in India. She got talking to Amereen and Jaswinder and she watched little Jaswinder grow into a big lad. They could never get Alice to try a curry though. After many attempts to get her to try a spoonful, Alice had said, courteously begging their pardon for being so blunt, that she thought curry smelt like shit and there was no way she could eat that stuff. She always said her Freddie would have loved it though. This was accepted by the Singh family and never mentioned again.

Alice and Mr and Mrs Singh formed a close and warm friendship which lasted many years. Mr Singh had died 10 years ago and that was sad. Mrs Singh had died two years ago and Alice missed her. Little Jaswinder was big now and had left home a long time ago and joined the police force. Mr Singh lived long enough to see little Jaswinder join the police force and saw him rise through the ranks. They were very proud of their son. It was a great source of sadness to Amereen that Mr Singh died just before Jaswinder or Jazz as he was now known, became a Detective Sergeant. When Jazz came back for the funeral of his mother, Alice saw him looking taller and leaner than most of the other family members she saw go into the house. She was shocked to see he had shaved his head. He laughed when she asked why he had done that. As a boy, he had thick black hair with a beautiful wave through it. He had laughed off her comments and said it was the worry of having had two wives. Alice hoped he hadn’t had them at the same time. He assured her that one wife at a time was enough for him. What he didn’t tell her was the marriage break up, the pressure of the job and that time back in Ilford had caused his hair to fall out. He liked Alice, who he knew was a sweet, kind and naïve old lady from an era that had long since passed. She didn’t need to know what was out there in the real world.

Strange things were happening in Alice’s house. She had told Cissie about it but Cissie never had an opinion about anything. Alice had whispered that she thought she might be haunted. There were strange noises that happened like clockwork: in the morning, lunchtime, evening and in the middle of the night. The evening didn’t seem so bad because the TV was on in her room but the strange noises in the middle of the night frightened her. Her walls in her living room were really hot. If someone had lived next door, she would have thought it was their heating but no one lived next door. It wasn’t winter anyway so why would next door have their heating on? she wondered. It also occurred to her that her house was a bit warm too. It wasn’t that hot outside and although she did like a bit of warmth, it wasn’t right and it didn’t make any sense. There could only be one reason, she concluded.

Alice listened, and thought, and what she eventually decided was that she wasn’t haunted but next door was. It was very frightening. The noises she heard were not voices, more like moans. The walls adjoining next door were hot to touch. She knew it must be the devil in there. She had taken to getting all the crosses she had in her drawers out and putting them on and trying to put them near the wall next door. There was the crucifix her mother left her, another from a visit to a church in Kent and another which was for her to wear. She used to keep it in her jewellery box but now she had taken to wearing it all the time. She found an old bible in a cupboard and put that beside her bed.

Next door had been bought about six months ago. It was a Chinese family, she thought, well they looked kind of Chinese. Freddie would have told her off for saying that. To Alice, if you looked a bit oriental, you were Chinese. Freddie said there were lots of oriental people; some were Chinese but some were Japanese, or even Vietnamese. Alice remembered she used to say, “Well they all end with ese so Chinese will do.” Freddie was much more worldly than she was. She did missed him. He would know what to do about the Chinese house next door; he always knew what was best. The Chinese people had done some work in the house but then they had stopped and left. Occasionally, she saw someone go back in for a few hours but no one lived there. It was the end house so sometimes a car would be driven down the sideway and she never saw who had come to visit. 

Alice didn’t know what to make of it all. She was frightened by the thought that all the noise and heat could be the devil’s work. She had to do something and after considering everything, she had decided that when the Chinese persons next came to the house, she would knock and ask them if the house was haunted and whether that was why they didn’t live there. She was going to suggest they had it exorcised. She had seen a programme about it on Jeremy Kyle and that sounded the best idea. She would watch every day so she didn’t miss them arriving. The car going down the sideway meant no one went in the front door, they went in the side door and unless she was vigilant, she might miss them.

She watched Jeremy Kyle with her cup of tea and was amazed at how people spoke to each other on the TV. She would never have had words with Mr Watson in public. They had more pride. Sometimes Freddie would say something quite sharply and she would raise her eyebrows at him. That seemed to settle him down and that was about as bad as it got between them. He was a gentleman, and would never have raised his voice at her in private, let alone in public. People were different all those years ago. Today, she was shocked to see the woman hitting and shouting at a man on The Jeremy Kyle Show. Goodness me, she thought, whatever is the world coming to.

After Jeremy Kyle, Alice got up to start her daily chores. It was Monday so washing had to be done. She had a few personal bits to wash and the towels and bed linen would go in her washing machine. She had bought an automatic washing machine with Amereen about 15 years ago. They had both gone to the electricity shop and ordered it. Amereen had been such a good friend to her. The washing machine had changed her life. Up until then Alice had a washing machine that just washed. You had to take the clothes out at the top all soapy and rinse everything. There had been a wringer attached to the top of the washing machine and all the clothes were put through the wringer. It had been considered very posh when she first bought the Hoover washing machine, but as she got older, it was hard work, especially when washing sheets and the towels weighed so much when they were full of soapy water. Her arms and shoulders used to ache. Amereen had suggested an automatic machine. Well, Alice thought that as there was only her, it wasn’t worth the money. But, goodness, was she glad she got it. It was now 15 years old and still going strong and there wasn’t a scratch on it. Nothing wore out in her house, except herself of course. She laughed at that thought. 

