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AUTHOR’S NOTE

This is not just the story of Eva Perouk. This is also the story of
my journey. My expedition to find the truth about Eva Perouk. A
sensational trip to the heart of seventies counter culture and beyond.
You’ve no doubt read about it in the tabloids. Now, for the first time,
you can read the full story here.
I have compiled this book from my journals, note books, and
recorded interviews. I have also relied on a number of articles I
wrote, over the course of several months, for a national newspaper,
which is sadly no longer in existence. Although I am not now
employed by the company which owned the paper, I am nevertheless
grateful for their permission to use this material.
It should be noted, in view of the findings of the Leveson Inquiry,
that very little of what is contained here was obtained through illegal
access to computer files, emails, or voicemail. I have only included
such information where no other source was available, and where I
deemed it to be in the public interest. My investigations were carried
out before the findings of the Leveson Inquiry became public. Such
sources could not of course be used now.

3

1

The first I knew about any of it was on May 16th last year. I came
into the newsroom at six in the morning, to find Reggie in the
editor’s office. This was unusual to say the least. He was hardly ever
in the country, rarely came to the newsroom, and was never in
attendance at that time in the morning.
Sir Reginald Carver, to give him his full title, was the proprietor
and chief executive of the whole newsgroup. He wasn’t a big man,
but he had real authority. Power excited him. Despite this, he hadn’t
lost the common touch.
He’d appointed Gretchen as editor after she pulled off a major
scoop for a celebrity magazine. Despite her lack of experience he
didn’t interfere, and to be fair he didn’t need to. She was small,
tough, and unscrupulous.
If Reggie was talking to her, face to face, at six in the morning, I
knew it must be serious.
I had just about reached my desk when the phone rang. It was
Gretchen asking me to join them. I grabbed a notebook and went in.
Reggie said, “Eva Perouk is dead.”
My first thought was, “Who the fuck is Eva Perouk?” However it
seemed better not to say anything. So I nodded, and started making
notes.
“A.P. and Reuters are saying she was found in a hotel room in
Mexico City. Gunshot wounds to the head.”
I faked a shocked expression.
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“I want you to go and check it out. Find out who did it, why they
did it, and if possible get the bastards locked up.”
My second thought was, “Why me?” But again I didn’t say
anything. You might discuss the allocation of jobs with the editor,
but when the proprietor gives you an assignment you don’t argue.
All I said was, “I’m on it.”
Back at my desk I started looking it up on Google. It didn’t
exactly seem to be big news. The BBC weren’t covering it, and nor
was anyone else. If you googled Eva Perouk you got a bit about her
music, but nothing about her death.
I waited for Reggie to leave. On his way out he came across to
my desk. The few other reporters in the newsroom looked across
enviously. He leaned down, and spoke quietly.
“You’re probably wondering why I’ve picked you for this job.
Well to my knowledge, you don’t take no for an answer, you don’t
worry about fucking up, and for ninety per cent of the time your
general attitude is one of being pissed off.”
This was pretty much spot on, and I was surprised that he
remembered so much about me.
“Well I’m pissed off about Eva’s death. In the old days I’d have
gone out there and shaken those fucking Mexicans up myself, but
I’m too old for that now, so I want you to do it for me.”
He put his hand on my shoulder, patted it once, and left without
waiting for a reply.
As soon as he was out of the door I made a bee line for
Gretchen’s office. She was pouring herself a coffee as I went in. She
looked up with that evil smile on her face that I’d come to know and
love.
“What the fuck was all that about?”
“You haven’t heard of Miss Perouk then.”
“No. So I’ll ask you the question I’ve been asking my laptop for
the past ten minutes. Who the fuck is Eva Perouk?”
“Musician, writer, seventies and eighties counter culture icon.”
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“And why is Reggie so interested?”
“Reggie is her number one fan.”
“You’re kidding.”
“No. Got all the albums, been to all the concerts, met her in Bali
in eighty-one. Rumoured to have been involved with her in some
way, but you didn’t hear that from me.”
“Why not?”
“He’s sensitive about it. Family reasons I guess.”
That made sense. He would have been married at the time.
“And how am I supposed to find out about any of this?”
“First off go and get the file from Cuttings.”
“We have a file in Cuttings?”
“You’ll be lucky if you can carry it back to your desk.”
“And we have a file in Cuttings because...?”
“Reggie.”
“Of course.”
“Our newspapers have covered her career with an avid interest,
which was not shared by our readers. And despite what they say
about the power of the press, she remained pretty much an
underground figure.”
“Jesus.”
“Read up, get a bag full of cash from MacGill, and get yourself
on the first flight.”
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MacGill was sitting at the cash desk reading the sports pages. He
was a small fat Scottish man. Mean in every sense of the word. If he
could shaft you he would.
“Give me a bag full of cash MacGill, and be quick about it.”
“Fuck off Jacko. You know what Gretchen said about giving you
cash.”
“Well, times change.”
He looked at me suspiciously.
“If you don’t believe me, give her a call.”
He picked up the phone, and dialled the number. There was a
pause while she no doubt decided whether to pick up or let her
secretary take it. I could of course only hear one side of the
conversation.
“Jacko’s here... Really... Mexico... You realise we’re fucked then
in terms of accounting... OK, OK, what Reggie wants Reggie gets.”
I gave him my best winning smile. Winning, you understand, in
the sense that I’d won.
“Best of luck sorting out my receipts MacGill, and working out
the exchange rate. What is the currency down there by the way? And
do you have any of it?”
“Pounds, Dollars and Euros only from me pal. You’ll have to
change it when you get there. What do you want?”
“Give me a bundle of pounds, and the rest in dollars.”
“How much?”
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“A bag full.”
“You can’t have an actual bag full.”
I pushed a small flight bag across the desk.
“Fill it up. And if you don’t believe me, ask Gretchen.”
Grumbling, he filled it about three quarters full with bundles of
dollars, and then handed me a bundle of used twenties with an elastic
band round it.
“Enough?”
“I’m going to Mexico MacGill, and I might have to spend God
knows how much for information. I don’t want to have to fly back
for more, or have to tell Reggie that the reason he has to send me
cash by Western Union is that you fucked up. Anything by Western
Union is traceable by the way. Now get as much as you can in there
without the sides bulging.”
He filled it up the rest of the way, and then handed me a form to
sign. I didn’t bother to check that what he’d given me was what I
was signing for. I guessed he was skimming a little off the top, and
since there weren’t going to be any adequate records on this job I
didn’t see the point in denying him his share.
As I was leaving I just thought it was worth a punt.
“Know anything about Eva Perouk?”
“Wasn’t she that bird Reggie knocked up? Musician or
something.”
You see anyone who had worked the cash desk as long as
MacGill would know something about any problem that had to be
solved with folding money.
“How come everyone else seems to know about Eva Perouk, and
I know fuck all?”
“Everyone knows more than you do about everything Jacko. How
you became a reporter is a fucking mystery to the whole of the
British press.”
“So tell me what you know.”
“I thought you said you were buying information.”
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I nodded towards the inventory I’d just signed.
“I think I just have.”
Grudgingly he accepted the inevitable. He didn’t want me to start
counting cash.
“Just a bit of embarrassment as far as I know. Needed to get her
sorted out, and keep the story out of the rival tabloids.”
“When was this?”
“Early eighties maybe.”
“You’ve been here that long?”
“Man and boy.”
He shook his head as if to acknowledge that it was a life wasted.
“You know she’s dead?”
“No.”
“Yesterday. A hotel room in Mexico. Shot in the head apparently.”
He looked genuinely shocked. It was more of a reaction than I
expected.
“I’m on a plane today to find out what happened. Anything else I
should know before I go?”
“I don’t know much about it. All I can say is that he was very
fond of her.”
“And you know this how?”
“Reggie and I used to be quite close.”
I must have looked incredulous.
“Long time ago now. I used to handle the finances when he was
starting up. Quickly got too big for me though, but he kept me on,
always made sure I was looked after.”
“Did he ever say anything about her?”
“Even when we were still talking he didn’t say much. Nothing
relevant anyway. He finds it hard to talk about personal stuff.”
“And you don’t talk anymore?”
“He moved on, and I didn’t. Sometimes he’ll stop by, but it’s not
like the old days.”
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I didn’t have time to reminisce. The next stop was the in house
executive travel department. Normally I wasn’t allowed to use them,
but apparently all the resources of the whole news group were open
to me on this one.
“Ryan Air! For fuck’s sake.”
“You asked for the first flight.”
“I know, but fucking Ryan Air.”
“Next British Airways isn’t until Friday.”
“I didn’t even know Ryan Air flew to Mexico City.”
“One flight a week. It’s a new slot they’re trying.”
“First Class?”
“No such thing.”
“Jesus.”
“You’ll be fine. Just make sure you have enough pound coins for
the toilet.”
“Very funny.”
“Standing or seated?”
“Ho ho ho.”
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The Cria Cuervos hotel in Mexico City was a dump. My decision
to stay there looked daft. But as with all journalistic endeavour, you
have to start at the beginning. And for me the beginning of this story
was the death of Eva Perouk. She had a history, that was for sure.
The pages and pages of information gathered by the paper, at the
behest of Reggie, was evidence of that. But my starting point was
the dingy hotel in which she died. I had to work back from there.
I looked around at the bare wooden floors, which hadn’t been
cleaned since the place was built, and the peeling wall paper. There
was no question about it, I wasn’t staying there any longer than I had
to.
The desk clerk wasn’t helpful.
“You speak English?”
“Some.”
“I want a room for the night.”
“Who you with?”
“I’m not with anyone.”
“Then why you want a room?”
“To sleep.”
“To sleep with yourself?”
He had a lascivious grin, and it was clear what he was implying.
The thing was I didn’t understand why. My first thought was to deck
him. I’m six-two, fifteen stone, and pretty fit. No one calls me a
wanker and lives. But as ever curiosity got the better of me.
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“I’m knackered mate. I just want to sleep. What’s the problem?”
“No problem senor. It’s just we don’t provide the girls. Know
what I mean?”
“I don’t want girls. I’ve just come off a transatlantic flight, and all
I want is sleep.”
“You could find a better hotel for that senor.”
“I don’t care. How much is a room for the night?”
“What time you leave?”
“Ten tomorrow.”
He did a quick calculation.
“One hundred and forty dollars.”
“For fuck’s sake! I could sleep at the Hilton for that.”
He shrugged.
“Fourteen hours, ten dollars an hour.”
The penny began to drop. But I thought what the fuck. It’s
Reggie’s money, no one’s keeping count. Stick to the basics, start
here, work back. Also running through my mind was the thought that
I shouldn’t alienate the desk clerk, because I’d be coming back to
him later.
The room was pretty basic. Bed, chair, bedside cabinet, sink in
the corner, and a mat on the floor. No wardrobe, no chest of drawers.
I guessed their normal clients didn’t need any more than that.
Before I left Gretchen had thoughtfully shoved some sort of triband Blackberry into my hand. It was a bit different to the Samsung
I was used to, but apparently it would work anywhere in the world
where there was any kind of signal. Not exactly a satellite phone, but
the next best thing.
Unfortunately it wasn’t new, and she’d lost the instructions. It
took me ten minutes to work out how to make a call.
“Gretchen?”
“Jacko?”
“Yeah.”
“Where are you?”
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“I’m in the shit hole where Eva was killed.”
“And?”
“And nothing. I only just walked in through the door. But it
doesn’t look Kosher.”
“Why?”
“It’s a knocking shop, not a hotel.”
“What would she be doing in a knocking shop?”
“Good question.”
“Can you send in a preliminary. Describe the place, the
circumstances, what the police are doing. Three hundred words, just
so Reggie knows we’re onto something.”
“How the fuck am I meant to file that?”
“On the Blackberry.”
“What am I supposed to do? Learn to type with my thumbs?”
“Don’t be such a fucking Luddite.”
“And I need someone working it from your end.”
“Why?”
“There’s going to be no hotel register, no car left in the car park,
no tour itinerary. I need information to follow up on.”
“What do you want specifically?”
“Address, landline, mobile, email, agent, tour organiser, promoter,
any friends in Mexico, anyone in the music business she might have
been visiting down here.”
“I could put Sal on it.”
“Not that areshole. At least give me someone with half a fucking
brain.”
“Big Dick?”
“Yeah, give me Dick.”
Now there was a specialist in the dark arts. Not much of a
reporter, and couldn’t write up the Kennedy assassination, even if he
was first on the scene. But he could certainly uncover a shit load of
nasty details about anyone. All the stuff you wouldn’t want your
mother to know.
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“And if he can get an email address and a mobile number, ask
him to hack the computer and the voicemail.”
“You know we don’t do that kind of thing Jacko.”
“Well mention it to him anyway, just on the off chance.”
“I’ll text you his direct line and his email, and you can ask him
yourself.”
She chuckled. Even then I knew that when the shit eventually hit
the fan, plausible deniability wasn’t going to play well.
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Half an hour later I was back in the lobby with the desk clerk. A
weaselly little guy with small eyes, and a dark complexion made
darker by two days growth of stubble. In other words, what you
might expect. He looked surprised to see me again.
“I thought you were sleeping.”
“Later maybe.”
“You want some entertainment I can get you a cab.”
“No, I just wanted to ask you a couple of questions.”
“You can ask.”
“Is this the place where a girl was killed a few days ago?”
“Why you want to know? You a cop?”
“Reporter.”
“From where?”
“England.”
“They send you all the way out here because a whore gets
killed?”
“Seems that way.”
“I don’t believe you.”
“She was some kind of musician.”
“She was a whore.”
“Well a whore who was also a writer and musician.”
“Get out of here.”
“They aren’t mutually exclusive.”
“What the fuck does that mean?”

15

“She could be both.”
“She was just a whore.”
“What name did she use?”
“Eva.”
“You knew her?”
“No.”
“She have a pimp?”
“What century you living in?”
“A boyfriend?”
“Not that I know.”
“Family?”
“Must have, but she never bring them here.”
“Ever talk about them?”
“No.”
Straight up brick wall. Only one way round it.
“Look, we want information, and we pay well.”
“I had it I would sell it, but I don’t.”
I put a hundred dollar bill on the counter.
“I bet you’ve got enough information for me to give you this.”
“What you want to know?”
“Got a register?”
“Sure, for if the police come round.”
“Can I see it?”
He got it out from under the counter, opened it, flicked back a
couple of pages, turned it round to face me, and pointed to an entry.
There it was. Eva Perouk. Address, passport number, and even a
phone number. And all this from a guy who said he had no
information.
“Mind if I photograph this?”
“Go ahead, but what’s the point?”
“Looks like you’ve got all the personal details.”
“It ain’t worth shit. They make all that stuff up so the police can’t
trace them.”
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He might have been right if Eva was a whore. But if Eva wasn’t a
whore, then it was just possible I might have something to go on. I
took out the Blackberry, and struggled with it for a few minutes,
until I managed to get the flash to work. Finally I got a good picture.
“She come in regularly?”
“Not on my shift. I think I seen her before, but it’s hard to be
certain. These whores make themselves up so they look like some
kind of fake beauty queen or film star. We got twenty rooms, I see
maybe a hundred a day. All I know, if she was in before, she don’t
talk to me.”
“Anyone else work the desk?”
“My father.”
“He seen her?”
“We talk about it some after the police leave. He say he never
seen her before. But she was a mess when they brought her
downstairs. I don’t know how he could tell.”
I flicked back in the register, scanning down the left hand column,
looking for the name Eva. After twenty pages I gave up.
“Can’t see the name here.”
“They change their name every other day. So if the police come it
make no sense. Untraceable.”
Again I thought he might be right about his normal clientele, but
if Eva made a one time visit, his reasoning might not be correct.
“What did she look like?”
“I told you already.”
“I forgot. Tell me again.”
“It’s like some kind of uniform they wear. Low cut blouse, short
skirt, high heels, too much make up.”
“And this is how she was dressed?”
“Sure.”
“How old was she?”
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“Not young. Maybe forties, could have been older. But they work
that job for a few years they look older than they are, so who
knows?”
For some reason I didn’t have a date of birth for Eva. Gretchen
said she was seeing Reggie in eighty-one. If she was a young
successful musician in her early twenties then, she would have been
in her early fifties when she died.
“How about the police investigation. You know what they came
up with?”
“They don’t tell us nothing. All they do is make trouble. Threaten
to shut us down.”
“You have any idea who was in the room with her?”
“I tell you what I told them. I didn’t see anyone go up with her.”
“That seem strange to you?”
“Yeah. But I thought maybe she was waiting for someone.”
“But no one turned up?”
“Not that I saw.”
“Suicide?”
“Two gunshots to the back of the head? Who fired the second
one?”
“You actually heard two shots?”
He nodded.
“What happened then?”
“My father he go to the room, say there’s blood everywhere, and
we should call the police.”
“No one came downstairs?”
“No.”
“What happened to the shooter?”
“No idea.”
“Any other way out?”
“The fire-exit.”
“You see inside the room?”
“Not till I clean up afterwards.”
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“The police find a gun?”
“If they did they never told us.”
“Mind if I take a look?”
He turned and took a key off the rack behind the desk. We went
up a couple of floors, and down the corridor.
“No one want this room now.”
He unlocked the door. We went in. It was identical to my room.
The only difference was a light brown stain on the wall to one side
of the bed. He had unsuccessfully tried to wash the blood off.
Even though I was no expert in blood spatter patterns, I had
watched CSI, and I would say the blood hadn’t travelled far at all. It
was confined to a very small area horizontally. Had she been some
distance from the wall the blood would have spread much further. I
would have said she must have been standing with her nose almost
touching the wall.
Why would anyone stand facing a wall? Maybe she was told to
do that by the shooter of course. Most people do what they’re told
when confronted by someone with a gun in their hand. Nevertheless
it still seemed strange to me.
I walked up to the wall and had a close look. There was damage
to the plaster. Someone had excavated a small portion maybe four
inches in diameter. Probably the police extracting the slugs.
“You going to fill this and paper the wall?”
“What else can we do?”
“The police signed off on that?”
“Sure.”
“They do much in the way of forensics on this?”
“What, like on TV?”
He laughed.
“Who’s on the case?”
“The Federales.”
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The facts are these. Mexico City has a population of 21.2 million,
policed by 90,000 law enforcement officers. The average policeman
earns 4,455 pesos a month, about the same as a builder’s labourer,
which in real money is 350 dollars. Corruption therefore is rife. If
you want information you can probably get it.
I moved from the Cria Cuervos hotel, to the downtown La Casa
De La Luna, just as fast as I could. Chalk and cheese. The Luna was
as good as the Cria Cuervos was bad. I had air conditioning, en-suite
facilities, a king size bed, and a great view over the city. They even
took Reggie’s company card, so I didn’t have to dig into the bag for
more funds.
A ten minute cab ride took me from the third world to the modern
world. The following day after ten hours sleep, a shower, and a
change of clothes, another cab took me back the other way.
The Mexican police force has so many divisions and subdivisions it would make your head spin trying to understand who
does what. After a couple of hours I found a secretary on some local
rag who spoke English, and was willing to make the calls, in
Spanish, to find out who was actually on the case. So Reggie kissed
goodbye to another hundred dollars. I hope he thought it was worth
it.
Eventually I ended up in a district station, sitting on a bench,
watching the plaster cracking on the walls, waiting for some Capitan
to materialise. Since he was looking for the only gringo in the place I
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imagined he would be able to pick me out without too much
difficulty.
He came through a door behind the counter, looked around, then
signalled to me to go through. His office was not much more
salubrious than the public area, but the desk was elegant, and the
easy chairs were old but comfortable, a description which could
equally apply to him. He was tall, heavily built, with a crumpled
face, and a pleasing, relaxed manner.
“You speak English?”
“Not well Senor, but good enough.”
I held out my hand.
“Mike Jackson, pleased to meet you.”
“Diego Prieto. Please, sit down Mr Jackson.”
We exchanged the usual pleasantries. Like the desk clerk he
expressed surprise that a British newspaper had despatched a
reporter to cover the murder of a Mexican whore.
“What can you tell me?”
“What would you like to know Mr Jackson?”
“Any idea who the shooter is?”
“Not yet.”
“Any idea what Eva Perouk was doing in that hotel room?”
“I can guess.”
“But there’s no client, am I right?”
“I would guess the client was the shooter.”
“Who came up through the fire escape and left the same way?”
“Maybe.”
“Why?”
“The client perhaps is a respectable man, who does not want to
register at the hotel. He persuades Miss Perouk to hire a room, and
then let him in through the fire escape.”
“But why does he shoot her?”
“I don’t know. Blackmail. Drugs. A deal that turns out badly.”
“Well I don’t buy it.”
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“You have an alternative explanation?”
“No, but I don’t think Eva Perouk was a whore.”
“So why was she in that hotel Mr Jackson?”
“I don’t know, but she was a musician and writer, who had quite a
following in the seventies and eighties. Nothing I’ve read about her
suggests she fell that far.”
He looked interested. Like this was new information.
“The problem for me, Mr Jackson, is that no one else uses hotels
of that type. In Mexico prostitution is legal. However brothels are
not legal, pimping is not legal, soliciting in bars and nightclubs is not
legal.”
“So how do they make a living?”
“Girls solicit on the street. When they get a client they go to a
nearby hotel. One which rents rooms by the hour. The Cria Cuervos
is such a hotel. There would be no other reason to be there.”
Stalemate. The brick wall. So I moved onto the peripheral things.
“Do you have any forensics?”
“You know if you wanted to question me about the evidence you
should at least have brought me coffee and doughnuts.”
He smiled.
“I might have something better than that.”
This was the point where I had to hope I hadn’t just turned up the
only incorruptible police officer in Mexico. Otherwise I was about to
end up in the can.
“And what do you think the evidence from my files is worth Mr
Jackson?”
“I don’t know. What do you think it’s worth?”
“British newspapers pay well for good stories do they not?”
“Depends on the story.”
“Well, you are right to express doubts about the apparent
simplicity of the case Mr Jackson. Although I have to warn you at
this stage I have little evidence to give you. The coroner’s report
however does make very interesting reading.”
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“Maybe I could get that from the coroner.”
“Why put yourself to the trouble? I have an unwanted photocopy
in my desk drawer. And besides, if we were to establish a
relationship now, perhaps I could be of further use to you should we
uncover more evidence, or indeed accidentally solve the case.”
For someone who professed to have such a poor grasp of English,
he certainly knew a lot about how English newspapers liked to
operate.
“I’d certainly like to see the coroner’s report, but I’d also like to
know about forensics and ballistics.”
He nodded.
“I don’t see any particular problem with that, but we would have
to agree on a sort of embargo.”
“An embargo?”
“Perhaps I used the wrong term. But you and I have different
agendas do we not? I can give you information, but I must also
decide when it can be made public, and that may not be for some
days or weeks after I give it to you. If you were to break the story
early, then I could not give you further information.”
“OK, not a problem. I’ve done similar deals with the Met.”
“The Met?”
“The Metropolitan Police in London.”
We sat in silence for a moment.
“Mr Jackson, when you read the coroner’s report, I’m sure you
will want to conduct some investigations yourself, perhaps outside
this country, so we might be able to help each other, do you not
think?”
“So you would like money and information?”
He smiled.
“How much?”
“I’m sure you know how poorly police officers are paid in
Mexico, so if I were to work on your behalf for say the next month,
and share with you my findings...”
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“A month’s salary then?”
“Why don’t we make it a round number, say five hundred US
dollars?”
It wasn’t my money, and frankly it was cheap, so I didn’t think it
was worth negotiating. My guiding principle was that Reggie could
afford it. Not to mention the fact that I didn’t want to be there in the
first place. So saving him money wasn’t my first priority.
I took out my wallet and put five crisp new hundred dollar bills
on the desk. He opened the drawer and handed me a thick file. There
was clearly enough in it to keep me up most of the night.
“You’d better give me a precis.”
“A precis?”
“Can you summarise it for me?”
“Miss Perouk was not killed by the gunshot wounds to the head.”
“What killed her then?”
“A pulmonary embolism.”
“Which just happened to coincide with her being shot?”
“No.”
“No?”
“The pulmonary embolism killed her about forty-eight hours
before she was shot.”
“But she walked into the hotel...”
“A puzzle is it not?”
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Back in my hotel room I had another shower. For some reason in
this country I continually felt the need to wash. Next stop was some
Big Dick.
As I dialled the number I couldn’t help wondering what it cost to
make an international call from a Blackberry in Mexico City. But
who was counting?
“Dick, it’s Jacko.”
“Hi mate.”
“What have you got for me?”
“What I’ve got for you is a message from the speaking clock.”
“What?”
“It’s three o’clock in the fucking morning!”
I’d completely forgotten about the time difference.
“Sorry mate. Slipped my mind.”
“Don’t worry, I was up anyway.”
“So what’s the news?”
“I’m working on it. Gretchen only gave it to me today, well
yesterday in fact if you want to be technical about it, but to me the
day hasn’t ended until I’ve been to bed.”
“Fair enough, but what have you got?”
“Dug up an address. Seems she’s been out there a while.”
He gave it to me. Ninos de Heroes, in a place called Yautepec de
Zaragoza. The same as the address in the hotel register.
“Where the fuck is this? This isn’t Mexico City.”
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“Looks like you’re going to have a little adventure.”
“No shit, is this anywhere near where I am?”
“Forty miles south by the look of it. Might still be in the Federal
District, but who knows. You’d better hire a car.”
“Got a phone number for me?”
“Landline if you want it, but no mobile yet.”
I wrote it down.
“Email?”
“Not much point in having an email for a dead woman.”
“Unless you can hack it.”
“I’ll see what I can do.”
“Any other details, friends out here, contacts, music publisher,
promoter, that kind of shit?”
“Give me a couple of days at least.”
“OK.”
“And next time phone me before five your time. That way I might
get some fucking sleep.”
There was a pause. I was talking to civilisation, and I didn’t want
to hang up.
“By the way Jacko, I looked this place up on Google Maps, and
then checked it out on street view. It’s a dump, so be careful. When
you get there go down Virginia Fabregas, then take a right onto De
Emilio Zapata, go half a mile down to the end, two right turns and
you’re there.”
I quickly made a note of the instructions.
“Thanks.”
“Found out anything at your end?”
“Talked to the desk clerk and the Federales, but it’s only two days
old. No one knows anything yet.”
This wasn’t entirely true. But I had some sensational facts that
didn’t add up, so I was holding back until I could make sense of
them. And since Capitan Prieto had an embargo on the information, I
didn’t want Gretchen to run a story just to satisfy Reggie, and fuck
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up my relationship with El Capitan, assuming he had any idea what
was published in the British press. The trouble is nowadays,
something gets on our web site and the whole world knows.
As soon as I hung up I tried the landline number for Eva. Not that
I expected to speak to her of course, but there was always the
possibility she didn’t live alone. The phone rang and rang. No
answer, and no answering service. Looked like I was going to have
to go down there.

