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ONE

There was, of course, a before and an after. In the setting down of events, they might have jostled each other and got a bit out of sequence. Never mind: some mucking about with the order of things, and with time itself, could occasionally bring extra understanding and a special clarity. So—

BEFORE

If they decided to kill, you had to go along with it. Pack law. Basic. Anyone who worked undercover knew this. He had a nine mm Browning, not a weapon he would normally have picked. He liked Heckler and Koch products better, thank you very much, was trained on them. But the training had been police training. Police famously loved HK. Too famously. Therefore, Tom left his in the armoury and went for the Browning. This model gave no troublesome hints about its owner’s possible past and true career.

There were four of them in the car, casual gear all round. Crook firms had their fashion rules, present and important, but nobody spelled them out. You intuited. It was a core undercover skill. For instance, people wouldn’t put on a decent suit for today’s type of mission, not because the smartness would seem freakish at a killing and a bit too Kray, but on account of the vulgar, showy bulge of shoulder holsters. That was plainly the thinking. When these lads bought their suits, reach-me-down or custom-made – but especially big-cost, custom-made – they wanted jackets to give a sweetly close and comely fit for normal social life; not tailoring that hung loose, shapeless, because occasionally, on crux outings like today’s, it had to hide a full handgun bra and harness. Pick something less formal. For instance, a suede or leather or denim short coat with chinos didn’t need to pass any strict, bandbox tests – in fact certainly shouldn’t look too neat, sculpted and suave. Tom Parry – as he must think of himself now – had his Browning cradled under an absolutely adequate stretch of very dark blue, black-buttoned denim. Although it didn’t feel like part of him, as an HK Parabellum automatic would have, this Browning nestled very nicely.

Jamie Meldon-Luce, the distinguished Wheels who drove now, esteemed the Browning, and so did many of the world’s armies, including Britain’s. No question, it had cracking credentials. Jamie was expert in many technical and other areas, not just handguns. He had expensive electronic gear that could neutralize the security on any car, even the most modern, such as this stolen Volvo, and the stolen Ford waiting in Pallindon Lane as a switch vehicle. Jamie, early thirties, father of one, wore a heavy-looking, greenish cardigan. He reckoned cardigans were making a good comeback, and not just as necessary garb in poorly heated rest-homes. The ample wool betrayed no outlines. Tom sat driver’s side back in the Volvo alongside Mart ‘Empathy’ Abidan, who had charge of this jaunt, despite what some regarded as the jittery abandonment of another intended attack not long ago when he had command.

Ivor Wolsey was in the front passenger spot. There’d been a stage, apparently, when Wolsey suffered from a deep dread of firearms: couldn’t even handle a piece, loaded or not, without massive tremors setting in, a recognized sickness known in the game as corditus allergius. He’d fought it and fought it, and eventually turned himself into the company’s finest handgun liegeman. Wolsey never boasted about his shooting, though. He seemed to fear that, if he crowed, the magic he’d achieved on his psyche could suddenly fall apart as punishment and drop him back where he used to be, paralytically weapon-shy. As Jamie Meldon-Luce had stated, there was no Samaritans counselling service for personnel who lost their trigger knack.

Naturally, Tom had his worries. When he said – obviously, said only and exclusively to himself – that if they decided to kill, you had to go along with it, that was as much as he meant. You ‘went along’. You didn’t try to stop it, but you didn’t actually help, didn’t assist in it. And this was where the big difficulties started. An officer who infiltrated a gang aiming to get enough inside stuff to convict its chief or chiefs could not be, must not be, a murderer, not even to preserve his cover. On some excursions, he would probably have to shoot, but he’d shoot only close; shoot to miss. No big purpose was big enough to excuse active responsibility for a killing; that is, none of the undercover officer’s bullets should be found in the target, whether Browning or HK.

True, in some aspects of undercover, that dodgy doctrine ‘the end justifies the means’ did operate. If your spy penetrated an outfit, he, or she, had to behave like a member of the outfit – most probably behave criminally like a member of the outfit. But there had to be a stop point. No end could justify slaughterous behaviour as a disguise tactic. A police phrase had been concocted that tried to cope with and sweeten those episodes where an officer might for a while have to dispense with legality and morality. Its wording avoided the rough Stalinite bluntness of ‘the end justifies the means’. Instead, it labelled such ploys as ‘noble-cause corruption’ – the purpose admirable and gloriously in the public interest, nobly in the public interest; the methods foul, though. And not even that clever jiggery-pokery with terms could allow the corruption to go as far as homicide.