Yes, she missed Amereen very much. They would sit and chat, each hardly knowing what the other was saying. Amereen had a very confusing accent and her English was always a bit limited. Alice had a strong cockney accent that Amereen found hard to understand, but they laughed and chatted together and looked out for each other. When little Jaswinder left home to work away in Manchester, Amereen was very sad and lost. She had relatives who lived up north but their visits were rare these days. Alice visited every day for months, bringing Amereen’s favourite chocolate digestives to have with a cup of tea. Eventually, Amereen felt better and was not so sad. When Alice had a fall and was bed bound for three weeks, Amereen made her a casserole, cooked her chicken, bought her fish and chips on a Friday and kept her company. Alice was very appreciative of Amereen’s help and she didn’t cook any of that foreign curry stuff for her to eat, which was very nice of her. Everyone she cared about seemed to have gone. Still, it would be her turn soon, she thought, and then they would all be together again.

Her washing was out on the line. She loved to see it blowing in the wind; it gave her so much pleasure. In fact, if it was a nice Monday, she would wash anything and everything so she could see it blowing on the line. Today was a lovely day to sit in the garden. When she had finished her chores, she would have her lunch in the garden and watch the birds. She was looking forward to her sherry tonight. Alice liked a sherry but confined herself to special occasions only. Her parents had been Methodists and didn’t drink at all. Freddie liked his rum and said that the odd sherry would do no harm so Alice allowed herself such a delicious pleasure every now and then. 

This little old lady, who had lived an uneventful life, was about to be responsible for starting a blood bath between gang members.

Today, Alice changed her routine. Instead of cleaning the bedroom, which was a Monday job, she decided to weed the front garden. She thought that next door might appear and she would notice more if she was outside. She remembered it was always on a Monday that the Chinese gentlemen usually appeared. Alice should have had her sherry at lunchtime, by teatime she would be dead.

CHAPTER TWO

Jaswinder Singh, or the Jazz Singer, and just Jazz to his friends and enemies, was packing up his desk. He got called into his Chief Super’s office first thing Monday morning and told he was off to join the Met and he would be stationed in Ilford. “Look I know its not where you want to go Jazz,” the Chief adopted a friendly tone and used his nickname. Jazz could lose it when antagonised and he didn’t want a fuss in his office. The Chief also didn’t want Jazz to go. He was a pain in the neck a lot of the time and he got a bit close to the edge most of the time, but a good Detective he was. Dedicated, sensible, enthusiastic and, at the same time, an absolute nightmare for his partners to work with. He had been stationed in Manchester for the past five years and now he was to return to the Met.

The past couple of years had been an experience Jazz would rather forget. His Chief Super had been a true friend to him and acted like the father he had lost. At times he was bollocked and at other times taken to the pub for a drink and some friendly advice. He had been on an insane merry go round. His wife, picked for him by his family, lasted barely a year. She was too stupid, too foreign and too lazy for him. His family had fled
Uganda in 1969 when he was just a baby and he became an East London boy. His second wife was English. A blonde beauty who, at the beginning made him laugh and at the end of their relationship made him cry. His family in Bradford were not happy at all but he didn’t give a flying fuck what they thought. The arranged marriage had been organised by his uncle, who obviously didn’t know what the fuck he wanted or needed so bollocks to them, he thought. 

His second marriage to Linda was destined to fail. He was working every hour under the sun and only going home to sleep. The marriage was never going to last under this pressure, but finding time to argue and split up takes more hours than he spent at home. He worked hard for his money and she went out and spent it. It was opening the door to the bailiffs one morning that finally closed the door on his second marriage.

The mental breakdown had been a long time coming out but the build up could be tracked back to the stake out. There were many ingredients that vied for pole position. His first marriage was finished in a blasé way that belied the shame he felt for the loss of face he had brought on his family. Jazz had blustered but all the posturing, shouting and condemning of arranged marriages didn’t stop the depression he felt for humiliating his family. He was born and brought up in England. He spoke like an East Ender, joked like a Londoner and ate like a westerner, but he was Sikh deep down in his heart and he knew what he had done was wrong.

Priya was a girl from the Punjab. She was 19 years old and a sought-after bride. Priya was 16 years younger than Jazz and her experience of life was simplistic and protected. Her father was very respected and it was only because Jazz had such a good job and was in England that the marriage was agreed. She had been used to servants waiting on her and the sun had always shined on her. In Manchester, she knew very few people and it was dark and wet and she had to cook and clean. She was very unhappy. The community in Bradford knew she came from good stock and deserved more respect. 

Through Jazz and Priya’s marriage, the Singh family were now aligned to a very rich and well known family. The Singh’s were Ugandan Sikhs, which meant they were not as strict in their religion as those from the Punjab. The marriage was seen as the pinnacle of the Singh family’s rise in Sikh society. In Sikh culture marriage is not just between two people, it is the marriage of two families. Priya came to live in England and all the grandchildren would be English. Jazz had a very good job and it was known that he was going to do very well in the police force. The marriage was deemed perfect. The Singh family basked in the glory it brought them.