27

7

The following day I hired a car at the airport, and bought a couple
of maps. The drive was spectacular. Mountain scenery, and good
roads. You would have thought you were somewhere in Europe if it
wasn’t for the heat and the sad state of the villages you glimpsed
from the dual carriageway. Once you were off the main road
however the scrubland gave way to shacks, and roadside cantinas
constructed from wood and tin.
Yautepec de Zaragoza had one main street maybe a couple of
miles long. End to end shop fronts slotted into brick and breeze
block buildings. All plastic and bright colours. There was nothing
you couldn’t buy, assuming you could afford it. Overhead there were
wires everywhere. Electricity and communications provided to all in
a tangle of cables and wooden poles.
Half a mile west the little concrete block streets were all arse
about face in comparison to England. There were no front gardens.
What faced you on all sides were ten foot high walls. Some of the
walls had been tagged by graffiti artists, although artists was
overstating it. The gates in the walls were all locked. It seemed
everyone took security more seriously than any kind of open view.
You couldn’t even see most of the houses from the street.
When I got onto Ninos Heroes it wasn’t hard to spot Eva’s house.
It had a police cruiser outside, tape across the entrance, and a couple
of policemen talking by the gate. I pulled up behind the cruiser, got
out, and flashed my press card. One of the cops put his arm out to
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stop me going in. It wasn’t a problem that couldn’t be fixed by a few
dollars changing hands, but as I looked in through the gate a familiar
figure turned to see what was going on.
“Ah, Mr Jackson. You are good at your job I see.”
“Capitan Prieto, what a pleasant surprise.”
“Come, come.”
The cop moved his arm, and I walked down the path.
“And how did you find this place Mr Jackson?”
“The hotel register.”
I didn’t tell him about my other source.
“Very good. And did you expect the address in the register to be
real or false?”
“If Eva was a whore, and knew the register was a sham, then I
expected it to be false, but if she wasn’t I thought it could be real.”
“Maybe. Perhaps you should have a look round, and see what you
deduce.”
I guessed he had been there some time, and was humouring me.
We walked up towards a single storey dwelling with a flat roof, the
exterior of which was partially overgrown. The concrete walls had
been painted light blue, but there were signs of serious wear. The
wooden door was open, and we walked straight through. Inside it
was dingy.
Something was missing.
“What do you notice Mr Jackson?”
“It looks like a holiday home, or a house that’s waiting to be let.”
“Excellent. We’ll make a detective out of you yet. But why do
you say this?”
I looked around. There was a book case with no books. A table on
which stood an empty vase. There were no bags or coats, no food or
plates had been left out. No papers lay on the mat, no
correspondence on the sideboard.
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We wandered through to the bedroom. The double mattress was
bare. No sheets or duvet or pillows. I went across to a chest of
drawers.
“May I?”
“Be my guest.”
I opened each drawer in turn. No clothes. They were all empty,
except for lining paper in the bottom. The wardrobe was the same.
“So Mr Jackson, I ask you again, do you think this is Miss
Perouk’s real address or not?”
“Maybe not.”
“Why?”
“If this was the house of someone who died three days ago, you
would expect to find all their personal effects. If she did live here I
would say it wasn’t recently.”
“And yet there was this, lying on the doormat, when we came in.”
He took an envelope from his pocket and handed it to me. It was
addressed to Eva Perouk, and it had already been opened. I removed
the single sheet of paper inside, and unfolded it. What I found was a
receipt for £3,472 from Dr Vichit Mukdasanit, as the final instalment
of a bill for £13,888. There was no indication of what she was being
charged for.
“Now what do you think?”
I was confused. If it wasn’t Eva’s address why would the letter
have been delivered there? If it was Eva’s address why did she move
out a few days before her death? I shook my head.
Capitan Prieto looked at me quizzically.
“You don’t think the Doctor’s bill could be associated with her
illness?”
“What illness?”
“Have you read the coroner’s report in full Mr Jackson?”
I had to admit I hadn’t. The previous night I’d crashed out
through jet lag, and in the morning I’d gone straight to the airport to
hire the car.
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“Come come Mr Jackson, how can you assess what you see if you
don’t acquaint yourself with the facts?”
“I thought you’d told me what I needed to know.”
“Mostly I had. But what the coroner explains is that Miss Perouk
was in the advanced stages of bowel cancer.”
“And you think this bill is for her treatment?”
“Maybe.”
“But I thought you said she died from a pulmonary embolism?”
“I did. The cancer produces chemical changes in the body, in
particular the production of chemicals which are pro-coagulants.
These cause blood clots to form. When one of these lodges in the
lung it is called a pulmonary embolism. If the blockage is partial you
have difficulty in breathing, if it is a complete blockage you die
within minutes.”
“And she died two days before she was shot?”
“According to the coroner.”
“Which would make it impossible for her to register at the hotel,
and walk up the stairs to the room presumably.”
“Presumably.”
“So it makes no sense that she died before she was shot, and it
makes no sense that she moved out of this house before she died.”
“Correct. Although if she had a partner it is possible the partner
cleared everything out after her death.”
“Although that would seem to be leaving with unnecessary
haste.”
“Perhaps the haste was not unnecessary.”
“So you know something I don’t.”
“No. I am as much in the dark as you. In fact I was hoping your
international enquiries might shed some light on the case.”
“So this has turned into something of a headache for you.”
“Yes. Bad for me, and good for you.”
“Good for me?”
“It makes for a good story does it not?”
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“I thought it was embargoed.”
“Well let’s un-embargo it Mr Jackson. Why don’t you print it, and
we’ll see what crawls out of the woodwork.”
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Before I filed the story I thought I would have a word with Dr
Vichit Mukdasanit. As Eva’s doctor I wondered if he might have
some insight into the contradictory nature of the coroner’s report. I
knew jack shit about medical matters, and thought someone
qualified, who knew the patient, might have more ideas than I did.
Prieto let me photograph the receipt on the Blackberry, so it was
just a case of finding the address. This you would think wouldn’t be
too difficult, but Mexico City covers an area of 573 square miles,
according to the map I was using, and finding a route to anywhere
would test the patience of a saint. In addition Mexican sat-nav is
straight up fucking useless. The directions were in Spanish, and
although you could probably change that to English, the instructions
for how to do this were also in Spanish. I’m not great with
technology, so I just punched it and gave up.
The road, Manuela Canizares, was about five miles south of the
centre. It wasn’t the same as most of the little streets I’d been in so
far. The road was wider, the houses were bigger, but they still
seemed to me to back onto the road. But there were trees, even an
attempt at a hedge and some topiary. The cars parked outside weren’t
the latest models, but the property looked in good condition.
My guess was that this was a middle class city area, maybe the
equivalent of Stoke Newington or some parts of Islington. No doubt
it was in reality poorer than both. The gap between rich and poor
seemed wider here. There wasn’t much in between the two.
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What I was expecting to find before I started off was a clinic of
some kind, or a doctor’s surgery. Given the size of Eva’s final bill I
thought it might even be a private hospital, but the street was
residential.
I parked up behind some other vehicles, my brand new rent-a-car
sticking out like a sore thumb. It didn’t take long to walk down the
street and find the right place. It was a yellow painted two storey
building, set back behind a low wall, topped with orange painted
railings. Double ironwork gates, painted the same orange colour as
the railings, were boarded at the back, perhaps to stop people
looking in. Small trees or shrubs grew through the railings. The
closer you got the harder it was to see the place. The best view was
from the opposite pavement.
Just above the bar on the gate was a hole in the board. You could
put your hand through and pull the bolt across. It wasn’t locked. The
gate creaked as I opened it. I closed it behind me, went up to the
door, and rang the bell.
After a moment or two a small woman appeared, who was
obviously not Mexican. I would have guessed she was from the far
east by the look of her, but I was no expert.
“What you want?”
“I’m looking for Dr Vichit Mukdasanit.”
“He not here.”
“Will he be back?”
“He never here.”
“But I have a letter from him.”
I lied.
“He gone.”
“Gone where?”
“He gone. He not responsible. You go away.”
“Not responsible for what?”
“You go away.”
She closed the door.
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Reporters don’t really have a code of conduct. Particularly if
we’re outside the UK. I put my finger on the bell, and kept it there.
Reggie was right about me. I don’t take no for an answer.
Harassment is sometimes a necessary part of the job.
After a couple of minutes she must have got fed up with the
sound of the bell. The door opened.
“What you want now?”
I put my foot in the door.
“A patient of Dr Mukdasanit died last week after paying him
nearly fourteen thousand pounds. Now I’m not leaving until I find
out what that was for.”
“How I know that. I’m just housekeeper. Now you go before I
call Federales.”
“OK, then tell me where he is.”
“What difference that make. He not in country.”
“Not in Mexico?”
“No. He go home.”
“Where’s home?”
“We don’t want no more trouble, now you go please.”
“What do you mean ‘we’? Are you two an item?”
“Item? What you mean?”
“If you’re just the housekeeper then I’m Pancho Villa.”
“Who?”
“And what trouble don’t you want any more of?”
She looked puzzled at my lack of knowledge.
“Why don’t you just tell me what’s going on, and then I’ll be out
of your hair.”
She suddenly kicked me in the shins.
“Get leg out of door now, or I call Federales.”
“How about I come back with the Federales. This is a murder
investigation, and I know the Capitan in charge.”
“You know nothing.”
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She kicked me again with her little pointed shoes, and it hurt. I
moved my leg and she slammed the door shut.
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A reporter’s job is not unlike that of a private detective. You have
no authority, but you have to find the evidence to back up your story.
And everybody needs a source of information. Woodward and
Bernstein had Deep Throat, but I had Big Dick.
“Got a little job for you.”
“Fire away.”
“Dr Vichit Mukdasanit. Can you check him out? Doesn’t sound
Mexican, but he works down here.”
“You could look this shit up on your Blackberry. Just google
him.”
“That would require one of two things. Either Gretchen had given
me the instructions, or I had any idea how to work this fucking
thing.”
I could hear him laughing. My technophobia was well known in
the newsroom.
“Yeah, OK.”
“Found out anything at your end?”
“Got the promoter for the last concert tour, but that was five years
ago, and it was nickel and dime stuff, small clubs, that kind of
thing.”
“Give it to me anyway.”
“Gabriel Fernandez. Last address I have for him is in
Guadalajara, but it doesn’t look like he’s been active for a while.”
He gave me the address.
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“Where the fuck is Guadalajara?”
“See I knew you were going to ask that question. Hope you’ve
still got the car, because it’s about 250 miles north west.”
“Jesus Christ. Got a phone number?”
“I tried it already. No reply.”
“Give it to me anyway.”
I wrote it down.
“Anything else you can tell me?”
“There was a web site for the tour. It’s still up there, but according
to the tech info it was last updated four years ago. Every gig is listed,
thirty dates over about four months.”
“In Mexico?”
“All over South America.”
“She have some kind of Latin American following?”
“She had quite a following everywhere. Bigger than you might
think, but I would say it was a cult thing. Maybe she made a living
out of it, but she wasn’t raking in the big bucks. There’s a couple of
fan sites, the CD’s are on Amazon, but she didn’t have her own site.
The record company don’t have anything on the web, but her stuff is
still out there.”
“How about phone and email? You make any progress with
them?”
“Got a mobile number, but she changed the voicemail password
from the default, so I’ve got my techie working on that. Also got an
email address. There might still be mail stored on the server, some
people don’t change the settings to delete from the server when they
download, so we might be lucky, but again it’s password protected,
so we’re working on that too.”
“How long?”
“Fuck knows. We’re trying all the usual stuff, mother’s maiden
name, father’s birthday, but we have to do a lot of research to get
each bit of information. If it’s genuinely random then that’s tough.
The only saving grace is that these accounts were probably set up
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before they told everyone to use upper case, and lower case, and
numbers. So could be something simple.”
“Good luck.”
“Thanks. It looks like we’re going to need it.”
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There was only one lead left. And that involved the thing I
fancied least. A six hour trip to Guadalajara.
But if I could get Gabriel Fernandez on the phone it might save
me a journey. Despite trying all evening, I had no more success than
Big Dick. Maybe the promoter had gone out of business, moved
away, died, got married, or emigrated. The only way to trace him
was to go across country.
The next day, after a good sleep which pretty much put paid to the
remainder of the jet lag, I bought yet another map, and headed west.
It was a hot May day, but the car had air-con, and the scenery wasn’t
bad. Lunch was better than you might get at a motorway service area
on the M1, but the roadside table and chairs, outside a pink breeze
block cantina with a tin roof, weren’t too comfortable.
At about tea time I arrived in Guadalajara. Finding my way
around proved difficult in the extreme. It turned out the building I
was after was about four blocks back from the Guadalajara Country
Club on Mercaderes. It was a white, modern, two storey house,
enclosed by brown railings, on a tree lined street. There was enough
room in the courtyard at the front to park a car, and indeed a recent
model Honda four by four was standing outside. The ground floor
windows were all covered by metal bars. This emphasis on security
didn’t make you feel secure. Despite all these precautions, the gate
wasn’t locked.
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I rang the bell. After a few seconds a small Mexican woman
answered the door.
“I’m looking for Gabriel Fernandez.”
“You wait.”
She closed the door, and I waited.
After a couple of minutes a man came to the door. He was tall,
maybe in his sixties, and overweight. However he was well dressed,
wearing a big linen jacket, and an open neck button down shirt. His
English was almost perfect, with a slight hint of a South American
accent. He looked down on me.
“What do you want?”
“Are you Gabriel Fernandez?”
“State your business, or fuck off.”
“I want to talk about Eva Perouk.”
“That bitch. Why would I want to talk to you about her?”
“She’s dead.”
He looked a little taken aback.
“And who are you?”
“Mike Jackson. I’m a reporter.”
“English?”
“Yes.”
He considered this for a while. Then he pushed the door open,
and walked back into the hallway, leaving me to follow, and close
the door behind me.
We sat down opposite one another, on matching leather sofas, in
an expensively furnished sitting room. The most impressive things in
the room were a pair of giant loudspeakers, finished in mahogany,
and French polished to a glassy sheen. They must have been made to
order, because I’d never seen anything like them in the pages of
What HiFi.
“How come you don’t answer your phone?”
“I do.”
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I told him I’d rung the number repeatedly. He didn’t seem that
interested, so I showed him the number I’d written down.
“That’s the old office number. I’m retired, I don’t know who’s in
there now.”
“Mind if I take your new one?”
He shrugged and told me what it was. I wrote it down, and then
sat in silence. I waited. It’s a little technique of mine which I use
with a reluctant interviewee. Eventually they ask you a question.
Then you take it from there. See where it leads. Doesn’t make you
look too pushy. It took a while, but eventually he cracked.
“What do you want to know?”
“What can you tell me?”
“Nothing recent. The last tour of hers that I promoted was five
years ago, and we don’t part on good terms. There was no way I was
promoting her again. What happened to her since I have no idea.”
“Doesn’t sound as if you liked her.”
He gave me a look, like I’d just made the understatement of the
year.
“What went wrong on the tour?”
“Everything.”
“Such as..?”
“She was the most unreliable person I ever met. And musicians
aren’t exactly known for their punctuality. She never exactly missed
a gig, but she turn up so late it used to just about give me a heart
attack. No sound check, no rehearsal. She always thought she could
just busk it. You never knew what was going on in her head. The
whole tour was basically just a way for her to travel all over South
America scoring chicks.”
“Chicks?”
“Women then. That politically correct enough for you?”
“No, I mean, I didn’t know she was...”
“A lesbian?”
“Yeah.”
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“How much research you do before you come out here?”
“Not much. The information on the web was pretty thin.”
He nodded.
“She thought she was this big star, and acted like it. In reality, not
so much. Maybe more like a small jazz following. The die hards they
turn out religiously, so there was money to be made, but she was
never going to be Gilberto Gil.”
“Know anything about her personal life?”
“Difficult to keep up with.”
“In the past?”
“I met some of her friends. But this was back in the eighties.”
“Got any names?”
“Banquo Vadis, Lola Calf, Milovan Srdenovic, they used to hang
around, no doubt hoping some of her ‘star quality’ would rub off on
them.”
I made a note. He sighed before asking me the obvious question.
“How did she die?”
“Depends who you believe. The evidence suggests two bullets to
the back of the head in a hotel used almost exclusively by whores,
but the coroner says it was a pulmonary embolism two days earlier,
and yet she walked into the hotel all by herself.”
He looked puzzled, so I filled him in on the story so far. As I
spoke he began to look pale. When I finished he shook his head, but
didn’t say anything. I tried to prompt him.
“Any ideas? Because nobody else has.”
“Does anyone know you’re investigating this?”
“Only the people at the paper and Capitan Prieto.”
“You should be careful.”
“Why?”
“I think you are digging into things which would be better left
alone.”
“That’s what reporters do.”
“You like to live dangerously?”
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“It doesn’t bother me.”
“Perhaps it should this time.”
“What do you mean?”
“She was involved with some nasty people. If her death is related
to this, and if they have deliberately, what should I say, created
contradictions, then they might not take kindly to an investigation
which threatened to expose them.”
“Who are these people?”
“They are part of a little known organisation. And I would avoid
them if I were you.”
We sat for a while.
“I don’t usually give advice Mr Jackson, because in my
experience people rarely take it. However this time my conscience
will not allow me to stay silent. So my advice to you is this. Do not
dig any further, and leave Mexico soon, before your inquiries
become known.”
“By whom?”
“The Plastique Totale.”
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Being warned off was not a new experience. In my time I’d been
threatened by London gangsters, had a bit of a run in with organised
crime in New Jersey, and been shot at by the Sicilian mafia. I didn’t
particularly rate a warning about some Mexican outfit I’d never
heard of.
The following afternoon I got back to La Casa De La Luna in
downtown Mexico City. They parked the car for me, and I went up
to the desk to get my key. There was a middle aged man by the
pigeon holes, and a uniformed woman just outside the office. As I
approached they exchanged a glance, and the man handed my key
over, without even asking for a room number. But then I was the
only gringo in the place. As I walked towards the lift, the woman
reached for the phone. You only think about this stuff in retrospect.
I was stripped down to my underpants, and just about to step into
the shower, when there was a knock at the door.
“Who is it?”
No answer.
I slipped on the hotel bath robe, and went to the door. When I
opened it half a dozen Federales burst in. The two at the front
grabbed me, and got the cuffs on before even asking what my name
was. The others began a cursory search of the room.
“What the fuck are you looking for?”
“Shut the fuck up English. You come with us.”
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And that’s how I left the hotel. Bath robe flapping in the wind,
and everybody copping a look at my Calvin Kleins. Not a great way
to get the respect you deserve from the hotel staff, should you ever
return to pick up your stuff.
After a short ride in the back of a van I was bundled out, and
taken into what must have been the biggest police station in Mexico
City, through the back entrance. Nobody bothered to fill in any
forms, or photograph me, or take any fingerprints. I was steered
straight down a corridor, and into a small room with one barred
window. My feet hardly touched the ground. Once inside they cuffed
me to the chair and left the room, locking the door behind them.
Trying to escape seemed futile. So I decided to take a little time,
and think about my position. No one had actually hit me. They
hadn’t been gentle, but they hadn’t been particularly rough either.
Might have been a normal Mexican arrest for all I knew. On the
other hand my mind went back to that story about the man who
jumped off a thirty storey building. As he passed an open window on
the fifteenth floor someone heard him say, “So far so good.”
Opposite me was a table, with cigarette burns in the vinyl top, and
behind it was an old but comfortable chair, not like the one I was
sitting on. I guessed someone was going to come and ask me some
questions, either with or without the threat of violence. But I didn’t
know about what, so it was hard to prepare.
An hour passed. Which made me wonder what the rush had been
about. Eventually I heard the sound of a key in the lock. A young
man, about my age, which is to say about forty-five, came in through
the door. He had an angular face, wore a suit, and he was sporting a
very neat slicked back haircut. You could see he thought he looked
the part. An older man also came in and stood by the door.
The young guy sat in the chair opposite me.
“Mr Jackson?”
“Yes.”
“Sorry to keep you.”
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“That’s OK.”
“Yes, it is.”
Even in this exchange I had him marked down as a hard case.
“Mr Jackson, you know Capitan Prieto, am I right?”
“Diego? Yes.”
This was a little disingenuous of me. I wanted him to think we
were on first name terms. That we were friends. My best guess at
this point was that they were about to allege I had bribed a police
officer. Denial and friendship seemed the best defence.
“When did you last see him?”
“A couple of days ago.”
“When exactly?”
“Early afternoon, not yesterday, but the day before. Can’t give
you an exact time, but I guess we parted by about three.”
“Where?”
“Yautepec de Zaragoza. A house on Ninos Heroes.”
“The former residence of Eva Perouk?”
“Yes.”
“And where have you been since then?”
“Guadalajara.”
“All the time?”
“I left yesterday morning. Drove back today. I’d only been in the
hotel ten minutes when you lot turned up.”
He pursed his lips.
“Who did you see there?”
“Gabriel Fernandez.”
“Who’s he?”
“A retired concert promoter.”
“And you were with him the whole time?”
“No. I stayed the night in a hotel.”
“Which one?”
“I don’t remember the name, but the credit card receipt is in my
wallet, the name will be on that.”
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He pursed his lips again. Must have been a habit of his.
“A good alibi is it not?”
“An alibi? For what?”
“You really don’t know?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, and I haven’t a clue why
I’m here?”
He got up and left the room. The man guarding the door stayed.
Several minutes went past. I thought I would try to get some
information from the man on the door.
“What’s going on pal?”
“No English. Sorry.”
The young guy came back. When he came in he spoke in Spanish
to the older man, who then left his post on the door and went out.
“You stayed at the Aranzazu Eco?”
“Sounds right.”
“Two star?”
“Yeah, I was passing, they had a room, I asked to see it, it looked
OK, so I decided not to fuck about.”
He walked over to my chair, put his key in the lock to the cuffs,
and released my hands.
“Thank you Mr Jackson, you are free to go. You can pick up the
things we have removed from your room at the front desk.”
He turned to go.
“Hey, wait a minute. What was the point of all that?”
He swivelled round on his heel, and looked at me as I pulled the
bath robe round me and tied the cord.
“Capitan Prieto was found dead last night. Two bullets to the back
of the head.”
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They gave me a black bin bag containing the things they had
taken from my hotel room. I got as far as the front entrance, and then
I turned back to the desk. The sergeant looked down at me from his
raised platform.
“The detective I was just speaking to. What’s his name?”
“Comandante Velez.”
“I need to speak to him again.”
He gave me a look which indicated I should be grateful to be
leaving, and I shouldn’t be wasting any more of their time. But he
picked up the phone anyway. After a short conversation in Spanish
he pointed to the bench seat opposite the desk. I tightened the cord
on my bath robe and went to sit down.
Several minutes later Comandante Velez came through a door to
my left. He walked over and stood in front of me. He didn’t sit
down, indicating by his body language that this was going to be a
short conversation.
“Mr Jackson?”
“I think I might have some information which would be useful to
you.”
“What exactly?”
“I have discovered some things about Eva Perouk in the last
couple of days, and I think they might be related to the murder of
Capitan Prieto.”
“And you didn’t think to mention this earlier.”
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“When I was arrested, and you obviously suspected me of some
crime, I thought it was best to keep my mouth shut, at least until I
got some legal representation.”
He nodded.
“Follow me.”
We went through into the multitude of corridors which made up
the interior of the building. He showed me into a modern office
which had his name on the door. The chairs were much more
comfortable than they were in the interview room. The teak desk was
free from cigarette burns. He closed the door, sat behind the desk,
and opened a spiral bound notebook.
“What have you discovered Mr Jackson?”
I told him everything that had happened since I spoke to Prieto,
paying particular attention to the missing doctor, and the promotor’s
assertion that Eva was involved with the Plastique Totale. He
listened attentively. When I finished he leaned back in his chair,
pushed the notebook to one side, and pursed his lips.
“You seem very sure Capitan Prieto was murdered as a result of
investigating the Perouk case.”
“It looks that way.”
“Why?”
I was astonished that he should even ask.
“The inconsistencies in the evidence, her involvement with this
strange organisation. It looks as if someone is trying to hide
something. Not to mention the same method of killing in both
cases.”
“There’s nothing very original about a couple of bullets in the
back of the head Mr Jackson.”
“What if Capitan Prieto was getting too close to the truth?”
“He wasn’t. I’ve looked through the case file, and he was
certainly nowhere near coming to any conclusion. In fact his notes
indicate he was hoping your sources might open some new lines of
enquiry.”

50

“But nevertheless someone has killed a police officer. There must
be some reason, and the Perouk investigation must be his most
recent murder case.”
He didn’t look convinced.
“You are a man of the world are you not Mr Jackson?”
“I’ve been a reporter for a while. You see quite a lot.”
“Would it surprise you if I told you that Capitan Prieto might not
have been entirely honest?”
“No.”
“No, I don’t suppose it would. You paid him for information did
you not?”
“No comment.”
“Don’t worry Mr Jackson, he didn’t record the actual amount in
his notes, but knowing what I do about him, I believe he would not
have been so keen to help you if you had not come to some
arrangement.”
I used the silent method again. We sat for a while, and neither of
us said anything. He broke first.
“Mr Jackson, let me give you some facts. This is not England.
Corruption in this police force is endemic. In the last year 4,500
officers have been dismissed, and in Mexico City an officer has been
killed almost every week. Unfortunately nothing unusual has
happened here. It may be related to the Perouk case, but it may not.
Capitan Prieto had over one hundred and thirty outstanding cases,
some much more advanced than others, and some destined never to
be solved, because I strongly suspect he had been paid not to solve
them.”
“From which you conclude...?”
“Nothing.”
“You don’t have any suspects?”
“I had you.”
“And why would you suspect me if you didn’t think it was related
to the Perouk case.”
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“I thought you were probably the last person with whom he had
corrupt dealings. I just decided to start there and work back.”
“And now?”
“I would like to solve the case of course, but we are lucky to
solve maybe ten percent of police murders, mainly because there are
too many leads, and too many cases which need reinvestigation, and
no one is going to admit to corruption. The things we need to know
are all concealed from us, even by our own colleagues. When you
have bribery, fraud, and deception within the police force, any
investigation becomes at least one hundred times harder, because
you can trust nothing. Every civilian, every policeman, every
notebook, every file is suspect. All you can trust is physical evidence
that you collect and analyse yourself. And mostly that is not
enough.”
“And how about you? You’ve never taken money for information,
or a backhander to let someone off?”
“Not exactly.”
“What does that mean?”
“I once let someone off, but it wasn’t for money. On every other
occasion if I thought I had the evidence for a conviction I let the
court decide.”
“And what about the courts?”
He shrugged.
“I can only do what I can do Mr Jackson. If you want to be happy
in this life you have to change the things you can, and not worry too
much about the rest.”
“So you’re the only honest police officer in Mexico?”
“There are in fact many of us. Some of us, like myself, work on
the anti-corruption task force”
“So you might let someone off, but it wouldn’t be for money?”
“Moral boundaries sometimes become blurred. Not every
decision is easy. But not taking money for favours is a good place to
start.”
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“So if I want information, or want to stay in touch with the case.”
“Not offering me a bribe Mr Jackson, would be a good way for
you to begin.”
I nodded. He held my gaze for a while.
“And who will now be taking over the Eva Perouk case?”
“That will be me. Along with all Prieto’s other active cases. As
we eliminate them from involvement in Prieto’s death I will pass any
cases which remain open to other teams. But for the moment, they
stay with me.”
“We might have a shared interest then.”
“Maybe. But I will only be cooperating with you if it helps me.”
“I would like to know one thing though.”
“You can always ask Mr Jackson, as long as you promise not to
be offended if I decline to answer.”
I nodded.
“What can you tell me about the Plastique Totale?”
“Nothing.”
“Because you know nothing, or you don’t want to tell me?”
“Because until ten minutes ago I had never heard of them.”
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I filed the story. Such as it was. Prieto was dead, and Velez wasn’t
exactly offering assistance, so there was no need to hold back. I
could see it on page four with a headline like, “Eva Perouk Mystery
Deepens.” It wasn’t going to be a major story, and most readers
wouldn’t be interested, but it would keep Reggie happy.
Five minutes later the Blackberry started vibrating on the bed. I
was about to get some Big Dick.
“What have you got for me?”
“My techie has cracked Eva’s voice-mail.”
“And?”
“You aren’t going to be able to guess what we’ve come up with
now.”
“I was hoping I wouldn’t have to guess, and that you were going
to tell me.”
“There’s only one message.”
“OK.”
“And it’s from Reggie.”
“Shit.”
“Shit is right.”
“What does it say?”
“It’s short and to the point.”
“And?”
“And I quote, ‘Don’t fucking contact me again’.”
“That’s it?”
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“That’s it. You want me to send you an MP3?”
“Not if that’s all there is.”
“OK.”
“Just one question though. How do you know it’s from Reggie?”
“Are you kidding? I’d know that voice anywhere.”
“Does Gretchen know?”
“I played it to her. She’s sure it’s him as well.”
“It doesn’t give the sender’s number or anything?”
“Sure, but it’s from a burner.”
“A burner?”
“Tech name for a pay as you go mobile, which you use for a
limited period and then throw away.”
“Deliberately not traceable.”
“Exactly so. Favourite operational method of all drug dealers
everywhere.”
“Why would Reggie use a burner?”
“You think he wants a record of everything he does?”
I didn’t know what to say for a moment. Then I thought I should
probably go for the belt and braces approach.
“Second thoughts, send me the MP3, together with date and time,
both phone numbers, and anything else the techie has.”
“On its way.”
“How about e-mail?”
“Still working on it.”
“Anything on the good Dr Vichit Mukdasanit?”
“Hasn’t worked in the UK, so he’s not registered with the BMA.
He’s not registered in Mexico, and he didn’t qualify there. Doesn’t
sound like a Mexican name to me, I’d guess Indian or Far East, so
we’re working on that.”
“Any chance of an address?”
“I’ve got one for him in Mexico, but it’s the one you went to on
Manuela Canizares.”
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“The woman at the house said he’d gone home, so it might be
nice to know where that is. Maybe get an address for him there.”
“That’s what I was hoping for, and perhaps a mobile number.”
Information was coming in, but so far it hadn’t got me any further
forward. If anything I was more confused than when I started.
Only two minutes after the call to Big Dick, the Blackberry
started vibrating again.
“Who is it?”
“Gretchen.”
“Well don’t ask me any questions, because I almost certainly
don’t have the answers.”
“It isn’t me you have to worry about.”
“What do you mean?”
“Reggie wants to see you.”
“Jesus Christ. I’m in Mexico, and only a few days into this. Can’t
he just phone?”
“Apparently not. I emailed him the copy you sent in, which he
has now pulled from tomorrow’s edition, and he wants you at his
office in New York, noon tomorrow.”
“Why?”
“No idea.”
“And how the fuck am I meant to get there by then.”
“Not my problem. Best of luck.”
“Thanks Gretchen.”
“You’re welcome.”
Even though I couldn’t actually see her I could imagine the evil
smile yet again.
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It wasn’t a long flight, but it took some getting. I went out to the
airport and negotiated, with some of Reggie’s cash. Then I slept on a
bench until the flight was called. Once in New York I used some
more of his money for an expensive cab ride into Midtown
Manhattan.
Reggie’s office is a modest little place on West 43rd Street. Its
1.42 million square feet is laid out over 34 floors, in a building
which is 445 feet in height. Reggie naturally has a corner office on
the top floor, where you can look out over all the adjacent sky
scrapers. No doubt to his continuing annoyance Reggie doesn’t
actually have the biggest erection in New York, but it is certainly
impressive.
“Jacko, welcome. What can I get you?”
“I’ll have a Big Mac, large fries, and a chocolate shake to eat in.”
Reggie looked momentarily stunned, and I thought my little joke
had fallen flat, but then he smiled and laughed.
“Good journey?”
“Fucking awful.”
“When did you last eat?”
“Sometime yesterday.”
He looked at his watch.
“Time for some lunch then. You like seafood?”
“Fine.”
He picked up the phone.
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“Sheryl, get me a room at Le Bernardin, and the car out front in
five. Thanks darling.”
He turned to me.
“It’s the nearest Michelin three star. Just down the road on West
51st. They’ve got rooms, and the chef’s tasting menu is to fucking
die for. So we can take our time.”
I wasn’t sure about getting a room. I hoped it was a private dining
room. If Reggie wanted to fuck me then the deal was off, three
Michelin stars or not.
He picked some papers up off his desk, shoved them into a carrier
bag, grabbed his jacket off the back of the chair, and ushered me out.
We went down in the express lift. A couple of people said hello, and
he had a little chat with them. The one thing you had to say about
Reggie was that he hadn’t lost that journalist’s feel for people. The
corporate world hadn’t really changed him. Ambitious bastard
though he was. But then he’d always been that.
And the one thing he hated was if you talked to him like he was
the head of a multi-billion dollar organisation. The trick was to talk
to him as if he was your line manager. Argue your case robustly, but
defer to his judgement readily when he made his decision. He liked
that. The best of both worlds. You told him the truth, but he also had
your unequivocal support.
The car wasn’t over extravagant. Mercedes S class by the look of
it, but not the extended wheelbase as far as I could tell. Comfortable
enough though.
Le Bernardin didn’t look much from the outside. The usual
canopy extending out over the sidewalk to protect the guests should
it be raining. You wouldn’t want them to get their suits wet walking
from the road to the entrance.
Once inside the Maitre D’ came across and looked askance at me.
He nodded to the girl on the desk, who quickly produced a jacket,
but Reggie intervened.
“He’s with me, believe it or not, and we’re in the back.”
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“Of course sir. Walk this way.”
I decided to try an old Spike Milligan joke to lighten the
atmosphere.
“If I could walk that way I wouldn’t need the talcum powder.”
No one laughed.
The room was pleasant and minimal. Wood panelled. Tasteful, but
not luxurious. We sat down.
“How come you can get a private dining room here at five
minutes notice?”
“There’s probably some poor bastard currently explaining to his
girlfriend that an administrative error meant their room didn’t pan
out.”
“Really?”
“How the fuck do I know? Sheryl phones and asks, they say yes,
who cares how it happens, it just does.”
I sneaked a look at the options, even though Reggie had indicated
we were going for the chef’s tasting menu. This apparently ran out at
$330 a head with wine pairing. And this was just for lunch.
The sommelier came across. Reggie turned to me.
“Want something to start?”
“Wouldn’t mind a glass of house white to get me going.”
The sommelier looked slightly taken aback. No doubt he hadn’t
heard the term ‘house white’ in a while.
“Be fucking sensible Jacko.”
Reggie turned to the sommelier.
“Got a nice Chablis? A Vincent Dauvissat Les Clos 2008?”
“Certainly sir.”
My guess was that if you bought it in Tesco, presumably the
South Kensington branch, it was going to cost over a hundred quid a
bottle. What Le Bernardin were charging for it God only knows. And
this was just to pass the time before the meal arrived. We were
eventually going to be served an appropriate wine with each course.
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As the wine was poured Reggie reached into his carrier bag and
got out some papers.
“You’ve never thought about a brief case?”
“Can’t fucking stand them. Makes you look like an insurance
salesman.”
He arranged the papers on the table, picked up a sheet of A4, and
handed it to me.
“Is this the copy you sent to Gretchen?”
“Yeah.”
“And you’ve been a journalist working for me for how long?”
“Fifteen years.”
He shook his head.
“Well this is a bunch of crap.”
I was a little taken aback.
“Every word of it is true.”
“I’m a newspaper proprietor. I don’t give a fuck about the truth.
All I’m interested in is selling newspapers. And how do you think
we do that?”
“I don’t know.”
“You don’t know? After fifteen years, you don’t fucking know?”
“Well yes I do know. I don’t know why I said that. Good stories
sell papers I suppose.”
“Clearly you don’t fucking know. What sells papers is scandal,
sport, and great headlines. But that’s not what I’m getting at. The
problem with this is that I’m the proprietor, this is the story I’m most
interested in, I hand picked you for the job, and you send in crap like
this.”
“Crap in what way exactly?”
“Did you actually study journalism? Did you even go to college?”
“Yes, I did go to college.”
“Studying what?”
“Philosphy, Politics, and Economics at Oxford.”
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“It’s not ideal I grant you, but you should still be able to string a
few sentences together.”
“Reggie, for fuck’s sake tell me what the problem is.”
“The problem is you don’t know how to write a story. Did anyone
ever actually teach you how to structure a paragraph?”
“I was writing that on a Blackberry with my thumbs, I assumed
that if I got the facts in, then the sub editors would tart it up a bit.”
“Always write the best story you can. That way there’s less
chance the subs will fuck it up.”
“But I was in a hotel room in Mexico City, trying to type a story
on a Blackberry keypad which is about two inches across.”
“Then buy a portable fucking keyboard for it. It isn’t as if you
don’t have enough of my cash. MacGill told me you escaped with an
actual bag full of hundred dollar bills, and I don’t suppose I’ll see
any receipts for it. So in between hookers you might like to pay a
visit to some electronics store and buy a fucking keyboard.”
“OK, consider it done. But I might have to get a new Blackberry
as well, because Gretchen has lost the instructions for this one
and...”
“Jesus Christ. Stop penny pinching. Buy the right equipment for
the job. Apparently you can afford it. But also get the fucking story
structure right.”
“OK.”
“Anyone ever mention the inverted pyramid to you?”
“Yes.”
“So do it then. Most important information at the top, and work
your way down to the details. It’s the exact reverse of writing fiction.
Don’t write it like a short story.”
Thankfully the first course arrived, tiny though it was, as is
always the way with taster menus. It was Nebraska wagyu beef with
langoustine and Osetra caviar tartare, black pepper and vodka crème
fraîche, and pomme gaufrette, all washed down with a 2000 vintage
Moet & Chandon Dom Pérignon. I’m not a great fan of caviar, but
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this was something else. Rich and salty. The beef had just the touch
of a grill mark.
In retrospect we should probably have started with the Dom
Pérignon. It slightly took the edge off, having downed the best part
of a hundred quid bottle of Chablis beforehand.
I felt I should move the conversation on to the issues I wanted to
discuss.
“You know we can hack into the voicemail on mobile phones?”
“No, I don’t know that, and I don’t want to know that.”
“You need to know about it this time.”
“I shall deny ever having had this conversation.”
“Fair enough, but at least listen to what we’ve got.”
“I don’t think I’m going to want to know this.”
“We hacked into Eva’s voicemail.”
“When you say ‘we’ I presume you mean Housewive’s Choice.”
This was Reggie’s pet name for Big Dick. Reggie was the only
person in the organisation who was old enough to remember the
radio request show which had been on the BBC Light Programme in
the fifties. But I suppose the joke still worked.
“I don’t even think Dick does it, he has some techie working for
him.”
“This is the one thing I hope I’m not paying for.”
“Probably not directly.”
“As long as the invoices can’t be traced back to the paper.”
“What he came up with was a voicemail message from you.”
“I fucking knew it.”
“It just said, ‘Don’t fucking contact me again,’ I mean what was
that about?”
“How did you get that? I used a pay as you go mobile. It wasn’t
even registered to me.”
“We hacked her phone not yours. Wouldn’t have mattered what
phone you’d used. Big Dick recognised your voice.”

62

He moved the Dom Pérignon glass to one side, and took a big
swig of the Chablis.
“How much has Gretchen told you?”
“Not much. Just that you knew Eva in the early eighties.”
“We didn’t part on good terms. Then thirty years later she says
she wants some cash. I tell her she’s not getting it, and two days later
she’s dead. You can see why I want to know what happened.”
“You think she owed money?”
“That’s what I want you to tell me.”
“You think you killed her?”
“Inadvertently maybe. At least that’s what I’m worried about.”
Food for thought. And in reality more actual food. This time it
was charred octopus ‘a la plancha’ which apparently means grilled
on a metal plate, with green olive and black garlic emulsion, and
sundried tomato sauce vierge, served with a 2009 Spanish Albarino,
Trico, Rias Baixas which was velvety and lush. The bold flavours
worked well together, and I quickly cleaned my plate.
“You want to tell me about the relationship?”
“Not really.”
“Was there anything there that might be relevant?”
“Hard to say. But I would have thought not.”
“But it might?”
“Look, I pay you to investigate, but that doesn’t include
investigating my personal life. So the situation is this, you get
whatever you can, and you tell me. Then I’ll consider whether what
happened between me and Eva has any bearing on the case.”
“Notwithstanding all of that, I have to raise with you something
the promoter said.”
“Go ahead. You can ask any question you like. I’m quite capable
of deciding whether I want to answer it or not.”
“He said she was a dyke.”
“I don’t like that word.”
“Lesbian then.”
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“Hm.”
“And the only reason she was on tour was to ‘score chicks’.”
“So what’s your question then? You want to know how I came to
fuck a lesbian?”
“I suppose.”
“Must have been my natural charm and good looks.”
I nodded. He smiled.
“You don’t look convinced.”
“Since you wont tell me what happened I don’t know what to
make of it.”
“Well, let’s put it this way. If that’s what the promoter says,
perhaps you should take it at face value. At that point in her life,
maybe that’s what she was doing.”
“You think she was bisexual?”
“Whatever she was, the one thing that’s for certain is, I’m not
going to be discussing my personal affairs with you.”
The waiters arrived again. This time they served chilled peekytoe
crab salad, with baby radish and avocado, and green applelemongrass nage. With this we tried a 2010 French Vouvray Sec,
Domaine Huet ‘Le Mont’, from the Loire valley. Although I liked
the tender and sweet crab meat, there was something slightly
distasteful about eating crabs immediately after probing Reggie’s sex
life.
He gave me one of his determined stares.
“Now Jacko, let’s talk about what worries me.”
“OK.”
“This Capitan Prieto.”
“What about him?”
“He’s dead.”
“So I’m told.”
“And he died from two bullets to the back of the head.”
“Apparently so.”
“And the investigating officer...”
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“Comandante Emilio Velez.”
“Right. He doesn’t believe the cases are linked.”
“He doesn’t say they aren’t linked, he just thinks there are about a
hundred other reasons why Prieto might have been killed.”
“Which are?”
“He was corrupt, and taking money not to solve cases.”
“I don’t buy it.”
“Why?”
“Newspaperman’s gut instinct.”
“Same here.”
“I mean how much of a coincidence would it have to be for him
to be investigating her death, and then be killed in exactly the same
way a few days later.”
“Yeah.”
“So you know what that means?”
“What?”
“While you’re down there chasing this, you’re in danger.”
“I know.”
We considered this for a moment.
“And we don’t know what the danger might be from?”
“Maybe we do. Could be this outfit called the Plastique Totale.
She ever mention them?”
“No.”
“You ever heard of them?”
“Never.”
“Velez has never heard of them either.”
“But this Fernandez, the promoter, he thinks Eva was involved
with them, and they’re dangerous?”
“He didn’t exactly say that, he just recommended I avoid them.”
“And leave Mexico?”
“Yeah.”
We sat in silence for a while. Interrupted only by the arrival of the
next course. It was a shellfish medley, in a smoked bonito broth,
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Japanese in origin, with a very mellow sake to accompany it. Yuki
no Bosha, Yamahai Junmai, Akita was, according to the sommelier,
brewed without the added alcohol sometimes used to enhance the
aroma. Even I could tell it was not in the least like the spicy versions
served in every sushi bar.
By this time I was thinking that in view of everything I’d had to
drink I should have booked into a hotel before starting lunch. After
lunch, when I was sure I would hardly be able to walk, no one was
even going to let me in through the door.
Reggie had a plan.
“You can’t just fuck about in Mexico if someone is out to get
you.”
“They might not even know I exist.”
“If they know about Prieto, they know about you.”
“Assuming they killed Prieto.”
“Fucking right. You want to go back?”
“I don’t want to die, but I don’t like being scared off either.”
“So what’s your answer?”
“A qualified yes.”
“The qualification being?”
“If I find out who ‘they’ are, and it turns out they really are after
me, I’m on the first flight out.”
“Jesus. That’s the most useless strategy I’ve heard in years.”
“OK.”
“Do you have some kind of death wish?”
“Definitely not.”
“Well listen up. You take someone with you. Someone who
knows how to look after themselves and you. You never stay in the
same place two nights in a row. You never make appointments to see
people. You want to interview someone, just turn up unannounced.
Never tell anyone where you’re going. Change your car as often as
you change your underpants. Never make any regular trips using the
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same route. Don’t trust the police, and don’t trust any fucking
Mexicans.”
The next course was Arctic Char, very rare, served with truffled
peas and favas, and a butter lettuce-tarragon emulsion. Paired with a
2010 Italian Sauvignon Blanc it worked well. I would guess the char,
which I’d never eaten before, had a great grandfather that was a
salmon, although I’m not really up on evolution.
“I’m giving you Larry the Lamb.”
“Oh Christ Reggie, not Larry the Lamb.”
“What the fuck’s wrong with Larry the Lamb?”
“I’m homophobic. I know it’s not fashionable anymore, but I am,
I can’t help it.”
“You don’t have to fucking sleep with him.”
“No kidding.”
“You don’t even have to share a room with him, but when you’re
out and about, you need someone who knows what they’re doing.”
“Isn’t there someone else?”
“Not in this organisation. Larry’s the best we’ve got. Probably the
best there is.”
“I don’t like working with anyone else full stop.”
“Well you’re employed by me, so now you are working with
someone else whether you like it or not. Start up your own
newspaper and you can choose.”
“Fuck.”
“How come you’re homophobic?”
“I just don’t like the idea of sex between men, particularly
between me and other men.
“Not wanting to have gay sex doesn’t make you homophobic for
Christ’s sake. Buy a fucking dictionary.”
“It’s just if someone else is hanging around all the time, it kind of
cramps your style. People don’t open up in the same way if there are
two of you.”
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“He’s on the case, period. So you can stop arguing. You might be
six two or whatever in your stockinged feet, but you don’t have the
balls, and Larry does. If he needs to beat the crap out of someone
he’ll do it, if he needs to shoot them he’ll do that too, and I trust his
judgement. He’s an intelligent guy. If he could write halfway decent
prose I’d just send him, but unfortunately you’ll have to tag along to
file the copy.”
The last course Reggie bothered with was the roasted monkfish,
with wilted mustard greens, and adobo sauce. This was
complimented by the only red wine, a very nice 2008 German Pinot
Noir.
“You don’t want the sweet courses do you?”
“Not really.”
“They’re pissy little things with desert wine. Never had much
time for them personally.”
By this stage I felt I’d had more than enough to drink. Reggie got
up to leave, apparently none the worse for wear. I rose unsteadily,
but tried to disguise the slight wobble by resting one hand on the
table. I was a journalist. I didn’t want to get a reputation as someone
who couldn’t hold his drink. It didn’t work. Reggie glanced across,
with a look of amusement on his face.
We left quickly. No money changed hands. Maybe he had an
account. The car appeared outside at the exact moment Reggie did.
How did that happen? On the way back he explained my next move.
“Sheryl will book you into a hotel, and Larry will meet you there.
You’ll have to decide what to do between you. But don’t get fucking
killed.”
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Larry the Lamb was six foot five, gay, and of mixed African
American, Chinese descent. That is to say everyone guessed his
father was African American. Apparently his father fucked this
Chinese girl, and then cleared off. She was drunk at the time, and
didn’t remember too much about it, but nine months later she was
giving birth to this little black kid. But here’s the twist. The Chinese
girl was on holiday at the time, and Larry was actually brought up in
Limehouse. Too much protein and too much exercise for about
twenty-five years produced the ripped specimen that Larry had
become.
So much for history. Two hours after lunch, and by this time
really beginning to regret the wine, I was in my room at the
Michelangelo. It was diagonally opposite Le Bernardin, which
would have been handy had I been thinking of going back there,
which I wasn’t. Sheryl had booked me a one bedroom suite, but left
me to pay the $427 discount rate she had negotiated. Luckily I was
in possession of a company credit card.
There was a knock on the door. Sure enough it was Larry.
“Hey man.”
“Quiet would be good Larry.”
He laughed.
“Heard you just had lunch with Reggie.”
“I did.”
“That seafood gonna catch up with you tomorrow at the latest.”
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“You’ve had that?”
“Oh yeah. Reggie’s favourite.”
We sat down in the lounge area.
“Now Jacko, I know I’m not welcome, but sounds like you need
me.”
“How much did he tell you?”
“Gave me the headlines.”
“There might not even be a problem.”
“Some motherfucker even possibly out to kill me, I’d want me
along for the ride.”
He had a point. But I wasn’t feeling very friendly towards Larry.
Partly it was the wine, but there was something else. I was waiting
for Larry to give me an apology. It was a long overdue apology. I
didn’t exactly get it. What I got was more of an explanation, but at
least he did have something to say about it.
“I just want to say, that which happened before between us, be
based on a misunderstanding. One of your colleagues ah,
misrepresented your sexuality. You be safe with me, in all senses of
the word.”
“Yeah, I understand someone was having a laugh Larry, but you
can understand how I didn’t find it so funny.”
He nodded.
“And Larry, if we’re going to work together, you’re going to have
to stop using that New York black lingo, or whatever it is. You forget
I know you were born in fucking Tower Hamlets.”
“Second nature now bro. Been here ten years.”
“Jesus Christ, you might not have to worry about someone else
killing me. I might kill myself.”
He grinned. I gave him a quick visual frisk, but I couldn’t see any
evidence he was carrying anything.
“Are you packing?”
“Always.”
“And how are you going to get the hardware into Mexico?”