This was one reason Tom felt glad Ivor Wolsey figured in their party. He would probably wrap up this execution before the others had even attempted a shot. And that’s what counted – the execution. The objective. Tom’s wayward blast on the Browning wouldn’t be noticed, except as useless, frantic noise, he hoped. But he knew these were not dumbo people with him in the Volvo. They’d be alert to trickery, might spot it when someone was not aiming at the target, only at its safe surroundings. And possibly worse: they might be wondering about Tom already, and would be focused on watching how he behaved in a warm set-to. Yes, Tom had worries.


TWO

AFTER

Or so Detective Chief Superintendent Colin Harpur imagined months later.

Parts of it he had to imagine. He wasn’t present at the shooting, of course. Court transcripts, witness statements, detectives’ notes, and newspaper clippings gave him some undisputed and indisputable facts. But there were gaps. He tried to fill them. Detectives habitually did this – guessed at the thoughts and the likely talk and undisclosed behaviour of those involved in a case. It could show the various possible ways inquiries should go; and he and one of his bosses, Assistant Chief Constable Desmond Iles, had a special kind of exceptionally tough inquiry ahead.

They had been ordered on to another Force’s ground, their task – yes, an exceptionally tough one – to investigate what had been going on there, or, more correctly, what had not been going on, when something ought to have been going on. Major people at the Home Office seemed to think there were spectacular failings in the way that Force had dealt with the shooting and its aftermath. And when major people at the Home Office felt such elite uneasiness, the procedure was to send senior officers from another outfit to look dispassionately, unsparingly, extremely unchummily at the way things had been done; or not done, when something ought to have been done. Iles and Harpur and their staff would be playing away from home, their task to examine and report on how their equivalents in this other communion had behaved. Already, Harpur sensed very dark areas ahead, and possibly very hazardous areas. He and Iles and the rest of the team would not be popular. Careers of some of their hosts might be torched. Jail would possibly loom for them. Perhaps dangerous, secret alliances existed between some officers and some villains. They’d try to look after one another, wouldn’t they? On this kind of job you watched your back and your front and used the I-spy-with-my-little-eye machine under your car.

Case documents gave the exact timing, the exact street geography, the exact number of rounds fired, the specific type of gun used, the injuries, the death, the witnesses, the police resources involved, their tactics, the combatants. Maybe all this should have been enough. But Harpur added a slice of make-believe here and there – very reasonable make-believe, but make-believe all the same. He wanted a full impression of the run-up to the shooting and the shooting itself. In the search for this completeness he wondered how Tom would regard and get on with a Browning, having almost certainly been trained on Heckler and Koch. He still had the Browning in its holster, fully loaded, when his body was found on the building site.

Harpur considered, too, the chewy, hellishly deep and complicated dilemma of being undercover when you and your supposed colleagues went on a killing spree. Tom must have had an intense fear of getting rumbled at the shooting and conceivably of having been half rumbled well before it. He’d see the need to participate – but without, in fact, participating. ‘In fact’, here, meant actually putting bullets into the target, the designated enemy, the intended victim.

Harpur tried to tune into Tom’s thinking as he’d travelled in the Volvo, even trivial thinking. For instance, would Tom have chatted to himself – silently, secretly – about his companions’ fashion tastes and their relation to shoulder holsters and jackets’ fit? Harpur needed to get to know these people thoroughly, and one way of doing it was to create some of their notions and actions, keeping these little embellishments as near to believable as he could.

Harpur’s fantasizing always had a foundation in the real. Imagination wasn’t his main flair. A green cardigan worn by the Wheels, Jamie Meldon-Luce, had been described in a witness statement, its greenness pale, apparently, and edging towards turquoise. Did Meldon-Luce believe that cardigans had come back into fashion, and not just for the elderly? But Harpur realized that a heavy, generously cut cardigan of whatever colour or tint would be useful in hiding a holster and armament beneath its thick folds. And those thick folds would be easy to pull aside if the gun were required fast.

As to weaponry, papers studied by Harpur mentioned that Ivor Wolsey, one of the Volvo crew, was a gifted marksman who had emerged from a period when firearms turned him off completely. Harpur had come across people like that on previous cases. There was a jokey, mock-Latin description of the ailment: corditus allergius. Perhaps Wolsey mirrored some of those other converts to shoot-bang-fire and never trumpeted his pistol talent, in case this vanity got up Fate’s nose and brought incapacity back.