Looking back, Jazz realised why he had been railroaded into an arranged marriage he never wanted: The timing had been perfect. He had been sent away in disgrace to the Manchester Police force and his mind was tottering between either wiping away the events in Ilford or just going for a full blown breakdown. To be his family’s saviour, he paraphrased his uncles words, by such a prestigious marriage, seemed a good idea at the time. He wanted to please someone. A big mistake.

The marriage was a disaster. Jazz found Priya spoilt, stupid and pathetic. It wasn’t her fault, he conceded, but this is not how he saw his life turning out. They had nothing in common and couldn’t talk about anything on similar grounds. She came from a culture very different from the life Jazz was living. Watching football, a beer in the pub, fish and chips on a Saturday night; none of this made sense to Priya. The sex had been interesting but not enough. They didn’t love each other and very soon after their marriage, they couldn’t tolerate being in the same room together. She wanted to go home. Jazz divorced Priya; something that was unthinkable in their class. The Singh family’s dignity and prestige in the community was lost and this hurt them badly. Priya was taken in by Jazz’s uncle and she lived in Bradford until Priya’s family decided what they wanted to do. Jazz was told not to darken their door again. The humiliation was appeased by this estrangement and the Sikh society forgave the Singh family but they could not forgive Jazz. His mother prayed for him and forgave him. It had been a distressing time for her but she loved him. He was her only son and he could do no wrong.


CHAPTER THREE

After he moved to Manchester, Amereen didn’t see Jazz very much. As she had told Alice, he was so important and busy he just didn’t have the time. His first bride, Priya, was a good marriage. There was a big society wedding, which meant Amereen and her family in Bradford had to travel to India. It had been very many years since Amereen had travelled to India, or even been on a plane. One of her brothers came to get her and she travelled with him to India. Her brother acted as the elder of the family and spoke for Amereen and for Jazz. She stayed for several months in India and saw some of her family who lived there. She didn’t want to come back but Jazz lived in England and she wanted to be in the same country as him. A visa was applied for and after quite a short time, Priya was able to travel to England with Jazz. She told Alice that she missed not being with her own family but her home was in Newbury Park. The wedding had been spectacular and the celebrations went on for days. Priya’s family had made her very welcome. 

Amereen had sat one afternoon and tried to explain to Alice what a Sikh wedding was like. She started by explaining when the marriage took place and about the holy shabads and the rituals but Amereen could see that Alice was finding it hard to grasp all the names and what the rituals meant so she cut it short and said the ceremony ended with the holy sweet pudding Karah Pasad, which was distributed to all present. 

Alice had thought Gawd, all those confusing and strange names, it all sounds very complicated. But she could see that Amereen felt very proud and so she made her a cup of tea and brought out Amereen’s favourite chocolate digestives. Alice was very pleased to see Amereen back. She had missed her and listened for hours to the strange and beautiful tales Amereen told her of the wedding and the reception. 

Amereen had come home with a suitcase full of colourful saris bought as presents for her and gold bracelets on her arm. As the mother of the groom, she was paid a lot of attention and it was something she talked about for a long time. Alice could imagine all the colours of the saris and the flower petals and the music and the dancing. It sounded beautiful to her. Amereen bought Alice a necklace made of a bright gold. The necklace was so beautiful and Alice was overawed that such a fine piece of jewellery had been bought for her. She kept it in a jewellery box to be worn on special occasions. When Amereen died, Alice wore it for months, not wanting to take it off; it reminded her of Amereen and she felt she was close by when she wore the necklace.


CHAPTER FOUR

There were things Amereen hadn’t told Alice, one of which was how religious Priya’s family were and that they didn’t drink so there were no drinks at the wedding celebrations. Jazz had brought a secret stash for himself. He was seen to slip out to his car often for a drink. This was kept secret by Jazz’s male relatives. It was when Jazz took to the dance floor later in the evening that all became apparent and very public. Jazz never wore a turban, but as a mark of respect for his future family, he arrived in the Punjab wearing traditional clothes and a turban. He had decided that for his wedding day celebrations he would drink whisky instead of beer. This was a big mistake, which he later confessed to his mother. The music had got livelier during the evening and the five-piece band were enthusiastically banging out a popular tune. 

Jazz, fuelled up with an alcoholic confidence, strode onto the dance floor to join in the Bangra dance; an enthusiastic step in time to the music caused him to slipped backwards in a grotesque display of Bangra gone wrong. As he hit the floor face up, for a few moments of disbelief, he lay still whilst his turban left his head and slid three metres across the dance floor. The music stopped and everyone present became mute with shock. It was, Amereen knew, the most disastrous and embarrassing moment for the groom’s family. It would be said in Punjab circles for years that the wedding bode disaster for the marriage from that eventful moment.

Amereen had kept another secret from Alice. She never told her of the marriage break up with Priya. This was very painful and although she forgave Jazz, she would never live the shame of it down. She took to her grave the heartbreak and the rift in her family this had caused. 