70

“I don’t. We pick up more hardware when we get there.”
“How does that work?”
“Don’t worry, I’ll look after you.”
“Just so we’re clear, you’ll take care of security, and I’ll deal with
the investigation.”
“Works for me.”
There was no doubt Larry was a good person to have with you in
a tight corner. Maybe even the best person. But the big problem I
had with Larry was my suspicion that he was partly there to inform
on me. It was well known Reggie liked to have more than one source
of information. Good journalism, and good business practice.
Reggie was clearly holding back though, and it was something
about the relationship with Eva. My gut instinct was that whatever
information he was withholding was probably relevant to the case,
and he knew it. Maybe Larry was there to warn him if I got close. Or
maybe Larry was there to shut it down if it looked like I was going
to stumble on Reggie’s big secret.
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Sheryl organised an office, a phone, a computer, and a coffee
machine, on the top floor of Reggie’s tower block.
Larry and I sat there and tried to work out a plan. He needed to
know my intentions so he would be aware of the possible dangers. I
needed to know my intentions so it wouldn’t look like I was
blundering about without even a clue as to what was going on. But
of the two of us Larry was the better organised. He grasped the
situation quickly.
“Now Jacko, let me ask you some simple questions.”
“You can ask.”
“What are we trying to find out?”
“Who killed Eva and why.”
“And why are we trying to find this out?”
“Because Reggie wants to know.”
“So we aren’t interested in this as a news story?”
“We might be, if it turns out there is a good story, but really the
whole point of this is to satisfy Reggie’s curiosity. Plus he wonders if
in refusing to give her the money he might have contributed to her
death. So I guess he would like to end up with a clear conscience.”
“So we aren’t reporters, we’re private dicks.”
“We’re private dicks who can write, well me anyway.”
“OK, and we do this how?”
“Talk to anyone and everyone until we find someone who knows
something. Keep poking around until we discover a clue.”
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“Seems like we have plenty of clues, but they don’t make any
sense.”
“Contradictions. The bane of a reporter’s life.”
“What do we need to know?”
“Fucked if I know anymore.”
“OK. What’s the first thing we need to do?”
“What I was doing. Death reporting 101. Start at the place of
death, and work back.”
“And we know how that worked out.”
“Got any better ideas?”
“Ignoring the contradictions, and the big who and why questions,
what do you most want to know? What’s the next question you want
answered?”
Now that was tricky. I liked the step by step approach. Just
concentrate on the next thing you need to know. But I didn’t know
what that was. Every inconsistency raised a question, which tended
to drag you away from the central issues.
“This might be flawed, but I think it goes like this. Motive might
perhaps lead you to the killer, but if you have the killer you can
probably pretty easily deduce the motive. So I would go for finding
the killer. Route one, don’t fuck about. The killer knew where she
was going to be, so if we find out why she was in the hotel room we
might arrive at a list of suspects. Looking at the fact her house had
been cleaned out, I think she had a partner. The speed of departure
makes me think the partner knows something, or is frightened. So
we need to find the partner, and for that we need to know who the
partner is.”
“Knowing what you know, about all the players you are currently
aware of, who is most likely to be able to tell you who she was
involved with?”
“Friends. There’s always at least one friend who knows about
your personal life.”
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I grabbed my notebook, and found the names mentioned by the
promoter.
“Banquo Vadis, Lola Calf, Milovan Srdenovic. She used to hang
around with them years ago. Maybe they’re still in touch. Maybe
they know who her friends are in Mexico. The only thing is, how do
we find them?”
“Looks like you need some Big Dick.”
“Don’t start with the queer jokes Larry.”
Although it wasn’t as if I hadn’t used that line myself, but he held
up his hands in mock surrender.
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I wanted to do it with Skype. But Reggie was dismissive.
“Fuck Skype. We’ve got video conferencing in the board room.”
We all sat down in the oak panelled room, at the long leather
inlayed table, and waited. Screens positioned all round us flickered
into life. Suddenly Gretchen appeared, more than double life size in
front of me. Scary. Another screen lit up alongside her, but all it
contained was the picture of a wall. Big Dick’s head popped up from
the bottom, peering into the camera like an inquisitive rat.
“Got it, I think. That BNC cable is dodgy though. Must be about
twenty years old.”
Gretchen gave him a stony look.
“We’re on air. Just shut up and sit down.”
“And fuck you very much too. You wouldn’t be on air at all if I
hadn’t spent the last two hours renovating this fucking antique
analogue monstrosity. Hasn’t anyone at this newspaper heard of
Skype?”
Reggie intervened.
“Children, children!”
But Dick hadn’t finished.
“Aren’t we supposed to be at the cutting edge of the digital
revolution, charging for our online content...”
“Right, Daddy says shut the fuck up. I don’t want to hear another
word about Skype. This system cost me an arm and a leg, and we’re
fucking using it.”
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Everyone settled down. Not that Larry and I were in any way
agitated in the first place, but then some techie at Reggie Towers had
sorted it all out for us long before we even came into the room.
Reggie kicked things off.
“I’m putting a hold on this story. Too many questions and not
enough answers for my liking, which means we have a substantial
chance of coming away from this with egg on our face. And I’m
cognisant of the fact that not one reader except me is in the least bit
interested unless this turns out to be particularly salacious in some
way.”
Gretchen nodded.
“So from now on nothing gets printed unless it goes through me
first. This is now my story. I’m financing it because I’m interested in
it for personal reasons. Anyone got a problem with that?”
No one said anything.
“Right. Now then, Big Dick, what are you working on?”
“Trying to crack Eva’s email. Getting anything I can on the names
Jacko gave me. Following up the mysterious doctor. Going after
them all for voicemail, email, anything online. The usual stuff.”
“And the doctor definitely left Mexico?”
“Still on that. Mexican airline departure lists are hard to come by,
and there’s a lot of them. The time frame is really too big, but we’re
working our way through them.”
“None of this is done in house I take it?”
“One step removed.”
“And no invoices?”
“Cash. Untraceable.”
“Records?”
“Can’t help e-mail, or I’d never be able to contact anyone, but
there’s nothing on paper.”
“How often do you delete your mail?”
“Almost never. That’s where I keep the information we need.”
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“Any of this likely to result in me having to claim political
asylum in outer fucking Mongolia?”
“Not on this story. And even in a general sense, I mean how big
an investigation would it have to be for them to start seizing our
computers?”
Gretchen intervened.
“Anyway we’ve got a good relationship with the Met. I don’t
think they’re going to bite the hand that feeds them, as long as we
don’t poke the establishment with a stick.”
“Meaning?”
“Lay off the Met, government ministers, and the royal family.”
“And I can trust our reporters, and particularly the tech guys to do
that?”
“Probably not, but they don’t decide what goes into print.”
Reggie considered this for a moment.
“And let’s say, for the sake of example, you discovered from
illegally intercepted voice-mail that George Osborne was getting a
blow job from his good friend Peter Mandelson, and all the previous
antagonistic bullshit was just a smoke screen?”
“Each case on its merits.”
“Not exactly a clear policy designed to keep my arse out of jail is
it Gretchen?”
She shrugged.
“Best we can do, unless you want us to stop. But then we would
lose all the big stories to the opposition.”
Reggie did seem to be considering this. I could see Dick actually
holding his breath. If Reggie decided to stick to the straight and
narrow then Dick would be out of a job by the end of the day. Then
suddenly Dick exhaled and decided to contribute to the debate.
“Look, let’s be sensible about this. We’ve been doing this for five
years. If there’s a serious investigation then we’re all fucked. So
what’s the point of stopping now? Just use whatever resources
you’ve got to make sure no one looks into it.”
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Reggie didn’t look convinced, but it was also clear he couldn’t
think of any alternative which left his newspapers in a competitive
position. Dick tried to press home the point.
“Don’t print anything which might give rise to suspicion about
your methods. Use the illegal intercepts to guide you, but get
confirmation elsewhere, and pretend that’s your main source.”
Gretchen raised her eyes to heaven, and talked to Dick as if he
was a child.
“That is what we’re doing Dick. We treat your information as if
it’s an anonymous tip, and then follow it up.”
Reggie didn’t look comforted. But he was a pragmatist.
“So how does this go forward?”
He looked at me.
“Larry and I go back to Mexico, follow up the friends names from
the promoter, in the hope that someone knows who her partner was,
and the partner knows why she was in the hotel. Dick works the dark
arts, hopefully gets something on the doctor, or a lead from Eva’s
cyber presence.”
“We’re into this almost a couple of weeks, and we’ve got nothing
except more questions.”
“Nature of the beast.”
“No, it’s not. Nature of the beast is that two weeks in we’ve
usually got the facts, printed the story, and moved on.”
“We’ve got the facts. Trouble is they don’t make sense.”
“Then they aren’t the facts. If you’d got the actual facts it would
make sense. What you’ve got is what someone wants us to know,
and they want it not to make sense. That way the cops walk around
scratching their heads, and don’t arrest anyone. Show some initiative
for fuck’s sake, and bribe a cop with the promise of such a
significant success bonus that he’s motivated to crack some fucking
heads open and make people talk.”
“Since Prieto was hit, and Velez took over, we’re fucked on that
score.”
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“Why?”
“Velez is on the anti-corruption task force. He’s incorruptible.”
“No one’s fucking incorruptible. It’s just a question of how much.
And since I’m not trying to save money here, and since we can get
nearly thirteen pesos for a dollar, and since the average Mexican cop
earns less in an month than I spend on lunch, you should be able to
purchase information. Buy him a fucking house if you have to, but
get them to use our money to crack the case.”
I must have looked uncertain, because Reggie continued to
hammer the point home.
“You’re being mean with my money, when I’ve told you to be
generous. So just fucking take me at my word. If you start to spend
too much I’ll tell you, but to be frank I don’t think it’s possible. It’s
Mexico for fuck’s sake. It’s pocket money.”
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Back in Mexico we moved my stuff out of La Casa de la Luna.
Larry was now taking care of the cars and the hotels. My job was to
concentrate on the case.
You would be hard put to tell Larry was gay unless he made a
pass at you, or someone told you. However one way it did come out
was that he couldn’t bear to stay in shitty hotels. Wherever we ended
up it was going to be tastefully furnished. He also liked corporate
anonymity, which he said was good for our health. So we booked in
at the Marriott on Andres Bello.
He managed to find an old Rover 75 to hire. It was white, and the
inside was done out like a gentleman’s club, all plush upholstery, and
silver dials. We were on our way to talk to the Federales, but it
looked like we were on our way to a wedding.
The problem with the forthcoming conversation was that I could
see both of us ending up in jail. Reggie might think Velez was
corruptible, but I didn’t, and that affected my confidence to a certain
extent. Although I had come up with a strategy.
“Mike Jackson to see Comandante Emilio Velez.”
The desk sergeant, or whatever they were called in Mexico,
looked down at me suspiciously, before reluctantly picking up the
phone. After a few minutes a familiar figure came through a door at
the back.
“Mr Jackson, come through please.”
Larry and I went through to the office.
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“Coffee?”
We both accepted a polystyrene cup of strong bitter coffee.
“Any progress?”
“On what?”
“The Eva Perouk case.”
“None. My main concern is the Prieto case.”
I nodded.
“More or less what I expected.”
“So why have you come to see me Mr Jackson?”
“I want to help.”
“And your friend?”
“I want a witness to this conversation.”
I had decided to tackle the corruption issue head on.
“Comandante Velez, I know how sensitive you are about bribery,
but I want to help, and I don’t want this conversation misconstrued.”
He looked puzzled, and I realised I had used a word with which
he was not familiar.
“That is to say I don’t want you to take my offer of help the
wrong way.”
He thought about this for a moment.
“I am naturally suspicious Mr Jackson, when an interested party
offers to help me. But tell me, what kind of help do you have to
offer?”
“My newspaper wants to see the Eva Perouk case solved. We
know it isn’t your main priority, but we think it might in any case
help in the Prieto investigation. So if you were willing to pursue the
Perouk killer, we would be prepared to provide the resources for that
to be done.”
“You want to give me money to pursue your interests rather than
those of the Mexican police?”
“No. Definitely not. We understand your priorities. We want to
provide the means for Eva’s case to be investigated as well. Money
for overtime, fuel, expenses maybe, but we also want to put all of
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our newspaper’s other resources at your disposal. If you need
computers, or if we have technical expertise you could use, or
international contacts. Anything you need, which we can provide, we
want you to know we’re willing to help. We know how under
resourced you are, so we are offering our assistance.”
“In return for what?”
“Naturally we want to cover the story, but our main priority is that
Eva’s killer should be brought to justice.”
“Why?”
“There are two reasons. An official reason and a personal reason.”
“Try me.”
“Eva was a bit of a cult figure in Europe during the eighties and
beyond. Some people in England have an interest in seeing her killer
brought to justice. Our paper thinks it’s worth covering.”
He wasn’t to know just how small the cult following was.
“And the personal?”
“A senior figure at the paper actually knew her.”
He nodded.
“I understand, but there is no mechanism for us receiving help
from other organisations on a formal basis. Nor is it proper.”
“Why?”
“What would happen if, for example, I discovered that this senior
figure at your newspaper was involved in some way? I’m sure you
can understand that there are good reasons why a police force must
remain independent.”
“I was hoping you might be a bit more open minded in this
instance. I mean we don’t even operate in Mexico, and no one at the
paper has had any meaningful contact with her for thirty years. There
isn’t any conflict here.”
He considered this.
“So how would we receive this help? The traditional British
method? Money in brown envelopes?”
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“No idea. I’ve come to you with an open and generous offer. It’s
up to you to say what you want and how you want it. If you don’t
want our assistance that’s OK. But if you do, then get in touch and
tell us what you need, and we’ll do our best to help you.”
I wrote the Blackberry number on my business card and pushed it
across the desk. He picked it up, nodded, and looked thoughtful.
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Driving back to the Marriott, Larry suddenly took an unexpected
sharp left, without indicating. I slid sideways in my seat.
“What the fuck!”
Larry looked in the rear view mirror, then turned right down a
side street. He slowed up, and checked the mirror again.
“Shit!”
“What?”
“We’re being followed.”
“Shit!”
“That’s what I said.”
“Yeah.”
“Doesn’t look good.”
“In what way exactly?”
“Four mean looking motherfuckers in a Honda SUV.”
“Which we can easily outrun in a Rover 75 right?”
Larry gave me a look that indicated my hopeful assessment of the
situation might not be entirely accurate.
“Let’s be clear about this. The Rover is a great car, very
comfortable and stylish, a real classic...”
“But?”
“Maybe not the ideal car in this situation.”
“You’re the one in charge of security Larry.”
“Sometimes considerations of style outweigh issues of
practicality.”
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“Meaning?”
“We in the shit man.”
“Oh good. Reggie will be pleased. How long before our bodies
are being repatriated do you think?”
“Let’s see.”
He floored it. The Rover gradually increased in speed. We didn’t
get that real jolt in the back which you would have got from a
Porsche. The Rover was big and heavy, so the next few turns were
tricky. Larry got us back onto the main road. I turned to look. The
Honda was still following, but it wasn’t right up our tail the way you
see in films. It was a safe distance behind, but not so far that we had
any chance of losing it in traffic.
“They want us to know they’re there?”
“Be my guess.”
“What if you slow down.”
“They come alongside and shoot.”
“Not if they’re just telling us we’re being watched.”
“You want to take that chance?”
“Also risky for them. You might shoot them.”
“Shooting and driving is tricky.”
“Got anything I can use?”
He nodded towards the centre console. I opened the storage
compartment and took out a large handgun. Don’t ask me what type.
“You know how to use that?”
“Line up, and squeeze slowly.”
“This ain’t fucking target shooting. You do that we both be dead.”
“So?”
“Line up and shoot quickly, three or four times, in between each
recoil. You don’t have to hit nothing, just make sure they keep their
heads down. Leave the actual killing part to me.”
“OK”
“And take the safety catch off.”
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After a few minutes driving we turned onto the AV 602, just north
of the airport. Larry made sure we were always travelling alongside
another vehicle to stop them having a way to get level. After a mile
or so, heading out of town, I could see the road was about to widen
out to three lanes.
“Got your seatbelt on?”
“Sure.”
“Wind down your window. Put the gun just below eyeline, and
shoot if I tell you. Otherwise, don’t do nothing.”
Larry began to slow down almost imperceptibly.
“Keep your finger off the trigger.”
I did as I was told. The Honda got closer and closer, until you
couldn’t fit a cigarette paper between us. Larry slowed up some
more. Just as we got down to about fifty the Honda accelerated, and
violently swerved into the outside lane. A fraction of a second later,
just before they got level, Larry slammed on the brakes.
The force of the deceleration, and the weight of the gun, forced
my hand into the frame of the window, and I accidentally fired off
one round. I wondered when I would be able to hear again.
As we began to slide sideways, with smoke rising up from the
locked wheels and skidding tyres, the Honda shot maybe twenty or
thirty yards ahead of us, turning and braking at the same time. It
came to a halt, side on to the traffic.
Larry grabbed a serious piece of hardware from the glove
compartment on his side, threw open the door, and ducked down
behind it. I looked up over the dashboard.
“Keep your fucking head down.”
There was no movement from the Honda. Other traffic continued
to go past, though some slowed to look at what they probably
thought was an accident. No one actually stopped. Whether anyone
saw that Larry and I had guns drawn I’ve no idea.
Some time passed. Nothing happened.
“What now?”
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“We wait.”
“How long?”
“Long as it takes.”
That didn’t turn out to be too long. Obviously someone in the
Honda came to a decision. There was a muffled scuffling noise. I
peeked out over the dash. There seemed to be a disturbance or
argument of some kind within the SUV. One man was climbing over
another. There was a struggle, and a lot of pushing and shoving. The
passenger door opened. Larry and I ducked down to give us some
cover from what we thought was coming.
It didn’t come. We looked again, just in time to see a body being
pushed out onto the tarmac. It was motionless. A couple of seconds
later the door closed, and the engine started. The Honda came
towards us for a moment or two before veering across a junction
onto the opposite carriageway. We kept our weapons trained on it as
it flew past, but no shots were exchanged.
What Larry and I both noticed was that the rear side window was
shattered, and as they passed us, they were all keeping their heads
down. The driver was leaning away from us, steering with one hand,
and just about keeping the vehicle on the road.
Larry jumped back into the driver’s seat, started the Rover, and
drove up to the body. We only stopped for a quick look. Small guy,
Mexican, jeans and an open neck shirt. Single shot just above the left
eye. Dead. We did a u-turn, drove the wrong way across a junction,
and headed back into town. Normal speed. Didn’t make it look like
we were running away from something.
“What did you make of that?”
“Only shot fired was yours. Looks like you clipped one of them.”
“There were four of them. Why didn’t they take us on?”
“Not equipped, or not inclined.”
“What I thought before maybe.”
“What was that?”
“Just out to frighten us, let us know we’re being watched.”
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“Maybe.”
“I mean from their point of view they’re just tailing a couple of
journalists.”
“My guess be they didn’t expect you to shoot first.”
“I didn’t mean to. My hand hit the window support when you
braked.”
“Unintended consequences.”
As we got closer to the centre of town I began to consider exactly
what those unintended consequences were.
“What do you think? Same people killed Prieto for getting too
close?”
“Got to be.”
We were silent for a while. Then Larry said what I was thinking.
“Looks like you just inadvertently raised the stakes.”
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Back at the Marriott Larry and I started packing. Larry travelled
light, except for the hardware, but I found it difficult to cut back.
“What’s the plan?”
“There is no plan.”
“You’re supposed to be covering my arse Larry.”
“You start shooting people, there’s only so much I can do.”
“In the absence of security, I’ve got my own plan.”
“Which is what?”
“Get the fuck out of Mexico.”
“And you this newspaper’s most intrepid reporter?”
Larry took out a .38 from a case on the bed, and slipped it into the
waistband of his chinos, at the back, under his jacket where it
wouldn’t show. Then he took another tiny automatic, and put it in an
ankle holster. He already had his favourite SIG Sauer Mosquito in a
shoulder holster, and a folding knife with a 440 grade stainless steel
blade in a pouch on his belt. I couldn’t keep up with the specs for all
this stuff, though he never tired of telling me about it.
“OK, here’s what we do.”
“So there is a plan.”
“This ain’t a long term plan, this is a let’s try and live for another
few hours type plan.”
“OK.”
“First off, we leave, and we don’t come back, but we don’t check
out. Leave everything here that you can, except passport, phone,
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anything with your name on it. Don’t leave nothing that will help
anyone.”
I gave Larry a long look. I’d just about got all my gear in a
suitcase.
“Yeah, I know. I’m improvising. Get all that stuff back in the
closet.”
I started unpacking.
“We ditch the car, pick up the fastest Avis we can, get out of
Mexico City, and hole up some place. Got to be big enough to be
anonymous, and far enough away for them not to be able to find us
through local contacts.”
“Guadalajara is about five hours away. I went there to interview
the promoter.”
“Shouldn’t be anywhere connected to the case. Stick a pin in the
map maybe. Makes it harder for them to follow if there’s no
connection between us and the place. We don’t know what they
know.”
When we left the room Larry and I just had one shoulder bag
each, and nothing else. Mine was stuffed with Reggie’s cash, and
Larry’s contained the tools of his trade. We came down the stairs
casually as if we were on our way out to dinner. As soon as we
walked into the lobby we were clocked by a couple of guys near the
revolving door. One was Mexican I would say, jacket, tee, chinos,
loafers. You certainly wouldn’t pick him out in a crowd. The other
was oriental, tall, long leather coat, shades, hair slicked back with
copious amounts of gel. Hard to miss.
Larry dropped his bag, and I did the same. We were maybe forty
or fifty feet away from them. Between us and them were a dozen or
so tourists milling about, probably all from the same party, unaware
of what they’d suddenly walked into.
Nodding towards the oriental, Larry spoke quietly to me, without
his lips moving.
“He opens that coat, hit the deck.”

90

I nodded.
The Mexican eyed up the situation. He spoke to the oriental guy.
Then he walked across towards us, through the tourists. When he
was about twenty feet away, he slowly opened his jacket, just
sufficiently so we could see he was unarmed. He nodded towards a
sofa in the corner. Larry and I began to move in that direction. The
Mexican pointed to me.
“Just him.”
I looked at Larry.
“Go. I got your back.”
Once we were seated he looked at me for a long time. Didn’t say
anything. But I was the master of that game, so I just waited. He
looked at me some more, but eventually he cracked.
“And I thought you were just an inquisitive English journalist.”
“I am.”
He pointed to Larry.
“But with protection.”
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“Prieto.”
He nodded.
“And your friend shoots first and asks questions later.”
I didn’t say anything.
“And now a man is dead.”
I still didn’t say anything.
“And that cannot go unpunished.”
“Then you’d better punish me.”
“You killed him?”
“There was only one shot fired, and I’m the one who fired it.”
“Why?”
“I didn’t like the way they were driving.”
“You want to be flippant with me?”
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“There were four of them and two of us. The aggressive way they
handled it, you could be forgiven for thinking they were going to
open up.”
“Wasn’t going to happen.”
“Trouble is, you give them the benefit of the doubt, it’s too late.
That’s the only reason we had the hardware out.”
“Good shooting to hit a moving target when your partner is
braking hard.”
I laughed.
“You think this is funny?”
“I was supposed to fire three maybe four warning shots when the
vehicles stopped. Get their attention, make them keep their heads
down, whatever. They wanted to make something of it, Larry was
going to handle it.”
“What happened?”
“Larry braked, my hand hit the upright, gun went off.”
“An accident?”
“Not intentional anyway.”
“You take a gun out, point it, it goes off, someone gets killed, this
is your responsibility.”
“I know.”
“You report it to the police?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“Didn’t seem like a good idea.”
“Because you knew you were responsible right?”
“This going to end up in a Mexican court?”
“No.”
“How is it going to end up?”
“Not well my friend.”
We sat for a while. Larry and the oriental were still facing one
another across the lobby. How that turned out probably determined
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who walked out of there. Me or the Mexican. I looked across to
them.
“Larry won’t shoot unless he does.”
“I know.”
“This what they call a Mexican stand-off?”
“Not really.”
“Why?”
“Because this isn’t my problem.”
“Meaning?”
“A friend requested that I handle this.”
“From the Plastique Totale right?”
He looked momentarily puzzled.
“Not your concern. My friend wanted you to know we could find
you, follow you, and if necessary kill you. Wanted you to know you
could not operate in this country. My friend wanted you to stop
investigating your story, and leave Mexico. This was the message I
was supposed to give you.”
“But then the ‘find and follow’ demonstration didn’t turn out
well.”
“Unfortunately for you.”
“So now your friend doesn’t just intend to threaten me.”
“Correct.”
“So this little thing here. The thing I thought was a Mexican
stand-off. How does that end?”
He stood up.
“We aren’t barbarians. No one is going to kill you in the lobby of
the Marriott, in front of children.”
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After the oriental backed out of the door, Larry and I made a
hasty departure from the rear exit. We abandoned the Rover and got
a local cab to the airport. The one good thing about airport rental
cars is the anonymous nature of them. That and the fact the big
corporate American companies like Avis probably don’t report back
to local gangsters. Globalisation sometimes has its advantages.
Larry got a VW Golf. Ubiquitous, unremarkable, but also pretty
nippy if you need to make a hasty retreat.
We didn’t exactly put a pin in the map. Larry decided to play
twenty questions.
“Ever seen any Mexican films?”
“No.”
“Ever seen any films set in Mexico?”
“Saw a film called Night Moves with Gene Hackman in it. They
go down to Mexico at the end of that.”
“Where?”
“The Yucatan.”
“Bingo.”
“You think?”
There was no way for us to know at the time, but in a general
sense we were heading in the right direction. The airport was on the
east side, so we continued straight out of town on Gral Ingnacio
Zaragoza, which turns into the 150D towards Puebla.
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Around tea time we stopped in the forest at Parque nal
Zoquiapan. The El Mirador restaurant was a bit more ambitious than
a lot of the roadside cafes, but it didn’t look much more salubrious.
The food was good though, if a little Mexican, but tasty as fuck, and
no re-fried beans.
After about two hundred and fifty miles, with no sign of a tail,
Larry began to think we might be safe. After Cordoba we took the
145D to Minatitlan, and then headed up to Coatzacoalcos on the
coast. On the way into town I spotted the Hotel Los Andes. Larry
wasn’t keen, but it was late, so we decided to take a look.
Turned out to be a good choice. Despite being on the main road, it
was reasonably quiet, the rooms were well furnished, it had an
outdoor jacuzzi surrounded by gardens, and two swimming pools.
Five hundred pesos a night sounds expensive, but the exchange rate
was in our favour, and anyway Reggie was paying.
“This far enough away you think?”
“Nowhere is far enough away if they decide it’s worth the trouble
to find us.”
“Which they won’t.”
“Wouldn’t have done if you hadn’t decided to shoot someone.”
“But now?”
“Might not bother if they think we’ve dropped it, and left town
for good.”
We were sitting in my room, with a bottle of wine, and two giant
bags of those wedge shaped potato snacks I can never remember the
name of.
“Tomorrow we have to phone home Larry.”
“What are we gonna say?”
“Little as possible.”
“Meaning?”
“Leave out the shooting part.”
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Larry considered this. I wanted to tie him into the story. There
was a danger he could be a back channel to Reggie, so I wanted at
least to try and get him on side.
“If I say I accidentally shot someone, and now we’ve been
threatened with death, I’ll be back in London before my feet touch
the ground.”
“That such a bad thing?”
“Funny thing is, when someone doesn’t want me to do something,
that’s generally all the motivation I need to do it.”
“Know what you mean.”
“Kind of confirms it must be a worthwhile thing to do.”
He nodded.
“Sort of, if they don’t want us to know, then it must be worth
knowing?”
“Exactly.”
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By the time we got up in Coalzacoalcos it was afternoon in
London. While Larry was having a shower, I decided who to call.
The person who would ask the least questions was undoubtedly Big
Dick. He was paid to answer my questions. So maybe that was the
way to go.
“Dick?”
“Yeah.”
“What have you got for me?”
“Never mind what I’ve got for you. What the fuck’s going on out
there?”
“What do you mean?”
“The paper got a call, middle of the night, said you were dead
meat, and we should pull you out asap.”
“Really?”
“Had both your names and everything, knew about the story.”
“Got a tape of that?”
“It was on the answering machine.”
“Send me an MP3.”
“Sure.”
“They say anything else?”
“Kind of garbled. Pigeon English, a bit of Spanish thrown in.”
“Yeah well, after the Prieto shooting we guessed someone didn’t
want us around.”
“Gretchen’s in two minds about whether to wind it up.”
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“Tell her to talk to Reggie. He’ll clear it. We talked about this in
New York. That’s why he put Larry with me.”
“I guess.”
It was bad, but it wasn’t disastrous. At least the fact that I’d killed
someone hadn’t got back to them.
“Anyway, where are you at?”
“I’ve got a question for you Jacko.”
“Fire away.”
“These friends of Eva’s, where are they supposed to be?”
“Don’t know, that’s why I asked you to trace them.”
“I don’t mean exactly where, I mean are they Mexican friends of
hers, or what?”
“They were people she was hanging around with in the late
seventies or early eighties, according to the promoter, so they could
be anywhere by now.”
“Well, I’ve got Banquo Vadis for you, but the others are proving
more difficult to track down.”
“One will do for now. If we find one we may find the others.
Sounded like they were a group of friends, so maybe some of them
are still in touch.”
“OK.”
“Give me Banquo then.”
“Seems like he’s a bit of a weirdo. Used to have a web site back
in the early days, like when I was still in school.”
“Which was when?”
“Early nineties. Internet was hardly off the ground. He was some
kind of sage and mystic. Used to publish this Wisdom of the Week
thing on line.”
“This still up there?”
“No, found it on one of those sites that archives old stuff, trying
to preserve the history of the net.”
“And the address?”
“You aren’t going to like this.”
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“Tell me anyway.”
“Progreso.”
“Which is...?”
“A fuck of a long way from Mexico City. North coast of the
Yucatan.”
“No shit.”
“About a six hundred mile drive.”
I didn’t tell him we were nearly half way there already. Or the
reason. My principle, they don’t ask, you don’t tell. Need to know
basis only, and Dick didn’t need to know.
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Larry came out of the shower. He dried his hair as I got the map
out on the table.
“You know you wanted to go to the Yucatan?”
“Yeah.”
“Looks like you’ve got your wish.”
He gave me a wary look.
“One of Eva’s friends, Banquo Vadis, lives in Progreso.
“Show me.”
I pointed it out on the map.
“Another 350 miles.”
“Give or take.”
He sat down, and I made some coffee using the small travel jug,
and packets of instant which were left in the room.
“We need to think about this Jacko.”
“Why?”
“Is that taking us further away from danger or closer to it?”
“Further away I would have thought.”
“But they know you want to talk to her friends.”
“According to Dick they’re difficult to find.”
“Good way to find us though. Find her friends and stake out their
pads.”
“Pads?”
“New York black lingo for places of residence.”
“I know what it means, I just hadn’t heard it since the seventies.”
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We sat and looked at one another. Trying to work out the
implications.
“OK, Larry, from a security point of view only, what would you
do?”
“My plan was to get away from any connection to the story, lie
low for a week at least. Thing about gangsters, you disappear, they
lose interest. Short attention span. They get bored easily. Want
instant gratification.”
“OK.”
“Then you can get back on the case. Don’t create a stir. Stay away
from the police investigation. Talk to friends, see what Dick can dig
up. But don’t do anything that would let them know you’re back on
it.”
“That might work for a while, but sooner or later we’re going to
come up against them, because they’re part of the story.”
“And you think sooner might be better than later?”
“Well one thing’s for sure, we can’t avoid danger altogether if I’m
going to chase her friends. I think it comes when it comes, and
Reggie put you here to deal with it when that happens.”
“Thanks.”
“You’re welcome.”
We went to the hotel breakfast room with the matter still
unresolved. Part of the problem was that although I was in charge of
the investigation, Larry could veto any move I made on the grounds
that he couldn’t protect me. It wasn’t in writing anywhere, but I
knew that when the chips were down, Reggie would back him up.
We got bowls of granola and warm milk. The jug had probably
been out of the fridge for a couple of hours before we got to it. Larry
went to ask for cold milk, and got it. People didn’t like to say no to
him.
“Say this blows up Larry, and we know there’s going to be some
kind of confrontation, you got other resources you can draw on?”
“There’s a couple guys I know in Boston. Vinnie and Hawk.”
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“How good are they?”
“Hawk’s the best. You wouldn’t bet against him. Vinnie and me, it
come down to it, fifty fifty.”
“How soon could they get here?”
“Not soon enough. This goes down, we won’t have time to hire
anyone.”
“Looks like you’d better teach me to shoot.”
He gave me a sceptical look.
I was surprised by his candour regarding Vinnie and Hawk. Most
guys in Larry’s profession think they’re better than everyone else.
I finished my granola in silence. Larry was thinking. I was just
anxious to get on with it. The thought of waiting a week or more, in
some Mexican town with nothing to recommend it, wasn’t
appealing.
“OK Larry, thinking time’s over. What you’re worried about is
this. Some Mexico City outfit, which no one has ever heard of, has
somehow tracked down one of Eva’s friends to a seaside town in the
Yucatan, six hundred miles away from their stamping ground, and
staked the place out, all in a little over twenty-four hours.”
“I know.”
“And why would they pick this particular friend anyway. There
must be other leads to follow up which are a lot closer to home.”
“I get it, believe me.”
“And we’re halfway there already.”
“OK, OK.”
“Is that a yes?”
He sighed and nodded.
“OK. We stick to Reggie’s rules though. Don’t phone, just turn
up. See how the land lies.”
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It was early evening by the time we were driving down the sea
front in Progreso. It was a bustling seaside town. The front was
crowded with people and vehicles. Maybe on a smaller scale than
you might find in England, but busier. There was nothing but beach
between the road and the sea. And although it was hot, the sight of
the sea, and the slight breeze, made us feel cooler than we had in a
while.
Banquo lived on Villamar. This was beyond the end of the
seafront. We turned right and immediately left. The road was now
slightly further back, with a row of houses between us and the sea.
Almost the first building we saw was the mustard coloured Casa
Isidora. There was a sign outside which read, “Hotel, Bar,
Restaurant, Pool, Garden, TV, Air Conditioning, Internet, Local and
International Phone, English Spoken.”
Larry and I looked at one another. There was no way we were
going to be leaving before the morning, so we pulled up outside, and
went in to take a look. It wasn’t exactly five star, but they had a
couple of rooms, and we decided it would do.
After we checked in, but before having our evening meal, we
decided to find Banquo.
Villamar was tarmac at the seafront end, but after a mile or so it
turned into an unmade-up road. Still pretty smooth, but you could
tell you were now at the cheaper end of town. Nevertheless, in