Harpur longed to confer individuality and quirks on the main people featured in this post-event inquiry by Iles and him. Generally speaking, it was usually Iles who did the imagined and imaginary stuff. He would occasionally tell Harpur – no, oftener than that – he’d tell Harpur about ‘my soaring mind, Col, disencumbering me from the banal and workaday’.

OK. But Harpur had grown fed up with being regarded as merely the nitty-gritty and plod element in the partnership. He might not be able to soar yet, and get himself disencumbered from the banal and workaday, but he could intelligently and constructively speculate.


THREE

AFTER

But some witness statements were so vivid and detailed that they made Harpur’s attempts at intelligent and constructive speculation unnecessary. After all, intelligent and constructive speculation was only a puffed-up phrase for guesswork. Guesswork couldn’t compete with the real and actual:

WITNESS ONE (Mrs Nora Clement):

On October twenty-fifth at about nine thirty in the evening I saw a red Volvo saloon drive into Monthermer Street and park on a double-yellow-lined bus stop where the pavement had been recessed, making a kind of lay-by. It was this blatant, possibly contemptuous disregard for road discipline that made me notice the Volvo and continue watching it for some minutes. There appeared to be four men in the car. Three of them left the vehicle. The driver remained, so some of my resentment about the parking shrank, since he could move the Volvo if the bus wanted to draw in. Nonetheless, a clearly designated bus stop should not be used for parking, no matter the circumstances, I believe. Disregard for such rules is symptomatic of a wider antisocial attitude, increasingly prevalent today, I fear.

At first I thought the driver to be a man between thirty and thirty-five. There was a street light above the bus stop which enabled me to see quite clearly the car and the four men at this stage. The driver had on a pale green, almost turquoise, cardigan. He was broad shouldered, wide-necked, with dark hair ridge-cut, which made me wonder whether he could, in fact, be as old as thirty-five, since this style of crude haircut is favoured by younger men. I cannot imagine why they should espouse this ugly style. But, then, so many of youth’s tastes are incomprehensible to me, and to many of my generation. I consider the initial damage was done by a quite famous American singer-shouter, Elvis Presley, and things have got continuously worse since then.

The three men who had left the car walked away in a group together. They wore casual clothes. They seemed to me purposeful, as if they had some particular task ahead. Although they were fewer and not so well dressed, they reminded me of the group of robbers walking towards their next criminal operation at the beginning of that appallingly violent film, Riverside Dogs, which my son, Gregory, used to watch repeatedly on DVD.

{Correction: the witness probably means Reservoir Dogs.}

I think that when they reached the end of Monthermer Street the three separated from one another. That was my impression, though I could not be sure, owing to the distance and the evening darkness. I did not give the three very much attention because I had no idea they might be significant. But I’d say that two were somewhat older than the driver and one was around the same age. He and one of the other two had on denim blousons, I recall, with light-coloured trousers. The other man wore a dark leather jacket and jeans. The one I thought the youngest of the three who left the car was also the tallest – probably just over six feet – and thin. He had short fair hair. The other two were of middle height and strong build. One wore a baseball-style peaked cap. The other was dark-haired and possibly balding. The Volvo moved off the bus stop soon afterwards and drove slowly up towards Mitre Park. It went out of my sight.’

WITNESS TWO (Mr Rex Marchant):

I was walking the dog near Mitre Park at about ten forty-five p.m. on October twenty-fifth – I habitually take the dog out for ‘watering’ at about this time before bed if the weather suits – when I became aware of a red Volvo parked in the shadows under some trees. We have problems with car-borne lovers in this area, and I assumed that the vehicle was here for that purpose. I would not want it thought that I stare in to such cars with a prying, voyeur intent – termed, I believe, ‘dogging’, though I don’t know why. It seems a slander on dogs, such as mine. But as I and the dog passed it, I could see that in fact there was only one person in the car, a square-built man wearing what appeared to be a green cardigan. He was in the driver’s seat. He did not look towards me, though he must have been aware of my nearness to the car. I had the idea that he did not wish to show his face properly, or to offer any greeting, in case this caused me to stop and perhaps signal that he should open the window for a conversation. He might be expecting questions as to his intentions, or even a rebuke. I did not find his behaviour reassuring. It, of course, occurred to me that he might be what is called, I believe, ‘casing’ the district for future break-ins – or about to attempt a break-in there and then. I decided that on my return I must memorize the Volvo’s registration number, which would be possible without having to pause and so alert the driver. I continued my walk.