As the mother of Jaswinder Singh, Amereen carried much shame. The Singh family may not have visited her but the phone calls upset her greatly. With no man in the family to protect her, she was buffeted and bullied by her brother in law to disown Jazz as her son. Because the Singh family had publicly renounced Jazz as a member of the Singh family, they could not speak to him. They satisfied their need to vent their shame by terrorising Amereen. Her life was unhappy and she carried the mantle of shame across her buckling shoulders. Jazz never knew what the Singh family did to her. Alice was her one saving grace and her ignorance of these shameful events gave Amereen an oasis in her life. When Amereen died suddenly from an aneurism, no one took the blame of the stress that may have caused it.

At 38 years old, Jazz only became aware that he had no family to call on when his mother died. He inherited the family house in Newbury Park and spent a week clearing it out and accumulating bits and pieces of memorabilia. He missed the gentleness and uncompromising love of his mother. If only was added to the list of triggers that would cause the breakdown.

Jazz took Alice to his mother’s funeral. She was the only person there talking to him. The Singh family arrived and left as soon as the funeral finished. They had fulfilled their obligation to Amereen and it was organised that the head of the family would collect the ashes after a suitable time and distribute them in flowing water as is the custom. They ignored Jazz, adding another side swipe to ensure he was fully aware of the ongoing rift he had caused in the Singh family. It phased Jazz out. He had hoped that his mother’s funeral would bring him back into the family and they would forgive him as his mother had done.

After the funeral, Jazz spent the evening with Alice. He knew she was grieving badly for his mother and he hoped they could grieve together. He felt Alice’s pain when she said, none too gently and actually incorrectly, “A bleeding heart attack has taken another loved person from me.” She added defiantly, “How come he only takes the good ones? Bollocks to him and all the bleeding priests in the world.” With that statement, Alice had cried for an hour. It was only after drinking the sherry Jazz poured her, in a desperate attempt to keep her from collapsing under so many tears, that Alice managed to regain her composure. He had always liked Alice, but in that moment he loved her with all his heart. 

He cuddled her and joined her in having a sherry. After they finished the bottle, the stories began. Alice told Jazz all his mother’s thoughts and how proud she was of “her Jazz” as his mother had always lovingly called him. They laughed when Alice told the story of teaching Amereen to do the Okey Kokey and the mess they got into trying to keep up with the music. He would remember it as the best funeral night he could have had for his mother. In years to come, his mother’s love as felt through Alice, would keep him afloat.

After a week of packing up the house, he returned to Manchester, glad in some way to return to normality, whatever that was. He had spent every evening with Alice. The local Tesco was busy restocking their Harvey’s Bristol Cream sherry. Alice had never been so tiddley so often as during that week. She giggled as she told Cissie how wonderful little Jaswinder had been. She was so sad to see him go but he had promised to keep in touch. Two years had passed since Amereen had died and little Jaswinder must have been very busy because he hadn’t rung her yet. She told Cissie he would ring her when he had time.


CHAPTER FIVE

When Jazz had arrived back in Manchester, all the niggley little things that had caused him problems over the years intensified. He ignored all the symptoms as best he could; it was at Manchester Police Station, two months after his mother’s funeral, that cracks started to show. He was interviewing a known pain in the neck domestic violence case. Jazz, having been here before, listened to this cocky lump of shit who knew his wife would withdraw her statement, even though he had beaten her so badly she needed stitches to her lip where he had punched her hard in the face. This skinny little woman’s body had turned purple from the barrage of punches landed with a force that threw her across the room. As she lay on the floor, her husband continued to pummel her with huge fists. The exertion of it all left him sweating heavily and out of breath but the fucking bitch deserved more. The final kicks fractured two of her ribs. He was going to get away with it again!

Jazz sat opposite the fucking bastard in the custody suite interview room listening to the bastard baiting him. Jazz watched as this low life sitting there calmly smiling that you cant touch me bastard look which intensely annoyed Jazz. In the past, he could cover it with a professionalism that didn’t allow the baiting to get to him. Today, he was getting seriously angry. 

The fat, ugly tosser in front of Jazz knew he had got away with the charges. His Tracy knew what was good for her. She was nothing without him and she knew it, he had told her often enough. He could tell that the bastards were just trying to find another reason to keep him there. It was the fourth time that year she had called the police and they didn’t want to let him go again. He would make sure she didn’t call the police again; they said next time they would do a victimless prosecution on him. The bitch would lose her sodding mobile when he got out of here, he would take it from her and smash it to bits.

For now, he, Charlie Shaw, was in control. He controlled her, he could control the police because they had nothing they could use, and he controlled the Social Services. He liked the feeling of control. With no job and all his bills paid through children’s allowance, dole money and a bit of disability money, he had no goals in life other than to be the biggest pain in the butt to anyone he came into contact with. Tracy looked after the three kids: Skye, Bart and Sumer. His kids were good. It meant Social Services got them a 42” flat screen HD TV, and the washing machine and tumble dryer were also given to them for the children. All the heating bills were paid for them and they never had to turn the heating down or off if they didn’t want to. They also got a computer so the children would not feel different. He never wanted a bloody computer. What good was that? He was working on Social Services to get them a car too so he could take the children out. Charlie’s plan was that him and his mate Jimmy could go to any race track they fancy, anywhere in the country, if they had a car. His last conversations with Social Services said they were thinking about a car for the family but no decision had been made yet. As far as he was concerned, they could take Tracy away for all he cared, she was a scrawny, ugly bitch, but they could never take his children away from him. He had never touched the children. He could always find another woman to keep him company and look after the children. 