103

Mexican terms that might still have been quite expensive, because
the houses on our left were virtually on the beach.
We found Banquo’s villa easily enough. It was painted bright
yellow. We wandered down the alley onto the beach, which bordered
the front of the house. For a few moments we stood on the sand
looking at the clear blue water, wondering what it must be like to
live there.
After a moment or two we heard a door open behind us. A man of
about sixty came out and sat on a wooden sun lounger. He had a dark
beard, roundish face, and a couple of teeth missing at the front.
Bohemian in appearance I think you could say.
Larry looked at him, and then turned to me.
“Bingo.”
“You think that’s Banquo Vadis?
“Ten to one on.”
“I presume that’s a pseudonym?”
“Be my guess.”
“Well, let’s see.”
We walked over. The man kept an eye on us as we approached.
No point in being anything other than direct.
“Are you Banquo Vadis?”
He smiled broadly.
“Greetings!”
“I wonder if we could talk to you?”
“Possibly.”
“Possibly?”
“Depends what you want to talk about.”
There was nowhere to sit down, so I felt slightly uncomfortable.
If you’re standing, that often means it’s going to be a short
conversation, and that wasn’t what I had in mind.
“I’m a journalist. I wondered if we could go inside and talk about
Eva Perouk.”
“But it’s nice out here.”
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“Yes, but there’s nowhere to sit.”
“Oh.”
He looked around casually.
“Don’t suppose there is. There’s nowhere to sit inside either. Just
me you see, don’t have much need for guest chairs.”
This wasn’t promising, so I changed tack.
“We’re staying down at Casa Isidora. Do you fancy a drink?”
“Good eats there too.”
He smiled at me again.
“I expect we could run to that.”
He considered the offer.
“Saves me cooking I suppose. Never keen to do that in this
weather.”
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He was right. The restaurant was good. Fresh local seafood, spicy,
with a hint of lemon. Simple and tasty. Reggie would have loved it.
The conversation was equally good.
“How did you come by the name?”
“Don’t know really. Just a play on Quo Vadis. Toss in a bit of
Shakespeare, and hey presto.”
“What’s your real name.”
“’Tis my real name. Ever since 1977 anyway. Changed it by deed
poll.”
“That’s what it says on your passport?”
“Indeed so.”
“Never have any problems with immigration?”
“Might have if I ever went anywhere nowadays.”
“How did you end up in Mexico?”
“Couldn’t stand Hebden Bridge. Too many people on mobility
scooters.”
“Is that where you published Wisdom of the Week.”
“You’re very well informed. I thought that died twenty years
ago.”
“Our tech guy can dig up most things.”
“I wouldn’t want to be a celebrity with a past.”
“So what was Wisdom of the Week about?”
“I was pretending to be a kind of mysterious, enigmatic, guru,
publishing pithy sayings and cryptic aphorisms. Couldn’t sell
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enough advertising space though. That was the trouble with the early
net, the advertisers didn’t take it seriously.”
“So are you some kind of writer?”
He laughed.
“I designed a piece of software that was a random sentence
generator. Then I put in a few mystic words, and left it to get on with
it. Came back later and picked out the best ones. It used to come up
with things like, ‘Love is the circuit diagram of happiness’.”
Larry chuckled. That kind of thing always amused him.
I’d explained Eva’s death, as best I could, on the way to Casa
Isidora.
“How did you come to know Eva?”
He smiled, as if remembering her fondly.
“Met her in art college.”
“When was that?”
“Seventy-sevenish.”
“What was she like?”
“Quite a girl.”
“You and she...?”
“Oh yes.”
“I don’t know how to put this, but did she ever show any interest
in girls?”
“She certainly did.”
He seemed to be remembering that fondly as well.
“So she was...?”
“Flexible. Very flexible.”
“When I talked to her concert promoter he implied she was only
interested in girls.”
“I think her preferences firmed up a little in later life. Although
whether that’s quite the way to put it I don’t know.”
“What can you tell me?”
“It’s a long story.”
“We’re only on the starters.”
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“Quite so.”
He paused for a minute. Drank a little wine.
“When I met her, Eva was interested in everything. Anything she
could think of she wanted to do. Anything I could think of, she was
jealous she hadn’t thought of it first, and she wanted to do that too.
Then came the feminist phase. Strictly girls only. I offered to wear a
dress of course, but sadly her political convictions wouldn’t allow
her to mix and match.”
He smiled. Larry and I smiled back.
“Meanwhile she was gaining a kind of cult following from the
music. She loosened up a bit and started having liaisons with men
who she thought could influence her career, music journalists,
promoters, that sort of thing. She also had affairs with men who
could provide for her, because the music didn’t support her in the
style to which she wished to become accustomed. Again, sadly, I
didn’t fit into either category.”
I guessed this was where Reggie slotted in.
“When would this have been?”
“Early eighties.”
“But she went back to girls again.”
“Ah well, then came Lola Calf, and that changed everything.”
“How did she meet Lola?”
“That was the first time any of us came down to the Yucatan.
Must have been eighty-six, something like that. Eva and I had picked
up where we left off, not for the first time, and we decided to do a bit
of travelling. I think an uncle left her some money, and maybe there
was a bit left over from the tour. Anyway we came here. Wasn’t so
popular as it is now of course. There were things to explore. Mayan
treasures to be found. Some of it was very isolated.”
I prompted him again to tell me about Lola.
“Hard to know how to describe her. Adventurer, photographer,
explorer. But I would say Lola was mainly a photographer. That was
how she earned a living anyway. Travel pictures for the Sunday
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supplements, glossy mags, that sort of thing. I think she wanted to
publish coffee table books. But she never did as far as I know.”
“And she became involved with Eva?”
“She became involved with me. I wasn’t good at relationships.
Couldn’t stick with just one person anymore than Eva could.
Anyway as far as Lola was concerned, I had her first, and Eva was
jealous. That about sums it up I think. Eva was obsessed with her.
We did the usual threesome thing, but it was obvious Eva was more
interested in Lola than she was in me, and I was more interested in
Lola than I was in Eva.”
“How did that work out?”
“Not well. Eva wasn’t good at taking no for an answer. And she
was even worse with the jealousy thing. Can’t understand it myself.
Do what you want, with whoever wants to do it with you, is my
philosophy. One person doesn’t want to, sure to be another who
does.”
“Where was this happening?”
“Not far away actually. We’d rented a little place just outside
Merida. Anyway, one day Eva turns up with this eight inch strap on
dildo. Wants to fuck Lola without me there. Said she thought she
could do a lot better than me with my six inch job. Lola, who also
had a flexible approach, thought this was funny, and agreed to let her
have a go. Anyway, turns out she was right. So Eva and Lola were
getting it on, and I wasn’t getting any action at all.”
“Must have been hard.”
Larry nearly choked.
“I moved on. Best not to be too fixated on one thing.”
“How did it turn out between them?”
“Quite well I think. Eva was pretty much in love with Lola, but
how Lola felt I don’t know. I got the feeling it was a bit one sided.
Eva was certainly more intense, whereas Lola was pretty relaxed
about things.”
We finished the meal, but hung around for a while drinking wine.
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“Couple more questions.”
“Fire away.”
“The promoter said a few things which interested me. He thinks
you and Eva, and Lola, and a guy called Milovan Srdenovic used to
hang out together in the eighties.”
“Kind of. We all knew each other. Milovan was OK, but he’s
mad. That eastern european madness. I liked him, but only in small
doses. Wouldn’t want to go on holiday with him, or get into any
situation where you couldn’t bail out quickly if you needed to.”
“How did the others feel about him?”
“They liked him. He got on with Eva best, but Lola kind of felt
the same way I did. Don’t get me wrong, he could be good company,
and after the Yucatan trip all four of us did hang around together in
Yorkshire from time to time, but it was him and Eva that were
close.”
“Close in that they were...?”
“No. Not so far as I know. At that point Eva only had eyes for
Lola. But Milovan and Eva liked the same music, might even have
collaborated on things. You’d have to check out their albums from
that period. I mean in some ways Milovan has more of a following
than Eva as far as cult music is concerned. There might even be a
little rivalry there. Jealousy even. Eva’s big into jealousy. Not to
mention obsession.”
“You still in touch with any of them?”
“Not really. I came out here, Eva went on tour, Lola’s still taking
photographs somewhere I should think, and Milovan, well we’re OK
but not exactly close.”
“The thing is I’m talking to everyone, because as a reporter that’s
what you do, but really I’m trying to find a route to whoever was
Eva’s partner before she died. That way I might be able to find out
what happened in the hours before her death.”
“Don’t know who Eva’s been with recently. Haven’t heard from
her in a couple of years. As for Lola, she could be anywhere.
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Probably got a number for Milovan back at the house. He phones or
emails every now and then. I think he’s angling for an invitation to
come out here. Might be worth asking him, because he and Eva were
pretty tight.”
“Last question.”
“OK.”
“Ever heard of the Plastique Totale?”
“I’ve heard the name. I think it might have been Milovan who
mentioned them, but I don’t know in what context. I think he said he
and Eva were connected to them in some way, but I don’t know what
it was about. Probably best to ask him.”
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The next thing was to get Big Dick on the line and see what he
could tell me. The mobile coverage was hopeless, but luckily the
hotel had a decent landline.
“Dick?”
“Yeah.”
“Got a number and an email for a guy called Milovan Srdenovic.
How long to get an address?”
“Five minutes or less if it’s straight up, and he hasn’t tried to
conceal his identity.”
I gave him the info Banquo had given me. While I was on the line
he came up with an address in Huddersfield.
“Any other progress?”
“Yes and no. Looks like Eva was into cloud.”
“Which is what exactly?”
“Don’t you bother to keep up with any of this stuff Jacko?”
“Not if I can help it.”
“Cloud is where you store files on a server, rather than on your
computer.”
“Why would you do that?”
“Then you can access them anywhere in the world, from any
computer.”
“I sense a ‘but’ coming here.”
“Yeah. Fucking passwords.”

112

“So we know the files are there, and we know the emails are
there, but we don’t know the password.”
“My tech guy says it’s passwords plural.”
“And he knows this how?”
“Cracked one file using a serialiser, but that password doesn’t
work for anything else.”
“What was in the file?”
“List of chord progressions for some piece of music.”
“What was the password?”
He searched through some papers.
“Four nine nine five zero three.”
“No letters?”
“No.”
“That make it easier to crack?”
“Maybe if you could guarantee the others don’t have letters in
them, but it doesn’t look like that’s the case. He tried serialising
numbers only, but it hasn’t worked so far.”
“OK.”
“He says it isn’t random though. She’s used prime numbers.”
I looked at the password again.
“No she hasn’t.”
“That’s what I said, but apparently four hundred and ninety nine
is the last prime number before five hundred, and five hundred and
three is the first prime number after.”
“How does he figure this stuff out?”
“He’s kind of autistic. Savant something. Loves doing this stuff,
and his mum likes the cash.”
“Fucking hell Dick, how old is he?”
“Nine and a half.”
“You can’t use a nine year old.”
“Honest to God he really enjoys it. Plus he’s below the age of
criminal responsibility, so that’s a win win in my book.”
“Jesus Christ, one day we’re all going to jail, mark my words.”
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“Oh, and he thinks the files might be some sort of diary.”
“Why?”
“The way they’re numbered. Each file just has a number, like say
12176. They go up in sequence but the last number never goes above
seven, and it’s never a zero. So it would go from 12177 straight to
12181. And the pairs of numbers behind don’t go above 52. So the
next number after 11527 would be 12011. So he thinks it’s year
number, followed by week number, followed by day number.”
“Shit. We really need to get into those. That might tell us
everything we need to know. Surely she can’t have used a different
password for each one?”
“We don’t actually know, but it’s not the same one as for the
music file. And it’s probably letters, maybe upper and lower case,
and numbers, which makes it harder to crack.”
“Any chance he’ll do it?”
“He will eventually crack some of them. Pity he can’t work on it
full time.”
“He’s not on it full time?”
“He has to go to school.”
“Fuck school, this is much more important than that. Get his mum
to say he’s got measles, or take him away on holiday and hole up in
a hotel somewhere, but at least get the job done.”
“She draws the line at him missing school Jacko.”
“Fucking throw some money at this Dick. If Reggie finds out you
can’t even bribe a nine year old to skip school you’ll be out on your
ear.”
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The next day we were back on the road. My flight was booked
courtesy of the London office. Within twenty-four hours I’d be back
to the safety of England, and an interview with Milovan Srdenovic.
Six hundred miles is a long drive, but the Mexican interstate
roads were good. Predominantly three lane motorways, you were
very unlikely to be held up. Unlike the British police they didn’t
close the road in the event of an accident. They took the injured
away, cleared the debris to one side, and kept the traffic flowing.
We left very early and made good progress. Breakfast was a quick
stop at MacDonald’s in Villahermosa. The Carretera Federal 180
goes right through the centre of town, so we didn’t have to make a
detour. By lunchtime we were on the outskirts of Mexico City.
Which was earlier than we expected.
“I want to stop and talk to Velez about my offer.”
“Sure that’s a good idea?”
“What’s the problem?”
“Last time we see Velez we pick up a shit load of trouble. And
this time we know they after us.”
Larry did have a point. But I had an idea. There was a courtyard
directly behind the building, and strictly speaking it was for police
vehicles only. There were signs up in Spanish. But there was no
security on the gates. In fact there were no gates, so parking there,
amongst their unmarked cars, wouldn’t be a problem. If anyone
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asked we could just say we were there to see Velez, and didn’t
understand Spanish.
My thinking was this. Last time, when we’d picked up the tail,
we’d parked out front, and gone in through the main doors. If
someone inside the building was selling information on our
whereabouts, then anyone hoping to pick us up would wait outside at
the front, rather than in the police parking area at the back.
I explained my theory to Larry, but he didn’t look convinced.
“You want to park in the courtyard behind police headquarters
with a small arsenal in the back of the car?”
“The Federales don’t suspect us of anything Larry, so why would
anyone search the car?”
“Just my natural caution where the cops are concerned.”
“You want to dump the hardware first?”
“Might be a good idea to hold onto it long as we can.”
I knew this would be Larry’s preference. But he was probably
being over cautious. Given my conversation with the Mexican at the
hotel, it was unlikely they were going to whack us in broad daylight
in front of witnesses.
Professionals like to hit you unobserved. Two shots with a
silencer, in private. Then drop the gun, and walk away as if nothing
has happened. Public streets were probably reasonably safe. And the
airport, with all its security, was pretty much as safe as you could
get.
We pulled into the yard at the back of Police Headquarters around
two in the afternoon. Siesta time. But I guessed Velez was such an
upright hard case that he would still be in his office. There were
plenty of parking spaces, so we chose one near the rear door, got out
of the car, and went straight in.
Trouble was we were in the back of the building, and there was
no desk to go up to and ask. Eventually we passed someone, and I
asked.
“Way out? Front desk?”
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He pointed down a corridor. We found it. I asked for Velez, and
sure enough he was in. A couple of minutes later he appeared beside
us.
“Mr Jackson, what can I do for you?”
“Wondered if you’d thought anymore about my offer.”
He shook his head sadly, as if this conversation was inevitable,
and showed us through to the office. Larry and I sat down, but Velez
remained standing.
“You put me in a difficult position Mr Jackson.”
“I don’t mean to.”
“Your offer is essentially corrupt...”
“I don’t think it is.”
“...but it could be of use to me.”
“Why not do what seems sensible?”
“There is no mechanism for accepting your help, and I think that
there is no official procedure for such a thing because it is essentially
wrong.”
“But?”
“I could take cash from you, and do the right thing with it. Pay
officers for their overtime, buy things which we need. But where
would be the accountability? Who would oversee this? How would
people know I was actually doing the right thing? In truth it would
undermine everything I have tried to work for. What I would gain on
this case I would lose many times over in the years to come.”
“So there’s nothing we could do to help?”
“Maybe, but it would not be financial.”
“Anything at all, we’d be pleased to be of assistance.”
“I cannot promise to find Eva’s killer. I would like to, but it is not
my main priority. A police officer has been killed. In the course of
investigating that, we may find the cases are linked, and it might be
solved that way. Alternatively we may decide they are not linked,
and another team may take up the investigation. Either way, the
route to getting what you want is for us to make progress with the
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Prieto investigation. And this, I assure you, is the right way to go
about things.”
I nodded to indicate I understood his position.
“If I needed to obtain information from outside Mexico, to further
the Prieto case, would you be willing to help with that?”
“Of course. While the Perouk case is still open, my paper wishes
to help in any way it can, with any case you think is relevant.”
“Thank you. I will be in touch if I need to.”
“I can guess what you probably think of us Commandante Velez.
But just because we pay for information doesn’t make us the bad
guys. We’re a newspaper, that’s what we do, that’s oxygen to us, it’s
essential to the business we’re in. But we don’t pay to undermine
justice. If we pay, it’s to further the cause of justice.”
“Nevertheless Mr Jackson, there are things I won’t do.”
My argument was complete bullshit, but Velez was so up his own
arse with the anti-corruption thing, I wanted him to think we were at
least on the same side.
It looked as if the conversation was over, but Larry decided to
remind me of something we wanted to know.
“You were going to ask about Prieto.”
“Yeah. I was just wondering how they got to him.”
“I don’t know if we know who ‘they’ are Mr Jackson.”
“But you must know the circumstances of his death.”
“It’s no secret that Prieto was killed getting into his car outside
his house.”
“In the open, with witnesses?”
“Not really. He was coming in for the night shift. It was dark, and
the street was deserted. No one reported hearing any shots. His body
was found about an hour after he died, by someone coming back
from a bar.”
“Sounds like a professional hit.”
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“I never doubted it. The person who committed the crime
probably had only a financial interest in Prieto’s death. We have to
look beyond that.”
I nodded.
“How much do you think it costs in Mexico to have someone
killed Mr Jackson?”
“No idea.”
“Probably less than you spend on lunch.”
Food for thought.
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Larry and I walked out the back door. Our eyes took a moment to
get used to the sun. A man standing by the entrance to the courtyard
looked at us, and then quickly moved to one side behind the wall.
We only caught a glimpse of him. The next thing I knew Larry
pushed me to the floor behind the car, while he made a grab for the
driver’s side door.
From under the Golf I saw a silver Audi pull up across the
entrance to the courtyard, blocking all access, in or out. The two
doors facing us swung open. Bullets sprayed everywhere as they
opened up with automatic weapons.
The noise was extreme. You could feel the reverberation of every
shot. The Golf bucked and jumped with each impact. The sound of
tearing metal and breaking glass was just about audible over the
gunfire. Then came the smell of powder and smoke.
Larry had the door to the Volkswagen open, and grabbed a
handgun from the glove compartment. The heavier weapons were
stowed under the back seat, and there was no way to reach them.
This wasn’t the kind of assault which Larry alone could repel. We
were completely unprepared for such a thing. It was so far from what
we expected.
Sporadic shots rang out from behind us. Some officers, using
sidearms, were taking pot shots at our assailants from the windows
and doors which opened out onto the courtyard. This covering fire
may in fact have stopped them from coming into the yard after us.
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After smashing the window in the driver’s side door, Larry took a
few shots at them. The door itself didn’t afford much cover. The high
velocity rounds coming our way were tearing straight through the
metal, and splintering the brickwork of the building behind. Luckily
several cars were parked between us and them, and they didn’t have
a clear line of sight.
Nevertheless their strategy of saturating the courtyard with
automatic fire looked likely to pay off. We were pinned down, and it
seemed only a matter of time before we were hit.
Larry dived into the car, lying on the floor, rummaging under the
driver’s seat. As he slid out, there was a brief pause in the shooting. I
couldn’t see what was happening. My fear was that they were
somehow working their way towards us. But in reality they had
probably just stopped to evaluate their success, and see if there was
any movement. We stayed very still.
A second or two later I saw Larry squinting under the cars, trying
to get a clear line of sight. Suddenly he made an underarm bowling
action. I could hear something heavy rolling across the yard towards
the entrance. The doors of the Audi closed as it accelerated away.
Just as the back of the car cleared the entrance there was a loud
explosion. I dived backwards away from the blast.
For several moments nothing happened. Then the place was
swarming with cops. The next thing I knew Larry and I were
standing with our hands up, while Mexican cops pointed guns at us,
and screamed at us to get on the floor. We did as we were told. My
arms were wrenched behind my back, and my hands secured with a
cable tie.
One cop got each side of me, and hauled me up. I was almost
lifted into the building by my arms, with my feet dragging behind.
They threw me on the floor, and Larry was thrown down beside me.
Everyone was talking at the same time in Spanish. I couldn’t
understand any of it. We didn’t say anything. There was no point.
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Five minutes later, we were still face down on the floor, but
everyone seemed to have calmed down. They lifted us up onto a
nearby bench, and had a good look at us. I made eye contact with
one of the younger cops.
“You speak English?”
“Yeah.”
“We came here to see Commandante Velez. Any chance you can
get him? He’ll tell you we aren’t the bad guys here.”
He didn’t look convinced, but he spoke in Spanish to a fat cop
who was reloading his gun. That cop went into the office opposite us
and picked up the phone.
Two minutes later Velez appeared.
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Once the adrenalin wore off I was shaking uncontrollably.
Anyone who says they aren’t scared in that situation is lying. Velez
handed me a strong coffee. Larry didn’t seem so badly affected. He
and Velez were staring at me. They looked worried.
“I’m OK. It’s just the shock.”
Larry sat down, and Velez walked round behind his desk. At that
moment two officers walked in carrying all Larry’s hardware. They
spoke in Spanish to Velez before putting the equipment on a table at
the side. After they left Velez turned to look at me again.
“You were expecting to fight a small war?”
Larry turned to check what had been brought in.
“They’re mine.”
“One of you want to tell me what’s going on?”
I gave him an account of how far I’d got with the case. I also told
him about being followed, and the confrontation at the hotel. What I
didn’t tell him was that I’d accidentally shot someone.
“And your friend?”
He pointed to Larry.
“I know you don’t think Eva’s shooting and Prieto’s shooting are
linked, but Reggie was worried. He didn’t think it was a coincidence.
So he asked Larry to come with me.”
“It pains me to say it, but it looks as if he was right and I was
wrong.”
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He circled round the desk and looked at the firearms on the table,
before turning to Larry.
“You know the penalty for bringing firearms into Mexico is five
years in jail?”
“I didn’t bring them in.”
“Nevertheless you are in possession of illegal weapons. The
courts do not take kindly to foreigners carrying guns in our country.”
“From what I understand the usual penalty is a fine of one
thousand dollars, confiscation of any vehicle, and deportation for a
period of one year.”
Velez looked surprised at Larry’s knowledge of Mexican law.
Larry took out his wallet and handed Velez some papers. Velez took
them, and went back behind his desk while he examined them. He
looked puzzled.
“You have Inmigrados status?”
Larry nodded.
“And how did you obtain this CCW licence?”
“Good connections.”
He walked over to the small pile of weapons and examined them.
Larry let him look for a while before offering an explanation.
“The handguns are .38s, the shotgun barrels are over twenty-five
inches, and the rifles are semi-automatics.”
“You seem to have a very good knowledge of what is permitted.”
“My job, that’s pretty much a requirement.”
He turned to Larry.
“In my job I get to see most things, but this licence is so rare I
have never seen one. From what I understand few are issued, except
to the very wealthy, or those with political connections.”
“Well, I’m not wealthy, and I couldn’t name a single Mexican
politician, but I guess Reggie fulfils both criteria. All I know is I
signed the forms, the office sent them by courier, and a couple of
days later the permits arrived.”
“Two days?”
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“About that.”
“You know there is only one legal retail outlet in Mexico City for
firearms?”
“Got them by private sale off a licensed collector. Not illegal far
as I know. Long as they conform to the legislation.”
“But private acquisitions must be federally registered.”
“Widely ignored and unenforced from what I hear.”
“I might decide to enforce it in this case.”
“Applications are in the post. But even so, given that I’m
licensed, what would that be, a slap on the wrist?”
Sounded like round one to Larry, although I had no idea about
Mexican gun law. Trouble was though I didn’t really want to upset
Velez. So I decided to try and smooth the waters.
“Thing is, this was just a precaution. We never expected anything
like what just happened down there.”
Velez walked back behind the desk.
“My advice? Leave Mexico.”
“Our next stop was going to be the airport.”
“Good idea. Anyone wants you dead that bad, you’re better off
someplace else.”
“We have a lead to follow up in England, but I guess eventually
we’re going to have to come back.”
“Stay in Great Britain Mr Jackson, and leave the investigating to
me.”
“My guess, you get close, they’ll come after you too.”
“Forewarned is forearmed.”
“You’re kidding right? If they’re willing to spray our car with
automatic fire, in broad daylight, in the police headquarters car park,
how can you protect yourself against that?”
“We aren’t dealing with the Mafia here, or the drugs cartels. Had
we been up against them, the job would have been done. This seems
fragmented to me. Someone is trying to frighten you off. They pay
for this to be done. The three encounters you have had may not even
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have been with the same people. The man at the hotel. Didn’t he say
it wasn’t his problem?”
“Something like that.”
“He was a gun for hire. He frightens you, he delivers the message.
This is a well known method in this country. You have the right
contacts, you can buy this service. Between you and the contractor,
it’s nothing personal. What you need to know is who set it up.”
I looked at my watch, and looked at Larry. We had to be at check
in within the hour.
“We’ve got plane tickets.”
“Use them.”
“The flight is in a couple of hours.”
He picked up the phone and spoke in Spanish. After a moment he
put it down, and turned to me.
“Two officers will be waiting for you at the front desk. They will
take you in one of our cars.”
“Thanks.”
“Don’t thank me, just don’t come back.”

126

30

Huddersfield was damp and overcast. It was early June, but the
weather had closed in. Larry was back in New York, and I was out
on my own again. England seemed safe.
The house on Holly Road, just south-west of the city centre, was
a small terrace. It was almost the only one in the street which hadn’t
been done up. While every other property had UPVC double glazing
and a new front entrance, this one had rotting window frames, and a
wooden door with a waist high letter box. The tiny front garden was
badly overgrown. An old washing machine lay on its side, about to
be reclaimed by nature.
I walked up the path. There was no bell, so I knocked loudly.
After a while I could hear a shuffling noise inside, and a voice
shouting at me in a thick eastern european accent.
“What fucking time you call this?”
It was three o’clock in the afternoon.
After a few moments the door opened. A small man with a
pinched face, a bald head, and a short but patchy beard, stood in
front of me. He was wearing a worn and dirty bath robe.
“Mr Srdenovic?”
“Who are you?”
“Mike Jackson, I’m a reporter.”
His face lit up.
“Oh come in, come in.”
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He kicked some newspapers out of the way, and led me down the
litter strewn hall.
“This about my performance where I fuck horse?”
“Er...”
Now a salacious news story can come from anywhere. So one
never likes to be over zealous in sticking to the original point of the
interview.
“Not real horse of course. It was pantomime horse, but I get my
dick out on stage, police come, council take away music licence.
Only matter of time before I am in News of World I think.”
“Quite possibly.”
“Not like budgie shooting fucking students right? This a real
news story.”
I felt out of my depth. We got to the sitting room. There was a
worn leather sofa, covered in discarded magazines, and a reclining
armchair. He swept the debris off the sofa, and invited me to sit
down. From the crowded sideboard he lifted a bottle of Tesco Value
Port, and a couple of glasses.
“This is stuff for real winos. Fuck sherry I say, too sweet.”
He filled the glass to the top and handed it to me, before sitting in
the recliner, and taking a big swig from his own glass.
“Good stuff no?”
It wasn’t, but I nodded my head in agreement. I wondered what
the sommelier at Le Bernadin would make of it.
He leaned back in the chair.
“What you want to know?”
“To be honest Mr Srdenovic...”
“Milovan! Milovan, please.”
“Well, to be honest Milovan, I really came here to ask you about
Eva Perouk, although I would also be more than happy to talk to you
about the horse incident of course.”
“Eva Perouk. My God. What a woman no?”