Shortly afterwards, I thought I heard the running feet of more than one person. Then came angry shouting, all male, and maybe there was the sound of a struggle – shoes impacting heavily on the ground, and perhaps a degree of breathlessness in the shouting. I could make out some words. I think a man yelled, ‘He’s not coming I tell you. He’s not coming. Never.’ After a minute or so I heard a vehicle’s engine start behind me, most probably the Volvo’s, and then the slamming of two car doors. I deduced from this that two or three people had entered the Volvo, depending on whether two or one used the same rear door on the pavement side to get into the car, plus one into the passenger seat. I heard the car pull away in what seemed a rush. When I and the dog came back from our stroll, the Volvo had gone. I had therefore lost the chance to note the car’s registration number. I can only say that it appeared to be a quite new model and not the anti-stylish, boxy type. It appeared that the car had waited at this agreed point to pick up the people I’d heard running, and then leave. But there appeared to have been some kind of dispute, which I cannot explain.

An odd factor – or in my view, at least, an odd factor – was that as I neared the site of where the Volvo had been I could see ahead of me the man I think had been in the driver’s seat originally. I recognized – think I recognized – the green cardigan. The dog barked, having also spotted this figure in the dark and perhaps wanting to alert me. The noise caused the man to look back, and then he seemed to increase his walking speed and soon disappeared.

The Volvo turned out to have been lifted from a municipal car park earlier in October. The vehicle’s registration number wouldn’t have disclosed anything about the driver and his companions, even if Mr Marchant had managed to get, memorize and report it. Harpur wanted to believe him when Marchant said he wasn’t interested in an ogle and objected to the night use of the area for car sex. People did get upset by lovers at it in parked cars close to their homes. Harpur couldn’t altogether understand this, unless it was envy. The couples in the cars would be reasonably quiet and self-focused. Iles had a framed cartoon from an ancient copy of some American magazine, showing a man and woman leaving their car and carrying the back seat into the woods. The ACC would normally keep this in a drawer out of sight, but during that longish period when he was trying to drive the previous Chief Constable, Mark Lane, off his head, he’d take down the portrait of the Home Secretary in his suite and replace it with the cartoon, if he knew Lane was about to look in on him. Iles liked the multi-use of cars himself; would speak of it to Harpur sometimes. He’d said once, ‘Col, think how this can bring humanity to what is otherwise nothing but a banal metal box with mirrors.’

‘As you’ll know, that’s the exact wording of the Oxford Dictionary definition of a car, sir,’ Harpur had replied. ‘“A banal metal box with mirrors.” Or might it be “extremely” banal.’


FOUR

AFTER

Harpur went now to the police record of ‘Interview One’ with a member of the Volvo team that night: Ivor Wolsey, aged thirty-seven, one previous conviction, for theft. Wolsey had turned Queen’s Evidence. That is, he would talk, would betray mates – tell everything he knew to the police. In exchange he’d expect kinder treatment by the court, suppose the case came to trial, plus special safeguarding as a snitch in jail, if he was sent down. Those who turned Queen’s Evidence came in for a lot of hate in the crooked world.


INTERVIEW ONE

Inspector David Hinds: ‘I’d like to begin, Ivor, with you and the others setting out in the stolen Volvo.’

Answer: ‘Right.’

D.H.: ‘What was the purpose of your mission in the Volvo?’

A: ‘To locate and eliminate Justin Paul Scray.’

D.H.: ‘Eliminate?’

A: ‘You know.’

D.H.: ‘No.’

A: ‘Kill.’

D.H.: ‘This was the specific objective?’

A: ‘The only objective.’

D.H.: ‘Why?’

A: ‘Leo had decided after a long time thinking about it that Scray was damaging the firm. I gathered he’d had warnings.’

D.H.: ‘Leo being?’

A: ‘Leo Percival Young.’

D.H.: ‘Head of the firm?’

A: ‘Right.’

D.H.: ‘He considered Scray was damaging the firm in which way, ways?’

A: ‘Oh, you know.’

D.H.: ‘No.’

A: ‘The usual.’

D.H.: ‘That being?’

A: ‘A firm within the firm.’

D.H.: ‘I don’t understand.’