Social Services saw him as a loving father. They had expressed some concern regarding his drinking and his violence towards Tracy, but they never doubted his devotion to his children. As he told them, his bad leg and bad back stopped him going out with his children, but they did watch television together. He never mentioned it was the racing programmes he watched with them. The kids knew all about the odds on a horse and how to place a bet before they knew how to read.

So here he was again, Charlie Shaw, in police custody. They had to be professional and treat him correctly. He would complain if they breached his rights. The police were well aware of his knowledge of his rights; he told them often. He very much enjoyed the look of frustration on the officer’s face. If he was in the mood, he would bate them and push them. Many had been close to hitting him but that would have suited him too much. He would have sued for compensation, made a fuss, rung the newspapers. He was hated and reviled by all who knew him in the community.

Charlie Shaw was right. Tracey Shaw had been into the Police station and made a withdrawal statement. She had been let out of hospital and she had gone straight to the police station. She looked a mess. A policewoman sat with her to check how she was. Tracy, in pain, but stiffly upright in her anger, told the policewoman, in no uncertain terms, “You let my Charlie go now. I love him and I want to go home with him.” The policewoman checked that Tracey knew what she was doing; next time Charlie could cause her more injuries, it was even conceivable that he could kill her next time. The WPC had introduced herself as Rebecca and asked her kindly and with care to seriously reconsider her decision. Tracy was having none of it. Shouting loud enough to be heard in the next room, she spat at the policewoman, “Mind your own fucking business, he is my man and I want him with me now.” At this point, WPC Rebecca Reid, the policewoman who had sat so patiently with Tracy, gave up. 

Jazz was called out of the interview room to be told a withdrawal statement had been made and signed by Tracey Shaw and therefore Charlie Shaw could be released. As Jazz walked back into the interview room, Charlie knew he was free, but before he left, he wanted to make sure this bastard of a Paki DS knew his place. Charlie got up out of his chair and told Jazz to be more respectful next time. He told a barely contained Jazz, whose eyes were flashing and his cheeks had gone a bright red, that he didn’t like his attitude and he was gonna report him for his lack of respect for a member of the community.

Jazz, tired, fed up and riled beyond belief by this scum, forgot himself and with one fist clenched he pulled Charlie close to him with the other hand and punched him hard. There were no muscles in Charlie’s bulging, fat stomach, and the punch knocked all the wind out of him and he fell to the floor. After a few wheezing moments where he tried to gulp in as much air as possible, Charlie told Jazz he was going to get him. Jazz laughed and said, “Prove it! You fell over, I saw it.” He shouldn’t have given in to his hot anger but enough was enough and Charlie needed to be taught a lesson. Jazz felt good. It was the start of behaviour found unacceptable by the police and the beginning of the breakdown that would take him out of the force for six months. 

If Charlie Shaw had known he was responsible for the final straw that caused the breakdown of Jazz Singh he would have been very proud!

It was three months after his mother died that Jazz sought counselling. He never would have touched it with a barge pole before. Along with many officers, he had thought only wimps needed the police counsellor, but the anger that rose in a second to a height of uncontrolled rage had begun to frighten him.

He had always been a bit of a loose canon, in fact, he took pride in being just a tad off the wall and bucking the system he spent his working life protecting. Jazz was a good officer who 20 years ago would have been perfect, but in today’s politically correct society, he was a concern to all who worked with him. It would be true to say, and Jazz knew it, that he had been fast-tracked through the system. 30 years old was young to have been made a DS. To have an officer from an ethnic minority rise so quickly through the ranks ticked the Metropolitan Police’s diversity boxes. The added bonus was that Jazz was good at his job and deserved his meteoric rise in the police service; it was certainly not a token promotion which was a good result for the Met Police officials.

The breakdown, when it came, answered a lot of questions about his behaviour over the past few years. Manchester Police officials had wondered why he was seconded to them. They knew of the event that happened in Ilford, but he was such a feather in the cap of the Met Police that to let him go seemed strange. The Manchester Police saw him through his two marriages, his mother’s death and now his breakdown. He recovered quickly with professional help and they seemed to have a good DS back on track. Now the Met Police were claiming him back. There were complaints from the Manchester Police and letters and phone calls flew back and forth for a short while stating that Manchester Police wanted Jazz to stay with them. The Metropolitan Police exerted its mighty muscle and there was no argument. The Met were reclaiming a DS who at last was fit for purpose. Neither force knew the drink problem would stay and grow.


CHAPTER SIX
 
London again

He didn’t know how he felt about returning to the Met. It raked up memories and events he wasn’t sure he was ready to handle. On the positive side, at least he would be able to watch the Hammers playing live. It had been five years since he had worked in London. He wondered if his contacts would still be there. With a rueful smile, he knew they would be pleased to see him again. He had learned a lot in Manchester and if they thought he was tough back then, they were in for a surprise. He was leaner, meaner and deceptively calmer these days. He had given up women, partying and playing the fool but what occupied a lot of his thoughts was when he could take his next shot of whisky, or have a beer. He woke up thinking about drink and ensuring he was never without a supply; he needed a drink. It was a curse, and he hated the dependence but he needed it to stop the shakes and to get him through the day. 