128

“I’m afraid I may have some bad news. Eva died a few weeks
ago.”
“No! She was so young.”
“In her late fifties I would have thought.”
“That’s what I say. How this happen?”
“She was in a hotel in Mexico, and someone shot her.”
“Fuck no! Murder?”
I told him about the pulmonary embolism which apparently killed
her two days before she walked into the hotel. Then I explained that
it seemed someone didn’t want the case investigated.
“This a fucking conspiracy right?”
“I don’t know what it is at the moment, but...”
“This a real fucking conspiracy. You check out CIA?”
“Er...”
“You should check them out, they do this stuff all the time. I got
files. You want to see my files?”
“I think this might be a little more local than that.”
“That how they operate. I show you stuff blow your mind.”
“I assure you there’s really no connection to the CIA. If there was
even a hint of that my paper would be right on it.”
“OK. But you keep them in mind right? If you need it I got all the
info on them.”
“Any suspicion of it, believe me you’ll be the first person I call.”
“Good, good.”
“But what I really need to get is some information about Eva.”
“What you trying to find out?”
“I think she had a partner, and I’m asking all her friends in the
hope that someone can put me in touch.”
“Why you want her partner?”
“It might be a route to finding out what Eva did in the hours and
days before her death. That way maybe I can start to work out what
happened.”
“Good thinking.”
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“So do you know who she was seeing?”
“You try Lola Calf?”
“Banquo Vadis mentioned her, but he lost touch with Lola, so I
haven’t been able to talk to her. You think she was Eva’s partner
recently?”
“No no, but Eva would never let her go. Lola would know for
sure what was going on.”
He got up and went to the stairs.
“Come, come.”
We climbed up to the first floor. There were three bedrooms, but
only one was used for sleeping in. The walls of the others were lined
with shelves from floor to ceiling. Box files occupied every bit of
wall space, and piles of papers were scattered everywhere.
He began examining the post-it notes which were attached to each
box.
“So you see Banquo?”
“Yes.”
“Out in Mexico?”
“Progreso.”
“How he getting on?”
“Seems good I think. Likes life by the sea.”
“I phone and email, but he never invite me.”
“He likes being by himself I think.”
“Fucking isolationist crap.”
“He didn’t have anywhere for a guest to sit, let alone sleep.”
“I tell him I got camping chair and blow up bed, no more
excuses.”
“You can try.”
He shrugged.
“No hope I think.”
After a moment he pulled a box from the shelf, opened it, and
began rifling through the papers. It took him a few minutes, but
eventually he pulled out a red piece of paper.
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“I use red for girls there might be some chance.”
He winked at me. The box was full of different coloured sheets,
including many red ones. He handed it to me.
“You make note, then I put back.”
There was quite a lot of information on it. Mobile number,
landline, work number, agent’s number, home address, agents
address, parent’s address, work address. Milovan was clearly
determined not to lose touch. The easiest thing was to photograph it
on the Blackberry. Having done so I handed it back to him. He
replaced it in the file.
“Never know when times might be hard.”
“Times aren’t hard at the moment?”
“No, no. I get dick out on stage. Lot of offers. It impressive dick.
I show you.”
He began to open his bath robe, and fumble with his flies.
“No really, you don’t have...”
Too late.
“I see what you mean.”
“I bet Eva wish she had dick like this.”
“You know about that?”
“Her and Banquo and Lola? Of course.”
Thankfully he put it away.
“She fuck Lola with strap on. Not same as real cock, although
maybe better than Banquo’s.”
He laughed.
“Old times.”
“How long ago?”
“How long since Eva fuck Lola?”
“Yes.”
“Always, off and on. Might have happened recently. Who knows.
I always tell Lola she should let me fuck her. Never go back to that
lesbian stuff.”
“What did she say?”
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“She consider perhaps, if she run out of options.”
His laugh was more of a cackle.
I checked my notes.
“Got another thing you might be able to help me with.”
“You fire away much as you want.”
“Ever heard of the Plastique Totale?”
“Yeah of course. They don’t want me in, but I know them.”
“Why don’t they want you?”
“Too mad for them.”
“Too mad?”
“Yeah. They got some fucking bullshit manifesto.”
“A manifesto?”
“They got no fucking idea. I wouldn’t join even if they drag me
out and fucking torture me.”
“Have they threatened you?”
He looked perplexed.
“No, no. They never threaten anyone. All pussies.”
Now I must have looked puzzled.
“Old art students. They completely fucking harmless, unless you
count harm they do to art.”
This didn’t enlighten me either.
“Let’s go back to the beginning here. When I spoke to Eva’s
promoter, he said she was involved with a dangerous organisation
called the Plastique Totale, and they might be a serious threat to me
if I continued to investigate, and I should leave the country.”
For a moment he just stared at me, and then he began to laugh.
Great gales of laughter which didn’t stop. He pulled out a dirty
handkerchief from the pocket of his bathrobe, and began to wipe the
tears away from his eyes. In the end he had to sit down. Eventually
the laughter stopped.
“Eva have trouble with promoter right? He want to withhold
money because she unreliable. She threaten him with Plastique
Totale if he don’t pay up. He don’t know Plastique Totale some
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fucking English art collective run by friends, not even in Mexico.
She pay Mexican to threaten him with gun and say Plastique Totale
are onto him. Next day she get money.”
He began laughing again.
“And now he telling people how dangerous Plastique Totale are.
Brilliant, fucking brilliant.”
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Back at the office in Fleet Street, I started following up the
information on Lola. It was a good job Milovan had gathered as
many details as he had, because a lot of them didn’t pan out. The
mobile was unavailable, the landline had been disconnected, she no
longer worked for Associated Press, and her agent had gone out of
business five years earlier.
However I did manage to contact her elderly parents.
“Is that Mr Calf?”
“It is.”
“I’m trying to get in touch with Lola.”
“And you are?”
“My name’s Mike. I used to know her a long time ago.”
“She doesn’t want us to give out her details, but I could ask her to
ring you.”
“It’s just that I have some bad news I’m afraid. One of her close
friends sadly passed away.”
“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”
“Eva Perouk. She died about three weeks ago in Mexico. I only
just found out myself.”
“Oh, that’s awful.”
“You met her then?”
“A few times, but that was some years ago.”
“Anyway, I just thought I should let her know.”
“Of course, just hang on a minute Mike.”
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I could hear him talking to his wife.
“It’s a young man, he says Eva died, do you think I should give
him Lola’s number? Well if he phones her, he’ll know all the details,
and we don’t, so...”
He came back on the line.
“Have you got a pencil?”
The number he gave me was a landline. The international prefix
was fifty two, so I knew without having to ask that I was on my way
back to Mexico.
I found Dick by the water cooler on the second floor.
“Got a reverse directory for Mexico?”
“Not on me.”
“Back at your desk then?”
“Easiest way is a contact I’ve got at International Directory
Enquiries. Saves trawling through a lot of Spanish shit on the
internet.”
We made the call, and waited while the search was made.
“How are you getting on with your nine year old?”
“Keep your voice down.”
“Not ashamed of him are you?”
“Jesus no. The rest of them find out though, they’ll all want a
piece of him. Autistic nine year olds are like fucking gold dust.”
“Has he come up with anything?”
“His mum took him to Brighton yesterday for a fortnight. So he’s
on the case full time at the moment. Cost and arm and a leg, but
Gretchen just signed off on it, didn’t even query the expense.”
“How did you get him on-line?”
“Managed to find a hotel with free super-fast wi-fi. BT Infinity,
100Mb download speed apparently, must be about ten times faster
than we’ve got here. And the upload is impressive as well. Makes a
difference when he’s using his serialiser so he says.”
“Where did he get this serialiser?”
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“It’s just software based, but he designed it himself. He’s got it
loaded on a 2.8 GHz quad core MacBook Pro. Also courtesy of
Reggie.”
“And we’ll get some results when exactly?”
Dick shrugged.
“He’s never let me down. Says he will crack it, just a question of
time. We’ve given him everything he needs technically, so it’ll be as
fast as it can be.”
The woman from international directory enquiries came back on
the line. Dick wrote down the address.
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Larry met me at the airport in Chetumal, down near the border
with Belize. We’d decided to follow Reggie’s advice. Until we’d
worked out where the threat was coming from, it seemed best not to
let anyone know where we were, or what we intended to do.
We were going to turn up at Lola’s place unannounced. It was a
long way to travel, without being certain she would be home, but
there wasn’t any safe alternative.
Our new VW Golf was hired with some of Larry’s false
documents. This was partly for security reasons, and partly so that
Avis wouldn’t start asking us questions about what happened to the
previous one. Assuming the police returned it, they might have been
curious about the bullet holes.
It was a very short drive from the airport to Jesus Reyes Heroles.
Chetumal isn’t particularly big, but even so, this was still close by.
Lola had obviously done well for herself. The house was
detached, and the area was good. It was opposite a well maintained
park, with a play area, and a bandstand.
Just a little way along, situated on the grass, was what looked like
the smallest police station in the world. You couldn’t call it a hut
exactly, because it was brick built. But it had only one room. The
outside was blue and white, with a large police badge painted on the
front. Just to one side of the window, their mission statement was
printed on the wall, in case anyone should be in any doubt about
what the police were for.
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The house, set back in its own grounds, was sizeable. It was well
decorated, and in good condition. Like a lot of houses in Mexico it
was a kind of yellowish brown colour. This was the first place I’d
seen where I thought I might be happy to live.
There was an intercom on the wall. Larry pressed the button. The
gates were locked, which didn’t look hopeful. There was no reply.
After a minute or so I put my finger on the bell push and kept it
there. There was still no reply.
“Let’s check into a hotel Jacko.”
“Might as well.”
It was around lunchtime. The centre of town proved difficult to
find. However it turned out De Los Heroes was the main street, and
almost everything else was residential. As we drove north, there was
a big Holiday Inn sign on the right hand side. We looked at each
other. It would be OK, and might be the best we could do without
spending hours looking. Eventually we booked in for one night,
thinking we could always move later if we were there for any length
of time.
Larry googled Chetumal on my Blackberry. Apparently the
population in the fifties was only about five thousand, but once the
interstate roads were opened up it shot up to a hundred and fifty
thousand. There was one multiplex cinema nearby, and the Museo
De La Cultura Maya. I fancied a movie, but Larry said we could do
that anytime, so we ended up admiring Mayan treasures for most of
the afternoon.
He got a call about four, and had to go to a meeting. I could guess
what that was about. We agreed to meet later at a nearby restaurant.
By the time we’d eaten it was just after six. We thought most
people would be home from work, and it was worth trying Lola’s
place again. When we got in the car Larry showed me where the
hardware was stashed.
“And this time don’t fucking shoot anyone.”
“What’s the point of me knowing where it is then?”
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“’Case anything happens to me.”
We rang the bell. A woman’s voice came through the intercom, in
Spanish. We waited a moment after the voice stopped speaking.
“Could I speak with Lola Calf?”
Silence.
I waited a few seconds and tried again.
“My name is Mike Jackson. I’d like to speak to Lola Calf.”
Still nothing.
Larry put his finger on the bell push again. This time it didn’t get
any result at all. We looked at one another.
“What just happened Jacko?”
I shrugged.
“Maybe they don’t answer the door to people they don’t know.”
Just then a woman’s voice came from behind the gates. The tone
was hostile.
“What do you want?”
Larry and I moved to try and see her, but the gates were boarded,
and we couldn’t see in.
“I’m a reporter. I wondered if I could talk to you?”
“About what?”
“Eva Perouk.”
“Why would you want to talk to me about Eva Perouk?”
“It’s a long story.”
“Where are you from?”
“England.”
“And you came all the way out here to talk about Eva?”
“Not just to talk to you, but yes.”
“Are you alone?”
“No. I’ve got an American friend with me.”
“Come round the side where I can see you.”
We did what we were told. Just round the corner there were eight
foot high railings. Behind them was a small woman, thin, with
mousy blonde hair. She wasn’t classically beautiful, but there was
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definitely something about her. She must have been in her fifties, but
she didn’t look it. You’d have guessed late thirties.
I’m not much good at judging women’s reactions, but it was
pretty obvious she liked the look of Larry. In fact I would go so far
as to say it was Larry that got us in. If I’d been there on my own, I
don’t think I would have got more than about two minutes with her,
and probably through the railings.
As it was, we were invited in, and the maid brought us drinks.
The place was well furnished. It was minimal, Ikea style, but a bit
more comfortable. Her photographs were on the walls. Each was
framed and mounted exactly the same way. Large off white mount,
and a half inch plain black moulding for the frame. All the
photographs were black and white. But there was nothing consistent
about the subject matter. It looked as if she’d been everywhere and
photographed everything.
Larry smiled enigmatically, while I asked the questions. Although
she glanced across to me occasionally, she kept looking at Larry.
“I have some bad news for you I’m afraid. Eva died about three
weeks ago.”
“I know.”
“How did you find out?”
“Mutual friends.”
“What did they tell you?”
“Not much. Apparently she was killed in a hotel.”
I explained the circumstances and the contradictions. She looked
pale. Neither of us said anything. For a few moments I was just
looking at her, trying to work out why Banquo and Eva found her so
irresistible. There was no doubt it was her eyes. She looked ready.
Unfortunately she looked ready for Larry. That wasn’t going to pan
out of course, but she wasn’t to know.
“Do you mind if I ask you some personal questions?”
“I do mind.”
“Could be helpful to me.”
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“But not to me I would guess.”
“I get it.”
“You get it?”
“I understand why some people don’t like the press.”
“And why is that do you think?”
“We want to take their pain and turn it into cash.”
“But not for them.”
“Correct. If they get anything it’s a fraction of what the story is
worth.”
“So why would I want to help you?”
“Because this time it’s not about that.”
“What is it about?”
“Reggie knew her.”
She was silent. So I continued.
“It’s personal. There is no story here in the conventional sense. It
might end up as a few paragraphs on page four, but that isn’t why
we’re here. He sent me and Larry to find out what happened, and, to
use his words, ‘if possible get the bastards locked up’.”
“Isn’t that a job for the police?”
“You think the Mexican police are going to solve this?”
She didn’t say anything, but it was clear she didn’t think that.
“Someone doesn’t want us to find out what happened. That alone
is pretty much good enough for me to keep on it, but I can’t do it
without help.”
“And how do you think I can help?”
“I want to know what you know. Everything. Because until I have
all the facts about Eva’s life I can’t work out what’s relevant and
what isn’t. But most of all I want to know who her partner was. I’m
pretty convinced there was someone, and she probably cleared the
house after Eva was killed. She would know what happened in the
hours or days or weeks before Eva’s death, and that might put us on
the right track.”
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Lola thought about this. She didn’t say anything straight away.
After a while she got up, went to her bag, and got her diary. She
flicked through as if trying to find something. Then she tore a piece
of paper from a notebook, wrote something on it, and handed it to
me.
“Meet me here, at seven tomorrow evening.”
“We were hoping to be out of Chetumal by then.”
“Best I can do. If I’m going to talk to you I want to call some
other people first, let them know what I’m doing. They have a right
to know.”
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Mahahuana was located on the seafront near Heroica Esceula
Naval. It wasn’t hard to find. The restaurant was on the opposite side
of the road to the sea. They might have been able to claim a sea
view, but only just. It looked as if Lola had picked a good spot.
Larry and I got there early in the morning, while the place was
closed. Larry wanted to check it out. Unfortunately, the way things
had worked out, we’d agreed to be at a specific place, at a specific
time, and Lola knew where, and she was making telephone calls. All
of which might have been completely innocent, but given our
previous experience it seemed best to be on the safe side.
At the front there was just the one door, in a square white
building, facing out onto the dual carriageway. The area wasn’t
crowded the way most of urban Mexico is. There were green open
spaces everywhere, and beyond that the beach.
We wandered down the road at the back, but there didn’t appear
to be any access at the rear. Some housing blocked the view. So
maybe they had a little courtyard behind, but it must have been
enclosed.
Larry walked back round the corner, for another look at the front.
“See this here? Bad news.”
He was pointing to something which is difficult to describe. The
building was set back from the road, and in front there was a
rectangular area with a two foot high wall around it. In the middle
were several trees, which grew up through a reed canopy. We had no
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idea what it was for, but it certainly blocked the exit and obstructed
the view.
“Don’t like it. Too much cover at the front, and no way out the
back. Once we in there, be like shooting fish in a barrel.”
“Assuming anyone actually wants to shoot us.”
“We know someone want to shoot us, just a question of where
and when.”
“Might not be here though. Might not be tonight.”
“You want to take a chance on that?”
It was a good question. We considered it over breakfast at the Los
Milagros in town. It was on Ignacio Zaragoza just off the main drag.
Although it didn’t look like much from the outside it was busy. Larry
found it on Lonely Planet. They said it was the place for students and
intellectuals. People were playing dominos and chess, and a radio
interview was taking place a couple of tables away. Just the kind of
place Larry liked. We got a few odd looks as we walked in.
“Trouble is, you and me stick out like a sore thumb down here.”
“Know what you mean.”
I’d kind of got used to everyone in Mexico staring at us, but Larry
was right, it was a problem. You couldn’t do anything without being
noticed.
“Kind of like the start of a joke ain’t it. Gringo and a nigger walk
into a bar...”
“We’re OK with the racial epithets today then are we?”
“I always OK with them, you gringos seem to have the problem.”
“Maybe that’s because us gringos have a bit of an issue there.”
“Ain’t just your prerogative. How you think us niggers talk about
you gringos behind your back?”
“Not entirely positively?”
“Damn right. But I don’t have anything like as much of a problem
with nigger as I have with gay. I ain’t never felt gay in my whole
life. I felt queer. I felt different. I felt homosexual. But I definitely
never felt gay. Seems like some kind of foppish British invention to
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me, by them English nancy boys. You can damn sure be homosexual
without any of that shit.”
“You are British though Larry.”
“Don’t seem like it no more.”
We had re-fills of coffee and considered the problem some more.
“Here’s what I think Jacko. You go meet her alone. Take a .38 on
your ankle. I’ll wait in the car where I can see the front entrance.
That way, anyone comes for us, they get hit from both sides.”
“Thing is, how can you tell if we’ve got trouble or not. First you
might know is if you hear shots. Meanwhile I’m in there alone.”
“They come, I’ll pick ’em. Be at the door before they even get a
piece out. And I don’t have no problem shooting people in the back.
They come after me, they deserve what they get.”
“OK.”
“Also, you have any problem, use her as a shield.”
“Fucking hell Larry.”
“They come tonight, it’ll be her set us up. So they probably be
reluctant to shoot her. And if not, at least she’ll slow the bullet down
some.”
“Might not get as much out of her without you there.”
“Have to do your best man.”
“I think she likes you.”
“Tell you the truth I’m fed up with her looking at me like she’d
enjoy eating me for supper.”
“Kind of amuses me though.”
“Maybe you like to tell her I ain’t on the menu.”
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The food at Mahahuana was good. They had a variety of spicy
beef and pork steaks on the menu. I ordered a combination platter,
and wasn’t disappointed. The place had a friendly atmosphere, and
the waiters made you feel at home. You could happily take your
family there.
For some reason I had Lola down as a vegetarian. But it turned
out she wasn’t. She liked prime beef steak.
“Where’s Larry?”
“Tell you the truth, we’ve had a little security issue. He’s taking
care of it.”
“That what he’s around for?”
“Mainly.”
“Coming back later?”
“After we finish here.”
She took a sip of her wine.
“What do you want to know?”
“Who did you talk to last night after we left?”
“Banquo, but he said he’d spoken to you already. He thought you
were OK.”
“Could be because we bought him dinner.”
“He’s not acquisitive.”
“I know.”
“Probably just thought Reggie could afford it.”
“He was right.”

146

She smiled.
“Anyone else?”
“Not that I managed to talk with.”
Over the next ten minutes she ran through the same story Banquo
told me. Same stuff about the threesome, preferring Eva to Banquo,
not liking Milovan too much. She seemed pretty open about it. There
wasn’t much that was different, apart from point of view, and there
were no major contradictions.
“And after your time in Progreso, you still kept seeing Eva?”
“We were back in Yorkshire together for a while.”
“And after that?”
“She went on tour.”
“Did you go with her?”
“No, I got a commission. Had to go and shoot Irish country and
western clubs.”
“Not very glamourous.”
“Sometimes you take what you can get.”
“And after that?”
“Once Progeso and Yorkshire were over, I don’t think you could
say we were ever a couple after that.”
“But you did see her?”
“Yes.”
“Regularly?”
“It wasn’t regular, because our work schedules never coincided.
But anytime we were both free we’d meet up.”
“How often.”
She shook her head.
“I can’t answer that. One year it might be half a dozen times,
another year maybe only once.”
“And recently?”
She seemed reluctant to answer.
“Quite a lot I suppose.”
“How many times in the last year?”
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“Four times probably, and we had plans...”
“Plans for what?”
“Something more. But we never quite got round to working out
exactly what.”
“Forgive me for asking, but was this still a sexual relationship?”
“Yes. Always.”
“But you weren’t monogamous?”
“Not after the latter part of Progreso, and Yorkshire.”
“Why not?”
“Neither of us could stand to be celibate. And sometimes we were
apart so long. We had an understanding.”
“Which was?”
“Whatever else we did, it didn’t come between us. Was never
more important than us.”
“Banquo said he thought Eva was more into it than you were.”
“Maybe that’s what he wanted to think.”
“Because he wanted you?”
“No, well yes. I don’t know. He could be right about how it was
at the beginning. It’s difficult to compare how much you want
something with how much your partner wants it. Maybe she did
want it more than me. But I really did want her. I don’t do things I
don’t want to do.”
“I think he sort of implied Eva was in love, but you weren’t.”
“Does it matter?”
“Not really.”
“I mean it’s true Eva was a bit obsessive, but whether that’s love
or not, probably only she knows.”
“Did she tell you she loved you?”
“Yes, of course. But people say that a lot. Doesn’t actually tell
you what’s going on inside. What is it they say, ‘God gave man the
gift of speech, so he might use it to conceal his thoughts’.”
“Were you in love?”
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“Depends on when we’re talking about. There were times I was in
love with her. Couldn’t wait to see her, thought about her all the
time, was sick to my stomach when we were apart. I’m sure you
must know it doesn’t stay that way forever, or you’d have a life
expectancy of about five years.”
“So in the last year?”
“It’s different. It’s been different for twenty years at least.”
“Eva was less obsessive?”
“I wouldn’t go that far.”
“She was always obsessive?”
“Yes, but not just about me.”
“What else?”
“Everything. Once she gets an idea in her head, that’s it. She has
to follow it through. God, I’m still talking about her in the present
tense.”
She looked down, and I thought she might cry, but she looked up
again, and there was no sign of tears.
“So what I guessed about Eva having a partner when she was in
Mexico City, that might be wrong?”
“No. Your assumption is right. She did have a partner.”
“What was the partner’s name?”
“Marga.”
“Surname?”
“Don’t know. Eva and I tried not to talk about her.”
“So how did that affect your relationship?”
“This is where it gets difficult.”
“Because?”
“There are complications which are hard to explain in words. Has
to do with how people feel.”
“Such as?”
“Marga knew from the beginning what the situation was between
me and Eva. We didn’t hide anything. She didn’t get her face rubbed
in it, in that I never went to the house, but she did know Eva and I

149

met, and what for, and she probably didn’t have to be too much of a
detective to work out when it happened. Although of course Eva had
music commitments, so it wasn’t a case that every time she was
away from home she was seeing me.”
“But?”
“Didn’t work out too well. Marga became possessive. She rightly
said that you can’t make guarantees about how you will feel about
something.”
“How did Eva take that?”
“There were rows from what I gather. Eva thought she’d been
clear about what Marga could expect, and that was that.”
“But they were still together when Eva died?”
“Yes. But it’s not that simple.”
“In what way?”
“Eva wanted to drop out.”
“Of the relationship?”
“Of everything.”
“Meaning?”
“She was fed up, depressed even, with how her life was going.
She wanted to give up being Eva Perouk the musician, and composer
and writer.”
“Wanted to retire?”
“In a way.”
“Which would mean she would be able to spend more time with
you?”
“Yes. She was talking about living with me again.”
“And you were up for that?”
“There would have been times when I had to go away, but I was
open to her living here in Chetumal with me.”
“Any chance Marga found out?”
“She knew.”
“And?”
“More rows.”
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“You don’t think Marga was involved in some way in Eva’s
death?”
“God no. She wouldn’t have harmed Eva. She was in love with
her.”
“Jealousy sometimes makes people do things...”
She shook her head.
“Even if she was involved it wouldn’t explain most of what has
been going on surely?”
I couldn’t do anything other than agree. It didn’t look like a
straightforward case of jealousy to me.
“Got any contact details for Marga?”
“You want to talk to her?”
“I want to talk to everyone.”
“I’ve got her mobile number. Eva gave it me. It was for
emergencies only, if all else failed. I never used it.”
“Got it on you?”
“It’s back at the house.”
“Any other details for her, like a previous address, or parents
address?”
“Only the address where they lived in Yautepec de Zaragoza, and
the landline number, but you said she’d moved out.”
I nodded. The waiter arrived to clear away the main course. We
ordered coffee.
“Did Eva ever mention she was ill?”
“Never.”
“Because the coroner’s report says she had bowel cancer, and the
pulmonary embolism was caused by that.”
“Something’s wrong there, and I don’t just mean the timing, in
that she obviously couldn’t have died before walking into the hotel.
I’m sure she wasn’t ill. I just know I would have been the first
person she would have told if she’d found out something like that.”
“Did you know she called Reggie to ask for money?”
“No.”
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“Any idea why she would do that?”
“I don’t know. She wasn’t well off. Music doesn’t make you rich,
unless you’re Madonna or something. But I can’t think why she
would have needed money, or if she did why she wouldn’t have
asked me. I mean the thing with Reggie, that goes back before my
time.”
“Nothing at all that might make sense of it?”
“I know she was keeping something secret.”
“How do you know that?”
“She said that in a few months she would have a surprise for me,
but she wouldn’t say what it was.”
“No clue as to what that was about?”
“None. But she didn’t just mention it once, she mentioned it
several times. Whatever it was, it was a big thing for her.”
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Larry was still cautious. Although there hadn’t been any problem
at the restaurant, he wasn’t about to let his guard down when it came
to visiting Lola’s house again. He wondered if we were being lured
back for some reason.
I was pretty sure we were being lured back, but not so someone
could clip us. Lola had begun to have that look in her eye again,
particularly when I said Larry would be joining us.
She drove me back in her Honda Civic. Larry followed behind for
safety.
“Nice car.”
“Don’t know much about cars, but it’s got a big boot. Four
hundred and eighty five litres. Best in class. Holds a lot of cameras.”
“You could always get an estate.”
“Too obvious that you have things to carry. Not such a good idea
around here.”
“Seems like a nice place. Police station on the corner.”
“Believe me, for Mexico, this is a lot better than average.”
Once we were indoors she offered us drinks, and poured them
herself. Must have been the maid’s night off. I reminded her about
the number for Marga, and she went to get it for me. Larry wasn’t
happy.
“Sooner we get out’a here the better.”
“She’s straight Larry, don’t worry.”
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“First off, she ain’t exactly straight, but nevertheless, she too
straight for me.”
“I meant in a general sense. We aren’t being set up here.”
“No one about to kill us it’s true. But what I’m thinkin’ about,
could be a lot worse than that.”
She came back, and handed me a note. I looked at it. Marga’s
number was at the top, but below that were all Lola’s contact details.
“In case you need them.”
“Thanks.”
I wasn’t in any hurry to leave, and I wasn’t about to be hustled
out of there by Larry. Although he was six foot four and in charge of
security, we weren’t in any danger from people with guns, so he had
no reason to cramp my style.
Lola put on some music. Pat Metheny. Rhythmic but relaxed. She
told me a bit about him. Larry seemed to know already, but it was
new to me, although the music seemed familiar.
We talked about how life ebbs away from you without you
realising. Just a day at a time that you can’t get back. About how we
die gradually, with the increasing number of things which are over,
and which we can’t do again. About the dead. About what it’s like to
know you can never talk to someone again.
At least Lola and I talked about that, while Larry nursed his drink,
and didn’t say much. She still looked at him, but there wasn’t much
response. He wasn’t rude, or completely detached. He just gently
shut off each attempt to open him up.
We got more mellow, as it got later, and we had more to drink.
Lola talked about Eva affectionately. Although there was always that
undercurrent of obsession it seemed to me. Larry kept glancing at his
watch.
“Do you boys want to stay here?”
Larry was quick to respond.
“We got bookings at the Holiday Inn.”

154

“I think you might have had a bit much to drink if you were
thinking of driving back there.”
“We’ll make it.”
“But I wasn’t suggesting you sleep in the spare room.”
There was an awkward silence. Lola looked at us expectantly. She
was warm and content, and the alcohol had delivered her to the place
where I think she wanted to be, which was a lot less uptight than
when we met the previous day.
“You boys ever been in a threesome?”
“My idea of a threesome is me and a couple of girls.”
“And mine don’t involve no girls at all.”
“So we have a dilemma.”
Larry didn’t look like there was much of a dilemma as far as he
was concerned. And in fact if Larry had been interested at all, there
wouldn’t have been much of a dilemma as far as I was concerned
either, so I did have some sympathy with him. But it looked like
whatever happened it was going to involve Lola, so it was Larry that
had the problem and not me.
“You don’t look gay.”
“Thanks.”
“Sure I can’t tempt you?”
“This like some Christian thing where you have to try and convert
me?”
“Don’t have to do anything. Just thought it might be fun.”
“Not fun for me.”
She smiled.
“Thought I’d push my luck. You don’t know unless you try.”
“Always ask for what you want?”
“Sure.”
“Bet I know what Jacko wants.”
“He hasn’t said anything to me about it.”
“Maybe he should ask for what he wants.”
“Maybe he should.”
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“I am still in the room you know.”
They both laughed.
“So, Jacko, how flexible are you?”
I looked over to her.
“Flexible enough for you I should think.”
“But not for Larry?”
“No.”
“So what’s that about?”
“I’m not into men, but I’m up for anything you might want to
do.”
“That’s what they all say. Never turns out to be true though.”
“I guarantee it.”
“Ever take it from a girl with a strap on?”
Larry laughed.
“Now I might stick around to see that.”
I stood up.
“OK, that’s it, we’re out of here.”
She got up and came across to me. Put her arms around my neck.
“No, no, I’m only kidding. That was Eva’s thing not mine.”
Larry looked disappointed.
She felt soft and warm. I let my hand move down her back. Gave
her a squeeze. She pressed herself into me.
Larry moved towards the door.
“This the point where I say goodnight.”
We mumbled something.
“Call you in the morning.”
The door closed behind him.
“Where’s the bedroom Lola?”
“Seems like you’re a bit over eager.”
“That not a good thing?”
“Might have to make you wait a while.”
“How are you going to do that?”
“Tie you to the bed posts?”
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“Hm. I guess I’m cool with face up.”
She laughed.
“No point in face down, can’t get to the equipment.”
“Yeah, I can see how that would be a problem.”
“Ever done it before?”
“No.”
“Bondage virgin huh?”
“Yes.”
“Willing to try?”
“Anything you want except the strap on.”
“You realise I’m going to make you beg for me?”
“Thought it might be something like that.”
“I’m going to make you want me so much you can’t stop
shaking.”
“I’m familiar with the old knee trembler from getting a blow job
behind the bike sheds.”
“Nothing compared to this.”
“Safe word?”
“I’m not going to hurt you.”
“Suits me.”
“You just aren’t going to get what you want until I’m good and
ready.”
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Two weeks later Larry and I were back in Mexico City. Not much
had changed. This time though we were living in a house, rented
under one of Larry’s other identities. It was on Revolucion, a largely
deserted street which ran parallel with the airport wall on the south
side.
It was terraced with only one way in through the front. But you
could get up onto the flat roof, where there was plenty of cover
behind a brick ledge, from which you could take pot shots at anyone
in the street. There was also an escape route over adjoining
buildings. Not to mention the fact that any shooting would have
airport security coming our way in seconds.
Larry’s thinking was this. Renting a place was a move they
wouldn’t expect. And housing is harder to check up on than hotels.
Big Dick was working on Marga’s mobile, because in Larry’s
view she represented a danger. I could have just phoned the number
and arranged to see her. But if she was involved in what had been
happening to us, we would be sitting ducks.
We didn’t know who ‘they’ were of course. All we knew was that
it wasn’t the Plastique Totale.
One morning, around eleven, the Blackberry began to ring. I
looked at the screen. Withheld number. When I answered it was a
female voice, probably Mexican.
“Hello?”
“Mike Jackson?”
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“Who wants to know?”
“A friend of mine would like to meet with you.”
“Who’s your friend?”
“She would prefer to remain anonymous.”
“Pity, because I don’t meet people unless I know who they are.”
“I thought you were a journalist?”
“What if I am?”
“You must sometimes rely on unnamed sources.”
“Because I don’t name them doesn’t mean I don’t know who they
are. Information isn’t much good to me unless I know where it
comes from.”
“Nevertheless she would like to meet you. This time tomorrow. El
Globo at the airport. Terminal one.”
“Why the airport?”
“There is much security. My friend thought you would feel safe
there.”
“She thinks I’m in danger?”
“She can guarantee your safety.”
“Doesn’t mean much if I don’t know who she is.”
“Ask you friend Velez about Muff. But don’t disclose you have a
meeting, or she will not be there.”
The phone went dead.
At that point Larry was out getting some groceries. When he
came back I ran the call by him.
“You think they know we’re near the airport?”
“Can’t see how. Not unless they’re psychic.”
“Like last time.”
“Nothing psychic about being tipped off by the cops.”
It seemed strange we’d had problems after going to see Velez, on
two occasions.
“So do we go? Or do we talk to Velez? Or both?”
“Me personally, I’m not going near the Federales again, ’less they
come and arrest me.”
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“I could phone him.”
“Two possibilities here. He’s in on it, or someone close to him is.
Either way, wouldn’t pay to say too much on the phone.”
“He isn’t in on it. Anything dodgy about him he would have taken
our cash.”
“Unless someone else made him a better offer.”
“He’s clean. I met clean cops before. They all act like they have a
stick up their arse.”
“Still wouldn’t say too much on the phone.”
“Get him to meet us somewhere?”
“Maybe. Could bluff them a little that way.”
“How?”
“Arrange a meeting in a downtown hotel bar. News gets out, they
probably assume we’re staying there. Misdirect their resources.”
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Velez agreed to meet us at the Four Seasons on Paseo de la
Reforma. Didn’t look much from the outside, but inside it was quite
a hotel. Colonial luxury and attention to detail at every level. Palm
trees, pools, light airy dining rooms, crisp cotton table covers,
immaculately uniformed staff, and great service. And you could tell
all this just on the walk to the bar.
“This is where we should be staying Larry.”
“You want to get aced, sure.”
“Never happen in here.”
“Just outside on the sidewalk be my guess.”
Larry ordered a Jameson straight up, while I went for a glass of
chilled Chablis. We sat down on a broad comfortable sofa, and put
our drinks on the table. There was no sign of Velez.
“He doesn’t show, then we know we’re in trouble.”
“At which point we do what Larry?”
“Got to be more than one exit, we bother to look.”
“And the staff will just let us out that way?”
“Most people let me out any way I want to go when they see what
I got under my jacket.”
“See I knew we should be staying here.”
Larry grinned.
“Trick you can only pull off once.”
“Why?”
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“’Cause after you gone they call the cops, and describe you in
great detail. And since there only ever be one of me, makes life
hard.”
Velez showed up about five minutes late. Larry went to get him
some juice from the bar.
“What’s so important you couldn’t discuss it with me on the
phone, or at headquarters.”
“Not a case of how important it is, more a question of how much
we value our lives.”
“Meaning?”
“Last twice we visited you, we encountered what you might call a
security problem almost as soon as we left.”
He considered this.
“You think the police are involved?”
“Looks that way.”
There was a pause while he thought about it some more.
“I’ll cross check the roster against your last two visits. See if
anyone was working the desk both times. Trouble is, you two are
hard to miss.”
“We know.”
Larry arrived back with the freshly squeezed orange juice.
Smelled so good it almost made me wish I’d had some.
“So why am I here?”
“Had a phone call. Woman wants to set up a meeting on behalf of
a friend of hers. She wants to give us information I presume.
Wouldn’t tell me who they were. So I refused the meeting. Then she
said they could guarantee my safety. I wasn’t impressed, so she said
I should speak to you.”
“What would I know about it?”
“Said, and I quote, ‘Ask Velez about Muff’.”
He sat back in his chair.
“This a joke?”
“No.”
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“They sounded serious?”
“Very.”
“Where did they want to meet?”
“Didn’t say. I imagine they’ll phone again.”
“And I’m supposed to do what?”
“Don’t know. I’m just telling you what they said.”
He shook his head, but didn’t say anything. Larry intervened.
“Let say we start with the easy part. What’s Muff?”
“Muff is an English acronym, probably invented by one of my
officers, for a phenomenon which we don’t understand.”
Larry and I looked at one another.
“Well, good that we aren’t in the dark anymore.”
Velez gave me what I can only describe as an old fashioned look.
“Recently we have had a crime wave. It involves just about
everything you can think of. Robbery, blackmail, extortion, and
murder. All of these crimes committed by women.”
“No shit.”
“This is, to say the least, unusual in Mexico. Almost all crime is
committed by men. These offences by women are so numerous,
began so suddenly, and are confined to such a small area, that they
must be organised in some way.”
“Like a kind of women’s mafia?”
“On a small scale perhaps.”
“But could get bigger.”
“If we don’t succeed in putting a stop to it, I would imagine so.
Criminal organisations like this suck in money, and grow
exponentially.”
“Jesus.”
“My officers refer to them as the Muff crimes.”
“Which stands for what?
“Mexican underworld female faction.”
“And now they’ve adopted that term themselves.”
“Seems that way.”
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“And why would they suggest I check this out with you?”
“Because they offered me a meeting too.”
“When?”
“About three months ago.”
“And you went?”
He nodded.
“So they wanted to see you for what?”
“To offer me money.”
“For...?”
“Turning a blind eye not just to their crimes, but also to the
corruption of my officers.”
“But why would they want to see us?”
“I have no idea.”
“And why would they tell us to talk to you?”
“They guaranteed my safety, if I went alone.”
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El Globo was a coffee bar, on the long walk to Terminal One. But
it wasn’t anywhere near airside, which meant technically you could
probably get in there with firearms. However Larry decided not to
risk it. Security was so tight that anyone who started shooting stood
no chance of getting out. If they were going to hit us, it wasn’t going
to be there.
When you’ve got used to walking around with a .38 strapped to
you ankle for a couple of weeks, going to meet known criminals
without any protection makes you feel naked.
We arrived early, cognisant of the fact that we were easy to spot. I
had a cappuccino, and Larry had a latte and an iced bun. We waited,
eyeing up the clientele. Nothing happened. It got to about twenty
past eleven, which meant Larry and I had been there for nearly an
hour.
“Not going to pan out.”
“You think?”
“Something spooked them.”
We got up to leave. The woman at the next table suddenly put her
hand on Larry’s arm, and nodded towards his chair. We sat down
again.
She was in her thirties, slim, short blonde hair, angular face, and
nicely made up. Nothing exceptional about her though. You would
walk past without giving her a second glance. Definitely not what I
was expecting. I couldn’t even recall how long she’d been sitting
there.
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She spoke good English, without much of an accent.
“Sorry to make you wait. I wanted to be sure you were alone.”
She looked at me.
“Mr Jackson?”
I nodded. She looked at Larry.
“And you are?”
“Larry.”
“Here to protect Mr Jackson from me?”
“From anyone.”
She smiled. Looked at me.
“You think one man alone can protect you from anything?”
“From most things.”
“Perhaps you were just lucky.”
“That have something to do with you?”
“No.”
“Then why are we here?”
“We want to make you an offer.”
“Who’s we?”
“You spoke with Velez I take it.”
“We did.”
“I’m sure he explained.”
Larry decided to speed the conversation along a little.
“You got an offer, let’s hear it.”
“What would you like most Mr Jackson?”
“Right now I’d like to finish up this story and get out of Mexico.”
“Then why don’t you?”
“It’s my job. Got to get to the bottom of it if I want to get paid.”
“What if we pay you?”
“To solve the case?”
“Not to solve it.”
“What’s it to you?”
“We have an interest in it.”
“What would that be?”
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She laughed.
“That of course is what we don’t want you to find out.”
“Is this why we keep running into trouble?”
“Not from us.”
“Who then?”
“We aren’t the only people who would like this case to be left
alone.”
“And we aren’t the only people looking into it.”
“One step at a time.”
“What does that mean?”
“Each problem has to be solved separately. Right now I’m talking
to you.”
“But I still don’t know what your offer is.”
She reached into her handbag. Larry kept his eye on her. She took
out an envelope and handed it to me. It was sealed.
“Tickets in your name. First class. British Airways flight to
London, leaves at seven tomorrow morning, check in is at five-thirty.
I apologise for the early departure. When you pick up your boarding
pass you will also receive an envelope containing a banker’s draft.”
“How much?”
“I’m not negotiating Mr Jackson. I’m giving you a way out which
does not involve losing face.”
“Maybe I don’t want a way out.”
“You understand this is my preferred method of dealing with the
situation.”
“Meaning?”
“I will deal with it another way if I have to.”
“Carrot and stick.”
“Tried and tested.”
“No sale.”
I tried to hand the envelope back to her, but she wouldn’t take it.
“Keep it Mr Jackson, and think about it. I would not want to see
anything happen to you.”
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“Thanks.”
“And nothing will happen unless you remain in Mexico after the
flight leaves.”
“Is that guarantee also extended to me by the other interested
parties?”
“No.”
“You don’t communicate with them?”
“Not about this.”
“So at least until tomorrow morning I don’t have to worry about
you?”
“Correct. But you may like to know that the Four Seasons is not
necessarily a safe place to stay.”
We weren’t staying at the Four Seasons of course, but it was
interesting that she thought we were. Larry’s little bluff had paid off,
and it was pretty clear where she was getting her information.
She picked up her bag, shook my hand, shook Larry’s hand, and
left. Two other women at nearby tables got up and left with her.
Anyone watching would think we’d just had a successful business
meeting.
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Back at the house I opened the envelope she’d given me, and then
got on the phone to Big Dick.
“Got another job for you.”
“Fuck me Jacko, how many more jobs?”
“This one’s a piece of cake.”
“Go on then.”
“I’ve got two British Airways tickets in front of me. I’m going to
give you the serial numbers. I want you to get the card number
which was used to pay for them, and then get me the name and
address of the cardholder, plus the landline, and any mobiles they’ve
got registered to them.”
“You’re fucking joking right?”
“No.”
“Do you have any idea what’s involved in doing that?”
“Not a clue.”
“And where’s this on your ever increasing list of priorities?”
“Right at the top.”
“Above Eva’s online diaries?”
“I thought the kid was doing that?”
“He is.”
“Well while he’s busy with that you can do this.”
“I’ve a good mind not to give you what I’ve got.”
“Which is?”
“Remember the good Dr Vichit Mukdasanit.”
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“I do.”
“Well I’ve got an address for you.”
“Fire away.”
I’d been wanting to talk to Eva’s doctor for some time, so this
seemed like it could be a breakthrough.
“He’s got a clinic in Chonburi.”
“Where’s that?”
“Thailand.”
“I don’t think I want to go to Thailand. Did you get a phone
number?”
“There’s more. Although the clinic is in Chonburi, he actually
lives in Bankok, in an architect designed apartment, which cost a
hundred and twenty seven million baht.”
“What’s that in real money?”
“Two and a half million quid give or take.”
“And the significance of this is?”
“Don’t know, but he’s a reconstructive surgeon, trained in
Germany, worked all over the world, and made a shit load of money.
Now I’m not the ace reporter here, but my guess is, if you ring him
up and ask about Eva Perouk, and there’s something dodgy going on,
he’s just going to put the phone down on you.”
Unfortunately Dick was right. And if the asian woman who
kicked me in the shins was anything to go by, something dodgy was
definitely going on.
“Know anything about what he was doing in Mexico?”
“He did some consulting at a clinic in Guadalajara. Once I got
that I was able to trace him back to Thailand.”
“Eva’s promoter was living in Guadalajara.”
“I don’t know if there’s a connection there, but there is a pattern.”
“What’s that?”
“In Mexico, he lived in the capital, and worked at a regional
clinic, same in Thailand.”
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“Probably just means he can afford to do that. The place in
Mexico City wasn’t worth anything like two and a half million
though.”
“Thailand is home then.”
“Fits with what she said.”
There was a little pause while I thought about how to approach it.
“Tell you what Dick, I’d like to know as much as I can about him
before I start on this.”
“I can email you what I’ve got, and I’ll see what else I can find.”
“Yeah. Dig up anything you can.”
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Thailand was hot and humid. Larry had gone back to New York
for a little rest and recuperation, and I was out on my own again. To
the best of my knowledge Thailand was safe enough, apart from the
danger of being knocked down by a moped.
Since Dr Vichit Mukdasanit had a clinic, I decided to make an
appointment to see him. The receptionists of private doctors tend not
to ask too many intrusive questions. Although they do like to explain
the charges. It was expensive, but I thought Reggie might be able to
claim it back from the employee health insurance scheme.
The clinic was in a good area of Chonburi. The garden was filled
with exotic plants, and the reception area was well furnished.
While I was waiting I decided to look at some of the advertising
leaflets which had been helpfully left around on every table.
Dr Mukdasanit had the whole floor of a nearby hospital reserved
for his patients apparently. The photograph showed it was a high rise
building overlooking the sea. Their post operative accommodation
was luxurious, and included a suite with private bathroom,
refrigerator, phone, cable and satellite television, air conditioning,
and a full menu of restaurant quality food. It looked a lot better than
the hotel I was staying in.
Eventually I was shown into the presence of the good doctor.
“Mr Jackson. I had expected that you might have been dressed
rather differently.”
“I’m in civvies today.”
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“So I see. Do sit down.”
Dr Mukdasanit went behind his desk, and I sat in a big leather
armchair facing him.
“What can I do for you Mr Jackson?”
“The first thing you can do is tell me how much of your time I get
for twenty thousand baht.”
He smiled.
“An initial consultation would normally take about an hour. But
what you are also paying for Mr Jackson is the benefit of my advice,
and any subsequent correspondence, or further arrangements.”
“But I get an hour of conversation at least?”
“Of course.”
“No need to rush then.”
“There’s never any need to rush Mr Jackson. This is not the
NHS.”
“Pity.”
“Excuse me for saying so, but you don’t seem to be my usual
kind of patient.”
“That’s undoubtedly true.”
“You seem very, well not to put too fine a point on it, very
robust.”
“Is that a problem?”
“It might present certain difficulties, but nothing that we couldn’t
overcome.”
“Glad to hear it.”
“Do you normally dress this way?”
“Generally. Does that make a difference?”
“We don’t usually perform gender reassignment surgery unless
you have been living as a woman for at least two years.”
“Well, that’s a relief.”
He looked puzzled.
“I’m doing some research on behalf of someone else.”