A: ‘Oh, come on. Of course you do. It happens.’

D.H.: ‘What does, Ivor?’

A: ‘Private dealing.’

D.H.: ‘What kind of private dealing?’

A: ‘As I said, a firm within the firm.’

D.H.: ‘He looked for a clandestine profit?’

A: ‘“Clandestine” – that’s it. That’s the word.’

D.H.: ‘How did he make this clandestine profit?’

A: ‘Clandestinely.’

D.H.: ‘Thanks, Ivor.’

A: ‘He made that very-well-named clandestine profit by not telling Leo and the rest of us about a string of special punters he’s selling to clandestinely. He clandestinely built his own little clandestine firm within Leo’s firm and clandestinely siphoned off a lovely amount of clandestine gains.’

D.H.: ‘But how did he finance that personal firm?’

A: ‘Overmixing, mainly.’

D.H.: ‘What does that mean?’

A: ‘Oh, come on.’

D.H.: ‘Overmixing what?’

A: ‘Overmixing the commodities, of course.’

D.H.: ‘Which commodities?’

A: ‘Oh, come on. Charlie, mostly.’

D.H.: ‘I have to get things clear, Ivor. We’re talking about bulking out what was originally high-quality cocaine with cheapo additives like boric acid, procaine and so on, are we?’

A: ‘I knew you couldn’t be as dumb as you were making out.’

D.H.: ‘So Scray drew a nice personal profit, did he?’

A: ‘Of course. Purity low, low, low of some of the stuff he pushed – down to not much more than thirty per cent.’

D.H.: ‘Thirty per cent charlie, the rest filler?’

A: ‘So what he got from the firm – Leo’s firm, the proper firm – went a good bit more than twice as far as it should have.’

D.H.: ‘Scray and his self-created, parasite, discrete firm trousered the difference?’

A: ‘Clandestinely discrete, that’s right. Almost right. Not just trousering. He was looking for even bigger gains. He invested.’

D.H.: ‘He was after growth potential?’

A: ‘With the clandestinely discrete, parasite profits, Justin provided for growth potential, yes. You’ll remember that parable of the bags of gold, called talents, in the New Testament. Some people hid their bags of gold away and although the gold stayed safe it didn’t grow at all. But one guy went out and speculated with his in true risk-taking, entrepreneurial, capitalistic fashion, and he got Jesus’s business award. And that’s how Justin was. He used the surplus funds to buy stock from a wholesaler – not Leo’s wholesaler, obviously – and then sold to his own special, very private list, offering them the top-grade substance he or an associate had been holding as custodians of quality, so establishing and developing a fine reputation for magnificent charlie and other products. What I meant by a firm within the firm. He looked as if he was working for us, and he was, partly, but also he’s working for himself, taking care of a secret, select clientele, middle-class mostly, still OK for money, despite the recession. He could do the chat all right with that kind of punter. Justin had an education. Mortar board, gown, a rolled-up bit of paper signifying a degree – I’ve seen the photograph. Totally genuine, I’d bet on it. Archaeology, mathematics, King Richard the third – he can talk about any of them without sounding at all like a bullshitter. Some of these professors and thinkers of that sort would say to him the trade should be made legal, and he’d have the sense to get on their side and reply, “True,” but really he’d fucking hate it, of course, because there’d be no need for people like Justin if trading was out in the open. No need for people like Leo, either, of course.
    ‘But the way Justin was going on would taint the firm’s image – that’s Leo’s firm’s image – by pushing poor gear to ordinary users. Some of the stuff was at kids’ rave level. Plus, to up his takings more he was overclaiming bribe money paid to your Drug Squad friends and friendesses. OK, that’s commonplace, I know. Almost routine. There’s no receipts for backhanders, so naturally people are ambitious and imaginative about what they’d like reimbursed from the company’s coffer, please. Managements recognize this and are willing to do a bit of blind-eyeing. But with Scray, the difference between actual and claimed was enormous. Just one of a crateful of swindles. It had to be stopped.’

D.H.: ‘All this had been established against him as fact?’

A: ‘It had been established enough for management to decide he had to go.’

D.H.: ‘You said he’d been warned.’

A: ‘He’d lie low for a while, then drift back to it. A kind of pride. He considered himself worth the extra. He considered himself brilliant to have set up his own private, loaded list. He considered himself a star salesman-pusher. A kind of arrogance. A type of greed. Yes, yes, greed is commonplace, too, I’ll admit. As someone said, the economy is juiced by it. But Scray’s was brazen, contemptuous, selfish greed.’