He had no one now and that didn’t bother him too much. People drag you down and hold you back. He was good at his job and the Met wanted him back. He laughed contemptuously at the thought. They had got rid of him quick enough when everything went tits up and now he was back on form, they wanted a bit of him. He was 40 years old and looking good. He had lost a lot of weight and it was just a bit of a pot belly that showed he drunk too much beer. He shaved his head and it suited him. He had good bone structure with high cheek bones that were highlighted by the dark stubble that never disappeared, however close the shave. He was a handsome devil and he knew it! The sunken dark eyes only seemed to make him more interesting and women were intrigued by him. Jazz was everyone’s friend but actually no one got that close to him. He preferred it that way. Whatever hurt him, whatever he missed in life, no one knew, he kept his own counsel. He was Jazz, full of life, a character, a laugh. He was very astute and sharp and certainly no man’s fool, but this was hidden behind a playful manner that could change in a slight of hand to a menacing demon if you got on the wrong side of him. Villains in Manchester knew him well and his history ensured they never messed with him. London was to find out the same after a few consultations. 

Jazz had to move the same day, which he thought was fucking stupid. It was a hassle, but the guesthouse was easy to leave and it took him 20 minutes to pack his clothes and put them in the car. He lost his home with his last divorce and he walked away with nothing. All he had in the world was his car, a BMW Series 3 Coupe, his pride and joy, and of course the money from the sale of his parents’ house. Jazz tried not to think of that money, it was in a savings account for a time when he was more settled and knew what he was going to do with his life. The Met had arranged for accommodation in Ilford for him and he was expected to report to Ilford Police Station on Tuesday morning at 8 a.m. sharp. 

He had mixed feelings about London. He couldn’t think about that event all those years ago, he wasn’t ready yet. Five years ago, the Met Police were a different kettle of fish from today. He smirked when he remembered that anything that happened that had a slightly ethnic background caused a panic in the Chief Supers office and he, Jaswinder Singh, was wheeled in as the ethnic expert.

When the Commissioner for Bombay, now called Mumbai, arrived in East London, no one at Chief Super level knew what to do with him. The knock on his door made Jazz look up from his desk and he saw in front of him a pristinely dressed Indian Commissioner of Police and Jazz’s Chief Superintendant. He knew the look in his Chief Super’s eyes; he was not best pleased at the mess before him. Jazz absentmindedly apologised for the mess and quickly pushed away the Mcdonald’s cartons containing a half eaten burger and cold chips, and threw the polysterene cups of cold coffee into the bin. There was two days worth of food and cups on his desk he hadn’t got round to moving. He wiped his hands down his trousers and stood with hand outstretched to welcome the Indian Commissioner of Police. The introductions were strange and the only inkling Jazz had of what was expected of him. 

“Yes, well, Commissioner.” The Chief Super was trying to make the best of a bad job. “This is our rising star, DS Jaswinder Singh, who will be most happy to help you with any information you may require.” The awkwardness of the introduction was only paled into insignificance by the bluster and speed with which the Chief Superintendant left the room.

Jazz smiled and cleared a chair of files for the Commissioner to sit down. A cup of tea was offered and accepted and this allowed Jazz to leave the room to think. In the tea room, he told a DC who was minding his own business and hoping for a few minutes peace that “yet again I am a fucking patsy for the Met Police. This Commissioner hasn’t been offered any courtesy car, driver or special attention. All he gets is an overworked DS who is expected to babysit this poor guy. It isn’t fucking fair on him or me.” The DC nodded but offered no words of consolation. The tea was made and a few biscuits were found. Feeling a bit better, Jazz went back to his office to see what he could do with this man. 

Whilst drinking the tea, the Commissioner broke the silence. “What is in that box?” the Commissioner asked, pointing to an over spilling box of cards which looked in some sort of order.

Jazz, glad to have something to say, told the Commissioner, “They are Prominent Nominals.” 

The Commissioner, nonplussed, asked, “What does that mean?”

 Jazz was surprised at his lack of knowledge but with good will stated, “They are people who are prolific in committing crime and come to our attention. Dev Noms (Developing Nominals) they are people who are just starting out in crime and have just come to our attention.” Well into his stride now, Jazz went on to say, “And of course, there are Agency Nominals; they are people who are of interest to this borough as well as of interest to other boroughs. Of course, this is coupled with the repeat offenders.” He noticed that the Commissioner looked very confused by all of this and wondered how on earth they worked in India. This man knew nothing of policing.

The Commissioner put down his tea cup and thanked Jazz. He said he had needed a decent cup of tea. Wondering what on earth to do with this man now, Jazz asked if perhaps he would like to look in the custody suite. He could see the look of relief on the Commissioner’s face. The poor bastard was bored rigid. Bob was the Custody Sergeant and was introduced to the Commissioner as the most experienced Custody Sergeant in London. Bob could see he was being soft-soaped and realised he was expected to escort the Commissioner and Jazz around his custody suite. 