173

“I don’t see how I can help, unless I actually meet the patient, and
discus their needs.”
“For twenty thousand baht I’d have thought you might want to
give it a go. And this research isn’t going to mean you actually have
to do anything.”
“What do you want to know?”
“Ever met a woman called Eva Perouk?”
Now I would say he looked a little uncomfortable at this point.
“You will understand Mr Jackson that I can’t discuss any of my
patients with you.”
“So she was your patient?”
“I cannot confirm or deny that.”
“Not much point in denying it, since I’ve got a receipt I found at
her house for the final instalment of a bill which came to a total of
nearly fourteen thousand pounds. And this receipt was issued by you
when you were in Mexico.”
“I still can’t talk to you about my patients, and I would be grateful
if you would leave.”
He stood up.
“Sit down pal. I’m six foot two, and pretty fit. Everyone around
here seems to be about five foot two, and undernourished. Now I
don’t plan on violence, but if anyone tries to throw me out I might
make an exception.”
He sat down.
“Who are you Mr Jackson?”
“I’m a journalist from the UK.”
“And what exactly do you want?”
“I want to know everything you know about Eva Perouk.”
“I simply can’t do that.”
“Your patient is dead Doctor. She isn’t going to be worried about
confidentiality.”
“Dead?”
“As a dodo.”
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“When did this happen?”
“Mexico City, about a couple of months ago.”
“But she was fine.”
“You can check with the Federales if you want to, but if she
wasn’t dead, I wouldn’t be here.”
“There must be some mistake.”
“And my question is, was the mistake yours?”
“Why would it be mine?”
“I’ve done a little research on you. Fourteen grand is about the
cost of female to male gender reassignment surgery in the clinic
where you were a consultant in Guadalajara.”
He didn’t say anything, so I knew I was on the right track.
“Seems to me it’s a bit fucking callous to perform a sex change on
someone with bowel cancer who isn’t going to live to enjoy it. How
do you think that will look in the papers? Just did it for the money
did you?”
“I would never do such a thing.”
I looked at my watch.
“Well you’ve got forty-five minutes to give me an alternative
explanation, or that’s what we’ll be printing.”
By this time he was sweating.
“None of this makes any sense to me Mr Jackson.”
“Then start at the beginning, and tell me what happened, and
forget about any of that confidentiality shit.”
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Dr Mukdasanit decided he didn’t feel comfortable talking in the
clinic. He took me to an almost empty snack bar, just round the
corner, on Sukhumvit Road. I stayed close to him in case he tried to
do a runner. The waitress let him take a table right at the back, away
from everyone else. He looked out of place in his suit and tie.
“Did the walk give you enough thinking time?”
“Yes.”
“And what kind of story did you come up with?”
“No story Mr Jackson. I was trying to work out what might have
happened, but I have no explanation.”
I decided not to tell him the actual circumstances of Eva’s death. I
wanted him to concentrate on the medical issues.
“The coroner’s conclusion was that she died of a pulmonary
embolism, which was a complication arising from advanced bowel
cancer.”
“This simply cannot be.”
“Why?”
“If this happened the cancer would have to be extensive. It would
have spread. She would have been feeling very unwell, tired,
uninterested in everything. Yet she was a very fit woman in her
fifties, with I would say, a zest for life.”
“How reliable would a Mexican coroner’s report be?”
“I have no experience of such a thing, but their doctors are as
good as those anywhere in the world.”
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“Any chance they could make a mistake?”
“About the cause of death?”
“About this particular cause of death?”
“Not very likely. The cancer would have to be quite large if you
were to find it from a visual examination. A pulmonary embolism is
a relatively common cause of sudden death, so it would be
something the medical examiner would look for.”
“Any chance something else could be mistaken for cancer.”
“Perhaps a benign growth, but this is not my area of expertise.”
“Any other cause of a pulmonary embolism?”
“This is what concerns me Mr Jackson.”
“Why?”
“Blood clots can be a post surgical problem.”
“Because?”
“At the site of the operation blood clots form to stop bleeding.
This is a natural part of the healing process. However they can break
off, and lodge in a narrowed artery, or in the lung.”
“How long after surgery would this happen?”
“Generally within a few days. After that time it is less likely,
because they are naturally dissolved by the body once they have
fulfilled their immediate function.”
I felt I was missing something. Then it began to gradually dawn
on me.
“Tell me exactly what happened with Eva, and when.”
“She presented to me in Guadalajara about six months ago. Said
she had always been more interested sexually in women than in men.
Felt she should have a penis. Our psychiatrist said she wasn’t really
someone who thought she was in the wrong body. Recommended I
did not go ahead with the surgery. I talked to her some more. Told
her what the psych report said, and suggested she be honest with me
about what she wanted. Turned out what she really wanted was a
penis that was her own, not something she had to attach.”
“And you decided to go ahead?”
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“It is always something of a dilemma. She was sincere in her
wish. This was something she had wanted for many years. But it is
not the current view of what a sex change should be. It is more a
form of cosmetic surgery.”
“Which you provided?”
“I have unwittingly provided it in the past Mr Jackson.”
“How?”
“We get people who present as male to female transexuals. Their
surgery has many stages. We may start with facial surgery, jaw
reduction, chondrolaryngoplasty...”
“What?”
“Surgery to reduce the size of the laryngeal prominence, the
adam’s apple.”
“OK.”
“Then we move on to breast implants. Sometimes the patient
withdraws from further surgery after this. They never intended to go
all the way. The term for what they wished to become I believe is,
chicks with dicks.”
“But you thought they intended to have a full sex change?”
“Yes. They present that way in order to get what they want, and
fool the psychiatrist into reporting that they are suitable for gender
reassignment surgery.”
“And how does this relate to Eva?”
“She wanted to become the same thing. In her way she also
wanted to be a chick with a dick. She wanted to remain a woman,
have breasts, but also a penis. However for her the problem was
more difficult. She was not part of a community which provided
information on how to mislead the psychiatrist. In addition her
surgery would normally start with breast reduction, and the final
operation would be the formation of a penis.”
“And she just wanted the penis?”
“Yes.”
“Which you decided to provide.”
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“After a certain amount of soul searching.”
“Because you decided that what she wanted was not essentially
different to what you had unwittingly provided before.”
“Exactly. And I have to say that these ‘chicks with dicks’ as they
like to be known, have a good outcome. Most are happy with the
surgery, and afterwards lead contented lives. I did not see why the
same opportunity should not be afforded to her, simply because she
was a woman.”
“So you just provided her with the penis.”
“There are normally several operations involved in a full sex
change. I simply agreed to provide the operations in the order which
she preferred. If she chose not to return at any point, there was
nothing I could do.”
“And you can make a fully functioning penis?”
“Not exactly.”
“But she could get an erection?”
“There is a valve, through which water can be injected, to inflate
the penis. Not unlike the solutions provided for some men with
erectile dysfunction.”
“How does it look?”
“Passable.”
“Can you feel anything?”
“Can who feel anything?”
“The owner of the penis.”
“Yes, the way it’s constructed, there are nerve endings present.”
So that was the story. Eva Perouk wanted to fuck Lola Calf with
her own dick. And she was no doubt right when she told Lola it was
going to be a surprise.
“Any of this relevant to your sudden departure from Mexico?”
“Not really.”
“Care to enlighten me?”
“I don’t see why I should.”
“Question of what goes in the paper.”
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“Is this story about me or about Eva?”
“About Eva.”
“So you wouldn’t be interested in printing anything which was
not relevant to her.”
“No.”
He considered this for a few moments. I used the old technique.
Said nothing. Eventually he cracked.
“I was about to be the subject of a law suit. Which was nothing to
do with her.”
“What were they suing you for?”
“It doesn’t matter. These things sometimes happen to doctors, no
matter how conscientious you are.”
“Why did you cut and run?”
“Guadalajara is the sex change capital of Mexico. The clinics
there have more work than they can cope with. I helped them out. It
was tax free income. Although I am fully qualified, I wasn’t
registered.”
Didn’t seem like it was worth pursuing.
“One last question?”
He nodded.
“When did Eva have the surgery?”
“I don’t have the exact date, but it would have been maybe four
months ago.”
Which left me thinking that although there might have been some
things the coroner missed, it was unlikely he would have overlooked
the fact she had a penis.
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Back at the safe house, on Revolucion, Larry and I had the
problem of how to contact Velez. Twice we’d picked up trouble after
seeing him, and word about the Four Seasons meeting had obviously
reached Muff. Communications with him were clearly far from
secure. Larry had an idea.
“Phone him. Agree the meet. Somewhere in the open. Drive
around a little. We don’t pick up a tail we home free.”
Larry threw me the phone. I dialled the number.
We picked him up in the Golf, outside the Museo Mural Diego
Rivera on Balderas. It was a wide one way street, hardly any traffic,
nowhere for anyone to hide. Would have been easy to see if someone
was following. Nevertheless, once he was in the car, Larry
accelerated away, and took a hard left.
“Why the cloak and dagger Mr Jackson?”
“Every single time we meet, word gets out.”
“We could have used a hotel again.”
“Wrong.”
“Wrong?”
“After the Four Seasons, turned out Muff thought we were
staying there.”
“Which you weren’t.”
“Not the point.”
“Where are you staying?”
“Just as well you don’t know.”
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Larry chimed in.
“What you need is a mole trap.”
Velez looked a bit glum. He obviously didn’t like the idea that his
department leaked like a sieve.
We drove for a couple of miles before Larry was convinced we
weren’t being followed. He dropped me and Velez off at the park
gates on Paseo de La Reforma. We crossed the dual carriageway and
went into Bosque de Chapultepec, the largest park in Latin America.
Seventeen hundred acres is a lot of space to get lost in, and difficult
for anyone to follow without being spotted.
As we walked down towards the Lago Menor I filled him in.
“Looks like your medical examiner failed to spot something.”
“How would you know that?”
“I read the report.”
He raised his eyebrows as if waiting for an explanation.
“Prieto gave me a copy.”
“How much did that cost you Mr Jackson?”
“Too much.”
“But since I presume he did not also allow you to examine the
body, how would you know what the coroner missed.”
“I have it on good authority that Eva Perouk had embarked upon
gender reassignment surgery.”
This was obviously news to him, as it had been to me.
“She hadn’t completed the process, but she did have a penis. You
would think that might have been worth a mention.”
“You know this how?”
“I spoke to the doctor who performed the operation.”
“And you are sure this operation was performed on Eva Perouk?”
“Not a shred of doubt.”
“I would like to speak with him myself.”
“Might mean a visit to Thailand.”
“This is where you met him?”
“Two days ago.”
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We walked. He thought about it.
I had a question.
“Still got the body?”
“Of course.”
“Care to take a look?”
“We will have to.”
“Don’t need a doctor for that I shouldn’t think. Not like trying to
sex a gerbil.”
“Sex a gerbil?”
“Trust me, it’s tricky.”
The Lago Menor, or small lake, was actually pretty big. There
was a fountain at one end, and children were pedalling around in
blue and yellow plastic boats.
“If you are correct Mr Jackson, then this raises a couple of
difficult questions.”
“Think I got there before you.”
He didn’t say much as we walked a little further round the lake.
Something was puzzling me.
“How did you get the ID?”
“Documents. And the fact she was missing from home.”
“Prieto put two and two together?”
“He had to. There was no one who could give a positive
identification. She lived a solitary existence.”
“Apart from a woman called Marga who she was living with.”
“You discovered this how?”
“Talking to people. Old friends.”
“Surname?”
“Don’t know.”
He didn’t look happy. The case was now definitely going to be a
priority, and they were going to have to go back to square one.
“So we have the problem of identification again Mr Jackson.”
“Get me a picture, I might be able to get you a yes or a no.”
“From?”
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“Any of the people who knew her.”
“My guess right now, probably isn’t her.”
“Might be good to know for certain.”
“Which perhaps raises another question.”
“I know.”
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The morgue was underground, and despite the fact that it was
summer, it was cool down there. Whether that was because they had
air conditioning, or whether it was a natural phenomenon I didn’t
know. Certainly you couldn’t hear the constant hum of heat
exchangers. It was quiet and cold.
Velez walked ahead with the lab technician. I followed. The
further we walked the lower the temperature seemed to become. I
was dressed for summer, in a sleeveless shirt, and the goose pimples
began to show up on my arms. But they weren’t just caused by the
chill in the air. I wasn’t used to looking at dead bodies, and I didn’t
particularly want to see this one.
At the end of the corridor, was a locked door, with key card entry.
The technician swiped his card, and the mechanism clicked. He
pushed the door open. Inside was row after row of small
refrigerators set into the wall. He checked the number on his clip
board, went across to one in the corner, opened it, and pulled the tray
out.
Whatever was inside was covered with a sheet. He checked the
tag on the left foot. Then he pulled the sheet back to reveal the face.
She was about fifty, with a large gaping wound in her forehead.
Exit wound I would guess. Congealed blood still adhered to the torn
flesh. Velez looked across to me.
“Can’t say. I didn’t know her personally. The photos I’ve seen
were all taken when she was younger.”
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“Any resemblance at all?”
“Probably about the right age. Similar looks. But who knows?”
The technician pulled the sheet back the rest of the way. I wasn’t
about to pass out, but it was still shocking to see a naked dead
woman in front of you, with a big Y incision in the abdomen which
had been roughly sewn up. Makes you aware of how vulnerable we
are.
My eye wandered below the forensic cut marks. There was no
penis. She had no pubic hair, except for short bristles. They say your
hair doesn’t stop growing when you die. Clearly she used to shave.
Velez looked at me, and then followed my eye line.
“Could you ever get used to that Mr Jackson?”
“Not really. Maybe it’s a generational thing.”
“Maybe.”
“In fact I would have thought she was a bit old for shaving.”
“It crossed my mind too.”
“Unless it’s a lesbian thing.”
“You think she was a lesbian?”
“Haven’t got a clue. Don’t know a thing about lesbian pubic hair
styles, but I could find out if we need to know.”
He looked down at her again.
“I don’t think it’s relevant for now.”
“Mind if I get a shot of her face on the Blackberry?”
“Why?”
“Given the uncertainties of all this I feel like I should show it to
someone. Make sure it really isn’t her.”
He stood back. I held the Blackberry above her face, to get a
passport style shot. Took a couple of tries, because I couldn’t see the
screen.
The technician pulled the sheet over her, slid the tray back into
the wall, and closed the door. Velez turned to him.
“Get a DNA sample, and check it against the whole database.
Expedite the acquisition and testing.”
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“We would have to go to a private lab.”
“Fine.”
“Expensive.”
“Bill the task force.”
“OK.”
“And when it comes back, make sure it goes to the top of the list
for the database check.”
I was glad to get back into the fresh air. Velez was looking grim. I
don’t think he liked my intervention, and he particularly didn’t like
the case opening itself up again, when he no doubt had other
priorities. However the one thing you could say about him was that
he was conscientious. Having decided it was important, he wouldn’t
let it go.
“What do you make of it Mr Jackson?”
“Not much at the moment.”
“What will you do?”
“What I always do. Keep asking questions. Hope to come across a
clue.”
“And you’ll keep me in the loop.”
“Anything I know, you’ll know just as soon as I can get through
to you.”
He took out a card, wrote his mobile number on the back, and
gave it to me.
Progress.
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Chetumal was six hundred and fifty miles away. But I decided to
take the photograph there myself. I needed Lola to confirm the body
wasn’t Eva’s, but the reasons why I needed her to do that were
difficult to explain. Perhaps I could have sent an email, but I wanted
to see what she made of the situation. Sometimes you need to look
someone in the eye.
Naturally I wanted to look her in the eye again from very close
quarters. So Larry wasn’t inclined to make the trip. I left him to try
and find out what he could about the hierarchy of Muff. The criminal
underworld was more his thing.
We rented another car, and I set off in the early hours of the
morning. This time Larry programmed the sat nav for me, so that it
spoke to me in English. I made good progress. It’s surprising how
time flies when you expect to be having fun.
Down near the border with Belize, you get a build up of traffic,
because of the Corozal Free Zone. You don’t have to pay any tax
there, which means Chetumal attracts a lot of visitors. Despite that I
managed to complete the trip by mid afternoon.
It was hot, so Lola and I sat out on the veranda, in the shade. She
was drinking iced tea, but I had a bottle of Montejo, which was
brewed locally.
“I have to tell you some things. And I may as well say before I
begin, that I don’t know what to make of them.”
“That any different from usual?”
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“Ho ho.”
She smiled.
“You know Eva said she was going to have a surprise for you?”
“Yes.”
“Well, I think I know what it was.”
I told her what I found out in Thailand. She stopped smiling.
“This a complete shock to you or what?”
“I’m shocked that she did it.”
“But she had said something about it?”
“Over the years it had been a subject that came up occasionally.”
“So to speak.”
She gave me a look.
“This a part of the whole dropping out thing you think?”
“Looks like it.”
“But she didn’t mention it.”
“Last time she talked about it must have been over a year ago.”
“And your reaction was what?”
“Not entirely enthusiastic.”
“Why?”
“I like women, and I like men, but I also kind of like to know
what I’m dealing with.”
“So one thing or the other?”
“Yeah, but there was also something else.”
“Which was?”
“I dreaded how it might look.”
“But you didn’t put her off.”
“Seemed like it was something she was imagining. I never
thought she would do it, certainly not as a surprise. Didn’t seem like
there was any need to stamp on her fantasy.”
“So what happened exactly?”
“It was a sex thing. Sometimes you say things when you’re
having sex that you don’t mean.”
“Really?”
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She gave me another look.
“I was going along with the fantasy. I was pretending the strap on
was actually her cock.”
“And you said...?”
She did a simpering porn film actress voice.
“Oh, how big. I can’t wait to feel that inside me.”
“You actually said that?”
“No of course not. We were just playing with the idea. It was
something she wanted to do that night. I went along with it.”
We sat there, watching the sun go down. If she was considering
the implications she showed no sign of it.
“You realise what this means?”
“Wasn’t thinking about what it means. I was thinking about Eva.”
“The body they found in the hotel didn’t have a penis.”
She sat up and stared at me.
“Velez and I checked.”
“So...?”
“Don’t know. I can’t figure out what’s true and what’s false.
Which is why I want you to look at a picture.”
“Oh fuck.”
“Not a very pleasant picture. There’s an exit wound in the middle
of her forehead.”
“You want me to tell you if it’s Eva?”
“I don’t think it can be, but I need someone to confirm that it
isn’t.”
“But it might be.”
“Unlikely.”
She put her head in her hands for a moment or two. Then she sat
back in the chair.
“Better get it over with then.”
I fiddled with the Blackberry, eventually getting the picture up on
the screen. I handed it to her. She looked at it for a couple of
seconds, and then gave it straight back to me.
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“It’s not her.”
“Sure?”
“Absolutely.”
“Thanks.”
“So that means...?”
“I don’t know.”
“She could be alive?”
“I don’t think that’s a conclusion you can draw.”
“Why?”
“If she was still alive, why hasn’t she been in touch? Someone
would have heard from her surely. Also the body was found with all
Eva’s documents, which she would need if she was alive. If they’d
been stolen, she would have applied for replacements.”
“So you don’t know who this woman is, how she actually died, or
what connection she has to Eva.”
“That’s about it.”
“Where do you go with it now?”
“Fucked if I know to tell you the truth.”
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When I woke up, her hand was resting on my shoulder. I moved it
carefully, got out of bed, and went to make some breakfast.
There wasn’t much in the house, but I did the best I could. When
she eventually came through to the kitchen, I’d made tea and toast,
put the plates and cutlery on the table, and opened a couple of pots
of jam. To be honest that was about the limit of my capabilities
anyway.
“Made yourself at home then.”
“Only to the extent your meagrely stocked fridge allowed.”
“Yeah, I’ve been meaning to do something about that.”
“If you want any lunch I think doing something about it is pretty
much a necessity.”
We didn’t have much to say. Sex tends to do that. Words seem
inadequate afterwards. At least if you have sex with me.
She fiddled with the toast, moved it around the plate, took a very
small bite, sipped some tea. I finished my toast, then ate hers, then
poured myself another cup of tea.
Still the conversation wouldn’t come. We went shopping to pass
the time. Returning in her car, the Blackberry began to vibrate in my
pocket. I pulled it out and looked at the screen.
“Big Dick.”
“Big Dick?”
“Don’t ask.”
I took the call.
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“Hey Dick, what have you got for me?”
“Weird stuff.”
“Just what I like to hear.”
“You aren’t going to understand this.”
“Not going to be any different to anything else then.”
“The person who paid for your British Airways flight out of
Mexico was Dr Ana Acosta.”
“Another doctor.”
“Not a medical doctor though.”
“What kind of doctor?”
“Professor of Post Feminism and Popular Culture at the
University of Quintana Roo.”
“Where the fuck’s that?”
“Chetumal. Where Lola Calf comes from, remember?”
“I’m in Chetumal now.”
“I know. Larry told me. But don’t get your hopes up, because it’s
the middle of the academic holidays, and Dr Acosta is actually at a
conference in Mexico City.”
“Great.”
“And get a load of this. On her web site it says she has a
screenplay in development with Warners, which is described as a
kind of female version of the Sopranos.”
“You found out all this how?”
“Serial number on the ticket back to the credit card, card back to
the bank, bank back to the owner, googled the owner, bingo.”
“And the conference?”
“She’s presenting a paper to the National Young Alpha Female
Leadership Conference at Colmex.”
“How did you get to that?”
“Believe me everything she does is on her website. I was
surprised not to find out exactly when she takes a shit in the
morning. There’s been no one else in this field quite so good at self
publicity since Germaine fucking Greer.”
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“Thanks Dick. Looks like I’m back to the city. Got any contact
details.”
“Yeah.”
“Give them to Larry. Ask him to see if he can find out where she’s
staying.”
Lola parked outside the house, and waited for me to finish the
call. I sat in the car for a moment, trying to make some sense of it.
“Ever heard of Ana Acosta?”
“Who hasn’t?”
“Me for one.”
“You live down here, she’s hard to miss.”
“Tell me about her.”
“She’s on every TV and Radio programme, talking about
everything under the sun. From a lesbian feminist perspective of
course.”
“Dick said she was post feminist.”
“Trust me, we haven’t got that far.”
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By the time I got back Larry hadn’t got very far either. He wasn’t
particularly interested in academic research, but he had managed to
get the where and when of her conference appearance.
“El Colegio de Mexico, also known as Colmex. Two thirty this
afternoon, scheduled to take a couple of hours.”
“Door step her when she comes out?”
“Probably our only chance. She’s too high profile for us to
actually get an appointment.”
“No she’s not.”
“Really?”
“Anyone interested in self publicity is going to want to talk to the
press.”
He smiled.
“She’s all that. She so far up her own front bottom she could eat
her own eggs.”
“Which you discovered how?”
“You read that website man?”
“I have that pleasure yet to come.”
He shook his head.
“We got one problem though.”
“Which is?”
“Conference described as a female-only, activism-focused
convention, with a radical feminist agenda.”
“What’s the problem with that?”
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“You know how we were discussing our conspicuousness in
Mexico?”
“Yeah?”
“Gonna be worse.”
“Best way round that is to get an invitation.”
He looked sceptical.
I rang a reporter I knew in London. Got her to make an
international call to Dr Ana’s mobile. Said the paper was interested
in an interview about the conference presentation, and had a couple
of reporters in Mexico City. Explained we were men, but intrepid
cultural commentators nevertheless, and asked if she could get us in.
Next thing we knew, a couple of tickets were waiting for us at the
Dean’s office.
El Colegio de Mexico turned out to be a low grey stone building
just off Cataratas, well out of the city on the south west side. It was
founded in 1940, and specialised in teaching and research in the
social sciences and humanities, concentrating mainly on postgraduate education. If you had to hand pick a venue for such a
conference, this was the place.
Larry parked the VW in the faculty car park. The black looks we
got there were nothing compared to what we got when we took our
seats in Lecture Theatre One. You had to guess that Dr Ana had a
sense of humour. Larry and I were on the front row. In fact we were
the only occupants of the front row, and behind us was a sea of
hostile women.
No one actually said anything, but waves of antagonism were
headed our way. You could smell it in the air. You could feel it on the
back of your neck. I rated our chances of survival at about fifty-fifty.
My guess was that the front row had been reserved for the press, and
we were the only poor sods to have turned up.
Dr Ana Acosta was small, rodent like, and just about as attractive
as a good looking ferret, which is to say OK, but you wouldn’t go
out of your way. When you added in personality, you probably
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wouldn’t bother. There are girls who don’t have to try, and girls who
have to make a real effort. I would have put her in the latter category,
but with lesbians you never know. Maybe someone out there liked
the spiky looks and equally spiky manner.
The paper turned out to be interesting, as I thought it might when
I read the title on her website. “Good Girls, Bad Girls, and Macho
Girls - New Gender Roles in the Mexican Underworld.” In the
course of two hours she told me a lot I didn’t know. She also told me
a lot Velez didn’t know. I took copious notes. When I passed all this
on to Velez I was pretty certain he would recommend me for the
Mexican equivalent of the Medal of Honour, for service above and
beyond the call of duty.
The only problem with Dr Ana however was that she didn’t use
one word where ten would do. Larry went to sleep. During the
theoretical part of the presentation the only thing that saved me was
the note taking. That and the fact that if I fell asleep I knew I would
snore. And in such a hostile environment there was always the risk
that it could be taken as some sort of negative comment. Retaliation
I was sure would be swift.
As she talked about media representations of current female
underworld figures, she sometimes referred, sarcastically I thought,
to ‘our friends in the press’ and gave me and Larry a long look.
When the Q and A was over Larry and I headed for stage left,
closely following her into the wings. She picked up her case, and
looked behind as she heard our footsteps.
“Got somewhere quiet we can talk?”
“The bar.”
“Might be a bit crowded for an interview.”
“The faculty bar, or Senior Common Room, or whatever it’s
called. We won’t be mobbed there.”
I followed, and Larry followed me. She walked quickly, like
someone anxious not to meet her public.
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The SCR was furnished like a hotel lounge. Big sofas and pot
plants. The only thing different was the original paintings on the
wall. I bought a round of drinks, and we went to sit at a table in the
corner.
“Just got one question for you.”
She smiled. I took out the British Airways ticket, and put it down
on the table.
“How did you come to buy me this?”
“What?”
“Ever heard of an organisation called Muff?”
“I don’t recognise that term.”
“Recognise in what sense?”
“I don’t accept that designation. It was invented by the police.”
“But you do recognise the organisation.”
“Yes.”
“Two weeks ago they asked to meet me. I was told to leave
Mexico using this ticket. It was bought by you. Why?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Yes you do. My newspaper has considerable resources, we
traced the serial number on the ticket to your credit card.”
“I don’t have to answer your questions. I came here to be
interviewed about my conference paper.”
“You can either explain to me, or you can explain to
Commandante Velez who is in charge of the task force investigating
Muff.”
She stood up, and put her bag over her shoulder.
“If I phone him he’ll be here in under half an hour, and I promise
you Larry will keep you here until he arrives.”
Larry stood up. She sat down. Larry sat down.
“You want to talk to me or Velez?”
“What do you want to know?”
“I want to know how your credit card came to buy this ticket.”
She exhaled sharply, and put her bag back down on the floor.

198

“My card was stolen.”
“You reported it?”
“No.”
“Why?”
“I think it was taken by someone I know.”
“And you’re just going to sit back and allow the charges to rack
up?”
“Not exactly.”
“So what are you going to do?”
“I’ve taken steps to curtail the spending.”
“With the bank?”
“No.”
“With whom?”
“Whom?
“What? You’re so fucking elitist you think a low life like me can’t
speak good English?”
She shook her head.
“Then answer the question.”
“I don’t see why I should.”
“I think I just explained why you should.”
She tried the silent trick. I took out the Blackberry, and flicked
through the directory. She almost exploded with frustration.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
“Yeah, I know. Must be hard when a man gets you in a corner and
threatens to chop your balls off.”
“You got me here under false pretences. You are a reprehensible,
deceptive, scheming, liar.”
I turned to Larry.
“And me a reporter. Who’d have thought?”
Larry laughed. I turned back to her.
“Either you tell me who’s got your card, or Velez will make sure
you spend tonight in the lock up.”
“You realise this will endanger all of my research?”
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“Actually I don’t give a fuck. Someone threatened to kill me, and
I intend to find out who it was.”
She clammed up again.
I pressed the call button on the Blackberry. A few seconds later he
answered.
“Velez.”
“Mike Jackson. I’ve got a present for you.”