D.H.: ‘And your selfish lad was already at the top of the main firm?’

A: ‘The only firm, as far as we saw it. And, of course, it had a bossman.’

D.H.: ‘Leo Percival Young?’

A: ‘With Martin Abidan at number two, a trifle nervy now and then, but generally sweetly subservient, capable and obedient, not a bit selfish, in charge of this operation. A team guy, often referred to as “Empathy Mart” – no sarcasm. Someone like Scray challenged that kind of happy, ordered, effective set-up. He looked like future chaos, didn’t he? So, get rid.’

D.H.: ‘But it didn’t work?’

A: ‘No, it didn’t.’

D.H.: ‘He’s still around.’

A: ‘Obviously.’

D..: ‘Our witness says three of you leave the car and walk together up Monthermer Street in a “purposeful” way. That correct?’

A: ‘Three leave the car and go up Monthermer Street, yes. I suppose you could say “purposeful”. Yes, we had a purpose. We were on a hunt, weren’t we?’




FIVE

AFTER

Iles looked in to Harpur’s office and interrupted his reading. The Assistant Chief was in uniform for some local function he had to attend later in the morning. He looked especially insolent and impervious. Iles more or less always looked insolent and impervious, and many people who didn’t know him probably thought his ordinary appearance of insolence and imperviousness was itself at the exceptional point. But he could up the insolence and imperviousness by at least two or three notches for some outstanding occasions. ‘Royalty will be there, Col, as you’ll have heard.’

‘They’ll know it’s their good fortune, sir.’

‘In what sense, Harpur?’

‘To have you round and about there.’

‘If they come trying to get familiar, I’ll put in a word for you, Col.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

‘You won’t be there in person, so you can’t mess up any recommendation I make to them on your behalf by sight of your fucking clothes and joke haircut.’

‘I think it’s called serendipity, sir.’

‘What is?’

‘The sort of accidental advantage that comes in a situation where you’re doing your bit by being there and I’m doing mine by not.’

‘I want something to distract them from embarrassing me with their overdone, obnoxious regard, Col. If there’s one thing I can’t tolerate it’s being kowtowed to.’

‘I’ve heard many say that.’

‘What?’

‘They’ll remark, “That Mr Iles, if there’s one thing he can’t tolerate it’s being kowtowed to.” And some will add that they, in fact, have never come across anyone more hostile to being kowtowed to.’

‘Which many? Which some?’

‘Many. I’m glad to be useful in distracting the visitors from fawning on you in that way.’

‘They, in their turn, can mention your name, perhaps, to some creep high in the Home Office. We have to go there soon, you and I, for a pre-task briefing. I’d like to think you’ll get some respect from the bastards.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

‘This is how things operate, isn’t it?’

‘Which things?’

‘A woman,’ Iles replied.

‘Which woman?’

‘She’ll give us the picture. Some Home Office blazing intellect. People like that won’t have come across your kind of person previously, Col. I can sympathize with her. Preparation is needed.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

‘There’d be no benefit in shock.’

‘Whose?’

‘Hers. If someone influential has spoken your name she’ll assume there’s more to you than the distressing way you look.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

‘Maud,’ Iles replied.

‘What?’

‘Her first name.’ He sang in a persuasive, castrato voice: ‘Come into the bear garden, Maud. I’ll be there at the HO alone, but for Col Harpur.’

When Iles had gone, Harpur went back to the police interview of Wolsey.


D.H.: ‘The three? You said three left the Volvo.’

A: ‘Abidan, me, Tom Parry, as we knew him then. Tom Mallen, actually. Sergeant Tom Mallen. That soon comes out, after his death. Jamie Meldon-Luce stays with the car for our getaway.’



Harpur liked the switch to the present – the vividness, even though it was still only words on paper. So were books, but some could give you a lift.


D.H.: ‘You walk together but then seem to break up.’

A: ‘Like that, yes. Abidan directs. He would go towards Guild Square. Tom had been allocated the Rinton shopping mall. I get the three arcade.: Morton’s, Victoria, New.’

D.H.: ‘The thinking is that Scray will be out in one of these locations dealing, is it?’

A: ‘We don’t know exactly where. We do know he works at around this time – nine p.m. to eleven – and generally these are his stations. Whoever finds him is to mobile the others. He isn’t somebody to take on one-to-one, because he wouldn’t be just one.’