“Luckily, Sir, we are not too busy at the moment so it will be a pleasure to show you around,” was Bob’s gracious response. What was not heard by the Commissioner was Bob’s urgent whisper to Jazz of “You fucking owe me for this, I’m not your bloody errand boy.” 

Jazz laughed and said, “No darling, you are far, far more special than that.” With a kiss blown in Bob’s direction, Jazz walked up to the Commissioner, who was studying a list of dos and donts on the wall. “Bob is ready to show us his domain, Sir, if you are ready.” Bob walked them both through the procedure of when a prisoner is brought into custody by the door from the yard. They looked through the grill and could see a few police cars parked there. He showed them the custody desk and the cameras which were constantly monitoring the custody suite. They walked and looked into various interview rooms with tape recording equipment and cameras; one was in use so they looked through the spy hole. Then there was the room where fingerprints and pictures of suspects were taken. The cells, of which there were eight, were shown to the Commissioner and he was told how each cell with a suspect in was monitored regularly by camera and by the custody officer who would inspect each cell personally. The bank of screens for all the cameras sat behind the custody suite desk. It was noted that four cells were in use at the moment and Bob expected to have another cell in use when a paedophile living in north Ilford was arrested and brought in. After the inspection, Jazz thanked Bob and suggested to the Commissioner that they retire back to his office. 

 The Commissioner was not ready to go; he had a further question. “Where is your beating room?” Jazz begged his pardon and asked what he meant. Bob tried to look busy but was intrigued by the question and although his hands were working hard to look like he was organising a list of something or the other, his interest was fully on the Commissioner. The Commissioner, surprised by such a response, licked his lips and slowly said, “The beating room, of course, is where you beat your prisoner.”

 Jazz shook his head. “No, we don’t have beating rooms in England.”

 The Commissioner breathed in deeply and, with eyes to the ceiling as if registering this comment, tapped his chin in thought and, nodding knowingly, said, “Aah, that answers my question.”

“What question is that?” asked Jazz tentatively.
 
The Commissioner explained, “I couldn’t understand why you had so many repeat offenders. We don’t have such people in my country.” Jazz laughed. He liked this man very much. Bob turned his back and opened the filing cabinet behind the custody desk and laughed. Jazz thought for the moment that perhaps India had the right idea. A beating room at Ilford? No, he wasn’t going to let that thought take hold. It made him smile to think of it, especially when Ricky Daniels, a prolific shoplifter who was the bane of all shops that sold alcohol in Ilford, was brought in struggling, effing and blinding, and causing his usual commotion when he was caught. 

On the way back to his office, Jazz asked, “Do you think I could get a job as a police officer in India?”

The Commissioner looked at him for a moment and then shook his head. With a smile, he replied, “No, you would never make a police officer in India, you wouldn’t have a clue about how to take bribes.” Jazz liked him even more. This man had pulled him along, allowing him to think he was stupid. The Commissioner of Police for Bombay was a very shrewd chap and had quite a tongue in cheek sense of humour. They now understood each other.

“Ok no more bollocks, what would you like to do, Sir?”
 
The Commissioner, who now introduced himself as Omar, said he was dying for something to eat. No one had offered him any food for hours. Jazz offered the Indian restaurant across the road but Omar asked, “Can we go to McDonald’s? I don’t have it often and I am particularly fond of a big mac and fries.” Laughing, they left Ilford Police Station for the McDonald’s across the road. 

Jazz added, “Good choice, the curry would have been shit.”

Jazz built a good friendship with Omar. When he next came to England, times had changed and he was treated like the distinguished person he was. He had a driver and a car at his disposal. Jazz was in Manchester by then but Omar kept in contact and they spoke on the phone.
 
Jazz wondered if the same people would be still at Ilford. He hoped Bob, the Custody Sergeant, was still there. He had a great time with him and they worked well together. He laughed to himself as he remembered that time with the burglaries. He was hot then and an ace crime solver.

There had been a spate of burglaries in pubs in the East End. They had seen the chap on CCTV in one of the pubs but no one knew who he was. The bugger was fleecing the pubs of their takings after a busy night and he was getting away with it. There were at least eight burglaries that were thought to be him. Most pubs didn’t have him on CCTV but a couple of pubs had a grainy picture of the same man. Jazz had looked at his MO and realised that the burglar had to do a recce of the pubs to see if the takings were worth having. Jazz had sat in a few pubs over the weeks, just waiting and looking and hoping to see this guy walk in. The Unicorn was having one of its quiz nights and there was usually a big turnout for it. Jazz sat in the corner watching and in walked a chap who looked very much like the picture Jazz was carrying from the CCTV footage. He watched him walk in, get a beer and survey the pub. He was sure it was him. 

He wasn’t going to let him get away this time. He walked up to the chap and arrested him. He was handcuffed and a police car was called to take them both to Ilford Police Station. The chap was shouting and protesting and struggling but Jazz knew it was him, ok, the picture was not that good but it was good enough.