200

47

Back at headquarters I told Velez about how we’d traced the
airline ticket back to her card. I also told him roughly what she knew
about Muff, and handed over my notes from the conference.
“Christmas comes but once a year...”
“Except this year Mr Jackson.”
“Wouldn’t mind knowing who threatened me.”
“You could wait.”
“She’s tough. She might not crack.”
“She’ll crack.”
“OK, maybe I will wait.”
“Or you could observe.”
I sat looking through the mirror. He actually had her handcuffed
to the chair, and he didn’t fuck about.
“A woman has been killed, another woman has disappeared, and a
police officer had been murdered. Unless you can convince me that
you are not involved I will charge you as an accessory.”
“On what grounds?”
“Withholding information.”
“I want a lawyer.”
“You have that right. But I also have the right to charge you and
hold you. So your choice is this. Answer the questions and leave
tonight, or don’t answer them and remain here until you can
convince a judge of your innocence, which will probably involve
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answering exactly the same questions, and which will take at least a
month.”
She didn’t look happy. Velez decided to give her a little thinking
time. He left the room and we got a cup of coffee.
“She’ll come round.”
“You think?”
“What is she? Professor of something?”
“Yeah.”
“Top dog in her world maybe, but not in mine.”
“Good at research though.”
“You know that how?”
“Look at all the information you’ve suddenly got on Muff.”
“Pity we don’t have a copy of the paper she presented.”
“Probably in her bag.”
Velez picked the bag up, put it on the desk, and emptied it. In a
slim plastic folder we found a copy of the presentation. We tore out
all the theoretical crap, and retained the structural information on
Muff. There were no names of course. Velez went through it and
marked each rank in the hierarchy, and every mention of criminal
activity. He stapled these pages together, picked up a pen off the
desk, and went back into the interview room.
“I’ve done a little cut and paste on your paper.”
He put it down in front of her, and laid the pen down beside it.
Then he bent down and took the cuffs off.
“Go through this. Every time you come to a highlighted section, I
want to see a name in the margin. When you’ve finished that I want
the name of the person who stole your card, the name of the person
who is dealing with the problem for you, and I want to know what
you think they’re doing about it. Then you can go.”
She rubbed the red marks on her wrists where the cuffs had been.
But she didn’t say anything.
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“I’ll be back in half and hour. If it’s not done I’ll charge you, and
I’ll do my best to delay every stage of the hearing. You’ll be lucky to
be lecturing again before Christmas.”
She waited until he left the room. When she thought he was out of
earshot she banged the table with her fist repeatedly, and shouted.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
Velez came in through the door in time to catch the end of the
performance.
“Angry person do you think?”
“She is now.”
“Rest of the time?”
“Lesbian feminist. Not much to be happy about.”
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I got the name I wanted, but it didn’t mean anything to me. Velez
also got the names he wanted, and they didn’t mean anything to him
either. Maybe she’d made them up to protect her sources. But since
she’d at least pretended to cooperate Velez had to let her go.
We sat in the Federales canteen, middle of the evening, eating a
snack which would have to pass for a main meal. Velez looked up at
me.
“I solved one problem Mr Jackson.”
“What’s that?”
“We sprung the mole trap.”
“How?”
“Useful lesson I think. Our technical department scrutinised all
the telephone records from around the time of your visits. We found
one mobile number, which was called each time, from a particular
extension.”
“So you know who?”
“Yes.”
“What have you done about it?”
“She’s been temporarily promoted to another station in the
Federal District.”
I must have looked surprised.
“Two things about that. She’s away from me. And we have time
to establish who the contact was without arousing any suspicion.”
“She’s not very bright then.”
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“I would say not.”
“Didn’t even have the sense to make the call from a mobile.”
“No.”
“What will you do?”
“When we have everything we want she’ll be offered a choice.
Resignation or jail time.”
“Isn’t that a bit lenient? She almost got me and Larry killed.”
“Getting evidence which will stand up in court is difficult. My
main priority is to get corrupt officers out, by whatever means. If I
can force a resignation and move on, that’s the most efficient use of
my time.”
I knew he was right, but it felt wrong.
“She have a name?”
“No.”
“Fair enough.”
“Do have another name for you though.”
“Who’s that?”
“Isela Negrete.”
“Doesn’t mean anything to me.”
“Didn’t think it would.”
“And she is...?”
“Woman whose body was found at the hotel.”
“DNA?”
“Got a hit.”
“So why was she on the database?”
“Known criminal.”
“Any connection to anything we’re interested in?”
“Apart from the obvious one?”
“Apart from that.”
“None that I can find.”
“No link to Muff?”
“Not that we found so far.”
“What did she do?”
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“Prostitution, extortion, blackmail.”
“Nice girl.”
“Looks as if she was actually. The extortion and blackmail were a
sideline run by her one time boyfriend. She was more an accessory.
Gave evidence against him. Got a reduced sentence.”
“That qualifies as nice in your book?”
“People I deal with, that’s pretty close to commendable.”
“Cops included?”
He smiled. I had more questions.
“Known associates?”
“We’re working on it.”
“Anything you can tell me?’
“Not at the moment.”
“Be nice to know how she came to be there with Eva’s
documents.”
“We find that out, I’d say we pretty much cracked the case.”
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Dick chased down Isela Negrete in cyber space. There wasn’t
much there, but a bit more than Velez seemed to have, or at least
more than he decided to share with us. Mexican public records
weren’t really searchable on the web, but a combination of phone
calls and internet searches came up with an old address for her.
She’d bothered at some point to register with the Federal Electoral
Institute, as had two other people, also with the surname Negrete, at
the same address.
Seemed like a good place to start. So Larry and I made the trip to
Chiquihuite Hill, north of the city, by the railway tracks. Not the
most salubrious part of town. We had to leave the car, and venture up
the small alleys on foot. Stone steps took us higher, and further into
the rabbit warren of little houses.
We asked the way several times. Some people spoke English, but
most didn’t. Eventually we found ourselves at a little white door, set
into the side of a large stone wall several metres high. Larry
knocked. An elderly woman came to the door.
“Do you speak English?”
“Yes.”
“Mrs Negrete?”
“Yes.”
“My name is Mike Jackson, I’m a reporter.”
“You here about Isela?”
“In a way.”
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She had tears in her eyes.
“You want to come in?”
“If we could.”
She showed us down the dark hall, into a hot little kitchen. An old
man was sitting at the table in his vest. He was reading the paper.
When we entered his eyes looked up at us, but nothing else moved. I
offered my hand.
“Mr Negrete?”
Reluctantly he put the paper down, but he didn’t shake hands. He
just looked at me.
“Mike Jackson. I represent a British newspaper.”
“I thought it was only a matter of time.”
“Before what?”
“Before reporter’s come sniffing around.”
“I have to be honest with you, I’m not here to write a story about
Isela. I was hoping you could help me with some information.”
For the first time he looked vaguely interested. His wife put the
kettle on.
“What information?”
“I’m writing a story about Eva Perouk. When your daughter’s
body was found the police mistakenly identified it as being that of
Eva. I want to know if they knew one another, and if so how they
came to be friends.”
“We never heard the name before.”
“Before what?”
“Before the police mention it.”
“But when your daughter was found she had various documents
on her which belonged to Eva. Have you any idea how this could
have happened?”
“None.”
My gut instinct though was that he did know something.
“When did you last see your daughter?”
He looked at his wife. She answered.
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“Three, maybe four months ago.”
“Were you in regular contact with her?”
“Yes, but she don’t live here since she come out of prison.”
“Do you know her friends?”
“No.”
“So you wouldn’t know if Isela knew Eva or not.”
“No.”
“What did she do after getting out of prison?”
“For work?”
“Yes.”
“She didn’t do no kind of regular work.”
“How did she earn money?”
Her father came back on that one.
“Not how you think.”
“Not as a prostitute?”
“No.”
“But you don’t know how?”
“She was with these other women. We don’t know them, but they
always seem to have money to spend.”
“Any names?”
“No.”
“What do you think they did?”
“Nothing legal.”
Mrs Negrete poured some tea into what looked like bone china
cups. This seemed odd to me. And not just because it was expensive.
As far as I knew, up to the latter part of the twentieth century, bone
china wasn’t manufactured much outside Britain.
Larry and I sat down at the table, and began to drink our tea. The
taste was strange.
“This a mint tea?”
“Yerba buena.”
It meant nothing to me. Mr Negrete smiled for the first time.
“She love herbal teas.”
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Given the slight thaw in his icy demeanour I thought perhaps I
could tackle a delicate issue.
“I have to ask you a question, and I don’t want you to be
offended.”
“OK.”
“I’m not implying anything by asking this, but given what we
know already about Eva, I have to ask.”
They looked apprehensive.
“Did Isela have a preference for boys or girls?”
He shrugged, glanced at his wife. She answered.
“Isela never say. At first we think she like men, but she never
marry. Recently all she talk about is women. No men friends at all.”
Larry and I finished our tea. We stood up to go.
“Thank you for your help. Can you think of anything else which
might be useful to us?”
Mrs Negrete looked at us, and then turned to her husband.
“Tell them about the money.”
He shook his head.
“They’re reporters. They don’t come here to steal it.”
He looked at us.
“You don’t print this?”
“We’re only interested in finding out what happened to Eva.
Nothing else will go in the paper.”
He got up and went into another room. When he came back he
handed me a brown paper package, which at one time had been
taped up. There was nothing in it, and nothing was written on it.
“When we got this it was full of money.”
“How did you get it?”
“A woman knock on door, maybe two months ago. She give us
this. Said it was from Isela.”
“How much?”
“Over hundred thousand peso.”
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According to my maths that was nearly five grand. A lot of money
for a poor elderly couple in Mexico.
“You tell the police about this?”
He shook his head.
“Why not?”
“They take it away for evidence. We never see it again.”
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I visited Velez. We were sitting in his office drinking coffee,
around mid morning.
“Delicate subject.”
“OK.”
“Someone told me something they didn’t tell the police. And they
didn’t tell the police for a good reason.”
“And you can’t decide if you should tell me.”
“That’s about it.”
“Why didn’t they give us this information?”
“Got some money, not sure where it came from. Frightened it
might be taken for evidence.”
“Scared of being robbed?”
“Pretty much.”
He considered this for a moment.
“Assuming the money wasn’t obtained legally, any reason why
they should be allowed to keep it?”
“I would say.”
He took a sip of his coffee.
“So if I defer to your judgement I get to find out what’s going
on.”
“Yeah.”
“And you trust me to keep my word?”
“You’re the only person I trust.”
“Good to know.”

212

He looked out of the window. Not in any hurry to make a
decision.
“How much are we talking about?”
“Five grand give or take.”
“Dollars?”
“Pounds sterling.”
“You want to give me some insight into your thinking?”
“Difficult to do without compromising you.”
“I’m leaning your way.”
“Lot of money for an old couple who lost their only daughter.”
“And this came to them how?”
“Mysterious caller. Said it was from Isela.”
“When?”
“Couple of months back.”
I reached into my bag, took out the brown paper wrapper, which
I’d placed in a food bag.
“Delivered in this. Doubt if there’s anything on it, but you might
want to have it checked.”
I handed it to him.
“Apparently Isela had been hanging around with women who
didn’t have jobs, but had money to spend.”
“So you think she’s connected to Muff.”
“Looks that way.”
He thought about it for a while. I got up and stretched my legs.
“Any luck with the names you got from Ana Acosta?”
“Not really. One name belongs to a municipal worker with no
criminal record. Several don’t seem to exist at all. Another was on
the IFE register a few years ago, but is now dead.”
“You think she invented them?”
“More than likely. But she’s now six hundred and fifty miles
away.”
“Yeah.”
“Any success with the name I gave you?”
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“No. Gave it to our tech guy. He said there’s no one by that name
in the Federal District, unless they don’t have a phone, they aren’t
registered to vote, they don’t have a driver’s licence, and they don’t
own a car.”
“Passport?”
“Can’t get into that unfortunately. Too secure.”
Velez smiled.
“I can.”
“And?”
“Dead end there too.”
I considered how far I could go with Velez. Something made me
decide to push my luck.
“Got a question for you?”
“OK.”
“How much use would one name be?”
“It’s a way in.”
“Which we don’t have now.”
“No.”
“So if we could get just one real name out of Ana Acosta, it might
open it up for you?”
“Could do.”
“You can guess the name I want.”
“The person who stole her card and purchased your plane ticket?”
I nodded.
“How worried would anyone be if Larry and I decided to go
down there and pay her a visit.”
“Depends what you intend to do.”
“Let’s say she didn’t come to any physical harm.”
“But she might be led to believe otherwise?”
“Maybe.”
“Technically that would be against the law.”
“I know. But it would just be her word against ours.”
“If there’s no evidence, hard to make anything of it.”
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“What if she made a complaint?”
“I would guess the local police would arrest you.”
“And?”
“You could suggest they contact me. I would be happy to confirm
that on the basis of our short acquaintance it seems unlikely you
would do such a thing. I would say the English press are intrusive,
but not known to threaten anyone with violence.”
“Not exactly a character reference.”
“Good as you’ll get. The message would be understood.”
“OK.”
“What’s to prevent her making up another name though?”
“Larry will convince her she doesn’t want us to come back.”
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Larry and I sat in Lola’s lounge, after the long drive, considering
how to get blood out of a stone. Lola was cooking. So much for the
feminist agenda. I was thinking aloud. Trying to come up with a
strategy for extracting at least one genuine name from Dr Ana
Acosta.
“What’s the thing she would be most frightened of?”
“Apart from losing her virginity?”
“Apart from that Larry. Because you really don’t want to go down
that road.”
“Got to be losing her reputation.”
“Such as it is.”
“What she think about herself that matters, not what other people
think about her.”
“Yeah.”
“Reputation’s all in the head.”
“I get it.”
“So long as she think she got a reputation worth protecting we got
something to work with.”
Lola came out of the kitchen with three plates of food that looked
and smelled fantastic. I just couldn’t quite identify what I was about
to eat. Seemed best not to say anything. We sat at the table.
“What have you boys been talking about?”
“How to put the fear of God into Ana Acosta.”
“So she’ll tell you what you want to know?”
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“Yeah.”
“Why doesn’t Larry take his biggest gun, put the muzzle against
her head, and then you can ask her nicely who stole her credit card.”
She looked at Larry.
“Works for me.”
She looked at me.
“Am I to take it from your suggestion that you don’t like Dr
Ana?”
“Personally I hope she doesn’t answer your question and Larry
blows her brains out.”
“So much for sisterly solidarity.”
“No sister of mine, and no solidarity with that bitch.”
“Not to mention that it wouldn’t get us any further forward.”
“At least I wouldn’t have to watch her on TV anymore.”
“Should I explain why I think we need a more subtle approach?”
They both looked at me expectantly.
“Let’s say Larry threatens to shoot her, and she for some reason
decides that reporters from a reputable newspaper...”
The both laughed.
“OK. ...reporters from a well known tabloid, are unlikely to
actually kill her, then she’s won. End of story.”
“Finger nails?”
“I promised Velez she wouldn’t come to any physical harm.”
“He signed off on this?”
“More like turning a blind eye.”
“So what’s your idea?”
“Threaten her with something she can’t live with. Something that
would make her want to kill herself.”
“Nice.”
“Larry thinks damage her reputation.”
“Have to be something that would completely ruin it. Undermine
everything she stands for.”
“Got any ideas?”
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“Not at the moment.”
She pointed to my plate.
“You like?”
“Excellent. What is it?”
She gave me one of her looks.
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The University of Quintana Roo was easy to find. It was on the
north east side of Chetumal, by the sea, just off Ignacio Comonfort.
The grounds were extensive. Mostly trees and lawns. A circular road
ran all around the main low rise buildings, with ample parking.
Inside it was spacious and modern. Small white lamp shades were
set high above the open areas, and acres of unplastered brickwork
gave it the look of recently built academic institutions everywhere.
What wasn’t easy was establishing the routine of Dr Ana Acosta.
Unfortunately Larry and I ran into the same problem we’d had
before. We definitely looked like tourists. This time it was so acute,
people kept offering to help us.
We must have seemed unlikely visitors to the Department of
Feminism and Culture. But once we were actually within the faculty
things weren’t too bad. It was still technically the holidays, so the
corridors were empty, and we could scrutinise all the departmental
notices.
“How about this?”
Larry pointed to a list of workshops.
“See this here at the bottom?”
Underneath the dates, times, and subjects, was a note which
indicated Dr Ana Acosta would be in her office, following each
workshop, for one hour, to discuss research issues. After that was the
office number.
We made our way to B46, on the first floor. It was set on a
circular balcony. Below was the student refectory.
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We looked at one another.
“No time like the present.”
Larry tried the door. It was locked.
“Think we could see the door from down there?”
“Maybe.”
“I’ll go down. You wait here.”
Larry went downstairs. I watched from above. He went to a table
right over by the window, then he scrutinised the balcony before
giving me a thumbs up. I went down to join him, getting a couple of
coffees on the way.
From the refectory it was possible to see the tops of half a dozen
doors on the balcony. Larry pointed to one.
“Second from the left.”
“You think she’ll come in?”
“My guess, she can’t keep away.”
We sat through morning coffee, and we sat through lunch. One of
us always watching the door. By three-thirty we decided she must be
somewhere else.
The next day we came back with a package. On the grounds that I
was less conspicuous than Larry I took it up to the faculty office.
Knocked, went in, and talked to their secretary.
“Package for Dr Ana Acosta.”
“You can leave it with me.”
“Got to be signed for.”
“I’ll do it.”
I looked at my clip board.
“By the addressee.”
“She’s not in. You’ll have to come back.”
“When?”
She went across to a set of A4 size academic diaries, took one out,
and flicked through a few pages.
“Should be in tomorrow afternoon. No tutorials, so anytime after
two.”
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I thanked her and left.
We came back the following day around lunchtime, and kept an
eye on the door. I just finished my coffee when Larry suddenly stood
up and flicked my arm with his hand.
“Rat in a trap.”
We quickly climbed the stairs. Without any hesitation Larry
barged into the office, and closed the door behind us, locking it from
the inside. He then stood blocking the doorway.
“Don’t make a fucking sound.”
She reached for the phone. I pulled the cord out of the wall. Larry
looked genuinely angry.
“What the fuck did I just say. You make one more move and I will
tie you to that chair, rip your panties off, and stuff them down your
throat. And I’ll leave you for the cleaners to find.”
She looked shocked.
“Hands on the fucking desk.”
She did as she was told.
“All you got to do is listen.”
I sat down opposite her. Looked at her. Gave her the silent
treatment. She didn’t crack. But then I didn’t think she would.
“The names you gave Velez didn’t pan out.”
She didn’t say anything.
“Six hundred and fifty mile drive to see you. Trust me when I tell
you we aren’t going to do it again.”
Still didn’t say anything.
“What’s the worst thing you can think of?”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
“Room 101 time. What’s the thing you would least like to happen
to you?”
She didn’t look comfortable, but I would also say she didn’t look
frightened.
“Rape, jail, death, disfigurement?”
She still didn’t respond.
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“Loss of reputation?”
Nothing.
“What’s the worst thing a newspaper can do?”
“Difficult to know where to start.”
“You think they always tell the truth?”
She gave a derisory snort.
“So if we are as unscrupulous as you obviously think we are,
what’s the worst thing we could do?”
“I don’t know, why don’t you tell me.”
“I think we could completely fuck up your reputation.”
“What reputation?”
“Champion of the women’s movement, feminism, whatever you
call it now.”
“There is no women’s movement anymore.”
“But you do have a reputation.”
“As far as the media is concerned I’m a dangerous academic. But
they like to flirt with me because of my outspoken views. Makes
good TV. That doesn’t amount to a reputation.”
“That how you see yourself?”
“No.”
“How then?”
“I’m interested in power. If men don’t give it to you, women have
to take it. You listened to my presentation. Men make the laws which
prevent women taking power. We have to cut through male
repressive legislation. In Mexico City women are doing that right
now.”
“The end justifies the means?”
“Did you actually go to college?”
“Oxford.”
“You aren’t old enough for them to have been teaching that crap
surely?”
“Meaning?”
“No one seriously believed that even in the sixties.”

222

“So?”
“You have to think just as carefully about the means as you do
about the end.”
Larry got bored.
“Interesting though this be, to those of you who went through
college, it ain’t getting us no place.”
“You want to see if you can do any better?”
“I vote for plan B.”
I nodded my assent, and got up out of the chair. Larry took my
place.
“I ain’t so educated. So maybe we get somewhere.”
He took a SIG Sauer Mosquito with a threaded barrel out of his
shoulder holster, and a silencer out of his pocket. Slowly and
deliberately he screwed the silencer onto the end of the gun. Her
eyes watched him all the time.
“Me personally I hope you don’t give it up. The rest of them may
not know what you about. But you a threat I be happy to eliminate.”
He walked round behind the desk, grabbed the collar of her
blouse with one hand, and forced the side of her face down onto the
desk. She began to breathe heavily. He pressed the end of the
silencer against her head, just above her right ear. Then he increased
the pressure, forcing the muzzle hard into her flesh. She winced with
the pain.
“This probably where it ends for you. Got anything you want to
say first?”
Her eyes were shut tight. Brow furrowed. Waiting to die.
Searching for the thing that would save her.
“It was me.”
“It was you what?”
“I bought the ticket.”
“You didn’t have your card stolen?”
“No.”
“Where’s the card?”
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“At home.”
“Where at home?”
“Desk drawer.”
“Which one?”
“Top right.”
“Who runs Muff?”
“It’s a collective.”
“Names?”
She rattled them off. I grabbed some paper and wrote most of
them down.
“You in with them?”
“I advise them.”
“Consigliere?”
“Yes.”
“This don’t pan out, you know I be back.”
“Yes.”
“Won’t ask no questions next time.”
“I know.”
“Last chance to say the right names.”
“I told you what I know.”
Larry pulled her off the desk, still keeping the gun pressed against
her head, and forced her to the floor. He pulled her arms behind her
back, and fastened them with a cable tie. He turned to me.
“Phone Velez. See what we do now.”
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By the middle of the next day we were all back in Mexico City.
Velez was questioning Ana Acosta, and I was looking through the
mirror. This time he didn’t have her handcuffed to the chair, and this
time she wasn’t angry. The resignation on her face was obvious.
He’d been talking to her for a long time before he got to the bit
that interested me.
“Three names for you.”
“OK.”
“Capitan Diego Prieto.”
“Don’t know the name.”
“Isela Negrete.”
“Heard the name mentioned. Can’t remember in what context.”
“Eva Perouk.”
“Same.”
Velez sat back in his chair. He looked at her for a while.
“Let me remind you of something. Full disclosure is what we
agreed. You hold back. Nothing I can do.”
“Can’t tell you what I don’t know.”
“This is how it looks to me. You give me names. You give me
operational details. But you have yet to admit to a single illegal act,
except conspiracy maybe.”
“That’s how it was. I’m not a street person. They wanted help, I
gave what I could.”
“What was in it for you?”
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“I believed in it.”
“Believed in what?”
“In women taking what is rightfully theirs.”
“Women robbing men?”
“Yes.”
“Different from men robbing men?”
“Of course.”
“Still against the law.”
“Written by men.”
“I don’t think it would be any different if it was written by
women.”
“That’s because you are a man.”
“Robbery isn’t gender specific.”
“It is exactly gender specific. Men rob women of everything. We
wanted to get a little back.”
“Come on. They just want to make money. Same as every male
thief I ever met.”
“But these women, what other choices do they have?”
“You did all right.”
“But what about them. Mother or whore? What kind of choice is
that?”
“I tell you one thing. There are other choices and you know it,
and this is not the answer.”
She shook her head. Velez was getting irritated.
“Here’s something for you to think about. Grateful as I am for all
the names, I need to solve the murder of Diego Prieto. I think this is
related to the disappearance of Eva Perouk, and the death of Isela
Negrete. You should think hard about the context in which you heard
these names. Because if I find out you knew something and didn’t
give it up, the deal is off.”
Velez left the room. A woman police officer stood by the door. We
went back to his office to get a coffee.
“How long have you got?”

226

“Long as it takes. I’ll charge her if necessary.”
“I meant before word gets out.”
“She won’t be missed.”
“Going to pick up all the names?”
“Tomorrow.”
“Worried about leaks?”
“Just the task force dealing with this until the morning. Far as I
know that’s secure.”
“What do you still want?”
“What I always want.”
“Which is?”
“To know more than I do now.”
“Sounds like we’re in the same business.”
He smiled.
“There is one difference Mr Jackson.”
“What’s that?”
“Consequences. They lie to you that’s one thing. They lie to me,
something else entirely.”
“You think she’s lying?”
“By omission.”
“Of what?”
He shrugged.
“Want to know what I think?”
“Always interested in the opinion of the British press.”
“Maybe she’s consigliere, maybe she isn’t. But there’s one thing
where she’s directly involved. You don’t agree to purchase an airline
ticket just because someone asks you to. She must know what’s
going on. Prise that open, got yourself a whole new can of worms.”
Back in the interview room he got to it straight away.
“Let’s talk about specifics.”
“OK.”
“Who asked you to buy the British Airways ticket for Mr
Jackson?”
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“I told you already.”
“Tell me again.”
“Rosita Tuero.”
“And what reason did she give.”
“She didn’t give a reason.”
“So she asked, and you complied, as a foot soldier might?”
“Not like that.”
“How was it then?”
“She made a request.”
“Which you could have refused?”
“Yes.”
“But you didn’t.”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“Because I was committed to helping them.”
“You weren’t even a little bit curious?”
“No.”
“Because this wasn’t an airline ticket for a woman, you were
buying this in a man’s name.”
“So?”
“You were spending a lot of money on a man. I don’t think you
would have done it without a good explanation. And the explanation
which would have satisfied you was that this man represented a
danger, and was being encouraged to leave the country, because they
didn’t want him poking around in their business.”
She didn’t say anything.
“And the business they didn’t want him poking around in was the
disappearance of Eva Perouk, the death of Isela Negrete, and the
murder of Diego Prieto.”
“Which I’ve told you I don’t know anything about.”
“Only reason they don’t want him digging around is that they are
responsible for these deaths. My guess, they killed Prieto to stop the
investigation into the death of Isela Negrete, because for some
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reason they were happy for it not to be solved, and equally happy for
the police to think it was Eva Perouk.”
“I wouldn’t know.”
“But you’re lying.”
“No, I’m not.”
“You’re the consigliere and you don’t know about this?”
“No.”
“Doesn’t make sense. I think they asked you what to do.”
“No.”
“Maybe they got into this mess by themselves, but I think the
contingency plan was yours.”
“No.”
“Don’t you learn anything from history?”
“Like what?”
“The people who cover it up, they go to jail too.”
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A couple of days later Velez and I were having lunch in the police
canteen. Nothing seemed to have moved forward. Arrests had been
made, but as usual no one was saying anything. The only person who
had been in any way forthcoming was Ana Acosta, and she didn’t
exactly fit into the hardened criminal category. More like deranged
academic.
“Something interesting though.”
“What’s that.”
“A name that cropped up twice.”
“Who?”
“Rosita Tuero.”
“The person who told Dr Ana to buy me a plane ticket?”
“Correct.”
“Which is of interest because?”
“Also the person named by our mole.”
“As?”
“The woman she phoned each time you showed up.”
“Rosita Tuero in custody?”
“No.”
“What happened?”
“Wasn’t home when we called.”
“Any trace of her?”
“No.”
“Tipped off?”
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“Can’t see how.”
“Coincidence?”
“It happens.”
“But won’t be going home anytime soon.”
“I would have thought not. Word would be out pretty soon after
we picked the others up.”
“Got to be somewhere.”
“Everyone got to be somewhere.”
We drank some coffee. Lunch was doughnuts. I started on my
third. Velez took his second.
“Anything your end?”
“I’m waiting on our tech guy.”
“For what?”
“Couple of things. Phone trace on Marga’s mobile, and getting
into Eva’s online shit.”
“He good?”
“Long story.”
“What are the chances?”
“Mobile could be a burner. The online stuff, documents and
email, all password protected.”
“That legal in the UK?”
“What?”
“Hacking into phones and email?”
“No.”
Velez smiled.
“You want me to ask him to stop?”
“Not me going to jail.”
“Thanks.”
“How long will you get?”
“If they catch me?”
“When they catch you.”
“Probably just a fine. Trouble is, you start to lie about it, then they
have this catch all, perverting the course of justice.”
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“And then?”
“Serious jail time.”
Velez took the last doughnut, which was rightfully his, but I did
have my eye on it. Unexpectedly he tore it in two, and put half on
my plate.
“What will you do about Rosita Tuero?”
“Nothing.”
“Can’t stake out friends, relatives?”
“Her friends are in custody. No living relatives far as we know.”
“Still got the phone number from when you traced the calls made
by your mole?”
“Of course.”
“Mobile?”
“Yes.”
“Well?”
“I don’t think it’s going to help if we phone her up.”
“Might help if I do.”
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Back in the office I made the call from the Blackberry, with Velez
listening in. She answered after a couple of rings.
“Yes.”
“That Rosita?”
“Yes.”
“My name is Mike Jackson.”
Silence
“Ana Acosta bought me a plane ticket, remember?”
“How did you get this number?”
“Newspapers can be very resourceful.”
“What do you want?”
“To meet you.”
“No way.”
“Rosita, your life has just turned to shit. I’m offering you a way to
earn a little cash.”
“For what?”
“British newspapers pay well for good stories. I want the low
down on Eva Perouk. I’m not interested in you, but I am interested
in what you can tell me about her.”
“Why?”
“Why are we interested in her?”
“Yes.”
“She’s well known in England. Musician, writer, composer. First
we think she’s dead, then it turns out the body belongs to Isela
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Negrete, and the coroner says Isela died before she was shot. Now it
looks like Eva is missing presumed dead. How is that not a good
story?”
“How much?”
“Depends what you’ve got to tell me.”
“I know part of it, and I can put you in touch with someone who
can tell you the rest.”
“OK. You know how this works?”
“No.”
“You and I meet informally. You outline what you can give me,
without all the actual details. I speak to my editor. She makes an
offer. If you accept we meet in a hotel somewhere, put it all on tape.
I hand over the cash.”
There was a long silence. I didn’t know if I’d hooked her or not.
Finally she spoke.
“Where do you want to meet?”
Velez punched the air.
“How about the same place as last time?”
“You know me?”
“Recognised your voice.”
“OK. When?”
Velez wrote a big three on a piece of paper.
“Three tomorrow?”
“Fine.”
She rang off. Velez high fived me, and almost danced round the
office. That was the most animated I’d seen him. Eventually he
calmed down and sat in the chair.
“Now, you want to play this short or long?”
“Meaning?”
“You could arrest her as soon as she shows up, but then she won’t
tell you anything. Or you can let me have both meetings, and get
everything.”
“We can give you a wire.”
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“First meeting no point. Second meeting I won’t need one
because I’ll have the recorder on the table right in front of her. If she
hasn’t been arrested at the first meeting, and I show her the cash at
the second meeting, she’ll think it’s kosher. You’ll get the lot.”
“You mean you’ll get the lot.”
“If we both get what we want, I call that a result.”
He thought about it.
“OK, we play it long.”
“And don’t spook her by putting a tail on. Just let it run. If she
trusts me she’ll come back.”
“Risky Mr Jackson, but I have to say I agree with you.”
“We’re going to work together on this, I think you better start
calling me Mike.”
He smiled.
“Emilio.”
“OK.”
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I was sitting in El Globo, near Terminal One at three the
following afternoon. Larry sat at the counter reading a newspaper.
We were both drinking coffee. Larry had an iced bun.
At three on the dot the same well manicured small blonde
woman, who had given me the airline tickets a few weeks ago,
reappeared in the doorway. She looked around. Larry glanced at her.
After pausing for a moment, she walked over to my table.
“Are you alone?”
“Apart from my ever present shadow.”
I pointed to Larry.
“You are still frightened, even after all the arrests?”
“We’re in Mexico. Still hostile territory for us.”
She sat down.
“What can I get you?”
“Double espresso.”
I ordered at the bar, and Larry brought it over.
“Something you should know Rosita.”
“What’s that?”
“What I’m doing here is probably illegal.”
She raised her eyebrows in surprise.
“My guess, the police probably want to talk to you. No business
of mine. However I don’t intend to get arrested for aiding and
abetting. There’s even a sniff of them being onto you, the deal’s off.
Understand?”
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“The situation as it is now, I can guarantee nothing.”
“I know. But they become involved. You have to deny all
knowledge.”
“The police find me, you can be assured I say nothing.”
“OK then. What have you got for me?”
“About the mysterious Eva Perouk?”
“All I’m interested in.”
“First thing to say, she was not one of us.”
“OK.”
“She had her own people.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“There were two maybe three people she work with.”
“To do what?”
“Anything she want.”
“Criminal activities?”
“Not in the sense you mean. But some of what they have done is
criminal for sure.”
“You have names, contact details?”
“For one of them, if we reach an agreement.”
“What kind of criminality?”
“Probably not what you think. The people she was involved with,
they do anything for money. Eva was not running a gang, she was
paying these people to do things for her. The money did not go to
her, it came from her, you understand?”
“OK.”
“I can tell you what they were doing, but I cannot tell you why.”
“What about Isela Negrete?”
“I can explain how she came to be in that hotel room, but again I
do not know why.”
“Prieto?”
“All I know is that he was not killed by us. More than that I
cannot say.”
“Can’t or won’t?”
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“Can’t, because I don’t know. You want to know my opinion, I
will tell you, but it is not fact.”
“You know what happened to Eva?”
“No. But no one has heard from her in a while. The people she
was using however would kill her in the blink of an eye if it was
necessary for their own survival.”
“Meaning?”
“Once the police found inconsistencies in her apparent death, my
guess, they would shut it down.”
“And kill her?”
“No way to know.”
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The meeting was set for the Holiday Inn, on Rio de la Piedad, just
a few hundred yards south west of the airport. We set the room up in
the morning. Velez supplied the voice recorder, and he also had the
place wired for sound and vision. Belt and braces.
The fee was ten grand. I let her push me up from five, but then
put a cap on it, because she couldn’t give me everything. The
important thing was to keep it realistic. Too much and she would
know for sure it was a set up.
I had the cash in a carrier bag. There was no need to check with
Gretchen, because I didn’t expect to actually part with it, and in any
case I’d been given more than enough when I left the UK.
Larry and Velez sat in the room next door, with a video monitor,
and a couple of uniformed Federales. All I had to say was, “That
about covers it.” A few seconds later the uniforms would come in
through the door.
The room was en-suite, with tea and coffee, a table, two
comfortable armchairs, and a double bed which I didn’t expect to
use.
Punctual as ever she turned up at exactly two o’clock, unaware
that she’d checked in her freedom at the door. I felt sorry about that.
I never liked to see anyone go to jail, particularly not a Mexican jail.
She looked around.
“You have the money?”
I put the carrier bag on the bed. She looked inside.
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“All there?”
“Counted it myself.”
She left it where it was, and sat down. She knew the rules. I
switched on the recorder, and sat opposite her.
“Where do you want to start?”
“Names first. Who was the person working for Eva?”
“Pina Rocha.”
“Address?”
“Mobile.”
She gave it to me.
“What can you tell me about her?”
“Used to be a friend of mine.”
“Worth mentioning your name?”
“No.”
“What happened?”
“She wasn’t happy that our new enterprise didn’t include her.”
“Why not?”
“Question of reliability.”
“In what respect?”
“Needed to buy a dictionary to find out what confidential meant.”
“You mentioned there might be a couple of others, also worked
for Eva.”
“One known as Chachita, because of her resemblance to Evita
Munoz. But Chachita isn’t her real name.”
“Address, number?”
“Only met her once, and I don’t even know who she really is.”
“And another one.”
“So I heard, but I don’t know who.”
“OK, you said you knew what Eva was doing.”
“Pina came to me. She wanted the body of a woman, forties or
fifties, slim build, recently deceased.”
“What for?”
“As I told you I didn’t know what for.”
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“OK.”
“I told her we could not supply such a thing.”
“They offered you money?”
“Of course. It was a business transaction.”
“She expected you to kill someone?”
“My personal opinion, it was a mad scheme. They don’t actually
want to kill someone just for this. They think that we, as a bigger
organisation, might have a score to settle, maybe someone has to be
clipped, and they could make a deal with us.”
“So it wasn’t a hit as such.”
“Correct. In any case I wouldn’t do this. We kill, but only those
who get in our way.”
“Always good to have principles.”
She gave me a look.
“Then what?”
“I told them that if we needed to eliminate someone I would be in
touch. I also told them not to hold their breath. But then providence
intervened.”
“Isela Negrete.”
“Isela was recruited in jail. She had been with us ever since she
came out. Her parents were old. She supported them. For a month or
more she wasn’t well. No one knew why. She wouldn’t see a doctor.
One day we found her dead. Pina’s offer seemed a way to get some
money to her family.”
“Didn’t worry you that they wouldn’t have a body to bury?”
“In our business people sometimes disappear. Funerals are an
unnecessary expense.”
“Prieto?”
“Don’t know what happened, but I can guess.”
“Go ahead.”
“Given the trouble you had, and the murder of Prieto, I would
think Pina was determined to cover up the truth about what
happened at the hotel.”
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“The truth being?”
“No idea, except that they clearly intended people to think Eva
was dead.”
“Why?”
“Good question. To which I have no answer. But I gave you a
way to contact Pina. Maybe you can do a deal with her.”
I paused for thought, and poured some more coffee.
“Couple of peripheral things.”
“OK.”
“Ana Acosta.”
She shook her head.
“She want to do research on women gangs. We help her. Then she
want to advise us. We need that kind of advice like a hole in the
head.”
“Useful to have someone with a credit card that can’t be traced
back to you though.”
“Only useful thing she ever did.”
“In retrospect, probably shouldn’t have kept her around.”
“Difficult bitch to get rid of. Big problem with her mouth.”
“Can’t keep it shut from what I hear.”
“Get permanently shut one day.”
“And us, me and Larry?”
“What about you?”
“Why so concerned?”
“Pina warned me you were sniffing around. You chase the story
about Eva, maybe find out about Isela. We know you talk to the
Federales. She think you could turn into a problem.”
“That why we run into trouble every time we come out of police
headquarters?”
She smiled.
“We have people inside. They phone me. I phone Pina. She make
her own arrangements.”
There was nothing more to ask her.