The tenses got mixed now, but still intelligible.


A: ‘He’d have protection with him. Scray would know Leo was peeved. And he’d also know that when Leo was peeved, Leo was likely to do something to deal with whatever’s peeving hi.: in this case, Justin P. Scray and his cherished, confidential list. Jamie would move the Volvo up towards Mitre Park. He couldn’t stay at the bus stop. It would get him noticed.’

D.H.: ‘It did.’

A: ‘Cars parked in the dark around the Mitre are very usual. It’s one of those intimacy venues – cheaper than a hotel room. Mostly hetero, but not entirely. More charming than a public Gents.’

D.H.: ‘That’s your exit point?’

A: ‘Pre-agreed. Job done, we run to it.’

D.H.: ‘But the job wasn’t done, was it?’

A: ‘You could say that. But we run to the Volvo, anyway. Job done or not done. There’s a switch car at Pallindon Lane, a Ford, also stolen, of course. We have to get there and swap vehicles, leaving the Volvo. The front’s in a mess after the incident, and noticeable.’

D.H.: ‘But, Ivor, we’ve galloped ahead a bit. Go back to quitting the Volvo at the bus stop. The three of you walk up Monthermer and then split. Your personal duty to trawl the arcades.’

A: ‘Well, you know the scene I expect. There’s the Alfonso wine bar in Victoria. A deli and restaurant – Au-Dessus. And a coffee shop in the New. Half of Morton’s is shut off after six p.m., but a One-Stop on the corner at the arcade entrance is open till eleven. Scray would meet people in any one of these berths – his personal-list people, mainly. Or that’s what Empathy reckons, and he gets good intelligence. Scray liked, likes, Au-Dessus best of the lot, apparently. He can snack with a client, clients, in the restaurant. It makes things sort of civilized, but the French name gives a touch of raciness, too. That’s an interesting combination for Justin Scray’s quality snorters – it’s chiefly snorters, but some H.
    ‘Most of these places have big windows on to the arcade. Customers can look out on who’s passing, on who’s approaching. So, searching for someone is dodgy. The target might get a reception ready. I watched for one of Justin’s toughs doing sentry outside the deli and the other locations. I’d be recognized, of course. All of them – Scray, plus his heavies – were still, in theory, part of our firm. But he’d been building his own little outfit – as I said, an outfit within the outfit. And Justin and his people could make a fair guess about why I was there. I reckoned the arcades assignment was the toughest of the three. I took that as a compliment from Empathy. He thought I could manage it.’

D.H.: ‘You’re a marksman.’

A: ‘So are some other guys, though. But I saw no guards patrolling any of the nooks. I went into the deli and restaurant and did a quick eye-scan. He wasn’t there, nor in the Alfonso. So, I was on my way to the One-Stop when my mobile rang and Empathy said he’d found Scray in Guild Square. Well, no, he didn’t say that, but it’s what he meant. He said only, “Where I am.” Best not to blurt too much on a mobile phone. You don’t know who might be listening. Remember the Prince of Wales and Camilla. Think of all that newspaper hacking into celebs’ voicemails.
    ‘Abidan hadn’t moved against Scray yet. He wanted me and Tom – Tom Parry, as we thought of him then – to get over there, so we’d have enough firepower to take on Justin and his chums. I say as we thought of him, but I’m still not completely sure who knew by then he was not Tom Parry, not a member of the firm, but a planted cop. Obviously, Leo knew. That’s why things had been organized like this. Who else? Anyway, Abidan’s “where I am” was the coded order to join up with him. It sounded urgent, it sounded hairy, but it was in line with the original scheme. Empathy had foreseen this kind of climax. I felt almost relieved. I wouldn’t have to work my way through the arcades.
    ‘We’d all pre-decided the quickest routes from our search areas to anywhere Justin Scray might be found. I ran out of the town end of the Victoria, across Lavender Street, into Charlton Road, about fifty metres along, then left into the Square. I’d been a bit worried that when I reached there I wouldn’t be able to spot Empathy at once. I thought he’d be in a sort of . . . well, in a sort of hunting, stalking position – watchful, but trying not to be watched. It didn’t turn out like that, though, not at all. He’d got himself into full view, what seemed deliberately into full view, standing in front of the Bonjour caff big window and made very obvious by its lights behind him.
    ‘When I arrived, he said we had to get out of there and back to the Volvo immediately. Scray had been in the Square with some of his people, trading, but had seen Empathy, although he’d tried to stay hidden at the end of a service lane. It was as though they’d been expecting an attack because of Scray’s abuse of the firm. Abidan feared they would return with more of Scray’s outfit – too many for us to take on, too many for us to protect ourselves against. Well, all this seemed to me panicky and woolly, but he was determined. There’d been another fiasco a bit like this, involving a lad called Norman Rice.
    ‘So, now I asked, “What about Tom?” He hadn’t turned up in the Square yet. Of course, I know now he would never show up, but in the Square then, as Empathy spoke, I thought Tom must have had a longer distance to come in response to Abidan’s call. He said it would be madness to wait. He would get on the mobile to cancel his order, tell Tom not to come to the Square, but to return to Mitre Park and Jamie direct, for a quick exit. Empathy seemed to make that call, but I realize now he might have been speaking to voicemail. All this still seemed unhinged to me, but Empathy was the boss, so when he started moving towards the park, I followed.’