At the police station he was read his rights and Jazz asked Bob to put him in a cell. An initial interview with him was a no comment interview and he gave no details of his name or where he lived. Jazz could see he was a drug addict. The eyes and the gaunt, grey skin were dead giveaways. This cocky guy, who said the police had nothing on him and he was being fitted up, could just sit and wait as far as Jazz was concerned. He had other things to do and first he was off to find a bag of VHS videos; there were stacks of them waiting to be used as and when necessary. He asked the jailor to tell the prisoner he would be back in 10 minutes and then after an hour, to go back in and tell him he would be back in another 10 minutes. Bob said the prisoner was getting fidgety. Jazz reckoned he would be climbing the walls after three hours, by which time he would need a fix badly. 

Jazz had the highlights of the cricket tour to catch up on. It was on the sports programme, so he went off and got a kebab and settled down for two hours of cricket in his office.

Bob knew how Jazz worked and just waited. The PACE clock had many hours to go so that wasn’t a problem.

The Inspector came down to do a review of who was in custody. On hearing all the commotion coming from the drug addict’s cell, he asked Bob what all the hollering was about.

“That is Jazz’s prisoner, Sir.”

The Inspector was none too impressed. “Why hasn’t Jazz interviewed him yet, why the fuck is he still in custody? Where is Jazz?” By now, the Inspector was shouting and he realised he needed to calm down. Jazz always had this effect on him. Tomorrow, he would call him before him for explanations on his procedures.

Bob tried to calm the situation and lied, “He is out on enquiries, Sir.” 

The Inspector was having none of that and said quietly to Bob, “If I find out there is cricket on the TV tonight, there is going to be trouble. You can pass that on.” He left the custody suite and his final words were, “I will be back in an hour or so and I expect to see that prisoner dealt with.”

Jazz always sailed too close to the wind, but Bob covered his back. His timing was immaculate and Jazz walked into the custody suite just after the Inspector left. “Is he cooking nicely my man?

Bob smiled, “Mate he is well done. Any more and he will tell you where Lord Lucan is. He is crawling up the wall for drugs.” The time was right. 

“OK, offer him a cup of tea and put half a cup of sugar in it. I reckon it’s going to be a full hands up, don’t you, skip?” Jazz was flying now. He knew the sugar would give the prisoner a high which would allow him to concentrate and talk about all the burglaries.

The gaoler had been listening and after Jazz went off to interview the prisoner, he asked, “What is a full hands up, Serg?”

“It’s a confession” was Bob’s response.

This young gaoler was perplexed. “But he won’t even tell us his name, so why would he confess?” He was now carried away with righteousness. “Is Jazz going to beat it out of him? I know they do things differently in his country. I have to tell you, Serg, that if he does, I will have to report him to the DPS.”

Bob was already fed up with this young whippersnapper who was doing everything by the rule book and messing up his tidy custody suite.

“It’s not Jazz to you, its Detective Sergeant Singh to you. Go make the tea and wash out all the cups and give me a break!” The gaoler was just about to add something when Bob stopped him in his tracks and said, “While you are about it, I want you to give me an inventory of what is in the stores and don’t forget to count all the pens. I need to know how many red pens and how many black pens. This is an important task; according to the manual for working in a custody suite, we must have a good supply of pens.” The gaoler, excited by the importance of the role, thanked Bob and disappeared. Bob watched him disappear and in despair at the stupidity of the man, said under his breath, “Fucking graduates.”

The interview went well. Alan Bilter, who lived in Ilford Lane, wanted to get out of the cell as soon as possible. Jazz brought in the bag full of VHS videos and then a small television and VHS player. He made a fuss of setting the television in the right place and rummaging through the bag of videos. With a sigh of let’s sit back and enjoy, he said to the now very jittery Alan, “Right, we have all night to look at these to see if we can recognise you on them. Now some are from pubs but they got a bit mixed up with some other videos of pubs not relevant but, as I said, we have all night to look at them”. 

“No Guv, no need, I will tell you every pub I have burgled, just want to get on with it and get out. I ain’t going to be no bother, just do it.”

He refused a solicitor and said he would sign a statement when it was prepared. In an hour, he admitted 10 burglaries, two of which were outside their area. He also asked for three lots of shoplifting in Asda on the A13 and two in Tescos in Chadwell Heath to be taken into account. He added for good measure that there were also 10 burglaries in private houses to be taken into account. It was a good result and Alan was let go on bail after his address was confirmed.

Jazz had the luck of the devil in those days. The Inspector came down to the custody suite as Alan was being released on bail. He saw a full hands up to 20 burglaries, which made good reading for his statistics. He still wanted Jazz in his office in the morning for a full explanation but Jazz knew he was on safe ground. 

Just as Jazz was congratulating himself on a good result and thanking Bob for his backup, the gaoler came back and interrupted their conversation. “Serg, I have counted all the pens; 127 black and 220 red.” The Serg listened to this information with full interest and then enquired, “Hang on, how many actually work, do you know?” 

The gaoler, quite nonplussed, said, “But you said”
 
He was interrupted by a sanguine Custody Sergeant. “I know what I said, Grasshopper, but you must use your initiative, that is the only way to get on in this job.”

The gaoler nodded far too much and left to go and find the pens. Jazz and Bob looked at each other in disgust. “Fucking graduates.”

Life was good at that point but Jazz’s downfall was to come at a time when he was flying high. No one would have guessed how his fortunes would change and just how far he would fall.
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