242

“Well, that about covers it.”
I reached forward and turned off the recorder. She seemed
relieved that it was over. Suddenly the door opened.
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Mid afternoon the next day Big Dick rang. Larry and I were
sitting in the lounge.
“Got another little thing for you.”
“You’re into the diaries?”
“I wish.”
“What then?”
“Finally got an address from that mobile number you gave me.”
“Fuck.”
“Which you should treat with some caution.”
“Because?”
“It’s been re-registered and the name doesn’t match.”
“We don’t have a surname anyway.”
“First name’s not Marga.”
“When it was re-registered, did the name change?”
“Don’t know.”
“Why would it be re-registered?”
“Owner moved, or the phone changed hands.”
“Tell me anyway.”
“Veronica Rojo, lives in a house on, fuck me, I’m going to have
to spell this, Ixtlixochitl.”
“Sure that’s correct?”
“Yeah.”
“Or we’re fucked with the sat nav.”
“It’s right.”

244

“How did you get it?”
“Picked it up from the mobile company. She probably registered
so she could pay the rental from her bank account.”
Larry and I thought about what to do.
“Right number, wrong name.”
“Better be cautious Jacko.”
“Yeah.”
“Too many lesbians with guns in this.”
“Big assumption they all have the same orientation.”
“How many men you come across in this investigation?”
“Twice we nearly got aced was by men.”
He nodded.
“How much you think Marga’s in with this?”
“Fuck knows.”
“Better get tooled up then.”
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Ixtlixochitl was on the north side, far enough out so you could see
the mountains, and high enough so you had a view back over the
whole city. Any place other than Mexico, this would have been
where you found the big houses, the flash cars, and most of the
money. As it was the streets were narrow, the people were poor, and
the houses were tiny. Built on the hillside, a lot of the terraces looked
as if they were about to slide down towards the metropolis below.
One house had either collapsed or been partially demolished.
Tarpaulins covered the side of the scaffolding which had replaced
the brick structure, and a corrugated tin roof kept out the rain. It
didn’t seem possible that people were living there, but they were. A
satellite dish was clamped onto the scaff poles, just below the roof
line.
Larry and I didn’t like the look of the terrain. There was a distinct
lack of options if you needed to get out fast. Ixtlixochitl was a long
street, with no side roads cutting across it. To the south it was a dead
end. Wherever you were on it, there was only one way out.
We turned the car round, so it was facing north, and parked a few
feet up from the gate in the wall.
“Best we can do.”
“I know.”
“Safety off?”
I took the .38 out of my ankle holster, and made sure it was good
to go.
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As always the gate was unlocked. The front door was only three
feet inside. There was no bell. Larry knocked. An attractive woman,
in her mid forties answered the door. She was medium everything,
except for her long dark hair. She looked friendly and curious, but
then Larry and I had that effect on most people.
“Can I help you?”
“Are you Veronica Rojo?”
Instantly her demeanour changed. She was immediately hostile
and suspicious.
“Why do you want to know?”
As always, there was no point in being anything other than direct.
“Because we have a problem.”
“What’s that?”
“We’re trying to trace someone. We thought we had her mobile
number, but apparently what was once her number is now registered
to you. We were wondering if you could help.”
“You got this information how?”
“From the phone company.”
“They just give this out?”
“I don’t know. One of our researchers gave us the information.”
“And you are?”
“We work for an English newspaper.”
“Reporters?”
“Yes.”
“And who are you trying to find?”
“We only have her first name.”
“Which is?”
“Marga.”
“And what do you want with her?”
“We’re researching a story, and we thought she might be able to
help us with some information.”
“On what?”
“That’s something I would only want to talk to her about.”
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“Why?”
“Always seems like a good idea to try and keep things
confidential until you’re ready to publish.”
“Can’t help you then.”
She went to close the door. Larry put his foot in, and then barged
the door with his shoulder. It flew open. She stepped back, shocked
by the sudden use of force.
He confronted her in the hall, looking down on her.
“You want us to go, we go, but we be back with the Federales.”
She still looked undecided.
“You want to talk to them or us?”
Probably wasn’t an either or situation, but we needed to have first
crack. If she disappeared into the system our chance was gone.
She retreated a few steps from Larry, but we still didn’t get an
invitation to go in. Trouble is, you can’t do an in depth interview
standing in the hall.
I tried again.
“Where’s Marga?”
“I’m Marga.”
I glanced at Larry. He didn’t look surprised.
“So you can guess what we want?”
“Yes.”
“Got a problem with that?”
“Maybe.”
“Well let’s talk about it.”
She still didn’t move. Larry wasn’t happy in the hall either. He
tried to break the ice.
“Wouldn’t say no to a cup of coffee.”
She relented. Finally we moved through to the small kitchen.
There were only two chairs. Someone was going to have to stand.
Larry exhaled loudly when he realised it was going to be him.
She made the coffee, and we sat opposite one another across the
kitchen table.
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“You must have known someone was going to come and talk to
you about this?”
“I expected the Federales.”
“Might still happen.”
“I know.”
“That why you changed your name?”
“I didn’t.”
“Marga not your real name?”
“It was my mother’s name. When I was small, because I look like
her, they call me Little Marga. Now friends all call me Marga.”
“You re-registered your phone.”
“Same name, Veronica Rojo, different address.”
“Just moved in?”
“Yes.”
“But you moved out of Yautepec de Zaragoza a while ago.”
“I stay with friends. Eva left me with no money. This now the
only thing I can afford.”
“You had a row?”
“Many.”
Easiest thing was to get her to start at the beginning. She told us
what we already knew, about Eva, and Lola, and the sex change.
Interesting hearing it from her point of view. Must have hurt her a
lot.
“How did you feel?”
“About the sex change?”
“Yes.”
“Bad.”
“Why?”
“I like women. I don’t want men for lovers, and I particularly
don’t want that. And anyway she don’t do it for me. She do it so she
can make love to Lola.”
“Seems to me like she did it for herself.”
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“I think you are right. She was always obsessed, and mostly with
selfish things.”
“That word again.”
“What?”
“Obsession.”
“You hear it before?”
“From everyone.”
“It not enough.”
“No?”
“More like ruthless obsession. Once she decide something, she go
to any lengths.”
“What happened at the hotel?”
“I wasn’t there, so I can only tell you what she told me.”
“OK.”
“She want to drop out. Go and live with Lola. We have many
rows. She say she want to kill Eva Perouk. She don’t want to be that
person anymore. Don’t want to write music, perform, nothing. Don’t
want journalists knocking on her door. Don’t want people asking her
when she’s going to make a come back. So she plan her own death.”
“With someone else’s body.”
“Yes. She have friends, Pina Rocha and Chachita, they frozen out
of this lesbian collective, but they still know Rosita Tuero who set it
up. They ask her for a body. To begin with she laugh at them. Pina
was displeased. First Rosita won’t let her join the collective, then she
won’t help her.”
“Pina have a problem keeping her mouth shut?”
“Sure. That why Rosita don’t want nothing to do with her.
Anyway eventually she say there is a body. They pay her five
thousand dollars.”
“This is the body of Isela Negrete.”
“I don’t know. I tell Eva I have nothing to do with this.”
“But she told you what they did.”
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“She say she register at hotel, let Pina and Chachita in through
fire escape with body. Chachita hold it up against the wall. Pina
shoot it in the head. They plant all Eva’s documents, and leave
through fire escape.”
“This the point where you left her?”
“I left her before this. Once she had the operation.”
“But you were still in touch?”
“There was a lot to do. We had to clean out the house in Yautepec
de Zaragoza. Half that stuff was rightfully mine. Not so easy to end a
relationship been going on for ten years.”
“What happened after?”
“Rosita Tuero has someone in the Federales. They say there are
problems. The coroner say she didn’t die from the bullets. Eva was
furious. She pay Pina Rocha to go after police and journalists.”
“That would be us.”
Larry intervened.
“People came after us were men.
Marga looked up at him.
“This is Mexico. Pina want something taken care of, she know
where to go.”
“That what happened to Prieto?”
“Who?”
“Detective in charge of the case. Two shots to the back of the
head outside his house.”
She looked sad.
“I don’t know. Once we cleaned out the house in Yautepec de
Zaragoza she don’t talk to me again.”
“You know where she is?”
“No idea.”
“Think she’s still alive?”
“I wouldn’t know.”
“One theory is that Pina aced her, to wrap it all up when the shit
hit the fan.”
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“It’s possible. Pina could do it. But that would be to bite the hand
that feeds you. Without Eva, Pina wouldn’t have a client.”
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Velez sat in our lounge, in the safe house on Revolucion. It wasn’t
exactly luxurious, but Larry had made the place as comfortable as it
could be in the circumstances. They were drinking Jameson. I was
on the Chablis.
“So this how you boys live?”
“Last couple of months.”
“This the place you were keeping secret from me?”
“Until you got your mole.”
He nodded.
I’d told him on the phone how things stood.
“So Rosita and the girlfriend, they both name Pina Rocha.”
“Maybe not the shooter, but probably set Prieto up.”
“Working for Eva.”
“Yeah.”
“Makes her culpable too.”
“Get the shooter, that makes three going down for it.”
“Certain irony don’t you think?”
“Didn’t know the Federales did irony.”
He smiled.
“Three people going to jail for shooting a crooked cop. Could
have just paid him off.”
We sat with our drinks and thought about that. Lives wasted in the
pursuit of Lola Calf.
“How do you want to play it?”
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“Got to find her first.”
“Difficult?”
“Don’t think so. Lot of Rosita’s girls be happy to give up
someone with a mouth that big in exchange for a lighter sentence.
And we got them locked up already. Puts us in a good bargaining
position.”
“Yeah, and they all know her. Rosita was keeping her out of the
new set up, but before that, sounds like she was running with them.”
Larry looked up from his drink.
“Lesbians. Trust me, someone bound to hold a grudge.”
“So you boys want to experience a real life Mexican police raid?”
“You forget I been on the wrong end of that already.”
“Much more fun when you’re on our side.”
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Six in the morning. We sat outside the house, in an area of the city
called Cuchilla La Joya, a couple of miles north of the centre. The
building was on a little dead end street which didn’t have a name. At
the end, fenced off, was a dual carriageway.
Velez had one armoured personnel carrier, a couple of vans,
several cars, and about twenty armed men who moved as a single
unit, and looked suspiciously like a swat team. Difficult to believe it
needed so much fire power to pick up one mouthy lesbian.
There was only one way in. Set back in the brickwork was a roll
up garage door. The entrance to the house presumably lay behind it.
There was a bell. Me personally I would have been inclined to ring it
and see what happened. Velez took a more direct approach.
They fired some kind of bolt through the lock, and rolled the door
up. The inner entrance didn’t put up any more resistance. In a couple
of seconds armed Federales were swarming in, shouting in Spanish.
Larry and I followed. By the time we got up the stairs Pina and
Chachita had been hauled out of bed, and were standing, naked,
hands cuffed behind their backs, while a dozen or so men searched
the place. Probably not a good position for a lesbian to find herself
in. Still, gave me a chance to observe lesbian pubic hair styles.
Always keen to educate myself when the opportunity arises.
Velez asked them if there was anything in the house they
shouldn’t have. Neither of them said anything. Apart from some
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sexual apparatus, which offered them considerably more than any of
us could, nothing was found upstairs.
The garage though was another matter. Pina Rocha had assembled
a collection of weapons which couldn’t possibly have been just for
her personal use. She had knives, guns, baseball bats, bullet proof
vests, and plenty of ammo. The vests were still boxed and wrapped.
Looked like a retail operation.
Eventually a couple of women officers were allowed to take Pina
and Chachita downtown. The swat team went for morning coffee,
leaving me, Larry, Velez, and a couple of detectives to search the rest
of the house.
“This what you expected?”
“Got a warning about the hardware from one of Rosita’s girls.”
“Hence the size of the team?”
“Hence that.”
He took a couple of pairs of latex gloves from his pocket. Handed
them to me and Larry.
“See what you can find.”
“We officially Federales now?”
“Not in my lifetime.”
“But you happy for us to pitch in.”
“Can’t see what harm you can do.”
“We’re looking for what?”
“Anything to connect her to Prieto’s shooting, any financial
records, anything on Eva.”
Larry and I searched. Didn’t look promising. Pina and Chachita
weren’t the kind of girls who bothered with a lot of paperwork.
There was no ledger, no double entry book keeping, no
correspondence. Looked like it was all word of mouth and cash in
the hand.
In the next couple of hours the only useful things we found were a
couple of mobiles.
“Number for the shooter got to be in there somewhere.”
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“Dead cert.”
“Lot of leg work.”
“Joy of command.”
“What’s that?”
“Don’t have to do it yourself.”
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When the phone rang in the middle of the night I was almost
inclined not to bother getting out of bed. Some instinct made me
glance at the screen to see who was calling. Another part of my brain
told me that if Big Dick was ringing in the night it must be urgent.
With great reluctance I sat up, leaned against the headboard, and
took the call.
“Dick, any idea what time it is here?”
“My guess, three in the morning.”
“Close.”
“Thought you’d want to know about this though.”
I rubbed my eyes, and took a deep breath.
“First thing to say Jacko, is that we haven’t actually cracked the
passwords yet.”
“But...?”
“My techie found something interesting about an hour ago.”
“You mean your autistic nine year old?”
“Yeah. He reckons something has been added to the cloud.”
“In English.”
“The external on-line storage Eva was using. Something has been
added to it.”
“What’s been added?”
“There are more files in the folder containing what we think are
the diaries.”
“More files since when?”
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“Not sure. More than when he last looked. But he’s not sure when
that was.”
“How many more?”
“Don’t know that either. Not much point in counting a dead
woman’s files. He was just concentrating on the passwords.”
“Who would add files?”
“That would be my question too. But whoever it was is using the
same numbering system as the originals.”
“Remind me again.”
“The numbers correspond to dates. These new numbers bring the
diary files more or less up to date.”
“More diary entries?”
“If we’re right about what they are.”
“Covering dates within the last two months?”
“Fucking mad or what?”
“Are you sure he’s right?”
“I’m just telling you what he told me.”
“Can anyone check this?”
“Not that I know of. He’s as good as it gets.”
“And how close are we to getting a look inside them?”
“Closer every day.”
“Don’t bullshit me Dick. I know something about code breaking.
Some take a while, others take centuries no matter how fast your
computer is.”
“He told me a few weeks, or less if we’re lucky, which obviously
we haven’t been.”
“And you’re now assuming it’s the same password for all of
them?”
“If it isn’t then it’s going to take weeks for each one.”
“Any way of finding where they were uploaded from?”
“I can ask.”
“Right now that could be as useful as the contents.”
“See what I can do.”
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“If you have to, get him a second computer, fast as fuck. And start
the serialiser on what is currently the most recent entry. That’s the
one I want to see first.”
“We’re talking about another couple of grand here.”
“How much do you think all this is costing?”
“No idea.”
“Well it’s a fuck of a lot more than two grand. Believe me,
Gretchen will pass it, and I’ll clear it with Reggie.”
“On your head Jacko.”
“Not just mine pal. Trust me when I tell you we are all going to
jail.”
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First up was Pina. I was looking through the glass when they
brought her in. She had more clothes on than when I last saw her, but
she was still recognisable. Small dark and attractive, with black
curly hair. Definitely my type. But I certainly wasn’t hers.
Velez went for the formal approach.
“Miss Rocha?”
“Yes.”
“Know why you’re here?”
“No.”
“Hard to believe.”
She shrugged.
“How about what we found in the garage?”
“What did you find?”
“Let’s just take the shotguns. Know what the regulations are for
shotguns in Mexico?”
“No idea.”
“Barrels got to be over twenty-five inches.”
“So?”
“Not sawn off like yours.”
“Not mine.”
“Whose?”
She didn’t say anything.
“You want to pin all this on Chachita?”
Still she didn’t say anything.
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“Not much chance of that Pina. Rosita Tuero fingered you. And
Veronica Rojo, maybe you know her as Marga, she fingered you
too.”
She grinned.
“Never been fingered by those bitches.”
Despite himself Velez smiled. But he was straight back to
business.
“Everyone thinks you killed Prieto, or had it done.”
“No proof of that from what I can see.”
“Now me I think you had someone else do it.”
“How come?”
“I don’t think you got the balls to do it yourself.”
“I wanted to, I would.”
“That an admission?”
“Hypothetical.”
“Mean you didn’t want to?”
“Not much interest to me either way.”
“Someone else want to?”
“Don’t know what other people want.”
“Eva Perouk want to?”
Silence.
“You know we got your mobiles?”
She smiled.
“Not much credit left, but you’re welcome to it.”
“Know what we’ll find?”
“Not much.”
“Ten to one the directory has the number of the shooter.”
“Good luck with that.”
“We’re on it.”
She didn’t look worried. Velez sat back. Drank some coffee. He
pointed to the cup.
“You want some?”
“Cappuccino, two sugars, to go.”
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“Nice, but you aren’t going anywhere.”
He looked up to the female officer on the door.
“Get her a coffee, two sugars.”
She went out, leaving Velez and Rocha alone in the room.
“Just you and me now. No notes. No tape.”
“So?”
“We going to find Eva Perouk behind this?”
“Might not find her at all.”
“Something happened to her?”
“Who knows.”
“I think you do.”
“You seem to think I know everything.”
“Kind of. You see I think you’re in the middle. I think Eva told
you to get it done, and I think you farmed it out.”
“Too much time on your hands.”
“You do everything Eva tells you?”
“Eva don’t tell me to do nothing.”
“Nevertheless, being in the middle puts you in a good position.”
“Don’t feel like it.”
“You tell me what I want to know. I put two people away for a
police murder.”
“And I walk away?”
“You didn’t order it, and you didn’t do it. Makes you kind of a
messenger. Plus if you’re the one gives evidence. Probably goes well
for you.”
“Not exactly a free pass.”
“Never going to be.”
She thought about it. Velez watched her closely.
“Best you’re going to get.”
She shook her head.
“Limited time offer. We get there without you, end of story.”
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She just sat there looking at the table. Velez didn’t say any more.
He waited. No point in pushing too far. Say what you have to say,
then leave it alone.
After a few minutes the door opened, and the female officer came
back with Pina’s coffee. She walked across, and put it on the desk in
front of her. Pina looked at it for a while. Finally she picked it up and
took a couple of mouthfuls.
“Need two things Pina.”
“What’s that?”
“Need to know who pulled the trigger. Need to find Eva Perouk.”
“You not the only one want to find that bitch.”
“Meaning?”
“What if I give you one and not the other?”
“Not so good.”
“Say I give you the shooter?”
“And Eva?”
She took another sip of her coffee.
“You find her. I make sure you put her away.”
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The call I’d been waiting for eventually came. Larry and I were
just sitting around the house, when the Blackberry started vibrating
on the little end table next to the sofa. The screen showed it was
Dick. I didn’t think anything of it.
“Dick.”
“Jacko.”
“What have you got for me?”
“Everything you could possibly hope for.”
“Never happened before.”
“It has this time.”
“You got into the diaries?”
“That and more.”
“What’s in them?”
“A load of boring shit, except for the sex parts, they look kind of
interesting, but the pictures are gross.”
“Pictures?”
“Yeah. Text and pictures. She was documenting her life.”
“Email them to me.”
“Too big to email pal.”
“Strip out the pictures, and send me the text.”
“Not the interesting part.”
“What?”
“Remember a couple of months back, a few celebrities put up
pictures from their phones on Facebook, and people started turning
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up at their houses, even though there was nothing to identify where
they lived from the photos?”
“No.”
“Well luckily my tech guy remembers.”
“And?”
“You’re going to love this.”
“Try me.”
“One of the diaries, from about three weeks ago, there’s a picture
of Eva’s new house.”
“Got to have that Dick. Send me a low res version asap.”
“Looks like every other house in Mexico from what I can see.”
“Might ring a bell. Someone we’ve spoken to before might
recognise it.”
“Won’t have to.”
“Meaning.”
“It was taken on an iPhone.”
“Don’t get it.”
“Embedded in the metadata is the exact latitude and longitude.”
“You’re kidding.”
“Nope. How the celebs got caught out.”
“And this is how accurate?”
“Pretty good.”
“But how do I convert that into a map reference.”
“Done it for you.”
“You’ve got an address?”
“Not exactly. Got a probable street though, plus the photo of the
house. You were to go out there and cruise around I reckon you
could find it.”
“If you were here Dick I would kiss you.”
“Fuck.”
“And so would Larry.”
“Let’s hope you two have calmed down a bit by the time you get
back then.”
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Larry and I drove down into Itazcalco. It was about two miles
south-west of the airport. We found ourselves in an American grid
system. Twenty-five streets wide and twelve streets deep. Each one
was over a mile in length. The streets which ran north to south had
names, east to west were numbered.
The nearest Dick could get with the map coordinates was the
corner of 157 and Recreo. We looked at the map, and decided on a
search area four blocks wide, and two blocks deep, around the grid
reference we’d been given.
Some of the streets were barely wide enough for two cars to pass.
With vans and trucks parked in awkward places it was more like an
obstacle course. In addition we were so close to the buildings it was
hard to get a good look at them.
I had the photo in my hand, comparing it with the houses we
passed. Eva’s house was a natural cement colour, so we could forget
about the considerable number of brightly painted buildings. Many
of the others were harder to call. We had to look at the position of
doors and windows, the style and decoration, and the general state of
disrepair.
“Didn’t think it would be this fucking difficult Jacko.”
“You and me both.”
“She could have picked somewhere better than this.”
“Good place to hide out though.”
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We cruised around some more. Didn’t have any luck. But we
knew from the style of the buildings we were in the right area. We
stopped and looked at the map again.
“Say we expand by a block all round.”
“Take a long time to cover that.”
“Any better ideas?”
“Try an extra street east and west first. They’re closely packed
horizontally. Keeps us nearer the reference point.”
Turned out Larry was right. One block further west we came to a
house which looked identical to the one in the photograph. No house
number though.
“Think that’s deliberate?”
“Maybe.”
We didn’t stop outside. We made our way back onto Recreo, and
parked round the corner, where the car couldn’t be seen.
“Now what Jacko?”
“Good question.”
“You want to call Velez?”
“Not particularly.”
“Why not?”
“Can’t get the story if he takes her in.”
“An interview?”
“What we’re here for. End of the day, story comes first.”
“Velez probably let you watch again.”
“Not the same as asking your own questions.”
“You think she incriminate herself for you?”
“Got to try.”
Larry gave me a look like I must be out of my mind.
“Velez go in. Lot of firepower.”
“I know.”
“You go in. Just me.”
“Think you can handle it?”
“Hundred percent. Outcome might be different though.”
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“How’s that?”
“Lot of firepower. Very intimidating. Probably no one get hurt.”
“Or?”
“We go in. She try something. Got to clip her.”
“No evidence so far she even handled a gun let alone fired one.”
“No evidence beforehand Lee Harvey Oswald was a homicidal
motherfucker. Still aced the commander in chief.”
“Opinions on that differ.”
“Not my point.”
“She always hires someone else to do it. Probably a reason for
that.”
“Maybe.”
“What do you think?”
“What do I think?”
“Yeah.”
“You asking my opinion on a question of journalistic ethics?”
“Fuck the ethics. I want a risk assessment.”
“No way to know. Might be alone, might not be. Maybe she can
shoot, maybe not. She in a tight corner though. Could be
unpredictable.”
“No harm in ringing the bell.”
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Turned out there was no bell. Larry reached through the security
grille and knocked with his left hand. In his right, down by his side,
was the SIG Sauer Mosquito. Footsteps sounded on the internal
stone stairs. The door opened. A good looking woman in her fifties
appeared. Short dark hair, medium build, black jeans, black tee. She
didn’t look too much like the younger photos I’d seen.
“What are you two selling?”
“Nothing.”
She looked at us suspiciously through the bars.
“Are you Eva Perouk?”
“No.”
“Sure?”
“Why?”
I ignored the denial.
“Because Reggie sent us.”
“Reggie?”
“Sent us from New York.”
“What for?”
“He thought you might need some help.”
“What made him think that?”
“You asked for money?”
“That was months ago.”
“Well, here we are.”
“He told me to go fuck myself.”
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“Maybe he had a change of heart.”
“He sent you with money?”
I took the bag off my shoulder, opened it, and showed her what
was left of the piles of dollars I’d been given back in London. She
looked puzzled.
“Only question is, are you Eva Perouk?”
“Was.”
“Was?”
“Change of identity.”
“That what you need the money for?”
“Something like that.”
“Need to see some ID.”
She still didn’t open the gate.
“How did you find me?”
“Just sent by the newspaper.”
“Doesn’t answer the question.”
“Don’t know the answer. I can only show you what they gave
me.”
“Which is what?”
“Picture of the house and a map reference.”
I showed her the photograph.
“How the fuck did they get that?”
“Search me.”
“So you’re what? Reggie’s messenger?”
“I’m a reporter. No idea why I was told to do it. Larry’s here as
security, because of the cash.”
I turned to Larry.
“I did once come to Mexico on holiday. You think that had
something to do with it?”
“Must be it.”
She looked me up and down.
“You know Reggie?”
“Met him. Can’t say I know him.”
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Finally she opened the gate and let us in. It’s surprising what the
promise of hard cash can get you.
Larry surreptitiously put the Mosquito back in his shoulder
holster. We walked up the stone stairs, to the flat above. It was well
furnished, but the decoration wasn’t up to much. My guess was
she’d moved upmarket assets into a distinctly down market
residence.
“Nice sofa, mind if we...?
“Go ahead.”
Larry and I sat down on the brown leather upholstery. Eva sat in a
matching chair opposite us.
“How much?”
“Don’t know.”
“You didn’t count it?”
“Not really why we’re here.”
She looked suddenly wary.
“Why are you here?”
“Wanted to talk to you.”
“About what?”
“Why you faked your own death.”
She stood up.
“You can leave now.”
“We could, but we’re not going to.”
“I’m telling you to go.”
“What are you going to do, call the Federales?”
Larry and I just waited. Eventually she sat down. She didn’t say
anything. Then curiosity got the better of her.
“Why exactly are you here?”
“Reggie sent us.”
“For what?”
“Your death was on the wire. Reuters and AP. Looked like a
murder. He wanted to find out who did it and why. He also didn’t
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rate the Mexican police. Wanted us to, and I quote, “If possible get
the bastards locked up.”
“Why would he be interested?”
“Seems you had a little fling. Then he doesn’t hear anything for
years, then you ask for money, then someone kills you. He thinks
maybe in refusing the cash he accidentally got you killed.”
“Why would he think that?”
“Perhaps you owed money to the wrong people. He thought if
he’d given it to you, maybe you’d still be alive.”
“Fuck.”
“Yeah. Strategic error.”
“So you came out and started digging around.”
“Correct. Found you weren’t dead after all. So now it’s a news
story. Page four maybe, but you’re a bit of a celebrity, we were out
here anyway, might as well see where it leads.”
“What do you know?”
“Not much.”
I lied.
“How much?”
“We know you’re still alive. The body wasn’t yours, didn’t die
from gunshot wounds, but they found your documents. Must have
been a set up. Seemed like it might be worth an exclusive.”
“Exclusive?”
“Yeah. We pay for your side, you don’t talk to anyone else until
after publication.”
“I know what it means. I’m just curious. Reggie signed off on
this?”
“That’s why we’re here.”
She was thoughtful, definitely undecided, and probably
suspicious. I decided to push my luck. Brash seemed best.
“Got the cash here. Let’s do a deal.”
“What are you offering?”
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“Here’s how it works. You give me a rough outline of what you
can tell me. I phone my editor. We make you an offer. If you accept,
we put it on tape, leave you the money.”
She got up from the chair.
“Coffee?”
Larry answered.
“Thanks.”
She went through to the kitchen. Larry casually followed. Leaned
on the door frame. Just making conversation.
“How come you end up here?”
“Just temporary.”
“Hiding out?”
“In a way.”
“From what?”
“Should be from who?”
“OK. From who?”
“Eva Perouk.”
“Thought that was you.”
“Used to be.”
“Who are you now?”
“Good question.”
She poured some water in the coffee filter. After it dripped
through she filled the cups, and came back into the lounge.
“What’s the answer?”
“What’s the question?”
“Want to go with us? Give us the exclusive?”
“Doesn’t make sense to me.”
“Why not?”
“I can see how Reggie might want to find out who killed me,
even write it up. Can’t see why he’d want an interview. Can’t see
that he’d want what I know in the paper.”
“And yet here we are.”
She shrugged.
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“OK. Where do you want to start?”
“At the beginning. But just give me the headlines.”
“Fine. First headline I can think of would be that when I was
dating Reggie he liked me to wear an eight inch strap on and fuck
him in the arse.”
Larry did actually choke. Spilled his coffee too. He had to stand
up and cough for a few moments. Eventually he sat down. We both
just sat there and looked at her.
“You see I think that if Reggie knew I was still alive, he’d have
you on the first plane out of here. I don’t think you told him. I think
you’re freelancing.”
“We didn’t actually know for certain you were alive until today.
But Reggie did send us, and I thought we should get the story.”
“Maybe you should tell him what you found, and ask him what he
wants you to do. Probably enhance your career prospects.”
“I think we should stick to the story.”
“And I don’t.”
There was a little stand off. Not much you can do if someone
doesn’t want to talk to you, except provoke them.
“Perhaps I misled you about how much we know.”
“Meaning?”
“My understanding, if you were dating Reggie now, you wouldn’t
need the strap on.”
That brought about a gratifying change of expression.
“Couple of other points I’d like to clarify before I write this up.
Who killed Prieto? And were you actually fucking Pina Rocha, or
was it just a business arrangement?”
Perhaps I went too far. She left the chair like a greyhound out of
the traps. Made a dive for the bedroom door, and got inside before
Larry or I even stood up. By the time we got there it was bolted from
the inside.
“Think she can get out that way?”
“Fucked if I know.”
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Larry whispered to me.
“You go out the front, see if there’s any way out. I’ll stay here.”
I ran down the stairs, and out into the street. It was hard to see the
side or back of the property over the high walls. I ran round the
corner, to get a better view. All the windows had bars on them. Good
for preventing burglaries, but problematic if you wanted to make a
quick getaway.
As I was on my way back in I heard a shot. I ran up the stairs as
quickly as I could. Nothing seemed to have changed, except that
there was now a small hole in the bedroom door. Larry was still
standing to one side with the Mosquito in his hand. I walked across
the room. Larry held his hand up. I stopped. He signalled for me to
get down behind the sofa.
He quietly moved towards me, but perhaps not quietly enough.
Another shot rang out from the bedroom. Wood splintered in the
centre of the door, and plaster exploded from the wall on the far side
of the room.
Larry joined me behind the sofa. He rested his arm on the
upholstery, and took aim with the Mosquito. From that position he
had the bedroom door covered.
“Don’t think you’re going to get your interview.”
“Looks that way.”
“Got the Blackberry?”
“Yeah.”
“Better phone Velez.”
I rang his mobile. After few seconds he answered.
“Velez.”
“Mike. Got another present for you.”
That was as far as I got. The bedroom door opened. She came out,
gun in hand. Larry didn’t give her a chance to use it. He put one
round into her chest. She dropped the gun, and fell to the floor. He
went over, keeping the Mosquito trained on her all the time. After
kicking her gun away, he knelt beside her, put his hand to her neck.
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She was still breathing. He pulled her over into the recovery
position. The amount of blood on the floor underneath her told me
she wasn’t going to make it. She wheezed as he rolled her back. We
watched her die.
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Lola decided to have Eva buried in Chetumal. It was where she’d
wanted to end up, so it seemed appropriate. Almost all her old
friends made the trip. The more recent ones were unfortunately
unable to attend on account of being in jail.
The funeral was the full Mexican job. Bright flowers, mariachi
band, old photographs beside the colourful coffin. Seemed more like
a celebration to me. She was buried with many of her personal
possessions, including her favourite eight inch strap on, and the
Walther P38 she pulled on Larry. It was a German classic, but Larry
was dismissive.
“Probably couldn’t hit shit with that. Problem is, no way to
know.”
The band played the old John Williams, Johnny Mercer standard,
The Long Goodbye. Most of the mourners probably didn’t know the
words. “It’s a long goodbye, and it happens every day...” Nobody
was singing, but I could hear the lyrics in my head.
Afterwards we all gathered at Lola’s house, and the wake lasted
well into the night. Seemed like Lola and Marga were resigned to
their mutual grieving. They talked for a long time, embraced, and
then parted. I wasn’t close enough to hear what was said.
People reacted in different ways. Lola was profoundly sad.
Milovan started off saying Eva only had herself to blame. Then he
had a few drinks and wanted to take on the people responsible. Larry
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didn’t look too bothered about the prospect of being confronted by
him.
Banquo took a philosophical view.
“It was kind of what we thought happened to begin with. Only
difference was time and place.”
Lola poured some chilled white wine, and went to sit with me in
the bedroom. It was the first time we’d been alone all day.
“How do you feel?”
“Strange. Thought I’d come to terms with it a couple of months
ago. Now I know she was alive all that time, needed help, but never
got in touch. Don’t know what to make of it.”
“No way to know what she was thinking.”
“I guess.”
“People react differently. You get in a jam, might ask your friends
for help, might not want to involve them.”
“I know.”
“Realistically, what could you have done?”
“Not much.”
“Probably took her about two seconds to work that out.”
“You think she was being, I don’t know, considerate?”
“Could be.”
She looked down. Didn’t say anything. I put my arm round her.
“Will you stay with me tonight?”
“Don’t have a hotel to go to.”
She smiled.
“How long before you have to go back?”
“Thought I might hang around for a few days if you’d have me.”
“You don’t have to ask.”
“I know.”
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Several hours later, Larry and I were standing in the garden. It
was dark. Reggie was pissing in the bushes at the back of the house.
He looked over his shoulder, and saw Larry and me standing by the
pond. He zipped up, and wandered across.
He didn’t have an entourage, didn’t have a limo, didn’t have a
driver. He’d come all by himself. Must have felt like a journey back
in time.
Out of context he didn’t seem quite so intimidating. It was the
first time we’d seen him since Eva’s death.
He looked us up and down, without any expression on his face.
“So,” he said. “I send you to find out who killed someone, and it
turns out they aren’t dead, but you fucking kill them anyway.”
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