D.H.: ‘The two of you ran to the Volvo rendezvous?’

A: ‘Yes.’

D.H.: ‘Jamie was there waiting?’

A: ‘Yes.

D.H.: ‘But he wasn’t at the wheel for the accident or the rest of the getaway?’

A: ‘He wouldn’t leave because only two of us had arrived. Tom was missing. Jamie’s a sort of professional Wheels. One of their trade rules is you don’t pull away until everyone has returned. In fact, it’s a major rule, basic, core. Empathy screamed at him to get clear, but he wouldn’t. Empathy was shouting, “He’s not coming. He’s not coming. Never.” He sounded so certain, as if he knew something about Tom. So, eventually, Jamie does the gentlemanly bit. That’s how he could be. Someone who’d wear a cardigan like that – well, it’s the kind of antique, noble behaviour natural for him, and he takes his daughter to Sunday School. That sort. He got out of the car, showed Empathy how to start it without keys, and announced he’d go back on foot and look for Tom between the mall and Guild Square. He said Abidan could take the Volvo if that seemed so important to him. This was calling him yellow without actually saying it. Like I mentioned, Jamie could be a gent. He has politeness built in. He said if he found Tom he’d mobile for a taxi and meet up with us at the firm.
    ‘Empathy started the Volvo. I had only a second to make up my mind which one I’d go with. I think I made a half-guess that when Empathy said Tom would never come, he spoke from info only he possessed – only he of the four of us, that is. Not including Leo, naturally. I had an idea Jamie’s decision was a mistake – as useless and gallant as that step out into the storm by Captain Oates. I wonder if Oates had a cardie on under his other gear. I jumped into the passenger seat. We left.’

D.H.: ‘Abidan seemed to know Tom was not going to appear, did he?’

A: ‘I didn’t see how he could. Not logically. But I felt it, sort of sensed it somehow. You know how it can be.’

D.H.: ‘Anyway, Abidan is not a Wheels, and so the disaster?’

A: ‘No, he’s not a Wheels, and we were doing big speed.’

D.H.: ‘Leaving Jamie behind.’

A: ‘He chose that.’

D.H.: ‘Abidan didn’t stop, but drove on to the change car you had parked ready at Pallindon Lane?’

A: ‘He was driving like a loony. Up on to the pavement, knocks into those three girls from behind on their way to some clubbing, then we’re down on to the street again. It seemed to me the kind of . . . sort of, yes, contempt – not spoken, but real all the same from Jamie – this contempt had upset Empathy’s balance. I was yelling at him to slow down. I wouldn’t let him do the next leg, when we got to the replacement car.’

D.H.: ‘You drove the Ford?’

A: ‘I had to take over.’

D.H.: ‘Which makes you an accessory to double manslaughter – woman slaughter – and failing to stop after an accident. Plus stolen vehicles and maybe a few other charges. Even a tie-in to the death of Tom Parry.’

A: ‘Which is why I’m coughing the lot for you, isn’t it? It wasn’t me driving at the hit. And I don’t want to be fixed up with the Parry death. I’m not involved, you know I’m not involved, but that might not stop you trying to magic a link. I want a note to let the judge know I’ve been helpful and can be rewarded by a cut sentence and some protection.’

D.H.: ‘I’ll see what can be done.’



And Harpur knew D.H. did manage something for Wolsey.




End of sample
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